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The Book of Corum Vol ume 3
The King of The Swords
by M chael Morcock

THE BOOKS OF CORUM

Being a History in Three Vol unes Concerni ng
the Quests and Adventures of Corum Jhael en
Irsei of the Vadhagh Fol k, Who Is Al so
Called the Prince in the Scarlet Robe

Vol unme the Third

THE KING OF THE SWORDS
by M chael Mborcock

I NTRCDUCT! ON

In those days there were oceans of light and cities in the
skies and wild flying beasts of bronze. There were herds of
crimson cattle that roared and were taller than castles.
There were shrill, viridian things that haunted bl eak rivers.
It was a time of gods, nanifesting thensel ves upon out
world in all her aspects; a tinme of giants who wal ked on
wat er; of mndless sprites and m sshapen creatures who
coul d be summoned by an ill-considered thought but driven
away only on pain of sone fearful sacrifice; of nagics,
phant asns, unstable nature, inpossible events, insane

par adoxes, dreans cone true, dreans gone awy, of

ni ght mares assuning reality.

It was a rich tine and a dark tine. The tinme of the

Sword Rul ers. The tine when the Vadhagh and the

Nhadr agh, age-old enenies, were dying. The time when

Man, the slave of fear, was energing, unaware that mnuch

of the terror he experienced was the result of nothing el se
but the fact that he, hinmself, had conme into existence. It
was one of many ironies connected with Man (who, in

those days, called his race Mabden).

The Mabden lived brief lives and bred prodigi ously.

Wthin a few centuries they rose to donminate the westerly
continent on which they had evol ved. Superstition stopped
them from sendi ng many of their ships toward Vadhagh

and Nhadragh | ands for another century or two, but

gradual |y they gai ned courage when no resistance was

of fered. They began to feel jeal ous of the ol der races; they
began to feel malicious.

The Vadhagh and the Nhadragh were not aware of this.

They had dwelt a nillion or nore years upon the planet,

whi ch now, at |ast, seened at rest. They knew of the

Mabden but considered them not greatly different from

ot her beasts. Though continuing to indulge their traditiona
hatreds of one another, the Vadhagh and the Nhadragh

spent their Iong hours in considering abstractions, in the
creation of works of art and the |ike. Rational,

sophi sticated, at one with thensel ves, these ol der races
were unable to believe in the changes that had come. Thus,
as it alnost always is, they ignored the signs.
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There was no exchange of know edge between the two
anci ent enem es, even though they had fought their |ast
battl e nmany centuries before.

The Vadhagh lived in fam |y groups occupying isol ated
castles scattered across a continent called by them Bro-an-
Vadhagh. There was scarcely any conmmuni cati on between
these famlies, for the Vadhagh had | ong since |ost the

i mpul se to travel. The Nhadragh lived in their cities built
on the islands in the seas to the northwest of Bro-an-
Vadhagh. They, also, had little contact, even with their

cl osest kin. Both races reckoned thensel ves invul nerabl e.
Bot h were w ong.

Upstart Man was beginning to breed and spread like a

pestil ence across the world. This pestilence struck down
the old races wherever it touched them And it was not only
death that Man brought, but terror, too. WIlIfully, he made
of the older world nothing but ruins and bones.

Unwi ttingly, he brought psychic and supernatura

di sruption of a magnitude which even the Great O d Gods
failed to conprehend.

And the Great O d Gods began to know Fear.

And Man, slave of fear, arrogant in his ignorance,
continued his stunbling progress. He was blind to the huge
di sruptions aroused by his apparently petty anbitions. As
well, Man was deficient in sensitivity, had no awareness of
the multitude of dinmensions that filled the universe, each
pl ane intersecting with several others. Not so the Vadhagh
or the Nhadragh, who had known what it was to nove at

wi |l between the di nensions they ternmed the Five Pl anes
They had glinpsed and understood the nature of the many

pl anes, other than the five, through which the Earth

nmoved

Therefore it seenmed a dreadful injustice that these w se
races should perish at the hands of creatures who were stil
little nore than animals. It was as if vultures feasted on

and squabbl ed over the paral yzed body of the youthfu

poet who could only stare at themw th puzzl ed eyes as they
slowly robbed himof an exquisite existence they would
never appreciate, never know they were taking.

"If they valued what they stole, if they knew what they
were destroying," says the old Vadhagh in the story, "The
Only Autum Fl ower," "then | would be consol ed."

It was unjust.

By creating Man, the universe had betrayed the old
races.

But it was a perpetual and faniliar injustice. The
sentient nay perceive and | ove the universe, but the

uni ver se cannot perceive and | ove the sentient. The uni-
verse sees no distinction between the nmultitude of
creatures and el ements which conprise it. Al are equal
None is favored. The universe, equipped with nothing but
the materials and the power of creation, continues to
create: sonething of this, something of that. It cannot
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control what it creates and it cannot, it seens, be
controlled by its creations (though a few mi ght deceive

t hensel ves ot herwi se). Those who curse the workings of

the universe curse that which is deaf. Those who strike
out at those workings fight that which is inviolate. Those
who shake their fists, shake their fists at blind stars.

But this does not nean that there are sone who will not
try to do battle with and destroy the invul nerabl e.

There will always be such beings, sonetines beings of
great wi sdom who cannot bear to believe in an insouciant
uni ver se.

Prince Corum Jhaelen Irsei was one of these. Perhaps
the last of the Vadhagh race, he was sonetines known as
the Prince in the Scarl et Robe.

Thi s chronicle concerns him

We have al ready | earned how t he Mabden foll owers of

Earl d andyth-a-Krae (who called thensel ves the

Denl edhyssi —er Murderers) killed Prince Corum s

relatives and his nearest kin and thus taught the Prince in
the Scarlet Robe how to hate, howto kill, and how to
desire vengeance. W have heard how G andyth tortured
Corum and took away a hand and an eye and how Corum

way rescued by the G ant of Laahr and taken to the castle
of the Margravine Rhalina—a castle set upon a nount
surrounded by the sea. Though Rhalina was a Mabden

worman (of the gentler folk of Lywm an-Esh), Corum and

she fell in love. Wien d andyth roused the Pony Tri bes,
the forest barbarians, to attack the Margravine's castle, she
and Corum sought supernatural aid and thus fell into the

hands of the sorcerer Shool, whose domain was the island
cal l ed Svi-an-Fanl a- Brool —Honme of the Gorged God.

And now Corum had direct experience of the norbid,

unfam liar powers at work in the world. Shool spoke of
dreans and realities. ("I see you are beginning to argue in
Mabden terns," he told Corum "It is just as well for you,
if you wish to survive in this Mabden dream" —"It is a
dream. . . ?" said Corum —=C sorts. Real enough. It

is what you mght call the dream of a God. There again you
m ght say that it is a dreamthat a God has allowed to
becone reality. | refer of course to the Knight of the
Swords, who rules the Five Planes.")

Wth Rhalina his prisoner Shool could nmake a bargain
with Corum He gave himtwo gifts—the Hand of KwW I and
the Eye of Rhynn—to replace his own m ssing organs.
These jewel ed and alien things were once the property of
two brother gods known as the Lost Gods since they
mysteriously vani shed.

Now Shool told Corum what he must do if he wished to

see Rhalina saved. Corum nust go to the real mof the

Kni ght of the Swords—tord Arioch of Chaos, who rul ed

the Five Planes since he had wested themfromthe control
of Lord Arkyn of Law. There Corum rust find the heart of
the Knight of the Swords—a thing which was kept in a
tower of his castle and which enabled himto take nmateri al
shape on Earth and thus wield power (without a material
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shape—er a nunber of themthe Lords of Chaos coul d
not rule nortals).

Wth little hope Corumset off in a boat for the domain
of Arioch but on his way was w ecked when a huge gi ant
passed by him nerely fishing. In the | and of the strange
Ragha- da- Khet a he di scovered that the Eye coul d summon
dreadful beings fromthose worlds to aid himalso the

Hand seened to sense danger before it cane and was
ruthless in slaying even when Corumdid not desire to slay.
Then he realized that, by accepting Shoots gifts, he had
accepted the logic of Shool's world and could not escape
fromit now.

During these adventures Corum | earned of the eterna
struggl e between Law and Chaos. A cheerful traveler from
Lywmn an- Esh enlightened him It was, he said, "the Chaos
Lords' will that rules you. Arioch is one of them Long
since there was a war between the forces of Oder and the
forces of Chaos. The forces of Chaos won and cane to

dom nate the Fifteen Planes and, as | understand it, rmuch
that lies beyond them Sonme say that Order was defeated
conpletely and all her Gods vani shed. They say the

Cosmic Bal ance tipped too far in one direction and that is
why there are so many arbitrary events taking place in the
worl d. They say that once the world was round instead of

di sh-shaped ..." —"Sone Vadhagh | egends say it was

once round," Coruminforned him —"Aye. Well, the

Vadhagh began their rise before Order was bani shed. That
is why the Sword Rulers hate the old races so nuch. They
are not their creation at all. But the G eat Gods are not
allowed to interfere too directly in nortal affairs, so they
have worked through the Mabden, chiefly ..." —Corum

said, "lIs this the truth?"—Hanafax shrugged. "It is a
truth. "

Later, in the Flanel ands where the Blind Queen Oorese

lived, Corum saw a nysterious figure who al nost

i medi at el y vani shed after he had slain poor Hanafax with
the Hand of Kwi | (which knew Hanaf ax woul d betray

hin). He learned that Arioch was the Knight of the Swords
and that Xi onbarg was the Queen of the Swords ruling the
next group of Five Planes, while the nost powerful Sword
Ruler of all ruled the |ast of the Five Pl anes—Mabel rode,
King of the Swords. Corum | earned that all the hearts of

the Sword Rul ers were hi dden where even they could not

touch them But after further adventures in Arioch's castle,
he at | ast succeeded in finding the heart of the Knight of the
Swords and, to save his life, destroyed it, thus banishing
Arioch to linmbo and all owing Arkyn of Law to return to

occupy his old castle. But Corum had earned the Bane of

the Sword Rul ers and by destroying Arioch's heart had set

a pattern of destiny for hinself. A voice told him "Neither
Law nor Chaos nust domi nate the destinies of the norta

pl anes. There nmust be equilibrium" But it seened to
Corumthat there was no equilibrium that Chaos ruled all
"The bal ance sonetines tips,"” replied the voice. "It nust

be righted. And that is the power of nortals, to adjust the
bal ance. You have begun the work already. Now you nust
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continue until it is finished. You may perish before it is
conpl ete, but sonme other will follow you."

Corum shouted, "I do not want this. | cannot bear such
a burden."

The voice replied, "YOU MJST!"

And then Corumreturned to find Shool's power gone
and Rhalina free.

They returned to the lovely castle on Midel's Munt,
knowi ng that they were no | onger in any sense in control of
their own fates.

Soon the Wadi ng God was seen again, fishing the seas

near Moidel's Munt, forever discarding his catch and
casting for a new one. An onen, they knew. And that night
there was a knocking on the door of Midel's Castle and a
young stranger presented hinself to thema dandy who

had as a pet a little winged cat. This was Jhary-a- Conel
who announced his profession as a "Conpanion to

Chanpi ons" and seenmed to know a great deal of Corunis
destiny, not to nmention his own. Wth the help of the little
cat they |l earned of the great Mabden massing at Kal enwyr,
of the intention of the Mabden to march agai nst Lywm an-
Esh and destroy that |and because it had adopted Vadhagh
ways. The people of the castle knew that they woul d be
swept away by such a mighty advance and they abandoned
Moi del 's Mount, going by ship to Lywnan-Esh to

di scover that the invasion was al ready taking place on
sone coasts and that the followers of Law and of Chaos
were divided, fighting. In the capital, Hal wg-nan-Vake,
they saw the king and | earned that Arkyn woul d speak with
themat his Tenple. Here Arkyn told themto enter

Xi ombarg's plane and seek out the City in the Pyramd,
that this city would aid them On Xionbarg's plane they
encountered nmany strange marvels, horrible exanpl es of
the power of Chaos—the Lake of Voices, the Wite R ver,
and many other things—antil they found the City in the
Pyram d. This strange city of netal was peopl ed by
Vadhagh and Corum | earned that they had left their own
pl ane centuries before but had been unable to return

Xi ombarg began to attack the City and Corum and his
conpani ons fled through the planes to Halwg to find it
under dire siege. At last the neans to bring the Gty in the
Pyram d back to its own plane was found and they broke
t hrough, bringing destruction to the Mabden and forever
wi ping out the threat. Angered, Xionbarg followed

—breaki ng the paranount rule of the Cosm c Bal ance

—and was thus destroyed. It seened that a wonderful new
era of peace had been granted to themall. But Earl

d andyt h- a- Krae, who hated Corum nost fiercely, had
escaped the destruction of his folk. And he pl anned
revenge.

—The Book of Corum

BOOK ONE
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I'n which Prince Corum sees serenity
transforned into strife

The First Chapter
THE SHAPE ON THE HI LL

Not |ong since nen had died here and others had expected
to die. But now King Onol d's pal ace was repaired,

repai nted, and covered once nore in flowers, and the
battl ements had once again becone bal coni es and bowers.
But King Onold of Lywm an-Esh would not see his ruined
Hal wg- nan- Vake reborn, for he, too, had been slain in the
siege and his nother ruled as regent till his son should
come of age. Scaffolding lingered in some parts of the
Floral Cty, for King Lyr-a-Brode and his barbarians had
done rmuch damage. New scul ptures were being erected,
fresh fountains nade, and it was now plain that Hal wg's
qui et magni fi cence woul d be yet finer than before. So it
was across all the land of Lywm an-Esh.

And so it was beyond the sea, in Bro-an-Vadhagh. The
Mabden had been driven back to the land from which they
had first cone, Bro-an-Mabden, grimcontinent to the
northeast. And their fear of the power of the Vadhagh was
strong again.

In the sweet land of gentle hills and deep, conforting
forests and placid rivers and soft valleys which was Bro-an-
Vadhagh only the ruins of gloonmy Kal enwyr remai ned

—ui ns avoi ded but renenbered.

And of f the coast, on the Nhadragh Isles, the few who
had survived the Mabden killings—frightened, degenerate
creatures—were allowed to live out their lives. Perhaps
these wretched Nhadragh woul d breed prouder children
and their race would flourish again, as it had inits
centuries of glory, before too many years passed.

The worl d returned to peace. The people who had cone

back to this place in the magical GM as-cor-Gmys, the Cty
in the Pryamd, set to work to restore the ravaged Vadhagh
castles and | ands. They abandoned their strange city of
metal in favor of the traditional hones of their Vadhagh
ancestors. Presently GM as-cor-Gmys was all but deserted,

standi ng anongst the pines of a renote forest, not far from
one of the broken Mabden fortresses.

It seemed that a wonderful new age of peace had

dawned both for the Mabden of Lywm an-Esh and for the
Vadhagh who had been that |and's saviors. The threat of
Chaos was forgotten. Now two out of three real ne—ten
out of fifteen planes—aere ruled by Law Surely,
therefore, Law was stronger?

Most thought so. Queen Crief, the Regent of Lywm an-

Esh thought so and told her grandson, King Analt, that it
was so, and the little long told his subjects that it was so.
Prince Yurette Hasdun Nury, ex-Comander of GM as-cor-

Gmys, believed it pretty much. The rest of the Vadhagh
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believed it, too.

There was one Vadhagh, however, who was not sure. He

was unlike others of his race, though he had the same tal
beauty of form the tapering head, the gold-flecked rose-
pi nk skin, fair hair, and al nond-shaped yel | ow and- purpl e
eyes. But instead of a right eye he had an object like the
jewel ed eye of a fly and instead of a left hand he had what
appeared to be a six-fingered gauntlet of simlar design,
encrusted with dark jewels. Upon his back he wore a
scarl et robe and he was Corum Jhael en Irsei, who had sl ab
gods and been instrumental in banishing others, who
desired not hing but peace but could not trust the peace he
had, who hated his alien eye and his alien hand, though
they had saved his life many times and thus had saved both
Lywm an- Esh and Bro- an- Vadhagh and furthered the

cause of Law

Yet even Corum burdened by his destiny, knew joy as

he saw his old hone reborn, for they were building Castle
Erorn again on the headl and where she had stood for
centuries before dandyth-a-Krae had razed her. Corumre-
menbered every detail of his ancient fam |y hone and his
pl easure grew as the castle grew. Slender, tinted towers
stood agai n agai nst the sky and overl ooked the sea, which
was all boisterous white and green and | eaped about the
rocks below and in and out of the great sea caves as if it
danced with delight at Erorn's return to the em nence.

And inside, the ingenuity and skills of the craftsmen of

GM as-cor-Gmys had wrought the sensitive walls which
woul d change shape and color with every change in the
el ements, the nusical instruments of crystal and water
whi ch woul d play tunes according to the nmanner in which
they were arranged. But they could not replace the

pai nti ngs and the scul pture and the manuscripts which
Corum and Corum s ancestors had created in nore

i nnocent times, for d andyth-a-Krae had destroyed them
when he had destroyed Corum s father, Prince Khlonskey,
and his nother, Colatalarna, his twin sisters, his uncle, his
cousin, and their retainers.

When he thought of all that was lost Corumfelt a return
of his old hatred of the Mabden earl. d andyth's body had
not been found anongst those who had died at Hal wyg,
neither had they found the bodies of his charioteers, his
Denl edhyssi. d andyth had vani shed—er perhaps he and

his men had died in sone renpte battle. It required al
Corumis self-discipline not to let his mnd dwell on

d andyth and what d andyth had done. He preferred to

think of ways of making Castle Erorn still nore beautiful
so that his wife and his |ove, Rhalina, Mrgravine of
Al'longlyl, would be even nore enraptured and woul d

forget that when they had found her castle it had been torn
down by d andyth so thoroughly that only a few stones of
it could be seen in the shallows at the bottom of Midel's
Mount .

Jhary-a-Conel, who rarely adnmitted such a thing, was

i mpressed by Castle Erorn. It inspired him he said, and he
took to witing sonnets, which, somewhat insistently, he
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woul d often read to them And he painted passable

portraits of Corumin bis scarlet robe and of Rhalina in her
gown of blue brocade and he painted a fair quantity of self-
portraits, which they would cone across in nore than one
chanber of Castle Erorn. And Jhary would al so pass his

time designing splendid clothes for hinself, sonetines
maki ng whol e war drobes, even trying new hats (though he

was nmuch attached to his old one and al ways returned to

it). Hs little black-and-white cat with the bl ack-and-white
wi ngs would fly through the roons sonetines, but nost

often it would be discovered sl eeping sonewhere where it

was nost inconvenient for it to sleep
And so they passed their days.

The coastline on which Castle Erorn was built was well
known for the softness of its sumers and the mil dness of
its winters. Two, sonetinmes three, crops could be grown

the year round in normal tinmes and there was usually little
frost and one snowfall in the coldest month. Oten it did
not snow at all. But the winter after Erorn was conpl eted
the snow began to fall early and did not stop until the oaks
and the pines and the birches bent beneath huge burdens of
glittering whiteness or were hidden altogether. The snow
was so deep that a nounted man could not see above it in
some pl aces, and al though the sun shone clear and red
through the day it did not nelt the snow rmuch and that
which did nmelt was soon replaced by another fall

To Corumthere was a hint of sonething omnous in this
unexpect ed weat her. They were snug enough in their castle
and had no | ack of provisions and sonetines a sky ship
woul d bring a visitor fromone of the other newy rebuilt
castles. The recently settled Vadhagh had not given up
their ships of the air when they had | eft GM as-cor-Gmys.
Thus there was no danger of |osing contact with the outside
world. But still Corumfretted and Jhary watched himw th
a certain amusenent, while Rhalina took his state of mnd
nore seriously and was careful to soothe hi mwhenever
possi bl e, for she thought he brooded on d andyth agai n.

One day Corum and Jhary stood on the bal cony of a tal
tower and | ooked inland at the w de expanse of whiteness.

"Why should | be troubled by the weather?" Corum
asked Jhary. "I suspect the hand of gods in everything,
these days. Wiy shoul d gods bother to make it snow?"

Jhary shrugged. "You'll renenber that under Law the

world was said to be round. Perhaps it is round now, again,
and the result of this roundness is a change in the weather
you nmay expect in these parts.”

Corum shook his head in puzzlement, hardly hearing
Jhary's words. He | eaned on a snowy parapet, blinking in
the snow s glare. Far away there was a line of hills, as white

as everything else in that | andscape. He | ooked toward the
hills. "Wen Bwydyth-a-Horn canme visiting | ast week he

said that it was the same over the whole | and of Bro-an-
Vadhagh. One cannot hel p but seek significance in so
strange an event." He sniffed the cold, clean air. "Yet why
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shoul d Chaos send a |little snow, since it inconveni ences no
one."

"I't might Inconvenience the fanners of Lywm an-Esh,"
Jhary sai d.

"True—but Lywm an-Esh has not had this especially
heavy snowfall. It was as if sonething sought to—to freeze
us—to paralyze us ..."

"Chaos woul d choose nore spectacul ar displays than a
heavy fall of snow, " Jhary pointed out.

"Unless it was the best they could do, now that Law
rules two of the realns."

"I amunconvinced. | think that, if anything, this is
Law s doing. The result of a few m nor geographica
changes involved in ridding our Five Planes of the |ast
ef fects of Chaos."

"l agree that that is the nost |ogical explanation,"
Cor um nodded.

"If an explanation is needed at all."

"Aye. |'moversuspicious. You are probably right." He
began to turn back to the entrance of the tower but then
felt Jhary's hand on his arm "Wat is it?"

Jhary's voice was quiet. "Look at the hills."

"The hills?" Corum peered into the distance. And a

shock went through him Something noved there. At first

he thought it nust be a forest ani mal —a fox, perhaps,
hunting for food? But it was too large. It was too large to
be a man—even a | arge man mounted on a horse. The

shape was faniliar, yet he could not remenber where he

had seen it before. It flickered, as if only partly in this
pl ane and partly in another. It began to nove away from
them toward the north. It paused and perhaps it turned,
for Corumfelt that something peered at him Involuntarily
his jewel ed hand went to his jewel ed eye, fingering the

j ewel ed patch which covered it and stopped him from

seeing into that terrible netherworld fromwhich he had, in

the past, summoned supernatural allies. Wth an effort he
| onered his hand. Did he associate that shape with

sonet hing he had seen in the netherworld? O perhaps it
was some creature of Chaos, returned to nake war on
Erorn?

"I cannot nmake anything of it," Jhary said. "lIs it a beast
or a man?"

Corum found difficulty in replying. "Neither, | think,"
he said at |ast.

The shape resuned its original direction, crossing over
the brow of the hill and vani shing.

"W still have that sky ship below " Jhary said. "Shal
we follow the thing?"
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Corum s throat was dry. "No," he said.

"Did you know what it was, Corun? Did you recognize
it?"

"l have seen it before. But | do not renenber where or
in what circunstances. Did it—did it look at nme, Jhary, or
did | imagine that?"

"l understand you. A peculiar sensation—the sort of
sensati on one has when one neets another's eyes by
acci dent."

"Aye—sonet hing of the sort."

"l wonder what it could want with us or if it is connected

with this snowfall in any way."
"l do not associate it with snow. | think rather of —fire!
I remenber! | remenber where | saw it—er sonething like

it—+n the Flamel ands, after | had strangl ed—after this
hand of nine had strangl ed—Hanafax. | told you of that!"

Shuddering, he renenbered the scene. The Hand of

KW | squeezing the life fromthe struggling, shrieking
Hanaf ax, who had done Corumno harmat all. The roaring
flanes. The corpse. The Blind Queen Oorese with her

i npassive face. The hill. The snoke. A figure standing on
the hill watching him A figure obscured by a sudden drift
of snoke.

"Perhaps it is only nmadness," he nurmured. "My

consci ence rem nding nme of the innocent soul | took when
| sl ew Hanafax. Perhaps | amrenenbering ny guilt and
see that guilt as an accusing figure on a hillside."

"A pretty theory," said Jhary alnost grimy. "But | had
nothing to do with the slaying of Hanafax and neither do
suffer fromthis guilt you people al ways speak of. | saw the
figure first, Corum"

"So you did. So you did." H's head bowed, Corum
stunbl ed t hrough the door of the tower. Fromhis norta
eye streaned tears.

As Jhary cl osed the door behind them Corumturned on
the stairs and stared up at his friend.

"Then what was it, Jhary?"
"1 know not, Corum"

"But you know so nuch."

"And | forget nuch. | amnot a hero. | am a conpanion

to heroes. | adnire. | marvel. | offer sage advice which is
rarely taken. | synpathize. | save lives. | express the fears
her oes cannot express. | council caution . "

"Enough, Jhary. Do you jest?"

"l suppose | jest. I, too, amtired, ny friend. I amtired
of the conpany of gl oony heroes, of those who are

file:/l/F|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Michael%20...203%20-%20The%20King%200f%20The%20Swords.txt (10 of 112) [6/4/03 10:49:35 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Michael %20M oorcock/Michael %620M oorcock%620-%20Corum%6203%20-%20T he%620K ing%200f%20T he%20Swords.txt

dooned to terrible destinies—ot to nention a | ack of

hunor. | woul d have the conpany of ordinary nen for a

while. | would drink in taverns. Tell obscene stories. Fart.
Lose ny head to a doxie . "

"Jhary! You do not jest! Why are you saying these
t hi ngs?"

"Because | am weary of " Jhary frowned. "Wy,
i ndeed, Prince Corun? It is not like nme, at all. That
carpi ng voi ce—was mne!"

"Aye. It was." Corumis frown matched Jhary's. "And |
liked it not at all. Wy, if you sought to provoke ne, Jhary,
then ..."

"Wait!" Jhary raised his hand to his head. "Wit,

Corum | feel as if something seeks possession of my mnd,
seeks to turn ne against ny friends. Concentrate. Do you
not feel the sane thing?"

Corum gl ared at Jhary for a nonent and then his face

| ost its anger and becanme puzzled. "Aye. You are right. A
ki nd of naggi ng shadow at the back of ny head. It hints at
hatred, contention. Is it the influence of the thing we saw
on the hill?"

Jhary shook his head. "Who knows? | apol ogi ze for ny
outburst. | do not believe that it was nyself speaking to
you. "

"I, too, apologize. Let us hope the shadow di sappears."

In thoughtful silence they descended to the main part of
the castle. The walls were silvery, shimrering. It neant
that the snow had begun to fall outside once nore.

Rhalina net themin one of the galleries where fountains
and crystals sang softly a work by Corumis father, a | ove
song to Corunmis nother. It was soothing and Corum
managed to snmile at her.

"Corum" she said. "A few noments ago | was sei zed
with a strange fury. | cannot explain it. | was tenpted to hit
one of the retainers. | ..."

He took her in his arms. He kissed her brow "I know.
Jhary and | experienced the sane thing. | fear that Chaos
works subtly in us, turning us against each other. W nust
resi st such inpulses. W nust try to find their cause
Sonet hi ng wi shes us to destroy one another, | think."

There was horror in her eyes. "Ch, Corum..."

"W nust resist," he said again.

Jhary scratched his nose, hinself once nore. He raised

an eyebrow. "I wonder if we are the only folk who suffer
this—this possession. What if it has seized the whole |and,
Cor un®"

The Second Chapt er
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THE SI CKNESS SPREADS

It was in the night that the worst thoughts came to Corum
as he lay in bed beside Rhalina. Sonetinmes his visions were
of his hated eneny d andyt h-a-Krae, but sonetimes they

were of Lord Arkyn of Law, whom he was now begi nni ng

to blane for all his hardships and niseries, and sometines
they were of Jhary-a-Conel, whose easy irony was now

seen as facetious malice, and sonetinmes they were of
Rhal i na, whom he decided had snared him directed him

away fromhis true destiny. And these latter visions were

the worst and he fought against themnore fiercely even

than the others. He would feel his face twist with hatred, his
fingers clench, his lips snarl, his body shake with rage and a
wi sh to destroy. Al through the nights he would fight these
terrible inmpul ses and he knew that as he fought so did

Rhal i na—fighting the fury welling up inside her own head.
Irrational fury—rage which had no purpose and yet which

woul d focus on anything and seek to vent itself.

Bl oody visions. Visions of torturing and mai mi ng worse
than d andyth had ever perforned on him And he was the
torturer and those he tortured were those he | oved nost.

Many a ni ght he woul d awake shrieking. Crying al oud
the single word, "No! No! No!" he would leap fromhis bed
and gl are down at Rhalina.

And Rhalina would gl are back

Rhalina's lips would curl away from her white teeth.
Rhalina's nostrils would flare |ike those of a beast. And
strange sounds woul d conme from her throat.

Then he would fight off the inmpulses and cry to her,
rem nd her of what was happening to them And they
would lie in each other's arns, drained of enotion

The snow had begun to nelt. It was as if, having brought
the sickness of rage and nmalice, it could now | eave. Corum
rushed about in it one day, slashing at it with his naked
sword and cursing it, blamng it for their ills.

But Jhary was sure now that the snow had nmerely been a
nat ural occurrence, a coincidence. He ran out to try to
pacify his friend. He succeeded in naking Corum | ower his
sword and sheath it. They stood shivering in the norning
I'ight, both half-clad.

"And what of the shape on the hill?" Corum panted
"WAs that coincidence, my friend?"

"I't could have been. | have a feeling that all these things
happened at the sane tine because, perhaps, sonething
el se happened. These are hints. Do you understand nme?"

Corum shrugged and wenched his arm away from
Jhary's grasp. "A larger event? Is that what you nean?"

"Aye. A larger event."

"I's not what is happening to us already sufficiently
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unpl easant ?"

"Aye. It is.

Corum saw that his friend was hunmoring him He tried

to smle. A sense of exhaustion filled him Al his energy
was going to battle his own terrible desires. He w ped his
brow with the back of his right hand

"There must be sonething which can help us. | fear—
f ear "

"We all fear, Prince Corum"”
"I fear I'lIl slay Rhalina one night. | do, Jhary."

"W had best take to living apart, |ocking ourselves in
our rooms. The retainers also are suffering as badly as we."

"1 have noticed."
"They, too, nust be separated. Shall | tell thenP"

Corum fingered the pormel of his sword and his red-
rinmed | eft eye had a wide, staring |ook. "Aye," he said
absently. "Tell them"

"And you will do the same, Corun? | am even now

trying to concoct a potion—sonething which will cal mus

and make sure we do not harm each other. Doubtless it wll

make us less alert, but that is better than killing ourselves."

"Killing? Aye." Corum stared at Jhary. The dandy's silk
jerkin offended him though not |ong since he had thought
he admred it. And the man's face had an expression on it.
What was it? Mcking? Wiy was Jhary nocki ng hinf

"Wy do you—=2" He broke off, realizing that he was

once agai n possessed. "We nust | eave Castle Erorn," he

sai d. "Perhaps sone—sone ghost inhabits it now Sone

evil force left behind by @ andyth. That is possible, Jhary,
for I have heard of such things."

Jhary | ooked skepti cal

"It is a possibility!" Corumyelled. Wy was Jhary so
stupi d sonetinmes?

