The Poacher

 ‘So! Caught you at last,’ hissed the gamekeeper, emerging from the bushes behind a poacher.

 ‘What do you mean?’ asked the poacher.

 ‘I saw you quickly throw that plucked duck back into the river as you saw me. Look, there it is – still floating on the surface. And how do you explain all its feathers on your clothes?’

 ‘Simple! The duck wanted to go for a swim so I’m minding its clothes.’

