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“After crossing
the river of lava on 
a bridge made of 
spider silk . . .

“. . . and battling the hordes of 
sentient dandeleopards who guard 
the entrance to the Old Wood . . .

. . . the party will enter a 
clearing and discover the 

mystical tree stump, carved 
with mysterious runes.”

“After crossing
the river of lava on 
a bridge made of 
spider silk . . .
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At that point, they’ll be 
greeted by an NPC—that’s a 

non-player character in this game, 

Trent. Sort of like a non-playable 

character in a video game. Anyway, this NPC 
will then lead them to 
the puzzle dungeon. Îf 
they solve his riddle, 

of course.

That’s what 
I’ve got so far.

But I 
don’t know . . . 
Does it sound 
any good?

Good, Tyler?

This is shaping up to 
be the most excellent 
campaign ever forged!

In fact, Î’d be honored if 
you let me sketch the new 
characters and monsters.

Thanks! 
That would 
be perfect.

Would you mind looking over 
the descriptions, too? Everyone in 
the RPG club loved the backstory 
you wrote for your character.

Î think my 
writing could 
use some of 
that special 
Sawyer spice.

You’ve got 
it, dude!
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To be honest, Î’m kinda 
nervous about running the 

club’s next campaign. Î’ve been feeling more 
confident in my skills as 
a player recently—

—but being a game 
master feels like a brand-
new challenge, especially 
with a custom campaign.

What if Î’m 
bad at explaining 
things? Or Î mess 
up and forget an 
important story 

detail?

What if Î’m so 
awful that everyone 
votes to kick me out 
of RPG club? Do you 
think chess club would 

let me join them?

Tyler, Î promise you: 
you’re gonna do great. 

Your campaign is extremely 
cool, and you’re already 
doing a killer job of 
explaining it to us.

It’s true. Î don’t know anything 

about tabletop role-playing games, 

but Î’ve been able to follow along 

with everything you’ve said. Î was 

visualizing the whole thing!

We could even do a practice 
run, if you think that might help. 
Personally, Î’d like to learn more 

about this mystical stump.

And if you can lead 
me through the dungeon, 
the kids in the club will 

have no problem.

Thanks, 
Trent. Î’d 
love that.

Plus, we still have a little ways 
to go on our current quest. 
That’s plenty of time to finish 

fleshing out the story and get some 
GM practice in. You can do this.

Î appreciate 
the pep talk, 

guys.

Want to pump me 
up about my language 

arts essay next?

An alarm in the afternoon? 
Joke’s on you, phone— 

Î’m already awake.
Oh yeah!
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Oh no. How long 
do we have?

15 
minutes.

Wait, what’s 
happening?

Trixie Sampson, 
the pro skateboarder, 
has a new video series 

premiering.

And it’s gonna 
be awesome!

Wanna come watch 
it with us?

No thanks. Î think 
Î should probably 
keep chipping 
away at this.

All good. We’ll 
give you the full 

recap later.

Peace! Later, Tyler.

See you 
tomorrow!
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Hey, Trixsters! 
Î’m so excited 
to be coming 

to you live with 
the epic first 
installment of 
my new web 
series . . . 

My crew and 
Î love goofing 
around and 

playing pranks 
on each other, 
and I’ve decided 

to crank it 
up a notch by 
planning some 
real gnarly 

ones.

And we’re 
capturing it all 
on vide— Oh!

He’s here.

Everyone 
hide!

Sup, Paul.

Hey, Trix. 
What’s good?

Oh, you know, 
just killing 
time before 

the shoot. Î was 
going to order 
a slush from 
Burgertopia—
want one?

Sure—thanks!

Cool. 
Order’s in.

While we’re waiting, 
you’ve got to test out 
this new gaming chair 

that Groovy Gear 
sent us.

What’s with 
all the wires?

It’s loaded up with speakers 
and rumble packs to make you 

feel like you’re actually in the game. 
This is just a prototype, so Î’m sure 

everything will be streamlined 
before it goes to market.
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Hey, this is super 
comfy. A guy could 

get used to—

—this?

And I call that prank 
“Disco Paul”!

Don’t try this 
one at home.

Î have a bunch 
more pranks planned— 
but Î want to see what 
you can do. If any of you 
Trixsters out there want 
to share your dirty work, 
you can download my new 
app and upload footage 
of your best pranks.

Obviously Î don’t expect you 
to compete with me, since Î have 
a crew helping to keep my pranks 
awesome and safe. But if you can 
film a standout trick, you might 

just win yourself a treat.

You could be 
featured on the show, 

land some sweet prizes from 
my sponsors, or even win the 
grand prize: an all-expenses-
paid trip to hang out with me 
and the crew at Half-Pipe-

Palooza this summer!

So what are you 
waiting for?

PARENT PERMISSION REQUIRED TO 
ENTER. SEE LINK IN THE DESCRIPTION.
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Trixie Sampson.

You make 
the butterflies in 
my stomach do 

kickflips.

Did you hear 
what she said?

We have a 
chance to chill 
with her, Paul, 

and the gang this 
summer at Half-
Pipe-Palooza!

We have got 
to win this 
contest.

No argument from me. 
Î’ve been daydreaming about 

the Palooza all year.

And probably 
no arguments 
from our ’rents 
either, if Trixie 

is footing 
the bill.

That settles it. 
We’re winning 
this thing.

Great plan.

But, uh . . . how are 
we gonna do that?

What do you mean “how”? By giving 
our soon-to-be-adoring public the 

Raddest Prank of All Time!

Yeah, but what does 
that look like?

We probably 
need to 

brainstorm 
a plan if 

we want to 
be in the 
running.

Brainstorming 
sounds suspiciously 

like work, so 
that’s a no.

But 
don’t worry. 
Cooking up 
something 
special on 
the spot 
won’t be 
a problem 
for moi.

Î’m a natural 
at crafting 
cutting-edge 

pranks.

Î’ve just 
been holding 

back all 
my life.
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Uh-huh. Right. So, that time you 
squirted shaving cream onto your 
stepdad’s palms after he fell asleep 
on the couch . . . that was you 

being “cutting-edge”?
That was kid stuff.
My technique has 
evolved since then.

And Trixie’s
a visionary.

To impress her,
we need to pull
a prank that
tickles the 

funny bone . . .

. . . and the 
brain bone.

Just wait until
school tomorrow.

Î’m going to gather
a bunch of supplies 

and then let 
inspiration follow. 
You’ll see what
Î’m capable of.

School.

That reminds me,
Î have a lab report 
to finish. Î guess Î’d 
better head home.

See you in 
the morning.

Later!

And make sure to
catch ample z’s tonight. 
We’ve got a busy day 

ahead of us.

MONDAY

Sure you 
packed enough? Hey, I don’t know what 

opportunities are going
to present themselves.

I need to be 
ready for any 

idea my prankish 
muse throws

at me.
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Î’m guessing 
Trixie Sampson is 
your muse in this 

scenario?

Î can feel 
her watching 

over us today—
can’t you?

We’ll do 
you proud, 

Trix.

Okay, so what am Î 
supposed to do while 
you’re off pranking?

You have the 
very important 

job of sitting back 
and watching the 
master at work.

And, more 
importantly, 

recording it all 
on my phone.

Oooh, my own phone for 
the day! Remind me how to 
start a video, again . . . 

Is it this button?

Uh, nope. 
You’re calling 

my mom.

Maybe we should do 
a quick tech tutorial before 

we get to school.

