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Introduction
 
    
 
   Dear Minecraft fan. I am Billy Miner. I am the author of all these Minecraft short stories. While putting in all the work, I spent countless hours coming up with inspirational themes, heroic characters, and brutal enemies. I based many of my topics on the game of Minecraft, although every once in a while, I deviated a little from the regular enemies and elements to make it more exciting.
 
   Since this book has 50 stories, which all sell well on Amazon individually, this book is worth about $50… so enjoy the discount and see it as a quality product.
 
   The game of Minecraft is full of possibilities. People have created entire cities, structures, and mountains, just by adding block after block to their projects. The world is endless, so you can basically include anything in a Minecraft story, which is why it was fun and challenging at the same time to write them.
 
   I hope you will enjoy all these Minecraft stories in this elaborate combo of 50 in 1. They are funny, thrilling, interesting, weird, sad, scary, and epic. The protagonists in these storied are as varied as the colors of the rainbow. From exploding creepers and chanting witches to killer zombies and cute bunnies, these books can entertain you for quite a bit of time.
 
   Have fun reading or listening to these exciting, awesome stories!
 
    
 
   Oh, and pssst… 
 
   Don’t forget to sign up for my email list. You will receive free promos and a complimentary PDF version of my book “Minecraft Fantasy,” which is a separate book not included in this big bundle. To sign up, just click on the image below:
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   (Minecraft Fantasy audible link: http://www.audible.com/pd/B018F4FYK8) 
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   In this epic tale of a Minecraft story (not an official affiliated book but related to the game), you will learn about a kid who went from zero to hero.
 
   Marcus Evolius seems to be an ordinary construction worker in the 1400s who isn’t happy with his job. However, the visitation of certain ordinary but mysterious creatures helps him realize his potential and his chosen birthright to venture for something greater than what he was aspiring to before. 
 
   Follow the main character of this funny, adventurous Minecraft book, and let your imagination do the rest. Ready for some action, an original story, a little romance, and some courageous paths to heroism? Then don’t wait and start reading!
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Day 1: Just a Pig
 
    
 
   It was eleven in the morning. As Marcus woke up by the most annoying rooster ever, the one he was going to have for dinner someday, he scratched his head and complained, “If only I could be like the ones running the place here. My employer has loads of gold. He can sit still all day and be lazy. That would be the perfect life.”
 
   Marcus Evolius came to Minersville by “accident.” His parents were in a distant land, or so he was told. His lovely aunt and uncle adopted him like he was one of their own. Although they didn’t have much, they had enough to survive… that was… if the work got done.
 
   Working in construction was no picnic. Marcus had to get up at 6:00 in the morning from Monday to Saturday. It was hard work, he usually got pretty dirty, and his clothes reeked every time he came home. His employer wasn’t the easiest person to get along with, nicely put. “Thank goodness it’s a Sunday,” Marcus sighed when he thought of how long he slept in. 
 
   He washed himself, put some clean clothes on, and went downstairs.
 
   “Hey, boy,” his uncle greeted him.
 
   “Morning, uncle,” Marcus greeted back.
 
   “Have you had breakfast yet?”
 
   “No, not yet.” 
 
   “Well, it’s almost afternoon. You better eat something and start working on the farm.”
 
   “Yes, uncle,” Marcus answered.
 
   When there was nothing to be done at work, Marcus had to help out on the farm where he stayed. It was a nice getaway from the dirty medieval cities where he built houses with the other co-workers, but it was still work. There were chickens and pigs to be fed, horses to be checked, sheep to be herded, and cows to be milked. If those things did not get done, his uncle wouldn’t be able to make a living. 
 
   Marcus didn’t mind working on the farm, but for some reason, he despised the pigs. He liked the cows, he could stand the horses, and the chickens were just funny (and delicious in December), but he loathed the way the pigs always tossed and turned into their own filth. 
 
   “Dirty, fat creatures,” he mumbled as he put more pig food down. 
 
   However, right when he said that, one of the pigs looked at him with big eyes, as if it understood him. “What are you looking at!?” Marcus shouted. The pig kept staring at him. “Right. As if you were smart enough to understand what I am saying,” he continued. 
 
   “You know, now that we are talking as if you were actually understanding my language… have you ever dreamt of something bigger? I know, you’re just rolling in the mud, being content about life. But I always had the feeling there was something more important for me. I wonder if there is a greater scheme, and if I am capable of more. You know… just something better. I realize my aunt and uncle need me at the farm and if I don’t bring in the money, there won’t be any food on the table. But sometimes I think about it, and I wonder if there is more.”
 
   Marcus paused for a few seconds. 
 
   “Oh well, you wouldn’t understand. You’re a pig. What do you know? Have fun in the mud.”
 
   That afternoon, he sat on a bench, staring at the sheep. The sky was cloudy, like always. It wasn’t raining, but it could start soon. He had become pretty good at forecasting the weather after all these years on the farm. Yep. It was going to rain in three, two, one… hey, where was the rain… uhm… aha! There it is! Close enough. He got wet, but he didn’t care. His clothes were dirty and he was tired. He was comfortable on his bench. Then he realized the sheep needed to be taken care of.
 
   Break time was over! 
 
   “Let’s get those animals inside!” his uncle shouted from the farm. “Now!”
 
   “Yes. Yes. I’m coming,” Marcus thought.
 
   He grabbed a stick and started walking towards the sheep, guiding them to the building and eventually locking them in the shed. He stretched his arms and looked outside. “Glad that’s over,” he said. “Look at the rain now! It’s pouring!” 
 
   Then he heard a loud crack. What could that be? He never heard anything like it.
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   [bookmark: _Day_2__The]Day 2: The Message
 
    
 
   Marcus turned his head. He wasn’t sure if he wanted to check it out. After all, it was pouring rain. The lightning struck fast and the thunder was terrifying. But hey, since he was wet anyway… you can’t get any wetter than being completely drenched in disgusting rain, right? “Let’s go see,” he thought. “If 60% of my body consists of water anyway, only 40% of my body can actually get wet.” With that logic in mind he decided to take initiative.
 
   He left the barn he had been hiding in, and took off, into the direction of the noise. Walking around the barn, climbing over a wall, and jumping over a fence… he felt himself getting closer and closer.
 
   “There it is!” he yelled.
 
   He approached the area, and as came to the right place, he buried his head in his hands. 
 
   “Oh no!” he blurted out. “Those messy, awful animals!”
 
   Marcus put his hand on the pig’s fence. Yep. This was it. The fence was open and one of the pigs had escaped. “My uncle is going to KILL me,” he thought. “Unless…”
 
   He heard an OINK and turned around. 
 
   “You!” Marcus said in a low voice as he squinted his eyes and focused his stare at a pig about 20 yards away from him. “Come here right now!” Marcus started running towards the pig, but then the thunder rumbled and the pig was startled. 
 
   “No!” Marcus shouted in desperation as he saw the pig running away into the woods. “You’ve got to be kidding me! Come back! How come you’re so fast all of a sudden? Does exercising in the mud help you become a speedy creature? That makes no sense, because…” Before he could finish his sentence, he had to catch his breath. 
 
   “That’s it! You’re going down, dirty pig!”
 
   In the heavy, dreary rain, Marcus sprinted into the forest to catch the pig. “There!” He changed direction and watched as the pig disappeared into the forest. He ran and ran, until he tripped and fell, his face flat in the mud. “Ughh… I will have that pig for supper tomorrow,” he groaned. He didn’t think he would spend his one day off chasing a pig.
 
   “Where did he go? Where did he go? Ah, there it is. I’ve got you now.”
 
   “STOP!” the pig said.
 
   Huh? Did that pig just talk?
 
   “Excuse me?” Marcus asked.
 
   “Stop right there!” the pig repeated.
 
   Marcus was astonished. He wasn’t sure what to think of this. How can a pig talk, and in English? Well, at least he had a funny accent, but that wasn’t the point. Marcus didn’t say another word. His mouth fell open and his eyes felt as if they were about to pop out of their sockets. A talking pig! What the….? How was that possible? Perhaps he heard it wrong because of the noisy thunder and heavy rain.
 
   “What?” Marcus said again.
 
   “If you continue this way, you will never amount to anything,” the pig went on.
 
   Marcus couldn’t believe his ears. As he changed his facial expression from surprised to skeptic, closing his eyes halfway, and leaning his arm on his elbow, he answered with a smartly attitude, “Yes, mister Pig. And which way should I turn then?” He still couldn’t believe he was talking to a pig, but he played along, thinking that he was probably dreaming.
 
   “Do you not see the irony here?” the pig asked.
 
   “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Marcus responded.
 
   “You come home dirty every day from working at the construction site, yet you despise us as pigs because we are muddy and filthy. What’s the difference between you and us?”
 
   [bookmark: Chapter3]“Well…” He didn’t really have an answer. Then he thought of something. “But I worked hard!” he said. “You pigs aren’t doing anything.”
 
   “Then why are you chasing me, if I am useless to you?”
 
   “Because we need you.”
 
   “If you need us, then don’t despise us,” the pig continued. “Do you really think one creature is worth more than another? Do you think that if you are at the top of society, giving orders and managing employees or loyal servants, you are worth more than the ones carrying out your orders? Do you really believe that anything would happen at your job if everyone was at the top? Don’t you see that the entire system would collapse if the ones at the bottom didn’t contribute and do their part?”
 
   The pig had a point. No, really, the PIG had a POINT! How can pigs have points to begin with?!!!!! 
 
   “Uhh… o-okay… I guess so,” he stammered.
 
   “Remember this encounter,” the pig concluded. “This is the first step.”
 
   “The first step of what?” Marcus asked.
 
   But the pig didn’t respond. All that came out of its mouth was OINK. It was as if it had never happened. Crazy. Maybe it was just a dream after all. Oh well, who cares. He picked up the pig, which had become a lot tamer, and carried it back to its fence. As the pig’s words echoed in his mind, he couldn’t help but realize that its little speech had opened his eyes and changed his philosophy on life. And what did “the first step” mean? What was the second step? And how many steps were there? And then what?
 
   That evening, he fell asleep later than normally. The questions didn’t leave him alone. He knew he had to sleep, but it took a while before he got to that point.
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   “Cock-a-doodle-doo!” the rooster crowed. Just because he had some kind of spiritual awakening, didn’t mean Marcus liked that rooster. He was looking for a shoe. Where is it? Aha! He picked up the shoe and threw it at the rooster. Missed.
 
   “All right. Let’s get ready to go to work.”
 
   He ran downstairs and almost hit the wall. He was tired. He could feel it in his bones and muscles. Let’s hope his employer was going to let him take it easy.
 
   Sielieth was a powerful man. He didn’t just own the construction company Marcus worked for, but seven other ones as well. He had gained favor with the king and queen at the royal castle, and he had a huge house. Marcus knew, because he had been to his place more than once to discuss construction matters. Marcus believed only the royal family lived a more luxurious life than this man. Sielieth had 1500 workers under his supervision. His influence stretched much farther than Minersville, far into the distant lands and large cities of the kingdom. He had it made, his life was perfect; at least that’s the image Marcus had of him.
 
   “Gather those rocks immediately!” Sielieth shouted. “We are behind on schedule. If you don’t catch up, I cannot secure your job for the next few days, so KEEP MOVING!”
 
   He turned around and made some notes on a piece of paper. Then he looked up. “Marcus. Why are you late?”
 
   “Sorry, Sir, it won’t happen again.”
 
   “Yeah, yeah, cut the nonsense. Go help those guys over there.”
 
   Marcus wasn’t fond of Sielieth at all. But now that he realized that the construction company needed him as much as he needed the payments, he put his back into it and helped as much as he could. It was still boring, it was still hard work, but the pig made him realize the value he was adding to his co-workers, his employer, and the people who were going to live in the homes they were building. He didn’t just see it as getting it over with and getting paid, just to survive.
 
   As the day went by, nothing spectacular happened, although Marcus found more fulfillment in his work. It was 6:00 p.m. It was almost time to go home. Almost time to relax for a little while. 
 
