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History Class Pranks
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Some history classes are quiet, orderly affair- students taking notes, the teacher droning on about long- past events, the occasional cough or rustle of papers, breaking the silence. This was not one of those classes. Mr. Frank, the long-suffering history teacher, tried his best to maintain a sense of dignity, but fate- or rather a group of particularly creative students- had other plans. It wasn't that they disliked history. On the contrary, they found the past fascinating. They just prefer to make their own history, one elaborate prank at a time.

It all started on an ordinary day-at least, that's how it seemed to Mr. Frank as he walked into the classroom, completely unaware of the imminent chaos. Rusty, the ringleader and his friends had quietly executed the first part of their plan earlier that morning: sneaking a bag of snow into the classroom. They weren't worried about the mess. They had a solid backup plan.

As the bell rang and Frank began his lecture on the Battle of Waterloo, Rusty shot a sly glance at his buddies. Without a word, they slipped the snowballs into their hands, ready for action. It was a perfect setup-no one could see them. Frank, obviously as ever, began scribbling on the blackboard.

And then it happened. The first snowball expertly lobbed by Rusty, flew though the air and hit the back of Frank's head with a resounding thud. The cold impact made Frank freeze mid- lecture, a confused expression slowly across spreading across his face as he turned around. His eyes scanned the classroom looking for the culprit, but his pupils meant only innocent faces desperately to hide their amusement.

Rusty, his friends and even a few bystanders tried to contain their laughter, but they knew better than to make a sound. Frank eyes narrowed as he scanned the class with the intensity of a detective, but no one gave him any satisfaction. Satisfied with the confusion he caused, Jake signal for the class for the next round. And so, the snowball fight. continued.

The next scheme was Rusty and his friends’ piece de resistance. This one required more subtlety-after all, they couldn't have Frank catching onto their tricks so easily. The plan had been in motion the day before when one of the guys, Dave managed to swipe a few centrefold magazines from a stock of old issues in the dance janitor’s closet. They'd hidden the pictures in the back of their notebooks, ready for the perfect moment. 

It was a Wednesday morning, and Frank was at the front of the class preparing to introduce the next topic: the French Revolution. His back was a turn to the students, the classroom quiet except for the occasional scratch of pens on paper. As usual, Rusty and his friends were in the back, subtly whispering about their prank. 

“Remember, when he lifts them up, we make the move,” Rusty whispered to Dave, who was sitting next to the blackboard. He was sitting next to the blackboard. His heart raced-today was the day. The others nodded; their faces barely contained the excitement.

Frank was absorbed in his lecture, unaware that the blackboard behind him had been strategically positioned to hide the picture that he was about to uncover. The bell rang for the second period, and just as planned, Frank moved toward the map at the front the room to reveal the material for the lesson. The class held its collective breath.

With one quick motion, Frank map yanked the map down- and there it was. A large, glossy centrefold photo of a model, tucked deeply behind the map, now fully exposed to the entire class. The room was solid for a moment, the tension so thick you could feel it. Then, as if on cue, the class erupted into a chorus of laughter and Frank's face turned a deep shade of crimson. He turned to the class, bewildered, his eyes scanning every student’s face in search of the culprit. But no one confessed. No one even look guilty.

Rusty, trying to stifle his laughter, barely held together as Frank spluttered, muttering about “decency” and” respect,” but the damage was done. The prank was complete, the centrefold was a perfect distraction, and Frank was left trying to regain control of the class that would never let him forget the day the history lesson turned took a very different turn.

If there was one thing Jake and his friends had when had been known for, it was their ability to think outside the box- especially when it came to the absurd. The latest idea came from one afternoon during lunch while everyone was else was discussing the usual teenage topic-sports, the latest gossip, the best way to avoid homework- Rusty had a thought that made everyone’s eyes widen.

“What if,” Rusty said, “we use a condom for a volleyball game in class?”

There was a pause, and then a grin spread across his face. The others, still unsure, waited for him to explain. “Think about,” he continued. “We blow it up, and perfect size for a game of volleyball. Imagine Frank's face when he walks in and sees that group of us trying to keep it from touching the floor!”

After a few minutes deliberation-and the laughs at the sheer ridiculousness of it all-they decided to go for it. They waited until Frank left the room for a quick errand, and then that's when the team sprang into action. One of the guys, Rob, had a condom in his bag, a souvenir from a summer vacation. With a discreet nod, they blew it up in the corner of the classroom, careful not to make too much noise.

