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 JAX AND THE WIZARD OF
ZANDAR

 


Kingdom of Zandar

 


It was a nice, bright, sunny day in Zandar. It was
almost always bright and beautiful in the Kingdom. There were two
rainy seasons every year but it rained mostly at night.

Flowers of many kinds growing across the length and
breadth of the Kingdom were in full bloom. Patches of red, blue,
orange, yellow, purple, pink, crimson and other colors gave a
scenic beauty to the land.

The trees with their dark green leaves in the great
forest to the south and the many shades of green of the leaves of
other trees in other parts of the land, their boughs wafting in the
gentle breeze, enriched the color scheme. Meadows, pastures and
open lands were all covered with lush, green grass.

The wonderful climate and the abundance of trees,
plants and flowers, provided a haven for birds and animals. The
brightly colored flocks of birds that perched in the trees and
those gracefully flying through the air, added life to color. Their
coos, chirps, whistles and calls filled the air with charming
sounds amidst the eerie noises of insects and the animals in the
forest and on farms.

Three large rivers ran through the length of the
land, one in the east, one in the center and one in the west.
Creeks, lakes, streams and ponds were many. The abundance of water
made the land rich and fertile. Deep, underground reservoirs
provided a separate and additional source of drinking water through
springs and wells.

The rivers emptied into the great sea to the north.
The sea shore was covered with white sand and seashells. The shore
was a delight for the many children and adults who went there in
the afternoons. Turtles crawled along the shore on occasions and
all kinds of marine creatures floated on to the beach from time to
time.

An extremely wide and towering mountain, Mount Zand,
lay at the southern end of the vast country. From its top flowed
the water that filled the rivers, creeks, lakes, streams and ponds
but not the underground water. The source of the flows were huge
ice caps that wrapped around the entire top. The summit of Mount
Zand reached above the clouds. At the foot of the mountain was a
large forest.

There were many farms in Zandar and from them came
lots and lots of fruits and vegetables, grain, cattle and poultry,
some of which were sold to neighboring countries.

The rivers, creeks, lakes and the sea provided an
abundance of fish. Business in Zandar thrived and so too did the
people.

Houses in cities and towns were made of wood from
trees in the forests in the east, west and south or from stone from
Mount Zand. All of the roads in the cities and the towns were paved
with bricks.

The main city of Zandar was Jaspar. The majority of
the people lived in Jaspar or in the many small towns and villages
surrounding it. Jaspar was well laid out and houses were on
separate lots with abundant land space for flower beds and kitchen
gardens.

The people of Zandar were happy and enjoyed life
whether they lived in Jaspar, in other cities and towns and in the
many villages throughout the length and breadth of the Kingdom.

 


King Zaran of Zandar

 


Zandar was ruled by King Zaran. He was loved by his
people. He led the army to victory in several wars against invaders
and his National Guards kept order and peace, not that there was
much work for them. He was tall and brawny with deep-set blue eyes
and brown hair tinged with grey. He wore Royal Robes of purple and
a seven-pointed Crown made of gold, and inset with precious
stones.

The King was caring and fair. He cared very much for
his people as they cared for him. He was heard to say at times that
a good people deserve a good King and that the King should not
think just about himself and his family but about the people and
how to make their lives better. In order to make sure that the
peoples’ complaints and problems were dealt with, the King
appointed Danaks, one for each region of the Kingdom. In spite of
that and because he had a personal interest in the welfare of his
people, the King held court one morning every week to listen
himself to complaints from the people. His Danaks sat with him.
When he gave an order about a complaint, the Danak concerned had to
take action on it within a short time and report back that the
matter had been dealt with.

King Zaran also made sure that ordinary persons from
every city, town and village were invited to official functions and
ceremonies at the Palace. The people loved their King and the King
loved his people. People in Zandar greeted one another with the
words “Love and Joy” instead of good morning or good day.