   But then something happened, something Marcus never expected, especially not from him, from Sielieth.
 
   Marcus walked around the corner of the company building and stopped. What he observed there he would have never imagined. Sielieth was sitting down, bending over, and covering his face. Was he crying? Sielieth… the big man, the strong, bold power figure who controlled hundreds of people’s lives… what problems could he have? At first, Marcus was about to walk away. After all, it wasn’t his place to talk to him, in particular to a grown man who could solve his own issues. But then Sielieth looked up. “What are you looking at?” he sneered.
 
   “N-nothing,” Marcus stuttered, as he stared at him for a few seconds in innocence.
 
   “Look, I am sorry,” Sielieth said. “It’s not your fault you ran into me like this.”
 
   “No problem, Sir,” Marcus answered. “I can leave if you want.”
 
   “Oh, I guess I might as well explain to you what is going on. It’s not like you’re going to tell the other co-workers, right?”
 
   “Uhm…”
 
   “If you do, I will fire you.”
 
   “Ah. Clear as glass, Sir,” Marcus said as he became a little pale.
 
   “I am just kidding. No, but seriously, this is confidential. Can you handle that?”
 
   “Of course, Sir.”
 
   “Listen. You think I have such an easy life, don’t you? Well, I am in deep trouble. One of my companies is about to collapse. The workers have gone on strike. They refuse to finish the project. And if they don’t finish it, I will suffer some serious financial losses. If I lose that company, I will have enough left to survive, and if I sell my house, I would have a little more, but I wouldn’t have enough to keep my wife alive.”
 
   “Sir?”
 
   “My wife is dying, Marcus. I don’t know what to do about it. The doctors say she needs medicine from the mountains… way high up in the mountains. There is a certain herb called ‘felexus aridius’ there that will heal her, according to the physician I talked to. Here, this is what it looks like.” Sielieth showed Marcus a drawing someone made of the particular plant. 
 
   He went on, “But to go get it, is almost suicide. The rocks are dangerous, there are predators all over the hills, and the plant is difficult to find. The only other way to provide her the necessary medicine is to purchase it, but you can imagine a rare herb like that costs a fortune. I am overwhelmed. My children need a mother, and I need my wife.”
 
   “I am sorry, Sir. I understand that must be hard,” Marcus empathized.
 
   “Anyway, there is no point in bothering you with my problems. Thanks for listening. I will let you go now,” Sielieth said.
 
   As Marcus gathered his belongings and returned home, he was still pondering the conversation he had with Sielieth. He had hated Sielieth, because he was above him. He admitted that he was even kind of jealous because he realized Sielieth had more than he did. But now, he didn’t envy him at all. Apparently, Sielieth had some dire issues with the companies he owned, and his wife was dying. 
 
   Along the way, the air became foggy. Marcus tried to see, but the fog became thicker and thicker, to the point that he could only see a few feet in front of him. “Great. Now, how am I going to find my way back home?” he wondered. 
 
   Then he saw a light. What is that? It moved up and down, left and right, and curved in a swirling manner across the sky. Since he didn’t think he had anything else to do—I mean, he already gave up on the idea of getting home on time—he decided to follow it. It went up and up into the hills. Marcus came closer. It was a firefly! Wow! He hadn’t seen fireflies in years! This looked interesting!
 
   When he followed the firefly, he sensed it was almost like it was guiding him somewhere. “Where are you going?” Marcus shouted out as he smiled. This was fun! 
 
   Suddenly he heard a sound. That didn’t sound good. Not good at all. It was growling. And in this thick fog, it could have come from anywhere. Marcus became scared. He looked around, but saw nothing. The growling continued and came closer each second. Now Marcus was really nervous. 
 
   “Is anyone there?” he said.
 
   “Come out, wherever you are!”
 
   After[bookmark: Chapter4] turning around, he saw two eyes emerging from the fog. “I have to get out of here,” he thought to himself. When the eyes came closer, he saw what it was. A cougar!
 
   “Aaaaaaaaaaah!” he yelled, as he ran away into the other direction.
 
   Naturally, the cougar followed his about-to-be delicious snack as quickly as he could. Marcus ran as fast as his legs would carry him. 
 
   “I am going to die… I am going to die… I am going to die…” he thought, until he saw a cave. He ran towards the cave and hid in one of its narrow walls. The cougar was nearby. Marcus could smell its breath and hear the cougar sniff around.
 
   “I am going to be dinner. I am going to be eaten. I am going to be dead. Please let him leave.” 
 
   It took another hour before the coast was clear. After that, Marcus stayed another 30 minutes, until he trusted the beast to be gone. He sighed, carefully left his hiding place and went outside. The fog had disappeared by now. “Ah, I can go home.” But where was he? “Mmmm… finding my way back seems harder from here.”
 
   Before Marcus could think of anything else, he saw the firefly again, this time more visible than before. It was beautiful.
 
   “Hey, little buddy,” Marcus whispered.
 
   “Come here. I won’t hurt you.”
 
   With that, the firefly flew away again. “Come back!” Marcus yelled. He decided to follow it. The firefly flew up into the mountains even more, and went higher and higher. It became cold… very cold. Marcus entered the snowy peaks of the mountains. “Why am I even doing this?” he said. But for some reason, he felt it would be worth it in the end. 
 
   Then he saw it. The firefly hadn’t been flying around aimlessly. It stopped in the distance at a rocky spot on the wall of one of the mountains. Marcus squinted his eyes and tried to zoom in and see farther. “No,” he said. “It can’t be true!”
 
   Exactly at the spot the firefly landed, he saw the plant his employer had been talking about.
 
   “Okay, okay, let’s think for a second,” Marcus thought out loud. 
 
   “I get the plant. Sielieth’s wife gets healed. I get a raise, and I can finally start living the life I want!”
 
   But then he looked up again. “Ouch, that’s a long way up. Not to mention the rocky climb and the risk of falling down and breaking my neck.” Was THAT worth the raise? His life? 
 
   “I don’t think so.”
 
   As he turned around, he got stopped by the startling appearance of the firefly in his face.
 
   “Wow. How did you get down here so fast?”
 
   “You know…” began the firefly.
 
   “Wow wow wow!” Marcus interrupted him. “You can talk too? What is going on here? Why are all these animals talking to me? Am I dreaming again?”
 
   “Be quiet and listen for a minute,” the firefly rebuked him. “You need to do something. Now! And if you don’t, you will be miserable for the rest of your life.”
 
   “Let me guess,” Marcus answered. “You want me to risk my life to get that plant, right?”
 
   “Right.”
 
   “Well, forget it. If I die, then what’s that going to do? It’s not worth the money.”
 
   “Money? Who said anything about money?” the firefly asked.
 
   “Oh… I assumed…”
 
   “Listen up, you selfish brat,” the firefly replied. “You won’t be miserable because you would miss out on the opportunity of a promotion at work. That’s not what I am talking about. If you don’t do this, you will be miserable because you could have saved a life and didn’t. The only way to save yourself is to lose yourself. Don’t you get it?”
 
   Marcus didn’t like being called a brat, but he DID realize he was being selfish. If not for the money, he should at least try to help Sielieth’s wife, even though he didn’t know her.
 
   The firefly continued. “I wasn’t trying to scold you are make you feel guilty,” he said. “But you have to see life as it is. The only way to live life to the fullest is to help others. You cannot indulge yourself in luxury and expect to have a high self-image. Nobody who thinks only of himself really likes himself. This is your moment of truth, the true test of your character. I am not going to force you. I just showed you the way. What are you going to do?”
 
   After a few thoughtful seconds, Marcus made his decision. Determined to get the plant, he walked towards the mountain and began climbing. It was rocky, it was hard to hold on to, and he slipped twice. But as he pulled himself up, step by step, he approached the plant. He came to the ledge and pulled himself over it.
 
   “Gotcha!” he shouted as he grabbed the plant. He pulled it out, stuffed it in his bag, and went down another, less risky way.
 
   Later that evening, Marcus went to the house of his employer. When he came to the door, he thought, “I can give this plant to Sielieth, waiting for him to give me credit and be eternally grateful. That would be nice.”
 
   But then he stood still and thought about his motives. He picked up the plant, out of his bag, placed it in front of the door, knocked on the door, and ran home. When Sielieth opened the door and saw the plant, he couldn’t believe his eyes. This was his wife’s rescue! “Kids!” He shouted. His five children ran towards the door. “Look! We are saved!” All the children yelled, “Yay!” 
 
   But who could have done this? “Hey, is anybody there? Anyone?” No answer. “Thank you! You have no idea what this means to me!”
 
   That night, Marcus lay down in his bed. The same firefly flew in, since the window was open. “Well done, Marcus,” he said. “This was the second step.” 
 
   Marcus fell asleep fast with a smile on his face.
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   Tuesday. Time to go to work again. Marcus got up, ate breakfast, and walked to work. He greeted some of his co-workers. “Good morning, Marcus!” Sielieth said in a cheery voice. He was in a good mood, and Marcus knew why.
 
   The day went by quickly. The same boring routine, the same hard work…. Would something weird happen again today? Marcus almost expected it as he took his bag and left on his way home.
 
   Nothing.
 
   He came home and wondered if the second step might have been the last step. And steps to what? He didn’t even know what those animals were after. Maybe it was just a big joke. Making fun of Marcus, huh? Really mature.
 
   Marcus lay in his bed, wondering about all the things that had happened. He felt better after helping out his boss the way he did, but he was curious if that was it, or if anything else was going to occur.
 
   After a while, Marcus fell asleep….
 
   An hour later, he was still sleeping…
 
   Then he heard a weird sound. It was a “kaw” or “screech.” What could that be? He looked out the window and saw an eagle flying by. 
 
   “Cool!” Marcus exclaimed.
 
   He ran downstairs, put his coat on and went outside. Where did the eagle go? Oh, there! He had never seen as close before as he did now. But then, after soaring through the sky, the eagle speedily flew at Marcus. Marcus dropped on the floor. Wow! That was close!
 
   Suddenly, the eagle landed on a fence pole. It was huge… (the eagle, not the pole.) Its majestic feathers reflected the sunlight. 
 
   “Marcus Evolius, come with me.”
 
   A talking eagle? But why would he be surprised, right? After hearing a talking pig and a talking firefly, a talking eagle wasn’t such a big deal.
 
   “How do you know my name?” Marcus asked.
 
   “Many know your name in this kingdom, but here they know nothing.”
 
   “But… how come?” Marcus asked.
 
   “No more questions,” the eagle said. “Hop on. I will take you, show you, and make you see.”
 
   “Uhmm… is that safe?”
 
   “Would I be suggesting it if it wasn’t?”
 
   “Well…. Okay.”
 
   Marcus jumped on the eagle’s back, and together they flew off. It was like he was flying himself. This was great! Seeing all the little town houses disappear in the distance as they went higher and higher.
 
   “I am impressed,” Marcus said.
 
   “You will be even more impressed when you realize where I am taking you,” the eagle added.
 
   “Where are we going?” Marcus asked.
 
   “Just wait. Patience is important for your future responsibilities.”
 
   What was that supposed to mean? What responsibilities? Marcus scratched his head and after a few minutes, he just accepted he had to wait for the answer. The eagle wasn’t going to reveal much now anyway. Weird bird, being all mysterious… oh well.
 
   “There!” the eagle said after two hours of flying. He pointed at a big castle that became visible after passing through a bunch of clouds.
 
   “The royal castle of the Cross Kingdom?” Marcus said. “What does that have to do with anything?”
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   The castle looked beautiful. It had four towers, tons of decorations, and a humongous entrance. Marcus always dreamt of living there, but he didn’t even think he could ever go inside it, just to visit. 
 
   The eagle landed in front of the entrance. “Let’s go inside,” he said. The guards stopped him. “Who goes there?” they asked. Then they saw the eagle. “Oh, the king is expecting you,” they continued. Marcus began to feel a little strange inside. The king? They were going to see the king?
 
   As they walked through the hallway, the eagle turned to him and said, “Do you know who your parents are?”
 
   “Not exactly,” Marcus responded. “They live far away, that’s all I know.”
 