As the air filled the rubber, the object grew larger, more absurd, and tension in the room grew along with it. It was huge, and as it inflated, everyone knew this would be no ordinary prank. It would be a spectacle.

By the time Frank return, none the students looked at him directly-everyone was focused on their makeshift volleyball game, trying to clean keep the condom from touching the floor.

Frank stood frozen in the doorway, his face a mix of confusion and disbelief. “What... what is going on here?” he stammered.

Rusty, never missing a beat, sent the inflated condom flying through the air, shouting.  “Game on Frank!” as it soared above his head. The class erupted into laughter at Frank's eyes followed the “volleyball” across the room. He opened his mouth to protest, but no words came out-he was too stunned to react.

For a moment, time seemed to stand still. The condom bounced off desks, dodging books, and narrowly missing Frank’s face. The students were in force, full swing, diving, leaping and trying to keep it airborne. Frank, still at the front, now looking like a deer caught in the headlights, stood speechless as a volleyball game continued completely out of control. 

And then, as if by magic, the bell rang, signalling the end of the period. Just as quickly at it had begun, the game ended, leaving Frank standing there, his hands up in disbelief, the class entirely scattering as nothing had happened.

Rusty and his friends had already built a reputation for pulling off the most unexpected and outrageous stunts, but sometimes the best pranks were the simplest ones. This idea was all about timing- and a bit of physics.

It all began with a pencil sharpener at the front of the class. Frank had been using the same old manual sharpener for years. It was rusty, it creaked, and whenever Frank leaned against it- usually while making some long- winded explanation about ancient civilizations- it would rattle ominously. This gave Rusty an idea, a small but clever prank that would be perfectly fit in the chaos of the day.

They notice the pencil sharper was mounted loosely on the wall- a little too loosely. The screws had worn over time and the sharper was barely hanging on. A few turns of the screwdriver, and it would be ready for its moment.

On this particular day,  Frank began his lesson on the Roman Empire, pacing back and forth in his usual methodical way. Rusty and his friends exchanged quick glances. It was time. As a class grew absorbed in the lecture, they stealthily worked their magic. With one quick twist they loosen the screws just enough to make the sharper precariously, barely hanging on by a thread.

It wasn't long before Frank, lost in the depths of his lecture, leaned against the desk as usual, unaware that this pencil sharpener had now become a trap.

A few minutes later as Frank continued his explanation of the fall of the Roman Empire, the inevitable happened. Frank shifted his weight and with a sudden clunk, the sharper fell straight of the wall crashing to the floor in a loud, comical thud.

The classroom went silent for a brief second before the laughter erupted. Frank looked down at the now- abandoned sharpener, eyes wide, his face flushing a deep red. “What ...What is this?” he sputtered, his voice barely audible over the laughter.

Rusty and his friends struggled to contain themselves, but they had no choice but to give in to the chaos. The prank had worked. Frank stood there speechless, staring at the sharper as if it were some kind of mysterious artifact, a relic from another time, until finally he muttered, “Right, right, no more leaning on the sharpener.”

He tried to get back into his lesson, but the damage was done. No one could focus after that, and Frank, despite his best efforts, couldn't keep glancing at the sharper on the floor, as if it might suddenly spring back to life and strike.

Rusty and his friends, no prank was to elaborate, and sometimes the more absurd that planned, the better. The next time was about sending a mixed message- and by “message,” they meant the kind of nonsense that would only make more sense in the world of high school hijinks.

It all started when Rusty came across an old G.I. Joe action figure at a thrift store one weekend. He immediately had an idea-one so ridiculous that even his friends were unsure if it would work. But Rusty wasn't one to let doubt stop him. He just needed to get the timing right.

The home economics draw class was located directly below their history classroom, and the windows between the two rooms lined up perfectly. Rusty’s plan? To lower the G.I. Joe down to the class below with a very important message.

So, as Frank went on one of his routine rants about the Industrial Revolution, Rusty and his crew snuck into position. One of them, Rob, had been designated to handle the sting- the critical element in this operation.

Using the window latch, Rusty managed to open it without making a sound. He tied of piece of strong string to GI Joe’s waste carefully lowered him out the window and slowly, silently sent him down to the floor below. The sign- a neatly written note reading Help! Franks got a gun! - was attached to the figure. It was an absurd as it was harmless, and it was sure to get a reaction.

