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AUTHOR’S NOTE

Thank you for giving your time to read my work. It is much appreciated as it is you, the reader, that really makes the world of Kolgennon come to life. If I could ask for a couple of minutes more of your time once you finish this book to leave a star rating or review, I would be very grateful. 
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www.theworldofkolgennon.com 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


[image: A circular design with leaves

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]




[image: ]




Who is he?”

The king’s mother asked as thunder rattled the sky, and the sonorous rain threatened to smoother her voice.

“I do not know. A roaming rhapsode. He claims he has come from the far west with dire news of the king.”

A panicked look gripped her face.

“Dunsun, Lord of the Cosmos, sends us this storm and out of it a messenger appears. I do not like this omen. Where is Dotmazo?”

“He has not yet returned from Konudulo.”

The bronze doors to the great hall of Thelanutep creaked open. Inside the nobility of the Doldun had gathered as news had spread of the mysterious messenger from the west. They were last to arrive, taking their seats at the top of the dais just as the fire the central hearth was brought to life by servants pouring oil onto the logs and stoking the flames.

Opposite the great hearth fire stood a figure. Robed all in black and slightly hunched, his face obscured by the hood of his cloak. 

“We are all gathered now rhapsode, as you demanded. Tell us your tale of the king.” The shout went up from one of the men present.

The figure turned slowly to face them, though the flickering shadow thrown over him by the dancing flames kept his face shrouded.

“So, you have. Very well then, I will tell you the tale that the gods saw fit to reveal to me, though it is not one that you will revel in.” His voice cracked like thunder over the room. “For you see, the king, great Tekolger, whose conquests have ranged across the known world, has been taken by the gods to sit among them! Too great were his deeds to be left to mortals, the gods have taken him as one of their own!”

A shock rippled around the room.

“You lie!” It was the king’s mother who shouted. The figure faced her, and with a bow too smooth and elegant for one who appeared so crippled, he replied,

“I am afraid I do not. For I was there, I witnessed the aftermath, the gods sent me a vision and now those gods speak through me to tell you the tale.

I was but a humble man from the lands of the Zelkalkel, but a divine wind took me, drove me west to seek out the king. First, I sought him in Xortogun, but the club bearing priests chased me from that land. Then I travelled to Zowdel but was whipped by the wild branches of the dolthil trees until I was forced to flee. From there the hunting grounds of the endless steppe drew me, but the king had already left. The music of the Yeloi called me to the mountains of Kelandel, where I saw evidence of the king and his vast host, signs that gave me hope. To follow him, I was forced to wrestle my way through the gates of those mountain passes and cross the mighty rivers that feed the land of Zentheldel. And it was once I had waded through those raging torrents that I forgot all other worries, for in the land of the dying flame I found the camp of the king.”

“And what did you witness bard? Tell us all, do not play with our thoughts.” A voice echoed in the chamber.

The bard took in a deep breath and stepped forward, out of the immediate grip of the fire and into a small pool of moonlight that had found its way into the chamber through an uncovered skylight. The soft silver light of the white-armed goddess gave the rhapsode and otherworldly sheen as he raised his hands and began to speak in a loud, rumbling voice.

“I witnessed many things, but the words I tell you now are those that the goddess sends to me. As I sat on the bank of the Talwab river, its waters turned red by the great battle that was fought there, the goddess sent me a vision.” He stood and moved toward the centre of the room, to be bathed in the gentle light of the full moon. 
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Glory – the pursuit of glory drove far famed Tekolger, swift as an arrow, bold as a panther, and fierce as a hydra, to the edge of the world, to the land of the dying flame. The king’s desire to go beyond the limits of those which came before him and glimpse the encircling ocean pushed him onward to unite the fractured realms of men. It was a pursuit which cost the Doldun dear but brought with it countless riches and tales of great deeds which will echo down the ages. For it is clear that light bringing Tekolger was a man like no other. The son of Dunsun, king of gods and men, it is whispered, for who else but the son of a god could be capable of such things, the last of the heroes of the glorious past long prophesised to return.

The cities of the Xosu fell easily to his spear, the Zummosh of Zenidun and the people of Gulonbel followed soon after. Even the great valley of Xortogun, ruled over by the Rilrpitu horse lords, could not stand before him. Twelve years of conquest and the world now lay at thrice blessed Tekolger’s feet, all added to his glory. Even Zentheldel, far to the west, could not escape his ambition. But the judgement of impassive Yulthelon was soon to catch up with Tekolger. Even the son of the Lord of the Cosmos cannot outrun fate.

As I sat on the riverbank and revelled in my vision, the goddess showed me what had occurred in the days and weeks before my arrival. The army had camped in that same site for four days and nights. Strong willed Tekolger’s mighty host been poised on the banks of the Talwab river, deep in the territory of Zentheldel and the third of its five great rivers. Fifty thousand men sat idle and bored, waiting for their orders. On the far side was gathered the horde of richly crowned Herethalthawe, Great King of Zentheldel.

Upon hearing of Tekolger’s arrival on the plains of the twilight land, Herethalthawe had begun to gather a large and formidable host. Tekolger, never one to avoid a test, had marched to meet this challenge. But Herethalthawe had positioned his host to block any attempt to force a crossing of the river, and with the torrent swollen from the late summer rains, it had proved too much of a boundary, separating the army from the world which lay beyond. So, the armies sat in stalemate. An environment ripe for ill-discipline and strife to break out in a host so far from home. Only strong willed Tekolger stood between them and the anarchy an army can so easily descend into. 
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