   “You are of royal descent,” the eagle said boldly. “Your parents gave you away for adoption to protect you from danger. Your responsibilities are great, which is why I sent you two messengers to test you. They were there to find out if you were ready to know the truth. You see, you cannot run a kingdom righteously without a sense of equality or a without empathy. Even the king needs to realize that his role is to serve the kingdom, and thus, its inhabitants. The second test was there to learn if you had the selfless attitude to do what is right, despite of the reward that follows.”
 
   Marcus couldn’t believe his ears. “So all that time, you were preparing me to come back?”
 
   “Yes,” the eagle answered. “And now you are ready. Learning the truth is the last step.”
 
   It was still sinking in that Marcus was the prince. A smile appeared on his face as he thought of how important he would become and how much good he could do. But then, his smile disappeared.
 
   “Danger?” he said. “What kind of danger?”
 
   “There is an evil wizard who wanted to possess the crown,” the eagle said as they kept walking to the throne room. “He is determined to take you out. We couldn’t risk it, so we hid you away until you were old enough to fight him.”
 
   “And where is this wizard?” Marcus asked.
 
   “We don’t know. We have an indication. That’s all. But we DO know he will be back to claim the throne. That’s where you must step in. You have to defeat him, because you are the rightful heir. Good. We are here. Please be quiet at first. Let me do the talking until I say that it’s okay.”
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Day_5_and][bookmark: Chapter5]Day 5 and 6: The Reunion
 
    
 
   The eagle knocked on the vast door of the throne room. A guard opened up. “There you are. The king and queen are inside. They have been expecting you.”
 
   “Good,” the eagle said as he entered the room. “Follow me, Marcus.”
 
   The throne room was magnificent. Diamonds, crystals, sapphires, and tapestry ornamented the walls, the throne, the table, and the ceiling. Golden statues and sophisticated paintings were to be seen all around him. Marcus marveled at the details and was eager to meet his actual parents. There they were, each sitting on a large throne. 
 
   The king and queen! His parents!
 
   “Your highness, your son is ready,” the eagle said when they approached the royal parents’ throne. The king stood up. “My son, is that really you?” The queen stood up too and came closer. Both parents grabbed Marcus’ face and took a close look. “Oh, my, you have your mother’s gorgeous eyes and my strong jaws. Welcome home son.” The king and queen embraced Marcus for about ten seconds. Marcus was glad he finally found out who his parents were. This was greater than he expected. 
 
   “Get the best china and roast a lamb for supper!” the king exclaimed. “My son has returned! Let there be a feast!”
 
   Right after the king said that, a bunch of royal servants began to run around like crazy, trying to organize the emergency party the king just had announced. 
 
   “Come, son, let me show you your inheritance,” the king said. He put his arm around Marcus’ shoulder and walked him through the castle, showing him the bedroom, the hallways, the atrium, the castle wall, and the beautiful garden behind it. Marcus loved it. Could this day get any better?
 
   After the tour, dinner was served. All Marcus’ favorite foods were there: Steak, green beans, sweet potatoes, roasted lamb in mint sauce, and delicious desserts like pudding, fresh tropical fruit, and little bite-sized baked goods.
 
   “I am glad you came home,” Marcus’ mother said. “We love you so much. We were suffering when you were gone, but it was our only choice.”
 
   “Which brings us to our next topic,” the king interrupted. “How old are you, son? You must be 22 by now, aren’t you?”
 
   “I am 23 actually,” Marcus answered.
 
   The king raised his eyebrows. 
 
   “What?” 
 
   “It has been 23 years, honey,” the queen said. 
 
   “Oh,” the king said in astonishment. “I guess I lost track of time. Who cares? Anyway, now that you are the right age and you are about to inherit the throne, you are ready to become the ruler of this country.”
 
   Marcus listened attentively.
 
   “But a ruler is not complete without a pure, fine woman at his side. No man should be alone, especially not the king. Are you seeing or dating anyone at the moment, son?”
 
   “No, not at all. I have been so busy. No time for girls really,” Marcus said.
 
   “Then it’s settled. You will ask princess Valeria for her hand in marriage,” the king said with a proud grin on his face.
 
   “Uhm… should I get to know the girl first? It’s kind of weird. I mean, I am not used to being in a culture of arranged marriages,” Marcus said with an awkward look.
 
   “Of course!” the king answered. “Should you choose to marry someone else, then you have the freedom to do so. But it would make me and your mother happy if you gave her a chance.”
 
   “That sounds reasonable,” Marcus said. “Where is she?”
 
   “Well, that’s the problem, son. Princess Valeria has been captured by the evil wizard, Gofrieth. It happened a few days ago. We have an indication of their whereabouts, but you will have to search for her, defeat him once and for all, and rescue her from the wizard’s evil clutches. Are you prepared and willing to perform such a task?”
 
   “Oh… that makes it more complicated,” Marcus said. “I have hardly ever trained my combat skills.”
 
   “No problem whatsoever,” the king said. “We will train you tomorrow. You have the blood of a royal, skilled warrior inside of you, and I will get my best trainers to assist you in your endeavor. You can do it, son! I believe in you. All you need is a little start.”
 
   Marcus felt a little overwhelmed, but he was willing to seek out adventure. Why not? His life had been pretty boring so far.
 
   The next morning, Marcus spent almost every minute in the training room. His trainer, Tirafo, was an avid, true soldier and was talented with the sword. He showed Marcus the basic techniques, slashing, stabbing, and practicing along the way. 
 
   After practicing for about seven hours, Tirafo sat down with Marcus and looked at him for a minute. 
 
   “I have showed you the best combat moves in the country,” he began. “You are now armed with a set of skills you didn’t possess before. You’ve got talent, kid. I can tell.”
 
   Marcus was happy to hear that Tirafo was satisfied with his progress.
 
   “However,” Tirafo continued, “There is something I cannot teach you. If you don’t have it, you can get pretty far, but you won’t be able to defeat the wizard.”
 
   Marcus looked up. What was he talking about?
 
   “The will, Marcus. I cannot give you the will to fight.”
 
   “But I want to fight the wizard and rescue the princess. I agreed to that,” Marcus said.
 
   “Yes. But agreeing is not enough. You have to find what is driving you. If you don’t know why you are doing this, you will not have the stamina and the inner strength to compete with the evil forces. You have to be completely convinced and willing to sacrifice something of lesser value in order to get what matters most to you… you have to know more than anything else WHY you want to achieve your goal. If you discover that, you will move heaven and earth to achieve it. That’s something I cannot give you.”
 
   “I understand,” Marcus responded quietly.
 
   “Hopefully you will understand in full when the time is there,” Tirafo concluded with a smile. “Now, let’s get back to training, lazy boy. Show me what you’ve got.” 
 
   Marcus laughed and began practicing again. Tomorrow would be the big day of his journey.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Day_7__The][bookmark: Chapter6]Day 7: The Journey
 
    
 
   With a map and supplies in his backpack, Marcus said a temporary goodbye to his royal parents and started his journey to the Mountain of Death, where the evil wizard Gofrieth resided, according to the latest scouts who spotted him.
 
   Marcus was a little anxious. He didn’t know if Gofrieth would have dark powers, if he even liked the princess he was about to meet and hopefully rescue, and what would happen after that. Mountain of Death… Marcus didn’t like the name in particular. Sounded like a disaster to happen.
 
   As Marcus kept walking on the paths he found that led up to the gigantic mountain, he couldn’t help but notice that something or someone was following him. Marcus decided to hide in the bushes. He sat still for a minute and… 
 
   “AHA!” 
 
   He jumped out and stood in front of… his pig.
 
   “What are you doing here?” Marcus asked.
 
   “Well, I couldn’t let you go up that dangerous mountain by yourself, could I? So I simply followed you there,” the pig answered.
 
   “But you’ll die! I don’t even know for certain if I am going to make it,” Marcus worried.
 
   “Of course not. Do you even know why it is called the Mountain of Death? It’s because some farmer had a cow and was attached to it. And when it died, he called it the Mountain of Death.”
 
   “Ha-ha! Really?” Marcus laughed. “So there is nothing dangerous there?”
 
   “I didn’t say that,” the pig answered. “It is a steep climb and you will still have to face the wizard. But with my help it will be easier, I am sure.”
 
   “Fine. Come along. I guess I could use some company after all,” Marcus sighed. “What is your name anyway?”
 
   “Porcus. I am a pig. So just keep it at that,” the pig answered.
 
   “Nice. To the point. I like it,” Marcus said smilingly.
 
   Marcus and Porcus proceeded upwards and entered an opening in the mountain. “Look, a cave!” Marcus exclaimed. “Do you think the wizard and the princess could be in there?”
 
   “I believe so,” Porcus mumbled doubtingly. “You have a torch, don’t you? Let’s give it a try.”
 
   Marcus and Porcus went inside the cave. After an hour of searching through the mazes of the sharp, cutting walls, Marcus stood still and said, “Sssshh… I think I hear something.” He listened again. Nothing. Wait… yes, it’s coughing. There is someone in here!
 
   “Come on!” Marcus said, “Let’s go check it out.”
 
   “Oink to that!” Porcus agreed.
 
   Marcus started walking faster towards the sound. It had to be around there somewhere. He got closer and closer. Yes, that should be it. That’s the sound he heard. It really WAS someone coughing. 
 
   “Is anyone there?!” Marcus yelled.
 
   Nothing.
 
   Then suddenly, “Hello?! Can anybody hear me?”
 
   “It’s a girl,” Marcus said as he turned to Porcus. “I bet you it is the princess. It has to be.”
 
   They both turned around a few corners and saw….
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Day_8__The][bookmark: Chapter7]Day 8: The Rescue
 
    
 
   There she was, princess Valeria. Marcus and Porcus saw her, sitting in a cell, stuck and imprisoned. At first, it was hard to see what she looked like, but then she turned around and looked right into Marcus’ eyes. His torch was lit up, so that the light of the fire reflected upon her face.
 
   “Wow,” Marcus accidentally said out loud.
 
   She was gorgeous! Her turquois eyes were like the sea, her brown hair was straight and a little curly at the bottom. The clothes she was wearing looked tattered and destroyed, but the colors matched her appearance perfectly. Marcus didn’t think he had ever seen such an elegant creature before in his entire life. Was this love at first sight? At least it was attractiveness at first sight. He knew that much. It was hard to not start daydreaming about them being together.
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   “Please, get me out of here,” she begged with a pitiful look on her face. “I have been here for so long it seems.” 
 
   “Don’t worry, princess. That is exactly why we are here. My name is Marcus. My father, the king, has sent me to rescue you,” Marcus said.
 
   “My name is Valeria. I am a princess. The evil wizard has captured me to offend your father. He told me of you before it happened. I am so glad you came for me! Let’s get out of here before Gofrieth comes.”
 
   “Okay, let’s see. That rock should be strong enough to break open the lock on these bars,” Marcus said. “Let’s get it, Porcus.”
 
   The prince and the pig joined efforts in breaking open the bars of the cage princess Valeria was stuck in. Valeria jumped up and gave Marcus a big hug. Marcus felt like savoring the moment and melting away in her arms, but he quickly came to his senses. 
 
   “I will bring you to safety, princess. Follow me. I know the way out.”
 
   As the trio weaved its way through the walls of the cave, they heard a voice. 
 
   “Leaving so soon? Oh my, you haven’t even stopped to ask how I have been or to sit down and drink some tea!”
 
   “Th-that’s Gofrieth,” Valeria said anxiously.
 
   “Come and show yourself, you coward!” Marcus yelled. “Anyone can lock up a princess with no weapons and no defense. Let’s see how you hold up against me!”
 
   “As you wish….” Marcus heard the voice say; and before he knew it, a thunder bolt hit his face. Marcus fell backwards and spat out the dust that had entered his mouth as he got up. “Ughh… That’s it! Time for a little sword-fighting.”
 
   The wizard stood in front of him. He had a dark cape, a big wand, a short beard, and a burning, empty look in his eyes, showing a smirk so mean and vicious that it would make a little kid cry without saying anything. 
 