"A possibility." Jhary rubbed at his forehead and

pi nched the bridge of his nose. H's eyes, too, were rinmrmed
red and had a tendency to stare wildly this way and that.
"A possibility, aye. But we nust |eave here. You are right.
We nust see if only Castle Erorn is affected. W nust see

i f anywhere el se suffers what we suffer. If we can get the

sky ship fromthe courtyard. . . . The snow has nelted
fromit now ... W nust goto ... | nust..." He stopped
hinself. "I'm babbling now It's the weariness. But we

must seek out a friend—Prince Yurette, perhaps—ask him
if he has felt the same inpul ses.”

"You proposed that yesterday," Corumreni nded him

"And we agreed, did we not?"
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"Aye." Corum began to stunble back toward the castle
gate. "We agreed. And we agreed the day before yesterday,
al so. "

"W nust nmke preparations. WII Rhalina stay here or
cone with us?"

"Why do you ask? It is inpertinent
controlled hinself. "Forgive nme, Jhary."

Agai n Corum

"l do."

"VWhat force is it that could possess us so? Turn old
friends agai nst each other? Make nme desire, sometines, to
slay the woman | |ove nost in the world?"

"We shall never discover that if we renmain here,
told himrather sharply.

Jhary

"Very well, then," Corumsaid. "W'll take the air boat.
W'l seek Prince Yurette. Do you feel strong enough to fly
the craft?"

"Il find the strength.”

The world turned gray as the snow continued to nelt.

Al the trees seened gray and the hills seenmed gray and the
grass seened gray. Even Castle Erorn's nmarvellously tinted
towers took on a gray appearance and the walls within

were al so gray.

In the late afternoon, before sunset, Rhalina called for
Corum and for Jhary. "Cone," she shouted. "Sky ships
approach us. They are behaving strangely."

They gathered at one of the wi ndows facing the sea.

In the distance two of the beautiful netallic sky ships
were wheeling and diving as if in a conplicated dance,
skimm ng close to the gray ocean and then hurling
thensel ves upward at great speed. It seened that each was
attenpting to get behind the other.

Sonething glittered.
Rhal i na gasped

"They are using those weapons—those fearful weapons
wi th which they destroyed King Lyr and his arny! They
are fighting, Corum™

"Aye," he said grimy. "They are fighting."

One of the ships suddenly staggered in the air and

seenmed to cone to a conplete stop. Then it turned over

and they saw tiny figures falling fromit. It righted itself. It
drove upward at the other craft, trying to ramit, but the

craft managed to dodge just in tune and the damaged craft
continued on its course, rising higher and higher into the

gray sky until it was only a shadow anong the cl ouds.

It cane back, diving at its eneny, which, this tine, was
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struck in its stern and began to spiral down toward the sea
The ot her ship plunged straight into the ocean and

di sappeared. There was a little foamon the sea where it
had ent er ed.

The remai ning sky ship corrected its own fall and began

to linmp through the sky toward the | and, maeking for the
cliff across the bay from Castle Erorn, changing course in a
j erky movenent and heading straight for the castle.

"Does he nean to strike us?" Jhary asked.

Corum shrugged. He had cone to see Castle Erorn as a

haunted prison rather than as his ancient hone. If the sky
ship snmashed into Erorn's towers it would alnost be as if it
smashed into his own skull, driving the terrifying fury from
hi s brain.

But the craft turned aside at the |last m nute and began to
circle to land on the gray sward just beyond the gates.

It | anded badly and Corum saw a wi sp of snoke rise

fromits stern and curl sluggishly in the air. Men began to
cl anmber fromthe ship. They were undoubtably Vadhagh,

tall men with flowi ng cloaks and nmail byrnies of gold or
silver, conical helns on their heads, slender swords in their
hands. They marched through the slush toward the castle.

Corumwas the first to recognize the man who | ed them
"I't is Bwydyth! Bwydyth-a-Horn! He nust need our help.
Cone, let us greet him"

Jhary was nore reluctant, but he said nothing as he
foll owed Corum and Rhalina to the gates

Bwydyt h and his nmen were al ready ascendi ng the path
up the hill toward the gates when Corum opened them
hi nsel f and stepped out, calling their friend s nane.

"Greetings, Bwydyth! You are wel come here to Castle
Erorn."

Bwydyt h- a- Horn made no answer, but continued to
march up the hill.

AH at once Corum Jhaelen Irsei felt suspicion well in
him He dismssed it. The effect of the shadow lurking in
his brain. He smled and spread his arms wi de.

"Bwydyth! It is |—-€orum"”

Jhary nuttered, "Best ready yourself to draw your
sword. Rhalina—you had best go inside."

She gave hima startled | ook. "Wiy? It is Bwdyth. Not
an eneny."

He merely stared at her for a nmoment. She | owered her
eyes and did as he suggest ed.

Corum fought agai nst the anger within him He breathed
hard. "If Bwydyth neans to fight, then he will find ..."
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"Corum " Jhary said urgently. "Keep your head clear. It

is possible that we can reason with Bwydyth, for | suspect
he suffers from what we have been suffering from" He
called out. "Bwydyth, old friend. W are not your enem es.
Cone, enjoy the peace of Castle Erorn. There's no need for
strifing here. W have all known these sudden furies and
we nust gather to discuss their nature and their cause,
deci de how best to discover their source.”

But Bwydyth marched on up the hill toward them and

his nmen, grimfaced and pal e, nmarched on behi nd him

Their cloaks curled in the thin breeze which had begun to

bl ow, the steel of their swords did not shine but was as gray
as the | andscape.

"Bwydyth!" It was Rhalina crying from behind them

"Do not give in to that which has seized your mnd. Do not
fight with Corum He is your friend. Corumfound the
means to bring you back to your honel and."

Bwydyt h stopped. H s nen stopped. Bwydyth glared up
at them "lIs that another thing | nust hate you for,
Cor unf"

"Anot her thing? Wat else do you hate me for
Bwydyt h?"

"Why for—for your dreadful deformities. You are
unsi ghtly. For your alliance with denons. For your choice
of women and your choice of friends. For your cowardice."

"Cowar di ce, eh?" Jhary grow ed and reached for his
own swor d.

Corum st opped him "Bwdyth, we know that a sickness

of the m nd has cone upon us. It nakes us hate those we

| ove, seek to kill those whomwe npst desire to live. Plainly
this sickness is on you and it is on us, but if we giveintoit,
we give in to whatever it is which wants us to destroy each
other. This suggests a conmobn eneny-sonet hi ng we

must seek out and slay."

Bwydyth frowned, |owering his sword. "Aye. | have

t hought the same. Sometimes | have wondered why the
fighting has started everywhere. Perhaps you are right,
Corum Aye, we will talk." He began to turn to address his
conpany. "Men, we will "

One of the nearest swordsnen lunged forward with a

snarl of hatred. "Fool! | knew you for a fool! You are
proven a fool! You die for your foolishness." The sword
passed through the byrnie and buried itself in Bwdyth's
body. He cried out, groaned, tried to stagger toward his
friends, and then fell face down in the nelting snow.

"So the poison is acting swiftly," said Jhary.

Al ready another man had fallen on the swordsman who

had struck Bwydyth down. Two more were slain in al nost

as many heartbeats. Cries of rage and hatred burst fromthe
lips of the rest. Blood spurted in the gray evening |ight.
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The civilized folk of GMas-cor-Gays were butchering
each other without reason. They were fighting anongst
thensel ves |i ke so nany carrion dogs over a carcass

The Third Chapter
CHACS RETURNED

Soon the winding path to the castle was strewn with
corpses. Four nen were left on their feet when sonething
seemed to seize their heads and turn themto glare with

bl azi ng eyes at Corum and Jhary, who still stood by the
gates. The four began to nove up the hill again. Corum and
Jhary readi ed their swords

Corumfelt the anger rising in his own head, shaking his

body with its intensity. It was a relief to be able to vent it at
last. Wth a chilling yell he rushed down the hill toward the
attackers, his bright sword raised, Jhary behind him

One of the swordsmen went down before Corum s first
thrust. These nen were gaunt-faced and exhausted. It

| ooked as if they had not slept for many days. Nornally
Corum woul d have known pity for them would have tried
to disarmthemor nerely wound them But his own rage
made himstrike to kill.

And soon they were all dead.

And Corum Jhael en Irsei stood over their corpses and
panted |ike a mad wol f, the bl ood dripping fromhis bl ade
onto the gray ground. He stood thus for sone nonents
until a small sound reached his ears. He turned. Jhary-a-
Conel was al ready kneeling beside the nan who had rade
the sound. It was Bwydyth-a-Horn and he was not quite
dead.

"Corum . Jhary | ooked up at his friend. "He is
calling your name, Corum™"

H's fury abated for the nonment, Corumwent to
Bwdyth's side. "Aye, friend," he nurnured gently.

"I tried, Corum to fight what was inside ny skull. |
tried for many days, but eventually it defeated me. | am
sorry, Corum..."

"W have all suffered the sickness.™

"When rational | decided to cone to you in the hope
that you would know of a cure. At least, | thought, | could
warn you ..."

"And that is why your ship came to be in these
parts, eh?"

"Aye. But we were followed. There was a battle and it
brought back all ny rage again. The whol e Vadhagh race is
at war, Corum—and Lywm an-Esh is no better. . . . Strife
governs all..." Bwydyth's voice grew still fainter

"Do you know why, Bwydyth?"
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"No . . . Prince Yurette hoped to discover. . . . He, too,
was overcome by the berserk fury. . . . He—died ...

Reason is banished. .. . W are in the grip of denons

Chaos is returned.... W should have remained in our city.."

Corum nodded. "It is Chaos' work, without doubt. W
becane conpl acent too quickly, we ceased to be

wary—and Chaos struck. But it cannot be Mabel rode, for

if he came to our plane he would be destroyed as X onbarg
was destroyed. He nust be working through an agency. But
who?"

"d andyt h?" whi spered Jhary. "Could it be the Earl of
Krae? Al Chaos needs is one willing to serve it. If the will
exi sts, the power is given."

Bwydyt h- a- Horn began to cough. "Ah, Corum forgive
me for this . "

"There is nought to forgive, since we are equally
possessed by sonething which is beyond our power to

fight."

"Find what it is, Corum. . ." Bwydyth's eyes burned
near - bl ack as he raised hinself on one el bow. "Destroy it if
you can.... Revenge ne... revenge us all..."

And Bwydyt h di ed.

Corumwas trembling with enmotion. "Jhary—have you
manuf act ured the potion of which you spoke?

"It is alnpst ready, though | nake no clains for it yet. It
m ght not counter the madness.”

"Be quick."

Corumrose to his feet and wal ked back to the castl e,
sheat hing his sword

As he entered the gates he heard a scream and went

running through the gray galleries until he entered a room
of bright fountains. There was Rhalina beating off the
attack of two of the female retainers. The wonen were
shrieking |ike beasts and striking at her with their nails.
Corum drew his sword again, reversed it, struck the nearest
woman on the base of the skull. She went down and the

other whirled, foamng at the nouth. Corum | eaped

forward and with his jewel ed hand struck her on the jaw.
She, too, fell.

Corumfelt rage rising in himagain. He glared at the
weepi ng Rhalina. "What did you do to offend thenP"

She | ooked at himin astoni shment. "1? Nothing, Corum
Corum | did nothing!"

"Then why—2?" He realized his voice was harsh, shrill.

Del i berately he took control of hinself. "I amsorry,
Rhalina. | understand. Ready yourself for a journey. W

| eave in our sky ship as soon as possible. Jhary may have a
medi ci ne which will calmus. W nmust go to Lywm an- Esh

to see if there is any hope there. W nust try to contact
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Lord Arkyn and hope the Lord of Lawwill help us."

"Why is he not already hel ping us?" she asked bitterly.
"W aided himto regain his real mand now, it seens, he
abandons us to Chaos."

"If Chaos is active here, then it is active el sewhere. It
could be that there are worse dangers in his realm or in the
real mof his brother Lord of Law. You know that none of

the gods may interfere directly in nortal affairs.”

"But Chaos tries nore frequently," she said.

"That is the nature of Chaos and that is why nortals are
best served by Law, for Law believes in the freedom of
mortal s and Chaos sees us nerely as playthings to be

mol ded and used according to its whins. Quickly, now,
prepare to | eave."

"But it is hopeless, Corum Chaos rmust be so nuch
nmore powerful than Law. W have done all we can to fight
it. Wiy not admit that we are dooned?"

"Chaos only seens nore powerful because it is
aggressive and willing to use any neans to gain its end.
Law endures. Make no nistake, | do not like the role in
whi ch Fate has cast me—+ would that soneone el se had

my burden—but the power of Law nust be preserved if
possi bl e. Now go—hurry."

She went away reluctantly while Corum nade sure that

the retainers were not badly hurt. He did not like to | eave
them for he was sure that they would turn upon each ot her
soon. He decided that he would | eave them sonme of the
potion Jhary was preparing and hope that it would | ast

t hem

He frowned. Could d andyth really be the cause of this?

But d andyth was no sorcerer-he was a brute, a bl oody-
handed warrior, a good tactician, and, in his own terns,
had many virtues, but he had little subtlety or even desire
to use sorcery, for he feared it.

Yet there were no others left in this real mwho would
willingly make themsel ves servants of Chaos—and one had

to be willing or Chaos could not gain entry to the real mat
al |

Corum decided to wait until he discovered nore before
continuing to speculate. If he could reach Hal wg- nan-
Vake and the Tenple of Law, he m ght be able to contact
Lord Arkyn and seek his advice.

He went to the room where he kept bis arns and arnor

and he drew on his silver bynie, his silver greaves, and bhis
conical silver helmwth the three characters set Into it over
t he peak—eharacters which stood for his full nanme. And

over all this he put his scarlet robe. Then he sel ected
weapons—a bow, arrows, a |lance, and a war-axe of

exqui site wor kmanshi p—and he buckl ed on his |ong,

strong sword. Once again he garbed hinself for war and he
made both a magnificent and a terrible figure, with his
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glittering six-fingered hand and the jewel ed patch which
covered the jewel ed Eye of Rhynn. He had prayed that he
woul d never have to dress hinself thus again, that he

woul d never have to use the alien hand grafted to his |left
wist or peer through the eye into the fearsone netherworld
to sumon the living dead to his aid. Yet in his heart he

had known that the power of Chaos had not been
vanqui shed, that the worst was still to cone.

He felt weary, however, for his battle with the nmadness
in his skull was as exhausting as any physical fight.

Jhary canme in and he, too, was dressed for traveling,

t hough he disdained arnmor, wearing a quilted | eather
jerkin, stanmped with designs in gold and platinum in lieu
of a breastplate-his only concession. H s w de-brimred

hat was placed at a jaunty angle on his head, his long hair
was brushed so that it shone and fell over his shoul ders.
He wore flanmboyant silks and satins, elaborately decorated
boots trinmmed with red and white |lace, and was the very
picture of effete dandyism Only the soldier's sword at his
belt denied the inpression. On his shoul der was the snmall

bl ack- and-white w nged cat, which was his constant
conmpanion. In his hand he held a bottle with a thin neck. A
brownish liquid swirled inside

"It is made." He spoke slowy, as if in a trance. "And it

has the desired effect, | think. It has driven away ny fury,
though | feel drowsy. Sone of the drowsiness should wear
off. I hope it does."

Corum | ooked at him suspiciously. "It mght counter the

fury—but we shall be slow to defend ourselves if attacked
It slows the wits, Jhary!"

"It offers a different perspective, | grant you." Jhary
smled a dreany snile. "But it's our only chance, Corum
And, speaking for nyself, | would rather die in peace than

in nental anguish.”

"Il grant you that.'
much shall | take?"

Corum accepted the bottle, "How

"It is strong. Just a little on the tip of the forefinger."

Corumtilted the bottle and got a small anount of the

potion on his finger. Cautiously, he licked it. He gave Jhary
back the bottle. "I feel no different. Perhaps it does not
wor k on the Vadhagh netabolism”

"Per haps. Now you nust give sone to Rhalina..."
"And the servants."

"Aye—fair enough—the servants ..

They stood in the courtyard brushing the | ast of the
snow of f the canopy covering the sky ship, peeling back the

cloth to reveal the rich blues, greens, and yellows of the
metallic hull. Jhary clanbered slowy in and began to pass
hi s hands over the variously colored crystals on the pane
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in the prow. This was not as large a sky ship as the first
they had encountered. This one was open to the el ements
when not utilizing the protective power of its invisible
energy screen. A whisper of sound came fromthe ship and
it lifted an inch off the ground. Corum hel ped Rhalina in
and then he, too, was aboard, |ying on one of the couches
and watching Jhary as he prepared the craft for flight.

Jhary noved slowy, a slight smle on his face. Corum
full of a sense of well-being, watched him He | ooked over
to the couch where Rhalina had placed herself and he saw

that she was al nost asl eep. The potion was working well in
that the sense of fury had di sappeared. But part of Corum
still knew that his present euphoria m ght be as dangerous

as his earlier rage. He knew that he had exchanged one
madness for another, in some senses.

He hoped that another sky ship would not attack them

as Bwydyth's had been attacked, for, apart fromtheir
present disability, they were all unfamliar with the art of
aerial warfare. It was the best Jhary could do to pilot the
sky ship in the desired direction

At last the craft lifted gently into the cold, gray air,
turni ng west and novi ng al ong the coast toward Lywm an-
Esh.

And as the ship drifted on its way Corum | ooked down
at the world, all bleak and frozen, and wondered if spring
woul d ever cone again to Bro-an-Vadhagh.

He opened his lips to speak to Jhary, but the dandy was
absorbed with the controls. He watched as, suddenly, the
little black-and-white cat sprang from Jhary's shoul der,
clung for a nonent to the side of the sky ship, and then
flew off over the land, to disappear behind a line of hills.

For a nmonent Corum wondered why the cat had
deserted them but then he forgot about it as he once again
became interested in the sea and the | andscape bel ow.

The Fourth Chapter
A NEW ALLY FOR EARL GLANDYTH

The little cat flew steadily through the day, changing its
direction constantly as if it followed an invisible and

wi ndi ng path through the sky. Soon it had ceased to fly

i nl and, hesitated, then headed out over the cliffs and over
the sea, which it hated. Islands cane in sight.

They were the Nhadragh Isles where |lived the renai nder

of the fol k who had becone groveling slaves of the Mabden
in order to preserve their lives. Though presently rel eased
fromthat slavery, they had becone so degenerate that their
race mght still die fromapathy, for nost could not even
hate t he Vadhagh now.

The cat was searching for sonmething, follow ng a
psychi c rather than a physical scent; a scent which only he
coul d di stingui sh.

Once before had the little winged cat followed a simlar
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scent, when he had gone to Kalenwyr to w tness the great
massi ng of Mabden and the summoning of their now

bani shed gods the Dog and the Horned Bear. This tineg,
however, the cat was acting upon its own inpulses: it had
not been sent to the Nhadragh Isles by Jhary-a-Conel, its
nast er .

In what was al nost the exact center of the group of

green islands was the |argest of them called Maliful by the
Nhadragh. Like all the islands it contai ned nany

rui ns—+ui ns of towns, ruins of castles, ruins of villages.
Sone were ruins thanks to the passage of time, but others
were ruins thanks to the passage of Mabden arm es when

they had attacked the Nhadragh Isles at the height of King
Lyr-a-Brode's power. It had been Earl d andyth and his

Denl edhyssi chariot warriors who had | ed these expeditions,
just as, later, he had | ed expeditions to the Vadhagh castl es
and destroyed what was |eft of the Vadhagh race, save
Corum-er so he had thought. The destruction of the two

el der races—the Shefanhow as d andyth call ed t hem-had
taken a matter of a few years. They had been conpletely
unprepared for Mabden attack, had not been able to believe
in the power of creatures scarcely nore intelligent or
cultured than other beasts. So they had died.

And only a few Nhadragh had been spared—dsed |ike

dogs to hunt down their fellows, to search for their ancient
Vadhagh enemies, to see into other dinensions and tel

their masters what they perceived. These had been the | east
brave of their race—those who preferred degenerate slavery
to death.

The little cat saw sone of their canps anobngst the ruins
of the towns. They had been returned here after the Battle
of Hal wg, when their Mbden masters had been def eat ed.
They had made no attenpt to rebuild their castles or cities,
but lived Iike primtives, many of them unaware that the
ruins had once been buildings created by their own Kind.
They were dressed in iron and fur, after the manner of the
Nhadragh. They had dark, flat features and the hair of
their heads grew down to neet bushy eyebrows sprouting
above deep sockets. They were thickset people, heavily
muscl ed and strong. Once they had been as powerful and

as civilized as the Vadhagh but the Vadhagh decline had
not conme so swiftly as theirs

Now t he broken towers of Os, once the capital of

Mal i ful and the whol e of the Nhadragh | ands, cane in
sight. Os the Beautiful the city had been called by its

i nhabitants, but it was beautiful no | onger. Broken walls
were festooned with weeds, towers were stretched upon the
ground, houses gave shelter to rats and weasel s and ot her
verm n, but not to Nhadragh.

The cat continued to follow the psychic scent. It circled
over a squat building which was still intact. Upon the flat
-roof of the building a done had been built. The done was
transparent and it glowed. Wthin two figures could be
seen, bl ack against the yellow light. One figure was burly,
arnored, and the other was shorter, dressed in furs, but
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wi der than its conpanion. Miffled voices canme from
within the done. The cat |anded on the roof, stalked
toward the done, flattened its little head against the

transparent material and, its eyes w de, watched and
|'i stened.

d andyt h-a-Krae frowned as he peered over Ertil's
shoul der into the billow ng snmoke and the boiling liquid
bel ow. "Does the spell continue to work, Ertil?"

The Nhadragh nodded his head. "They still battle
anongst thensel ves. Never has ny sorcery worked so
wel | ."

"That is because the powers of Chaos aid you, fool! O

aid nme, | should say, for it is | who am pl edged, body and
soul, to the Lords of Chaos." He gl anced around the
littered done. It was full of dead aninmals, bunches of
herbs, bottles of dust and liquids. Some rats and monkeys
sat apathetically in cages along one wall, a shelf of scrolls
bel ow them Once Ertil's father had been a wi se schol ar
and he had taught Ertil nmuch. But Ertil was devol ving as
the ot her Nhadragh devol ved. He transl ated the w sdom
into sorcery, superstition. But the wisdomitself was stil
powerful, as Earl @ andyth-a-Krae, picking now at his

yel | ow fangs, had di scover ed.

Earl d andyth's red, acned face was half hidden by his

huge beard, which had been braided and | aced with

ri bbons, just as his long, black hair was braided. H's gray
eyes hinted at an inner disease, just as his fat, red lips
suggested corrupted offal. Earl d andyth snarled. "Wat of
Prince Corun? And the others who befriended hin? Wat

of all the Shefanhow who cane fromthe magic city?"

"l cannot see what befalls individuals, ny lord," whined
the sorcerer. "I only know the spell is working."

"l hope you speak truly, sorcerer."”

"I do, my lord. Was it not a spell given us by the powers
of Chaos? The O oud of Contention spreads, invisible upon
the wind, turning each man agai nst hi s conpani on, agai nst
his children, his wife." A trenulous grin appeared on the
Nhadragh's dark face. "The Vadhagh fall upon each ot her
They die. They all die."

"Aye—but does Corum di e? That is what | nust know.
That the others perish is well and good, but not so
important. Wth Corum gone and disruption in the |and, |

can rally supporters in Lywman-Esh and, with my
Denl edhyssi, reconquer the lands King Lyr lost. Can you
not concoct a special spell for Corum sorcerer?"

Ertil trenbled. "Corumis nortal -he nust suffer as the
others suffer.™

"He is cunni ng—he has powerful hel p—he m ght

escape. W sail for Lywman-Esh tonorrow. |s there no

way of telling for certain that Corumis dead or seized by
the madness which seizes the ot hers?"
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"No way that | know, naster."

G andyth scratched at his pitted face with his broken
fingernails. "Are you sure you do not deceive mne,
Shef anhow?"

"l would not, nmaster. | would not!"

d andyth grinned into the terrified eyes of the Nhadragh
sorcerer. "l believe you, Ertil." He laughed. "Still, alittle
more aid from Chaos would not go ami ss. Summon t hat

denon agai n—the one from Mabel rode's pl ane. "

Ertil whinpered. "It takes a year off nmy life every tine |
perform such a summoni ng."

d andyth drew his long knife. He placed the tip on
Ertil's flat nose. "Sunmmon it, Ertil!"

"I will summon it."

Ertil shuffled to the other side of the donme and took one
of the monkeys fromits cage. The creature whinpered in
echo of Ertil's own whinperings. Although it |ooked at the
Nhadragh in fear it clung to himas if for safety, finding
security nowhere else in the room Next Ertil took an X-
shaped frame froma corner and he stood this in a special -
Iy made indentation in the scarred surface of the table. Al
the while he shuddered. Al the while he npaned. And

G andyth paced inpatiently, refusing to see or hear the
signs of the Nhadragh sorcerer's distress.

Now Ertil gave the nonkey sonething to sniff and the
beast becanme quiescent. Ertil positioned it against the
frame and took nails and a hamrer from his pouch

Met hodi cal |y, he began to crucify the nonkey while it
gi bbered and squawked and bl ood ran out of the holes in
its little hands and feet.

Ertil was pale and he | ooked as if he might vomt.

The cat's eyes widened further as it watched this
barbaric ritual and it becane just a trifle nervous, the hairs

stiffening on the back of its neck and its tail jerking back
and forth, but it continued to observe the scene in the
dore.

"Hurry, you Shefanhow filth!" d andyth grow ed.
"Hurry, lest | seek another sorcerer!”

"You know there are no others left who would aid you
or Chaos," Ertil nunbl ed.

"Be silent! Continue with your dammed busi ness."

d andyth scowed. It was plain that Ertil spoke the
truth. None feared the Mabden now-none save the
Nhadr agh, who had devel oped the habit of fearing them

The nonkey's teeth were chattering. Its eyes rolled. Erti
heated an iron in the brazier. Wiile the iron got hot, he
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traced a conplicated figure around the crucified beast.
Then he placed bow s in each of the ten coners and he I|it
what was in the bows. He took a scroll in one hand and the
white-hot iron in the other. The dome began to fill with
green and yel |l ow snoke. G andyth coughed and took a
kerchief frominside his iron-studded jerkin. He | ooked
nervous and backed into a corner

"Yrkoon, Yrkoon, Esel Asan. Yrkoon, Yrkoon, Nasha

Fasal ..." The chant went on and on and with every verse
Ertil plunged the hot iron into the withing body of the
monkey. The nonkey did not die, for the iron mssed its
vitals, but it was plainly in dreadful agony. "Yrkoon,
Yrkoon, Meshel Feran. Yrkoon, Yrkoon, Palaps CH."

The snoke thickened and the cat could see only
shadow i n the room

"Yrkoon, Yrkoon, Cenil Pordit . . ."

A distant noise. It mngled with the shrieks of the
tortured monkey.

A wi nd bl owi ng.

The snoke cl eared suddenly. The scene in the dome was

as sharp as before. No | onger was the nonkey crucified
upon the frane. Sonething else hung there. It had a hunman
formbut was no |arger than the nonkey. Its features were
closer to those of the Vadhagh than the Mabden, though
there was evil and nmalice in the tiny face.

"You sumoned ne again, Ertil." The voice was of the
pitch and | oudness of an ordinary voice. It seemed strange
that it issued fromsuch a small nouth.

"Aye—+ summoned you, Yrkoon. W need help from
your master Mabelrode . . ."

"More hel p?" The voi ce was bantering. Yrkoon smled
" Mor e?"

"You know that we work for him Wthout us you woul d
have no neans of reaching this realmat all."

"What of it? Wiy should ny naster Lord Mabel rode be
interested in your real n?"

"You know why! He wants both the old Sword Real ns

back for Chaos—and he wants vengeance on Corum who

was instrunmental in destroying the power of his brother
Arioch and his sister Xionbarg, the Knight and the Queen
of the Swords!"

Hangi ng confortably on the frame the denon shrugged
"And so? What is it you want?"

d andyth stepped forward, bunching his fist.

"It is what | want, not what this sorcerer wants! | want
power, denon! | want the neans of destroying Corunmef
destroyi ng the power of Law on this plane! Gve ne that
power, deron!"
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"l have given you much power already," the denon said

reasonably. "I gave you the neans of creating the C oud of
Contention. Your enem es fight each other to the death.
And you are still not satisfied!"

"Tell me if Corumlives!"”

"I can tell you nothing. W have no neans of reaching
this plane unless you sunmon us, and, as you well know,
we cannot remain here for | ong—we can only take the

pl ace of another creature for a short while. Thus is the
Bal ance deceived—er, if not deceived, nollified."

"G ve ne nore power, Sir Denon!"

"l cannot give you power. | can only tell you howto
acquire it. And know this, d andyth-a-Krae, and be

war ned—f you take nore of the gifts of Chaos, then you
will assunme the attributes of all those who accept those
gifts. Are you ready to beconme what you nobst profess to
| oat h?"

"What's that?"

Yrkoon chuckl ed. "A Shefanhow. A denon. | was
human once . "

d andyth's nmouth twi sted and he clenched his fists. "I'l|
make any bargain to have ny revenge on Corum and his
ki nd!'"

"And thus we shall be nutually served. Very well.
Power you shall have."

"And power for my men—power for the Denl edhyssi!"”
"Very well. Power for them too."

"Great, fierce power!" dandyth's eyes were afire.
"Massi ve power! |nvincible power!"

"There is no such thing while the Bal ance rul es. You
shal | have what you can carry."

"Good. | can carry nmuch. | shall sail for the mainland,
take their cities and their castles once again, while they fight
anongst thenselves. | will rule this whole world. Lyr and

the rest were weak. But | shall be strong, with the Power of
Chaos at ny command!"

"Lyr, too, had aid from Chaos," Yrkoon rem nded him

sardoni cal | y.

"But he knew not how to use it. | begged himto give nme
more men to destroy Corum but he would not give ne
enough. If Corum were dead, Lyr would be alive today.
That is nmy proof."

"I't nmust give you satisfaction," said the denon. "Now
listen. I will tell you what you nust do."

The Fifth Chapter
THE DESERTED CI TY
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The sky ship flew over the hill in the sea where Castle

Moi del had once stood. There was no castle there now.
Corum | ooked down on it with a sense of regret which was

qui ckly gone, for the euphoria of the potion was still upon
him And soon they had reached the coast of Lywm an-

Esh. At first the |and seened normal, but after a while they

saw smal | groups of riders, rarely nore than three or four,
rushing wildly through fields and forests, attacking any

ot her group they cane upon. Wnen fought wonen and
children fought children. There were many corpses.

Corumis apathy slowy changed to horror and he was
glad that Rhalina slept, that Jhary had tinme to | ook down
only occasionally.

"Make haste for Hal wg-nan-Vake," Corumtold his

friend when Jhary gl anced questioningly at him "There is
not hi ng we can do for themuntil we discover what causes
their madness."

