[image: A book cover with fireworks

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]
BOOK ONE
 A PRINCE FOR THREE DAYS

A satiric story that focuses on Zalador, the King of his Pride, and his quest to secure a place on the Supreme Council. However, he must fulfil the requirements of a wish which is to grant an animal a new experience. 
Zalador finds Malcolm, a monkey school- teacher, who wants to spend a day as a human-people and is told that he will not remember the experience once he returns to the jungle.  

Malcolm is taken to the Kingdom of Ruain and is immediately viewed by the power-keepers as a contender to the throne. 
The initial visit is complete with schemes and collusions to assassinate the new arrival but Malcolm survives. He is given the Serpent Ring by the King, which he forgets to return and this requires the second visit to the Kingdom. Malcolm agrees to return on condition he can visit the Kingdom for the third time as a visitor. 
The second visit is consumed with challenges to win the hand of the Princess and win the Kingdom. The day ends and Malcolm escapes the marriage proposal. The third visit embroils Malcolm in the revolution in the Kingdom and the struggle for power and is killed in making an exit during the inauguration celebration of the new King.  
Malcolm’s death is Zalador’s failure to successfully conclude the wish. Zalador appeals to the Supreme Council  that it was not his fault that Malcolm was killed is rejected. 



Page 1
School

The teacher sat in a crouched position, reflecting on the past and contemplating the future. The past had been one long dream if he could envisage that far into the past, for each day eliminated the images of yesterday and only shards of his past days surfaced to startle his dreamy remembrances. Malcolm looked at the shapes of the trees and the branches around him—each with its own uniqueness of form in a struggle for space. He wondered if this was the prison of his existence for today and for tomorrow. He was tied to this root of existence, had created his own limits to his space and his freedom, but it was his choice. He could move to another space, but he would still be confined to the space even if the world were open to him.
 He wondered if his placement surrounded by trees and branches and leaves and undergrowth was his destiny or his choice. He knew it was not his choice, so it had to be destiny that trapped him in a set of circumstances and defined the circumference of his existence—the circumference of his freedom—and yet he had no idea what this freedom was or should be or how would he know that he was free. He was free to move and change his world. He was free to choose what to do but was also aware of what not to do. That was his code for living.
Malcolm looked at himself seated in a crouched position: confined in space and contemplating freedom and the movement to be free. He tried moving to another part of the jungle once—away from the troop into new forms and designs—and the same struggle emerged. The feeling of being trapped, the futility, the ennui.
The noise broke Malcolm’s reverie, and suddenly the world around him became a circus of noise and movement. The students began to gather, howling and shrieking, and Malcolm had to assume his position as the teacher at the Monkey School or—as he was commonly known—the Monkey School Teacher, which he felt was a derogatory title. He thought being referred to as ‘teacher’ was sufficient and provided him with the dignity and respect that was due to such a position.
The sequence was routing, and Malcolm arose from his crouched position and postured in the role of his title—teacher. The sitting and thinking had dried his mouth, and in a parched and broken voice, he addressed the restless students.
“Student monkeys, it is time to settle down. This is school time… you must pay attention. You must listen to me. I am the teacher. I want you to learn about being a monkey, and if you don’t listen and learn, you will never be a real monkey.”
But the message was drowned by the chatter of the monkeys as they jumped from one branch to another, pushing and pulling tails, shrieking and howling.
This was a Tree Top Monkey School, and Malcolm sat on a large prong on the tree with a short stick in his hand. The message was lost, so he waved the stick, trying to get the attention of the monkeys. He shouted. “It’s school time! It’s school time.” But the school of monkeys paid no heed to this messenger of knowledge. The young monkeys, fearful of the bigger and stronger family members, hung onto their positions and, mesmerized by the movement of the stick in Malcolm’s hand, swayed their heads following the direction of the stick. The rest of the student body was not ready to listen to monkey speeches, and the noise and the movement continued.
“Students, students… we have work to do. ” But no one paid heed to the industrious teacher.

www.friesenpress.com
2014
image1.jpeg
IMAGINATION DRIFT

A PRINCE FOR THREE DAYS