   “Show me!” he yelled as he hit Marcus in the face again. Marcus fell over and landed on his face again. “You’re so tough, aren’t you, boy?! Then show a little resistance!”
 
   Marcus’ patience was running out with this guy. With a determined look he stood up and swung his sword at Gofrieth. Missed! He swung again and hit….
 
   Hit….
 
   Hey!
 
   How come he didn’t go down?
 
   A stab with a sword didn’t do anything?
 
   What’s going on? What is this ugly man made of?
 
   “Not going so well, is it?” the wizard said mockingly. “You see, little boy, dark magic has its benefits. There is nothing you can do against me. They say only a true act of sacrifice can break my defenses. I don’t care about telling you that, because each individual who has tried to defeat me, has pathetically failed. People are selfish. You should have learned that by now. And you…. You are no different than any other loser I have come across!!!! Ha-ha-ha!”
 
   After that lecture, Gofrieth hit him in the face again. 
 
   This old geezer was getting on Marcus’ last nerve.
 
   “Wrrrraaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhhhh!” Marcus screamed as he stormed towards the wizard in anger, but with no effect. He swung his sword again and stabbed the wizard a dozen times, but without damaging Gofrieth at all. He didn’t even have a scratch.
 
   “Die already, evil demon!” he yelled as he put all his might into his fighting skills.
 
   BANG!
 
   Marcus got hit to the ground again. 
 
   “Let’s see how selfish you really are, Marcus,” the wizard said laughingly. “Let’s play a little game.”
 
   Right after Gofrieth uttered those words he rapidly glided towards princess Valeria and Porcus, holding his magic wand close to them, pointing at them.
 
   “Pop quiz, little boy! An evil wizard with a magic wand is threatening to kill two creatures. What do you do?”
 
   Marcus stiffened and realized he was powerless against Gofrieth. He had no answer. What was he supposed to do?
 
   Gofrieth went on, “So make your choice. You can let the princess live, and I will hand her over to you. You will be happily married and create a family. You will have all your desires and wishes come true. Just look at her… isn’t she pretty? But if you choose her, I will kill your little buddy over here. It’s your choice…. Or….” he continued, “You can let this filthy, useless pig live and roll in the mud all day, so he can eat the disgusting cattle food you feed him. Pretty obvious to me what you should do, isn’t it?”
 
   Gofrieth was enjoying this a little too much, Marcus thought. Oh, if he could just kill that evil ugly mean old man.
 
   He had to admit that the choice was supposed to be pretty easy, but for some reason it wasn’t. He had fallen in love with the princess instantly, falling for her attractive looks and her sweet innocence. He was convinced she was the girl of his dreams. But he had also become a little attached to Porcus, even though he despised him at first. And to simply let him die, despite the fact that he was just a pig… it felt crude and harsh. It didn’t make sense to him.
 
   “Well, boy. Don’t choose foolishly. You know you can only save one of them. Don’t tell me you are doubting about letting a pig die? Come on! Just say the words and I will let the princess live.”
 
   Marcus couldn’t do it. It felt like a no-win situation.
 
   What was he going to do?
 
   What should he do?
 
   What was the right choice?
 
   He had to decide, NOW!
 
   Finally, Marcus decided to do the only thing he could do…. The ultimate sacrifice…. The only way to let them both live. He took the sword and stabbed himself in the heart.
 
   “Aaaaaaaarghhhh!”
 
   But it wasn’t Marcus who screamed in anguish….. it was the wizard. As the evil wizard Gofrieth was slowly disappearing and crying out in pain, the three looked at him in amazement.
 
   “You annoying little brat! You had to be so smart, huh! You think you’re smart? I will get you! Just you wait! I WILL KILL YOU!!!!!!” Gofrieth yelled.
 
   But it was too late. Gofrieth disappeared, as if a higher force took his life. Marcus was unharmed and looked with big eyes at the sword. “Wow,” he said quietly. The princess and the pig ran towards him. The princess gave him a big hug and Marcus petted Porcus on the head. 
 
   “You did it!” princess Valeria said enthusiastically. “You sacrificed yourself for us! You are my hero, Marcus! I love you!”
 
   “I could get into this,” Marcus said smilingly as he received a big, fat kiss from the princess on his cheek.
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   What a week! Talking animals, evil wizards, a declaration of royalty, and last but not least: The girl of his dreams, the princess. It was like a fairytale. Marcus allowed his friends at the castle to slap himself in the face every once in a while, just to make sure he wasn’t dreaming.
 
   Marcus, Porcus, and Valeria had come to the castle, where the king and queen ran towards them to welcome them.
 
   That night, there was a great feast. Everyone celebrated the return of the princess and the safety of the country. It wouldn’t be much later that Marcus decided to ask Valeria’s hand in marriage…
 
   And they lived happily ever after in the Cross Kingdom of Minecraft…..
 
    
 
    
 
   THE END
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Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
   I take reviews seriously and always look at them. This way, you are helping me provide you better content that you will LOVE in the future. A review doesn’t have to be long, just one or two sentences and a number of stars you find appropriate (hopefully 5 of course). 
 
   Also, if I think your review is useful, I will mark it as “helpful.” This will help you become more known on Amazon as a decent reviewer, and will ensure that more authors will contact you with free e-books in the future. This is how we can help each other.
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   Do you like Minecraft? Do you like zombie stories? Then this unofficial Minecraft zombie journal will intereste you a lot!
 
   Zombies are coming from everywhere as the main characters, John and Jane, combine forces to defeat an evil army of biting monsters. They have been fighting for days, so where is the rescue already?
 
   But one of the zombies is different. There is something about him that almost appears to be human. Discover the secret of the zombie apocalypse with John, Jane, and an unusual zombie they meet. Curious? Go ahead and begin reading now!
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   “This is it. We can’t hold them back much longer,” Jane said. “Just keep shooting them!” John yelled in despair. “There HAS to be a way out.” 
 
   John and Jane were driven into a corner. The hordes of zombies were running at them, drooling and bleeding along the way, making gruesome noises and frightening movements. John had a machine gun, a simple but effective AK-47, and Jane had a huge shotgun. Both of them were firing away at the approaching creatures, reloading and shouting for courage.
 
   “Well, where is it then? I don’t see a way out! Do you?” Jane yelled. John looked around for a minute. “There!” he said. “The vent!” With that being said, John and Jane turned around and jumped into the vent, crawling through the eerie space that could give any person a claustrophobic heart attack.
 
   “Go! Go! Go!” John shouted as he watched Jane go first. Although he didn’t want to be an annoyance, he wished she would crawl a little faster.
 
   They were stuck in a high school. After the disease pretty much took over Minecraft City, they fled to the supermarket, looted whatever they could, and set up camp in the high school classrooms, thinking that they were safe. And they were… for a while… until they were discovered.
 
   “This teaches us to be more careful when we go out next time,” John said.
 
   “Hey, just because there happened to be a zombie in the ladies’ bathroom, doesn’t mean this is all my fault, okay!” Jane said in frustration.
 
   “I am not saying that. I am just expressing my worry about the next hiding place we find. We need to become more secluded, and wait out the end of this episode of terror. The zombies are everywhere, and we can’t afford to take risks,” John added.
 
   “Well, what do you suggest?” Jane asked.
 
   “A bank. Find supplies and hide in the bank vault. For now, until we find something better.”
 
   “Sounds good, but let’s get out of here first. I think I already killed about 20 in a few minutes, but they keep coming,” said Jane.
 
   “Let’s take the emergency exit and then just follow me. I know the quickest way to get there,” John explained.
 
   “Yep!”
 
   Jane left the building as fast as she could, followed by John. They blocked the exit and ran off through the alleys.
 
   “Did we lose them?” Jane asked, panting and trying to catch her breath.
 
   “I think so. Let’s keep running until we are there,” John answered.
 
   “Easy for you to say. You were a basketball player. I was part of the chess club,” Jane said.
 
   “Ha-ha! I thought chess was a sport! That’s what you told me!”
 
   “Yes, but…. Ughh… I am tired. Can we pause for a few seconds?”
 
   “Okay,” John answered. “But no more. We need to get to a safe area.”
 
   After a quick pause, John and Jane ran into the closest bank. They quietly opened the door and held their guns in front of them, making sure the environment was safe. They slowly moved towards the vault.
 
   Locked.
 
   “Right, genius. How do we open it?” Jane asked.
 
   “The code has to be around here somewhere. I mean, everyone is gone. Aha! This must be it. Let’s try it.”
 
   John tried to open the vault, but it wouldn’t budge. There was no way of opening it. He tugged and pulled with all his might and started kicking it in frustration. 
 
   “Hey, take it easy,” Jane said. “That’s not going to help. Let’s go to plan B.”
 
   “What is plan B?” John asked. “We can find a bomb shelter. Some of these houses have one. They were built during the Cold War, so they MUST have SOMETHING.”
 
   John agreed and they left the bank. They saw some money lying on the floor, but money was no good here. There goes that idea…
 
   “Watch out!” Jane screamed.
 
   John turned around and shot a zombie in the face. Takadakadak! His machine gun fired a few rounds, all precise hits.
 
   “Thanks. Now let’s get moving.”
 
   John and Jane came to the old part of town. They knew there might be a higher risk of encounters with zombies, but Jane’s idea about the bomb shelter actually wasn’t bad.
 
   After searching through several homes, they found one with a basement. It was great, because it had a food storage, comfortable couches, a bed, and enough space to move around. 
 
   “Aaahh…” Jane said in satisfaction as she fell on the bed. “This is what I am talking about.”
 
   Finally they were safe, or so they thought….
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   John and Jane stayed in the bomb shelter for 5 days. They opened cans of food, ate the leftovers, and read some of the books that were on the shelves. The only thing that almost became a problem, was that there was only one bed. Clearly this shelter was made for married couples, but John and Jane were not even in a relationship. 
 
   John was 16. He had been a sports fanatic, always trying to be the best at everything. His whole life, he had spent countless hours practicing basketball shots, attempting to dunk, and playing non-stop with his friends.
 
   Jane was 14. She secretly had a crush on John, but he was too ignorant to notice. Jane always looked up to him, although there was no need to. Jane was extremely intelligent. She won chess tournaments, built her own websites, and learned how to make money online. She usually had high grades in school and studied world history and geography. If there was any location in the world you would bring up, she could tell you something about it.
 
   But now they were stuck together, something that Jane didn’t mind. John, however, was focused on survival and didn’t even want to get close. Yes, Jane was attractive, but his mind was on other things. Besides, she was his best friend. It would be so weird to take it any further, right? That’s what he thought at least.
 
   “I am glad the toilet works,” Jane said. “Could you imagine being here without a bathroom?”
 
   “Yes,” John said. “But we are running out of food. I have to go get some at the convenience store across the street. I know there is some over there. I saw it when we came here.”
 
   “Please be careful,” Jane said. “We don’t want to alarm anyone. Nobody can know we are here.”
 
   “No worries,” John answered nonchalantly. “I’ll be back before you can blink your eyes.”
 
   As John took off, Jane feared the worst. They had felt safe before, only to wake up by a few zombie hordes and having to run for their lives.
 
   John took his AK-47 and pointed it in front of him. With every quiet move he made, he squinted his eyes and concentrated as hard as he could to see if there was any movement. He exited the house they were hiding in and walked across the street, as quietly as he could… until…
 
   “What was that?” John thought nervously.
 
   Nothing.
 
   Or…
 
   Wait….
 
   “Whaaaarghh!” he heard an ugly zombie cry out. It was coming right at him. John didn’t hesitate and shot it immediately. Bull’s eye! But the sound set a disaster in motion.
 
   Suddenly dozens of zombies came running at him from around the corners of the surrounding streets.
 
   “Oh no, what did I do?” John said as he backed up and kept firing at them. He was outnumbered. There was nothing he could do but go back downstairs and hide.
 
   “Open up! Hurry!” John shouted. 
 
   Jane opened the hatch. “Did you get the food?” 
 
   “No time for questions. Let me in and shut the hatch! Quickly!”
 