Jhary took the bottle fromhis pouch and held it up, but
Corum shook his head. "No. There is not enough. Besides,
how coul d we persuade themto take it? If we are to save
any lives at all, we nmust attack that which attacks us."

Jhary sighed. "How do you attack a nadness, Corun®?"

"That we nust discover. | pray that the Tenple of Law
still stands and that Arkyn will cone to it if we attenpt to
sunmmon him"

Jhary jerked his thunmb downward. "This is |ike the
madness whi ch touched them before.™

"Only it is stronger. Before it nerely nibbled at their
brains. Nowit eats thementirely."

"They destroy all that they rebuilt. Is there any point
i n—=2"

"They can rebuild again. There is a point."

Jhary shrugged. "I wonder where ny cat has gone," he
sai d.

When the sky ship circled over Hal wg-nan-Vake and

began to | and near the Tenple of Law Rhalina woke up

She sniled at Corumas if she had forgotten all that had
recently passed. But then she frowned as if renenbering a
ni ght mare. " Corun®"

"It is true," he said softly. "And we are at Hal wg now.
The Floral Gty seens deserted. | do not know the
expl anation."

He had half expected to see the beautiful city in flanes.
I nstead, save for one or two damaged buil di ngs and
gardens, it was intact. Yet none wal ked its streets or

patrolled its walls. The pal ace was unoccupi ed as far as he
could tell.
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Jhary brought the sky ship down as he had | earned to do
when, in gentler tines, Bwydyth-a-Horn had taught himits
secrets.

They landed in a wide, white street. Nearby stood the
Tenmpl e of Law, of but one story and w t hout ostentatious
decoration. A sinple building with a sign over its portal—a
single straight arrowthe Arrow of Law.

They clinmbed fromthe sky ship on trenbling | egs. The
conbi nation of the flight and the potion had weakened

t hem sonmewhat. They began, unsteadily, to advance up the
path toward the tenple.

It was then that a figure appeared in the doorway. His
clothes were torn and bl oody and one eye had been gouged
fromhis old face. He was sobbi ng, but his hands cl awed
out at themlike the talons of a wounded, ferocious ani nmal

"It is Aleryon!" Rhalina gasped. "The priest-Al eryon-
a- Nyvi sh! The sickness is upon him too!"

The old man was weak and he coul d not resist when

Corum and Jhary stepped swiftly forward and grasped hi m
pinning his arms to his sides while Jhary renoved the
stopper of his bottle with his teeth, dabbed a little of his
potion on his finger and | et Corumforce the old nman's jaw
open. Jhary sneared the stuff on Aleryon's tongue. The
priest tried to spit it out, his eyes rolling, his nostrils
dilating like those of a horse in fever. But al nost

i medi ately he was quiet. H's body went |linp and he

began to slide to the ground.

"Let us take himinto the Tenple," Corum sai d.

When they lifted himhe offered no resistance. They
carried himinto the cool ness of the interior and | aid himon
the fl oor.

"CorunP" croaked the priest, opening his eyes. "The
Chaos fury leaves ne. | amnyself agai n—er al nost so."

"What has happened to the fol k of Hal wg?" Jhary
asked him "Are they all destroyed? Were have they
gone?"

"They are nmad. Not one was sane by yesterday. | fought
the sickness as long as | could . . ."

"But where are they, Aleryon?"

"Gone. They are off in the hills, on the plains, in the
forests. They are hiding fromeach other—attacki ng each
other fromtine to tine. Not one nan trusted another and
so they left the city, you see . "

"Has Lord Arkyn visited your Tenple?" Corum asked
the old priest. "Has he spoken to you?"

"Once—early on. He told ne to send for you, but |
could not. No one would go and | knew of no other way of
reachi ng you, Prince Corum And when the rage cane,
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then | was in no state to—to receive Lord Arkyn. | could
not sumon him as, traditionally, | summoned hi mevery
day. "

Corum hel ped Al eryon to his feet. "Sumon hi m now.
The whole world is possessed by Chaos. Summon hi m now,
Al eryon!"

"I am not sure."

"You nust."

"I will try." Aleryon's wounded face grew grim for now
he fought against the euphoria of Jhary's potion. "I wll
try. "

And he tried. He tried for all the rest of that afternoon,
his voice growi ng hoarse as he chanted the ritual prayer to
Law. For many years that prayer had gone unanswered,

whi | e Law was bani shed and Arioch ruled in the nane of
Chaos. But recently the prayer had soneti nes summoned

the great Lord of Law.

Now t here was no answer.

Al eryon paused at last. "He does not hear. O, if he
hears, he cannot come. |Is Chaos returned in all her power,
Cor unf"

Corum Jhael en Irsei |ooked at the floor and slowy
shook his head. "Perhaps."

"Look!" said Rhalina, pushing her long black hair away
fromher face. "Jhary, it is your cat."

The little black-and-white cat flew through the door and
settled on Jhary's shoulder. It nuzzled his ear, a series of
| ow sounds coming fromits throat. Jhary | ooked surprised
and then becane intent, listening closely to the cat.

"It speaks to him" Aleryon nmurnmured in astoni shnent.
"The creature speaks!"”

"I't communi cates," Jhary told him "yes."

At length the cat becanme quiet and, bal ancing on Jhary's
shoul der still, began to wash itself.

"What did it tell you?" Corum asked.

"It told ne of @ andyth-a-Krae."

"So—he does live!"

"Not only does he live but he appears to have made a

pact with King Mabel rode of Chaos—through the nedi um

of a treacherous Nnhadragh sorcerer. And Chaos told him

of the spell which is now upon us. And Chaos has prom sed
hi myet greater power."

"Were is d andyth?"

"On Maliful—4+n GCs."

"W nust go there, find dandyth, destroy him™"
"No point. dandyth is comng to us."
"By sea? There is still tinme."

"Across the sea. He and his nmen have sone Chaos
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beasts at their command—thi ngs which the cat coul d not
descri be. Even now d andyth flies for Lywm an-Esh—and
he is seeking us, Corum™"

"W shall be here and we shall fight himat long last."
Jhary | ooked skeptical. "The two of us—drugged so that
our reactions are slow and our sense of survival |ow?"

"W will find others—adm nister your potion
Corum stopped. He knew that it was inpossibl e—that

even under normal conditions he would be hard put to fight
t he Denl edhyssi, even with the aid.... Hi s face cleared and
then grew dark again. "Perhaps it can be done, Jhary, if I
make use of the Hand of Kwll and the Eye of Rhynn once
nore."

Jhary-a- Conel shrugged. "W nust hope so, for there is
naught el se we can do. If only we could find Tanel orn, as
wanted to do before. | amsure we should find help there.
But | have no clue as to its current whereabouts."

"You speak of the nythical city of tranquillity—Eterna
Tanel orn?" said Al eryon. "You know it exists?"

Jhary smled. "If | have a home—then that hone is
Tanelorn. It exists in every age, at every tine, on every

pl ane—but it is sonetinmes hard to find."

"Can we not search the planes in the sky ship?" Rhalina
said. "For the sky ship can travel between the realns as we
know. "

"My know edge does not extend to guiding it through

those strange dinensions,"” Jhary told them "Bwydyth told
me sonet hing of howto nake it travel through the walls
bet ween the real ns, but | know nothing of steering it. No,
we nust hope to find Tanelorn on this plane, if we are to
find it at all. But in the nmeantine we nust think nore of
d andyth and escaping him™"

"Or doing battle with him" Corum said. "W night
have the nmeans of defeating him"

"W night, aye."

"You nust go to watch for him" Aleryon said. "I wll
stay here with the Lady Rhalina. Together we shal
continue to try sumoning Lord Arkyn."

Corum nodded his agreenent. "You are a brave old
man, priest. | thank you."

Qutside in the silent streets Corum and Jhary wal ked
listlessly toward the center of the city. Time upon tine
Corumwoul d raise his alien left hand and inspect it. Tinme
upon tine he would lower it and then touch his jewel ed eye
patch with his right hand. Then he woul d gl ance up into the
sky through his one nortal eye, his silver helmglinting in
the sunlight, for the clouds had cleared and it was a calm
wi nter's day.

Nei t her man coul d express his thoughts. They were
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t hought s both profound and desperate. It seened that the
end had conme when they had | east expected it. Sonehow

Law had been vanqui shed, Chaos had regained all its old

st rengt h—per haps was stronger. And they had not, until a
short tinme before, had any hint of it. They felt confused,
bet rayed, doomed, i npotent.

The dead city seened to synbolize the enptiness in their
own souls. They hoped that they would see an in-
habi t ant 4 ust one human, even if he attacked them

The flowers blew gently in the breeze, but instead of
signifying peace, they signified an om nous calm

d andyth was coming fromthe sky, his strength
rei nforced by the power of Chaos,

It was with hardly any enmotion at all that Corum
eventual ly noticed them Black shadows flying fromthe
east—a score of them He indicated themto Jhary.

"We had best return to the Tenple and warn Al eryon
and Rhalina."

"Woul d not they be safest in the Tenple of Law?"
"I think not—ot now, Jhary."

Bl ack shadows flying fromthe east. Flying low. Flying

pur poseful | y. Huge wi ngs beating, strange cries sounding in
the evening air, cries which were fierce and yet full of

mel ancholy, the cries of damed souls. Yet these were
beasts. Long-necked beasts, whose heads withed at the

end of their stalks, staring this way and that, scanning the
ground as hawks mi ght scan for prey. Long, thin heads

with long, thin fangs projecting fromtheir red nouths.

Bl ank, mi serable eyes. Despairing voices, cawing as if

pl eading for release. And on their black, broad backs were
strapped the wheell ess chariots of the Denl edhyssi, and in
these hastily fashi oned howdahs were the Mabden

murderers thenselves, and in the | eading one stood a figure
in a horned helmwith a great iron sword in his hand. And
they thought they could hear his laughter, though it nust
be anot her sound, perhaps a sound fromthe nonstrous

bl ack flying things.

"It is dandyth of course," said Corum A crooked snmile
was on his face. "Well, we nust try to fight him If | can
summon aid, it can engage G andyth and his things while

we run to warn Rhalina."

He raised his good right hand to his bad right eye, to pul
back the patch and let hinself see into the netherworld,
where waited those whom he had slain with the power of

the Hand of Kw | and the Eye of Rhynn, who were now his
prisoners, waiting to be released to take other foes who

m ght replace themand so free themfromthat netherworld
for good. But the patch would not nove, it was as if it was
glued to the eye beneath. He pulled with all his strength.
He raised the Hand of KWl with its supernatural strength
to pull back the patch, but the Hand of Kw | refused to
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approach the patch. Those things which had ai ded hi m now
plainly refused to aid him

Was the power of Chaos so great that it could control
even these?

Wth a sob Corumturned and began to run through the
streets, back toward the Tenple of Law.

The Si xth Chapter
THE WEARY GCOD

And when Corum and Jhary cane to the Tenple of Law
with horror in their hearts, they saw that Rhalina was
wai ting for them and she was smling.

"He is here! He has cone!" she cried. "It is Lord Arkyn..."

"And G andyth comes fromthe east," panted Jhary.

"We nust flee in the sky ship. It is all we can do. Corunms
power is gone—either the Hand nor the Eye will obey

him™"

Corum strode into the Tenple. He was resentful and
wi shed to express his resentnent to Arkyn of Law, whom
he had hel ped and who was not now hel ping him

There was sonet hing hovering at the far end of the
Tenpl e, close to where a pale Aleryon sat with his back
against the wall. A face? A body? Corum peered hard, but
his peering seened to nmake it fainter

"Lord Arkyn?"

A far away voice: "Aye ..

"What is the matter? Wiy are the forces of Law so
weak?"

"They are stretched so thinly through the two real ns
whi ch we control. Mabelrode sends all his forces to aid

those who serve Chaos here. . . . W fight on ten planes,
Corum. . . ten planes . . . and we are so recently
established .. . our power is still weak . "

Corum hel d up his useless, alien hand. "Wiy do | no
| onger control the Eye of Rhynn and the Hand of Kwl? It

was our one hope of defeating @ andyth, who even now
conmes agai nst us!"

"I know that. . . . You nust escape . . . take your sky
ship through the dinensions . . . seek Eternal Tanelorn
there is a correspondence between your powerl essness and
your need to find Tanel orn . "

"A correspondence? \Wat correspondence?"

"I can only sense it... | amweakened by this struggle,
Corum. . . 1 amweary. . .. My powers are thin now
Fi nd Tanel orn . "

"How can |? Jhary cannot steer the sky ship through the
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di mensi ons. "

"He nust try to do so .

"Lord Arkyn—you nust give ne clearer instructions.

Even now d andyth cones to Hal wg. He intends to seize

this whole plane and rule it. He intends to destroy all of us
who remain. How can we defend those who suffer the

Chaos madness?"

"Tanelorn.... Seek Tanelorn.... It is the only way you
can hope to save them.. .1 can tell you no nore.... It is
all | see ... all | see .. ."

"You are a feeble god, Lord Arkyn. Perhaps | shoul d

have pl edged ny loyalty to Chaos, for if horror and death
are to rule the world, one m ght as well becone that horror
and that death ..."

"Do not be bitter, Corum . . . There is still sone hope
that you may succeed in banishing Chaos fromall the
Fifteen Planes ..."

"It is strength | need nownot hope."

"Hope to find the strength you need in Tanel orn
Far ewel | "

And the vague shape vani shed. Qutside Corum heard the
cries of the black flying things. He went to where Al eryon
|l ay. The old man had exhausted hinself trying to cal

Arkyn. "Come, old man. W will take you to the sky ship
with us—+f there is tinme."

But Al eryon did not reply for, while Corum had
conversed with the weary god, he had di ed.

Rhal i na and Jhary-a-Conel were already standing by the
sky ship, staring upward as the great black beasts began to
descend on Hal wyg.

"l spoke to Arkyn," Corumtold them "He was of little

hel p. He said we nust escape through the dinensions and
seek Tanelorn. | told himthat you could not guide the craft
beyond this plane. He said that we nust."

Jhary shrugged and hel ped Rhali na aboard. "Then we
must. Or, at least, we nust try."

"If only we could rally defenders fromthe Cty in the
Pyram d. Their weapons woul d destroy even d andyth's
Chaos allies.”

"But they destroy each other with them This is what
d andyth knew. "

They stood all three in the sky ship as Jhary passed his
hands over the crystals and brought themto life. The craft
began to rise. Jhary pointed its prow toward the west, away
from d andyt h.

But d andyth had seen them now. The bl ack w ngs beat
| ouder and the cries increased in volune. The Denl edhyss
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began to sweep down toward the only three nortals in the
worl d who were aware of what had happened to them

Jhary bit his Iip as he studied the crystals. "It is a
question of making accurate passes over these things," he
said. "I amstriving to remenber what Bwydyth taught

me. "

The sky ship was noving swiftly now, but their pursuers
kept pace with them The |ong necks of the flying beasts
were poised |ike snakes about to strike. Red nobuths
stretched w de. Fangs fl ashed.

Somet hi ng foul streamed fromthose nouths like oily

bl ack snoke. Like the tongues of |izards they shot toward
the sky ship. Desperately Jhary turned the craft this way
and that, attenpting to avoid the tendrils. One curled
around the stern and the ship stopped noving for a

monent before it broke free. Rhalina clung to Corum

Usel essly, he had drawn his sword.

The little black-and-white cat clung with all its claws to
Jhary's shoulder. It had recognized dandyth and its eyes
had wi dened in something akin to fear.

Now Corum heard a yell and he knew that @ andyth

realized who it was trying to escape from Hal wyg.

Al t hough the barbarian was a good di stance away, Corum
thought he felt dandyth's eyes glaring into his own. He
stared back with his one human eye, the sword raised to
protect hinself and Rhalina, and he saw that d andyth

too, brandi shed his great iron broadsword, alnost as if
chall enging himto single conbat. The flying serpents

hi ssed and cackl ed and sent fromtheir throats nore of the
snoky tendrils.

Four of the things coiled around the ship. Jhary
attenpted to increase the speed.

"W can go no faster! W are trapped!"

"Then you nmust try to nove through the planes. W
m ght escape themthat way."

"Those are Chaos creatures. It is likely they too can
cross the walls between the real ns!"

Hopel essly Corum hacked at the tendrils with his bl ade,

but it was as if he cut through snoke. I|nexorably they were
bei ng pull ed back to where the Denl edhyssi hover ed,
triunphantly waiting for themto be drawn cl ose enough so
that they could board the sky ship and slay its occupants.

Then the bl ack wings grew hazy and Corum saw that the

city bel ow was beginning to fade. Lightning seemed to
flicker through sudden darkness. G obes of purple |ight
appeared. The boat shuddered like a frightened deer and
Corumfelt a fam liar nausea seize him Furiously the bl ack
Wi ngs beat as they becane clearer. He had guessed rightly,
had Jhary. The creatures were able to foll ow them through

t he di mensi ons.

Jhary made nore passes over the instruments. The boat
rocked and threatened to turn over. Again cane the
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pecul i ar sensations, the vibrations, the |ightnings and
gl obes of golden flanme in a rushing, turbulent cloud of red
and orange.

The tongues of snmoke which restrai ned them

di sappeared. The black creatures still flew on, sighted
through the zigzags of utter darkness and blinding
brightness. Their voices could still be heard, as also could

be heard the roaring rage of d andyth-a-Krae.
And then there was silence.

Corum coul d not see Rhalina. He could not see Jhary.
He could only feel the boat still beneath his feet.

They were drifting in total blackness and absol ute
silence, in neither one di nension nor another.

BOOK TWO
I'n which Prince Corum and hi s conpani ons

learn the full inmport of what Chaos
is and what it intends to becone and
di scover sonething nore concerning
the nature of tine and identity

The First Chapter
CHACS UNBOUNDED

"Corum "

It was Rhalina's voice
" Cor un®"

"l am here."

He stretched out his right hand and tried to touch her. At
|l ast he felt her hair beneath his fingers. He encircled her
shoul ders with his arm

"Jhary?" he said. "Are you there?"

"I amhere. | amtrying different configurations, but the
crystals do not respond. Is this Linbo, Corunf"

"l assume so. If it were not that we can breathe and it is
relatively warm | would think the sky ship adrift in the
cosnos, beyond the sky."

Si | ence.

And then a thin line of golden |light could be seen,

cutting across the blackness as if dividing it in two, rather
like a horizon, or the crack of light frombeneath a gigantic
door. And while they remmined in the blackness the area of

bl ackness above the golden line began, it seened, to nove
upward, like a curtain in a vast theater

And now, though they could still not see each other, they
saw the wide area of gold, saw it begin to change

"What is it, Corun®"
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"I know not, Rhalina, Jhary?"

"This Linmbo mght be the domain of the Cosnic
Bal ance—a neutral territory, as it were, where no gods or
nortals cone in ordinary circunstances."

"Have we drifted into it by accident?"
"l do not know. "
This is what they saw then:

Al'l was huge, but in proportion. A rider spurring his
horse across a desert beneath a white and purple sky. The

rider had milk-white hair and it streanmed behind him His
eyes were red and full of wild bitterness, his skin was bone
white. Physically he somewhat resenbl ed the Vadhagh, for

he had the same unhuman face. He was an al bi no, clothed

all in black, baroque arnor, every part of it covered in fine,
detail ed netal -work, a huge hel mupon his head, a bl ack

sword at his side

And now the rider was no | onger upon a horse. He rode

a beast that somewhat resenbl ed those which had pursued
thema flying beast—a dragon. The bl ack sword was in

his hand and it gave off a strange, black radiance. The rider
rode the dragon as if it were a horse, seated in a saddle, his
feet in stirrups, but he was strapped to the saddle to save
himfromfalling. He was crying out.

And bel ow himthere were other dragons, evidently
brothers to the one he rode. They were engaged in aeri al
battles with m sshapen things with the jaws of whales. A
green mst drifted across the scene and obscured it.

Now t hey saw the asymetrical outlines of a gigantic

castle, flowing upward to formits shape even as they

wat ched. Battlenments, turrets, towers all appeared. The
dragon-rider ordered his beasts toward it and they rel eased
flam ng venomfromtheir mouths, directing it at the castle.
A few others who followed the rider also sat upon the

backs of the dragons.

They passed the bl azing castle and cane now to an

undul ating plain. Upon this plain stood all the denpons and
corrupt, warped things of Chaos, arranged as if for battle.
And here, too, were gods—bukes of Hell every

one—Mal ohi n, Xionbarg, Zhortra and nore—Chardros

the Reaper, with nonstrous, hairless head and sweepi ng

scyt he—and the ol dest of the gods, Slortar the Ad, slender
and lovely as a youth of sixteen

And it was this nassed mght that the dragon-riders
att acked.

Surely they nust perish.

Fi ery venom spl ashed across the scene and again there
was only golden |ight.

"What did we see?" Corum whi spered. "Do you know,
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Jhary?"

"Aye. | know. | have been there—or will be there. W

see anot her age, another plane. The mightiest battle

bet ween Law and Chaos, Gods and Mrtals, that | have

ever witnessed. The white-faced one | served in a different
guise. He is called Elric of Melnibone."

"You nentioned himonce, when we first net."

"He is, like you, a chanpion chosen by destiny to fight
so that the equilibriumof the Cosm c Bal ance m ght be
preserved." Jhary's voice sounded sad. "I renenber his
friend Moonglum but his friend Mongl um does not
remenber me . "

The remark seened i nconsequential to Corum
"What does it nean to us, Jhary?"

"l do not know. Look—sonething el se cones upon the
stage. "

There was a city upon a plain. Corumfelt that he knew

it, but then realized that he had never seen it before, for it
was not like any city in Bro-an-Vadhagh or Lywm an-Esh.

O white marble and bl ack granite, it was sinple and it was
magni ficent. It was under siege. Silver-snouted weapons
were upon its walls, directed at the attackers—a great
horde of cavalry and infantry which had pitched its tents
bel ow. The attackers were clad in nassive arnor, but the
defenders wore light protection and they, too, like the one
Jhary had called Elric, were nore |ike the Vadhagh than
Iike other nortals. Corum began to wonder if the Vadhagh
occupi ed many pl ai ns.

A horseman in bulky arnor rode fromthe canp toward

the bl ack-and-white walls of the city. He carried a banner
and seened to have cone to parley. He called up at the
wal | s and eventually a gate opened to admt him The

wat chers coul d not see his face.

The scene changed agai n.

Now, strangely, the one who had been attacking the
city was defending it.

Sudden glinpses of terrible nmassacres. The humans were

bei ng destroyed by weapons even nore powerful than

those possessed by the folk of GMas-cor-Gwys and it was
one of their own kind who directed their nurder

It was gone. Gol den, pure |ight returned.

"Erekose," murnured Jhary. "I think | see significance in
these scenes. | think it is the Balance and it is hinting at
somet hing. But the inplications are so profound that ny

poor head cannot contain them"”

"Speak of them please!"” Corum begged into the
darkness, his eyes still upon the gol den stage.

"There are no words. | have told you already that | ama
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Conpani on to Chanpi ons—that there is only one

Chanpi on and only one Conpani on, but that we do not

al ways know each other, or even know of our fate.

Circunst ances change fromtine to tine, but the basic
destiny does not. It was Erekose's burden that he shoul d be
aware of this—aware of all his previous incarnations, his
incarnations to cone. You, at |least, are spared that,
Corum "

Corum shuddered. "Say no nore."

Rhal i na said, "And what of this hero's | overs? You have
spoken of his friend . "

And a new scene canme upon the gol den stage before she
coul d conti nue.

The face of a man, wacked with pain, covered in sweat,

a dark, throbbing jewel inbedded in his forehead. He drew
down over this face a hel mof such highly polished neta

that it became a perfect mirror. In the mrror could be seen
a group of riders who at first appeared to be men with the
heads of beasts. Then it became plain that these heads were
in fact helmets, fashioned to resenble pigs, goats, bulls,
and dogs.

There was a pitched battle. There were several riders in
the sane polished helns. They were greatly outnunbered
by their enemes in the beast nasks.

One of those in the mirror hel met s—perhaps the nman
they had first seen—held sonething al oft—a short staff

from whi ch pul sed many-col ored rays. This staff struck
fear into the beast riders and many had to be driven on by
their | eaders

The fight continued.

The scene vani shed, to be replaced, once nore, by
not hi ng but the pure, golden |light.

"Hawkroon, " mnurmured Jhary. "The Runestaff. What

can all this mean? You have wi tnessed yourself, Corum in
three other incarnations. | have never experienced such a
thing before.”

Corumwas trenbling. He could not bear to consider
Jhary's words. They suggested that it was his fate to
experience an eternity of battle, of death, of msery.

"What can it nean?" Jhary said again. "lIs it a warning?
A prediction of sonething about to take place? O has it no
speci al significance?"

Slow y the bl ackness descended on the golden light unti
there was only a faint line of gold, and then that, too,
vani shed.

They hung once nore in Linbo.

Jhary's voice cane to Corum The tone was distant, as if
the dandy spoke to hinself. "I think it nmeans we nust find
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Tanelorn. There, all destinies neet—there, all things are
constant. Neither Law nor Chaos can effect Tanelorn's

exi stence, though her occupants can sonetines be

threatened. But even | do not know where Tanelorn lies in
this age, in these dinensions. If | could only discover some
sign which would give ne ny bearings ..."

"Perhaps it is not Tanel orn we should seek," Rhalina
sai d. "Perhaps these events we have been shown indicate
some di fferent quest?"

"It is all bound up together," Jhary nmused, seening to
answer a question he had put to hinself. "It is all bound up
together. Elric, Erekose, Hawknoon, Corum Four aspects

of the sane thing, as | am anot her aspect of it, as Rhalina
is a sixth aspect. Sone disruption has occurred in the

uni verse, perhaps. O sone new cycle is about to take

pl ace. | do not know . "

The sky ship lurched. It noved as if along a crazily

undul ating track. Massive teardrops of green and blue |ight
began to fall all around them There was the sound of a
raging wi nd, but no wi nd touched them An al nost hunman

voi ce, echoing on and on and on

And then they were flying through swiftly noving
shadows—the shadows of things and people all rushing in
the same direction.

Bel ow, Corum saw a thousand vol canoes, each one

spewi ng red cinders and snoke, but sonehow t he cinders
and snoke did not touch the sky ship. There was a stink of
burning and it was suddenly replaced by the snell of

fl owers. The vol canoes had becone so nany huge

bl ossons, |ike anenpbnes opening red petals.

Si ngi ng cane from sonewhere. A joyful, martial tune
like the song of a victorious arny. It died away. There was
a |l augh, cut off short.

The bul k of enornous beasts rose from seas of
excrenent and the beasts raised their square snouts to the
ski es and groaned before sinking again beneath the surface.

A nottled, pink-white plain, apparently of stones. It was
not stones. The plain was conprised entirely of corpses,
each one neatly laid beside the other, each one face down.

"VWhere are we Jhary, do you know?" Corum call ed,
peering through disturbed air at his friend.

"This place is ruled by Chaos, that is all | know at
present, Corum What you see i s Chaos unbounded. Law
has no power here at all. | believe we nust be in

Mabel rode's Realmand | amattenpting to take the sky
ship out of it, but it will not respond.”

"W are noving through the dinensions, however,"
Rhal i na said. "The scenes change so rapidly. That nust be
t he case. ™

Jhary offered her a desperate grin as he turned to | ook at
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her over his shoulder. "W are not noving through the
di mensions. This is Chaos, Lady Rhalina. Pure, unchai ned
Chaos. "

The Second Chapt er
THE CASTLE BUI LT OF BLOOD

"It is surely Mabelrode's Realm" Jhary said, "unless
Chaos has conquered suddenly and all fifteen Planes are
once again under its dom nation."

Foul shapes flew about the sky ship for a nonent and
then were gone.

"My brain reels,” Rhalina gasped. "It as if | am mad.
can hardly believe | do not dream"”

" Sonmeone dr eans,
| ady. A god."

Jhary told her. "Soneone dreans,

Corum coul d not speak. H s head was aching. Peculiar
menories threatened to come to him but they remained
el usi ve.

Sonetimes he would listen hard, believing that he heard
voi ces. He woul d peer over the rail of the craft to see if
they canme from beneath the ship. He would stare into the
sky. "Do you hear them Rhalina?"

"l hear nothing, Corum"

"l cannot make out the words. Perhaps they are not
wor ds. "

"Forget them" Jhary said sharply. "Pay no attention to
anything of that sort. We are in Chaos |ands and our senses
will deceive us in every way. Renenber that we three are

the only realities—and be careful to inspect anything which

| ooks like me or Rhalina very carefully before you trust it."

"You nean denons will try to make ne think that they
are those | |ove?"

"That is what they will do, call themwhat you will."

A huge wave advanced toward them It took the form of

a human hand. It clenched itself into a fist. It threatened to
smash the boat. It di sappeared. Jhary flew on. He was
sweat i ng.

A spring day dawned. They flew over the norning fields
as the dew sparkled. Flowers grew in the grass and there

were little bright pools of water, tiny rivers. In the shade of
oak trees stood horses and cows. Alittle way ahead was a

| ow, white farmhouse with snoke curling fromits chi mmey.

Birds sang. Pigs rooted in the farnyard.

"l cannot believe it is not real,"” Corumsaid to Jhary.

"It is real,"” Jhary told him "But it is short-lived. Chaos
delights in creation but swiftly beconmes bored with what it
creates for it seeks not order or justice or constancy but
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sensation, entertainnent. Sonetines it suits it to create
somnet hi ng which you and | would value or find pleasure in.
But it is an accident."”

The fields remai ned. The farnmhouse renmni ned. The
sense of peace grew.

Jhary frowned. "Perhaps, after all, we have left the
Real m of Chaos and . "

The fields gradually began to swirl, |ike stagnant water
stirred by a stick. The farnhouse spread to becone scum
on top of the water. The flowers were now festering
growt hs on the surface.

"It becomes so easy to believe what one wi shes to
believe," Jhary said wearily. "So easy."

"W nust escape fromhere," said Corum

"Escape? | cannot control the sky ship. | have not
controlled it since we entered Linbo."

"Then sone other force controls us?"

"Aye—but it may not be sentient." Jhary's voice was
strained, his face was pale. Even the little cat was nestling
hard agai nst his neck as if seeking confort.

Stretching to every horizon now was seething stuff,

grayi sh-green with what | ooked |ike pieces of rotting
vegetation floating in it. The vegetati on seened to assune
t he shapes of crustaceans—erabs and | obsters scuttling
across its surface, only slightly different in shade.

"An island," Rhalina said.

Qut of all this rose an island of dark blue rock. Upon the

rock was a building, a great castle all colored scarlet. And
the scarlet rippled as if water had sonmehow been nol ded

into a permanent shape. A fanmliar, salty snell cane from

the scarlet castle. Jhary turned the ship to avoid it, but then

the castle was ahead of them again. Again he turned. Again
it was ahead of them For several nonents he altered the
course of the sky ship and each tinme the castle reappeared
bef ore them

"It seeks to stop us." Jhary tried again to avoid it.

"What is it?" Rhalina asked.

Jhary shook his head. "I know not, but it is unlike the
other things we have seen. W are being drawn toward it
now. That stench! It clogs ny nostrils!"