The home education students had just settled into their sewing projects when they spotted the figure dangling outside their window. At first, they stared in confusion, wondering if it was some kind of weird prank. But then they notice the sign and the confusion turned to alarm. 

“Is that...is that a G.I. Joe?” one of them asked.

The next moment, the home education teacher burst into classroom, eyes wide with a panic. “What’s going on in here?” she demanded, looking out the window in disbelief at the action figure swing in mid-air.

Meanwhile, back in the history class, Rusty and his friends watched from the window, trying best to not laugh as they saw the chaos unfold below. The teacher, still completely baffled, rushed to call for help- completely the missing fact that the whole situation was one big ridiculous misunderstanding.

It didn't take long for word to spread throughout the school. By the time bell rang just, about everyone knew about the “disturbance” in home economics. As for Frank, he never did figure out who was behind it-though Rusty could see the suspicion growing in his eyes every time he passed by.

Sometimes, Rusty and his friends didn't need a complicated plan to make a big impact-they just needed to seize on an opportunity. On this day, the opportunity came in the form of an old Ottawa phone book that had been left in the hallway. The phone book was bulky, thick and begging for mischief.

The group was on their lunch break when the moment they spotted the book, he knew exactly what to do. He grabbed it with a grin, and the others quickly gather round. The plan? Simple: rip it up and let the wind carry it across the football field.

They made their way outside, the phone book held high as if it were some sort of treasure. With a few quick rips, they tore up the pages to strips, each piece ready take flight. Rusty had an uncanny understanding of wind patterns, and he waited for just the right moment. Then, with a synchronized motion, the group tossed the shredded pages into the air, watching as the wind took them and scattered them in every direction.

The phone book pieces fluttered like confetti, swirling around in the air before landing all over the field. The sight was almost comical- pieces of paper drifting like the leaves in the breeze, some sticking to fences, others caught in the trees. But the best part was yet to come.

The wind picked up, carrying the pieces further than everyone had expected. Soon the whole field was covered in bits of phone book, even the surrounding parking lot was littered with shredded papers. Jake stood there, proud of the chaos he unleashed, but there was still one more thing to do.

A few minutes later, Frank came walking across the field, his face scrunched up in confusion as he saw the mess. By now he had been alerted by the custodian, who was undoubtedly not pleased with the state of the field. Frank's eyes darted from one scattered page to another, his bewildered gaze growing more intense with every step. He muttered on his breath as he tried to make sense of it all.

“Is this some kind of joke?”  Frank asked aloud, looking around at the now- covered field.

Of course, no one was brave enough to admit their role in the mayhem. Rusty and his friends stayed at a safe distance away, their laughter basically contain as Frank attempted to gather the pieces of phone book, but the damage was done.

As Frank huffed and puffed trying, to collect the scattered pagers and the rest of the students couldn't help but laugh at the absurdity of it all. The field would take ages to clean, and the phonebook-once a simple tool for finding numbers- had now become a catalyst of a legendary prank.

Rusty wasn't too shy away from making a scene, but the next prank took things to a whole new level of theatricality. It wasn't about tricking Frank or his classmates- it was about making a statement, even if that statement was completely, ridiculous.

It all started with Rusty’s increasing frustration over his grades. After another less- than- stellar test result, he had finally had enough. The marks weren't getting disappointing- they were downright infuriating. Rusty couldn't understand after all the pranks and antics; Frank hadn’t given a passing grade for sheer entertainment value alone.

One afternoon, as the class began to file into their seats, Rusty felt the simmering rage building. He couldn't just sit through another boring lecture. No today he was going to make an exit- a dramatic one. So, he waited until Frank was at the front the room, about to start his long- winded explanation of the Battle of Hastings. Then Rusty stood up, slammed his books down on the desk and made his bold move.

Without a word, Rusty marched over the window, pushed it open and clambered through it with the agility of someone who clearly done this before. The class watched in stunned silence as Rusty's legs disappeared out the window, followed by his entire body as he maneuvered his way to the outside ledge.

“Rusty! What in the world are you doing?” Frank's voice rang out. His face of mixture of shock and disbelief. But Rusty didn't care. This wasn't just a prank; this was a protest. He was sending a message that no one in that classroom would ever forget. 

From the ledge. Rusty called out.” I'm protesting my marks, Frank! I've had enough.” He threw his hands up dramatically, as if he were standing at the front lines of a revolution.” I demand change!”