   John climbed down the ladder when he felt a tug on his shirt. “Waaaah! Let go!” Jane climbed up and punched the zombie in the face. “Take that ugly head!” The zombie let go and John safely got down. The hatch was closed, but now what?
 
   They were stuck. The zombies had discovered their hideout. There was nowhere to go. They had no food or drink. They had shelter, but they wouldn’t survive for very long. And the only way out seemed blocked by zombies. They had to get out somehow and add to their limited supplies. If only there was a way to sneak past them… 
 
   Jane buried her head in her hands and cried, “How long is going to go on? How long can we survive this? Is there any hope?”
 
   “Now, now,” John said calmly and courageously. “We will find a way. We always do.”
 
   He put his arm around her. That was enough. She felt safe. Not that she tried to make him do that on purpose, but it was convenient for now. 
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_3__When]Chapter 3: When It All Began
 
    
 
   The apocalypse? It all started when they were in school. The bell rang.
 
   TRIIIIIIIIIIIIINNNNGGGGGGG!!!!!!!!!!!!!
 
   “Finally, I am so done with school,” John said to one of his friends.
 
   “Hi, Professor Kruger. Anything new today? Invented a time machine? Cured cancer?” one of John’s friends said mockingly. 
 
   “Go home, boy,” Professor Kruger responded as he walked along.
 
   John’s friends started laughing. 
 
   That Professor Kruger… such a nut job… always in his own little world, experimenting with this or that. One time, they remembered, he invented soap that would glow in the dark. He was so excited about it and presented it to the class. When someone turned the lights off, the soap became black and was less visible than anything or anyone else in the room. Another time, he claimed he had an instant cure for fever, making it so that the body’s temperature would rise immediately when taking one pill. When a guy at school tried the pill, he had the flu for five days and had to stay home.
 
   John felt a little bad that Professor Kruger had become such a bullied teacher, but in a way, he was such a weirdo that it was to be expected in the first place.
 
   As John walked home, he bumped into Jane.
 
   “Hi,” Jane said shyly.
 
   “How are you?” John asked.
 
   “Good. And you?” Jane said with a smile.
 
   “Fine,” John said as he was about to walk away.
 
   “Listen, John… I was wondering if…”
 
   But before she could finish her sentence they heard a loud BOOOOOOOOM! Coming from the school building. The entire floor was shaking for a second because of the explosion.
 
   People started running everywhere. 
 
   “Wha-… What’s going on over there?” Jane asked.
 
   “I don’t know. Wanna go see? Let’s go!” John said enthusiastically.
 
   Jane followed John to the school. When they came closer, they saw a lot of people gathered in the hallway and the chemistry classroom. They were in a pretty happy mood after such a dramatic noise. Everybody was laughing. When they weaved their way through the people watching, John and Jane watched Professor Kruger trying to clean up glass, burnt fluids, and substances on the floor of the room. Obviously, he had experimented with something and failed tremendously.
 
   “Poor Professor Kruger,” Jane said.
 
   “You are right, but it actually is kinda’ funny,” John said as he couldn’t hold in his laughter completely.
 
   John and Jane each went their separate ways. Jane never finished her sentence. She didn’t get around to asking John what she wanted.
 
   The next day was supposed to be a regular school day. Both of them went to the chemistry class. That was their first class. They were early. It was a beautiful day. It would be another fifteen minutes before the rest of the class would show up.
 
   “Hey, decided to be early?” John asked Jane as he saw her walking into the classroom.
 
   “I guess we had the same idea,” Jane answered.
 
   But when they entered the classroom, they saw Professor Kruger lying on the floor. There were glass urns and bottles everywhere; there was a certain smell to the room they couldn’t put their finger on; and there were papers all over the desk with formulas and scribbling in a weird handwriting.
 
   “Professor, are you all right?” Jane asked when she came closer.
 
   “Professor….”
 
   Suddenly the Professor looked up. Those eyes! Jane got startled and stepped back. The Professor’s eyes were green inside, and the bags under his eyes were gloomy and creepy. His whole face had somewhat degenerated and was wrinkled ten times more than before. He was drooling a bit and his hair was messed up.
 
   “Professor, what’s going on? What is wrong with you?” Jane asked again, but she wasn’t sure if she should stick around.
 
   “Let’s go. We’ll tell the other teachers,” John said as he backed out towards the exit.
 
   John and Jane ran through the hallways. They told the teachers something was wrong with Professor Kruger. The teachers said they should stay in the teachers’ room. They waited…. And waited… and waited… Then they heard noises… lots of scary noises… screaming and growling and panting…
 
   “Let’s lock the door!” John said. “I don’t trust this one bit!”
 
   They locked the door and watched through the window. Suddenly they saw dozens of people coming through the doors in the lunch area. They were in panic. They were injured… or so it seemed. No! They were sick and aggressive! What was going on?!!!! 
 
   John had always played zombie video games. He came to a quick conclusion.
 
   “They are zombies! They have to be! It’s real! There are real zombies!” he yelled. “Let’s get out of here as soon as we can!” 
 
   Then they heard gun shots. 
 
   Bang!
 
   Bang!
 
   Takadakadak!
 
   They watched as two police officers with heavy armory entered the lunch room, killing zombies as they moved forward. This went on for about twenty seconds, until every zombie was dead on the floor.
 
   “Hey!” the officers shouted as they waived to John and Jane. “Are you kids okay?” John gave him a thumbs up. “We’ll get you out of there!” one of them said. 
 
   The officers came to the door. John and Jane opened the door. “Let’s go. It’s mayhem out there,” one of the officers said. But then something terrible happened. Both officers got attacked from behind. Two zombies were simultaneously biting each officer, making them drop their guns. John and Jane stepped back. They watched in horror for two seconds because they didn’t know what to do. Then John made a decision. He saw it was going nowhere. These officers were as good as dead. He stepped forward, picked up the two guns, and closed the door.
 
   “What! Why did you do that?!!!!” Jane yelled in panic.
 
   “Th-They were dead anyway,” John said with a shaky voice. “There was nothing we could do. We have to defend ourselves now.”
 
   “Are you crazy?! I never used a gun before!” Jane shouted back.
 
   “It’s easy,” John said. “I’ve seen it in movies so many times that I am pretty sure that I know what I am doing.”
 
   And that’s how they got stuck at the high school.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_4__The]Chapter 4: The Hordes
 
    
 
   Back to the bomb shelter. Jane fell asleep in John’s arms. They were both exhausted from all the running, shooting, panicking, and the lack of food and water.
 
   John woke up with a jolt. After a deep, quick nap, he suddenly realized the situation they were in. He got up and started planning out their escape route. Jane was still asleep. She could sleep through anything, he noticed.
 
   “Okay,” he thought out loud, “If we reach the supermarket, we could maybe find some food there. We’ll use our school backpacks and fill them up with stuff. Then we get out of there. But where?” He thought for a moment. “Maybe we just need to find a car and drive out of the city. That would probably be best. If we can get out of town, we could find a place with more people who haven’t turned into zombies yet.”
 
   As he was pondering his plan, Jane woke up.
 
   “What? Where? How?” she asked in panic.
 
   “It’s okay. We are safe for now,” John said, calming her down. “Let’s leave when you’re ready. We have to get some supplies and then find a vehicle to leave town.”
 
   After twenty minutes of getting ready, John and Jane opened the hatch, hoping that the zombies were gone, and they were.
 
   “We have to be as quiet as possible. The more noise we make, the higher the risk of having an entire horde storm at us,” John whispered.
 
   They snuck through the city streets and came to the supermarket, avoiding the occasional zombie on their path. When they arrived, John and Jane simply went to the food section and found a whole bunch of canned food left behind. 
 
   “Let’s stuff these in our bags,” John said. “That’s the only way we’ll be able to survive for a longer period of time.” He thought for a second. “And make sure you get a can opener!” he added. Yeah, that would be the day, having a big food supply and nothing to open up the cans with.
 
   John and Jane put as many cans of food into their backpacks as they could. One of the cans of food rolled on the floor after Jane accidentally dropped it. “Whoops,” she said. That should have been it, but the can rolled outside the supermarket doors and triggered the alarm.
 
   “Weeeeeeeeeeeh!”
 
   “O-oh” Jane uttered with a sheepish face. 
 
   Within seconds, numerous zombies came running into the store. John and Jane ran as fast as their legs could carry them.
 
   “There!” John pointed at a small surveillance room.
 
   They entered the room and locked the door. That should keep them out for at least some time. Pfew! That was a close call.
 
   “I’m sorry,” Jane said.
 
   “It’s okay. Everybody makes mistakes,” John said. “Hey, what’s that?”
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   In the corner of the room stood a zombie that didn’t look half as ugly as the other ones. He just looked at them, didn’t move a muscle. It was as if he didn’t even have the desire to attack them. John was about to shoot him, but then he hesitated. 
 
   “Notice how that zombie isn’t even coming near us,” he whispered to Jane. “Hey you!” he said to the zombie. “Why aren’t you attacking us?” 
 
   “I am not like the rest,” the zombie said.
 
   The zombie talked? Yes, it talked. Jane and John were pretty surprised.
 
   “Please explain what is going on here. Why aren’t you like the rest, and how do we find a cure for this disease?”
 
   “My name is Kendro,” the zombie said. “I am immune and invisible to the zombies, but I need you to help me find the cure. I know it must be in the high school somewhere. The one who created it, probably knew something about a cure.”
 
   “We’ll get you there,” John said courageously. “Just let me kill these annoying creatures first.” 
 
   John loaded his weapon and Jane loaded hers.
 
   “Ready? Three, two, one…”
 
   “Wait!” Kendro said. “Look!” He pointed at the cameras. They were still working! How convenient!
 
   “Aha!” John said. “We can wait for them to move to different areas of the supermarket and then we’ll sneak out. We can observe everything in this control room. Thanks for the suggestion, Kendro. You are pretty smart.”
 
   “I know a lot more,” Kendro said. “I have been studying physics and chemistry for years. That’s why I am confident we can find the solution to this disease in the school laboratories. We just have to get there, but I am too afraid to go by myself.”
 
   “That makes no sense,” Jane said. “If you are invisible to them and they won’t eat you, then what makes you think you are in danger?” 
 
   “I don’t know that for sure, and there are still people out there hunting down the zombies, so they could shoot me too.”
 
   “I guess you’re right. We’ll help you out,” Jane answered empathically. 
 
   They waited for two hours. They saw the zombies move around on the cameras. In the meantime, Kendro explained to them how he didn’t get affected in the same way. He had been in the school laboratory and had been exposed to the substance. All the other zombies were bitten. He had never been bitten, just got some of the toxic stuff on his skin and turned into a half-zombie. But when all the zombies started showing up, he hid himself and ran away from the school.
 
   John and Jane listened attentively. After some time, they saw the area should be safe.
 
   “Ready? Let’s go,” John commanded.
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   They opened the squeaking door as silently as they could and snuck their way through the supermarket.
 
   Once they were outside, they had to determine whether to go through the park or through the city. “Through the city is faster,” John said. “Yes, but for some reason, I think we may find more zombies there too. I say, let’s try the park,” Jane said. 
 
   “Neither,” Kendro said. “Listen, guys, I know how we can go underground and hit the sewers. I can tell you exactly where they end up by the way they are constructed.”
 
   Great. A zombie who acts like a smarty pants.
 
   “Your nose must be clogged,” John said. “The sewers? Really?”
 
   “It’s the safest way to get to the school,” Kendro claimed.
 
   “He is right, John. I would rather reek than be dead,” Jane agreed.
 
   “Okay, fine. But you better know where you’re going. I don’t feel like being stuck in such a disgusting place.”
 
   “Don’t you worry about that,” Kendro said.
 
   Once they were on the right street, they opened a hatch that took them to the sewers. It was pitch black, but John had a flashlight from his backpack. He found it in the supermarket, and luckily, it was working. They went on and on, turning left and right until they came to what Kendro called, “The sewer closest to the school.” They went up, looked around them… yes… he was right. How did he do that?
 