Cl oser cane the sky ship, until it hovered directly above
the scarlet turrets of the castle. And then it had | anded.

Corum peered over the side. The substance of the castle

still rippled like liquid. It did not |ook solid, yet it held
the sky ship. He drew his sword and | ooked toward a bl ack

gap in the nearby tower. An entrance. And a figure was
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emerging fromit.

The figure was fat, about twi ce as broad as an ordinary

man. It had a head which was essentially human but from

whi ch boarli ke tusks sprouted. It noved over the rippling
scarl et surface on bowed, thick |egs, naked but for a tabard
enbroidered with a design not i mediately recognizable.

It was grinning at them "I have been short of guests,” it
grunted. "Are you m ne?"

Corum sai d, "Your guests?"

"No, no, no. Did | nake you or did you come from
el sewhere. Are you inventions of one of ny brother
dukes?"

"l do not understand— Corum began.

Jhary interrupted him "I know you. You are Duke
Teer."

"Of course | am Duke Teer. Wat of it? Wy, | do not
believe you are inventions at all—-not of this realmat all.
How sati sfying. Welcone, nortals, to ny castle. How

remar kabl e!' Wl cone, wel cone, wel cone. How exqui site!

Vel cone! "

"You are Duke Teer of Chaos and your liege lord is
Mabel rode the Faceless. | was right, then. This is King
Mabel rode's Real m"

"How intelligent! How narvellous!" The boar face split

inan ugly grin and rotting teeth were displayed. "Do you
bring nme sone nessage, perhaps?"

"W, too, serve King Mabelrode,"” Jhary said swiftly.
"We fight in Arkyn's Realmto restore the rule of Chaos
there. ™

"How excel l ent! But do not say you cone for aid,

nortals, for all ny aid already goes to that other realm
where Law attenpts to hold sway. Every Duke of Hell

sends his resources to the fight. The tine might yet arise
when we can go personally to do battle with Law, but that

is not yet. W lend our powers, our servants, everything but
oursel ves—for doubtl ess you have | earned what becane of

Xi ombarg when he—er she, | should say, of
course—attenpted to cross into Arkyn's Real m How
unpl easant!"

"W had hoped for aid,"” Corumsaid, falling in with
Jhary's attenpted deception. "Law has thwarted us too
often.”

"I, as you know, amonly a mnor Lord of Chaos. My
powers have never been great. Mst of ny efforts have
gone—and peers may | augh—nto the creation of my
beautiful castle. | love it so nuch."”

"What is it nmade of ?" Rhalina asked hi m nervously. She
plainly did not think they could remai n undetected for
| ong.
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"You have not heard of Teer's Castle? How strange!

Why, ny pretty nortal, it is built of blood—t is built all of
bl ood. Many thousands have died to make ny castle.

must slay many thousands nore before it is properly

compl eted. Bl ood, mny dear-—bl ood and bl ood and bl ood!

Can you not sniff its delicious tang? Wat you sniff is

bl ood. What you see—+t is all blood. Mrta

bl ood—nmortal bl ood—+t all mingles. Al blood is equa

when it goes to build Teer's Castle, eh? Wiy, you have

bl ood enough for part of a small wall of a tower. | could
make a roomfromall three of you. You would be

astoni shed to | earn how far bl ood can be made to stretch as
a building mterial. And it is tasty, eh?" He shrugged and
waved a thick hand. "Or perhaps not to you. | know

nortals and their fads. But for me—ah, it is delightful!"

"I't was an honor to see the fanpbus Castle Built of

Bl ood," Jhary said as snoothly as he could, "but now the
busi ness of the noment presses and we nust go to seek
help in our fight against Law. WIIl you allow us to |eave
now, Duke Teer?"

"Leave?" The snmall eyes glinted. A fat, rough tongue
licked the coarse lips. Teer fingered one of his tusks.

"W are, after all, upon King Mabelrode's service," said
Corum

"So you are! How superb!"
"It is urgent, our quest."

"It is rare for nortals to cone directly to King
Mabel rode' s Real m" Duke Teer said.

"These are rare tines, with two of our realns in the
hands of Law," Jhary pointed out.

"How true! What is that running fromthe lips of the
femal e?"

Rhal i na was vonmiting. She had done all she could to
contai n her nausea, but the stink had becone too nmuch for
her.

Duke Teer's eyes narrowed. "I know nortals. | know
them She is distressed. By what? By what?"

"By the thought of Law s return,” said Jhary weakly.

"She is distressed by ne, eh? She is not wholly given up
to serving Chaos, eh? Not a very good speci nen for King
Mabel rode to pick to serve him eh?"

"He picked us," Corum said. "She nerely acconpanies
us."

"Then she is of little use to King Mabel rode—er to you
Here, then, is what | want in return for ny allow ng you to
see the splendor of ny Castle Built of Blood ..."
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"No," said Corum guessing what he neant. "W cannot

do that. Let us go now, | beg you, Duke Teer. You know
we nust meke haste! King Mabelrode will not be pleased if
you del ay us."

"He will not be pleased with you if you delay. Sinply
give me the fenmale. Keep the flesh and bones, if you
desire. Al | require is the blood."

"No!" screamed Rhalina in terror
"How stupid!"

"Let us go, Duke Teer!"

"Let nme have the fermale first!"

"No!" said Jhary and Corumin unison. And they drew
their swords, whereupon Duke Teer burst into grunting
| aughter that was at once nocki ng and incredul ous.

The Third Chapter
THE RI DER ON THE YELLOW HORSE

The Duke of Hell stretched as a man night stretch when
awakening froma |uxurious sleep. H's arnms grew | onger,
his body wi der, and, within a space of seconds, he had
doubl ed his size. He | ooked down on them still |aughing.
"How badly you lie!"

"W do not liel!" cried Corum "W beg you—tet us be
on our way."

Duke Teer frowned,. "I have no wish to earn King

Mabel rode' s displeasure. Yet if you truly served Chaos you
woul d not show such silly enpti ons—you would give the
femmale to me. She is useless to you, but she can be of great

use to ne. | exist only to build ny castle, nmake it nore
el aborate, nore beautiful." He began to stretch out one
great hand. "Here, | will take her and then you may go

your way and |'I|—=

"See," called Jhary suddenly. "Qur enenies! They have
followed us to this plain. How stupid of them+to cross
Into the realmof their eneny King Mbelrode."

"WWhat ?" Duke Teer | ooked up. He saw the score of
black flying things with their | ong necks and their red, jaws,
the men upon their backs. "Wo are they?"

"Their | eader is called Corum Jhaelen Irsei," said
Corum "They are sworn enem es of Chaos and desire our
deat hs. Destroy them Duke Teer, and Mabelrode will be
m ghtily pleased with you."

Duke Teer glared upward. "Is this truth?"
"I't is!"™ Jhary shouted

"I believe | have heard of this nortal, Corum Was it not
he who destroyed Arioch's heart? |Is he the one who |ured
Xi ombarg to her doonf"
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"He is the sane!" Rhalina cried.
"My nets," nuttered Duke Teer, reducing his size and
hurrying back into his tower. "I will help you."

"There is enough blood in themto build a whol e new

halI!'" Jhary yelled. He | eaped for the controls and hastily
passed his hands over them They cane to |ife and the sky
ship sprang into the air.

@ andyth and his flying pack had seen them The bl ack
beasts turned, w ngs sounding |ike thunder, and sped
toward the sky ship.

But they were free of the Castle Built of Bl ood now and
Duke Teer was engaged with his nets. He had one in each
hand and he grew | arger and | arger, casting toward the
di sconcerted Earl of Krae.

Jhary's face was set. "I amgoing to try everything |I can

to hurl the sky ship fromthis foul dinmension," he said. "It
will be better to die than remain here. Duke Teer will learn
soon enough that d andyth serves Chaos and not Law.

And d andyth will tell himwho we are. Al the Dukes of

Hell will seek us out." He renpbved a transparent cover and
began to rearrange the crystals. "I know not what this wll
acconplish, but | amdetermned to try to find out!"

The sky ship began to oscillate throughout its |ength.
cdinging to the rail Corumfelt his entire body vibrate unti
he was sure he woul d shake to pieces. He clung to Rhalina.
The ship began to dive toward a sea of violet and orange.
They were flung forward, upon Jhary. The ship struck

sonet hing. They passed into a liquid which stifled them
Anot her mi ghty wench and Corum | ost his grasp on

Rhal i na. Through the darkness he tried to find her, but she
had gone. He felt his feet |eave the deck of the ship.

He began to drift.

He tried to call her nane, but the stuff blocked his
mouth. He tried to peer through it, but it stuck to his eyes.

He drifted | anguidly, sinking deeper and deeper. His
heart began to bang against, his chest. No air entered his
| ungs. He knew he was dyi ng.

And he knew Rhalina and Jhary were dying, sonewhere
nearby in the viscous stuff.

He was al nost relieved that his quest had ended so, that
his responsibility to the Cause of Law was over. He grieved
for Rhalina and he grieved for Jhary, but he could not
grieve for hinself.

Suddenly he was falling. He saw a piece of the sky

ship—a twisted rail—fall with him He was falling through
clear air but the speed of his descent still nmde it
i mpossible for himto breathe.

He began to glide. He | ooked about him There was bl ue

sky on all sides—bel ow him above him He spread his

arns. The piece of twisted rail was still gliding with him
He | ooked for Rhalina. He | ooked for Jhary. They were
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nowhere in sight in all the blue vastness. There was just the
pi ece of rail

He called out, "Rhalina?"
There was no reply.
He was alone in a universe of blue light.

He began to feel drowsy. His eyes closed. He fought to
open them but he could not. It was as if his brain refused
any longer to experience further terrors.

When he awoke he was |ying on sonething soft and very
confortable. He felt warm and he realized he was naked.
He opened his eyes and saw the beans of a roof above him
He turned his head. He was in a room Sunlight cane

t hrough a w ndow.

Was this a further illusion? The roomwas plainly at the

top of a house, for its walls sloped. It was sinply furnished.
The hone of a well-to-do peasant farner, Corum thought.

He | ooked at the varnished door with its sinple netal

| atch. He heard a voice singing behind it.

How had he cone here? It was possible that it was a
trick. Jhary had warned himto beware of such visions. He
drew his hands from beneath the bedsheets. On his |eft

wist there still remained the Hand of Kwl, six-fingered and
bej ewel ed. He touched his face. The Eye of Rhynn, usel ess
though it now was, still filled the socket of his right eye. On

a chest in one corner all his clothes had been laid and his
weapons ware stacked near by.

Had he sonehow returned to his own plane and had
sanity been restored to it. Could Duke Teer have slain
@ andyth and thus lifted d andyth's spell fromthe | and?

The roomwas not fam liar, neither were the designs on the chest and the bedposts.

he was sure, Lywman-Esh and it was nost certainly not Bro-an-Vadhagh

The door opened and a fat man entered. He | ooked
anmused and sai d somet hing whi ch Corum coul d not
under st and.

"Do you speak the | anguage of Vadhagh or Mabden?"
Corum asked himpolitely.

The fat man—not a farmer by his enbroidered shirt and
sil k breeks—shook his head and spread his hands,
speaki ng again in the strange | anguage.

"Where is this place?" Corum asked him

The fat man pointed out of the wi ndow, pointed to the
floor, spoke at sone |ength, |aughed, and indicated with
further gestures that Corummight like to eat. Corum
nodded. He was very hungry.

Before the man left, he said, "Rhalina? Jhary?" hoping
that he woul d recogni ze the names and know where the two
were. The man shook his head, |aughed again and cl osed

Thi s was not,
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t he door behind him

Corum got up. He felt weak but not totally weary. He

pull ed on his clothes, picked up the byrnie, and then laid it
down again with the hel mand the greaves. He went to the

door and peered out. He saw a | anding, varnished with the
same brown varni sh, a staircase |eadi ng downward. He

stepped onto the landing and tried to peer bel ow, but saw
only anot her |anding. He heard voi ces—a woman's voi ce,

the laughter of the fat nan. He went back into the room

and | ooked out of the w ndow.

The house lay on the outskirts of a town. But it was not

a town |ike any he had seen before. Al the houses had red,
sl oping roofs and were built of a mixture of tinber and gray
brick. The streets were cobbled and carts passed this way
and that along them Most of the people wore drabber

cl othes than those he had seen on the fat man, but they

| ooked cheerful enough, often calling out greetings to each
ot her, stopping to pass the tinme of day.

The town seened quite |arge and, in the distance Corum

could see a wall, the spires of taller buildings plainly nore
expensively built than the ordinary houses. Sometines
carriages passed by, or well-dressed nmen on horseback

made their way through the throng—nobles or possibly

mer chant s.

Corum rubbed his head and went to sit on the edge of

the bed. He tried to think clearly. The evidence was that he
was on anot her plane. And there seenmed to be no battle

bet ween Law or Chaos here. Everyone was, as far as he

could tell, leading ordinary, sedate lives. Yet he had it both
fromLord Arkyn and from Duke Teer that every one of

the Fifteen Planes was in conflict as Law fought Chaos.

Was this sone plane ruled by Arkyn or his brother which

had not yet succunbed? It was unlikely. And he coul d not
speak the | anguage while they could not understand him

That had never happened to himbefore. Jhary's

rearrangenent of the crystals before the sky ship had been
destroyed had evidently produced a drastic result. He was
cut off fromanything he knew. He m ght never |earn where

he was. And all this suggested that Rhalina and Jhary, if
they lived, were sinilarly abandoned on sone unfamliar

pl ane.

The fat man opened the door and an equally fat woman

in volum nous white skirts entered the roomwith a tray on
whi ch was arranged neat, vegetables, fruit, and a steamn ng
bow of soup. She smiled at himand offered himthe tray
rather as if she were offering food to a caged wild aninal.
He bowed and sniled and took the tray. She was careful to
avoi d touching his six-fingered hand.

"You are land," said Corum know ng she woul d not

under st and, but w shing her to know that he was grateful
Wil e they watched, he began to eat. The food was not
particularly well-cooked or flavored, but he was hungry.

He ate it all as gracefully as he could and eventually, with
anot her bow, returned the tray to the silent pair.
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He had eaten too nmuch too swiftly and his stomach felt
heavy. He had never been much attracted to Mabden food

at any tine and this was coarser than nost. But he nade a
great pretense of being satisfied, for he had beconme unused
to kindness of |ate.

Now t he fat man asked anot her question. It sounded |ike
a single word. "Fenk?"

"Fenk?" said Corum and shook his head.
" Fenk?"

Agai n Corum shook hi s head.

"Panni s?"

Anot her shake of the head. There were several nore
questions of the sane sort—ust a single word—and each
time Corumindicated that he did not understand. Now it
was his turn. He tried several words in the Mabden dial ect,
a | anguage derived from Vadhagh. The man di d not

under stand. He pointed at Corum s six-fingered hand,
frowning, pulling at one of his own hands, chopping at it,
until Corumrealized that he was asking if the hand had
been lost in battle and this was an artificial one. Corum
nodded rapidly and snmiled, tapping at his eye al so. The
man seened satisfied but extrenely curious. He inspected
the hand, marveling. Doubtless he believed it to be norta
wor k and Corum coul d not explain that it had been grafted
to himby means of sorcery. The man indicated that Corum
shoul d cone with himthrough the door. Corumwillingly
consented and was | ed down the stairs and into what was

pl ainly a workshop.

And now he understood. The man was a nmaker of

artificial linbs. He was plainly experinenting with many
different |ands. There were wooden, bone, and netal |egs,
sone of them of very conplicated manufacture. There were
hands carved fromivory or nade of jointed steel. There
were arns, feet, even sonething which seened to be a steel
rib cage. There were al so many anatonical drawings in a
peculiar, alien style and Corumwas fascinated by them He
saw a pile of scrolls bound into single sheets between

| eat her covers and he opened one. It seened to be a book
concerni ng nedi ci ne. Al though cruder in design and

al though the strange, angular letters were not at all
beautiful in thenselves, the book seened as sophisticated as
many whi ch the Vadhagh had created before the com ng of

t he Mabden. He tapped the book and made an approving
noi se.

"It is good," he said.

The man sniled and tapped again at Corum s hand.

Cor um wonder ed what the doctor would say if he could

expl ain how he cane by it. The poor nman woul d probably

be horrified or, perhaps nore likely, convinced that Corum
was nmad, as Corum woul d have been before he began to
encount er sorcery.

file:/l/F|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Michael%20...203%20-%20The%20King%200f%20The%20Swords.txt (48 of 112) [6/4/03 10:49:36 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Michael %20M oorcock/Michael %620M oorcock%620-%20Corum%6203%20-%20T he%620K ing%200f%20T he%20Swords.txt

Corum |l et the doctor inspect the eyepatch and the
pecul i ar eye beneath it.

This puzzled the fat man even nore. He shook his head,
frowning. Corum | owered the patch back over the eye. He
hal f wi shed that he could denonstrate to the doctor exactly
what the eye and the hand were used for.

Corum began to guess how he had cone here. Evidently

sonme citizens had found hi munconscious and sent for the
doctor, or brought Corumto the doctor. The doctor,
obsessed with his study of artificial |inbs, had been only
too pleased to take Corumin, though what he had made of
Corumis arns and arnor the Prince in the Scarlet Robe did
not know.

But now Corum becane filled with a sense of urgency,

with fears for Rhalina and Jhary. If they were in this world
he must find them It was even possible that Jhary, who

had travel ed so often between the planes, could speak the

| anguage. He took up a piece of blank parchnent and a

quill, dipped the quill inink (it was little different to the
pens used by the Mabden) and drew a picture of a nan and

a woman. He held up two fingers and pointed outside,
frowni ng and gesturing to show that he did not know where
they were. The fat doctor nodded vigorously, under-

standi ng. But then he showed, al nost comically, that he did
not know where Jhary and Rhalina were, that he had not

seen them that Corum had been found al one.

"I must look for them" Corum said urgently, pointing

to hinmself and then pointing out of the house. The doctor
under st ood and nodded. He thought for a nonent and

then signed for Corumto stay there. He left and returned
wearing a jerkin. He gave Coruma plain cloak to wap

around his clothes, which were, for the place, outlandish.
Toget her they |eft the house.

Many gl anced at Corum as he and the doctor wal ked

through the streets. Cbviously the news of the stranger had
gone everywhere. The doctor |ed Corumthrough the

crowds and beneath an arch through the wall. A white,

dusty road |l ed through fields. There were one or two
farmhouses in the distance.

They came eventually to a snmall wood and here the

doct or stopped, showi ng Corum where he had been found.
Corum | ooked about him and at |ast discovered the thing

he sought. It was the twisted rail of the sky ship. He
showed it to the doctor, who had certainly seen nothing
like it, for he gasped in astonishnent, turning it this way
and that in his hands.

It was proof to Corumthat he had not gone nmad, that he
had but recently left the real mof Chaos.

He | ooked around him at the peaceful scenery. Wre
there really such places where the eternal struggle was
unknown? He began to feel jealous of the inhabitants of
this plane. Doubtless they had their own sorrows and
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di sconforts. Evidently there was war and pain, for why

el se woul d the doctor be so interested in nmaking artificial
limbs? And yet there was a sense of order here and he was
sure that no gods—either of Law or of Chaos—exi sted

here. But he knew that it would be stupid to entertain the
i dea of remmining here, for he was not |ike them he hardly
resenbl ed t hem physically, even. He wondered what

specul ations the doctor had nmade to explain his com ng

her e.

He began to wal k anongst the trees, calling out the
nanes of Rhalina and Jhary.

He heard a cry later and whirled round, hoping it was
the woman he loved. But it was not. It was a tall, grim
faced man in a black gown, striding across the fields
toward them his gray hair blowing in the breeze. The
doct or approached himand they began to converse,

| ooki ng often at Corum who stood watching them There
was a di spute between them and both becane angrier. The

newconer pointed a |ong, accusing finger at Corum and
waved hi s ot her hand.

Corumfelt trepidation, w shing he had brought his
sword with him

Suddenly the man in the robe turned and marched back
toward the town, |eaving the doctor frowning and rubbing
at his jow.

Corum becane nervous, sensing that sonething was

wong, that the nman in the robe objected to his presence in
the town, was suspicious of his peculiar physica
appearance. And the man in the robe al so seenmed to have
nmore authority than the doctor. And far |ess synpathy for
Cor um

Head bowed, the doctor noved toward Corum He

rai sed his head, his lips pursed. He murrured something in
hi s own | anguage, speaking to Corum as a nman m ght

speak to a pet for which he had great affection—a pet

whi ch was about to be killed or sent away.

Corum deci ded that he nust have his arnor and

weapons at once. He pointed toward the town and began to
wal k back. The doctor followed, still deep in worried

t hought

Back in the doctor's house Corum donned his silver

byrnie, his silver greaves, and his silver helm He buckl ed
on his long strong sword and | ooped his bow, his arrows,
and his lance upon his back. He realized that he | ooked
nmore incongruous than ever, but he also felt nore secure.
He | ooked out of the window at the street. N ght was
falling. Only a few people walked in the towmn now He |eft
the room and went down the stairs to the nain door of the
house. The doctor shouted at himand tried to stop him
fromleaving, but Corumgently brushed hi m aside, opened
the latch, and went out.

The doctor called to hima warning cry. But Corum
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ignored it, both because he did not need to be warned of
potential danger and al so because he did not see why the
ki ndly man shoul d share his danger. He strode into the
ni ght.

Few saw him None stopped himor even tried to do so,

t hough they peered curiously at himand | aughed anong
thensel ves, evidently taking himfor an idiot. It was better
that they laughed at himthan feared him or el se the danger
woul d have been nmuch increased, thought Corum

He strode through the streets for sone tine until he
came to a partially ruined house which had been deserted.
He deci ded that he woul d make this his resting place for
the night, hiding here until he could think of his next
action.

He stumbl ed through the broken door and rats fled as he
entered. He clinbed the swaying staircase until he cane to

a roomw th a wi ndow t hrough whi ch he coul d observe the
street. He was hardly aware of his own reasons for |eaving
the doctor's house, save that he did not wish to becone
involved with the man in the robe. If they were seriously
trying to find him then, of course, they would discover him
soon enough. But if they had a little superstition, they

m ght think he had vani shed as mysteriously as he had
arrived.

He settled down to sleep, ignoring the sound the rats
made.

He woke at dawn and peered down into the street. This

seenmed to be the nain street of the city and it was al ready
alive with tradesnen and others, sone wth donkeys or

horses, others with handcarts, calling out greetings to each
ot her.

He snelled fresh bread and began to feel hungry, but
curbed his inpul se, when a baker's cart stopped

i medi at el y beneath nun, to sneak out and steal a l|loaf. He
dozed again. Wien it was night, he would try to find a
horse and | eave the city behind him seek other towns
where there mght be news of Rhalina or Jhary.

Toward m dday he heard a great deal of cheering in the
street and he edged his way to the w ndow.

There were flags waving and a band of sone sort was

pl ayi ng raucous mnusic. A procession was marching

through the streets—a martial procession by the | ook of it,
for many of the riders were undoubtably warriors in their
steel breastplates and with their swords and | ances.

In the mddl e of the procession, hardly acknow edgi ng

the crowd's cheers, was the man who was the object of

their celebration. He rode a big yellow horse and he wore a
hi gh-col l ared red cl oak which at first hid his face from
Corum There was a hat on his head, a sword at his side.

He was frowning a little.

Then Corumsaw with mld surprise that the man's |eft
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hand was missing. He clutched his reins in a specially nmade
hook device. The warrior turned his head and Corum was

this time conpletely astoni shed. He gasped, for the man on
the yell ow horse had an eye patch over his right eye. And,
though his face was of the Mabden cast, he bore a strong
resenbl ance to Corum

Corum stood up, about to cry out to the man who was
al nost his double. But then he felt a hand cl ose over his
mout h and strong arnms bear himdown to the floor.

He wrenched his head about to see who attacked him
Hi s eyes wi dened.

"Jhary!" he said. "So you are on this plane! And
Rhal i na? Have you see her?"

The dandy, who was dressed in the clothes of the |oca

i nhabi tants, shook his head. "I have not. | had hoped that
you and she stayed together. You have made yourself
conspi cuous here, | gather.”

"Do you know this plane?"

"I know it vaguely. | can speak one or two of their
| anguages. "

"And the nan on the yell ow horse-who is he?"

"He is the reason why you should | eave here as soon as
possible. He is yourself, Corum He is your incarnation on

this plane in this age. And it goes against all the laws of the
cosnos that you and he shoul d occupy the sane pl ane at

the sane tine. W are in great danger, Corum but these

folk could also be in danger if we continue—however

unwi ttingly—to disrupt the order, the very bal ance of the

mul tiverse."

The Fourth Chapter
THE MANOR I N THE FOREST
"You know this world, Jhary?"

The dandy put a finger to his lips and drew Coruminto

the shadows as the parade went by. "I know nost worlds,”
he murmured, "but this less well then many. The sky ship's
destruction flung us through tinme as well as through the
di mensi ons and we are narooned in a world whose logic is
in nost cases essentially different. Secondly our 'selves
exi st here and we therefore threaten to upset the fine

bal ance of this age and, doubtless, others, too. To create
paradoxes in a world not used to them woul d be dangerous,
you see ..."

"Then let us leave this world with all speed! Let us find
Rhal i na and go!"

Jhary snmiled. "W cannot | eave an age and a plane as we
woul d | eave a room as you well know. Besides, | do not
believe Rhalina to be here if she has not been seen. But that
can be discovered. There used to be a lady not far from here
who was somet hing of a seeress. | am hoping that she wll
hel p us. The fol k of this age have an unconmon respect for
peopl e |i ke oursel ves—though often that respect turns to
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hatred and they hound us. You know you are sought by a
priest who wants to burn you at the stake?"

"l knew a nman disliked nme."

Jhary | aughed. "Aye—disliked you enough to want to

torture you to death. He is a dignitary of their religion. He
has great power and has already called out warriors to

search for you. W nust get horses as soon as possible.”

Jhary paced the rickety floor, stroking his chin. "W
must return to the Fifteen Planes with all speed. W have
no right to be here . "

"And no wish to be,"” Corumrem nded him

Qut si de the sound of pipes and drums faded and the
crowd began to di sperse

"I renmenber her nanme now " Jhary nuttered. He

snapped his fingers. "It is the Lady Jane Pentallyon and
she dwells in a house close to a village called Wrl eggon. "
"These are strange nanes, Jhary-a-Conel!"

"No stranger than ours are to them W nust mnake

speed for Warl eggon as soon as possible and we rust pray
that Lady Jane Pentallyon is in residence and has not,
hersel f, been burned by now "

Corum st epped closer to the wi ndow and gl anced down.
"The priest cones," he said, "with his nmen."

"I thought it likely you would be seen entering here.

They have waited until after the parade | est you escaped in
the confusion. | like not the thought of killing them when
we have no business in their age at all. "

"And | like not the thought of being killed," Corum
poi nted out. He drew his |long, strong sword and nade for
the stairs.

He was hal fway down when the first of themburst in

the priest in the gown at their head. He called out to them
and made a sign at Corum-doubtl| ess sone superstitious

Mabden charm Corum sprang forward and stabbed himin

the throat, his single eye blazing fiercely. The warriors
gasped at this. Evidently they had not expected their |eader
to die so soon. They hesitated in the doorway.

Jhary said softly from behind Corum "That was foolish

They take it ill when their holy nen are slain. Now the
whol e town will be against us and our |eavetaking will be
the harder."

Corum shrugged and began to advance toward the three
warriors crowded in the doorway. "These nmen have horses
Let us take them and have done with it, Jhary. | amweary
of hesitation. Defend yourselves, Mbden!"

The Mabden parried his thrusts but, in so doing, becane
entangl ed with each other. Corumtook one in the heart
and wounded another in the hand. The pair fled into the
street yelling.
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Corum and Jhary foll owed, though Jhary's face was set

and di sapproving. He preferred subtler plans than this. But
his own sword whi sked out to take the life of a nounted
man who tried to ride himdown and he pushed the body
fromthe saddl e, |eaping upon the back of the horse. It

reared and arched its neck but Jhary got it under contro
and defended hinsel f against two nore who cane at him
fromthe end of the street.

Corumwas still on his feet. He used his jeweled hand as
a club, forcing his way through to where several horses
stood without riders. The Mabden were terrified, it
seemed, of the touch of his six-fingered, alien hand and
dodged to avoid it. Two nore died before Corumreached
the horses and sprang into the saddle. He called out,
"Whi ch way, Jhary?"

"This way!" Wthout | ooking behind him Jhary
gal l oped the horse down the street.

Striking aside one who tried to grab at his reins, Corum
foll owed the dandy. A great hubbub began to spread
through the city as they raced toward the west wall.
Tradesnen and peasants tried to bl ock their path, they
were forced to |l eap over carts and force a path through
cattle or sheep. More warriors were conmng, too, fromtwo
si des.

And then they had ducked under the archway and were
through the lowwall and riding swiftly down the white,
dusty road away fromthe city, a pack of warriors at their
backs.

Arrows began to whistle past their heads as archers

cane to the walls and shot at them Corum was astoni shed
at the range of the bowren. "Are these sorcerous arrows,
Jhary?"

"No! It is a land of bow unknown in your age. These

people are masters of it. W are |lucky, however, that it is
too bulky a bow to be shot froma horse. There, see, the
arrows are beginning to fall short. But the horsenmen stay
with us. Into yonder wood, Corum Swiftly!"

They plunged off the road and into a deep, sweet-
smelling forest, leaping a small stream the horses' hooves
slipping for a moment in danp noss.

"How wi || the doctor fare?" Corumcalled. "The one
who took me in."

"He will die unless he is clever and denounces you,"
Jhary told him

"But he was a man of great intelligence and hunanity.
A man of science, too—ef |earning.”

"Al'l the nore reason for killing him if their priesthood
has its way. Superstition, not learning, is respected here."
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"Yet it is such a pleasant |and. The people seem well -
meani ng and ki nd!"

"You can say that, with those warriors at our backs?"
Jhary | aughed as he sl apped his horse's runp to make it
gallop faster. "You have seen too much of d andyth and

his kind, of Chaos and the like, if this seens paradise to
you!"

"Conpared with what we have left behind, it is paradise,
Jhary."

"Aye, perhaps you speak truth."

By much backtracki ng and hiding they had managed to
throw of f their pursuers before sunset and they now wal ked
along a narrow track, leading their tired horses.

"It is a good many mles to Warl eggon yet," Jhary said.

"I would that | had a nap, Prince Corum to guide us, for
it was in another body with different eyes that | |ast saw
this land."

"What is the land itself called?" asked the Prince in the
Scar | et Robe.

"I't is, like Lywn an-Esh, divided into a nunber of I|ands
under the dom nion of one nonarch. This one is called
Ker now—er Cornwal |, dependi ng whet her you speak the

| anguage of the region or the |anguage of the realmas a
whole. It's a superstition-ridden | and, though its traditions
go back further than nost other parts of the country of

which it is part, and you will find rmuch of it |ike your own
Br o- an- Vadhagh. Its nmenories stretch back | onger than do

the menories of the rest of the realm The nenories have
darkened, but they still have partial |egends of a people |ike
yoursel f who once lived here.”