The class was frozen, some stifling laughs, others unsure of whether they should be concerned. Frank, caught between anger and genuine confusion, approached the window, his hand instinctively reaching out as if to grab Jake and pull him back inside. But Rusty wasn't done. He dropped down a few feet, perch on the windowsill with his back to the class, now facing the schoolyard.

“What are you going to do, Frank?” Rusty called over his shoulder.” Give me a passing grade for my protest?” He wasn't waiting for an answer. Instead, he gave a dramatic shrug before calling down to the students below, “I'm standing for educational reform!”

For a moment, there was a tense silence. Frank, realizing Rusty wasn't going anywhere anytime soon, muttered something about safety and asked him to come back inside. But Rusty, ever the performer, stay put. It wasn't until a passing teacher noticed seen from across the hall anyone made a move.

By the time Rusty finally returned to the classroom- help back inside by a pair of very annoyed janitors who had witnessed the whole spectacle- Frank was at his desk shaking his head in disbelief. This protest hadn't won Rusty any sympathy for his grades, but it certainly earned him a spot in the annals prank history. 

The next prank was one of those that required a bit more artistry and a whole lot of imagination. Rusty’s friend Sam was the kind of guy who could sketch just about anything. From superheroes to cartoons, Sam’s drawings were legendary. But this time he had something special in mind: Frank.

As it all started it all started when Sam, in a fit of boredom during one of Frank's mid drawn- out lectures about the Middle Ages, began to doodle on the corner of his notebooks. But it wasn't just any doodle. Sam had been quietly observing Frank's usual attire and mannerisms and something clicked. He began stretching Frank-only not as a history teacher wearing a tie in every picture, but as an entirely new character.

The first picture was simple: Frank in a baseball uniform, standing tall, on the mound his face determined and serious. His usual grey suit jacket was replaced with a tight jersey, and his hands were raised mid  throw. Sam's depiction of Frank was exaggerated an hilarious, but it was also a work of art. He'd capture Frank's steely gaze perfectly.

A few days later, Sam had an entire Frank- themed sketches. There he was in a referee’s outfit, blowing the whistle with his usual authority. Then there was an image of Frank in a tuxedo, posing dramatically, but this time and Sam drew Frank as none other than Gene Simmons of KISS, his wild hair, face paint and everything.

But the piece de resistance was yet to come. Sam had been quietly drawing during class again, this time making Frank into something truly unexpected: Playboy Bunny, complete with a fluffy tail and iconic ears, the kind of outfit no one ever imagined Frank would wear. It was ridiculous and over- the- top, and hilarious.

Sam grinned from ear to ear, he had a plan. The next day, he casually placed the stack of drawings on the back of the room and let Rusty know it was time to reveal them.

As Frank began his lecture on ancient Greece. Rusty stood up, holding the drawings behind his back and casually walked to the front of the room. Without saying a word, he placed each sketch on Frank's desk, one by one. There was Frank a baseball pitcher, as a hockey referee, as Gene Simmons, and finally as a Playboy Bunny.

For a moment, Frank stood there, staring the drawings in stunned silence. The class was trying, with varying degrees of success, to stifle their laughter. Sam who had been the mastermind behind the sketches, had to look away to keep, from bursting out loud with laughter.

“Who did this?”  Frank asked, his voice tight, though his face was reddening from embarrassment.

No one spoke up. Rusty and the others exchanged glances, trying their best to keep a straight face.

Frank, shaking his head in disbelief, picked up the drawing of him in the Playboy Bunny costume and held it up toward the class. “This is- this is absurd,” he muttered. But even he couldn't completely suppress small chuckle as he looked at the ridiculousness of it all.

Despite his desk best efforts to regain control of the lesson, it was clear that Franks dignity had been lost for the day. The class, of course, couldn't stop talking about it for weeks and the sketches, found their way into every conversation about the” legendary Frank drawings” that would never be forgotten.

By now, Rusty and his friends had become so skilled at orchestrating chaos that it seemed like every day brought an opportunity for mischief. And well, most of their pranks had been relatively harmless, this one took a bit more of planning and finesse.

It all started one Friday afternoon right after lunch. Rusty, Rob and a few other boys had made their usual pilgrimage to the local corner store. Instead of picking up snacks like they usually did, they had obviously something a bit more... adventurous in mind. They were going to get a couple of beers.

It wasn't anything too crazy, just a couple of cans tucked in the bottom of their backpacks. The plan wasn't to drink them of course-that would’ve been too risky. No, the goal is to place one of the beers and Franks coat when he wasn't looking. They were going to plant the evidence.