On a journey to a neighboring country, the King was
introduced to Princess Joya. He stood in awe as he looked at her
face. By heavens, he said to himself, never in my life have I seen
such a beautiful maiden. He stared for a few seconds but managed to
raise his eyes to hers. His heart then began to beat rapidly as he
looked into two pools of blue that reminded him of the sky above.
She was saying something to him but he seemed to have lost his
presence of mind, hearing and voice for the moment. His hearing
came back first and he heard the words “I am Princess Joya.”

He stammered and said, “Oh beautiful Princess are
you human or are you an angel?”

The Princess laughed aloud and replied, “Alas oh
mighty King, I am a just a human being.”

“I am so sorry for my rudeness. Kings are normally
rude but I assure you that I am not,” the King replied.

“No need to be sorry. I enjoyed your remark. And to
prove that I am human, you may kiss my hand,” said the Princess
with a twinkle in her eyes and a smile on her face.

The King, in the full view of the assembly, knelt
and kissed her hand. At the Royal Banquet that night, the King sat
opposite to her and could not take his eyes off her. He noticed she
had honey-colored hair, a fine, beautiful face and bold, pouted
lips. Her smile was however enchanting and there was a warmth about
her that charmed him. When they danced, they held each other
tightly. During a walk in the garden, the King kissed her and
proposed to her. They were married a month later.

Queen Joya was also much beloved by the people of
Zandar.

The Royal couple had two children. The eldest was
Princess Andara who was nearing her sixteenth birthday. The
Princess was of medium height. She had light brown hair, violet
colored eyes and dimples on both cheeks when she smiled. She
inherited her mother’s beauty. Everyone said she was the most
beautiful damsel in the land. Princes came from far and wide just
to catch a glimpse of her. She was taught at the Palace and also
learned music and dancing. She knew how to ride, hunt and use a bow
and arrow. The people of Zandar adored her.

Prince Zaman was five years old and was his parent’s
pet now that his sister was no longer at an age to be cuddled and
tickled.

The Royal family lived in a Palace in the center of
Jaspar. The huge building was round in shape. It was built of blue
marble. It was not tall but was very wide. On its top were seven
spires on which were small crosses made of white marble. The many
rooms in the Palace included a Throne Room in which the King held
public meetings, a Private Room where he met daily with his Danaks
and a Banquet Hall where official functions were held. There were
of course a Royal Dining Room, bedrooms, kitchen and pantry. At the
rear of the Palace was the Royal Stables. A building to the west
housed the offices of the General of the Army, the Captain of the
Palace Guards and the Captain of the National Guards. A little
distance away was another building that housed the Palace servants.
The Palace, although built a long time ago, was kept in good
condition.

 


Jax of Zandar

 


The Head of Zandar’s army was General Janak. The
General had fought alongside the King whenever the Kingdom was
invaded and he was respected and admired by the Royal Family and
the people as a brave warrior. His wife was Xandra and they had one
child, a son, whom they named Jax.

Jax grew up under the caring eyes and dutiful
attention of both his father and mother. “We brought you into this
world,” they would tell him, “and we have a duty to make sure that
you are a credit to us, to your King and to your country.”

The General’s home was not far from the school that
young Jax attended. Xandra took him to school every school day and
brought him home until he was able to do it on his own. One day Jax
asked his father, “How come I am named Jax?”

The General replied, “I knew you would ask me that
question some time or the other. The simple answer is that it is a
combination of the first two letters of my name and the first
letter of your mother’s name. We love you so much that we wished to
share our names with you. The name also comes from that mighty and
famous Greek Warrior, Ajax.”

Janak spent time with his son every night telling
him stories of great deeds, duty, wisdom and honesty.

“We spend a lot of time with you to show you our
love but much more, to make you understand that there are two sides
to education, the one you learn at school and the one about life
and living which we as your parents must teach you at home as often
and as best as we can,” his father often told him.