"You nean this Kernow lies in ny future?”

"I'n one future, probably not yours. The future of a
correspondi ng pl ane, perhaps. There are doubtl ess other
futures where the Vadhagh have proliferated and the
Mabden died out. The nultiverse contains, after all, an
infinity of possibilities.”

"Your know edge is great, Jhary-a-Conel."

The dandy reached into his shirt and drew out his little

bl ack-and-white cat. It had been there all the time they had
been fighting and escaping. It began to purr, stretching its
linbs and its wings. It settled on Jhary's shoul der

"My know edge is partial," said Jhary wearily. "It
consi sts generally of half-nenories."

"But why do you know so nuch of this plane?"

"Because | dwell here even now. There is really no such
thing as tine, you see. | renenber what to you is the
"future.' | renmenber one of ny many incarnations. |If you
had wat ched the parade | onger you woul d have seen not
only yourself but nyself. | amcalled by sone grand title
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here, but | serve the one you saw on the yell ow horse. He
was born in that city we have left and he is reckoned a
great soldier by these people, though, like you, | think he
woul d prefer peace to war. That is the fate of the
Chanpi on Eternal ."

"I'"I'l hear no nore of that,'
di sturbs nme too nuch."

Corum said quickly. "It

"l cannot bl ane you."

They stopped at last to water their horses and take turns
to sleep. Sonetines in the distance groups of horsenen
woul d ride by, their brands flaring in the night, but they
never came close enough to be a great threat.

In the nmorning they reached the edges of a w de expanse

of heather. Alight rain fell but it did not disconfort them
rather it refreshed them Their surefooted horses began to
canter over the nmoor and brought them soon to a valley

and a forest.

"W have skirted Warl eggon now," said Jhary. "I

thought it wise. But there is the forest | sought. See the
snoke rising deep within. That, | hope, is the manor of the
Lady Jane."

Al ong a wi nding path protected on each side by high

banks of rich-scented noss and wild flowers they rode and
there at |ast were two posts of brown stone which were
topped by two carvings of spread-w nged hawks, nell owed

by the weather. The gates of bent iron were open and they
wal ked their horses along a gravel path until they turned a

corner and saw the house. It was a | arge house of three
stories, nade of the same |light brown stone, with a gray
slate roof and five chimeys of a reddish tint. Lattice
wi ndows were set into the house and there was a | ow
doorway in the center. Two old men canme round the side of
the house at the sound of their horses' hooves on the
gravel. The nmen had dark features, heavy brows, and |ong,
gray hair. They were dressed in | eather and skins and, if
they wore any expression at all, their eyes seened to hold a
| ook of grimsatisfaction as they | ooked at Corumin his
hi gh hel mand his silver byrnie.

Jhary spoke to themin their own | anguage—a | anguage
whi ch was not that Corum had heard in the city but a
| anguage which seenmed to hold faint echoes of the
Vadhagh speech.

One of the nmen took their horses to be stabled. The
other entered the house by the main door. Corum and
Jhary waited without.

And then she canme to the door.

She was an old, beautiful wonan, her long hair pure

white and braided, a mantl e upon her brow. She wore a
flowing gown of |ight blue silk, with wi de sleeves and gold
enbroi dery at neck and hem

Jhary spoke to her in her own tongue, but she sniled
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t hen.
She spoke in the pure, rippling speech of the Vadhagh

"I know who you are," she said. "W have been waiting
for you here at the Manor in the Forest."

The Fifth Chapter
THE LADY JANE PENTALLYON

The old, beautiful lady led theminto the cool room Meats
and wines and fruits were upon the table of polished oak.

Jars of flowers everywhere nmade the air sweet. She | ooked
at Corum nore often than she | ooked at Jhary. And at

Corum she | ooked al nost fondly.

Corum removed his helmwith a bow "W thank you,

| ady, for this gracious hospitality. | find much kindness in
your land, as well as hatred."

She sm | ed, nodding. "Sone are kind," she said, "but not
many. The elf folk as a race are kinder."

He said politely: "The elf folk, |ady?"
“Your folk."

Jhary renoved a crunpled hat fromwi thin his jerkin. It
was the hat he always wore. He | ooked at it sorrowfully.

"I't will take nuch to straighten that to its proper shape
These adventures are hardest of all on hats, |I fear. The
Lady Jane Pental |l yon speaks of the Vadhagh race, Prince
Corum or their kin, the Eldren, who are not greatly
different, save for the eyes, just as the Ml ni boneans and
the Nilanrians are offshoots of the same race. In this |and
they are known sometines as el ves—soneti nes as devil s,
dj i nns, even gods, depending upon the region."

"I amsorry," said the Lady Jane Pentallyon gently. "I

had forgotten that your people prefers to use its own nanes
for its race. And yet the nane 'elf" is sweet to ny ears, just
as it is sweet to speak your |anguage again after so many
years."

"Call nme what you will, lady," Corumsaid gallantly,
"for alnmost certainly I owe you ny life and, perhaps, ny
peace of mnd. How canme you to | earn our tongue?"

"Eat," she said. "I have made the food as tender as

coul d, knowing that the elf folk have nore delicate pal ates
than we. | will tell you nmy story while you bani sh your
hunger. "

And Corum began to eat, discovering that this was the
fi nest Mabden food he had ever eaten. Conpared with the
food he had had in the towm it was light as air and
delicately flavored. The Lady Jane Pentallyon began to
speak, her voice distant and nostal gic.

"1 was a girl," she said, "of seventeen years, and | was
al ready mistress of this manor, for ny father had died
crusadi ng and ny nother had contracted the plague while
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on a visit to her sister. So, too, had ny little brother died,
for she had taken himwth her. | was distressed, of

course, but not old enough to know then that the best way
of dealing with sorrowis to face it, not try to escape it. |
affected not to care that all ny famly were dead. | took to
readi ng romances and to dreanm ng of nyself as a

Qui nevere or an |solde. These servants you have seen were
with me then and they seemed little younger in those days.
They respected my noods and there was none to check me

as a kind of quiet nadness canme over ne and | dwelt nore
and nore in nmy own dreanms and | ess and | ess thought of

the world, which, anyway, was far away and sent no news.
And then one day there came an Egyptian tribe past the
manor and t hey begged perm ssion to set up their canp in a
gl ade in the woods not far fromhere. | had never seen such
strange, dark faces and glittering black eyes and | was
fasci nated by them and believed themto be the guardi ans

of magi ¢ wi sdom such as Merlin had known. | know now

that nmost of them knew nothing at all. But there was one
girl of my own age who had been orphaned |Iike ne and

with whom | identified nyself. She was dark and | was fair,
but we were of a height and shape and, doubtl| ess because
nar ci ssi sm had becorme one of nmy faults, | invited her to
live in the house with ne after the rest of the tribe had
moved on—taking, | need not say, nuch of our |ivestock

with them But | did not care, for Aireda' s tal es—tearned
fromher parents, | understood—were far w |l der than any |
had read in nmy books or imagined for myself. She spoke of
dark ol d ones who could still be sunmoned to carry young
girls off to lands of nmagic delight, to worlds where great
dem gods with nagic swords disrupted the very stuff of
nature if their moods willed it. | think now that Aireda was
i nventing nmuch of what she told me—el aborating stories

she had heard from her nother and father—but the essence

of what she told ne was, of course, true. Aireda had

| earned spells which, she said, would sumon these beings,
but she was afraid to use them | begged her to conjure
each of us a god fromanother world to be our |overs, but
she becane afraid and would not. A year passed and our
deep, dark games went on, our minds becane nore and

more full of the idea of nagic and denons and gods, and

Aireda, at ny constant behest, slowy weakened in her
resolve not to speak the spells and performthe rituals she
knew . "

The Lady Jane Pentallyon took up a dish of sliced fruit
and offered it to Corum He accepted it. "Please continue,
| ady."

"Well, | learned fromher the patterns to carve upon the
stones of the floor, the herbs to brew, the arrangenents of
preci ous stones and particul ar | ands of rocks, of candles,
and the like. | got fromher every piece of know edge save
the incantations and the signs which nust be traced in the
air with a witch knife of glowing crystal. So | carved the
patterns in the stones, | gathered the herbs, | collected
the stones and the rocks, and | sent to the city for the
candles. And | presented themall to Aireda one day, telling
her that she must call for the old ones who ruled this |and
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before the druids, who, thenselves, cane before the
Christians. And she agreed to do it, for by this tine she had
becone as nad as |I. W chose Al Hallows Eve for the

ritual, though | do not believe nowthat it has any specia
significance. W arranged the stones and the rocks and we
traced the designs in the air with the crystal witch knife and
we burned the candl es and we brewed the herbs and we

drank what we brewed and we were successful..."

Jhary sat back in his chair, his eyes fixed on the Lady
Jane Pentallyon. He was eating an apple. "You were
successful, lady," he said, "in conjuring up a denmon?"

"A denon? | think not, though he | ooked to us like a

demon with his slanting eyes and his pointed ears—a face
not unlike your own, Prince Corum-and we were at first
afraid, for he stood in the center of our magic ring and he
was furious, shouting, threatening in a | anguage whi ch
could not, in those days, understand. Well, the tale grows
long and | will not bore you, save to say that this poor
"denon' was of course a man of your race, dragged from

his own world by our incantations and our diagrans and

our crystals, and nobst anxious to return there."

"And did he return, lady?" Corum asked gently, for he
saw t hat her eyes had a suggestion of tears in them She
shook her head.

"He could not, for we had no means of returning him

After the astoni shment—for truly we had not really

believed in our gane! e made him as confortable here

as we could, for we instantly felt sorry for what we had
done when we realized that he was hel pl ess. He | earned
somet hi ng of our | anguage and we | earned sonethi ng of

his. W thought himvery wi se, though he insisted he was
only a mnor nmenber of a large and not very inportant

famly of noderate nobility, that he was a soldier and not a
scholar or a sorcerer. We understood his nodesty but
continued to admre himvery much. | think he enjoyed

that, although he continued to beg us to try to return himto
his own age and his own plane."

Corumsmled. "I know how | should feel if two young
girls had been responsible for tearing nme suddenly away
fromall | knew and cared for and had then told ne that
they had only been playing a ganme and coul d not send ne
back!"

And the Lady Jane sniled in reply. "Aye. Wll, by and

by Gerane—that was one of his names—becane

reconciled to sone degree and he and | fell in | ove and
were happy for a short while. Sadly, | had not accounted
for the fact that Aireda was also in |love with Gerane." She
sighed. "I had dreamed of being CGuinevere, of Isolde, of

ot her heroines of romance, but | had forgotten that all
these women were the victins of tragedy in the end. Cur
tragedy began to play itself out and at first | was not aware
of it. Jeal ousy took power over Aireda and she grew to hate
first me and then Gerane. She would plan revenges on us of
varying sorts, but they were never conpletely satisfying to
her. She had heard that Gerane's peopl e had enenies

—anot her race with bl eaker soul s—and she had guessed
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that one of her nother's rituals had to do with sunmoning
menbers of this race—ether denons, her nother had
thought. Her first attenpts were unsuccessful, but she
absorbed herself in renenbering every detail of those old
spells."

"She conjured up Cerane's eneni es?"

"Aye. Three of them cane one night into the house. She
was their first victim for they hate humans as nuch as they

hate el ves—your fol k. Shanbling, awkward, poorly

fashi oned creatures they were, conpletely unlike your folk,
Prince Corum W should call themtrolls or some such
name. "

"And what did they do after they had slain Aireda?"

"She was not slain, but badly wounded, for it was in
conversation with her later that | |earned what she had
done . "

"And Ger ane?"

"He had no sword. He had conme with none. He had
needed none in the Manor in the Forest."

"He was kill ed?"

"He heard the noise in the hall and cane down to see

what caused it. They butchered himthere, by the door."
She pointed. The tears shone on her cheeks now. "They cut
himinto sections, nmy elfin love..." She | owered her head.

Corum got up and went to confort the old, beautiful

Lady Jane Pentallyon. She gripped his nortal hand just
once and had once agai n contai ned her grief. She

strai ghtened her back. "The—trolls—did not remain in the
house. Doubtl| ess they were confused by what had

happened to them They ran off into the night."

"Do you know what becane of then®?" Jhary asked.

"l heard several years later that beasts resenbling nen
had begun to terrorize the fol k of Exnmoor and had
eventual |y been taken and had stakes driven through their
hearts, for they were thought to be the Devil's spawn. But

the story spoke of only two, so perhaps one still lives in
some lonely spot, still unaware of what had happened to
himor where he is. | feel a certain synpathy for him..."

"Do not grieve yourself, lady, by any further telling of
this tale," said Corumgently.

"Since then," she went on, "I have concerned nyself

with the study of old wisdom | |earned something from
Gerane and | have since spoken with various nen and
worren who reckon thensel ves versed in the nystic arts. It
was my hope, once, to seek the plane of Gerane's people,
but it is evident now that our planes are no |longer in
conjunction, for | have | earned enough to know that the
pl anes circle as sone say the planets circle about each

other. | have learned a little of the art of seeing into the
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future and the past, into other planes, as Gerane's folk
could . "

"My folk al so possess sonething of that art," said
Corumin confirmation of her questioning glance, "but we
have been losing it of late and can do not hi ng now beyond
see into the five planes which conprise our realm"”

"Aye." She nodded. "I cannot explain why these powers
wax and wane as they do."

"It is sonething to do with the gods,
belief in them perhaps."”

said Jhary. "O our

"Your second sight gave you a glinpse into the future
and that is how you knew we were seeki ng your help,"
Cor um sai d.

Agai n she nodded.

"So you know that we are trying to return to our own
age, where urgent deeds are necessary?"
" Aye. "

"Can you hel p us?"

"l know of one who can put you on the road which | eads
to the achi evemrent of that desire, but he can do no nore."
"A sorcerer?"

"OF sorts. He, like you, is not of this age. Like you, he
seeks constantly to return to his own world. He can nove
easily through the few centuries bordering this tinme, but he
seeks to travel many mllenia and that he cannot do."

"I's his name Bol or hi ag?" asked Jhary suddenly. " An old
man with a withered | eg?"

"You describe the man, but to us he is known nerely as

the Friar, for he is inclined to wear clerical garb since this
offers himthe greatest protection in the periods of history
he visits."

"It is Bolorhiag," said Jhary. "Another |ost one. There
are a few such souls who are whi sked about the multiverse
in this manner. Sonmetines they are not at fault at all, but
have been plucked, willy-nilly, by whatever wi nds they are
whi ch bl ow t hrough t he dinensions. Ohers, |ike

Bol orhi ag, are experi nmenters—sorcerers, scientists, schol-
ars, call themwhat you wil|—who have understood

sonet hing of the nature of tinme and space but not enough

to protect thenselves. They, too, find thensel ves bl own by
those winds. There are also, as you know, ones |ike ne who
appear to be natural dwellers in the whole nultiverse—er
there are heroes, like yourself, Corum who are dooned to
move fromage to age and plane to plane, fromidentity to
identity, fighting for the cause of Law. And there are
wonmen of a certain sort, like yourself, Lady Jane, who |ove
these heroes. And there are malicious ones who hate them
What object there is to this nyriad of existences | know not
and it is probably better that we know nothing of them.."

Lady Jane nodded gravely. "I think you are right, Sir
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Jhary, for the nore one discovers, the |less point there
seems in life at all. However, we are concerned not with
phi | osophy but with i nmedi ate problems. | have sent out a
summoning for the Friar and hope that he hears it and
cones—+t is not always the case. Meanwhile | have a gift
for you, Prince Corum for | feel that it may be useful to
you. |t appears that there is a nighty conjunction about to
take place in the multiverse, when for a nonent in tune all
ages and all planes will nmeet. | have never heard of such a
thing before. That is part of nmy gift, the information. The
O her part is this . " From a thong around her neck she
now drew out a sl ender object which though of a mlky

white color also sparkled with every color in the spectrum
It Was a knife carved of a crystal which Corum had never
seen before.

"Isit... ?" he began.
She inclined her head to renove the thong. "It is the
wi tch knife which brought Gerane to nme. It will, | think,

bring aid to you when you need it greatly. It will call your
brother to you . "

"My brother? | have no—*

"I was told this," she said. "And | can add nothing to it.
But here is the witch knife. Please take it."

Corum accepted it and placed the thong around his own
neck. "Thank you, |ady."

"Another will tell you when and how to use it," she said.
"And now, gentlenen, will you rest here at the Manor in

the Forest, until such tine as the Friar nmay present hinself
to us?"

"W shoul d be honored,"” said Corum "But tell ne,

lady, if you know anything of the woman | |ove, for we are
separated. | speak of the Lady Rhalina of Allonmglyl and
fear much for her safety."”

The Lady Jane frowned, "There was sonet hing
concerning a woman whi ch cane nonentarily into ny

head. | have the feeling that if you succeed in your present
quest, then you will succeed in being reunited with her. If
you fail, then you shall never see her again."

Corums smile was grim

"Then | nmust not fail," he said.

The Si xth Chapter
SAI LI NG ON THE SEAS OF TI ME

Three days went by and in normal circunstances Corum

woul d have grown frustrated, inpatient. But the old,
beautiful lady calmed him telling himsonething of the
worl d she lived in but hardly ever saw. Sone aspects of it
were strange to him but he began to understand why

strange fol k such as himself were, in the main, treated with
suspi cion, for what the Mabden of this world desired nore
than anything was equilibrium stability not threatened by
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t he doi ngs of gods and denons and heroes, and ne to
synpat hi ze with them though he felt that an understandi ng
of what they feared woul d give themless to fear. They had
i nvented for thensel ves a renote god whom they called
sinmply the God and they had placed himfar away from

them Some hal f-remenbered fragnments of the know edge
concerni ng the Cosm c Bal ance were theirs, and they had

| egends which might relate to the struggl e between Law
and Chaos. As he told the Lady Jane, all the Bal ance stood
for was equilibrium-but stability could be achieved only
by an understandi ng of the forces which were at work in
the world, not a rejection of them

On the third day one of the old retainers came running
along the path up to the house, where Jhary-a- Conel,
Corum and the Lady Jane stood conversing. Speaking in

his own | anguage the nan pointed into the forest.

"They still search for you, it seens," she told them
"Your horses were released a day's ride away in order to
put them off the scent and make them think you hid near
Li skeard, but doubtless they cone here because | am

suspected a witch." She smiled. "I deserve their suspicion
far nore than do the poor souls they sonetinmes catch and
burn. ™"

"WIIl they find us?"

"There is a place for you to hide. Qthers have been

hi dden there in the past. A d Kyn will take you there." She
spoke to the old nan and he nodded, grinning as if he

enj oyed the excitenent.

They were led into the attic of the house and there Ad
Kyn unl ocked a false wall. Inside it was snoky and
cranped but there was roomto stretch and sleep if they
wi shed to. They clinbed into the darkness and A d Kya
repl aced the fal se wall

Sonetinme |later they heard voices, booted feet on the
stairs. They pressed their backs against the false wall so
that if it were thunped it would sound nore solid. It was
t hunped, but it passed the inspection of the searchers,
whose coarse voices were grunbling and tired as if they
had been at work ever since Corum and Jhary had escaped
fromthe city.

The footsteps went away. Faintly they heard the jingle of
harness, nore voices, the sound of hooves on the gravel,
and then silence.

Alittle later Ad Kyn renoved the false wall and | eered
into their hiding place. He wi nked. Corum grinned at him
and clinbed out, dusting down his garnents. Jhary bl ew

pl aster fromhis cat's coat and began to stroke the little
beast. He said sonething in Ad Kyn's | anguage whi ch

made the man wheeze with | aughter.
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Downst ai rs Lady Jane's face was serious. "l think they
will return,"” she said. "They noticed that our chapel has
not been used for a good while."

"Your chapel ?"

"Where we are neant to pray if we do not go to church

There are | aws governi ng such things,"

Corum shook his head in astoni shnment. "Laws?" He
rubbed at his face. "This world is indeed hard to fathom?"

"If the Friar does not cone soon, you nay have to | eave
here and seek fresh sanctuary," she said. "I have already
sent for a friend who is a priest. Next tinme those soldiers
come they shall find a very devout Lady Jane, | hope."

"Lady, | hope that you will not suffer for us," said

Corum seriously.

"Worry not. There's little they can prove. Wen this fear
dies down they will forget ne again for a while."

"I pray it is true."

Corumwent to bed that night, for he felt unnaturally

weary. The main fear was for Lady Jane and he coul d not

hel p but feel she had made too little of the incident. At |ast
he slept, but was awakened shortly after m dnight.

It was Jhary and he was dressed, with his hat upon his
head and his cat upon his shoulder. "The tinme has cone,"
he said, "to cone to tine."

Corum rubbed at his eyes, not understanding the dandy's
remar K.
"Bol orhiag is here."

Corum swung hinmself fromthe bed. "I will dress and
come down directly.”

When he descended the stairs he saw that Lady Jane,

wrapped in a dark cloak, her white hair unbound, stood
there with Jhary-a-Conel and a snall, w zened man who

wal ked with the aid of a staff. The man's head was

di sproportionately large for his frail body, which even the
folds of his priest's gown could not hide. He was speaking
in a high, querul ous voice

"I know you, Timeras. You are a rogue."

"I amnot Tinmeras in this identity, Bolorhiag. | am
Jhary- a- Conel "

"But still a rogue. | resent even speaking the sane
tongue as you and only do so for the sake of the |lovely
Lady Jane."

"You are both rogues!" |aughed the ol d, beautiful

worman. "And you know that you cannot help but |ike each
ot her."

"I only hel p himbecause you have asked ne to do so,"
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insisted the wi zened man, "and because he nmay one day
admt that he can help nme."

"l have told you before, Bolorhiag, that | have nuch

know edge and hardly any skills. | would help you if I
could, but ny mind is a patchwork of mnenories

—fragnments of a thousand lives are in my skull. You shoul d
have synpathy for a wetch such as I."

"Bah!" Bolorhiag turned his twi sted back and | ooked at
Corumwith his bright blue eyes. "And this is the other
rogue, eh?"

Cor um bowed.

"The Lady Jane requests me to ship you out of this age

and into anot her where you will be | ess bothersone to

her," Bolorhiag went on. "I will do it willingly, of course,
for her heart is too kind for her own good. But | do no
favors for you, young man, you understand."”

"1 understand, sir.

"Then let us get about it. The wi nds bl ow t hrough and
may be gone again before we can set our course. My
carriage is outside."

Corum approached Lady Jane Pental | yon and took her

hand, kissing it gently. "I thank you for this, ny lady. |
thank you for your hospitality, your confidence, your gifts,
and | pray that you will know happi ness one day."

"Perhaps in another life," she said. "Thank you for such
thoughts, and I et ne kiss you now. " She bent and touched
his forehead with her lips. "Farewell, ny elfin prince ..

He turned away so that she would not see that he had
noticed the tears in her eyes. He foll owed the w zened man
as he hopped toward the door.

It was a snmall vessel he saw on the gravel outside the
house. It was hardly | arge enough for three and had plainly
been designed to take one in confort. It had a high, curved
prow of a substance neither wood nor metal but nuch

pitted and scored as if it had weathered nany storms. A

mast rose fromthe center, though there was no sail furled
on the yard.

"Sit there," said Bolorhiag inpatiently, indicating the
bench to his right "I will sit between you and steer the
craft.”

After Corum had squeezed hinself into place, Bolorhiag

sat next to himand Jhary sat on the other side of the old
man. A gl obe on a pivot seenmed the only controls of the
quai ntly shaped craft, and now Bol orhi ag raised his hand
to salute the Lady Jane, who stood in the shadows of the
doorway, then took the gl obe between both pal ns.

Agai n Corum and Jhary bowed toward the door, but
now t he Lady Jane had di sappeared altogether. Corumfelt
a tear formin his own good eye and he thought he knew
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why she did not watch them | eave.

Suddenl y somet hi ng shi mered around the mast and
Corumsaw that it was a faint area of |ight shaped like a
triangular sail. It grew stronger and stronger until it
resenbl ed an ordinary sail of cloth, bulging in a w nd,

t hough no wi nd bl ew.

Bol orhiag nuttered to hinself and the little craft seened
to nove and yet did not nove

Corum gl anced at the Manor in the Forest. It seened
franmed in dancing brightness.

Dayl i ght suddenly surrounded them They saw figures

out side the house, all around them but the figures did not
appear to see them Horsenmen—the sol di ers who had

searched the house the day before. They vanished. It was
dark again and then light and then the house was gone and

t he boat rocked, turned, bounced.

"What is happeni ng?" Corumcried out.

"What you wanted to happen, | gather," snapped
Bol orhi ag. "You are enjoying a short voyage upon the seas
of time."

Ever ywhere now was what appeared to be cl ouds of

dark gray. The sail continued to strain at the mast. The
unfelt wind continued to blow. The boat noved on, with its
inventor in his black robe muttering over his gl obe, steering
it this way and that.

Sonetinmes the gray clouds woul d change col or, becone

green or blue or deep brown, and Corum woul d fed

pecul i ar pressures upon him find it difficult to breathe for
a few nonents, but the experience would quickly pass.
Bol or hi ag seened conpl etely oblivious of these sensations
and even Jhary gave them no special attention. Once or

twice the cat would give a faint cry and cling closer to its
master, but that was the only sign that others felt the

di sconforts that Corumfelt.

And then the ship's sail went |inp and began to fade.

Bol orhiag cursed in a harsh | anguage of many consonants
and spun the globe so that the ship whirled at a dizzying
speed and Corum felt his stomach turn over

Then the old man grunted in satisfaction as the sai
reappeared and filled out again. "I thought we had | ost the
wi nd for good," he said. "There is nothing nore

aggravating than being becalmed on the time seas. Hardly
anyt hi ng nore dangerous, either, if one is passing through
some solid substance!" He laughed richly at this, nudging
Jhary in the ribs. "You look ill, Timeras, you rogue."

"How long will this voyage |ast, Bolorhiag?" said Jhary
in a strained voice

"How | ong?" Bol orhiag stroked the gl obe, seeing
sonmething within it that they could not see. "Wat
meani ngl ess remark is that? You should know better,
Ti meras!"
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"l shoul d have known better than to begin on this
voyage. | suspect you of beconing senile, old man."

"After several thousand years | am bound to begin to
feel ny years." The old man grinned wi ckedly at Jhary's
const ernati on.

The speed of the ship seenmed to increase.

"Stand by to turn about!" shouted Bol orhiag, ap-
parently quite nad, al nost hysterical. "Ready to drop
anchor, |ads! Date ahoy!"

The ship swng as if caught by a powerful current. The
pecul i ar sail sagged and vani shed. The gray light began to
grow brighter.

The ship stood upon an expanse of dark rock
overl ooking a green valley far, far bel ow

Bol orhi ag began to chuckle as he saw their expressions.

"I have few pleasures," he said, "but ny favorite is to
terrify nmy passengers. It is, in part, what | regard as ny
just paynent. | amnot nmad, | think, gentlenmen. | am
merely desperate.”

The Sevent h Chapter
THE LAND OF TALL STONES

Bol orhiag all owed themto disenbark fromhis tiny craft.
Corum | ooked around himat the rather bl eak | andscape.
Everywhere he | ooked he saw in the distance tall columms

of stone, sonetinmes standing singly, sonetines in groups.
The stone varied in color but had plainly been put there by
sone intelligence

"VWhat are they?" he asked.

Bol or hi ag shrugged. "Stones. The inhabitants of these
parts raise them"

"For what purpose?"

"For the sane purpose that nakes them dig deep hol es

in the ground—you wi |l discover those as well—+to pass the
time. They cannot explain it any other way. | understand

that it is their art. No better or worse than nuch of the art
one sees."

"l suppose so," said Corum doubtfully. "And now
perhaps you will explain, Master Bol orhiag, why we have
been brought here."

"This age corresponds roughly with the age of your own
Fifteen Planes. The conjunction cones soon and you are
better here than el sewhere. There is a building which is
occasionally seen here and which has the nane in sone
parts of the Vani shing Tower. It cones and goes through
the planes. Timeras here knows the story, | amsure."

Jhary nodded. "I know it. But this is dangerous,
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Bol orhiag. W could enter the Vani shing Tower and never
return. You are aware that-—=2"

"I am aware of mnost things about the tower, but you
have little choice. It is your only neans of getting back to

your own age and your own plane, believe ne. | know of
no other nethod. You nust risk the dangers."

Jhary shrugged. "As you say. W will risk them".

"Here." Bolorhiag offered hima rolled sheet of
parchment. "It is a map of howto get there fromhere. A
rat her rough map, | am afraid. Geography was never ny
strong point."

"W are nost grateful to you, Master Bol orhiag,"
Corum sai d gracefully.

"I want no gratitude, but | do want information. | am

sonme ten thousand years away frommy own age and

wonder what barrier it is which allows me to cross it one
way but not the other. If you should ever discover a clue to
the answer to this question and if you, Tineras, ever pass

through this age and plane again, | should want to hear of
it."

"I will make a point of it, Bolorhiag."

"Then farewell, both of you."

The ol d man hunched hi nsel f once nore over his

steering crystal. Once nore the peculiar sail appeared and
filled with the unfelt wind. And then the little ship and its
occupant had faded.

Corum stared thoughtfully at the huge, nysterious
st ones.

Jhary had unrolled the map. "We nust clinb down this
cliff until we reach the valley," he said. "Come, Prince
Corum we had best start now. "

They found the | east steep part of the cliff and began to
inch their way down it.

They had not gone very far when they heard a shout
above them and | ooked up. It was the little w zened man
and he was hoppi ng up and down on his stick. "Corum

Ti meras or whatever pseudonymyou're using! Wait!"

"What is it, Master Bol orhiag?"

"I forgot to tell you, Prince Corum that if you find
yourself in extreme danger or distress within the next
day—and only the next day—go to a point where you see a
stormwhich is isolated. Do you hear?"

"1 hear. But what—=2"
"l cannot repeat nyself, the tine tide changes. Enter the

storm and take out the witch knife given you by the Lady
Jane. Hold it so that it traps the lightning. Then call upon

file:/l/F|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Michael%20...203%20-%20The%20King%200f%20The%20Swords.txt (68 of 112) [6/4/03 10:49:36 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Michael %20M oorcock/Michael %620M oorcock%620-%20Corum%6203%20-%20T he%620K ing%200f%20T he%20Swords.txt

the nane of Elric of Ml nibone and say that he nust cone
to make the Three Who Are One—the Three Wio Are

One. Renenber that. You are part of the sane thing. It
will be all you need to do for the Third—the Many- Naned
Hero—wi ||l be drawn to the Two."

"Who told you all this, Master Bol orhiag?" Jhary call ed,
clinging to the rock of the cliff and not | ooking down.

"Ch, a creature. It does not matter who told ne. But you
must renmenber that, Prince Corum The storm+the
kni fe—+he incantation. Renenmber it!"

Corumcal led, half to hunmor the old man, "I wll
remenber. "
"Farewel |, again." And Bol orhiag stepped back fromthe

cliff top and was gone.