We can 
stop back for 
more supplies 
later in the 
day if we 
need them.

But for 
now . . . 

. . . let 
the Prankening 

begin.

Hey, Hugh. 
How about this 
weather we’ve 
been having?
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Feels a 
little—

Thanks?
My mom keeps telling 
me Î should moisturize. 
Î guess that counts.

Was that 
even a prank?

Î’m just 
warming up. 

Keep that camera 
app open.

Î call 
that one . . . 
“Number Goo 

Pencil”!

Gross, Sawyer. 
You’re trading pencils 

with me!
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Oof, it’s stuffy 
in here.

Say, Ivan, would 
you mind turning 

on the fan?

Sure thing.

Looks like Ivan 
got caught in the . . . 

“Jet Streamers”!

Hey, girls. Can Î 
interest you in some of 
my chocolate-covered 

pretzels?

Wow!

Totally! 
Thanks, Sawyer!
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These aren’t pretzel 
sticks! They’re—

Or as Î call it: 
“Surprise-agus”!

Who does something 
like that?

Sawyer.

“Quack and 
Field”!
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Phan— —you put that phone away 
before Î take it away.

Eep! 
Yes, 

Coach!

And, Moore, 
Î want to 
see you in 

my office . . . 

. . . after you lead 
these ducks back to 

their pond.

How’d that go?

Î don’t have detention, but Î 
was given a very stern warning.

Î think we need to 
practice our craft a little 
more carefully around 

authority figures.

Y’know, Î always thought 
it was okay to fowl out 

in gym class.

True, but you’re 
forgetting Coach’s 

other rule:

“No harm, 
no fowl.”
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Î guess 
that’s it for 
the day.

Not yet. Î’ve got one 
more to try out.

Get the 
phone ready!

Chanda! Beth! 
Î love your outfits.

Uh, 
thanks?

Mr. Same Hoodie Every Day 
has a fashion opinion?

What gives? Is it 
Opposite Day already?

Nah, you both just 
look so cool.

Hey, you really ought 
to check yourselves 
out in this mirror!

Did you . . . tape a 
photo of the school into 

the mirror frame?

Nope!

Just a 
totally 
regular 
mirror!

The picture is 
peeling off, Sawyer.

You were supposed to think 
you didn’t have reflections. 

Like vampires.
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Why would we 
think that?

We’re standing 
in the sun.

Also, we’re 
not vampires.

Well, I know that, 
but it’s . . . you know 

. . . the joke?

Ooooooookay, 
bye-bye, 

Count Weirdo.

Now that’s 
what I call a . . .  

“Fashion Faux Blah”!

That was 
a stretch.

We’ll fix it 
in editing.

Guys, hey!

Want to come over 
and help me troubleshoot 

my campaign?

Î made some serious 
progress last night, and Î 
think the story’s starting 
to get good, but Î’d like a 
second and third opinion.

Sorry, Tyler. 
We can’t today. 

There’s some super 
important Trixie 
Sampson business 
to attend to.

Oh, 
okay . . .

That 
sounds 

awesome, 
though!

Yeah—let’s meet up real soon 
and run through it! You can 
work on it more and make it 

even better before then.
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Okay, what am 
Î looking at here?

Î think that’s . . . yeah, that’s 
the back of your head.

Really? Huh.

Maybe my mom’s right. 
Î do need a haircut.

But—ugh! 
This footage 
is awful! You 
can barely see 
the pranks or 

reactions.

Sorry. Î couldn’t have the 
phone out in the open without 

looking suspicious.

You missed 
comedy gold.

Did Î, 
though?

No, 
not really.

None of the pranks 
landed the way Î thought 

they would.

Î’d say the reactions 
you got ranged from 
“slightly confused” to 

“mildly annoyed.”

We’re not talking 
Trixie-level hilarity.

Î’m sorry 
Î failed you, 

Trix.

But what about “Surprise-agus”? 
Ava, Franny, and Emilie definitely 
didn’t expect that shock-olate-

coated surprise.

Where’s the video? Î want 
to see the looks on their faces. 
There might be something there 

we can work with.
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Î deleted it.

You 
what?!

Ava asked me to, and Î don’t 
want to find out what it feels 
like to be on her bad side.

Î value 
my friendship 
with Ava. Also, 
Î value my 

life.

Î hate to admit 
it, but . . . 

. . . maybe 
you were on 

to something with 
your whole “come 
up with a plan 
first” thing.

Am Î spontaneously funny and creative? 
You bet Î am. But Î’m realizing that’s 

tough to catch on camera.

Some things you just 
have to be there for.

Uh-huh. Like a 
Bigfoot sighting.

If Trixie meticulously 
plans out all her big internet 
pranks in order to get the 
biggest reactions and best 
footage, then Î guess we 

probably should too.

Î was hoping 
you’d say that.
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Whoa. Is this what
the inside of 
your brain 
looks like?

Nah. My brain is 
mostly full of skate 
videos and cartoons.

This is what 
happened last night 
after Î finished my 
lab report sooner 
than expected.

It looks . . . 
elaborate.

Want me
to walk you 
through it?

Yes, please.

Step 1:
Distract and Plant.

Once we choose
the target of our prank,
Î get their attention at 
their locker while you 
slip the mystery item
into their backpack.

Step 2: Wait.

We wait. All day if we
have to. Sooner or later, 

the target will accidentally 
activate the mystery item.
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Step 3: 
GROWL!

Our ingenious 
prank goes off 
without a hitch 
while we watch 
and film from a 

distance.

Presto. 
Bingo. Sweet 
success.

Î’m intrigued.

But what’s 
the mystery 

item we put in 
the backpack?

Meet Ghastly Growly, 
one of my favorite 

childhood toys.
Hi, Growly. You 
sure are ghastly. 

And loud.

Uh-huh. He used to 
say three phrases, but 

the batteries went weird 
and now he just growls 
real loud. And, best of 

all, he’s activated 
by impact.

That means we can 
sneak Growly into somebody’s 

backpack undetected, if 
we’re careful.

And as soon as that person 
drops or puts something on 

top of him . . .

. . . Growly 
growls.

Yup. And because we 
don’t have to trigger Growly 
ourselves, we can hide and 
record the whole prank 
from a safe distance.

You’re a 
genius.

Î try.
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Heh heh heh.

Now we’ve just 
gotta figure out who 

our target is.

That is the 
question.

It’s gotta be 
someone we haven’t 

tricked yet.

And it has to be 
someone who’s gonna 
give us a big reaction.

The bigger 
the better.

Are you thinking 
who Î’m thinking?

Î think 
Î’m thinking 
who you’re 
thinking.

Natasha.
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She’s the 
perfect target.

We don’t know 
anyone more dramatic 

than Nat.

And she’d never 
suspect it.

She probably 
thinks she’s too cool 

to be pranked.

Y’know 
. . . if we 
pull this 
off . . . 

. . . Î see 
Half-Pipe-
Palooza in 
our future.

You don’t think Nat 
would be upset if we 
pranked her, right?

Î mean, she does have 
her cool-as-a-cucumber 
reputation to protect.

Nah. 
No way 
she’d get 

mad.

Nat’s a prankster 
herself.

Remember 
last Halloween 
when she tried 
to egg Olive’s 

house?

That was 
hardly a 

prank. It was 
a targeted 
attack that 

made everyone 
mad at Nat 
for, like, a 

week!

Well, sure. But if Nat 
can dish it out, then she 
must be able to take it.

Okay . . . 
Î can see the 
logic there.