Being a military man, the General wrote on paper a
number of do’s and don’ts which he read to Jax every night before
bed when he was small, but which he made Jax himself read as soon
as he was able to. The list read:

 


*be honest

*work hard at whatever you do

*help anyone in trouble, particularly any damsel in
distress

*be courteous

*do not boast or brag

*listen and learn

*insult no one

*be slow to anger but be brave and be wise

 


Eventually Jax learned the list by heart and it
remained with him for the rest of his life.

General Janak also taught his son about
self-defense, hand- to- hand fighting, the use of the sword and
shield, the knife, the spear, the bow and arrow and aspects of
general warfare. As he grew older, Jax became very competent in all
of them and bested his father from time to time.

At eighteen, Jax was over six feet tall. He was
handsome as well as strong and athletic. He had light-colored hair
that was trimmed and neat, steely blue eyes that added boldness to
his personality, wide shoulders and muscular arms and legs. He had
a strong jaw but always wore a winsome smile. He was admired by
many of his female classmates.

One day, his father talked to him about joining the
army.

“I would like you to become a soldier like me and
some day to become a general and command the army,” he said.

“I will think about it,” said Jax, “since I really
haven’t given much thought to what I would like to do and what I
would like to be.”

“A typical young man,” replied the General, “you are
so happy at home that the thought of being away from home has never
entered your mind. The reality is that no matter how much you love
us and your home, you must leave it some day in search of fame,
fortune and your own future. Youth is your armor and fame, fortune
and the future, the prizes you must search for and win. Knowledge
and wisdom are the twins of success.”

Tears came to his eyes as he spoke and tears also
clouded Jax’s eyes. Tearfully they hugged each other and both Janak
and Jax knew that the time had come for Jax to go into the world
and follow his destiny. Janak had done all that he could to train
Jax to be a success in the world and Jax had learned all that his
school and his father could teach him.

 


Princess Andara’s Birthday

 


“Hear Ye! Hear Ye! The Royal Princess Andara will
celebrate her sixteenth birthday on Saturday. All greetings, wishes
and gifts should be sent to her at the Royal Palace before noon
that day. A Royal Banquet will be held at the Palace that evening
to mark the special occasion. Invitees are required be be in
attendance by six o’clock in the evening.”

The King's Herald made the announcement, mounted on
a horse, in every city, town and village. The people cheered when
he had spoken.

During the week, Queen Joya worked with the Palace
staff in preparing for the Banquet. Tables and chairs, seating
arrangements, decorations, music and ushering, among other tasks,
had to be attended to. A major concern of the Queen was what to
prepare for dinner. It took two days for her and the kitchen staff
to come up with a menu. One of the meats to be served was roast
venison.

 


A Hunt Goes Wrong

 


Early Saturday morning, a group of Palace Guards
rode to the woods west of Jaspar to hunt for deer. It did not take
them too long to locate a herd drinking water at a stream. Using
their bows and arrows, the Guards soon brought down the number of
deer they were told to bring back. They placed and secured the
animals on the back of four donkeys and prepared to head back to
the Palace. Suddenly, a Guard shouted out “Look, I believe there is
some animal behind those bushes to our left. I saw the bushes move
just now.”

“Well, why tell us. If you see something do
something about it for it could be a ferocious animal that may
attack us,” his friends replied.

Needing no further advice, the Guard took his spear,
raised his arm, took aim and let fly into the bushes. A loud scream
came from behind the bushes. Aah, aah, aah, aah, aah, aah. It
almost sounded human. The Guards could have sworn they heard a
similar scream coming from the top of Mount Zand. An animal burst
through the bushes and fell dead. The spear had gone through its
body from side to side. A raven, screeching madly, immediately flew
from the same clump of bushes and soared towards the top of Mount
Zand.

The Guards jumped from their horses and ran to the
spot. They were shocked at what they saw. The dead animal was a
huge goat that was about twice the size of the normal goat. In fact
it was as large as a donkey. It was black all over, including its
horns. It had a long, black beard that was pointed at the end.. As
they looked closer, one shouted, “Rats and cats! It can’t be, it
just can’t be but its eyes are red and not black. And look, it is
staring at you,” he said to his friend who cast the spear.