   “I helped with the construction of some of these sewers. Here in Minecraft City, there are all kinds of little side jobs. I helped out in the sewers. Did you do anything like that?” Kendro asked.
 
   “I babysat three kids every weekend,” Jane said. “There were two boys and a girl. The boys were a lot of fun, and the girl was still little. I wonder what happened to them. I still don’t know why we haven’t checked on our own families yet.”
 
   “Because we’ve been in danger all that time,” John said. “Survival is the first priority. We will figure it out later. I hope they are okay.”
 
   They climbed up and went to the high school. “Let’s be extra careful,” John whispered, “because this is where it all started. There must be tons of zombies around here.”
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   They snuck into the high school, where they maneuvered their way through the hallways. One of the zombies looked so ugly and vicious that Jane almost made a sound, but fortunately, John saw what was about to happen and covered her mouth with his hand.
 
   “Don’t make a sound,” he whispered. “We are almost there. They don’t know we are here until we make a sound, just like in the supermarket.”
 
   The trio went into the lab. There they saw the mess that came because of Professor Kruger’s failed experiment. They looked everywhere. It was like a needle in a haystack. Papers were all over the floor… thousands of them. Fluids were leaking everywhere, and the appliances, glass, and furniture were all over the floor. There were even a few corpses bleeding and making it messier than it already was.
 
   “This might be something,” Kendro said.
 
   “Yeah? What is it?”
 
   “Professor Kruger’s journal. It shows the process he went through. Let’s see…” Kruger read out loud from the journal.
 
    
 
   I have been experimenting to make a potion that could make people invincible. I know which substances and formulas to apply, but I am afraid it won’t only turn humans into invincible creatures, but that it will also strip them of their humanity, thus having the desired effect but having a worthless side-effect that may deteriorate the human race.
 
   I am reluctant to try it out on myself, not so much because of what could happen to me, but because of the consequences for others. 
 
   Oh well… whatever… they hate me. They ridicule me. They don’t care what happens to me. And I don’t care if anything happens to me. I am going to try it.
 
   Just as a precaution: If anything dramatic or apocalyptic were to happen, just know that the effects of these transformations can most likely be undone by using the device on my desk. It sends an active, high frequency signal that cannot be heard by humans but has a lasting impact on the brains of those transformed by this formula. It should do the trick, if my calculations are accurate. Here I go… for humanity….
 
    
 
   Wow… John, Jane, and Kendro stared at each other for a few seconds. Was it really going to be that simple?
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   Suddenly the door made a noise. One of the zombies had seen them and tried to get in. 
 
   “Well, if we are going to try it,” John said, “we better do it fast. Now!”
 
   “I’m on it,” Kendro said as he leaped over the desk and grabbed the device the Professor had written about.
 
   “Watch out!” Jane yelled, pointing to a zombie that jumped through the classroom window. John fired his AK-47. “Got him!” But as he did that, the door behind him opened up and a female zombie grabbed him, opening up her mouth to bite him.
 
   BAM!!!!!!
 
   What was that?
 
   Jane shot the female zombie in the face.
 
   “He is my man, you ugly wench,” Jane said as if she was copying a one-liner from an action movie.
 
   “Nice job!” John said with a smile. “Thank you for saving my life!”
 
   “You’d do the same for me,” Jane said.
 
   The hordes were still coming. There were at least twenty zombie in the hallway now.
 
   “Hurry up already!” John shouted at Kendro. “We are going to die if you don’t do something!”
 
   “Just trying to figure this thing out,” Kendro replied.
 
   The zombies were coming closer every second. It was as if everything happened in slow-motion. John and Jane were firing their guns like never before, but the hordes overpowered them. Both of them were knocked to the ground, as well as their guns, having several zombies climb on them who tried to punch them down even more and bite them.
 
   “Aha! I got it!” Kendro shouted.
 
   John was about to lose his face by a zombie with a drooling mouth when…. The zombies stopped. The crazy look in their eyes had disappeared. They started looking around and stare at the environment they were in. John didn’t wait a second and punched the one on top of him in the face.
 
   “Ouch! Why did you do that?”
 
   John and Jane looked at each other and began to smile. It seemed like the device had worked. The frequency transfigured the zombies’ brains. The zombies in the classroom weren’t zombies anymore. They were simply people in rags and with dirty faces, wondering what had happened and why they were there.
 
   “Sorry,” John said to the former zombie. “Just had to blow off some steam. Don’t worry about it. We’ll explain it later. Thanks, Kendro! You are the MAN!”
 
   Jane got up and embraced John.
 
   “John… I… I… ” she stammered.
 
   “What is it, Jane?” John asked.
 
   “Do you remember that day of the explosion in the classroom, the day before it all started?” Jane asked.
 
   “Of course,” John said. “Who wouldn’t?”
 
   “Well,” Jane continue, “I was about to ask you something , but then we both got distracted.”
 
   “What is it?” John asked.
 
   “I was wondering if I could give you a kiss,” Jane said.
 
   “Uhmm… ” John said as he became a little red. 
 
   He had developed some feelings for Jane in the process of the whole zombie apocalypse, although he had always failed to admit it. Now he was confronted with what he had been denying for so long.
 
   “Uh… okay,” John said in a shaky voice.
 
   Jane bent forward and kissed him for a few seconds.
 
   “This is the first of many,” she said as her entire face lit up.
 
    
 
    
 
   THE END
 
    
 
    
 
   [image: C:\Users\Vincent\Documents\Amazon ebooks\Facebook thumbs.jpg]
 
    
 
   
Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
   I take reviews seriously and always look at them. This way, you are helping me provide you better content that you will LOVE in the future. A review doesn’t have to be long, just one or two sentences and a number of stars you find appropriate (hopefully 5 of course). 
 
   Also, if I think your review is useful, I will mark it as “helpful.” This will help you become more known on Amazon as a decent reviewer, and will ensure that more authors will contact you with free e-books in the future. This is how we can help each other.

 
 
   DISCLAIMER: This information is provided “as is.” The author, publishers and/or marketers of this information disclaim any loss or liability, either directly or indirectly as a consequence of applying the information presented herein, or in regard to the use and application of said information. No guarantee is given, either expressed or implied, in regard to the merchantability, accuracy, or acceptability of the information. The pages within this e-book have been copyrighted.
 
   
[image: C:\Users\Vincent\Documents\Amazon ebooks\Minecraft first 50\3-Minecraft-Kitten.jpg]
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
[bookmark: MinecraftKittenDiary]Minecraft Kitten Diary
Minecraft Diary of a Wimpy Minecraft Kitten
 
   
By Billy Miner
 
    
 
   Copyright @2015
 
   All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any means without permission in writing from the publisher, Billy Miner.
 
   This book is or will also be available in audio form. I have hired professional narrators who do voices and make the story come alive.
 
   Do you want a free audiobook? Contact me at billyminer2@yahoo.com. I will send you a promo code so you can get the Audible version for FREE. Don’t wait too long, because I only have a limited amount of audible codes.
 
    
 
    
 
   Social Media:
 
   Pinterest Board: https://www.pinterest.com/vinnie1982/minecraft-books-by-billy-miner/
 
   Facebook Page: https://www.facebook.com/Minecraft-Books-875443765906131/
 
   Email: billyminer2@yahoo.com
 
    
 
   If you like my book, please leave a positive review on Amazon. I would appreciate it a lot. Thanks! This is the link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
   Contents:
 
   Introduction
 
   Entry 1: Why Always Water?
 
   Entry 2: The Ship
 
   Entry 3: Survival
 
   Entry 4: Doomsday Prediction
 
   Entry 5: Calamity Is about to Strike
 
   Entry 6: From Zero to Hero
 
   Entry 7: Happy Cat, Happy Life
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Introduction_3]Introduction
 
    
 
   Whiskar was a shy, timid, whimpy kitten. Other cats always teased him, calling him “Wimpkar” and other names. He didn’t know why, but Whiskar always hated water. His dread for the substance was an innate fear he could not overcome… or so he thought.
 
   As the events of this unofficial Minecraft book unravel, the main cat character will be tested, tried, and down-trodden. But as he learns to master his doubts and fears, he will show the rest of the world what he is made of.
 
   Read the inspiring story of Whiskar the cat, an animal stuck with a questionable personality trait but with an iron will, who is about to change his life and the life of those around him completely!
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   With seven sisters, Whiskar was the youngest of eight. His mother was protective of him. Every mother with that family structure would be. However, this wasn’t always in Whiskar’s best interest. He got spoiled, pampered…. His sisters always took care of him, and his mother wouldn’t let him try out anything, afraid that he might fall, break something, or worse than anything: DROWN!
 
   Whiskar sometimes came in contact with kittens that belonged to other cats.
 
   “You are a wimp,” some kittens said.
 
   “You are the only boy and you have seven older sisters. That makes you smaller than a girl,” some male kittens would tease him.
 
   “Your sisters are stronger than you,” another kitten said, and they were.
 
   Whenever this would happen, Whiskar’s sisters stood up for him. “Leave him alone!” they would say, “Or you will have to answer to us.” They had good intentions, but in the long run, it didn’t help. Having your sisters stand up for you doesn’t really make you a hardcore cat. It makes you look weak.
 
   But this wasn’t the worst thing that happened to Whiskar. Whiskar was terribly afraid of water. 
 
   He hated it. 
 
   He dreaded it. 
 
   He wouldn’t even come near it.
 
   Just hearing the word “water” made him shrink in terror.
 
   One time, he fell in and believed he almost drowned. Others said he was just being a wimp and should get a spine… whatever that meant. He nearly drowned! Couldn’t they see how dangerous that was? Besides, a lot of water isn’t really sanitary, right? There are all kinds of bacteria, and you can get diseases. If you look at the world history, millions of cats have died because of water. That’s the truth. There was absolutely no reason whatsoever to NOT be afraid of water. With this belief, Whiskar made sure he stayed away from it as far as possible.
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   Whiskar was ready to play. He had been trying to catch mice all day, but he was tired of it. He found a ball of yarn and tried to make it jump up. The yarn got stuck in his claws.
 
   Whoops. 
 
   Get it out. 
 
   Ughh… why is this stuff so complicated? 
 
   Ha! Got it! 
 
   “Hey, what’s that?” he thought.
 
   He saw something running through the streets. Whiskar decided to follow it. He came closer and closer, sneaking into the shadows and waiting for the correct moment to jump on it, whatever it was.
 
   “Gotcha!” Whiskar shouted as he jumped on what he thought was a living creature.
 
   It was a can. Hey, where is the thing that walked away? Suddenly, he looked around and saw a mouse sticking his tongue out at him. “Try to get me, you silly cat! You’re good for nothing. You haven’t even caught a mouse all day!” the mouse said.
 
   “That’s not true!” Whiskar yelled back. “I caught at least…” Then he thought deeply. The mouse was right. Whiskar hadn’t caught anything that day. It had been a very unproductive day for him. No wonder he was tired of it. But that was going to change right now!
 
   “Oh yeah? I’ll show you, tiny mouse. You’re going down!” he screamed as he started running towards the mouse. The mouse ran away as fast as it could. They ran through the streets, jumped over fences, slid under a lady’s skirt, bumped into a fat guy, leaped over a little girl, slid through sidewalk chalk, continued their chase, and went on and on and on…
 
   Wow! Whiskar stopped. They were near the harbor. He didn’t like the harbor, because… well… the harbor is next to the sea, of course. But that mouse dared him to catch him. He was going to catch the mouse! He ran after the mouse, who had almost disappeared. There it is! He ran onto a ship anchored at the harbor.
 
   The mouse had disappeared. Whiskar was tired of running. This wasn’t good at all. Where did the mouse go? All of a sudden, he felt the ship moving. Oh no! What was happening? He ran towards the edge, wanting to jump back, but the boat was already too far away. It had left the shore and it wasn’t going to go back anytime soon.
 
   Now what? Whiskar was terrified of falling into the water. So he decided to find a safe place. He hid under a stack of crates and fell asleep.
 
   Whiskar woke up by a sudden jerk. The ship had been sailing for a few hours now and had entered a storm.
 