And our prank doesn’t 
even involve anything as 
annoying as cleaning 

up egg goo!

4140



TUESDAY

The coast 
is clear.

Let’s prank 
it up.

Mornin’, 
Nat.

Hey, Trent. 
What’s up?

Oh, you know, just dreading 
that quiz on state capitals in 

history class today. Ugh.

Are 
you ready 
for it?
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Quiz? 
What quiz? Yeah, 

Mrs. G told 
us about it 
yesterday.

That doesn’t make any 
sense. Î don’t remember 
her saying anything.

And we 
haven’t even 
been studying 
state capitals!

Huh. 
That’s weird.

Maybe 
Î only 
dreamed 
that she 
told us 
about a 
quiz.

Come to think of it, 
Mrs. G was wearing 
a top hat and a 
three-piece suit 

when she made the 
announcement.

Definitely 
a dream.

Oh well, that’s what 
Î get for eating ice 
cream before bed!

Sorry for 
the scare!
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What’s so 
funny? Did 
you coat 
someone’s 

french fries 
in slime this 

time?

We would never 
stoop so low as to 
repeat ourselves.

Hey, 
guys. Can 
Î show you 
something?

Hey, Tyler.

Yeah—
give us a 
second.
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Whatcha up 
to, Tyler?

Hi, Olive. 
Not much.

I wanted to 
show Sawyer 
and Trent 

some monster 
descriptions 
I’ve been 

working on 
for my RPG 
campaign, 
but they 
seem, uh 

  . . . busy.
They’re just in 

prank mode. Don’t 
take it personally.

A UFO could have landed 
in the lunchroom and they 
wouldn’t have noticed.

Pranks? Huh. 
Î didn’t know 

that’s what they 
were up to.

Count yourself 
lucky. You might 
be the only friend 
of theirs who hasn’t 
been slimed, spritzed, 

or startled yet.

THE END OF THE DAY

It’s showtime.

Okay, for real, 
what are you 
guys up to? At 
least warn me 
if I’m in the 
splash zone.

Shhhhh.

We’ve been 
waiting for 
this moment 

all day.

What 
moment?
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Just 
watch . . .

Î swear, if Coach pulls 
me aside and gives me 
another lecture . . .

. . . I’m 
gonna—
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Are you okay?

Î am, but 
my shirt isn’t.

What was that?

Î think we have 
your culprit.

What? That 
thing’s not mine.

How did it get 
in my backpack?

And we 
call that prank 
“Watch Your 
Backpack”!

Remember, kids: 
Don’t keep your monsters 
trapped in your locker all 

day. They can get a 
little grumpy.
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What 
happened 
here? Î heard a 

commotion from 
down the hall.

Mr. Moss!

Well, 
see, what 
happened 
was—

Nothing. 
Nothing happened.

Î tripped 
and spilled 
my juice 
all over 
myself. It 
was my 
mistake.

Are you hurt? 
Do you need to go 
see the nurse?

Î’ll get 
some paper 
towels and 
clean it up.

No, Î’m fine. 
Just a little damp.

Hmm . . .

All right. Make sure 
you clean up the mess 

immediately before 
anyone slips.

And no more open containers 
at school, Miss Fitzpatrick. Find 
a lid. We don’t want a repeat 

of this little accident.
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Delete it.

Hey, wait a minute, 
let’s not act rashly here . . . 

Delete the video.

Ava, 
it’s okay.

They can 
keep it.

We can?

Sure. Î bet it’s 
pretty funny.

By any chance . . . 
is it for Trixie Sampson’s 

new contest?

Yeah. 
How did you 
know that?

Î love Trixie. Î watch 
all of her videos.

In fact, 
Î was 
thinking 

of entering 
her contest 
myself . . .

. . . and now 
Î know who my 
competition is.
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Should we clean 
up the spill?

Not our mess, 
Franny.

C’mon, Olive. 
We don’t want to 
miss the buses.

You are so 
in for it.
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Pause there.

Now zoom 
in . . . 

Right there. 
That look.

She’s giving us her 
“Glare of Doom.”

Î don’t 
know . . .

She kind of always 
looks like that.

We’re so 
in for it.
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WEDNESDAY

Î’m not ready
for another day 

of school. My body 
can’t take any 
more learning
this week.

 Mine 
neither. And 
it doesn’t 
help that 
Î slept so 
poorly last 

night.

You too? Î had a
nightmare about getting
my head stuck inside a 
wasp’s nest. As hard as Î
tried, Î couldn’t talk them 

out of stinging me.

Weird. Î had 
a nightmare 

about being on 
a camping trip 
and accidentally 
poking a bear . . . 

. . . and then 
the bear put 

its paw into one 
of those giant 
foam fingers 

that fans wear 
at sports games 
before poking 
me back, like, a 
million times.

You don’t think 
our dreams mean

anything . . . right?

Nah. The only
thing they tell us is 
that we have very 
active and creative 
imaginations . . .

. . . and that we 
shouldn’t take any 
hikes in the woods.

Maybe we ought
to tell Nat we’re 
sorry anyway,
just in case.

Good 
call.

Î’ll just turn on my 
patented Sawyer charm, 
and all will be forgiven.

Bygones be bygones! Yesterday’s 
pranks be yesterday’s pranks!
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Hey, Nat.

You look nice 
today. Is that 
a new jacket? 

Very hip.

Thanks.

Now, how 
can Î help 

you?

Oh, we just wanted to 
make sure we’re cool 

after yesterday.

We know you 
probably weren’t 

expecting to be the 
target of a massive 
and very successful 
prank by two modern 

masters of the 
art form . . .

. . . but what’s a 
little prank between 

friends, right?

And, rest assured, 
the video footage was so 
worth it. You should see 

the face you made. I can play it for 
you, if you want.

What Sawyer means to 
say is . . . we’re sorry.

Even if the whole point of a prank 
is to catch someone off guard and 
get a big reaction, we didn’t mean 
to scare you so badly that you fell 
and spilled your drink on yourself.

That was 
our bad.

Do you think 
you can find 
it in your 
heart to 
forgi—

6564



Listen. The shirt 
you ruined was an 
old one anyway.

Don’t worry about it. 
I understand how pranking 
works. I couldn’t get mad 

about that.

We’re cool.

So . . . are you ready for 
the quiz on state capitals 

today, Trent?

Just kidding.

Like you said, 
what’s a little prank 
between friends?

Catch you 
later . . . 

That was easy!

Î’m not so 
sure . . . 

She had 
this . . . 
look in 
her eyes.

A look?

Yeah, like maybe 
she was planning 

something.

She did say she 
was thinking about 
entering Trixie’s 

contest . . . 

Okay, but so what? 
You think she’s going to 
prank us? The masters?

Get real. We’d see 
anything she tried to pull 
on us coming from, like, 

a mile away.

6766



SFX: FWOOOOF

Yeah. We sure 
saw that coming.

What is going 
on out he—

Boys.

Mrs. G! We 
can explain—

Save it. 
I’m not 

interested.

Just get these 
balloons cleaned up before 

first period begins.
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Î call that 
one “Pop Go the 

Weasels.”

Why do we have to do this?! 
We had to clean up the mess 
from our prank, so she should 
have to clean up the mess 

from hers. Fair’s fair.

Î think making 
us clean up is part 

of her prank.

That must violate the 
Prankster’s Code of Ethics.

Î’m going to say it doesn’t . . . 
because that’s not something that 

exists and you made it up 
just now. Well, it 

should!

We can’t let her get 
away with this.

