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A Prank Gone Wrong

A Prank Gone Wrong
It was too quiet for the Prankster. All the houses 
were dark, leaving only the moon to light his 
way. He hummed a tuneful tune to keep himself 
company as his shoes clacked down the street. 

Quick as anything a stranger appeared from the 
shadows. His clothes were tatty and his face was 
covered in grime. 

‘Money or your life,’ muttered the thief.
The Prankster looked him up and down, raising 

his eyebrows as he noticed the thief wasn’t wearing 
any shoes.

‘I said money or your life.’
‘I would if I could, but I can’t,’ replied the Prankster 

with a grin.

The thief shifted nervously from foot to foot and 
drew out a small knife. Sweat glistened on his brow 
and the knife shook in his grip. ‘I need your money. 
And stop smiling at me.’

The Prankster rolled his fingers in the air and 
then opened his cloak. His fingers made their way 
towards his waist and moved as if to pull something 
from his belt. But the thief could not see anything 
there. 

‘This, my friend, is a sword,’ exclaimed the 
Prankster. ‘A very curious sword. It’s so thin it can 
cut whispers and it’s lighter than a feather.’

The thief looked confused. ‘You aren’t holding 
anything. Your hand is empty. Now hurry up and 
hand over the money.’

The Prankster’s smile widened. It was true; there 
appeared to be nothing there. At least to those 
without the eyes to see it. Carefully sliding the 
invisible sword back into his belt, he felt a little pity 
for the thief. ‘Ah, just because you can’t see it doesn’t 
mean it’s not there. After all, a tree falling in the 
woods still makes a sound, even if we aren’t there 
to hear it.’
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The thief boldly waved his knife and threatened 
again, an edge of desperation in his voice. 

The Prankster slowly scratched his chin. ‘Do be 
careful. You might actually hurt someone with that 
thing, and I am telling you now, that person won’t 
be me.’

The thief shifted again and glanced over his 
shoulder towards a dark alleyway as the Prankster 
continued to chat. ‘Now, where was I? Oh yes, 
a tree falling makes a sound,’ he mused, absently 
tapped his chin. ‘Doesn’t it? Or does it? What do 
you think?’

‘Look, I don’t know about trees and I don’t have 
time, either. Please just give me your money!’ 

The Prankster tilted 
his head and peered 
behind the thief. He 
wasn’t sure, but a hunch 
told him the shadow 
in the alleyway was 
another thief who was 
much nastier than the 

one in front of him.

‘I told you before, my good man – I would if I 
could, but I can’t.’ 

Out of nowhere, a dirty, hairy brute leapt forward 
from the alleyway. He pushed past the thief and 
lunged at the Prankster. Just in time, the Prankster 
swirled his colourful cloak and side-stepped, letting 
the brute fall on his face. Taking a moment to haul 
the dazed man to his feet, the Prankster whipped 
out his invisible sword and prodded the brute in the 
bottom. The thief ’s eyes grew wide when he saw the 
sword make a dent in the brute’s trousers. 

‘Enough of that, I think,’ the Prankster declared, 
as he swiftly turned on his heel and continued down 
the street.

Suddenly the thief shouted, ‘Look out!’ as the 
brute rushed the Prankster from behind. 

But just as quickly as before, the Prankster 
jumped aside, letting the brute crash head-first into 
a wall, knocking himself out. 

Taking a deep breath, the Prankster bowed. ‘My 
thanks.’ 

His shoes clacked as he walked on, but then 
he paused and looked back at the thief. ‘I say, 
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you strike me as a decent chap, down on his luck. 
Thieving doesn’t suit you. I have a different line of 
work available and I’ve come to the conclusion that 
you are just the ticket. Come along now. It’s dark and 
you never know who’s lurking around the corner.’ 
The Prankster winked. 

The thief looked on, openly confused. ‘The tree 
doesn’t make a sound because there is no one to hear 
it!’ he shouted after a moment. 