They clinmbed down in silence, too intent on finding
holds in the rock face to discuss Bolorhiag' s peculiar
nessage

And when, eventually, they reached the floor of the
val | ey, they were too exhausted to speak, but lay still,
| ooking up at the great sky.

Later Corumsaid, "Did you understand the old man's
wor ds, Jhary?"

Jhary shook his head. "The Three Who Are One. It
sounds omi nous. | wonder if it has any connection with
what we saw i n Li nbo?"

"Why should it?"

"I know not. Just a thought which popped into my brain
because it was enpty. W had best forget that for a while
and hope to discover the Vani shing Tower. Bol orhiag was
right. The map is crude."

"And what is the Vanishing Tower?"

"It once existed in your own realm Corum

bel i eve—+n one of the Five Planes, but not yours. On the
edge of a place called Balwa Mor in a valley nmuch like
this one which was call ed Darkval e. Chaos was fighting
Law and winning in those days. It cane agai nst Darkval e
and its keep—a small castle, rather than a tower. The

kni ght of the keep sought the aid of the Lords of Law and
they granted that aid, enabling himto nove his tower into
anot her di mensi on. But Chaos had gai ned great power then
and cursed the tower, decreeing that it should shift for al
time, never staying nore than a few hours on any one

plane. And so it shifts to this day. The origina

kni ght -who was protecting a fugitive from Chaos—was

soon insane, as was the fugitive. Then cane Voil odi on
Ghagnhasdi ak to the Vani shing Tower and there he

remai ns. "

"Who i s he?"

file:/l/F|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Michael%20...203%20-%20The%20King%200f%20The%20Swords.txt (69 of 112) [6/4/03 10:49:36 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Michael %20M oorcock/Michael %620M oorcock%620-%20Corum%6203%20-%20T he%620K ing%200f%20T he%20Swords.txt

"An unpl easant creature. Trapped in the tower now and
fearing to step outside, he uses the tower to lure the
unsuspecting to him He keeps themthere until they bore
hi m and then he slays them"

"And that is whomwe rmust fight when we enter the
Vani shi ng Tower ?"

"Exactly."
"Well, there are two of us and we are arned."

"Voi | odi on Ghagnasdi ak is very powerful —a sorcerer
of no nean skill."

"Then we cannot conquer him M hand and eye no
| onger cone to ny assistance."

Jhary shrugged. He stroked his cat's chin. "Aye. | said it
was dangerous, but as Bol orhiag pointed out, we have little

choi ce, have we? After all, we are still on our way to find
Tanel orn. | am beginning to feel that ny sense of direction
returns. We are nearer Tanelorn now than we have been
before. ™

"How do you know?"

"I know. | know, that is all."
Corum sighed. "I amweary of mysteries, of sorceries, of
tragedies. | ama sinple . "

"No tine for self-pity, Prince Corum Cone, this is the
way we want to go."

They followed a roaring river upstreamfor two mles.
The river rushed through a steep valley and they clinbed
al ong the sloping sides, using the trees to stop them from

falling down into the white rapids. Then they canme to a
pl ace where the river forked and Jhary pointed to a place
where it was shall ow, running over pebbles. "A ford. W
need yonder island. That is where the Vani shing Tower

will appear, when it appears.”

"WIl we wait |ong?"

"l do not know. Still the island |ooks as if it has ganme on
it and the river has fishin it. W shall not starve while we
wait."

"I think of Rhalina, Jhary—not to nmention the fate of
Br o- an- Vadhagh and Lywm an-Esh. | grow inpatient."

"Qur only means of getting back to the Fifteen Planes is
to enter the Vani shing Tower. Thus, we nust await the
pl easure of the tower."

Corum shrugged and began to wade through the ice-cold
streamtoward the island.

Suddenly Jhary shouted and pushed past Corum "It is
there! It is there already! Quickly, Corum"
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He ran to where a stone keep stood above the trees. It
seemed an ordinary sort of tower. Corum could hardly
believe that this was their goal

"Soon we shall see Tanelorn!" cried Jhary jubilantly. He
reached the other side of the island, with Corum running
some di stance behind him and began to crash through the
under gr owt h.

There was a doorway at the base of the keep and it was
open.

"Conme, Corum "

Jhary was al nost inside the door now. Corum went

more warily, renmenbering what he had heard of Voil odion
Gnagnasdi ak, the dweller in the tower. But Jhary, his cat as
ever upon his shoul der, had gone through the door.

Corum broke into a run, his hand on his sword hilt. He
reached the tower.

The door closed suddenly. He heard Jhary's yell of
horror fromwithin. He clung to the wood of the door, he
beat on it.

I nside Jhary was calling, "Find the Three Who Are One

whatever it is. It is our only hope now, Coruml Find the
Three Wo Are One!" There came a chuckl e which was
not Jhary's.

"Qpen!" roared Corum "Qpen your dammed door!"
But the door would not budge.

The chuckle was fat and warm 1t grew | ouder and

Corum coul d no | onger hear Jhary's voice at all. The fat,
war m voi ce said, "Wl conme to the honme of Voil odi on
Ghagnasdi ak, friend. You are an honored guest."

Corum felt something happen to the tower. He | ooked

back. The forest was di sappearing. He clung to the handl e,
kept his feet on the step for a nonment. Hi s body was
racked by painful spasns, one follow ng closely upon the
other. Every tooth in his head ached, every bone in his
body t hrobbed.

And then he had lost his grip upon the tower and saw it
vani sh away. He fell.

He fell and | anded on wet, marshy ground. It was night.
Somewhere a dark bird hoot ed

The Ei ght h Chapter
| NTO THE SMALL STORM

Daybreak found Corum wal king. His feet were weary and

he was | ost, but still he wal ked. He could think of nothing
else to do and he felt bound to do sonething. Marshland
stretched everywhere. Marsh birds rose in flocks into the
red norning sky. Marsh animals slithered or hopped across
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the wet ground in search of food.

Corum sel ected another clunmp of reeds and made it his
goal .

When he reached the clunp of reeds he paused for a
monent and then fixed his eye on another clunp and
began to make for that.

And so he progressed.

He was desol ate. He had | ost Rhalina. Now he had | ost
Jhary and thus his hope of finding either Rhalina or
Tanel orn. And so he had | ost Bro-an-Vadhagh and

Lywm an- Esh and he had | ost themto conquering Chaos,
to d andyt h- a- Kr ae.

Al 1ost.
"Al'l lost," he murmured through his nunbed Iips.
"All lost."

The marsh birds cackl ed and screeched. The marsh
animals scuttled through the reeds, unseen as they ran on
hasty errands.

Was this whole world a narsh? It seened so. Marsh
upon mar sh.

He reached the next clunp of reeds and he sat down on
the danp ground, |ooking at the w de sky, the red clouds,
the energing sun. It was getting hot.

St eam began to rise over the marsh.

Corumtook off his helmet. His silver greaves were
grimed with nmud, his hands were filthy—even the six-
fingered Hand of KwW | was coated in mre.

Steam noved slowy over the nmarsh as if seeking

sonet hing. He wet his face and lips with the brackish
water, tenpted to renove his scarlet robe and his silver
byrnie and yet, for the nonment, preferring their security
shoul d he be attacked by a |arger marsh dweller than any
he had so far seen

St eam was everywhere. In places the nud bubbl ed and

spat. The hot, danp air began to pain his throat and | ungs
and his eyelids becanme heavy as a great weariness cane
over him

And it seermed to himthat he saw a figure noving

through the steam A tall figure wading slowy through the
boiling mud. A giant who dragged sonet hi ng heavy behi nd
it. His head dropped to his chest and he raised it with
difficulty. He no longer saw the figure. He realized that
some marsh gas was naki ng hi mdrowsy, making him

hal | uci nat e.

He rubbed at bis eyes but only succeeded in nmaking his
nmortal eye fill with nud.
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And then he felt a presence behind him
He turned.

Somet hi ng | ooned there, as white and intangible as the
steam Sonmething fell upon him entangling his arns and

legs. He tried to draw his sword but he could not free

hi nsel f. He was carried upward and ot her creatures

struggl ed nearby, snapping and shouting. The heat began

to disperse and then it was terribly cold, so cold that all the
other creatures were suddenly silent. Then it was dark

And then it was wet. He spat salt water fromhis nouth

and cursed. He was free again and he felt soft sand beneath
his feet and he waded wai st-deep through the water, the
silver helmstill clutched in his hand, and fell upon a dark
yel | ow beach, gasping.

Corum t hought he knew what had happened to him but

he found it hard to believe. For the third time he had seen
the mysterious Wading God and for the third tinme the
gigantic fisherman had influenced his destiny—first by
hurling hi mupon the coast of the Ragha-da-Kheta, second

by bringing Jhary-a-Conel to Midel's Munt, and third by
saving himfromthe marsh world—a world, it now

appear ed, which nmust be on one of the Fifteen Pl anes—as
this new world rust be.

If it were a new world, of course, and not merely part of
t he same one.

Wi chever it was, it was an inprovenent. He began to
pi ck hinsel f up.

And he saw the ol d wonman standing there. She was a
dunpy little woman and her red face was at once
frightened and prim She was soaking wet and ringi ng out
her bonnet with her hands.

"Who are you?" Corum said

"Who are you, young man? | was wal ki ng al ong t he

beach m nding my own busi ness when this terrible wave
suddenly appeared and conpletely drenched ne! It is none
of your doing, is it?"

"l hope not, ma'am"

"Are you sone nariner, then, who has been ship-
wr ecked?"”

"That is the truth of it," Corumagreed. "Tell ne,
ma' am where is this | and?"

"You are near the fishing town of Chynezh Port, young
sir. Up there," she pointed up the cliffs, "lies the great
Bal wn Mor and then . "

"Bal wn Moor. Beyond it |ies Darkvale, eh?"

The ol d woman pursed her lips. "Aye. Darkval e. None
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visits it these days, however."
"But that is the place of the Vanishing Tower?"
"So 'tis said."
"I's it possible to purchase a horse in Chynezh Port?"

"l suppose so. The horse breeders of Balwn Mor are
famous and they bring sone of their best to Chynezh for
the foreign trade—er did before the fighting."

"There is a war taking place?"

"Call it that. Things cane out of the sea and attacked

our boats. We have heard that folk have suffered much

wor se el sewhere and that we are relatively safe fromthe
nost dreadful of these nonsters. But we lost half our
menf ol k and now none dares fish and, of course, no foreign
ships put into our harbor to buy horses.”

"So Chaos returns here, too," nused Corum He sighed.

"You nust aid ne, old woman," he told her. "For | may
in turn aid you and nake these seas safe again. Now-the
horse."

She | ed himal ong the beach and round a cliff and he saw
a pleasant fishing town with a good, strong harbor and in
the harbor were all their boats, their sails tightly furl ed.

"You see," she said. "Unless the boats go out again soon
we of Chynezh Port shall starve, for fish is our livelihood."

"Aye." Corum put his nortal hand upon her shoul der
"Now, take ne to where | can purchase a steed."

She led himto a stable on the outskirts of the town,

near the road which wound up the cliff toward the noor.

Here a peasant sold hima pair of horses, one white and

one bl ack, alnost twins, with all the necessary gear. Corum
had taken it into his head that he would need two horses,

t hough he hardly knew why.

Ri ding the white horse and | eading the black one, he

began to ascend the wi nding road, making for Darkvale
under the puzzled gaze of the old wonman and t he peasant

He reached the top and saw that the road went on along the
cliff until it disappeared into a wooded dal e. The day was
warm and pl easant and it was hard to believe that this

worl d was threatened by Chaos too. It was very nuch like
his own | and of Bro-an-Vadhagh and parts of the coastline
even seened half famliar.

He becane filled with a sense of anticipation as he
entered the wood and listened to the birdsong in the trees.
It was very peaceful and yet sonething seened strange. He
sl owed his horses to a wal k, proceedi ng al nost hesitantly.

And then he saw it ahead.

A bl ack cloud on the road through the trees. A cloud
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whi ch began to grumble with thunder and flash with
I'i ght ni ng.

Corumreined in his horses and di snounted. Fromthe

neck of his byrnie he pulled out the crystal witch knife
whi ch the Lady Jane had given him He strove to renenber

Bol orhi ag's shouted words. Go to the point where you see a
stormwhich is isolated. Take out the witch knife given you
by the Lady Jane. Hold it so that it traps the Iightning.
Then call upon the name of Elric of Ml nibone and say

that he nust conme to nake the Three Wio Are One . . ,

You are part of the sane thing .. . The Third—the Mny-
Naned Hero—wi |l be drawn to the Two .

"Well," he said to hinself, "there is nothing else for it
Intruth I'll need allies to go agai nst Voil odi on

Ghagnasdi ak in his Vanishing Tower. And if these allies
are powerful, then so nuch the better."

Wth the crystal witch knife held aloft he stepped into
the roaring cloud.

Li ghtning struck the witch knife and filled himw th
shivering energy. Al about himwas di sturbance and noi se.
He opened his mouth and cri ed,

"Elric of Melnibone! You nust cone to nake the Three
Who Are One! Elric of Mel nibone! You nmust cone to
make the Three Who Are One! Elric of Ml nibone!"

And then a fierce bolt of |ightning came down and
shattered the witch knife, flung Corum down to the ground.
Voi ces seemed to wail across the world, winds swept in al
directions. He staggered upright wondering suddenly if he
had been betrayed. He coul d see nothing but the Iightning,
hear not hing but the thunder

He fell and struck his head. He began to raise hinself to
his feet.

And then nmellow light filled the forest once nore and
the birds sang.

"The storm It has gone." He | ooked about him and then

he saw the man who |lay on the grass. He recognized him It
was the man he had seen fighting on dragonback when he
hung in Linbo. "And you? Are you called Elric of

Mel ni bone?"

The al bino got to his feet. Hi s crinson eyes were full of a
per manent sorrow. He answered politely enough.

"I amElric of Melnibone. Are you to thank for rescuing
me fromthose creatures Thel eb K aarna sumoned?”

Corum shook his head. Elric was dressed in a travel -

stained shirt and breeks of black silk. There were bl ack
boots on his feet and a black belt around his waist, which
supported a black scabbard in which the al bino sheathed a
huge bl ack broadsword carved fromhilt to tip with

peculiar runes. Over all this black was drawn a vol unm nous
cloak of white silk with a |arge hood attached to it. Elric's
m | k-white hair seened to flow over the cloak and bl end
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with it.

"Twas | that sunmoned you," Corum adnitted, "but |

know of no Theleb K aarna. | was told that | had only one
opportunity to receive your aid and that | nust take it in
this particular place at this particular tinme. | amcalled

Corum Jhael en Irsei—the Prince in the Scarl et Robe—and
I ride upon a quest of grave inport."

Elric was frowning and | ooki ng about him "Where is
this forest?"

"I't is nowhere on your plane or in your tune, Prince
Elric. | sumoned you to aid nme in ny battle against the
Lords of Chaos. Already | have been instrumental in
destroying two of the Sword Rul ers—Ari och and

Xi ombarg—but the third, the nost powerful remmins..."

"Arioch of Chaos—and Xi onbarg?" The al bi no | ooked
unconvi nced. "You have destroyed two of the npst
power ful nenbers of the conpany of Chaos? Yet but a

month since | spoke with Arioch. He is ny patron..."

Corumrealized that Elric was not as famliar as he with
the structure of the multiverse. "There are many pl anes of

exi stence,"” he said as gently as he could. "In sonme the
Lords of Chaos are strong. In sone they are weak. In
sonme, | have heard, they do not exist at all. You nust

accept that here Arioch and Xi onbarg have been bani shed

so that effectively they no longer exist in nmy world. It is the
third of the Sword Rulers who threatens us now+the

strongest, King Mabel rode."

The al bi no was frowni ng and Corum feared that the
willful prince would choose not to aid himafter all. "In
my—pl ane—Mabel rode is no stronger than Arioch and

Xi ombarg, This makes a travesty of all ny understanding..."

Corum drew a deep breath. "I will explain,"” he said, "as

much as | can. For sonme reason Fate has selected me to be

the hero who nust banish the domi nation of Chaos from

the Fifteen Planes of Earth. | amat present traveling on ny
way to seek a city which we call Tanelorn, where | hope to
find aid. But nmy guide is a prisoner in a castle close to here
and before | can continue | nust rescue him | was told

how | m ght summon aid to—help ne effect this rescue.

And | used the spell to bring you to ne. I—= Corum
hesitated a fraction of a second, for he knew that Bol orhiag
had not told himthis and yet he knew it was the truth he
spoke—was to tell you that if you aided nme, then you
woul d aid yourself—that if |I was successful then you woul d
recei ve sonet hi ng which woul d nake your task easier..."

"Who told you this?"
"A W se man."

Corum wat ched the puzzl ed al bino go and sit down upon
a treetrunk and place his head in his hands. "I have been
drawn away at an unfortunate tine," said Elric. "I pray
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that you speak the truth to nme, Prince Corum" Suddenly

he | ooked up and fixed Corumw th those strange, crinson

eyes. "It is a marvel that you speak at all—er at |east that |
under stand you. How can this be?"

"I was—+nforned that we should be able to com
muni cat e easil y—because 'we are part of the sane thing.

Do not ask me to explain nore, Prince Elric, for | know no
nore."

"Well this may be an illusion. | may have killed nyself

or becone digested by that nachine of Thel eb K aarna's,

but plainly I have no choice but to agree to aid you in the
hope that | am in turn, aided." The al bino glanced hard at
Cor um

Corumwent to get the horses where he had left them

further up the road. He returned with them as the al bino
stood up, his hands on his hips, staring around him He

knew what it was to be plunged suddenly into a new world

and he synpat hi zed with the Ml ni bonean. He handed the

bl ack horse's reins to Elric and the albino clinbed into the
saddl e and stood upright in the stirrups for a noment as he
got the feel of the trappings, for he was plainly not used to
the particular kind of saddle and stirrup.

They began to ride.

"You spoke of Tanelorn," said Elric. "It is for the sake
of Tanelorn that | find nyself in this dreamworld of
yours."

Corum was astoni shed at Elric's casual mention of
Tanel orn. "You know where Tanelorn |ies?"

"I'n ny own world, aye—but why should it lie in this
one?"

"Tanelorn lies in all planes, though in different guises.
There is one Tanelorn and it is eternal with many forms."

The two men continued to make their way through the

forest as they spoke. Corumcould hardly believe that Elric
was real fust as Elric could hardly believe, it seemed, that
this world was real. The al bino rubbed his face severa

ti mes and peered hard at Corum

"Where go we now?" asked Elric finally. "To the
castl e?"

Corum spoke hesitantly, remenbering Bol orhiag's
words. "First we nust have the Third Hero—the Many-

Narmed Hero."
"And you will summon himw th sorcery, too?"
Corum shook his head. "I was told not. I was told that

he woul d neet us—drawn from whi chever age he exists in
by the necessity to conplete the Three Who Are One."

"What nean these phrases? What is the Three Wio Are
One?"
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"I know little nmore than you, friend Elric, save that it
will need all three of us to defeat himwho holds ny guide
prisoner."

Now t hey came to Bal wn Moor, |eaving the forest

behind them On one side were the cliffs and the sea and
the world was silent and at rest so that any threat from
Chaos seened very distant.

"Your gauntlet is of curious manufacture," Elric said.

Corum | aughed. "So thought a doctor | lately

encountered. He believed it was a man-nmade linmb. But it is
said to have bel onged to a god—ene of the Lost Gods, who
mysteriously left the world nmillenia ago. Once it had

special properties, just as this eye did. It could see into a
net herworl d—a terrible place fromwhich | could

sonetines draw aid."

"Al'l you tell nme nakes the conplicated sorceries and
cosnmol ogies of my world seemsinple in conparison.”

"I't only seens conplicated because it is strange,"

Corum answered. "Your world would doubtless seem

i ncomprehensible to me if | were suddenly flung into it."
Corum broke into | aughter again. "Besides, this particular
plane is not ny world, either, though it resenbles it nore
than do many. W have one thing in conmon, Elric, and

that is that we are both dooned to play a role in the
constant struggl e between the Lords of the Hi gher

Worl ds—and we shall never understand why that struggle
takes place, why it is eternal. W fight, we suffer agonies of
m nd and soul, but we are never sure that our suffering is
wort hwhil e. "

Elric plainly agreed conpletely. "You are right. W
have nmuch in comon, you and I, Corum"

Corum | ooked down the road and there was a nounted
man sitting stock still in his saddle. The warrior seened to
be waiting for them

"Perhaps this is the Third of whom Bol or hi ag spoke, "
said Corumas they slowed their pace and began,
cautiously, to approach the warrior.

He was jet black with a huge, heavy, handsome head

covered by the snarling mask of a snarling bear, its pelt
goi ng down his back. The mask could be used for a visor
Corum t hought, but was now pushed off the face to revea
the mel ancholy eyes. He wore featurel ess plate arnor,

whi ch was al so black and, like Elric, he had a great bl ack-
hilted sword in a black scabbard. The pair of them rmade
Corum feel al most gaudy in conparison. The bl ack

warrior's horse was not black—+t was a strong, tall roan, a
war horse. Hanging fromhis saddle was a great round
shi el d.

The man did not seem pleased to see them Rather he
was horrified.

"I know you! | know you both!" he gasped.
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Corum had never seen the nman before and yet he, too,
felt recognition.

"How came you here to Bal wn Mor, friend?" he
asked.

The black warrior licked his lips, his eyes al nost gl azed.
"Bal wn Moor? This is Balwn Mor? | have been here

but a few noments. Before that | was—+ was. ... Ah! The
menory starts to fade again." He pressed one nmssive

bl ack hand to his brow. "A name—anot her nane! No

more! Elric! Corum But I+ amnow .. ."

"How do you know our names?" cried Elric, aghast.

The man replied in a whisper. "Because—don't you

see?+ amElric—+ am Corum-eh, this is the worst

agony... . Or, at least, | have been or amto be Elric and
Corum..."

Corum was synpat hetic. He renenbered what Jhary
had tol d himof the Chanpion Eternal. "Your nane, sir?"

"A thousand nanes are mne. A thousand heroes | have
been Ah! | am+ amJohn Daker —Erekose—urli k—

many, many, nmany nore. . . . The nenories, the dreans,
the existences." He stared at them suddenly through his
pain-filled eyes. "Do you not understand? Am| the only
one to be dooned to understand? | am he who has been
call ed the Chanpion Eternal 4+ amthe hero who has

exi sted forever—and, yes, | amE ric of Ml nibone—Prince
Corum Jhael en Irsei—+ amyou, also. W three are the

same creature and a myriad of other creatures besides. W
three are one thing—doonmed to struggle forever and never
under stand why. Ch! My head pounds. Wo tortures ne

so? Who?"

From besi de Corum Elric spoke. "You say you are
anot her incarnation of nyself?"

"I'f you woul d phrase it so! You are both other
i ncarnations of myself!"

"So," Corum said, "that is what Bol orhiag nmeant by the
Three Who Are One. W are all aspects of the sanme man,

yet we have tripled our strength because we have been

drawn fromthree different ages. It is the only power which
m ght successfully go agai nst Voil odi on Ghagnasdi ak of

the Vani shing Tower."

Elric spoke quietly, "lIs that the castle wherein your
gui de is inprisoned?"

"Aye." Corumtook a stronger grip on the reins. "The

Vani shing Tower flickers fromone plane to another, from

one age to another, and exists in a single location only for a
few nmonents at a tine. But because we are three separate
incarnations of a single hero it is possible that we forma
sorcery of sonme kind which will enable us to follow the

tower and attack it. Then, if we free my guide, we can
continue on to Tanelorn . "
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The black warrior raised his head, hope beginning to
repl ace despair. "Tanelorn? |, too, seek Tanelorn. Only
there may | discover sone renmedy to ny dreadfu
fate—which is to know all previous incarnations and be
hurl ed at random from one exi stence to anot her

Tanel orn—+ nust find her!"

"I, too, nust discover Tanelorn." The al bi no seened
hal f amused, as if beginning to enjoy the strange situation
"For on nmy own plane her inhabitants are in great danger."

"So we have a common purpose as well as a common

identity," said Corum Perhaps now there was sone chance

of saving Jhary and finding Rhalina. "Therefore we shal
fight in concert, | pray. First we nust free ny guide, then
go on to Tanelorn."

The bl ack giant growed, "I'Il aid you willingly."
Corum bowed his head in thanks. "And what shall we

call you—you who are ourselves?"

"Cal | nme Erekose—though another nane suggests itself
to me—for it was as Erekose that | cane closest to know ng
forgetful ness and the fulfillnent of |ove."

"Then you are to be envied, Erekose," Elric said, "for at
| east you have cone close to forgetful ness . "

The bl ack giant shook his reins and fell in beside Corum
He gave Elric a sideways stare and his nouth was crooked.
"You have no inkling of what it is 1 nmust forget." He
turned to the Prince in the Scarlet Robe. "Now

Cor um—whi ch way to the Vani shing Tower ?"

"This road leads to it. W ride down now to Darkval e, |
bel i eve. "

Wth a man who was a shadow of hinself on either side

of him with a sense of doomfilling his mind when it

shoul d have begun to feel hope, Corum guided his horse
down toward Darkval e

BOOK THREE

In which Prince Corum di scovers
jar nore than Tanel orn

The First Chapter
VO LODI ON GHAGNASDI AK

Now t he road narrowed and becanme nmuch steeper. Corum
saw it di sappear into the bl ack shadows between two high
cliffs and he knew that he had cone to Darkval e.

He felt ill at ease still, with the two nen who were

hi nsel f, and he fought not to brood upon the inplications
of what all this neant. He pointed down the hill and spoke
as lightly as possible.

"Darkval e." He | ooked at the al bino face on one side of
him the jet black face on the other. Both were grim and
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set. "l amtold there was a village here once. An uninviting
spot, eh—brothers ..."

"l have seen worse." Erekose clapped his | egs hard

agai nst his horse's sides. "Cone, let's get all this done with
. ." He spurred the roan ahead and gal |l oped wildly down

toward the gap in the cliffs.

Corum followed himnore slowy and Elric was the

sl owest of all. As he rode into the darkness, Corum | ooked
up. The cliffs cane so close together at the top that they
met, cutting off all but alittle light. And at the foot of the
cliffs were ruins—what was |left of the town of Darkvale
after Chaos cane against it. The rains were all tw sted and
warped as if they had becone liquid and then turned solid
again. Corum searched for the nost |ikely spot where he
woul d find the Vani shing Tower and at |last he canme to a

pit which seemed freshly dug. He inspected it closely. It
was of a size with the Vanishing Tower. "Here is where we
must wait," he said.

Elric joined him "Wat nust we wait for, friend
Cor unf"

"For the tower. | would guess that this is where it
appears when it is in this plane."

"And when will it appear?"

"At no particular tinme. W must wait. And then, as soon
as we see it we nmust rush it and attenpt to enter before it

vani shes again, noving on to the next plane.”

Corum | ooked for Erekose. The black giant was sitting
on the ground with his back against a slab of the tw sted
rock. Elric approached him

"You seem nore patient than |, Erekose."

"l have |l earned patience, for | have lived since tine
began and will live on at the end of time."

Elric | oosened his horse's girth strap, calling out to
Corum "Wo told you that the Tower woul d appear
her e?"

"A sorcerer who doubtless serves Law as | do, for | am
a nortal dooned to battle Chaos."

"As am|," said Erekose.

"As aml," said the al bino, "though I'msworn to serve
it." He shrugged and | ooked strangely at the other two.
Corum guessed what he was thinking. "And why do you
seek Tanel orn, Erekose?"

Er ekose stared up at the crack of light where the cliffs

met. "l have been told that | nmay find peace there—and
wi sdom-a nmeans of returning to the world of the Eldren
where dwells the wonman | |ove, for it has been said that

since Tanelorn exists in all planes at all tines it is easier for
a man who dwells there to pass between the planes,
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di scover the particular one he seeks. Wat interest have
you in Tanelorn, Lord Elric?"

"l know Tanel orn and | know that you are right to seek

it. My mission seens to be the defense of that city upon mny
own pl ane—but even now mny friends may be destroyed by

that which has been brought against them | pray Corumis
right and that in the Vanishing Tower | shall find a nmeans
to defeat Theleb K aarna's beasts and their masters ..."

Corumraised his jeweled hand to his jewel ed eye. "I
seek Tanelorn for | have heard the city can aid ne in ny
struggl e agai nst Chaos." He said no nore of Arkyn's
whi spered instructions so long ago in the Tenple of Law.

"But Tanelorn,” Elric told him "will fight neither Law
nor Chaos. That is why she exists for eternity."

Corum had heard as rmuch from Jhary. "Aye," he said.
"Li ke Erekose | do not seek swords, but w sdom"”

When night cane the three took turns to stand watch,
occasional ly conversing, but nore often than not nerely
sitting or standing and staring at the place where the
Vani shing Tower m ght appear.

Corum found his two conpani ons rather heavy conpany
after Jhary and he felt a certain dislike for them perhaps
because they were so nmuch like hinself.

But then at dawn, while Erekose nodded and Elric slept
soundly, the air shuddered and Corum saw the famliar
outlines of Voil odi on Ghagnasdi ak's tower begin to grow
sol i d.

"It is here!" he shouted. Erekose sprang up at once but
Elric was only just stirring. "Hasten Elric!"

Now Elric joined themand he, |ike Erekose, had his

bl ack sword in his hand. The swords were al npst

br ot hers—both bl ack, both terrible in aspect, both carved
wi th runes.

Corum was ahead of the others, determ ned not to be

shut out this time. He ran into the dark doorway and was at
first blinded, shouting for his friends to join him "Hasten
Hasten!"

Corumran into a small antechanber and saw t hat

reddi sh, light illumnated the room spilling froma great oi
| anp which hung in chains fromthe ceiling. But then the
door cl osed suddenly behind them and Corum knew t hey

were trapped, prayed that they three woul d be powerful

enough to resist the sorcerer. H's eyes caught a novenent

at the slit windowin the wall. Darkval e had gone and there
was not hing but blue sea where it had been. The tower was

al ready nmoving. He pointed it out silently to his

conpani ons.

Then he raised his head and yelled, "Jhary! Jhary-a-
Conel !'"

Was the dandy dead? He prayed that he was not.
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He listened carefully and heard a tiny noise which m ght
have been a reply.

"Jhary!"

Corum notioned with his long, strong sword.
"Voi | odi on Ghagnasdi ak? Am | to be thwarted? Have you
left this place?"

"I have not left it. What do you want with ne?"

Corum | ooked toward the next room beneath a pointed
arch. He led the way forward.

Bri ghtness |ike the golden brightness he had seen in

Li nbo flickered and franed the hunped shape of

Voi | odi on Ghagnasdi ak—a dwarf, overdressed in silKks,

ermne, and satin, a miniature sword clutched in his coarse
hand, a handsone head upon his tiny shoul ders, bright eyes
beneath thick black brows, which nmet in the niddle, a grin
of welconme like the grin of a wolf. "At |ast someone new to
relieve nmy ennui. But |lay down your swords, gentlenen, |
beg you, for you are to be ny guests."