She already 
did.

And it’s not like 
we didn’t prank 

her first.

This makes 
us even.

Î don’t 
like it.

Too bad. 
It’s settled.

We don’t need 
a prank war on 

our hands.
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Did you 
. . . ?

No.

Now, now. 
Quiet down, 
everyone. This 
is nothing to 
laugh at.

Passing gas 
is a natural 
part of life.
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Trent . . .

Would you 
please say 

excuse me so 
that we can 
move on with 
our lesson?

Just because 
breaking wind 
is natural 

doesn’t mean 
it isn’t polite 
to excuse 
yourself 
after.

Excuse me.

Thank you. That wasn’t so hard, was it? 
We could all learn a thing or two from 

Trent’s good manners, class.

Now, to begin our lesson, 
why don’t you all take out 

your notebooks.
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AFTER SCHOOL

Hello,
my dudes.

Hey, Cam.

Why are you 
running? Are you 
playing something? 

Can Î play?
We’re not playing—

we’re plotting.

Oh. Î see.

Can Î plot?

You bet you can!
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Î think Î’ve 
got something.

Me too.

Me three.

Okay, so what we do 
is, we sneak into Nat’s 

bedroom . . . 

. . . and steal one
sock out of every pair
of socks Nat owns!

She’ll never have
a pair of matching 

socks again.

Buddy, you’re 
thinking too small.

Prank big
or go home.

But Î am home.
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My first thought was that we should 
sneak into Nat’s room and glue all of 
her things down with Wacky Glue so 

she can’t pick anything up . . . 

. . . but then Î realized how much 
better it would be if instead we 
glued her things to the ceiling!

Diabolical . . . 
but not very 
realistic. How 

are we sticking 
everything way 
up high? Î’m 
only so tall.

And that’s not even taking
into consideration her dad, who 
probably wouldn’t appreciate 

the Wacky Glue damage.

Oooookay, fine, 
Mr. Lonely Socks. 

Forget Î suggested 
anything.

What have 
you got, 
Cam?

Î think we should invite 
Nat over for dinner . . . 

 . . . but instead of food, 
we give her a plate with 
a ghost on it, and the 

ghost says, “BOO!”

Okay, that’s a 
really good plan.

Î just don’t
know where we’d 
find ourselves a 
ghost this time

of year.

Yeah. Sorry, Cam.
Î think you’ve plotted 
beyond our pranking 

abilities.

We like your 
style, though.

8180



Come on, 
Pizza.

Our work 
here is done.

All right, that was a good 
warm-up round, but it’s time 

to turn up the juice.

Roger that.
Juice activating.

THURSDAY

Those were on
your desk when
we got here.

You must have a 
secret admirer!

THURSDAY
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Well? Who are 
they from?

It says—

—“Gotcha”?

We call that one 
“Flower Shower”!

Nice one.

Saved you 
a seat.
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Whoa—
you rigged
this up?

Truly inspired 
prankage.

It was all Nat.
She just asked me 
to be the bait.

Î call that little number 
“The Blare Chair”!

Î probably 
wouldn’t 

have agreed 
if Î knew 
her prank 
would work 
that well.

Aaaand Î’ll be 
confiscating that.

Hey, Sawyer,
want some of
my Zestade?

Blue—the most 
colorful of flavors! 

Thanks, Ivan.

Oh, dang!

The old trick 
bottle . . . Î fell 
for a classic!
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Nat said you’d 
fall for it.

And that was 
“The Thirst 
Drencher”!

Phone away and get to 
class, Natasha! That hall pass 
doesn’t make you invisible, 

you know.

Yes, Miss Lilly!

She has other kids 
doing her dirty work!

Î know—
she got me too.

Î think it’s time for 
“Operation Sip-Swap.”

You want to 
prank her twice 

in one day?

Wake up! She just pranked us 
twice in one class period!

Î’ve got
the supplies in 

my locker. Excellent.

8988



And Î told her that
if she thinks Î’m paying 
ten dollars for a hair 

clip, she’s—
Î really don’t

think you’re supposed 
to negotiate prices 

at the mall.
Supposed to or not, 

Î got 20% off.

Congrats on your 
two dollars.

“Operation Sip-Swap” 
is a success!
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What’s the 
matter, guys?

You barely 
touched your 
french flies.

Î’m guessing this was 
your idea too, Nat? Good guess.

Olive 
supplied 
the bugs, 
though.

Well, it 
was a 

nice one. 
You really 
got us.

Thanks. 
Î knew Î
would.

Î’d say it’s looking
like we’re evenly matched 

when it comes to
pulling pranks.

Î disagree . . .

. . . but it’s cute
that you think so.
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THE NEXT DAY, AFTER SCHOOL

So, we’re in agreement—
we’re calling a truce?

Yup. No pranks at 
the skate park.

Good. This is
a sacred space.

It should never be 
tainted with plastic 
bugs or whoopee 

cushions.

Level with
me.

What were you 
guys thinking by 
starting a prank 
war with Nat?

Did you really 
believe she was 
going to go easy
on you? Have 
you met Nat?

We didn’t exactly mean to start it. 
We thought we were even with her, 
but then she pranked us again.

And then she got everybody else involved
in pranking us yesterday before she even 
knew we were planning another trick!

So, really, this is 
Nat’s fault.

Okay, sure, but how is 
provoking her going to get 

her off your backs?
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Î don’t know 
what else to do!

Î thought Î
was the prank 

genius, but Nat’s 
been one-upping 

us from the
start.

Î feel like
we’ve gotta keep 
up if we want 
to impress her.

Or at least keep some 
of our dignity.

Î just want to win 
Trixie Sampson’s contest.

Half-Pipe-Palooza 
sounds like a lot 
of fun. Î already 
love half-pipes, and 
Î really want to 
find out what a 
“palooza” is.

Ice cream 
is back on 
the menu, 
dudes!

That mint chip 
sandwich has me 

amped up.

Î bet Î could beat 
both of you in a game 
of S.K.A.T.E. before my 
Aunt Molly comes to 

pick us up.

Big talk, Branche.
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Is your skate park 
looking dull and drab?

Give it a little 
“Skate Sparkle.”

Were you behind 
that trash can the 

whole time?!

Bye, boys!

Don’t look at me. Î didn’t 
have anything to do with this.

To be honest, Î’m getting tired 
of all the pranks. Not even the 
skate park is safe anymore!

Want my help 
drafting a 

peace treaty 
or something?
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Very diplomatic, Liv. 
Unfortunately, we got 

glitterbombed.
Meaning . . .

 . . . this 
is far from 

over.

Hey, Î’m digging
the new look, guys. 

Very shiny.

Though Î’m
gonna have to 
insist you brush 

some of the glitter 
off before you get 

into my car.

Hey, Sawyer . . . 

What was that you 
said about keeping 

your dignity?
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SATURDAY

Need help 
with the 
groceries, 

Mom?

Nope. This is 
all of them.

There’s a package on
the front step, though. 

Would you please
bring it inside?

You bet.

Huh?

SATURDAY
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Special 
delivery!

MONDAY
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“Goo-ed”
morning, 
Sawyer!

This has got to be 
the weirdest dream 
Î’ve had all month.

Well, that
was fun. But Î’ve 

gotta jet.

See ya at 
school.

Thanks, 
Frank.

No,
thank you.
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Are you kidding
me, Frank? You let 
the enemy inside

our home?!

She brought 
doughnuts.

You have to admit, it’s funnier
than waking me up with a handful of 
shaving cream. The kid’s creative.