The Prankster paused again. ‘Good, good. I knew 
you had an answer somewhere in that head of yours.’ 

The thief ’s feet slapped the ground as he caught 
up. ‘Where are we going then?’ he puffed.

‘Ah, now that’s a different question altogether, and 
it might take more explanation than I can give at 
the present time. Needless to say, there is a spot of 
supper in the near future.’ 

And so off they went, with the retired thief asking 
questions and the Prankster answering each one 
with a question of his own. Soon they found an inn 
where they enjoyed a delicious dinner and went to 
bed, but not before the thief was made to have a bath.

The next morning, while munching an apple, the 

Prankster gave the thief a new pair of shoes and 
some fresh clothes to wear. They dined on a fine 
breakfast of bacon and eggs on toast before setting 
off on the road again. After walking and walking, 
the Prankster insisted on slowing down so he could 
have a smoke on his pipe. As billows of purple 
smoke filled the air, he listened to the story of the 
thief, who had been named Gerald after his great-
great-great-great-great-grandfather.

‘I was a royal guard,’ Gerald explained.
‘Really,’ replied the Prankster, his eyes twinkling 

in the hazy sunlight. ‘A guard, were you? Looking 
after the crown jewels, I bet.’

Gerald stopped in his tracks. ‘How did you 
know?’

‘I know a great many facts, my good man, and 
chief among those is that I am in need of lunch.’

‘Is food all you think about?’
‘In a word, yes. After all, without food, how can 

I be expected to think? And how can the world be 
expected to go on if I am not thinking for it?’ He 
smiled as he produced two ham sandwiches from 
his pack and gave one to Gerald.
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‘Enough about me,’ said Gerald. ‘What about 
you? And you still haven’t told me where we are 
going and what we are doing.’ 

‘Well,’ mumbled the Prankster, with a mouth 
full of sandwich. ‘To begin at the beginning I must 
answer at the end, and that is to say, we are here.’

‘Here?’ replied Gerald.
‘Here. You asked where we were going. We’ve 

arrived!’
Gerald looked around. They were standing in the 

middle of a dirt road surrounded by fields, with a 
large oak tree slightly further up.

‘As for your last question,’ continued the Prankster, 
‘it’s tied up with the first, so that’s where I will carry 
on. I am the Prankster. Paid for my skill, and loved 
for my art,’ he added, taking a bow. ‘You may have 
heard of me.’

Gerald stared blankly.
‘I see you have not. So I shall give a simple 

explanation and all shall become clear,’ the Prankster 
continued. ‘I am paid by people to do pranks. You 
know, replacing the butter with a bathroom soap, 
bursting a balloon filled with flour, and the like. 

There was once a particularly adventurous spider 
who taught a real corker of a prank with a web…’ 

But before he could finish, they saw a cloud of 
dust rising up in the distance. 

‘Anyway, the answer to your last question will 
have to wait. We’ve a job to do. Up that tree we go 
and not a moment to waste.’

Off he zipped with his cloak sailing behind him 
as Gerald jogged to catch up. They each grabbed 
branches and hoisted themselves up onto the 
thicker branches of the oak tree, then settled high 
up. The Prankster let out a big sigh and stuffed the 
rest of his sandwich into his mouth. 

Three horsemen came into sight, thundering 
closer and closer. 

Gerald shook the Prankster’s arm. ‘I recognise 
the clothing. They’re royal guards!’

The horsemen stopped underneath the tree 
where the hideaways were perched.

‘Here, eat this,’ said the Prankster, handing over a 
boiled sweet.

‘Why? Will it make me invisible?’ whispered 
Gerald.
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‘No, don’t be daft. It will stop you breathing like 
a snoring bear.’

‘Sorry,’ Gerald hissed.
The Prankster smiled and put a finger to his lips.
Meanwhile, the trio of guards had dismounted 

and gathered around a map that they’d drawn in 
the dirt.

‘If they’ve come this way, then the only way is 
along this road,’ said the biggest. 

‘I can’t see him,’ said the smallest, looking up at 
the road ahead. 