Another Guard made the sign of the cross and said,
“Rattle my bones! Look my friends, look at what is seeping from the
body around the spear. Yellowish-red blood. How come its blood is
that color and not like other goats and animals. That goat may be
some kind of demon.”

He made the sign of the cross again. The others
followed suit. Fear clouded their thoughts.

“What shall we do with it?” asked one.

“We can’t take it to the Palace for the menu is for
venison. And besides, this creature may be a demon. I suggest that
we cut it up and bury it and say nothing about it,” said
another.

The Guards all agreed. They cut up the weird goat,
dug a large hole behind the bushes and buried the parts. They rode
back to the Palace happy that they had been able to get all the
venison needed for the Banquet in a very short time but fearful
over their encounter with the strange goat.

The ears of the Guards did not deceive them. There
was indeed a deadly scream from the top of Mount Zand at the same
time that the dying goat had screamed.

 


Wizard Malbeki and Pentrax

 


In a very large cave on top the mountain, a sinister
figure was sitting in a rocking chair and screaming, “Aaah, aaah,
aaah, aaah, aaah. The devil to pay. Aaah, aaah, aaah, aaah, aaah,
my agent is dead. My true and faithful agent goat is dead. I felt
it when something pierced his heart.” He fell from the rocking
chair to the ground and continued his screams. He stamped the
ground with the heels of his feet and rolled around. A bright flame
from the logs burning in the fireplace at one end of the cave cast
a bright light on his antics.

A huge creature seated near the fireplace and
gnawing on the fire- roasted leg of a large animal he had caught in
the woods on the mountain top not far from the cave, rose from a
stone bench next to a stone table and approached the figure rolling
on the ground. It was a giant about eight feet tall. He had long
arms and sturdy legs that looked like the trunks of trees. He wore
around one shoulder, over his chest and back and down to his knees,
the black pelt of a panther. Girded around his waist was a wide
buckle with pointed stones embedded in it. Attached to the buckle
was a scabbard at his side in which was a huge sword. He had five
heads on thick, powerful necks, rising from his wide shoulder and
torso. Each head had three eyes, one at each side and one in the
middle. Each head had a separate nose, mouth and two ears. His
fierce eyes had no brows nor lashes and were as black as a dark
night. Each nose was long and flat and his ears were large and flat
against his head. The lips were big. Matted red hair that did not
appear to grow at all, covered each head. In one hand, he carried a
long, wooden club covered with ivory spikes that looked like the
sharp teeth of the panther. He trod slowly and heavily to the
person on the ground, the wooden clods on his feet making a dull
thud on the ground with each step. He reached down and lifted the
man to his feet. The mouths on all five heads opened as he spoke
through all. “My..master..my master..I.. am..sad.. to see..you.
like.. this,” he said slowly through his five
mouths,”what..is..the..matter.” When he opened his mouth to speak,
only three sharp teeth were seen, in the front, on both jaws of
each head.

“My good and faithful servant Pentrax, thank you so
very much for your kindness. At times I don’t know whether you are
human or inhuman but you are a comfort to me here in my home though
I have you as a guard to protect and defend me from anyone who
comes to harm me,” said Malbeki, the wizard, “ and no one can harm
me here with you around.”

“But.. why..you..scream.. master?”

“I screamed, good giant Pentrax,” replied the
wizard, “because my agent, a special kind of goat, which roams the
forests and woods around the country and sends me news of what is
happening died just now.”

“How..did..you..know..that..master?” the giant
Pentrax asked.

“I know because I put some of my own blood into the
goat and I put a black magic spell on it so that we are in very
close touch. As something pierced its heart, I felt the pangs of
its death in my body and that is how I knew. When it has important
news for me, it sends the news through another faithful agent of
mine, a raven. I also cast a magic spell on the raven. It can
understand the language of Zandar and that of the goat and it
delivers the news to me here. I can understand the language of the
raven. We will soon see the raven and then we will know how my
agent, the goat, died.”