You’d better 
hustle if you

want to get this 
mess cleaned up 
before the bus 
gets here . . .

. . . and maybe 
just hop into the 
shower with those 

pajamas on.

She got me this morning.
A bucket of slime on my head.

In my own bathroom.

She bribed Frank
with doughnuts to let 
her inside. Î never
stood a chance.

What sort of 
monster have 
we unleashed?
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Did you plan any 
pranks for today? A couple.

Forget them. Maybe 
if we stop pranking, 
she’ll stop pranking.

Uh-huh.
You sure

about that?

How did
she even have 
the time?

Okay, we need to stop 
underestimating her.

Start taking 
defensive 
measures, 

even.

What the—?!

Did you give 
her our locker 

combos?!

NO! Of 
course not!

She must be,
like . . . a mind 

reader! Or a master 
lockpick!
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Oh no . . . 

Quick, before 
Mrs. G gets back!

Î don’t know, 
Nat . . . 

Aren’t you getting 
tired of tormenting 

those two?
Never.

If you haven’t noticed
. . . Nat’s not even filming 

her pranks anymore.

She’s doing this for 
love of the game.
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LUNCH

Guess who . . .

Î’m sorry, Trent. Î didn’t 
mean to scare you.

Are you 
okay?

Yeah . . .
Î’m fine. Just 
a little jittery.

We don’t know 
where Nat is.

Who knows
what horrors 

she has in store 
for us next . . .

Î’m surprised 
some sticky notes 
and tinfoil have 
you guys this 

rattled.

She water-ballooned me 
outside my own front door 

on Saturday.

And she weaseled her way into my 
house this morning and dumped slime 
on my head before I’d even had my 

bowl of Frosted Cookie-Puffs.
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Okay.
She’s been 
busier than
Î thought.

Have you considered 
surrendering?

You know Nat
better than most.

Do you honestly think 
that would work?

Yeah . . .
Î guess not.

Truthfully, she’s probably going to
keep pranking you both until she gets 
bored and moves on to something else.

But hey, Î can
at least take your 

mind off things for an 
afternoon. Have you 
got time after school 
tomorrow to help 
me make the Litter 
Cleanup posters we 
talked about during 
student council?

Yeah, definitely.
We can meet up at my 
place. Î told my mom Î’d 
look after Cam when Î

got home so she can have 
friends over, but Î know 
Cam is always down for 
some creative coloring.

Great. I’ll bring 
my art supplies.

You’re 
welcome to 
come too, 
Sawyer.

Thanks but 
no thanks.

When faced with the choice of doing
work after school or being slimed . . . Î choose 
barricading myself in my bedroom and hiding 

under the covers until dinnertime.

Fair enough.
Be safe out there.

And don’t forget
to check under your 

bed for any Nat-shaped 
monsters.
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Hey, Tyler.
Wanna come 

over for dinner?

Sorry, dude, but Î
just finished fortifying 

my room. I’m not
going anywhere.

Oh . . . okay. 

But we could
hang out in the magical 

world of Scrollflair.

Oooh!
Let’s log on.
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Î’m sorry Î’ve been so busy 
lately. Nat has been relentless 

with this prank thing.

Î get it.

Î’d be 
running 

around too 
if Î were 
her target.

Î can’t wait until things go back
to normal. Î’d much rather be hanging 
out with you and helping with your 
campaign. The only things Î’ve drawn 

lately are prank blueprints.

Î’m ready to dig into 
it when you are.

Soon. Trent 
and Î just 
need to—

OOF! Less talking, 
more healing!
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TUESDAY

What are you thinking
it will be today—tinfoil 
and sticky notes again?

Nah. If she’s going
to reuse her gags, she’d 
at least remix them in a 

surprising way.

Like maybe when
we open our lockers, 

glitter shoots in
our faces.

Only one
way to find 
out . . . Hmmph.

Î guess we shouldn’t 
complain. It’s not like 
we wanted faces full 
of glitter. Maybe she’s 

easing up.

All right, class.
Let’s start by opening 
to chapter six . . .

Boys, what 
do you think 
you’re doing?

We . . . Clean up your mess 
immediately .

But it’s not ours.
We didn’t—
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Perhaps this one isn’t,
but your other teachers and 
Î have noticed a lot of pranks 
being pulled lately among the 
sixth grade class, and Î know
you’ve been involved in those.

These pranks
might seem like harmless 
fun, but they’re clearly 
becoming a distraction.

Î can’t control what
anyone does off school grounds, 
but there will be no more pranks 
or shenanigans in the classrooms 

or hallways. From anyone.

Got it?

Got it.

Got it?

Got it!

Good.

Now please clean up
so we can proceed with 

your education.

TUESDAY,
AFTER SCHOOL

Sorry.
Can’t be 

too careful 
these days.

Little did you guess
that Î’m actually Nat 
wearing an Olive mask.

Don’t even 
joke.

TUESDAY,TUESDAY,
AFTER SCHOOL
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Hi, Olive. Those aren’t 
prank supplies, Î hope.

Hi, Mrs. Phan!
Just regular
old poster
board here.

Is it okay that we 
work in the living 

room, Mom?

Of course.
But make sure

to keep the markers 
away from the
couch, especially
if Cam decides

to help.

You gonna help 
us out, Cam?

Maybe later.
We’re very busy
at the moment.

Well, Î’ll be out on the patio playing 
cards with Melissa and Kim.

Î made some extra 
lemonade and left 
it in the fridge, 
if you kids get 

thirsty.

Thanks, 
Mom!

Hey, Olive . . . 
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Î got you!

Why did you 
do that?!

Did Î do 
something 
wrong?

Yeah! Olive didn’t
want a glass of lemonade 

dumped on her head!

That wasn’t 
a nice thing 

to do!

But it was 
a prank.
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Î heard loud voices. 
Is everyone . . .

Oh no.

Cam, did you have
an accident with your 

big-kid cup?
It wasn’t an 

accident. Î call 
it a “Splash 
Surprise”!

Î’m sorry,
Olive. This isn’t 

like her.

Î think Cam caught 
the prank bug.

Î wonder who she 
could have caught 
that from . . .

Come along, 
dear. Let’s get 
you dried off.

Trent, please drop a towel 
onto the floor and then get 

your sister cleaned up.

We don’t need 
lemonade tracked all 

over the house.

Yes, 
Mom.

Was my prank 
no good?

Î plotted it!
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Come on.

Is everybody 
mad at me?

No. Don’t
think that. Olive 
and Mom aren’t 
mad, and Î’m 
not either.

But nobody 
laughed at 
my prank.

Well . . . that’s because . . .
Î guess a good prank is funny, 
and it makes the person who got 

pranked laugh at the end.

If they’re laughing, that means 
that they understand the joke and 
that the prank didn’t hurt them 

or their feelings.

Olive didn’t laugh at your
prank because she didn’t see 
it as a joke. Dumping a glass 
of lemonade over her head 
just made her confused and 

uncomfortable.

Oh.

Do your 
pranks make 
people laugh?

Uh, well, 
actually . . . 

How do Î look?
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Is that one of 
my shirts?

Cargo 
shorts, 
too.

Hey, you pull off
the “skater chic” look 

better than Î do.

Thanks. Î’m just 
happy to be dry.

Î tossed your clothes in the
washing machine and started a 

cycle, by the way. We don’t need 
all that sugar setting into them.

They should
be ready before 

you leave.

Olive . . . 

Î’m sorry Î got 
you wet.