‘Might have cut across country,’ said the ugliest. 
‘I am perfectly sure I didn’t see him go left,’ 

interrupted the Prankster, as he plopped down in 
front of the trio.

The guards drew their swords and straightened 
their clothing. 

‘Not left, you say. What’s your name? Where did 
you come from? And how do you know who we’re 
looking for?’ said the ugly one. 

The Prankster looked all around and cleared 
his throat. ‘My name is Gerald,’ he announced, 
emphasising the name of his thief friend, ‘and I 

climbed down the tree.’ He motioned with his 
hands and feet, impersonating his friend.

‘You look like a dancing monkey to me,’ said the 
biggest one.

‘I said…’ The Prankster repeated the phrase, 
again emphasising the name Gerald and miming 
climbing down the tree.

Finally getting the hint, Gerald scrambled down 
the branches as quick as his arms and legs could 
carry him, trying desperately not to make any 
noise. The Prankster gave a loud cough as Gerald 
landed with a thud and crept into the grass beside 
the road and lay still.

‘Look, we don’t have time for your monkeying 
around. We are looking for the thief who took the 
crown jewels of the kingdom!’ shouted the ugly one. 

He paused a second, then looked around and up 
into the tree.

‘You!’ He pointed to the smallest guard. ‘Check 
up there. Let’s make sure this stranger isn’t up to 
anything strange.’ He chuckled at his own joke, but 
neither of the others dared.

The smallest guard did as he was told, but was 
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soon back again. ‘Nothing there.’
The Prankster took a deep breath and jutted 

out his chin. ‘You are indeed correct, my shorter 
friend,’ he replied, getting a huff of laughter from 
the biggest guard. ‘You’ll find that the three of you 
have been pranked by yours truly, the Prankster.’ 
He flourished his cloak for dramatic effect. ‘Your 
captain wasn’t impressed with your attitude on 
guard duty, and therefore here I am, taking you 
on a wild goose chase down the road. You’ve been 
pranked. There’s only me. Aside from my friend in 
the bushes over there.’

He produced a quill and paper out 
of nowhere. 
‘Please 
sign at the 
bottom to 
verify the 
prank,’ 
he said, 
thrusting it 
at the ugly 
guard. 

‘I’d prefer your name but if you can’t write, a cross 
will do. Many thanks and good returns.’

‘What if there is a man in the bushes?’ said the 
smallest guard.

‘Don’t be stupid,’ exclaimed the biggest one. ‘He 
is the Prankster. Of course he’d say that.’

The ugly one grabbed the paper and scribbled 
his name, then walked back to the horses with his 
companions and they rode off back the way they 
came. 

‘Ah ha. Two more silver coins to collect from 
my friend the captain,’ said the Prankster, rubbing 
his hands together. After neatly folding away 
the prank receipt, he strolled over to the bushes, 
offered a hand to Gerald, and they continued 
walking down the road towards the next town.

Some time later, Gerald plucked up the courage 
to talk.

‘It was me they were looking for,’ he confessed. 
‘And you knew, didn’t you?’

‘I might have,’ said the Prankster, rummaging 
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in his bag.
‘It’s how I ended up thieving. I had nowhere else 

to go.’ Gerald stopped and looked at the ground.
With a flourish, the prankster brought out 

Gerald’s ‘Wanted’ poster. ‘Not a bad likeness.’ 
‘But I didn’t do it! I didn’t steal the crown jewels. 

I was guarding them all right, but it wasn’t me. I 
got knocked on the head. Then when I woke 
up everyone was running around and shouting, 
“Thief! Thief!” So I ran.’

‘I know.’ A guilty look flitted across the Prankster’s 
face.

‘You know?’ Gerald questioned.
‘I mean, I knew you must be innocent. It’s written 

all over your face. You panicked. Understandable in 
the circumstances. I shall teach you not to panic, 
and more importantly, to think.’

Gerald felt his heart lift a little. ‘Thanks.’