Malbeki had come to Zandar from another country
where the King had issued a law banning all evil wizards and
witches. He made his home on the top of Mount Zand because no one
could see him there, above the clouds, and report to King Zaran. He
also knew that if the King was aware that he was in Zandar, he
would be sent packing. That is why he used his agents to roam
around the land and provide him with information. While the goat
roamed the woods and forests, the raven visited the towns and
cities but spent much time each day near the windows of the Palace
listening to what was said and reporting it to Malbeki.

The wizard was a Grand Master in wizardry and black
magic.He was respected among his fellow wizards. He had a special
staff which he used in working his black magic and used strange
words and phrases in the ceremony. No one knew his age but he was
over a hundred-and-fifty years old. Wizards live very long. They
use the rays of the full moon on their naked bodies to give them
health, long life and mystic energy. In his cave were several very
large, black books which Malbeki read daily. He brought his
five-headed giant Pentrax with him from the country he had fled. He
himself had created the giant, working black magic, using an infant
he had found abandoned in the forest. A tiger had killed the
infant’s mother. The wizard gave the poor infant potions, herbs and
milk sap from a certain bark of a tree to drink and cast black
magic spells on him. The infant turned into a five-headed giant and
slave to protect and defend Malbeki. No ordinary sword, spear or
arrow could wound Pentrax. Malbeki felt secure with him around.

Malbeki stood six-feet tall. He was thin and boney
and wore a loose-fitting black robe to hide his thin body. He had
long, straight, black hair, streaked with grey, that grew to his
shoulders. Two thin, long ears, sharply pointed at both ends,
looked like a pair of antennas. The pupils of his two eyes were
black but his eyeballs were streaked with red lines. Black, bushy
eyebrows and thick eyelashes gave him a beastly look. A long, thin,
reedy nose, bent at the end, stood out on his face and his lips
were thin and cruel-looking. He had long arms and boney fingers
with fingernails that were curved. His evil face never smiled. On
his feet were a pair of black slippers that were pointed at the
toes and curved upwards. The mystic staff he held in his hand was
made of red wood and many strange signs, symbols and words were
etched on it.

The wizard resumed his seat in his rocking chair and
was whispering to the flame in the fireplace when his raven flew
into the cave. It was the same raven that the Guards saw dart from
the bushes where the goat was killed.

The raven sat on the wizard’s arm outstretched on
the chair and told him what happened in the woods and how the goat
was killed. Malbeki gritted his teeth and a wild look seized his
face as he heard the story. Anger filled his eyes. He shook off the
raven, rose from the chair and shouted, “Blast the King! Blast the
Queen! Blast Princess Andara! Woe be to the people of Zandar. I
shall be avenged. What right did they have to kill my goat for a
Banquet to celebrate the birthday of Andara. They are all guilty of
killing my agent. Had it not been for the Banquet arranged by the
King and Queen, for Princess Andara’s birthday and for the people
who will attend it, my faithful goat would have been alive. They
will pay! They will all pay for it. I will take revenge on the
Royal Family and people of Zandar. In the end they will beg me for
mercy but I will give none. Tonight when the moon comes up I will
work my black magic and I will make the Royal family, the people
and the country suffer. Now they will know about me. Now they will
know how great I am. Now I will show them who has more power than
the King. Woe be unto the people of Zandar.”

As he shouted and swore, he stamped his feet on the
ground and walked around in circles. Pentrax followed close behind
him, grunting loudly and stamping his feet also. The loud thudding
of his feet on the ground in the enclosed cave sounded like thunder
and the people living near the mountain looked up in wonder and
fear at the top of the mountain.

Malbeki grew tired after a while and took his seat.
He called the raven to him.

“A strange thing will begin to happen in Zandar in a
few days. The King will take action. I want to know what action he
will take. I want you to fly to the Palace and stay there until
they go to sleep. Then come and tell me everything. Whatever action
they take, I will do more against them. Maybe the time has come for
me to rule Zandar. We will see. I think I know what the King will
do. Once he does that, I have already planned what I will do that
would make me the King of Zandar. The price they will all pay for
what was done today is to make me King. So go, thou good and
faithful raven. Be my eyes and ears at the Palace. Ha! Ha! Ha! They
don't know who they are dealing with. They will soon find out and
woe befall them all.”