The time was crucial. As soon as they returned class, they knew Frank would be busy in his pre-lesson routine, getting his notes together at the front of the room while everyone was just settling in.  Rusty and his friends waited for the perfect moment. Frank, completely unaware he had hung his coat on the back of his chair, was just out of sight. It was the perfect target.

With stealth that could rival the best of merger burglars, Rusty crept up to Frank's coat, carefully slipping the beer can into the inside pocket. It was a small but perfect move- so subtle that no one would think twice about it, but it would be enough to cause a stir when the time came.

As the lesson began, the students pretended to pay attention, but at the whole time the class was watching, knowing was what was about to happen. Frank, oblivious to the beer now sitting in his pocket, began his lecture on the French Revolution. He gestured toward the blackboard, speaking with his usual intensity about Robespierre and the reign of terror.

Then, as Frank moved about the classroom, adjusting the projector, it happened. The beer can and nestled snugly in his pocket made a faint clink as it shifted. Rusty and his friends barely contain their laughter. This was the moment they've been waiting for.

Suddenly, Frank stopped in his tracks. He froze for a moment, his eyes darting to his coat. The can had shifted again, this time more noticeably. Frank, clearly confused, reached into his pocket and pull out the beer. His face turned several shades of red as he held the can out in front of the class.

“Uh, I ...I don't remember bringing this in here,” Frank said, looking around the room. “What's the meaning of this?” His voice was a mix of confusion and exasperation.

Rusty and his friends kept their faces as straight as possible, but it was clear that the class was holding back giggles. Frank, now holding the beer can with a look bewilderment looked back on his coat and then out at the class.

There was a brief pause before one of the students, seeing an opportunity for further mischief, muttered. “Maybe it's for History class?”

The class erupted into laughter at that, and Frank, though clearly irritated, couldn't help by crack a smile at the absurdity of all.” Very funny,” he said, his voice dry. “But we don't need any... extracurricular substances in here.

With a shake of his head, Frank placed the beer on his desk and continued with the lecture, though the rest of the class couldn't help but be distracted by the mysterious can of beer sitting at the front. It became the highlight of a lesson, and every time Frank glanced at it, a few students snicker. The prank had worked- one would forever get the day Frank found a can a beer in his coat pocket, and the rumour that the mysterious can would follow him for years to come.

It wasn't just the Rusty wasn't just the type of student who spent hours buried in his notebook. In fact, studying wasn't exactly his strong suit. So, when the time came for the next history test, Rusty knew he’d have to rely on his quick thinking- and a bit of underhanded trickily- to get by.

As always. Frank had warned the class about the test would be difficult. The usual warnings about “knowing your material” had been given. Frank had carefully crafted questions that required not just memorization, but a deeper understanding of the historical events they had studied. Rusty wasn't worried-he had a foolproof plan.

The night before the test, instead of reviewing his notes like some other students, Rusty did something a little more different. He took all his notes-the ones he had neglected to study- and scribbled the most important fact onto small strips of paper. These weren't just any notes though. They were perfectly formatted for quick peeks during the exam, small enough to fit in the palm of his hand or slip between the pages of his test. 

The morning of the test, Rusty arrived early and made his way to his desk with an innocent look on his face. He carefully placed the tiny slips of paper into the pages of his test paper, wedged in between the questions so that he would easily access them without being too obvious. A little glance here, a quick peak there- and be able to fill in the gaps where his memory fell short.

When the test papers were handed out. Rusty's heart race with excitement. Frank was moving around the classroom checking on the students as they started, and the rest of the class was focused on their papers. Rusty sat there, casually looking over his questions, his fingers already lightly touching the notes that he had hidden inside.

As he worked through the test, Rusty felt surge of confidence. The answers were right there, neatly written on his notes. He could breeze through this test with ease.

But what Rusty didn't expect was a sudden pause in the classroom. Frank had stopped right next to his desk, staring down his test paper with a confused look on his face.

“Rusty,” Frank said, his voice sharp, “is there something you'd like to share with the class?”

Rusty looked up, feigning innocence. “What do you mean?”

Frank slowly flipped through the pages of Rusty’s test paper, then pulled of one of the tiny slips of paper wedged between the pages. The rest of the class watched in silent of amusement as Frank held up the note in front of everyone. It was one of Rusty’s cheat sheets, clearly written in his familiar handwriting.