Soon they reached the town and took a room at an 
inn. They sat in the corner of the common room 
playing a game of snakes and ladders in silence. 

The Prankster’s pipe smoke curled around the egg-
shaped counters, each one a bright colour: purple, 
orange or green. Both of them had nearly made it 
to square 100 only to slide down the longest snake. 
The stalemate made Gerald feel fidgety. Their 
supper sat in front of them, half-eaten. 

‘Eat up, Gerald. You can’t do anything on an 
empty stomach.’

Gerald sighed, and pushed the food around his 
plate. ‘I want to clear my name,’ he announced.

‘Yes, I was wondering when you’d come around 
to that.’

‘It’s not fair. I had a life before all this. I had 
dreams.’

‘Hmmm,’ said the Prankster, chuffing on his pipe. 
‘But did you pursue them, my good man, or were 
you living in a stupor?’

‘That’s not the point!’ Frustration reddened 
Gerald’s face.

The Prankster paused to sip some wine, his little 
finger extended. ‘What if I told you you can’t change 
the past, but I might be able to help you rewrite the 
future?’ His eyes twinkled as he put down the glass.
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Gerald nodded enthusiastically. ‘Yes! I’m in!’
‘Good. Now, take that bucket, fill it with water, 

leave the door ajar and place it on top. It’s time for 
your first prank. We’ve been paid in advance, and 
you’ve just eaten most of the reward.’ 

Gerald stood up, filled the bucket and placed it 
on top of the door, as directed. 

All the while, the Prankster sat smoking his pipe. 
‘Now, call the innkeeper,’ he commanded.

Gerald cleared his throat and did exactly as he 
was asked. 

Nothing happened. 
‘Hello?’ he said. 
Still nothing. 
He called out louder. Still nothing. 
‘EXCUSE ME, IS ANYONE THERE?’ he shouted. 
Suddenly, the wife of the innkeeper burst through 

the door and was instantly drenched in cold water. 
The Prankster leaped up and grabbed a cloth.
‘You foolish pranksters! It was my husband 

I wanted you to get. Now get out!’ she cried. 
She chased them both outside and threw their 
belongings after them. ‘And stay out!’ she screamed, 
before slamming the door.

The pair dusted themselves off, but as Gerald 
walked along, his shoulders drooped. 

‘Don’t fret, my dear fellow,’ said the Prankster. 
‘Learn from your experience. After all, there is 
no point in avoiding one mishap only to land in 
another one; you may as well land in both at the 
same time. It’s the shortest way to making sure you 
don’t repeat either of them.’ 

‘Have you ever made a mistake?’ Gerald asked.
The prankster scratched his chin and gazed into 



Twilight Tales

84 85

A Prank Gone Wrong

the distance. ‘Plenty. I would count them on my 
toes, but I would run out of toes. But whoever said 
you made a mistake back there?’

The Prankster stopped by an alleyway. And then 
the innkeeper appeared, smiled and dropped four 
silver coins into his outstretched hand. Gerald’s 
confusion soon turned to a chuckle and then 
a laugh as he realised what had happened. The 
Prankster had been paid by both the innkeeper and 
his wife to do pranks! He wondered what surprise 
the innkeeper might find on his return.

‘One rule is all I offer,’ said the Prankster, setting 
off down the street. ‘Never tell them what prank 
you will do! It ruins the art and the fun.’

Gerald fell in line and off they went on their 
merry way.

At first they travelled from town to town, with 
Gerald learning the tricks of the trade as the 
Prankster marched on, driven by something that 
Gerald’s questions couldn’t quite get to the bottom 
of. Along the way he discovered his favourite prank 

– putting salt in people’s tea – and began to feel  
better than he had done in a long time. Prank after 
prank, his confidence grew. And after each one, 
the Prankster produced his receipt and asked for a 
signature so that he could collect their payment. 

But Gerald’s thought from back in the inn still 
nagged at him in their quiet moments: I want to 
prove my innocence!