"I know what fate your guests may expect,"” Corum said.
"Know this, Voil odi on Ghagnasdi ak, we have cone to

rel ease Jhary-a-Conel, whom you hold prisoner. Gve him
up to us and we will not harmyou."

The dwarfs handsone features grinned inpishly back
at Corum "But | amvery powerful. You cannot defeat
me." He opened his arns. "Watch."

Waving his sword he nmade nore lightning flash here

and there in the roomand forced Elric to half-raise his
sword as if it attacked him Plainly this nade himfee
foolish and he stepped toward the dwarf. "Know this,

Vi ol odi on Ghagnasdi ak, | amElric of Mel nibone and

have much power. | bear the Black Sword and it thirsts to
drink your soul unless you release Prince Corums friend!"

The dwarf's mrth was not abated. "Swords? \Wat
power have they?"

Er ekose growl ed, "Qur swords are not ordi nary bl ades.
And we have been brought here by forces you coul d not
conpr ehend—ar enched from our own ages by the power

of the gods thensel ves—specifically to demand that this
Jhary-a-Conel be given up to us."

"You are deceived," said Voil odi on Ghagnasdi ak,

addressing all three. "O you seek to deceive nme. This
Jhary is a witty fellow, |1'd agree, but what interest could
gods have in hinP"

The al bino inpul sively raised his great black sword and
Corum heard a sound |i ke a nopan of bl oodl ust cone from

it. He thought the sword an unheal thy weapon to bear

But then Elric was hurtling backward, his sword flying
fromhis grip. Voil odi on Ghagdasdi ak had nerely bounced
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a yellow ball off his forehead—but it had been powerful.

Corum |l et Erekose go to Elric's aid while he kept his
attention on the sorcerer, but as soon as Elric was on his
feet Voil odion hurled another ball and this time the Mack
sword deflected it so that it bounced harm essly toward the
far wall and then expl oded. The heat seared their faces and
the bl ast knocked the wind fromthem Corum saw a

bl ackness begin to withe fromthe fire left behind by the
expl osi on.

Voi | odi on CGhagnasdi ak spoke equably enough. "It is
dangerous to destroy the globes," he said, "for now what is
in themw Il destroy you."

The black thing increased its size and the flane
di sappear ed.

"I amfree."
The voice canme fromthe withing shadow.

Voi | odi on Gnhagnasdi ak chuckl ed. "Aye. Free to kil
these fools who reject nmy hospitality!"

"Free to be slain!" Elric cried inpetuously.

Corumstared in terrified fascination as the thing began

to grow like flowi ng, sentient hair, which then slowy
conpressed and becane a creature with a tiger's head, a
gorilla's body, and a hide as coarse as that of a rhinoceros.
Bl ack wi ngs sprouted on its back and these flapped rapidly

as it shifted its grip on its weapon—a |long, scythelike thing
whi ch | ashed out at the nearest nan, the al bino.

Corum noved to help Elric, renmenbering that Elric

m ght be relying on himto use the power of the hand and
the eye. He shouted, "My eye—+t will not see into the
net herworld. | cannot summon help."

But then Corum saw one of the yellow balls com ng at
hi m and anot her being flung at Erekose. Both managed to
deflect themso that they | anded on the ground and burst.
More wi nged nonsters energed and soon Corum had no

time to think of aiding Elric, for he was concerned with

fighting for his own life, ducking the whistling scythe as it
sought to decapitate him

Several tinmes Corum nanaged to get under the

monster's guard, but even when he did the thick skin

turned his thrusts. And the beast noved quickly—far

faster than it would seemit could. Sonetines it would | eap
into the air, hovering on its wi ngs before sweepi ng down on
Cor um agai n.

The Prince in the Scarl et Robe began to think that he
had been deceived by Chaos into conming here, for the other
two were as hel pl ess against the nonsters as was he.

He cursed hinself for overconfidence and w shed that
they had forned a nore coherent plan before rushing into
t he Vani shing Tower,
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And over the sound of battle canme the screeches of
Voi | odi on CGhagnasdi ak as he threw nore of the yell ow
spheres into the roomand they burst and nore tiger-
headed nonsters formed in the air and pressed into the
fray. The three nen found thensel ves pushed back to the
far wall.

"I fear | have sunmoned you two to your destruction."”
Corum was panting and his sword armwas weary. "I had

no warning that our powers would be so linmted here. The
tower nust shift so fast that even the ordinary | aws of
sorcery do not apply within its walls."

Elric defended hinself as two scythes swung at him at
the same tinme. "They seemto work well enough for the
dwarf! If | could slay but a single ..."

One of the scythes drew bl ood and another ripped the

al bi no' s cloak. Yet another slashed his arm Corumtried to
help him but a blade ripped his silver byrnie and anot her
nicked his ear. He saw Elric stab a tiger-nonster in the

throat w thout seeming to harmthe beast at all. He heard
Elric's sword how as if in fury at being thwarted of its
prey.

Then Corum saw Elric grab a scythe fromthe hands of

the tiger-thing and reverse it. The al bino stabbed the
monster in the chest and then bl ood spurted in earnest and
the thing screaned as it was nortally wounded.

"I was right!" called the Prince of Melnibone. "Only
their own weapons can harmthem " H's runesword in one
hand and the scythe in the other he charged at another
fl appi ng beast, then noved toward Voil odi on CGhag-

nasdi ak, who screeched and ran toward a snall doorway.

The tiger-creatures had bunched near the ceiling. Now
they flew down again.

Corum made every effort to west one of the scythes
fromthe beast who attacked him Then his chance cane

when Elric took one in the back and sliced off his head.
Corum pi cked up the dead thing's scythe and sl ashed at a
third tiger-man, who fell with his throat ripped out. Corum
ki cked the fallen scythe in Erekose's direction

The air was full of a sickening stench and bl ack feathers
stuck to the sweat and the blood on Corum s face and
hands. He led the others back to the door through which
they had entered the roomand there they were able to de-
fend thenselves the better, for only so many of the
creatures could conme through at a tine.

Corumfelt mghtily tired and he knew that he and his
compani ons were bound to lose this struggle for, fromhis
cover, Voil odi on Ghagnasdi ak was still throw ng nore

gl obes into the room Then he saw sonething fluttering
behind the dwarf but, before he could nake out what it
was, a tiger-man bl ocked his view and he was forced to
swing his body aside to avoid the blow of a scythe.
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Then Corum heard a voi ce and when he next | ooked

Voi | odi on CGhagnasdi ak was struggling with sonething

which clung to his face and Jhary-a-Conel stood there
signaling to an astonished Elric, who had just noticed him

"Jhary!" shouted Corum

"The one you cane to save?" Elric slashed open the
belly of yet another tiger beast.

"Aye. "

Elric was closest to Jhary and he prepared hinmself to
cross the room Jhary shouted back, "No! No! Stay there!"

There was no need for the remark for Elric was once
again engaged with two of the tiger nonsters, who attacked
himfrom both sides

Jhary call ed out desperately. "You nisunderstood what
Bol orhiag told you."

Now Elric could see Jhary again, as could Erekose. The
bl ack giant had, up to that tine, been absorbed in the
killing, seeming to take nore pleasure in it than the others.

"Link arms! Corumin the center!" Jhary called. "And
you two draw your swords!"

Corum knew enough to guess that Jhary understood
nmore than he had nentioned earlier. And now Elric was
wounded in the |eg.

"Hurry!" Jhary-a- Conel stood over the dwarf who
strove to rip the thing fromhis face. "It is your only
chance—and mine!"

Elric seened uncertain.

"He is wise, ny friend," Corumtold the al bino. "He
knows many things which we do not. Here, | will stand in
the center."

Er ekose seened to awaken froma trance. He | ooked at

Corum over his bl oody scythe, shook his great black head,
and then placed his right armin Corums, his sword in his
left hand. Elric linked his left armin Corums right arm
and drew his own strange sword.

And then Corumfelt a power flowinto his weary flesh

and he al nost | aughed with delight at the sense of pleasure
which filled him Elric, hinself, was | aughing and even

Er ekose smiled. They had conbi ned. They had becone the
Three Who Are One and they noved as one, |aughed as

one, fought as one.

Al t hough Corumdid not fight, he felt as if he fought He
felt that he had a sword in each hand and that he guided
t hose hands.

The tiger-beasts fell back before the shrieking
runeswords. They sought to escape this strange new power.
They fl apped wildly about the room
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Corum |l aughed in triunmph. "Let us finish them" And

he knew they cried the same thing. No | onger were their
swords usel ess agai nst the wi nged tiger-nen. Instead they
were invincible. Blood poured down as wounded beasts
sought to escape, but none did escape.

As if weakened by the power released withinit, the
Vani shi ng Tower began to trenble. The floor tilted.
Voi | odi on CGhagnasdi ak' s voi ce screamed from sonewher e,
"The tower! The tower! This will destroy the tower!"

Corum coul d hardly keep his bal ance on the bl ood-
slippery floor.

And then Jhary-a-Conel had entered the room an

expression of faint disgust on his face as he regarded the
sl aughter. "It is true. The sorcery we have worked today
must have its effect. Whiskers—to ne!"

And then Corumrealized that the creature which had

clung to Voil odi on Ghagnasdi ak's face was the little bl ack-
and-white cat. Once again it had been the cause of their
salvation. It flew to Jhary's shoulder and settled there,
staring about with wi de, green eyes.

Elric broke away fromthe other two and dashed into the
other roomto peer through the wi ndow slit Corum heard
himcry, "W are in Linbo!"

Slow y Corum broke his own link with Erekose. He did

not have the energy to see what Elric neant, but he guessed
that the tower was in that tunel ess, spacel ess pl ace where
once he had been in the sky ship. And it was swayi ng even
more crazily now. He | ooked at the crunpled figure of the
dwarf, who had his hands to his face. Through the fingers
wel | ed fountains of blood.

Jhary went past Coruminto the other room and spoke to
Elric. As he returned Corum heard hi msay, "Cone, friend
Elric, help me seek ny hat."

"At such a tinme you | ook for a—hat?"

"Aye." Jhary w nked at Corum and stroked his cat.
"Prince Corum-tord Erekose—will you come with me,
too?"

They went past the weeping dwarf, down the narrow

tunnel, until they cane to a flight of stairs. The stairs |ed
toward a cellar. The tower quaked. Wth a lighted brand

held al oft Jhary |l ed them down the steps.

When a slab of masonry dislodged itself fromthe roof

and fell at Elric's feet he said quietly, "I would prefer to
seek a nmeans of escape fromthe tower. If it falls now we
shal |l be buried."

"Trust me, Prince Elric."

They came at length to a circular roomw th a huge
metal door set init.
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"Voilodion's vault. Here you will find all the things you
seek," said Jhary. "And |, | hope, will find ny hat. The hat
was specially made and is the only one which properly

mat ches nmy ot her cl ot hes . "

"How do we open a door like that?" Erekose sheat hed
his sword in an angry gesture. Then he drew it out again
and put the point to the door. "It is nade of steel, surely."”

Jhary's voice was al nost anused again. "If you |linked
arns again, ny friends."

Corum of fered Jhary an anused glance in spite of the
danger.

"I will show you how the door may be opened," said
Jhary.

And so they linked arns again and again the vast,

exqui site sense of strength flowed through them and again
they laughed to each other, feeling true fulfillnent now that
they were conbined. Perhaps this was their destiny.

Per haps when they ceased to be individual heroes they

woul d becone the one thing again and then they would
experience happiness. It offered them hope, this thought.

Jhary said quietly, "And now, Prince Corum if you
woul d strike with your foot once upon the door

Corum swung his foot and kicked at the solid steel and

wat ched as the door fell down without resistance. He did
not like to break the link with his fellow heroes. He could
see how they could live as a single entity and know
satisfaction. But he was forced to in order to enter the
vaul t.

The tower shook and seened to fall sideways and the
four of themtunbled into Voilodion's vault to | and
anobngst treasure.

Corum pi cked hinself up. Elric was inspecting a gol den
throne. Erekose had picked up a battle-axe too big for even
himto wield.

Here were the things Voil odion had stolen fromall his
victims as his tower had travel ed through the pl anes.

Corum wondered i f ever such a nmuseum had exi sted

before. He went from object to object inspecting them and
marvel i ng. Meanwhil e Jhary handed sonething to Elric

and spoke with him Corum heard Elric say to Jhary,

"How can you know all this?"

Jhary made sone vague reply and then bent with a cry of

pl easure. He picked up his hat and began to slap at the dust
whi ch covered it. Then he saw another thing and picked

that up. A goblet. "Take it," he told Corum "It will prove
useful, | think."

Jhary wal ked over to a corner and renoved a snmall sack
placing it on his shoulder. There was a jewel chest nearby
and he delved through this until he discovered a ring. This
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he handed to Erekose. "This is your reward, Erekose, for
hel ping to free ne frommny captor." He spoke grandly but
sel f - mocki ngly.

Even Erekose smiled then. "I have the feeling you need
no hel p young man."

"You are mstaken, friend Erekose. | doubt if | have ever
been in greater peril." He took a lingering | ook around the
room and then lost his footing as the floor tilted once nore.

"W should take steps to | eave," said Elric, the bundle
of metal under his arm

"Exactly." Jhary noved rapidly across the vault. "The
last thing. In his pride Voil odion showed me his
possessi ons, but he did not know the value of all of them"

Corum frowned. "Wat do you nean?"

"He killed the travel er who brought this with him The
travel er was right in assum ng he had the neans to stop the
tower from vani shing, but he did not have tinme to use it
before Voil odion slew him" Jhary displayed the object. It
was a small baton of a dull ocher color. It hardly seemed
val uable. "Here it is. The Runestaff. Hawkmoon had this
with himwhen | traveled with himto the Dark Enmpire."

The Second Chapt er
TO TANELORN
"What is the Runestaff?" Corum asked.

"I remenber one description—but | am poor at nam ng
and expl ai ni ng things . "

Elric alnost snmiled. "That has not escaped ny
attention."

Corum | ooked closely at the staff, unable to believe it
had any special significance.

"It is an object," said Jhary, "which can exist only under
a certain set of special and physical laws. In order to
continue to exist, it nmust exert a field in which it can
contain itself. That field nust accord with those | awns—+the
sane | aws under which we best survive."

Large slabs of masonry fell fromthe roof.
Er ekose grow ed. "The tower is breaking up!"

Corum saw t hat Jhary was passing his hand in a stroking
motion over the dull ocher staff, tracing out a pattern
"Pl ease gather near me, ny friends."

As the three closed in, the roof of the tower fell. Corum
saw great bl ocks of stone descend to crush himand then he
was staring at a blue sky breathing cool air and the ground
was firmbeneath his feet. Yet fromonly a few inches on all
sides of themthere was bl ackness—the total bl ackness of

Li nbo. "Do not step outside this snall area,"” Jhary said,
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"or you will be dooned." He frowned. "Let the Runestaff
seek what we seek."

Corum knew his friend' s voice and he knew that it was
not as confident as usual

The ground changed color, the air was hot and then
freezingly cold and Corumrealized that they were noving
rapidly through the planes as the Vani shing Tower had
travel ed, but they were not noving at random he was sure
of that.

Now t here was sand beneath Corumis feet and a hot
wind blowing in his face and Jhary was shouting, "Now "

Running with the others into the blackness, Corum burst
into sunlight and saw a glowi ng nmetallic sky.

"A desert," Erekose said softly. "A vast desert..."

On all sides rolled yell ow dunes and the wi nd was sad as
it whispered across them

Jhary was plainly pleased with hinmself. "Do you
recognize it, friend Elric?"

Elric was relieved. "Is it the Sighing Desert?"
"Listen."

Elric listened to the sad wi nd but he | ooked at sonething
el se. Corumturned his head and saw that Jhary had
dropped the Runestaff, that it was fading.

"Are you all to cone with ne to the defense of
Tanel orn?" Elric asked Jhary, doubtless expecting himto
assent .

But Jhary shook his head. "No. W go the other way.
We go to seek the device Theleb K aarna activated with the
hel p of the Lords of Chaos. \Were lies it?"

Elric searched the dunes with his eyes. He frowned and
then pointed hesitantly. "That way, | think."

"Then let us go to it now"
"But | must try to help Tanelorn!" Elric protested.

"You rnust destroy the device after we have used it,
friend Elric, lest Theleb K aarna or his like try to activate it
again.”

"But Tanelorn .

Corumlistened with curiosity to the conversation. Wy
did Jhary know so nuch of Elric's world and its needs?

"l do not believe," said Jhary calmy, "that Thel eb
K' aarna and his beasts have yet reached the city."

"Not reached it! But so nuch tine has passed!"

"Less than a day," said Jhary.
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Corum wondered if that applied to themall or just to
Elric's world. He synpathized with the al bino as he rubbed
hi s hand over his face and wondered whether to trust

Jhary. Then he said, "Very well. | will take you to the
machi ne. "

"But if Tanelorn |lies so near,'
"why seek it el sewhere?"

Corumsaid to Jhary,

"Because this is not the Tanelorn we wish to find,"
Jhary told him

"I't will suit ne," Erekose said alnmost humbly. "I will
remain with Elric. Then, perhaps . " There was longing in
his eyes.

But Jhary was horrified. "My friend," he said sadly,

"already nuch of tine and space is threatened with
destruction. Eternal barriers could soon fall—the fabric of
the nmultiverse could decay. You do not understand. Such a
thing as has happened in the Vani shing Tower can happen

only once in an eternity and even then it is dangerous to all

concerned. You must do as | say. | pronise that you wll
have just as good a chance of finding Tanel orn where
take you."

Er ekose bowed his head. "Very well."

"Conme." Elric was inpatient, already wal ki ng away
fromthem "For all your talk of time, there is precious
little left for me."

"For all of us," said Jhary feelingly.

They stunbl ed through the desert and the nourning

wi nd found an echo of sadness in their own souls, but at

| ast they cane to a place of rocks, a natural anphitheater
which had in its center a deserted canp. Tent flaps sl apped
as the wind blew them but it was not the tent which drew
their attention, it was the great bow in the center of the
anmphi t heat er—a bowl which contai ned sonething far

stranger than anything Corum had seen in GM as-an-Gmys

or in the world of Lady Jane Pentallyon. It had nany

pl anes and curves and angles of many colors and it dizzied
himto | ook upon it too |ong.

"What is it?" he murmnured

"A machine," Jhary told him "used by the ancients. It is
what | have been seeking to take us to Tanelorn.™

"But why not go with Elric to his Tanel orn?"

"W have the geography but we still need the time and
the di nension," Jhary said. "Bear with me, Corum for,
unl ess we are stopped, we shall soon see the Tanelorn we
seek."

"And we shall find aid agai nst @ andyth?"

"That | cannot tell you."
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Jhary went up to the machine in the bow and he wal ked
around it as if familiar with it. He seened satisfied. He
began to trace patterns on the bow and these brought
responses in the machi ne. Something deep within it began

to pulse like a heart. The planes and curves and angl es
began to shift subtly and change color. A sense of urgency
came about Jhary's novenents then. He nade Corum and

Er ekose stand with their backs pressed agai nst the bow and
he took a small vial fromhis jerkin, handing it to Elric.

"When we have departed,"” said Jhary, "hurl this

through the top of the bow, take your horse, which | stil
see yonder and ride as fast as you can for Tanel orn. Foll ow
these instructions perfectly and you will serve us all."

Gngerly, Elric took the vial. "Very well."

Jhary sniled a secret snile as he stood beside the other
two. "And please give ny conplinments to ny brother
Moongl um "

Elric's crinmson eyes wi dened. "You know hi n®?
What —=2"

"Farewel |, Elric. W shall doubtless neet many tines in
the future, though we may not recogni ze each other."

Elric stood there, his white face stained by the |ight from
the bow .

"And that will be for the best, | suppose,” Jhary added
under his breath, |ooking at the albino with some

sympat hy.

But Elric was gone, as was the desert, as was the
machi ne in the bow .

Then something like an invisible hand threw them
backwar d.

Jhary sighed with satisfaction. "The machine is
destroyed. That is good."

"But how nay we return to our own plane?" Corum
asked. They were surrounded by tall, waving grass—grass
so high that it grew over their heads. "Were is Erekose?"

"Cone on. Gone down his own road to Tanelorn," Jhary
said. He | ooked at the sun. He took a bunch of the thick
grass and wi ped his face with it. There was dew on the

grass and it refreshed him "As we nust now go down
ours."

"Tanelorn is close?" Excitenent suffused Corum "Is it
cl ose, Jhary?"

"It is close. | feel its closeness."
"This is your city? You know its inhabitants?"

"This is ny city. Tanelorn is ever ny city. But this
Tanelorn | do not know. | think I know of it, however—+
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hope | do or all ny poor scheming will be for nothing."

"VWhat are those schenes, Jhary? You must tell ne

nore."
"I can tell you little. I knew of Elric's plight because
once rode with Elric—still do as far as he is concerned.

Also | knew how to aid Erekose, because | was once—er
shall be—-his friend, too. But it is not w sdom which
gui des me, Prince Corum It is instinct. Cone."

And he led the way through the tall, waving grass as if he
foll owed a well-narked road.

The Third Chapter
THE CONJUNCTI ON OF THE M LLI ON SPHERES
And there was Tanel orn

It was a blue city and it gave off a strong blue aura

whi ch nerged with the expanse of the blue sky which

franed it, but its buildings were of such a variety of shades
of blue as to nake them seem many-col ored. These tal

spires and domes clustered together and intersected and
adj oi ned each other and rose in wild spirals and curves,
seeming to fling thenselves joyfully at the heavens as if
silently delighting in their own blue beauty, in all their
colors fromnear-black to pale violet, in all their shapes of
shi ni ng et al

"It is not a nortal settlenent,"” whispered Corum
Jhael en Irsei as he energed with Jhary-a-Conel fromthe
tall grass and drew his scarlet robe about him feeling
insignificant beneath the splendor of the city.

"Il grant you that," said Jhary alnmost grimy. "It is not
a Tanel orn which | have seen before. Wiy this is al npbst
sinister, Corum. "

"VWhat nean you?"

"It is beautiful and it is wondrous, but it mght al nost be
sone fal se Tanel orn or sone counter-Tanel orn, or sone
Tanelorn existing in an utterly different logic .

"I hardly follow you. You spoke of peace. Well, this
Tanel orn is peaceful. You said that there were many

Tanel orns and that they have existed before the begi nning
of time and will exist when tine is ended. And if this
Tanelorn is stranger than some you know, what of that?"

Jhary drew a heavy breath. "I believe | have sone

inkling of the truth now If Tanelorn exists upon the only
area in the multiverse not subject to flux, then it mght have
ot her purposes than to act as a resting place for weary

heroes and the like ..."

"You think we are in danger there?"

"Danger? It depends what you regard as dangerous.
Sone wi sdom nmay be dangerous to one nan and not to
anot her. Danger is contained in safety, as you have
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di scovered, and safety in danger. The nearest we ever cone
to knowing truth is when we are witnesses to a paradox and
t heref ore—+ shoul d have considered this before—

Tanel orn nust be a paradox, too. W had best enter the
city, Corum and |earn why we have been drawn here."

Corum hesitated. "Mabel rode threatens to vanqui sh

Law. d andyt h-a-Krae ains to conquer ny plane. Rhalina
is lost. We have nuch to sacrifice if we have nade a

m st ake, Jhary."

"Aye. All."

"Then should we not first nmake certain that we are not
victins of sone cosmc deceit."

Jhary turned and | aughed al oud. "And how rmay we
deci de that, Corum Jhaelen Irsei?"

Corum gl ared at Jhary and then | owered his eyes. "You
are right. We will enter this Tanelorn."

They crossed a | awn nmade blue by the light fromthe city
and they stood at the begi nning of a wide avenue lined with
blue plants and breathed air which was not quite like the

air of any of the planes they had visited.

And Corum began to weep at the sight of so nuch

marvel | ous beauty, falling to his knees as if in worship,
feeling that he would give his life to it willingly. And Jhary,
standi ng beside his friend and placing a hand on his bowed
shoul der, murnured, "Ah, this is still truly Tanelorn."

Corum's very body seened |ighter as he and Jhary

wander ed down the avenue and | ooked for the inhabitants

of Tanel orn. Corum began to feel sure that there would be
hel p here, that Mbelrode could, after all, be defeated, that
his folk and the fol k of Lywm an-Esh coul d be stopped
from sl ayi ng one another. And yet, though they wandered

Il ong, no citizens of Tanelorn energed to greet them All
there was was sil ence.

At the end of the avenue Corum now made out a shape
standi ng franmed agai nst a conplicated fountain of blue

wat er. The shape seened to be that of a statue, the first
representation of its kind Corumhad seen in the city. And
there was a slight suggestion of famliarity about it which
made hi m begin to hope, for, in the back of his mnd, he
equated this statue with salvation, though he did not know
why.

He began to walk nore swiftly until Jhary held him
back, a restraining hand on his arm "Rush not, Corum in
Tanel orn."

The statue's detail becane clearer as they advanced.

It was nore barbaric in appearance than the rest of the

city and it was predom nantly green rather than blue. It did
not seemto be of the same manufacture as the spires and

the dones. It stood upon four |egs arranged at each corner

of its torso. It had four arnms, two folded and two at its side.
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It had a | arge, human head but no nose. Instead, its nostrils
were set directly into the head. The nouth was rmuch wi der
than a human nouth and it was nol ded so that it grinned.

The eyes glittered and they too were conpletely unlike

human eyes but rather resenbled clusters of jewels.

"The eyes .. Corum rmurmured, drawing still closer.

"Aye." Jhary knew what he neant.
The statue was not nmuch taller than Corumand its

whol e body was encrusted with the dark, glow ng jewels,

He reached out to touch it but then stopped, for he had
seen one of the folded arns and realizati on was begi nni ng
to freeze his bones. On the right armwas a six-fingered
hand. But on the left armwas no hand at all. The mate of
the right hand was attached to Corumis wist. He tried to
retreat, his heart beating and his head pounding so that he
coul d hear nothing el se.

Slowy the grin on the statue's alien face wi dened stil
further. Slowy the hands at the sides cane up toward
Corum

Then came the voi ce.

Never had Corum heard such a m xture of sound.

Intelligent, savage, hunorous, barbaric, cold, warm soft,

and harsh, there were a thousand qualities in it as it said,
"The key may still not be mine until it is offered willingly."

The faceted eyes, twins of the one in Corum s skull
gl eaned and shifted, while still the other two arns
remai ned fol ded and the four legs remained as if paral yzed.

In his shock, Corum could not speak. He was as
petrified as the being seenmed to be. Jhary stepped up
besi de him

Quietly the dandy said, "You are KM |."
"I amKwl."
"And Tanelorn is your prison?"

"I't has been ny prison .

". . . for only Tineless Tanel orn may hold a bei ng of
your power. | understand."

"But even Tanel orn cannot hold ne unless | am
i nconplete."

Jhary lifted Corums linp left arm He touched the six-
fi ngered hand which was grafted there. "And this will make
you conplete.”

"It is the key to ny release. But the key may still not be
mne until it is offered willingly."

"And you have worked for this, have you not, through
the power of your brain, which is not held by Tanelorn. It
was not the Bal ance which allowed Elric and Erekose to
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join this part of themcalled Corum It was you, for only
you or your brother is strong enough, though you be

prisoners, to defy the essential |aws—the Law of the
Bal ance. "

"Only KWl and Rhynn are so strong, for only one | aw
rules them™

"And you broke it. Eternities ago, you broke it. You
fought each other and Rhynn struck off your hand while,
KwW |, you took out Rhynn's eye. You forgot your vows to
each other—the sole vows you would ever consider
obeyi ng—and Rhynn, he—

"He brought ne here to Tanel orn and here | have

remai ned, through all those cycles, those many cycles.”

"And Rhynn, your brother? What punishnment did you
decree he suffer?”

"That he search, without rest, for his mssing eye, but
that he nust find the eye alone, not with the hand."

"And the eye and hand have al ways been together."
"As they are now. "

"And so Rhynn has never succeeded."

"It is as you say, nortal. You know much."

"It is because," answered Jhary, seeming to speak to
hi nsel f, "because | am one of those nortals dooned to
imortality.”

"The key nust be offered willingly," said Kwll again.

"Was it your shadow | saw in the Flanmelands?" Corum
asked suddenly, noving back fromthe being on trenbling
legs. "Was it you | saw on the hill from Castle Erorn?"

"You saw ny shadow, aye. But you did not, could not
see ne. And | saved your life in the Flanel ands and
el sewhere, | used ny hand and | killed your enemes."

"They were not enemes." Corumclutched the six-
fingered hand to him looking at it with loathing. "And you
gave the hand the power to sumon the dead to ny aid?"

"The hand has that power. It is nothing. Atrick."

"And you did this nmerely with your brain—your

t hought s?"

"l have done nore than that The key nust be of fered
willingly. | cannot force you, nortal, to give ne back ny
hand. "

"And if | keep it?"
"Then | shall have to wait through the Cycle of Cycles

once again until the MIlion Spheres are again in
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conjunction. Have you not understood that?"

"l have come to understand it," Jhary said gravely.
"How el se could so many planes be open to nortal s? How
eke could so many di scover fragments of w sdomusually
deni ed then? How el se could three aspects of the sane
entity exist upon the sane pl ane? How el se coul d
remenber other existences? It is the Conjunction of the

MI1lion Spheres. A conjunction which takes place so rarely
that a being could think he lived for eternity and still not
witness it. And when that conjunction takes place, | have

heard, old | aws are broken and new ones established—the
very nature of space and tine and reality are altered."”

"Woul d that nean the end of Tanel orn?" Corum asked.

"Perhaps even the end of Tanelorn," said Kwl, "but of
that alone | amnot sure. The key nust be offered
willingly."

"And what do | release if | offer the key?" Corum said
to Jhary.

Jhary-a- Conel shook his head and took his little bl ack-
and-white cat partly fromwithin his jerkin and stroked its
head, deep in thought.

"You release KWl ," said KM I. "You rel ease Rhynn.
Both has paid his price."

"What shall | do, Jhary?"
"l do not "
"Shall | strike a bargain? Shall | say that he may have his

hand if he will help us against the King of the Swords, help
us restore peace to ny land, help us find Rhalina?"

Jhary shrugged
"What shall | do, Jhary?"

But Jhary refused to reply, so Corum | ooked directly

into the face of Kwl. "I will give you back your hand on
condition that you will use your great powers to destroy the
rule of Chaos on the Fifteen Planes, that you will slay
Mabel rode, the King of the Swords, that you will help ne

di scover where nmy love, the Lady Rhalina, lies, that you
will help me bring peace to ny own world so that it may
dwel | under the rule of Law. Say you will do this."

"I wll doit."

"Then willingly |I offer you the key. Take your hand,
Lost God, for it has brought me little but pain!"

"You fool!" It was Jhary shouting. "I told you that..."