“Splash Surprise” 
wasn’t very funny.

It’s okay. Î know 
you didn’t mean 

any harm.
You forgive 

me?

Of course.

And now maybe certain 
people will watch what 
they say and do in 

front of impressionable 
younger siblings.
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WEDNESDAY

Nat.

Boys.

Do you want my 
pudding cup, Sawyer?

Î’m not 
going to 
eat it.

Hey, thanks, 
Willow.

After all Î’ve 
been through, 
Î could use a 

pudding.
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Perhaps Î didn’t 
make myself clear 
yesterday . . .

This “prank war” 
needs to stop.

We cannot have any 
more pranks at school. 
They’re disruptive and 
messy, and they could 
easily hurt someone.

And if they 
don’t stop . . . 

But, Mrs. G,
we’re the ones

being pranked, not 
the pranksters.

It’s N—

Ixnay on the 
attlingtay.

Î know
it’s not only 
the two of 
you playing 
pranks . . . 

. . . but it 
does seem like 
you’re involved 
in the majority 

of them.

Let’s make 
things simple.

Whoever is involved in 
the next prank during 

school is getting 
detention.

You should all take 
that into careful 
consideration.
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Ha.

Î don’t think Î’ve
ever seen Mrs. G that 
mad before. You all 
stepped in it now.

Seriously. Do we
really need to keep up 
this juvenile prank war?
It’s gotten boring. And 
Î don’t want to get in 
trouble by association.

Î just wanted to help 
Nat pull a prank.

You all 
got to.

Î hear you, Ava.
Î don’t want to get 
in trouble either.

But if that was 
the last prank of 
the prank war, 
then it’s ending 
with sort of

a fizzle.

It’s a shame, Franny. 
But what can we do?

Î don’t want detention,
so that’s the last prank Î’ll be 
pulling during school hours.

That’s not 
much comfort 
when you can 
apparently 
sneak into
our homes.

Don’t be 
dramatic.

Î mean, Î haven’t
figured out how to get 
into Trent’s house yet.

Say, does your little 
sister like doughnuts?
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THE END OF THE DAY, 
BEFORE DISMISSAL

That’s our 
signal.

Leaving
so soon?

Oof!

Oh, hey, guys.

Î was going to text
you once Î was on the 

bus. Can you hang out this 
afternoon? Î’ve decided 
to run a short premade 

campaign for my first week 
as GM so we have a little 
more time to beef up the 

original campaign.

You said you’d have 
time to help with that 

soon, right?

The weather’s 
great. Maybe we 
could meet up 
at the park?
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Listen, Tyler, Î promised
you that we would hang out soon. 
And we will. Once this whole prank 

thing with Nat is over.

Yeah, that’s 
what you’ve 
been saying.

And we mean it!

Î swear, when
this nightmare is over,

Î’ll help you make bios and 
drawings for every single 
NPC in your campaign.

And Î’ll fill out
a character sheet, 
learn the rules, and 
play-test the whole 

dungeon.

But right now—

—we’ve 
gotta run!

Okay . . .
Whatever.

Î think
the coast
is clear.

Phew!
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Huh? Foiled again!

If you got
foil, that means 
Î probably have 
sticky no—

Confetti.

What’s going on 
back there?
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Quick, close it!

Boys, is 
everything 
all right?

Mom, promise
me you didn’t let 

Nat inside.

Î . . . 
promise?

Thank you.

We’re doomed.

She’ll
never stop.

She’ll never 
even consider

stopping.

She’s like a pranking robot 
sent back from the future to 

terrorize us by covering
our lives in tinfoil.

Or sticky 
notes.

Or slime . . .
or confetti . . .

 . . . or
glitter.

Quick, close it!
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You’re right.
We’re doomed.

Or . . .
maybe not?

What are you 
thinking in that 
head of yours?

Î’m thinking
maybe there’s a way 

to end all this.

Go on . . .

Well . . . what if we
came up with a prank that
Nat couldn’t top? A prank so 

good that it would make her feel 
embarrassed to shoot confetti

at us ever again?

A prank to end 
all pranks.

Exactly.
Maybe if we 
really impress 

Nat, she’ll have to
hand it to us.

And stop tormenting us, 
too—fingers crossed.

That . . .
just might 

work.

You really 
think so?

Yeah! But it’ll
really have to be 
the biggest, best 
prank of all time.

It’s gonna require all the elements 
of a truly epic prank: the scare, 

the mess, the humor.

And then we’ll need to crank 
all those elements up to 11.

Î think we can
handle that. Even if

Nat’s an evil mastermind, 
our two heads should be 
better than her one.
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Puh-leeeeease can 
Trent sleep over?

Pretty please with an “Î’ll do 
my chores this weekend without 

you having to ask” on top?

Hmm.

Î don’t like it. 
What are you 
two up to on 
a Wednesday 

night?

We’re studying for 
tomorrow’s quiz on . . . 

uh, state capitals!

Trent memorized
half and Î memorized 
half, and now we 
have to help each 
other memorize the 

half we didn’t!

That seems like
a very impractical 

way to study. But if you 
both help me 
with dinner,
Î’ll allow it. 
Want to get 
your folks on 
the phone for 
me, Trent?

Thank you, thank you, 
thank you! The coast

is clear.

Good. We’ve got 
no time to lose.
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We’re lucky we
have all the supplies

we need.

My personal
motto is “Never throw 

anything away.”

And it turns out my
mom was wrong—all this 
junk did come in handy.

Î don’t know, Sawyer
. . . Should we really go 

through with it?

Î’m worried what 
we have planned 
is too much.

Remember what Î told
you about Cam pranking Olive 
yesterday? Î guess that’s got 
me wondering if what we’re 
doing is a harmless, funny 
prank that even Nat will 
laugh along with . . . 

. . . or if it’s the bad
kind of prank. The kind 

that makes nobody happy.

Nah, you’re 
overthinking it, 

buddy.

We dreamed up gold
with this one. If anyone 
will appreciate such 
artistry, it’s Nat.
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And when we win 
Trixie’s contest, we 
can split the prize 

with her.

All the prank war 
drama will be behind 
us when the three 
of us are sipping 
Burgertopia slushes 
with Trixie at Half-

Pipe-Palooza!

Î hope 
you’re 
right.

And Î hope it’s worth 
getting detention for 

if we’re caught.

Î don’t think 
Mrs. G will be 
persuaded by 
the argument 
that the prank 
is technically 
happening 
outside of 

school hours.

Detention is a small price
to pay for admission into 
the Prank Hall of Fame.

Get some sleep.
Big day tomorrow.

Yeah, yeah. Good
night . . . 

THURSDAY 
MORNING

You don’t have
to creep around
this morning.

Î didn’t let your
friend in. Honest.

You believe 
him?

Yeah. If Nat 
weaseled her way 
in with doughnuts 
again, Frank would 

be eating one
by now.
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Morning, 
boys.

Good morning!

There’s a new
box of cereal on the

table for you.

Want to start
your day off with a 
jolt of sugar, Trent?

“Pop of the 
Morning” to you! 

Wave to the 
camera.

That live stream was
a hit with the sixth grade.
We had 54 viewers! Way 
to go, scream queens.

My 
own

 mo
ther

let 
me 

be l
ive 

stre
ame

d?!

She brought 
bagels.

And different 
flavored cream 

cheeses.

Î’m starting
to like that kid.

You two should get on 
her bad side more often.
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Î can pop a couple
of these bagels into the 
toaster for you . . .