Then one day, as the sun was setting and they 
were both feeling very pleased with themselves, 
the Prankster made an announcement. ‘Right, my 
good and dear fellow. Time to stop!’

Gerald raised an eyebrow, confused.
‘You didn’t think all that pranking was for 

nothing, did you?’ demanded the Prankster. ‘You’ve 
been stepping the dance, testing the ropes, finding 
your voice.’ He finished with a flourish of his hand. 
‘And besides, we’ve arrived.’ 

Gerald frowned as he looked at the surrounding 
forest. It was dense and dark – the kind of place he 
was warned not to go because of grumpy trolls – 
and certainly didn’t look like any sort of destination. 
Unfazed by Gerald’s blank expression, the Prankster 
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continued. ‘We are going to find something that 
was stolen from me because I borrowed it from 
someone, who thought they’d loaned it to a friend.’ 
He paused and scratched his chin. ’Come to think 
of it, that’s not even the beginning. Nor the end, for 
that matter. But we can do what we agreed – we can 
clear the good name of Gerald!’

With that, the Prankster swiftly nodded and 
turned away from the path, not giving Gerald a 
chance to think. Creeping through the undergrowth, 
the Prankster led the way as the night creatures 
stirred around them. Step after careful step seemed 
to last an eternity, until the forest parted and they 
were faced with a high brick wall. Gerald watched 
as the Prankster scurried over to it. Seeing a flaming 
torch above, Gerald dashed after him and pressed 
his back against the cold stones.

‘Where are we?’ he whispered.
‘Questions later. For now, get the rope out of my 

bag,’ the Prankster ordered.
Gerald undid the strap and reached inside; but 

instead of touching the bottom, he waved his hand 
around in empty space.

‘Do hurry up. We have a deadline, you know,’ the 
Prankster grumbled.

Gerald reached further until his shoulder was in 
the bag as well. Then he stuck in his head.

‘There’s nothing here,’ his voice echoed.
‘Call for the rope then,’ the Prankster offered. ‘It 

should appear on a hook, left-hand side.’
Following the instructions, Gerald found a coil 

of rope hanging there, waiting. ‘Now what?’ he 
whispered. 

‘Throw it up, of course!’ muttered the Prankster.
‘But there are no cracks in the wall for it to catch 

on!’ replied a confused Gerald.
‘Then say “grip!”’ The Prankster shook his head. 

‘Goodness, what do they teach you at royal guard 
school these days?’

Gerald threw it, calling “Grip!” as he did so – and 
the rope hung there, straight as an arrow. He tugged 
it for good measure; it felt secure, so he pulled 
himself up, his arms straining under his weight.

‘Gerald,’ hissed the Prankster, climbing up the 
rope behind him. ‘You know those beans you ate 
last night? Don’t let them out just yet.’ 
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They both suppressed a chuckle and continued 
to climb. They reached some battlements and came 
face to face with an astonished-looking guard. The 
Prankster swiftly drew his invisible sword and 
clunked the poor man on the head. Wordlessly, 
the guard slid down against the wall, and Gerald 
and the Prankster continued along the battlement 
before turning up a passageway. 

Soon they reached a junction and turned left, then 
left again, always going up. Thinking ahead, Gerald 
desperately tried to keep track of the route for their 
escape. They tiptoed past guardrooms, creeping 
up stairs and peeking around corners. Finally, they 
found themselves in a chamber that made them  
both raise their eyebrows. In front of them were 
doors: an 
impossible 
number 
of doors, 
covering 
the walls, 
the ceiling 
and the 

floor. Round ones, square ones, blue ones, barred 
ones, all waiting to be opened.

‘A novel way to distract anyone trying to break in, 
don’t you think?’ the Prankster exclaimed.

Gerald scratched his head. We’ll be here all night 
if we have to try them all, he thought. 

The Prankster paced carefully, avoiding the doors 
in the floor in case they weren’t locked and might 
send them crashing down into the dungeon. Gerald 
looked around and quickly tried the handle of the 
polished metal door next to him. A hairy hand 
shot out from inside and tried to grab him, but he 
quickly jerked back and slammed the door shut. 

