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TOP SECRET

Senior Staff only

By order of F Fraderghast

Chief Historian, Bairnsley University

This historical document of Jonathan and Mr Goodfellow senior is of a private and confidential nature. If you are reading it without permission, I will track you down and make you do a week’s laundry for the entire university. More than that, your memory of the preceding year will be wiped, and yes, if you sat an exam, you will be repeating it. Imagine all that work going up in soap-bubbles.

Jonathan

NAME: Jonathan

CLASS: None.

SPECIALTY: Getting into trouble.

RÉSUMÉ:  At ten, Jonathan is still young for his age and although he is showing an aptitude for magic, he’s showing an equal aptitude for failing to realise his magical ability. It is a special skill that is driving his father, the renowned wizard Capro Goodfellow Senior, a little crazy. 

PASSED: Reading, Writing, Arithmetic and Swordsmanship. He has shown some skill at potions, including Granny’s Special Cure All and Sleepy Night-Night Powder. 

Jonathan fidgeted. Trumpets and cheers echoed up and down the street outside. 

“Focus!” Mr Goodfellow Senior thundered, his voice echoing through the tiny attic. “Son, I’m selling you into slavery in an hour’s time, and if you’re going to get out again safely, you have to focus.”

“I don’t want to sit around here. Not today,” Jonathan moaned. “Can’t you hear? Everyone’s out celebrating.” He peeked out the window. Was that the King’s carriage in the distance?

“This is not a game,” his father harrumphed. “It’s life and death. Potsie, High Wizard in charge of prophecies, and new leader of the wizards UN D’Ground, was adamant, tonight is the last night to save his prophesied Secret Child...all the children. And you’re not ready.”

“It’s easy. I blow the snooze powder, they go to sleep, and then I pick the lock, and ta dah! We’re all out, and the children live happily ever after.”

“Hmmph,” Mr Goodfellow Senior said again. “You need to remember how to keep track of time, so you know when to move.”

“But I want to move now. I’m missing out on the fun. There will be jugglers and all sorts of entertainers. Last time sweets were thrown into the crowd. Dad, are you sure we can’t go?”

“I don’t see why there’s all this fuss over a royal child that doesn’t even exist.”

“My friend Nealz says the soothsayers have predicted one. They said Queen Tishke’s child would grow up to rule Avondale and fight dragons.”

“Hah,” Mr Goodfellow Senior said. “Knowing the charlatans the King surrounds himself with, that’s highly unlikely.”

Cheers of, “Avondale! Avondale!” echoed around the tiny attic.

“Are you sure I can’t go see the parade? Just for a moment. I promise I’ll be ready in time to free the slaves.”

“Dammit, boy, focus. This is the first time you’ll be on the inside by yourself. It’s dangerous. And it’s not as easy as I make it look,” Mr Goodfellow Senior said. “Now, you’ve mastered the snooze powder and picking locks, but you should also be able to throw an illusion. Just in case.”

Jonathan shrugged. “Illusions and wizardry are no good to eat. That’s what Nealz says. I’m good at the real stuff, like potions. And lock picking.”

“It’s all real,” Capro said, rolling his eyes.

Jonathan shook his head. “Nealz says magic’s just a trick.” 

“Good. Then learn the trick,” Mr Goodfellow Senior thundered. “Or I won’t let you go on this mission.”

Jonathan sighed. “Yes, you will. We’re trying to save children from child-slavers, and you can’t get inside the pens, because you’re not a child.”

§

Jonathan wrapped his fingers around the steel bars. The sparse, dirty straw on the floor was neither warm, nor comfortable, only scratchy. This wasn’t the fun adventure he thought it would be. Already, he was cold and tired. And hungry. He’d given his food to the others, who’d jumped on it like starving dogs. His stomach hurt. He wasn’t sure if it was nerves or hunger or the magic antidote he’d taken to combat the sleeping powder his father had given him. 

Half a dozen heavy-set thugs wearing a mix of leather and chainmail sat at a rough-sawn desk playing dice under a smoky oil lamp hanging from a hook on the ceiling. They carried whips and swords and scowled at each other just as much as they scowled at the children. 

The little boy next to Jonathan was sobbing, trying to reach through the bars to his mother. Heavily pregnant, she was in a separate cage from the children. 

“Shut the hells up,” one of the guards yelled. “Before I beat you senseless.”

The mother tried unsuccessfully to shush the boy. 

“You’ll be alright.” Jonathan said, trying to comfort the mite. Some of the other children had piled together, trying to sleep, but it was like they didn’t trust Jonathan and this boy. “Hey, what’s your name?”