. . . but while
you’re waiting, Î’m gonna 
need you to clean up

all the confetti.

Î changed my mind.
Î don’t care if we get 

detention for the rest of 
our lives. We can’t let Nat 

get away with this. She needs 
to go down.
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THE END OF 
THE SCHOOL DAY

Don’t let 
anybody 
see you.

Î won’t,
Î won’t—

jeez.

You know, if you
skipped student council 

like Î’m skipping RPG club, 
we could set up together.

Sorry. Î can’t miss it. Mr. Moss 
and Ms. Lin would notice.

But council
gets out at the 
same time as 

cheer practice, 
so Î can lead 
Nat right to 

you afterward.

Fine, but stick to 
the script. We can’t 
have her getting 

suspicious.

And make sure she walks 
through the door first. It’ll be 
dark in there, so Î won’t be 
able to see who’s coming.
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That went really well. 
Hopefully we’ll get a ton 

of volunteers for
the cleanup.

Yeah . . . 

Î have to go
to my locker. Why 
don’t you go to 

the front entrance 
of the school and 
see if any of the 
kids there will sign 

up to help?

Î don’t have
any sign-up sheets 

printed yet.

Well, Î might be a while . . .
so you should totally go to the 
front entrance without me.

Best entrance
of the school—
the front one!

Even if you’re 
technically exiting, 
it brings you right 

to the front.

What are
you up to?

Can’t a guy have a 
favorite entrance?

Î mean . . . the front is 
just so nice and safe.

You and Sawyer
are setting up another 

prank, aren’t you?

Î can’t believe you.
You heard what Mrs. G said—
and anyway, Î thought you 

were tired of pranks.

This is the last
one, Î promise. We 

just have to get Nat 
one last time. Whatever, 

Trent.    

C’mon, Olive, 
don’t go—

Î mean, you
should go, so you 

don’t get in
trouble.

But please 
don’t be mad!
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 Oh, hey, Liv. Steer
clear of the side door 
this afternoon, okay?

Hi, Olive.

Hey, Tyler.

Have you
seen Sawyer or 

Trent?

Today was my first time
being game master for RPG club 
and Î thought Sawyer would be 

there for sure . . .

 . . . but he never 
showed up and didn’t 
answer when Î tried 

to text.

Î know he was in school
today . . . and Î don’t think 
he’d miss our meeting without 

a good reason.

Do you think 
he’s okay?
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Sawyer is fine.
Î saw him heading that 

way a second ago.

He and Trent are 
goofing around near
the side door . . . but 
you should just head to 
the buses without them.

Î, for one, will be exiting 
through the super fantastic, 
extra special front entrance 
of the school and not wasting 
another second worrying about 

what those two pudding
brains are up to.

MEANWHILE . . . 

Hey,
can you do
me a favor?

Can you go over there 
and tell the redheaded girl 
that Coach Small is looking 

for her in the gym?

Why would Î do a 
favor for a random 

sixth grader?

Because this random 
sixth grader is giving 

you five bucks.

Make that seven 
bucks . . . and, 

uhhh . . .

. . . half a
pack of Fruity 
Fruit gum?
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Oh no.
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Buddy,
are you okay?!

Owwww.

Trent, Sawyer, 
Nat . . .

Ms. Lin’s
office. Now!

177176



MS. LIN’S OFFICE, NOW

Tell me . . .

. . . just
what were you 

thinking?

Uh . . . 
well . . .

. . . the idea was that—after exiting 
the prank zone—Nat would fall into the 
whoopee cushion pool. She wouldn’t get 
hurt because it was really soft and we

had laid out gym pads . . .

. . . except Tyler panicked
a lot more than Nat would 

have, so it didn’t go
exactly to plan.

See? They were 
trying to prank me. 
Î’m the victim here.

Î don’t think
I should be in 
trouble for the 
reckless actions
of my peers.

Î’ve already informed
Ms. Lin of your participation 

in this prank war, Nat.

She’s fully
aware of all that’s 

been going on.

At first, Î was willing
to let some tomfoolery go, 
but now Î wish Î’d put a 
stop to things sooner.

You took
things too far. 
That poor
boy . . .

You were warned about 
the consequences.

MS. LIN’S OFFICE, NOW

Tell me . . .

. . . just
what were you 
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Speaking of 
consequences . . .

. . . Î can see that you’re all upset about 
what happened to your friend. You clearly 

didn’t intend to cause him harm.

For that 
reason, Î’m 
not going to 
suspend you.

But Î will be calling 
all of your parents to 

inform them about what’s 
happened.

In addition,
you’ll need to clean

up the mess you made at 
the side exit and write 

apology letters to
Mr. Dewberry.

And Î’ll have you 
report to lunch 

detention with me 
starting on Monday, 
boys. There are a 
lot of desks that 
require scrubbing 
and books that 
need organizing.

And if Nat even thinks
about pulling another prank at 
school, she’ll be joining you.
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LATER THAT NIGHT . . .

Hey, kiddo.

Your mom’s cooled
down some, but it might 
still help if you cleaned 
the dishes from dinner.Thanks, Dad.

Î will in a minute.

Working on 
your apology?

You know, it only 
has to be a letter, 

not a novel.

Î know.

These aren’t 
extra pages. 
They’re other 

drafts.

Î can’t seem to figure
out how to say sorry exactly

the way Î want to.

You can keep trying.
But what Î’d suggest is 

showing Tyler how sorry you 
are by being a better and 
more responsible friend

from now on.

Î think
you’re
right.

Î usually 
am.

Dear Tyler,
Î’m sorry. Extremely 
sorry . . . sorrily 

sorry . . .

The subscriber 
you are trying to 
reach is currently 

unavailable.

The 
subscriber 

you are 
trying to—
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Okay . . .
let’s try
a text.

Huh?
TYLER: 5 NEW MESSAGES

FRANK: thanks for taking out the trash, bud!

MOMMA: Leftovers in fridge xoxo

OLIVE: lol

NAT: Can I borrow/have your beanie?

HUGH:        cool vid!

Hey! Where are you?

The rest of the club is here, but I can stall.

Sawyer? Are you on your way?

Okay . . . people are getting restless.

I’m going to start the campaign

Wish me luck

Oh no.

You’d better not be 
playing games instead of 
working on your apology 

letter, mister.

Oh, baby . . .

Î really goofed, Mom . . .
Î want to check that Tyler 
is okay, but he won’t pick up 
my calls and Î don’t know how 
to say how sorry Î am in this 

stupid letter.

Let Tyler rest. His parents called 
me a few minutes ago when they 

got home from the doctor. He has a 
sprained ankle and he’s justifiably 

upset . . . but he’s okay.

Take this as a 
sign to keep 

the mischief to 
a minimum for 

a while.

As for your letter, 
remember that apologies 
mean the most when they 
come from the heart. So 
put your heart into it.
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FRIDAY

Let’s see if
we can catch 
Tyler at his 

locker.

Good 
idea.

Here he comes!

Tyler! We are so 
sorry . . . like, 

so sorry.

How are you
feeling? How long will 
you need that boot?

Can Î help
with anything?

We’re at your service, 
dude. You’re the knight and 

we’re the squires!
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Um . . .
Î’m okay.

And Nat already offered to
help me with my books and stuff, 

so don’t worry about it.

You need your
math book and . . . 
which notebook?

The green one. 
Thank you.

Sure thing.

Wait!

It’s an 
apology 
letter.

Oh. Thanks.
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Hey, Tyler, 
mind if we—

Thanks for saving 
me a spot, Tyler.