‘Not that one,’ he sighed. 
Next, he tried a little low down one with a brass 

knob. A small spider scurried through his legs. 
Gerald could have sworn it said thank you, but 
then shook his head. A talking spider? I must have 
imagined it!

The Prankster looked up from his deep thoughts 
and grunted. ‘I am at a loss,’ he concluded.

Gerald hopped across the room, dodging the 
same doors as the Prankster had in case they were 
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traps. ‘If I wanted to hide something, I’d want to 
distract everyone as much as possible,’ he said, 
approaching a wooden door, ‘by placing lots of stuff 
around something very ordinary.’ 

He pulled on the handle of a very plain-looking 
door. ‘There you go!’ he said, holding the door 
open. 

The Prankster beamed and patted Gerald on the 
shoulder, and they entered a room. There were open 
books everywhere and maps were scattered on a big 
wooden table. A large window let the moonlight in, 
and through it there was a view of the forest they 
had just come from. A painting of a man with dark 
hair hung on the far wall; dressed in armour, he 
looked handsome, but mean and selfish. 

The Prankster approached it. ‘What we are 
looking for is behind this,’ he said.

He slid the painting to the side to reveal a hole in 
the wall. A black velvet bag lay on its side, tied up 
with a knot. Next to it rested a small rectangular 
block. It seemed to reflect light like polished metal, 
yet it hardly weighed a thing in the Prankster’s palm. 
He examined it closer; the top seemed to have an 

impression meant for a thumb. When he touched 
it, a faint orange light pulsed from one corner of the 
block. He was intrigued by the curious contraption, 
but there was no time to lose; he pocketed it, 
promising himself he would look at it more closely 
later. 

Now, his fingers twitched as he reached for the 
real prize of the evening. The bag was heavy and its 
contents softly jangled. 

‘What are we taking?’
‘Nothing and something,’ started the Prankster, 

but Gerald interrupted. 
‘Oh, stop your twiddly words. What is it?’
‘Jewellery,’ the Prankster replied, flatly. ‘Special 

jewellery that must be returned.’
Gerald’s thoughts joined the dots, quick as 

lightning. ‘It’s the crown jewels, isn’t it?’ he shouted, 
jabbing his friend with his finger.

The Prankster shifted and looked at the ground. 
‘Well, it is definitely some…’

‘Now don’t start that again. Yes or no.’ 
‘Yes,’ the Prankster confirmed, meekly. 
Gerald’s face went pale. ‘It was you! You’re the 
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thief. You knew which door to take all along. You’re 
the reason I lost my job. My life.’ He shook his fist 
as the Prankster cowered in front of him.

‘No! I am not a thief, Gerald,’ the Prankster 
insisted. ‘I placed too much trust in a cruel man 
who was clearly out for himself.’ He turned towards 
the window. ‘Truth be told, I was pranking the 
King. It was going to be my crowning achievement 
– if you’ll forgive the pun.’ He turned and winked at 
Gerald. ‘I was going to hide the crown jewels under 
his bed at the request of the Queen, but they were 
stolen from me by the same man who knocked 
you on the head.’ Gerald watched as the Prankster 
shuffled something under his cloak. ‘I need you to 
help me now, and I promise it will help us both in 
the long run. Will you trust me one more time?’ 

Gerald sighed, and slowly nodded. 
‘You’ll have to pretend to be me. You’ll need to 

look the part, so here you go,’ said the Prankster, 
handing over his cloak. ‘And remember, don’t show 
your face.’

Gerald took the cloak and wrapped it around 
his shoulders, fastening the clip at the front. He 

looked up to see only an open window. He was 
alone. Pulling the hood of the cloak over his mop of 
hair, he couldn’t help but admire the workmanship 
of the fabric. Gold thread glistened against rich 
greens, reds and oranges. The inside was lined with 
something heavy. Chainmail? But who would need 
armour in a cloak? 

