
The Tower 

The wizard was old and tired and he made his way through the forest very slowly. Eventually he found what he 

was looking for - a stone tower many, many times taller than the tallest 

tree. It had only one door and no windows so the wizard knocked but 

there was no answer. He waited a minute and knocked again but there 

was still no answer. He examined the tower again looking for clues. 

There was a statue of a man above the door but the statue was 

ordinary and did not reveal any secrets. There was writing carved in 

the stones above the door but the wizard, although he spoke twelve 

languages, did not recognise the writing and could not read it - so he 

decided he must break into the tower. 

Summoning his powers, he revealed who he really was. He 

straightened his back because he was not really old. He threw off his 

cloak because he was not really a wizard. He transformed his staff into 

a fiery sword and jutted his chin into the air. He stepped into his best 

fighting stance, arms raised ready to fight and revealed himself to be 

the Red Ranger. 

Using his sword he cut into the door which burned away in a puff of 

smoke. The Ranger could see only darkness beyond so he adjusted 

his vision using the power of his armour. Now he could see in the 

dark and saw that the tower had a single entrance chamber with only 

one way on – a spiral staircase. He stepped into the chamber and, 

using his x-ray vision mode, saw that the staircase led all the way to 

the top of the tower but was full of traps. Looking for another way 

on, he saw that there was a secret room to the right. He examined 

the stonework carefully, feeling for a secret lever, until eventually he 

found one. He pressed a small piece of stone, there was a click and 

the secret door swung open. 

The room beyond was empty apart from one thing: Ten paces from 

the Red Ranger stood a wooden throne. On the throne sat a skeleton 

wearing a crown. The Ranger spoke. He said, 

 

‘Are you the Goodie Skeleton King?’ 

The skeleton raised its eye sockets to regard the Red Ranger. ‘I am,’ it 

said. 

‘I have come to rescue you so that you can continue your good deeds,’ 

said the Ranger. 

‘I am very glad to hear that,’ said the skeleton ‘but I have been 

imprisoned here by the Dragon-Lord. He put a spell on me so that I 

may not rise from this chair until I am given the key. The key is in an 

invisible stone room floating above the tower and the top of the tower 

is guarded by the Dragon-Lord himself. He is very powerful.’ 



The Red Ranger thought for a second. He was very good at defeating enemies but he also knew that the 

Skeleton King was powerful. If the Dragon-Lord had defeated the Skeleton King then the Dragon Lord was too 

powerful for the Ranger. 

‘I will return,’ he said ‘with an army.’ 

As it turned out, he could not find a whole army. He journeyed to the nearby Stourhead Castle and spoke to the 

Lord of Stourhead. At first Lord Stourhead did not want to lend his army to the Red Ranger but, when he heard 

that they were to battle the Dragon Lord, he changed his mind. 

‘I will lend you ten of my most mediocre fighting men and ladies,’ said the lord ‘but you must promise to defeat 

the dragon and bring me its scales so that I can make a suit of the finest dragon-scale armour. That is the best 

kind of armour.’ 

The Red Ranger thought for a moment and then said, ‘Lend me thirty of your finest fighting men and ladies 

and we have a deal.’ The lord agreed. 

Back at the tower, the Red Ranger charged up the stone staircase followed by the thirty soldiers. He had already 

used his x-ray vision mode to spot all of the traps and they avoided them easily. When they reached the top of 

the staircase they leapt through a small wooden door and the Dragon-Lord turned to face them, angry that his 

tower had been invaded. 

‘Why have you come here?’ he roared. 

‘To collect the key and release the Goodie Skeleton King,’ cried the 

Ranger. 

‘Unacceptable!’ shouted the Dragon-Lord. ‘Turn back or be 

defeated.’ 

Summoning more of his powers, the Red Ranger pulled a cloud 

down from the sky and used it to make the dragon soaking wet. 

Dragons do not like to be wet because it stops them from using their 

fiery breath - but this dragon was too powerful and easily burned 

away the wet cloud using smoke from its nostrils. It laughed and said, 

‘Is that the best you can do, puny red human?’ 

‘Take this!’ said the Red Ranger and, using the last of his power, cast an illusion spell. This spell made the 

Dragon-Lord think that the whole world had turned to water. This would make him weaker and certainly too 

weak to defeat thirty fine fighting men and ladies. The dragon panicked and flew away across the forest. He flew 

fast and was out of sight over the horizon within seconds. 

Leaping into action in case the dragon returned soon, the Red Ranger used his ultra-violet vision mode to see 

the invisible chamber floating above the tower and jumped up into it. He snatched the key and dashed back 

down the stairs to free the Skeleton King. 

Outside the tower, the skeleton gave the Ranger a big hug and thanked him and the thirty fine fighting men and 

ladies. And that would have been the end of the tale except that the Red Ranger now had to explain to Lord 

Stourhead why there were no dragon scales for him. He hoped the lord would not be too angry - but that was 

another story. 