“Bounty,” he snuffled. “’Cos I’m going to be rich. On account of my ma said never be poor,” the kid whispered. “If you’re rich, you can do what you like. And you never have to sell your family into slavery.”

“Yup,” Jonathan said. “When I grow up I’m going to have a mansion and live happily ever after. I just need to make my fortune first.” He was sick of being laughed at for wearing clothes that had been fashionable a hundred years ago when his father had been a kid. And this getting sold into slavery was even less fun. 

As the night wore on, the temperature plummeted and the kid snuggled up to Jonathan. If he was going to organise the escape, he’d have to move, but not yet, it was too cold. He tried to remember how he was supposed to keep track of time. Why hadn’t he listened? 

The advice rattled around in Jonathan’s head. When you’re sure it’s the dead of night, blow a pinch of Sleepy Night-Night Powder at each guard and wait one minute. By then, it should be safe to release the prisoners. 

Was it the dead of night yet?

Almost all the guards were gone. Just one was left inside...

Only when he saw the first glimmer of dawn, did Jonathan realise he’d waited too long. 

There was no sound of conflict outside. His father, and his wizard friends should be there by now, shouldn’t they? 

Carefully, so as not to disturb the child, Jonathan disentangled his little arm. The boy whimpered and settled back to sleep.

The guard flicked a glare in their direction. 

Jonathan waited until the guard was looking at someone else before blowing the powder in his direction.

Time passed. Jonathan counted the seconds. It seemed like forever. 

...fifty-eight...fifty-nine...sixty. Why wasn’t the guard sleeping? 

At last, the man leaned back, snoring softly. 

Jonathan fumbled with the lock, his hands felt clumsy. His throat tightened. This wasn’t working, what did his father say? “Sesa moffne,” he whispered and wiggled the pick again. This time it clicked open. 

The sound echoed.

He gulped, terrified for an instant before he realised he hadn’t even woken the sleeping children. He pushed the cage door timidly—it creaked. The guard still didn’t move, so Jonathan pushed the heavy cage door the rest of the way open. 

Little heads rose. They jostled their sleeping neighbours awake and looked at him with big round eyes. 

With a finger to his lips, and a wave of his arm, Jonathan encouraged them to sneak out. 

They hovered close as he unlocked the last cage. 

“What are you doing?” a little girl whispered, brushing a dirty tangle of curls off her face. 

“Shhh, we’re escaping,” Jonathan said. “Just one more.” He unpicked the lock on the door with the pregnant woman. She rushed out to hug her boy, tears in her eyes. “Come on then Bounty. Bounty’s mum. Everyone. Let’s get out of here.” 

He pushed the heavy outside door open. And then quickly closed it again. 

Four slavers were sprinting toward them.

§

From behind his vantage of a huge oak tree, Mr Goodfellow Senior stared at the huge, bald giant-like creatures approaching. Thurgles. Seven of them. Over seven foot high, and almost as wide, they were formidable foes who believed that power made even their most evil deeds right. Worse, magic was completely ineffective on thurgles—and from the way those shadows at their feet were moving, it looked like they’d brought hell hounds. 

Potsie, you said we needed to rescue them tonight, and you were right. But where are you?

Mr Goodfellow Senior needed a fighter. Or wizards who could hold their own in a magic-free fight. But they hadn’t turned up. 

What was going on? They’d planned this. Rescue the young wizard boy with as little trauma as possible. Jonathan’s job was to pave the way, and stop the children from freaking out when the wizards arrived. All he and his fellow wizards should have had to do was subdue the external guards and maybe encourage them to try a new profession. 

For an instant Mr Goodfellow Senior wished the thurgles were giants. Giants were more reasonable. They generally wanted one thing, and it was to be left alone. 

His son would make his move soon from inside the rough-hewn cabin where the slaves were kept—if he hadn’t already. 

Should I rush in and destroy my very carefully-laid plans. Or stay behind this tree and wait for Potsie’s UN D'Ground?

He was about to rush in, when the fusty old Chancellor of Bairnsley University appeared. “I say,” he said. “What are you doing here? This isn’t a board-approved action.”

Damnable busy body, always poking his nose in where it wasn’t wanted. 

Mr Goodfellow Senior wanted to scream that there was no time for his nonsense. He clenched his fists. “Where’s Potsie?” 

“I ordered him and his stupid UN D’Ground group to stay back,” the chancellor huffed. “You are supposed to be on sabbatical, not embroiling Bairnsley University in your anti-slaving vendetta.”

“Get them here, now!” Mr Goodfellow Senior
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