As he fiddled with some of the hidden pockets, 
he felt a rush of cold air sweep up his ankles. The 
door had been silently opened. He dared not turn 
in case he gave himself away. 

‘Show time,’ he whispered. Remaining still, he 
tried to hold the velvet bag close. The moonlight 
almost fixed his shadow to the spot.

‘I’m afraid there’ll be no show tonight,’ boomed a 
deep voice from across the room. ‘Now, be a good 
prankster and place the jewels where you found 
them.’

Gerald moved slowly towards the wall, careful to 
keep his back to the stranger.

‘Now, none of your tricks. I am well aware of 
what you can do,’ said the voice. ‘Show the contents 
to me first.’
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Sweat trickled down Gerald’s back. He untied the 
knot and flashed the jewels inside, dread filling his 
heart. If the jewels were still here, how would he 
clear his name? Surely this wasn’t what the Prankster 
had intended. His breathing quickened as he forced 
himself to calmly place the jewels back on the ledge 
behind the painting. 

‘Good. Now slink off to the hole you came from 
and don’t come back. Next time I see you, I’ll make 
sure you meet a slow and painful end.’

Gerald didn’t need any more reasons to leave, but 
he silently made a vow to come back and get those 
jewels. He whipped around, careful to hide his face, 
and made for the door. Sneaking a look at the thief, 
he saw a cruel smile twisting a bearded face. Then 
he felt a sharp kick from behind, pushing him on his 
way, as laughter echoed in his ears. 

Running back the way he came, Gerald crept past 
guards and finally made it outside. Walking as fast 
as he could without running, he strode through the 
forest. Then, all of a sudden, a wave of tiredness hit 
him. What should he do now? Wait, or keep on going? 
Where was the Prankster? He felt close to panic.

A shadow moved through the trees.
‘He’d never have believed it wasn’t me that stole 

the crown jewels, unless he caught me in the act,’ 
said the Prankster, swishing the bag of jewels in 
front of Gerald. 

‘You’ve got them!’ Relief washed over Gerald as 
he sagged against a tree. The Prankster must have 
switched them when he wasn’t looking. ‘But why 
did I have to do it? I got kicked! And I had to run 
for my life.’

‘You’ve got to start somewhere. All the rest of the 
pranks were training. This was the serious stuff. 
So there you go. I declare Gerald a fully-fledged 
prankster, ready to take on the challenges of further 
pranking. All you’ll need along the road is a dash 
more cheek, followed by a smattering of cunning 
and a large dollop of genuine fun.’ The Prankster 
winked. 

Gerald smiled, but still felt uneasy. ‘What if he 
checks the velvet bag?’

The Prankster got out his pipe and lit it, letting 
the blue smoke curl into the air.

‘He won’t. He’s too full of himself,’ he replied. 
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‘Right now he’ll be congratulating himself on 
scaring the wits out of me. He’s a nasty piece of 
work, that one. I found out it was him after a bit of 
investigation. Know your enemy, as they say.’

Gerald took a deep breath. ‘Time to get going 
then,’ he declared, putting one foot in front of the 
other. 

The Prankster followed with a slight smile 
tugging at his mouth. ‘Indeed Gerald, indeed.’

After a long, hard journey, tracing their steps back 
to where they had first met, the pair were tired out, 
so they decided to hire horses. And this was how 
they entered the King’s palace – on fine mounts 

with leather saddles, sitting with straight backs and 
raised chins.

‘I say, Sir Guard. We gentlemen request an 
audience with the King, if you’d be so kind,’ 
announced the Prankster. Then he gave a quick 
wink to Gerald and rummaged in his bag. ‘The 
King will also want to read this note.’

The bored guardsman looked at the pair and 
snatched the note. ‘Wait here,’ he grunted. Gerald 
breathed a sigh of relief that the guard hadn’t 
recognised him. 

Half an hour later, the pair were escorted to 
the throne room by ten guards. It was filled with 
lords and ladies, all watching as the companions 
approached the King. 