But his voice was faint and growi ng yet fainter. Corum
relived the tornent he had suffered in the forest, when

G andyth had struck off his hand. He screamed as the pain
came to his wist once more and then there was fire in his
face and he knew that Kw | had plucked his brother's

file:/l/F|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Michael%20...203%20-%20The%20King%200f%20The%20Swords.txt (97 of 112) [6/4/03 10:49:36 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Michael %20M oorcock/Michael %620M oorcock%620-%20Corum%6203%20-%20T he%620K ing%200f%20T he%20Swords.txt

jewel ed eye fromhis skull, now that his powers were
restored. Red darkness swamin his brain. Red fire drained
his energy. Red pain consunmed his flesh

they obey only one lawthe | aw of loyalty to each
other!" Jhary shouted. "I prayed your decision would not
be this."

"I am. . ." Corum spoke thickly, |ooking at the stunp
where the hand had been, touching the snmooth fl esh where
his eye had been. "I ama cripple once again."

"And | amwhole." Kwl's strange voice had not

changed in tone, but his jewel ed body gl owed the brighter
and he stretched his four legs and all his four arms and he
sighed with pleasure. "Wole."

In one of his hands the Lost God held his brother's eye
and he held it so that it shone in the blue light fromthe city.
"And free," he said. "Soon, brother, we shall range again

the MI1lion Spheres as we al ways ranged before our
fight—n joy and in delight at all the variety of things. W
two are the only beings who really know pl easure! | nust

find you brother!"

"The bargain," said Coruminsistently, ignoring Jhary.
"You told ne you would help me, KMl."

"Mortal, | make no bargains, | obey no |l aws save the

one of which you have already |earned. | care not for Law
nor for Chaos nor for the Cosmic Balance. Kwl and

Rhynn exist for the |ove of existence and nothing el se and
we do not concern ourselves with the illusory struggles of
petty nortals and their pettier gods. Do you not know that
you dream of these gods—that you are stronger than

t hey—that when you are fearful, why then you bring
fearsone gods upon yourselves? |Is this not evident to
you?"

"l do not understand your words. | say that you nust
keep your bargain."

"l go nowto seek nmy brother, Rhynn, and toss this eye
somewhere where he may easily find it and so be free |ike
me. "

"KM |! You owe ne nuch!"

"Ome? | acknow edge no debts save ny debt to nyself
to follow nmy own desires and those of my brother. Ome?
What do | owe?"

"Wthout ne, you would not now be free."

"Wthout ny previous aid you would not now be alive.
Be grateful ."

"l have been ill-used by gods, Kwl. | weary of it. A
pawn of Chaos and then Law and now KW |. At |east Law
acknow edges that power must have responsibility. You
are no better than the Lords of Chaos!"

"Untrue! W& harm no one, Rhynn and |I. Wat pleasure
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is there in playing these silly ganes of Law and Chaos, of
mani pul ating the fate of nortals and demi gods? You

mortals are used because you wi sh to be used, because you
can then place the responsibility of your actions upon these
gods of yours. Forget all gods—forget ne. You'll be

happi er. "

"Yet you did use ne, Kwil. That you must admt."

KW | turned his back on Corum tossing a dark, many-

barbed spear into the air and nmaking it vanish. "I use many
things—+ use ny weapons—but | do not feel indebted to

them once they are no | onger of use."

"You are unjust, Kwl!"
"Justice?" KWl shook with | aughter. "Wat is that?"

Corum poi sed hinself to spring at the Lost God, but
Jhary held himback. The dandy said, "If you train a dog to
fetch your quarry for you, KWMIl, you reward it, do you not?
Then, if you need it, it will fetch for you again."

KwW | spun round on his four legs, his faceted eyes
glittering. "But if it will not, then one trains a new dog."

"I amimrortal ," Jhary said. "And | will make it my
business to warn all the other dogs that there is nought to
be gained fromrunning the Lost Gods' errands ..."

"l have no further need of dogs."

"Have you not? Even you cannot anticipate what wll
cone about after the Conjunction of the MIIion Spheres."

"I could destroy you, nortal who is imortal."
"You woul d be as petty as those you despise."

"Then | will help you." KwWl flung back his jewel ed head
and | aughed so that even Tanel orn seened to shake with

his mrth., "It will save ne tine, | think."
"You will keep your bargain?" Cor um demanded.
"I admt no bargain. But I will help you." KWl | eaped

forward suddenly and sei zed Corum under one arm and
Jhary under another. "First, to the Real mof the King of
the Swords,"

And bl ue Tanel orn was gone and all around them rose
the unstabl e stuff of Chaos, dancing like lava in an
erupting vol cano, and through it Corum saw Rhalina

But Rhalina was five thousand feet high.
The Fourth Chapter
THE KI NG OF THE SWORDS

KW | set them down and stared at the gigantic woman. "It
is not flesh," he said. "It is a castle.”

It was a castle fashioned to resenble Rhalina. But what
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had built it and for what purpose? And where was Rhalina
hersel f?

"We'll visit the castle,” Kwll said, stepping through the
| eapi ng Chaos matter as another m ght pass through
snoke. "Stay closely with ne."

They wal ked on until they came to a flight of white stone
steps which led up and up into the distance and ended
finally at a doorway set in the navel of the towering statue
His four legs noving surprisingly clunsily, KM| began to
clinmb the steps. He was singing to hinself.

At |ast they reached the top and entered the circul ar
doorway to find thenselves in a great hall illum nated by
i ght which poured downward fromthe distant head.

And in the center of the light stood a great group of
creatures, all arned as if ready for battle. These creatures

were both mal forned and beautiful and they wore a variety
of kinds of arnor and bore a variety of weapons. Sone had
heads which resenbl ed those of beasts, while sone | ooked
i ke beautiful wonen. They were all smiling at the three
who entered the chanber. And Corum knew t hem for the

gat hered Dukes of Hell —those who served Mabel rode, the
Ki ng of the Swords.

Kw I, Corum and Jhary paused at the doorway. Kw |

bowed and snil ed back and they seenmed a little astonished
to see himbut plainly did not recogni ze what he was. Their
ranks parted and there stood two nore figures.

One of themwas tall and naked but for a light robe. H's
white skin was snooth and without hair and his body was
perfectly proportioned. Long, fair hair flowed to his
shoul ders, but he had no face. Conpletely featurel ess skin
covered the head where the eyes and the nose and the

nmout h woul d have been

Corum knew t his nmust be Mbel rode, who was call ed
t he Facel ess.

The other figure was Rhalina.

"l hoped you would cone,"” said the King of the Swords,
though he had no lips to formthe words. "That is why I
built nmy castle—to act as a lure to you when you returned
to seek your lady. Mortals are so loyal!"

"Aye, we are that,'
Rhal i na?"

agreed Corum "Are you safe,

"I am safe—and nmy fury keeps nme sane," she said. "I

t hought you dead, Corum when the sky ship was w ecked.
But this creature told nme it was unlikely. Have you found
hel p? It seems not. You have | ost your hand and your eye
again, | see." She spoke flatly.

Tears canme into Corum s eye. "Mabelrode will pay for
havi ng di sconforted you," he told her.

The facel ess god | aughed and his dukes | aughed with
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him It was as if beasts had | earned the power of |aughter
Mabel rode reached behi nd Rhalina and drew out a great

gol den sword, which dazzled themwith its light. "I swore
that | would avenge both Arioch and Xionbarg," said
Mabel rode the Faceless. "I swore | would not risk ny life

or ny position until you, Corum were in my power. And

when Duke Teer was tricked by you" (Duke Teer |owered

his porcine head at this) "into fighting our servant

@ andyth, whom | also allowed to play a part in preparing
my trap, then you alnost fled into ny snare. But sonething
happened. Only the girl was caught and you and the other
thing vani shed. So | used the girl, this tune, as bait. And
wai ted. And you cane. And now | may admi ni ster your

puni shrent. My first intention is to nold your flesh a little,
mxing it with that of your conpanions until you becone
more foul to | ook upon than anything of mne you affect to
loathe. As this | will let you linger a year or two—er
however long your little brain can endure it—and then I

will restore you to your original forns and make you hate
each other and lust for each other at the sanme time—you

are already experienced, | think, of something | can do in
that direction Then . "

"What nundane i magi nations these Lords of Chaos

have," said KW | in his many-toned voice. "Wat nodest
anbitions they entertain! What petty dreans they dream”
He | aughed. "They are hardly nen, |et alone gods."

The Dukes of Hell fell silent and turned their heads to
wat ch their King.

Mabel rode held his golden sword in his two hands and

fromit burst a thousand shadows, all twi sting and dancing
in the air, all suggesting shapes to Corum but shapes which
he coul d not nane.

"My power is not nundane, creature! Wiat are you that
you can nock the nost powerful of the Sword Rulers,
Mabel rode the Facel ess?"

"l do not nock," said KMIl. "I amKwl." He reached
into the air and took a several -bladed sword fromit. "I
state that which is evident."

"KM | is dead," said Mabelrode, "as Rhynn is dead.
Dead. You are a charlatan. Your conjuring is not
entertaining."

"I amKwl."
"KM | is dead."
"I amKwl."

Three of the Dukes of Hell rushed at the being then,
their swords raised

"Slay him" said Mabelrode, "so that | may begin to
have the pl easure of my vengeance."

Kw | plucked two nore many-bl aded swords fromthe
air. He let the swords of the Dukes of Hell fall upon his
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j ewel ed body before casually skewering each one of them
and tossing themaway so that they vanished.

"KW I," he said. "The power of the nultiverse is mne."

"No single being can have such power!" Mabel r ode
shout ed. "The Cosnic Bal ance denies it."

"l do not obey the Cosnic Bal ance, however," said Kw |
reasonably. He turned to Corum and Jhary and he handed

Corum the Eye of Rhynn. "I will dispense with these. Take
my brother's eye to your own plane and cast it into the sea.
There' |l be no need for you to do el se."

"And d andyt h?"

"Surely you can deal with a fellow nortal w thout ny
aid. You grow |lazy, nortal."

"But—Rhalina . . ."
IlAh. "

KW |'s hand seened to extend t hrough the gathered
ranks of the Dukes of Hell, past King Mbel rode the
Facel ess, and pluck Rhalina fromthe Sword Ruler's side.

"There."
Rhal i na sobbed in Corunis arns.

Corum heard Mabel rode cry, "Sumon all ny strength!

Sunmon all the creatures of all the planes who are pl edged
to ne. Ready yourselves, nmy Dukes of Hell! Chaos nust be
def ended! "

Jhary shouted back at him "Do you fear one being,
King of the Swords? Just one?"

Mabel rode' s gol den sword flickered in his hand. H s

back seened bowed, his voice was low. "I fear KWl ," he
sai d.
"You are wise to do so," said KWl. He waved one of his

hands. "Now, let us dismss all these silly trappings and
concern ourselves with the fight."

The castl e shaped |ike Rhalina began to nelt around
them The Dukes of Hell cried out in terror, their shapes
changi ng as they sought to find the one which would serve

them best. Mabel rode the Facel ess began to increase in size
until his huge, facel ess head | ooned over them

Fi erce col ors slashed the skies. Pools of darkness
appeared. Screans were heard and grunts and sucki ng

sounds. Fromall points cane things which hopped and

things which slithered and things which gall oped and things
whi ch flew and things which wal ked—al | things of Chaos

come to aid King Mbel rode

Kw | tapped Jhary on the shoul der and the dandy
di sappear ed.
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Corum gasped. "Even you cannot go against the entire
strength of Chaos! | regret my bargain. | release you from
it

"I made no bargain." Two hands came out and tapped
Corum and Rhalina. Corumfelt hinmself being drawn away
fromthe real mof Chaos.

"They will destroy you, KMI|!"

"I admit | have not fought for some tine, but doubtless
will remenber nmy old skills.”

Corum glinpsed the roaring terror that was Chaos
hurling itself upon the Lost God. "No . . ."

He struggled to draw his own sword, but he was falling
now. Falling as he had fallen once before when the sky ship
had been wecked. But this time he held tightly to Rhalina.

Even as his senses clouded he kept his grip upon her arm
until he heard her calling his nane.

"Corum Corum You pain me!"

Hi s eyes were closed. He opened them She and he were
standi ng on bl ackened stone and the sea was all around

them He did not recognize the place at first, for the castle
was no |longer there. And then he renenbered that

d andyth had burned it.

They stood on Midel's Mount.

The tide was beginning to go out and they glinpsed the
causeway as it was slowly uncovered.

"Look," said Rhalina, pointing toward the forest.

He | ooked and he saw several corpses.

"So the strife continues," he said. He was about to help
her to clinb down when he | ooked at the thing he had

clutched even as he had clutched Rhalina with his single
hand. It was the Eye of Rhynn

He drew back his armand flung it far out into the sea. It
flashed in the air and then di sappeared beneath the waves.

"I amnot sorry to see that dismissed at |ast," he said.

The Fifth Chapter
THE LAST OF GLANDYTH

When they had crossed the causeway and reached the

mai nl and, they could better distinguish the corpses

sprawl ed near the edge of the forest. They were of their old
enem es, the Pony Tribesnmen. They had fought each other
savagely and for some time, by all the signs. They lay in
their furs and their necklets and bracel ets of copper and
bronze with their crude swords and axes in their hands,

each man bearing at |east a dozen wounds. They had

plainly been gripped by the Coud of Contention, which the
Nhadragh's sorcery had brought to the |l and. Corum bent
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down and inspected the nearest corpse.

"Not dead long," he said. "It neans the sickness is stil
strong. And yet it does not touch us. Perhaps it takes tine
to enter our brains. Ah, the poor folk of Lywm an-

Esh—+ny poor Vadhagh . "

A novenent in the trees.

Corumdrew his sword, feeling for the first tine the |ack
of his left hand and right eye. He felt off-balance. Then he
grinned in relief.

It was Jhary-a-Conel |eading three of the dead
Tri besnen's ponies by their bridle ropes.

"Not the npbst confortable beasts to ride, but better than
wal ki ng. Where do you head for, Corum For Hal wyg?"

Corum shook his head. "I have been thinking of the only
positive deed we can try to perform There's little to be
done in Halwyg. | doubt if dandyth has yet set up his

court there, for, doubtless, he still hunts for us on other
pl anes. We'll go to Erorn, | think. There is a boat there we
can use and it will take us to the Nhadragh Isles.”

"Where the sorcerer dwells who has put this spell upon
the world."

"Just so."

Jhary-a- Conel stroked his cat under its chin. "Your idea
is sound, Corum Jhaelen Irsei. Let us nake speed,"

Soon they were nounted on the shaggy ponies and were
driving themas hard as they could go through the woods of
Br o- an- Vadhagh. Twi ce they were forced to hide while

smal | groups of Vadhagh hunted each other. Once they

wi tnessed a nmassacre, but there was nothing they could do
to save the victins.

Corumwas relieved to sight the towers of Castle Erorn

at long last, for he had wondered if d andyth or sone ot her
had destroyed it again. The castle was as they had left it.
The snow had all nelted and a nild spring was begi nni ng

to touch the trees and shrubs. Gatefully they entered the
castle.

But they had forgotten the retainers.

The retainers had not resisted the sickness |ong. They
found two corpses just inside the doorway, horribly
butchered. OGthers were el sewhere in the castle and all had
been nurdered save one—the | ast survivor, his aggression
had turned to self-hatred and he had hanged hinself in one
of the roons of nusic. H s presence caused the fountains
and the crystals to nmake a sour, dreadful sound which

al nost drove Corum Rhalina, and Jhary back out of the
castle.

The work of disposing of the corpses done, Corum took
the passage down to the | arge sea-cave bel ow t he castl e.
Here was the little boat in which he and Rhalina had sail ed
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for pleasure in the short-lived days of peace. It was ready
for i mmedi ate use

Rhal i na and Jhary brought down the provisions while

Corum checked the rigging and the sail. They waited for
the tide to turn and then sail ed beneath the great, rugged
arch of the sea cave and out into open water. It would be
two days before they sighted the first of the Nhadragh

I sles.

Wth only the sea surrounding him Corum thought

about his adventures upon the different planes. He had
entered so many worlds he had | ost count of them Wre
there really a nillion spheres, each sphere containing a
number of planes? It was hard to conceive of so many
worl ds. And on each world a struggle was taking place.

"Are there no worlds whi ch know pernanent peace?" he
asked Jhary as he took over the rudder of the boat while
the dandy adjusted the sail. "Are there none, Jhary?"

The dandy shrugged. "Perhaps there are, though | have
never seen one. Perhaps it is not ny fate to see one. But it
is basic to Nature to know struggle of sone kind, surely?"

"Some creatures live in peace all their lives."

"Aye, some do. There is a |l egend that once there was

only one worl d—ene planet |ike ours—which was tranqui

and perfect. But sonething evil invaded it and it |earned
strife and in learning strife created other exanples of itself
where strife could flourish the better. But there are many

| egends which say the past was perfect or that the future wll
be perfect. | have seen many pasts and many futures. None

of themwere perfect, ny friend."

Corumfelt the boat rock and he tightened his grip on the
rudder. The waves becane | arger and the sea was choppy.

Rhal i na pointed into the distance. "The Wadi ng
God-see! He goes toward our coast, still fishing."

"Per haps the Wadi ng God knows peace,"” said Corum
when the sea settled and the gi ant had gone.

Jhary stroked the head of his cat. The little creature
| ooked nervously at the water. "I think not," said Jhary
qui etly.

Anot her day went by before they saw the outer islands

of the group. They were predom nantly dark green and
brown and as they sailed by themthey saw the bl ack ruins
of the towns and the castles which the Mabden had fired
when they had cone reaving to the Nhadragh Isles. Once

or twice a shanbling figure would wave to themfroma
beach but they ignored him for doubtless the C oud of
Contention had touched those who were |eft of the

Nhadr agh.

"There," said Corum "That large island. It is Maliful

where lies the city of Os and the Nhadragh sorcerer Ertil. |

file:/lIF|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Michael%20...203%20-%20The%20King%200f%20The%20Swords.txt (105 of 112) [6/4/03 10:49:36 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Michael %20M oorcock/Michael %620M oorcock%620-%20Corum%6203%20-%20T he%620K ing%200f%20T he%20Swords.txt

think I feel the Coud of Contention begin to ghaw again at
nmy brain . "

"Then we had best hurry and do our work, if we can,"
Jhary sai d.

They | anded the snall boat on a stony, deserted beach
quite close to Gs, whose walls they could al ready see.

"Go, Whiskers," murnured Jhary to his cat, "show us
the way to the sorcerer's keep."

The cat spread its wings and flew high into the air,
hovering to keep pace with them as they noved cautiously
toward the city. Then, as they clinbed over the rubble of
what had once been a gateway and began to nake their

way through piles of weed-grown nasonry, the cat flewto
the squat building with the yell ow done upon its roof. It
flew twi ce around the dome and then came back to settle
on Jhary's shoul der.

Corumfelt a twi nge of annoyance at the cat. It was
reasonl ess anger and he knew what caused it. He began to
run toward the squat buil ding.

There was only one entrance and it was filled with a
hard, wooden door.

"To break that," whispered Jhary, "would be to make
our presence known. Look, here-steps lead up the side."

A flight of stone steps |led to the roof and up these the
three went, Rhalina following in the wake of the nen.

Toget her, they crept up to the dome and peered inside.

At first it was hard to nake out what was in there. They
saw the clutter of parchnments and ani mal cages and

caul drons. But there was a form novi ng about in one
corner. It could only be the sorcerer

"I"'mtired of this caution!" Corumshouted. "Let's end it
now" Wth a yell he reversed his sword hilt and struck
heavily at the dome. It groaned and a crack appeared. He
struck again and the stuff shattered, falling into the room

But Corum had rel eased a stink which drove them back
for a few yards until it had dispersed in the cleaner outer
air. Corum feeling the unreasoning fury rising in him

agai n, dashed to the edge of the broken done and | eaped
t hrough the hol e he had nade, |anding with a crash upon
the scored tabl e bel ow

Sword ready, he glared around him

And what he saw drove the fury fromhis head. It was
t he Nnhadragh, Ertil.

The corrupt sorcerer had plainly succunbed to his own
spell. There was foamon his lips. Hs dark eyes rolled.

"I killed them" he said, "as | will kill you. They woul d
not obey me—so | killed them"
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Wth his one remaining armhe held up his severed | eg.
Anot her | eg and an arm bl ed near by.

“I killed them™"

Corum turned away, kicking out at the bubbling
caul dron, the vials of herbs and chenicals, scattering them
about the room

"I killed them " babbled the sorcerer. His voice rose to a
shriek and then subsided. The bl ood was pouring fromhis
body. He would only live a few seconds nore.

"How nade you the O oud of Contention?" Corum
asked him

Weakly Ertil grinned and gestured with the severed |eg.
"There—the censer. Only a little censer—but it has
destroyed you all!"

"Not all." Corum grabbed the censer by its chains and
immersed it in one of the cauldrons. G een steam boil ed
fromits sides and evil faces flickered in that steamfor a
monent before fading away.

"l have destroyed that which destroyed so many of ny
fol k, sorcerer," Corum sai d.

Ertil | ooked up at himthrough gl azed eyes. "Then
destroy nme, too, Vadhagh. | deserve it"
Corum shook his head. "1'll let you continue to die in the

manner you chose."

From above cane Jhary's voice
"Corum "

The Prince in the Scarlet Robe | ooked up and saw
Jhary's face framed in the hole of the done. Jhary | ooked
daunt ed.

"What is it, Jhary?"

"d andyth nust have sensed the decline in the sorcerer's
sanity."

"What nean you?"
"He cones, Corum Hi s beasts still bear him"

Corum sheat hed his sword and junped fromthe table.
"I''"l'l join you below. | can't get back that way."

He stepped over what was left of Ertil the Nhadragh and
he pull ed open the door. As he went down the stairs he
heard the voices of the caged animals chattering and
crying, begging himto rel ease them

Qut side Jhary was already waiting for himw th Rhalina,
Corum t ook Rhalina and nade her enter the building.

"Stay there, Rhalina. It is a foul place but it offers
greater safety. Please stay there."
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Bl ack wi ngs beat in the sky. d andyth was near.

Corum and Jhary ran out until they stood in what had
once been a square. Now piles of rubble filled it.

The Denl edhyssi were fewer in nunber. Doubtless sone
had died in the encounter with Duke Teer. But there were
still a dozen black nobnsters in the air above Os.

A bl ood-curdling yell of triunph suddenly sounded from
the sky and it echoed through the ruined city.

" Corum "
It was d andyt h-a-Krae and he had seen his eneny.

"VWhere are your sorcerous hand and eye, Shefanhow?
CGone back to the netherworld you conjured them from
eh?"

d andyth began to | augh.

"So, after all, we are to die at the hands of the Mbden,"
Corum said quietly as he watched the bl ack beasts | and on
the far side of the square. "Prepare to perish, Jhary."

They waited with their swords ready as d andyth
di smounted from his Chaos nonster and began to tranp
across the ruins, his Denledhyssi at his back.

Thi nking that he nmight save Jhary and Rhalina, Corum
called to the huge man, "WII| you fight ne fairly, Earl
d andyth? WIll you tell your nen to stand back while we
battl e?"

A andyt h-a- Krae adjusted his bul ky furs on his back and

he tilted his hel mfurther over his red face. Laughter

expl oded fromhis thick lips. "If you think it is fair for ne
to fight a wetch with but one hand and one eye, yes, 'l
fight you, Corum" He wi nked at his men. "Stand back as

he says. I'Il let you have his other hand and his other eye in
alittle while.™

The barbarians yelled with mrth at their |eader's jest.

The Mabden earl canme closer until only a few yards
separated them He gl owered at the Vadhagh

"You have caused ne nuch disconfort of |ate,

Shef anhow. But now ny pl easure nmakes nme forget it all.
amnost glad to see you." He drew his great war-axe from
his belt and slid his sword fromits scabbard. "W shal
compl ete what was begun in the woods at Castle Erorn.”

He took a step forward but then a frightened yell from
his men made hi mstop and gl ance back.

The bl ack beasts were rising into the air and flying
eastward. And as they flew they vani shed.

"Goi ng back to Chaos," Corumtold d andyth. "Their
mast er needs them for he is hard pressed. If | kill you,
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d andyth, will your nen set ne free?"

G andyth grinned his wolf grin, "They |ove ne greatly,
do ny Denl edhyssi."

"So | have little to gain," Corumsaid. "One nonent."

He murnmured to Jhary, "Take Rhalina now Get to the

boat. Even if | amkilled the Denl edhyssi have no
transportation now and will not be able to follow you. It is
the wi sest thing, Jhary, do not deny that."

Jhary sighed. "I do not deny it. | will do as you say.

go."

"You will let himleave Os, will you not?" Corum said.

d andyth shrugged. "Very well. If we becone bored we

can always hunt himdown later. And do not think that I

m ss the loss of a few Chaos beasts. | have ny own sorcerer

to conjure up sonething newif | need it."
"Ertil?"
G andyth's unheal thy eyes narrowed. "Wat of Ertil?"

"He has killed hinself. The C oud of Contention
reached even him"

"No matter. | will-haaiii!" The Earl of Krae flung

hi nsel f suddenly at Corum the battle-axe and the sword
sl ashing fromtwo sides.

Corum junped back, caught his foot, fell as the axe

whi stl ed over his head. He rolled as the sword cl ashed
down on the block of masonry where he had lain. He
supported hinself on the stunp of his left hand and got to
his feet, blocking a wild bl ow fromthe axe

The barbarian was as strong and as swift as ever, for al
his girth. Hi s presence al one nmade Corum feel as weak as a
child in comparison. He strove to take the offensive, but
@ andyth allowed himno respite, forcing himfurther and
further back over the rubble. Corumis only hope was that
Jhary had managed to get Rhalina to the boat and that, by
the time @ andyth slew him they would be sailing back for
Castl e Erorn

Bot h axe and sword cane down on Corum s upraised

bl ade and his armwent nunb beneath the force of the

blow. He slid his sword down the haft of the axe, trying to
cut dandyth's fingers, but the Earl of Krae withdrew the
axe and ained it at Corum s head.

Corum dodged and the axe sheared off the |inks of the
byrnie on his left shoulder but only grazed the flesh

d andyth grinned. His foul breath was in Corums face,
his mad eyes were full of death-lust. He stabbed with his
sword and Corumfelt the steel slide into his thigh. He
backed off and saw that there was bl ood running down the
silver mail.
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Panting, G andyth paused, readying hinself for the kill

And Corum dashed in, struck with his bl ade at
G andyth's face and gashed his cheek before the
barbarian's sword cane up and pushed away hi s weapon.

Bl ood continued to pour fromthe wound in his thigh.

Corum hobbl ed backward over the ruins, trying to put a
little distance between hinself and his eneny. d andyth
did not follow but stood there, relishing Corum s pain.

"I think I can still have the pleasure of making your
death a sl ow one. Wuld you care to run a little way,
Prince Corum to purchase a few extra seconds of |ife?"

Corum strai ghtened his back. He was al npbst fainting.
He coul d say nothing. He stared at d andyth through his

single eye and then he took a step forward.

d andyth chuckled. "I slew all your race, save you.
Now, after much patient waiting, | can slay the last of your
filthy kind."

Corum t ook anot her step forward.
d andyth readi ed his weapons. "You want to die, eh?"

Corum swayed. He could hardly see the Earl of Krae.
He raised his sword with difficulty and tried to take a
further step.

"Cone, " said d andyth, "come.

A shadow passed over the ruins. At first Corum thought
he imagined it. He shook his head to try to clear it.

d andyth had seen the shadow, too. His red nouth fell
open in astoni shment, his bl oodshot eyes wi dened.

And while he stared up at the thing which cast the
shadow, Corum fell forward behind his sword and pl unged
the steel into @ andyth's throat.

d andyth made a hollow, gurgling sound and bl ood
wel I ed from his nouth.

"For ny family," said Corum

The shadow noved on. It was a giant who cast it. A

giant with a great net, which he cast down over the terrified
men of the Denl edhyssi and dragged them upward and

hurled their bodies far out over the city. It was a giant with
two glittering, jeweled eyes.

Corum fell down beside the corpse of d andyth-a-Krae,
| ooking up at the giant. "The Wading God," he said.

Jhary appeared beside him staunching the bl ood from

his thigh. "The Wading God," he said to Corum "But he

no |onger fishes the seas of the world for he found what he
sought . "

"H s soul ?"

file:/l/F|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Michael%20...203%20-%20The%20King%200f%20The%20Swords.txt (110 of 112) [6/4/03 10:49:36 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Michael %20M oorcock/Michael %620M oorcock%620-%20Corum%6203%20-%20T he%620K ing%200f%20T he%20Swords.txt

"H's eye. The Wading God is Rhynn."

Corumi s vision was even nore blurred. But through a
pink m st he saw KM | cone, a grin upon his jewel ed face.

"Your Chaos gods are gone," said KWl. "Wth ny
brother's help | slewthemall and all their minions."

"I thank you," Corumsaid thickly. "And Lord Arkyn

wi Il thank you, too."
KW | chuckled. "I think not."
"Why—why so?"

"For good measure we slew the Lords of Law as well.
Now you nortals are free of gods on these planes.”

"But Arkyn-Arkyn was good

"Find the sane good in yourselves if that is what you
respect. It is the time of the Conjunction of the MIlion
Spheres and that neans change—profound alterations in

the nature of existence. Perhaps that was our function—to
rid the Fifteen Planes of its silly gods and their silly

schenes. "
"But the Balance . . . ?"
"Let it swing up and dowmn with a will. It has nothing to

wei gh now. You are on your own, nortal —you and your
kind. Farewell."

Corumtried to speak again, but the pain in his thigh
swanped all thought At |ast he fainted.

Once nore KW |I's many-toned voi ce sounded in his skul
before his senses were engul fed conmpletely.

"Now you can rmake your own destiny."
EPI LOGUE

Again the |land had heal ed and again nortals went about
their business, repairing what had been destroyed. A new
ki ng was found for Lywm an-Esh, and the Vadhagh who

had escaped death returned to their castles.

At Castle Erorn by the sea Corum Jhaelen Irsei, the

Prince in the Scarlet Robe, recovered his health, thanks to
the potions of Jhary-a-Conel and the nursing of the Lady
Rhal i na and he found a new hobby for hinself,

renenberi ng what he had seen at the doctor's house when
trapped upon -the plane of Lady Jane Pentallyon, which

was the manufacture of artificial hands. He had yet to

make one that satisfied him

One day cane Jhary-a-Conel in his hat with his bag on

his back and his cat on his shoul der and he sai d good-bye
to themwi th sonme reluctance. They begged himto stay, to
enj oy the peace they had earned.

"For a world without gods is a world without nuch to
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fear," said Corum

"That is true," Jhary agreed.

"Then stay," said the Lady Rhali na.

"But," said Jhary, "I go to seek worlds where gods still
rule, for | amnot suited to any other. And," he added, "I
woul d hate it if | cane to blame nyself for ny nisfortunes.
That would not do at all! Gods—a sense of an ommi sci ence
not far away—denobns—desti ni es whi ch cannot be

deni ed—absol ute evil —absol ute good—+ need it all."

Corumsmiled. "Then go if you will and renenber that
we | ove you. But do not despair entirely of this world,
Jhary. New gods can al ways be created."”

This ends the third and fi nal
Book of Corum
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