Hey, Tyler.
Did you get a 
chance to read

my letter?

No.
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SATURDAY, 
TRENT’S HOUSE

At least
your sister still 

likes us. Cam, you 
still like us, 

right?

Sure.

“Sure”?!

What’s that
supposed to 

mean??

Hey, worst 
comes to worst, 
we’ll always 
have each 
other.

Joy.
Two 

pathetic 
peas in our 
miserable, 
stinky pod.

It’s a text 
from Nat!

Huh? What’s 
it say??

“Hey, losers . . .” Yada yada,
“tired of seeing you two moping 
around school . . . Have an idea 
for how to get you back into 
Tyler’s good graces, but you’ll

owe me. Big time.”

Can we 
trust that?

If she was
offering for free, 

definitely not. But let’s 
see what she wants . . .

Our hero      
What do we have to do??

She says she
wants to discuss 

terms. She’ll meet us 
on neutral ground, 
at the park by the 
playground, 6 p.m.

And she’s demanding 
we bring her a 

strawberry
slush . . .

. . . as the first
part of our 
repayment.

SATURDAY, SATURDAY, 
TRENT’S HOUSE

At least
your sister still 
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This feels like
one in a long line of 
strawberry slushes

to come.

If she can make
Tyler forgive us, she’ll 
have earned them.

Î think Î see 
something . . .

Nat’s stuff.

Yeah . . .
but where’s 

Nat?

Hey, Nat!
We’re here!!

And we’ve got 
your slush!

This feels
weird. Where

is she? Maybe we 
should walk around 

and try to
find her.

She’s gotta
be around here 

somewhere.
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Hey! Watch it, bud!

Î s-s-saw 
something 
over in the 

trees.

This isn’t a 
good time to 
joke around, 
Sawyer. We 
need to
find Nat.

Come 
on.

Î’m not 
joking.

Î really
saw something. 
Or at least Î
thought—

TREEEENNNNT!
SAAAAAWY-

EEEEER!

That was Nat’s voice. It 
sounded like it was coming 

from the woods.

Uh, maybe
we should go get 

an adult. But what if 
she’s in trouble?

Exactly. Let’s have 
an adult handle it.

C’mon. She 
might need
our help.

Since 
when?!
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There 
it is!

Do you 
see it?

Î see it.

But what 
is it?

Could this 
just be Nat 
pranking us 

again?

Î don’t know . . .

Scaring us isn’t 
really her style. 
Î feel like if this 
was her, we’d be 
covered in slime 

by now.
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Welcome, 
 travelers.

Who . . .
what are you?

And what have you 
done with Nat?

Do you
truly fail

to recognize 
whom you have 
summoned?

Î am a 
trickster
spirit.

Î’ve been called to 
this town by the high 

concentration of pranks 
being performed.

Î feed on the negative
energy produced by tricks, 
and I have eaten well thanks 

to you. Very well.

You should ask Nat just how well 
when you are reunited with her 

shortly. The prank she had planned 
for you was so wicked that it 

almost filled my stomach.

Almost.

As for
my name, Î
go by many, 
but you may 
call me . . . 

Knockknock.

Knockknock?
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Got ya.

We’re not 
worthy.

The master.
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How . . . ?

It was a 
group effort.

Tyler had
the idea of 
scaring you
with the 

trickster spirit 
he created
for his RPG
thing . . . 

. . . which you
would have recognized 
if you’d helped me with 

my campaign like
you promised.

Beth and Chanda
invited a dog from
their dog-walking 

business to help out.

Meet Milo.

Willow and Hugh 
provided the costume 

elements.

My fellow cheerleaders 
wielded some flashlights 
for our spooky lighting 

effects.

And Olive 
caught 

the whole 
thing on 
video!

So, which one of you was 
doing Knockknock’s voice? Oh, that was me

with the megaphone.
You were 

really scary.

Thanks! That’s sweet 
of you to say.

Listen, everybody. 
We’re so sorry for 
how we’ve been 
acting lately. And 

we’re especially sorry 
about what happened 
to you, Tyler. We 

got so caught up in 
everything that we 
didn’t think about 
what could have 
gone wrong.

Yeah.
We didn’t 

prank it up—
we goofed 

it up.

Thanks,
guys. And don’t 
worry—Î’m not 
mad. Î think 
you learned 
your lesson. 

It’s possible to pull off a 
massive prank without hurt 
feelings or hurt ankles.

We couldn’t 
agree more.
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Soooo, Nat . . .
does this mean we’re—

Even? Not 
remotely.

Î totally
won the 
prank
war.

No disagreement 
on that.

Î think Sawyer
was wondering if 
we have a truce.

Ah, Î see.
Sure—why not?

After all, you boys did
chase a robed monster into 
the woods because you 

thought Î was in trouble.

Extremely 
foolish, IMO, 
but it’s the 
thought that 

counts.

Plus, you’ve done Nat 
a big favor.

We have?

Yeah! With a video this good, 
she’s a shoo-in for the grand 

prize of Trixie’s contest!

Hey, Tyler, could Î
talk to you for a sec?

Yeah, sure. 
What’s up?

Î know you already forgave us, but 
Ms. Lin wanted both Trent and me 
to write you apology letters . . .

. . . and it took me a 
minute to figure out how 
to make mine just right.
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Follow meon a quest, my friends!

We shouldhave been doing 
this from the beginning!

Totally!

Apology
double-accepted.

A FEW WEEKS LATER

“Your party successfully navigates 
the field of slumbering 
dandeleopards after cleverly casting a sleeping spell.”

“Upon entering t
he dense, 

dark Old Wood, you come 

across a mystical stump in a 

moonlit clearing. B
efore you 

can decipher its 
runes, chilling 

laughter fills the
 air . . .”

Who’s there?!

“A towering figu
re

materializes befor
e you, 

looming with menace. His 

voice creaks like 
a rusty door 

knocker as he re
plies . . .”

Knock . . . knock.

A FEW WEEKS LATER

“Upon entering t
he dense, 

dark Old Wood, you come 
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Î hate to
stop you just as 
things are getting

juicy . . . 

. . . but it’s almost time 
for your party to venture 

to the buses.

To be 
continued!

Way to build up 
the Big Bad, Tyler!

Have you
sketched Knockknock, 

Sawyer?

Î tried . . . but it’s hard 
to capture how scary he 

is in real life.

“In real 
life”?

There you are
. . . Look what my 
dad dropped off 
during practice. It’s from 

Trixie!

They’re here—
now open it, 

already!

They don’t
send envelopes that

big to losers.
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Yeah,
third place.

“Congratulations . . .”
Blah blah blah, “. . . third-
place prize . . . 200 dollars’ 
worth of Burgertopia Bucks!”

Ah, the spoils 
of victory!

Î guess that’s free
french fries for the 

rest of my life.

Or you 
could 
share.

Or Î could 
share.

BURGERTOPIA,
LATER THAT 
AFTERNOON

Ah, the spoils
of victory.

Î think you
mean “the spoils of

Nat’s victory.”

Yeah, worm. 
Don’t forget 

I’m the 
winner, and 
you’re eating 
on my dime.

Î know, Î know.

It’s just that 
with a feast 
like this, Î
feel like a 
winner.

Too much 
winning feast 
for me. Want 
some of my 
nuggets, 
Sawyer?

Of course! If Î
ever turn down 
a nugget, call an 

ambulance.
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Want me to call 
for that ambulance 

anyway?
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