The raven bowed its head to the wizard and flew
away.

The wizard arose from his chair once more, picked up
a top hat with strange symbols on it, put it on his head and began
to chant and dance around the cave, holding his mystic staff
aloft.

 


“My agent is slain

But not in vain

And so I will sing

For I will be the King

Ho! Ho! Aar! Aar! Aar!

Listen all from near and far

As sure as grapes on a vine

The land of Zandar will be mine.

Ha! Ha! Ha! I now sing

In Zandar, I will be king.”

 


He danced in a circle with a wild look in his eyes
and called out to his faithful Pentrax to join him.

 


The Birthday Banquet

 


The birthday Banquet at the Royal Palace began at
6.00 p.m. All the guests were seated at their appointed tables.

King Zaran entered the Banquet Hall, with Queen Joya
at his side, to the blare of trumpets. Following immediately behind
him were Princess Andara and Prince Zaman, holding hands. They all
sat at the Royal Table, the Princess bowing to the guests as they
sat. The courtesy was acknowledged with a loud cheer.

Seated in the next row from the Royal Table were the
Danaks, their wives and their eldest children. Next to them were
Palace officials and their families. General Janak, Xandra and Jax
sat at a table with the Head of the National Guards, the Head of
the Palace Guards and their wives and children. Jax’s seat faced
the Royal Table and Princess Andara. The hundreds of other guests
sat at tables arranged in rows in the spacious Hall.

Glasses on the tables were filled with wine by the
Palace staff and then the Palace Herald tapped his staff three
times on the floor and announced, “Ladies and gentlemen, His
Majesty, The King.”

The guests clapped their hands as the King rose.

“My guests,” said the King, “I and my family are
delighted that you have joined us to observe and celebrate the
special birthday of my beautiful daughter Princess Andara. Today
she is sixteen, an age when the minds of damsels turn to fancy and
dreams. I must say however that in Andara’s case her thoughts are
always of Zandar and the people for she cares for the people and
hopes for a good life for all. On this special occasion, I would
like you all to rise and join me in a special toast to Princess
Andara.”

The guests rose, except for Princess Andara, raised
their wine glasses and repeated the King’s toast, “ To Princess
Andara, may she be blessed with long life, happiness, good health
and prosperity.”

When they resumed their seats, Princess Andara rose
and replied, “I thank you, Your Majesty, and honored guests, for
your wonderful toast. I would also like to thank all those in the
Kingdom who sent me greetings, wishes and gifts for my birthday.
You are all very kind and all very caring. I love you all. And now
please stand and join me in a toast. They all rose except for the
King and Queen.

“To King Zaran and Queen Joya, long may they live,”
toasted the Princess. The guests repeated the toast and emptied
their wine glasses.

As Princess Andara looked over her wine glass, her
eyes alighted on Jax, and she blushed as she looked into his eyes.
Their eyes met and Jax nearly dropped his glass. When they sat, Jax
could feel her glances at him and she also felt Jax’s glances at
her. Jax perspired freely.

During the dinner which was served immediately after
the toasting, Jax picked at his food. He was really looking forward
to enjoying the dinner but for some strange reason, he no longer
felt hungry.

The Queen saw that Princess Andara, sitting next to
her, was just picking at bits of her food.

“What’s the matter child,” she whispered, “come on,
eat up.”

“I am not really hungry," was the reply.

After dinner, the Palace Band entered and played
dance music.

The King asked his daughter for a dance and the two
opened the dance session. When they sat, other guests took the
floor.

Jax yearned to ask the Princess for a dance but he
was not sure whether the rules permitted him to, and besides he was
too shy to ask. The Princess kept glancing at him hoping that he
would ask her for a dance and she
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