   “I don’t want to die!” Whiskar cried immediately. 
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   The ship was rocking back and forth. Water was flowing over onto the deck. The sails were flapping in the wind, and the crew was shouting orders and trying to get the ship damaged in the least possible way by organizing the crates and cargo that was being pushed back and forth by the movements of the ship. Thunder struck often and lightning flashes blinded Whiskar’s eyes. The thunderstorm was bolstering and frightening, to say the least.
 
   Suddenly a gush of wind threw Whiskar into the ropes. Whiskar held on for life. He saw the dangerous, dark sea turn into a monster, or so he thought. It was going to eat him! It was evil!
 
   Whiskar meowed as hard as he could, but nobody could hear him. The storm was too loud and most of the crew hadn’t even seen him. They didn’t even realize he had gotten on board anyway. Whiskar held on for a few more minutes, but his strength was failing him. He wanted to get back on the deck, but he couldn’t hold any longer and let go of the rope. The wind swung Whiskar into the open sea.
 
   “Meow!!!!!!”   Whiskar screamed.
 
   He went under, tried to catch his breath, went under again, and managed to keep his head above the water for a few seconds. This continued for minutes.
 
   “I am dead,” he thought. “This is it. If there is a cat heaven, that’s where I will be in a few moments.”
 
   Still he kept struggling, trying out the few swimming techniques he had been taught by his patient mother. Left, right, left, right… this was actually working… kind of…
 
   His head went under the water again and he spat out the water, chokingly looking where he could get onto the ship again. As he went under water again, he had a hard time getting up to the surface.
 
   Whiskar sank deeper and deeper.
 
   This really seemed to be the end of his life. There was no way he could survive this. He closed his eyes for a few seconds. Then he heard a voice. Huh? A voice under the water? Whiskar opened his eyes and saw another cat. It was a girl. She actually looked kind of pretty, Whiskar thought.
 
   “Who are you?” Whiskar asked.
 
   “I am not really here,” the cat said, “But if you want to know, my name is Felicia. I am a spirit cat protector of other cats.”
 
   “A what now?” Whiskar inquired with a surprised look on his face.
 
   “I protect cats when they are in need. Did you ever hear of cats having nine lives? Well, they really don’t have nine lives in the literal sense. It’s just that each time they almost die, and I save them eight times.”
 
   Whiskar did the math in his head. Yeah, that sounded about right.
 
   “And then what? You are just going to save me and that’s it?” Whiskar asked.
 
   “No, silly. Each time your life is saved, you will learn something new. We are put into difficult situations to learn from them, not just to go through them. Each time a cat nearly dies, there is a lesson to be learned,” Felicia explained. “Are you ready for your lesson, Whiskar?”
 
   “I have no idea what you’re talking about, but whatever it is, go ahead and tell me,” Whiskar replied.
 
   “Pay attention. Here is the lesson. You have been afraid of water because it posed a risk to your life, but you have never learned to control it, to master it. When you do, you will find out how amazing water actually is and how amazing you are. You underestimate your potential because you give up too easily. You don’t like water because it’s hard to swim, but the very currents that you have to fight against, could improve your skills and work your muscles. Life isn’t supposed to be easy, just worth it. Do you understand?”
 
   “Yeah, I do, Felicia. But now what?”
 
   “Good question. Now that you know what I mean, you’re ready to go back up. See you at the next near-death experience!” Felicia said as she waved him goodbye.
 
   Before he knew it, Whiskar woke up, coughing up water and having his head above the surface. He started swimming, and he kept swimming for 20 minutes, even when he felt tired. Maybe there WAS hope!
 
   After some time, he saw the shore. 
 
   “Yes, I am going to make it!” he thought to himself. “From now on, I am going to be strong. I am going to face my challenges and turn them into something better. When something is hard, I will just try my hardest and stop complaining. This way, others will be able to rely on me and I can be an example, not a wimp!”
 
   With his newfound confidence, Whiskar reached the shore and went to his family.
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   That night, Whiskar had a terrible dream. It was intense and it felt real. 
 
   He was in his hometown, the harbor city of Minerton, but in his dream, he was outside, roaming the streets. He looked around him and noticed a green butterfly fluttering around, going from flower to flower and calmly floating on the cool breeze. He saw the homely family and the laughter of the children. Fathers were playing with their sons, mothers were talking to their daughters and other women in the neighborhood. Everything seemed fine. Everyone was happy.
 
   Suddenly, a huge wave that reached above the rooftops of the Minerton houses crushed the trees, swept away the families, made children drown, and destroyed the homes it touched. As his vision soared above the city to look at the scene from above, he could see the whole town of Minerton disappear under water. It was horrible! People were dying and buildings were demolished. The town had sunken into the sea. He looked beyond the horizon and saw a dam that had been holding some of the river water back. It was broken. It had cracked down the middle, letting all the water through. That was the cause! If only they could have prevented the dam from breaking!
 
   Then he woke up. The nightmare was over. His muscles tensed before he slowly started to regain a sense of reality.
 
   It was all just a dream. Pfew! Glad it wasn’t real. He sighed and went about his day. He had dinner with his sisters and his mom.
 
   “Mom,” he said, “I can swim now. I am not afraid of water anymore.”
 
   “That’s great, son. Eat the rest of your lunch,” his mom answered.
 
   “Yes, mom.”
 
   Whiskar kept eating and went to play with his sisters. They played with a ball, with others children, and with someone holding a laser light. It was very challenging to catch the light. Why didn’t it ever get caught? And why were the kids laughing every time he caught it? Silly laser. Whiskar didn’t get it.
 
   Then he saw something else… it was a green butterfly….. 
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   Whiskar was shocked! A green butterfly? Did that mean something? Maybe not. There were enough green butterflies around. Still, Whiskar didn’t feel comfortable with this odd coincidence. He followed the butterfly as it kept fluttering away. 
 
   Major Deja-vu! Whiskar saw the butterfly fluttering from flower to flower. Whiskar put his nose into the air. It felt like the same cool breeze as he thought he felt in his dream. He looked around him and saw families playing and talking on the streets of Minerton.
 
   “This can’t be good,” he thought. He had to warn them. Something terrible was going to happen!
 
   But who would listen to a cat… and oh yeah… he couldn’t talk anyway. Whiskar felt perplexed. He knew what was going to happen, yet he felt helpless and powerless.
 
   Then he saw the mayor of Minerton, and he got an idea. He ran towards the mayor and his associates.
 
   “Aha… a fussy cat,” the mayor said with a fancy high-class accent. “Looks kind of cute. Hi, cat. How are you?”
 
   Whiskar decided to do the only thing he could do: He jumped up and took the mayor’s hat. Needless to say that this hat cost a fortune, so the mayor really wanted it back.
 
   “Come back, you weird cat!” the mayor cried out, as he ran after Whiskar.
 
   “Where is he going?” one of his associates asked. “Let’s follow him.”
 
   The group of rich men had a difficult time keeping up with Whiskar. They didn’t work out much, and some of their fat bellies were wobbling up and down as they ran uphill to get the expensive hat back. Finally, they reached the dam. That’s where Whiskar stood still.
 
   “Come on, cat. Give us back the hat,” the men said, approaching him slowly.
 
   “Wow! Look at the dam!” one of them suddenly said. “I am glad we came here. Look at that!”
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   The dam was alright actually. But the mayor’s colleague wasn’t pointing at the dam itself. He was pointing at a huge boulder in the distance. It was so big that it could crush the dam if it got hit.
 
   “We cannot let that boulder hit the dam! It would be a disaster!” the mayor exclaimed. 
 
   “But who can climb up there? It looks like it is about to fall down any minute,” his associate said. “What we need to do, is put a smaller rock at the foot of that boulder to hold it back temporarily, at least until we have a better solution and we can get a team to get rid of it.”
 
   “I completely agree,” the mayor said. “Go ahead.”
 
   “I can’t climb up there. Just look at me… just look at all of us… unless…”
 
   “What? What are you thinking of?” the mayor asked impatiently.
 
   “Maybe if we give the cat a rock, he can take it up there. It already took us here. I don’t think that was a coincidence. We’ll throw a cookie there and have the cat carry the rock or something.”
 
   “You are crazy,” the mayor said. “The cat doesn’t know what he is doing.”
 
   With that being said, Whiskar took a rock and carried it in the hat.
 
   “Well, would you look at that,” the mayor said in a surprising voice. “It’s like the cat understands what we are trying to do.”
 
   The mayor gave Whiskar a bigger rock, and Whiskar carried it to the top of the hill. It was very heavy and annoying to carry, but Whiskar did the best he could and managed to get it to the top, where the boulder was about to fall down. He put the rock in front of the boulder, which stopped the boulder from rolling any farther. 
 
   The mayor and his associates cheered out loud.
 
   “Yaaaay! This cat is awesome! He just saved the city! Let’s go back to the city and get a cleanup team to get rid of that boulder. The cat bought us some time. We are saved!”
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   Whiskar felt proud of himself. The mayor and his associates took him to town and declared to the population that this cat was a hero. He saved the city and should be rewarded accordingly. 
 
   Nobody ever teased Whiskar again. Other kittens wanted to play with him. They kept asking him about the hat, the boulder, and the dam. He told the story over and over again, and of course it got changed every time somebody told it to someone else. But he was okay with that.
 
   One day, the entire cat family was invited to the mayor’s home. The mayor and his wife were friendly and fed them as many snacks as they wanted.
 
   “Honey,” the mayor’s wife finally said, “These cats have nowhere to go. How about we take them into our home?”
 
   “Well, only if they want to. What do you think, cats? Does that sound like a good idea?”
 
   A loud meow by all the cats was the answer.
 
    
 
    
 
   THE END
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Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
   I take reviews seriously and always look at them. This way, you are helping me provide you better content that you will LOVE in the future. A review doesn’t have to be long, just one or two sentences and a number of stars you find appropriate (hopefully 5 of course). 
 
   Also, if I think your review is useful, I will mark it as “helpful.” This will help you become more known on Amazon as a decent reviewer, and will ensure that more authors will contact you with free e-books in the future. This is how we can help each other.
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   Have you ever wondered about the mystical herobrine? What is a herobrine anyway? Well, whatever or whoever he is, he has a random way of showing up and making everyone feel scared, or leaving weird clues to solve a riddle. He likes it the odd way, the way that nobody understand. After all, he is a little different.
 
   One may even say he is “eccentric” seeing that his style is a given freak show and leaves the Mindcraft villagers wondering what is going on. If you want to know more about his personality, then don’t wait and start reading quickly. This is a story with mysterious mazes, clarifying clues, random objects, and a character who doesn’t let anyone get close to him. Curious yet? Then go on and read the first chapter; this is the diary he kept.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_1__Mystical]Entry 1: Mystical Appearances
 
    
 
   I am the herobrine in this world. Others call me “mysterious” or “mystical” because they don’t understand me; they don’t comprehend the reason why I do what I do. I want the one who reads this to get it, to make an attempt to see what I am trying to accomplish here. I have a reason for living, for existing. Nobody lives without a reason, and I hope you figure out yours, reader of my diary. I hope you realize by the time you pick up this book that you are here to contribute, to stand out above the crowds.
 
   You should know this: Many people won’t understand you because they are not like you. Everybody is different, and the people in Enderland just don’t understand my motives more than they understand their own dreams and goals. But you don’t have to take their criticism like being stepped over; I don’t care about what others think of me, and neither should you.
 
   I will tell you how my life started and how it unfolded over time. It was hard. My father left my mom when I was little. I don’t remember much of it, but all I know is that it hurt. Why would he leave me? Why would he leave her? It made no sense to me.
 
   My mother was left to herself, just with me and my brother. It was a difficult time in life. She wanted the best for us, but she was struggling to make a living. My brother and I both quit school and helped her sell flowers on the streets. As you may imagine, almost any individual completely ignored us, and our sales were lower than ever. Flowers were just bad business, and nobody seemed to care about it.
 