The class burst into a mix of laughter and gas, but Frank to his credit, loose his cool. He raised an eyebrow at Rusty and said, “well, I'm impressed, Rusty, I didn't realize you had such a creative way of studying.”

Rusty now thoroughly busted smiled sheepishly. Guess I overestimated my memory, sir,” he said, trying to salvage the moment.

Frank, shaking his head, took the test paper from Rusty and placed it aside. “You know Rusty, I expected more from you, but I suppose I'll just have to grade this based on your actual knowledge.”

The class continued to chuckle under their breath as Frank moved on, but the prank had backfired a little, little more than Rusty had anticipated. Sure, he had gotten the reaction he wanted, but now he's going to face the consequences of his creative test taking methods.

Rusty’s pranks had become so varied that even the simplest ones had the potential for chaos. This particular prank, while relatively low tech had an element of surprise that made it one of the most effective.

It all started out when the boys, Rob returned from a vacation in Florida, proudly showing off a small bag of caps he bought while he was there. These weren't just ordinary caps, they were the kind that, when you press them, made a loud pop. They were called snap caps, and they were popular for kids looking to make a little noise and cause some mischief.

When Rob pulled the bag out and showed the group. Rusty’s mind immediately began working. It was too perfect; they could cause a ruckus in class without even trying. The best part? No one would even know Who did it until it was too late.

The plan was simple: scatter the caps on the floor during class, just before Frank started his lecture. Every time someone stepped on one, it would snap- loudly enough to grab Frank's attention, but not so loud that class would get caught immediately. It would be chaos with no clear culprit.

Rusty, Rob on the others worked quickly during the few minutes before. Frank arrived. They scattered the caps carefully around the room, under the desks, in the aisles and in corners- places where no one would expect to find them. By the bell rang and Frank entered, the trap was set.

Frank as usual, walked into the room and began his preparations, at the front of class, writing his usual notes on the board. He barely noticed the slight shifting of the students’ shoes as they tried to avoid stepping on the traps they knew were hidden around the room.

It wasn't long before the first snap rang out, loud and unexpected. It was enough to make everyone jump, but no one reacted. Frank pause, looking up, slight frown on his face, but he didn't have didn't say anything, he continued his lecture, assuming it was just someone's foot hitting the ground.

Then, another snap. This one came from more or the back of the room. It was louder. More than noticeable. The class couldn't help but stifle their giggles, and Frank looked up, clearly puzzled. “What’s going on back there?” he asked, his gaze sweeping the room.

The noise continued. Snap after snap, the caps kept going off, and it quickly became impossible to for Frank to ignore. He walked towards the back of the room, trying to figure out what was causing the ruckus. Every time took a step, another snap would go off under foot.

“Alright, what's happening here?” Frank asked, clearly losing patience. “Who's responsible for this?”

But no one confessed. Everyone acted as if they work as confused as Frank, although some students were having a hard time keeping straight faces. Rusty and is friends, of course, were masters at maintaining their composure, but the rest of the class was barely holding it together.

Finally, after several more snaps, Frank had had enough. “Alright, that's enough,” he said, his voice firm. “This is clearly intentional. I want everyone to stop stepping on whatever it is you’ve got on the floor.”

With that, the popping stopped, and as the class fell into awkward silence. Frank, still fuming, gave one last sweeping look around the room before muttering, “I’m not sure what kind of joke this is, but I don't appreciate it.”

Rusty, feeling satisfied with the prank’s success, leaned back in his chair with a grin. Frank might not have appreciated it, but the students would be talking about the “snap- cap incident” for weeks to come.

By the end of the year, the students in Frank's class had pulled off some of the most legendary pranks the school had ever seen. They had disrupted lectures, Frank into fits of confusion and made each others day a little more interesting. But the year ended, there was one finally final prank that topped them all-one that would go down in history, so to speak.

It all began one quiet afternoon when the idea came to Rusty during a particularly boring history lecture. Frank was going on about some obscure event from 18th century that no one cared about, and everyone's attention was drifting. Rusty was doodling his notebook, idly watching Frank's dramatic hand gestures, when he had a thought. What if they created a fake student?

The plan was simple but genius. They would invent a student who didn't exist. Martin McGarvey. He’d be a fictional student who by all accounts was a history prodigy. The prank would start with subtle references. “Has anyone seen Martin McGarvey’s notes? I hear he's. Acting, acing the class.” Or “I heard Martin McGarvey gave an amazing presentation on the French Revolution.” They’d slowly built up this myth until it became something Frank couldn't ignore.