‘If it’s not the world-renowned Prankster,’ greeted 
the King. ‘Welcome.’

‘Your Majesty is too kind. If I may be so bold, here 
is my companion and loyal servant to the Crown, 
Gerald.’ 

Gerald swiftly bowed, hiding his red cheeks.
‘Your Majesty, my profound apologies to you and 

your family. I fear your loss of the crown jewels was 
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a prank gone wrong on my part. There are two 
innocent men before you who seek your justice.’ 

As the Prankster continued to explain their 
story, Gerald scanned the crowd of bystanders 
and couldn’t believe his eyes when he saw who was 
standing at the King’s right hand. It was the thief! 

The story finished, the King stood up and 
collected the crown jewels from the Prankster. 
‘Indeed, Prankster. I confirmed your story as soon 
as I read your note. You shall have your freedom 
and Gerald shall be reinstated. But I am still 
displeased, for who did the thieving?’

‘I am certain Your Majesty is well aware, after 
reading my note,’ replied the Prankster, careful not 
to look in the direction of the thief. 

However, Gerald couldn’t take his eyes off the 
man at the King’s side, who must be his adviser, 
and saw how he stiffened as the Prankster spoke. 
Suddenly and without warning, the King’s guard 
rushed forward – but it was too late. The advisor 
had drawn his sword and was advancing on the 
King. Everyone gasped. Without a second to lose, 
the Prankster reached into his bag and whipped 

out a juggling ball. He hurled it across the room, 
smacking the advisor right on the nose. Quickly 
the guards pinned his arms behind his back and 
escorted him out. The room fell silent.

‘Thank you.’ The King quickly took control 
again. ‘The Crown owes you a debt, Sir 
Prankster. Some of those jewels were a gift 
from a neighbouring kingdom, and I’m certain 
the thief aimed to profit from any discord. One 
last question before you go.’ He smiled. ‘Who 
commissioned the prank?’ 

And just like putting on an old coat, the 
Prankster settled into a comfortable position, 
foot out and arm raised. ‘Ah, Your Majesty, I am 
afraid a professional such as myself could never 
say it was the Queen!’ he grinned, with a gleam 
in his eye.

The King laughed and laughed, and then 
everyone else laughed, too, then the pair finally 
bowed and took their leave. 

Outside in the warm air the birds were chirping 
and for the first time in a while, everything was 
right with the world. 
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Taking a deep breath of freedom, the Prankster 
turned to his friend. ‘Are you coming with me, 
Gerald?’

‘Coming with you?’ he replied. ‘No. You nearly 
got me killed twice. And it was all your fault in the 
first place.’

The Prankster’s shoulders drooped. ‘Oh. Well, 
I understand. Good fortune then… to you… and 
your family.’

Then Gerald caught his arm. ‘Ha. Pranked you! 
Did you really believe I wouldn’t come along?’ 

‘Would you like the long answer or the short 
answer?’ asked the Prankster.

‘Short,’ replied Gerald with a grin.
The Prankster looked slightly disappointed. ‘Well 

done. You got me.’
And the two friends went off, on their new mission 

to prank where pranks had never been heard of, 
and to find something that everyone seeks, but few 
find – a life filled with the simple pleasures. 

Junk Town

‘Come on, hand him over,’ Errol’s father ordered 
patiently.

Errol glanced up at his parents’ stern faces. Each 
wore clothes that matched the curtains and carpet, 
colour-coordinated and neat. 

‘Do what your father says, Errol. I know it can 
be hard. How about playing with your soldiers 
instead?’ added his mother.

The chest at the end of Errol’s bed overflowed with 
toys, but none of them were Swift. In the draughty 
mansion Errol called home, Swift – a wooden horse 
given to him on his birthday – was his only friend. 
The horse’s mane was threadbare, he was missing 
his saddle, his paint was chipped and now his leg 
was broken; the wood felt jagged in Errol’s palm. 

Andrew Godfrey
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