Soon, the name “Martin McGarvey” was being whispered throughout the class like some sort of secret legend. At first, Frank didn't notice. After all, there were a lot of students in the class, and surely one more name wouldn’t stand out.  But the students, Rusty in particular, made sure Martin's name came up frequently, always in glowing terms.

By the time the final of weeks of school roll around, Martin McGarvey had taken on a life of his own. Every time Frank assigned an essay or project, the students made sure Martin's “work” was referenced- his exceptional papers, his insightful comments, his extraordinary contributions to class discussions. In fact, whenever the class did something well, Martin McGarvey’s name was subtly thrown into the mix.

Finally. The day arrived when the History award was to be presented, Frank, having seen the impressive (but completely fabricated) achievements of Martin McGarvey, decided that this student- the elusive, genius- level Martin-deserved the top honor. The class knew it was coming. They had all built this legend up so much that Frank couldn't possibly ignore it.

When Frank stood at the front of the class to announce the winner, the tension in the room was palpable. The students tried their best to look serious, but there was air of anticipation in the room. Frank cleared his throat. “And the recipient of this year’s History Award,” he began, “is...Martin McGarvey.”

There was a beat of silence. Then the entire class, unable to hold it in any longer burst out laughing. Frank's face turned beet red as he looked around at the students, all who were clearly in on the joke.

“Martin McGarvey?” Frank asked, bewildered, looking down at his papers. “Who... who is Martin McGarvey?”

The students laughed even harder. Rusty, trying to hold back his laughter, raise his hand. “Uh sir, I think Martin McGarvey might be...well, someone who's not actually here.”

Frank expressions shifted from confusion to disbelief. “Wait a minute. You mean to tell me there's no Martin McGarvey?”

The class nodded; the prank having reached its hilarious conclusion.

“Unbelievable,” Frank muttered, running a hand through his hair. “You all got me good. I can't believe I fell for that.”

The legend of Martin McGarvey became the stuff of school folklore. It wasn't just another prank- it was a testament to how far Rusty and his friends had pushed the boundaries to their mischief. Even Frank, this, despite his frustration, had to admit that would it was a pretty clever joke.

And so, at the end of the year, the history ward- officially and forevermore- went to the mythical Martin McGarvey, a student who never existed, but whose legend would live on the annals of the school’s history.

The morning announcement incident.

One year, the school office decided it would be beneficial for second period teachers to read the morning announcements to their classes instead of broadcasting over the PA system. The idea, in theory, was to make the announcement feel more personal and engaging. Is reality, created an opportunity for Rusty to have some fun.

The routine was simple. A student would pick up the typed announcements from the office and deliver them to the classroom while the teacher was busy teaching. The teacher would then read them aloud at the designated time. It was a simple system. A trusted a trust-based system an as history has shown, trusting high school students is always a risky move.

Rusty, never want to let a golden opportunity pass by him, decided to take matters into his own hands. While the teacher was mid lesson, he quietly approached the desk, added two extra announcements in his own handwriting, and then sat back like nothing had happened.

When the time came, Frank- the unsuspecting second -period teacher- picked up the announcements and began reading.

“Good morning, students. A reminder that permission forms for the senior trip are due this Friday. Chess Club will meet after school in Room 204.  And...”  He paused for a moment, squinting slightly at the next item. “The office is currently looking for information regarding this stolen urinal from the third- floor men’s washroom. If you are in possession of this urinal, please return it by the end of the day-no questions asked.”

The class burst into laughter. Some students were already doubled over their desks, while others looked around in confusion, trying to figure out if they had misheard.

Frank frowned. “That's a terrible thing for students to do,” he said, shaking his head. “I don't know what kind of prank this is, but stealing school property is no joke.”

He continued reading, oblivious to the suppressing giggles spreading across the room.

“Also, there will be a wet T-shirt contest in the office during first lunch. All students are encouraged to attend.”

A stunned silence fell over the class. A few students gasped audibly. Then, all at once, the room erupted into absolute chaos.

Frank's expression froze mid sentence as his words caught up to his brain. His eyes darted back to the paper, then to the laughing students.

“What? What?! That can't be right!” He flipped through the papers, panic creeping into his voice.” Who wrote this?!”

By now, students were wiping tears from their eyes. A few were literally crying from the laughter. Frank, however, was having a crisis.

“I- I just read what's on the page!” he stammered before, rounding on the poor kid who delivered the announcements. “Did you tamper with these?”

“No,” the student protested. “I just brought them from the office! I swear.”

“Well, someone did!” Frank muttered, scanning the room suspiciously. “This isn't funny! The office is going to be furious.”

And he was right.

An hour later, just before the lunch bell, the PA cracked to life. The secretary’s voice came on, sounding far less composed than usual.

“Attention students. There appears to have been an error on this morning's announcement. To clarify: no urinals have been stolen from the third- floor men’s washroom. All facilities remain intact.”

Laughter ripped through the halls.

“Additionally,” the voice continued, clearly exasperated, “there is absolutely no wet T-shirt contest happening in the office at anytime. That is all.”

By now, students were practically on the floor. The school had officially lost control.

Meanwhile, Rusty sat back, blending in with the rest of the chaos. He never took credit.  Never got questioned. Never even cracked a suspicious grin. By the time the school moved on a few days later, the legend of the journal and the wet T-shirt scandal had already entered school folklore.

And Rusty? He was just another student in the crowd, laughing along with the rest.

The Fireworks Incident.

Lunchtime in the cafeteria was always a noisy affair-clanking trays, loud conversations, and the occasional piece of food flying through the air. But today, Rusty had something special in his pockets-a little firework. It wasn't his idea, of course. Someone had slipped it to him, claiming it was just a small bang- and- done kind of thing. Seemed harmless enough.

Rusty sat at the table with his friends, twirling the tiny firework between his fingers. Curiosity got the better of him. With a quick glance around to make sure no teachers were looking, he lit it and dropped it under the table.

For a moment, nothing happened.

Then- BANG!

But it didn't just bang. The fireworks shot across the floor, spinning like a crazed top, sparks flying in all directions. It whizzed past someone’s foot, sending them scrambling onto a bench. It bounced off a leg chair, zipping in a new direction, making a high- pitched screeching as it went. Students were shrieked and left out of the way, trays clattering to the floor 

“What the-?!”  one that easels on duty, Mr. Keller, turned just in time to see the fireworks fizzle to a stop near the Mill crate. His eyes scanned the room, looking for the usual suspect. And sure enough, his gaze landed right on Rusty.

“Rusty.” His voice cut through the cafeteria chaos.

Rusty's heart sank. He hadn't even gotten to enjoy the show properly.

“Come with me.”

Rusty was marched straight to the principal’s office. He put on his best innocent face, rehearsing his defence in his head. He hadn't technically done anything wrong. He was simply a victim of a firework- gone- wild.

Principal Matthews leaned in his chair, folding his hands. “Rusty”, he said slowly. “ I assume you know why you're here.”

Rusty widened his eyes. “Sir, I have no idea what happened. One moment I'm eating my sandwich like a responsible student- next chaos!  I was as shocked as anyone else.”

Principal Matthews will raised an eyebrow. “You're telling me that you had nothing to do with it?”

“Nothing at all, sir.” Rusty shook his head for emphasis. “I mean, sure, I was in the cafeteria, Sure I saw the firework. But can I control what mysterious forces cause things to happen? No, sir, I cannot.”

Principal Matthew sighed. He knew Rusty too well. But there were no wizard witnesses, no direct evidence. After a long pause, he waved a hand to the door.

“Get out of my office, Rusty”

Rusty didn't need to be told twice. He was gone before the principal could change his mind, walking out with the kind of relief that only a near- miss could bring.

He made his way back to the cafeteria, is friends were waiting, grinning.

“Well?”  One of them asked. 

Rusty smirked. “Let’s just say... justice has been served.”

They burst into laughter as he took his seat, the legend of the rogue cafeteria firework already spreading through the school.

The A TV's.

It was just another crisp morning when Rusty and Tim, two boys with a reputation for mischief, pull up to the school on their three-wheelers. The sun hadn't fully risen, but the air was filled with a hum of students milling around the smoking compound, gossiping before the bell rang. Rusty, being the braver of the two, revved his engine. Tim followed suit, a grin spreading across his face.

“Think anyone will notice?” Rusty shouted over the roar of the engines.

“Of course! Let's give ‘em a show!” Tim yelled back, as they spread toward the grassy field.

The pair zigzagged across the lawn, kicking up dirt and dust behind them. Then they flew over little bumps and hollows, their three Wheelers catching air in a few impressive jumps. Students from the
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