   Later, my brother died because of an accident. He was walking home in a rainstorm and had to deal with a lethal hit to the head by a tree branch struck by lightning. Again, I was devastated. Why did the world have to take his life? It wasn’t fair. Life is just not fair!
 
   I hated myself for not being there for him. I despised the elements of nature which were so cruel to seal his fate like this. My mom was very upset. It took her months to recover from her losses. She cried in her bedroom every day for a long time. Each moment I tried to comfort her, she held me close and told me how hard it was. I had to be strong, like a grownup. But I wasn’t old enough to be a grownup yet. It was too early for me to handle those kinds of tragedies.
 
   The people of Enderland are ignorant. They don’t understand art. They think that when you build a humongous castle or a white, luxurious villa, you have it made and you can brag about your structures. Those buildings are outdated though; they are for the commoners, the mainstream followers of the banal culture who don’t know any better. They copy others without any imagination of their own. But I will tell you how I made them realize, made them wonder how misguided they are. They have to be taught a lesson so they won’t be so self-righteous and stubborn anymore.
 
   I don’t really care what they think. Hey, whatever the outcome may be of my efforts, it will be the best thing in the world, whether they like it or not. But the true artist in me says that I can avoid all those idiotic comments they make about my work and drag their minds into the fulfilling abyss of originality. They will see it as I see it. I will show them now and forever!
 
   Okay, before I appeal to your sense of understanding, I will simply tell the version of the truth that I have come to witness. This is what happened, and I am convinced that nobody else can say it happened differently, but I will leave your opinion alone if you choose to doubt my report.
 
   It started on a Thursday. I came home from school, but I hated it. I recall other boys were bullying me because I was wearing my glasses. When I entered the living room in our house, I slammed the glasses on the table and told my mom I never wanted to wear them again.
 
   “Okay,” she said. “That’s fine. You can get contacts or just let it be for a while.”
 
   She was very kind, but it still wasn’t enough for me. I was so angry at those bullies for picking on me; payback was bound to happen. I wasn’t going to let them beat me up and get away with it. Something had to be done. So my creative brains starting processing all the information that entered my senses that day. Cogs were spinning in my head, designing an incredible way to teach them who they were dealing with.
 
   That evening, I gathered buckets of paint from my mom’s garage. I knew I would be able to do something fun with it. Mixing them together, I was determined to wake up early the next morning.
 
   When I woke up, an hour earlier than usual, and an hour before all the other kids from school did, I took the buckets with wet paint and went to their homes. There were three bullies, to three houses were about to be targeted. I simply opened a bucket in front of every house and poured the wet paint on the floor in front of their homes. By the time I did that with the last home, I waited in the bushes to watch their unfortunate encounters. One of the bullies said, “See you later, mom!” and walked out the door without realizing what was going on.
 
   He slipped.
 
   “Aaaah!”
 
   He slid all across the sidewalk and ended up falling into the wet paint. Pink! The mean demonic kid had become pink. I reached inside my pocket, pulled out the camera, and took a picture.
 
   Leverage. If he was ever going to bully me again, I could blackmail him with this piece of evidence that he looked like a girl. Ha! That will teach him.
 
   At school, nobody was bothering me that day, but I wasn’t done yet. The same evening, I dressed up as a black ninja person or something and knocked on their windows, making eerie sounds and threatening to haunt them.
 
   “Oooh… I am a ghost… a black one,” I said. “If you go outside, I will eat you.”
 
   It terrified them.
 
   “Any ghosts in your house?” I asked them the next day when they saw me at school.
 
   “H-how do you know about that?” they asked.
 
   “Oh, I have my sources,” I answered.
 
   “L-leave us alone, creepy kid” they said, running away from me.
 
   I really didn’t care. They deserved it, stupid boys. They should have learned that I am smarter and stronger than they are.
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   I remember I was upset at my birthday. My mom prepared a very nice gift for me. It was a hero toy with a shield and sword. It looked terrific, but I felt empty inside.
 
   “Why can’t my brother come back?” I asked.
 
   “Because he went to a better place. He is no longer among us. There is nothing we can do about that.”
 
   “But I want him here. It’s no fun having a birthday without him,” I said.
 
   “I understand,” my mom responded. “I wish I could undo what happened to him, but I can’t. However, I do have a wonderful birthday cake in the kitchen. Are you ready for it?”
 
   “Yes, yummy!”
 
   After the birthday cake, I designed a maze. I have always been into puzzles. I just liked the challenge of figuring out things. I drew lines on a piece of paper and looked at it. It wasn’t good enough. But I kept trying. Each time, the puzzle became more complicated.
 
   “Mom,” he said. “Look at this. I drew a maze.”
 
   “Looks interesting,” she said. “I might be able to find the way out. Let me do it.”
 
   My mother looked confused, as if it was too difficult for her to solve it.
 
   “Do you want a hint?” I asked.
 
   “No, it’s fine. Just give me a few more minutes.”
 
   I waited and waited, but she just couldn’t do it.
 
   “Look mom, you just take this part, add it up to that, cross-reference it with the initial symbol and turn the letters upside down, fixating the message on the entire stretch of the second character of the first word and third character of the second word. It’s so simple.”
 
   My mom looked at me as if I were crazy.
 
   “Boy, you sound like a genius. What are you going to do with that brain of yours? Save the world?”
 
   Good question. I had so many ideas but no clue what to use my intelligence for. I mean, I had a knack for encrypting and deciphering messages, but for what? The answer to those questions remained in the future. For now, I just liked puzzling and it showed to be successful, because each time, my mom was confounded.
 
   My talents proved to come in handy when I did math at school. I was done with my tests before the others, helped some kids with their homework, and found out the teachers were all impressed by my set of skills.
 
   Still I was considered the odd ball in the school. Other children teased me because I wasn’t well-grounded in a social aspect, and they often said I was trying to be a smarty pants or a know-it-all. I never tried to be that way, but they were just wrong sometimes. That’s not my fault, is it? Either way, whenever they bullied me, I appeared in the same scary black coat next to their bedroom windows, pretending to be a ghost and frightening them to the point that they all talked about it in school.
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   Others have tried to figure out what it is I am after, the ghost, that is. Nobody knew I was the ghost. They all speculated about him or her, but never took me into consideration. Pretty dumb if you ask me. Wasn’t it obvious?
 
   Today I attended class and witnessed a conversation of children who talked about the “black ghost.”
 
   “Did you see him too?” one of the children asked.
 
   “Yes, he appeared in front of my bedroom window and said never to tease anyone. Maybe it’s one of the kids who gets teased a lot in school.”
 
   “Could be, but I wonder what he or she really wants. It’s not clear.”
 
   “Maybe there is no motive. He just wants to scare us.”
 
   “Stupid ghost.”
 
   If only they knew how close to the truth they were. I had no reasons really, besides getting back at those meanies, but I just thought it was fun.
 
   Then I thought of another idea, a way to exploit the situation. Everyone was afraid of me, but I hadn’t even mentioned any demands. What if I could become a modern-day Robin Hood, stealing from the rich and giving to the poor? Or maybe I could make a political point? No… too cliché. The main reason I was doing this was to be different. I was already different, but nobody recognized my art, my obsession with codes and puzzles and mysteries.
 
   So I decided to go to the school library. I walked into the front door and saw the lady behind the desk. She was wearing a grey sweater, glasses, and a quaint hairstyle. “Typical for a librarian,” I thought.
 
   “Excuse me, where do I find books about Egypt?” I asked.
 
   “On the second row to the left,” she said.
 
   “Thank you.”
 
   I walked to that row and found a treasure of books about the ancient Egyptian pyramids. Just as I suspected they looked beautiful. I had heard of the pyramids on TV, but I had never studied them before. They were wonderful, glorious monuments to the fictitious creatures they believed to be gods back then. Whatever their purpose was, they included mazes, booby-traps, and puzzles. Perfect for me, and perfect for my plans.
 
   I read and read all day long, concentrating on the complex structures of the pyramids and becoming more intrigued by the minute.
 
   “Closing time, young man,” the librarian finally said.
 
   I left and went home. Tomorrow was going to be a new day, a better day.
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   Basically, what I really wanted was to make people think. Those simple-minded commoners who all sit in their bubble so comfortably and foolishly… they needed an upgrade of intelligence, and I was going to provide it for them.
 
   I just wanted to be respected, to show that art can be meaningful, but at the same time unpredictable.
 
   Either way, I just leapt up from my bed, ran downstairs, ate breakfast and sprinted out the front door. I arrived at the park and saw grass and trees, lots of them.
 
   Trees… my brother had died because the natural elements combined against him. The tree became his death… his doom. Those perilous plants were about to get controlled.
 
   I went to a remote location and started digging. I dug for hours and came to the root of the tree. It wasn’t a very big tree, but it would do the trick. I waited until it was dark and planted the tree in the middle of the roundabout in town square. However, I made sure all its leaves were plucked, leaving it completely bald and empty to show the world who was in control.
 
   The next day, I went to observe people’s reactions.
 
   “Where did this tree come from?”
 
   “Who put it in the middle of the square? Seems rather strange, don’t you think?”
 
   They didn’t understand. Did I really have to spell everything out for them? The tree signified life, the fact that I moved it meant that we control life… us… as human beings. The exclusion of the leaves meant that death overcomes us all, including my brother.
 
   I sighed. People just didn’t get it. They were too thick.
 
   Time for a new plan. I ran towards the park and dug out another tree. A little girl came by and asked me why I was digging out the tree.
 
   “Mind your own business,” I said.
 
   She looked innocent, so I felt a little guilty and then explained, “So that people will realize their true potential.”
 
   Gladly she accepted my answer and ran off to her mother. I continued to get the tree out of the ground and waited until the evenfall once again. Then I snuck into the city hall and planted the tree in front of the door. It took some digging, and I had to get some of the tiles out of the way, but eventually I managed to do it. It was awesome!
 
   The same scenario from before. I went to watch the crowd again. People were staring at it, digging it out and replacing the pavement… They simply didn’t understand the message I am trying to send them: Even a tree can break into the city hall, which means that authority is nonsense, which means that everyone can make it to the top (even a tree), which means that we have true potential. I was just trying to help people see their worth, but they didn’t appreciate the gesture. 
 
   How sad. I wish people made more sense. Look at me, for example… everything I do has a meaning, but so many people go through life without any goals or dreams. It’s a shame.
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   I could not believe the narrow-minded way that the children in my school were thinking, nor that everyone in the city failed to see the symbolism in my tree-planting efforts. So I decided to take it up a notch. I planned on something more meaningful and more puzzling than I had ever done in my life. 
 
   I was going to build a pyramid. A real one, a live one. However, I couldn’t just do it in the middle of the city. That would make people mad. I was set on finding a spot outside the city walls, wherever that could be.
 
   Another thing that entered my mind was the following: People didn’t understand the meaning of my objects because it wasn’t obvious enough. In order to make people connect the dots, you have to guide them from one step to the next. This is exactly what I was going to do.
 
   I went to a remote place. It was on the border of the desert actually. It was silent as the grave. You couldn’t hear anything but the soft wind blowing and whistling a soft, soothing sound whisper. There were more grains of sand than I had ever seen before, and the rocks were heaped up as hills on the edge, the border boundary where the more varied landscape began. 
 
   It was a so serene, but the quiet surroundings also had something mysterious to them. A perfect setting for my project.
 
   It had to be intense and fun at the same time; it had to be simple enough for those dumb people to solve but complicated enough to not give it away. I started to build with all my strength, piling rocks and bricks on each other. Cement was readily available by creating it with a few easy methods I learned from books I read.
 
   I built every day. It took me an entire week. It wasn’t just done in a few hours. Every day after school, I left and built the edifice as good as I could, only to return in the evening and hear my mom say I was late for dinner. She didn’t understand what I was trying to do, but she certainly would when it would be finished. I was certain of that.
 
   The more I built, the more ideas entered my mind. I completed the structure and added details, paintings, symbols, and signs on walls, door, and entrances. When it was done, it looked like an ancient pyramid. It was awesome!
 
   I often needed a torch to walk through the hallways that I had built. It was awfully dark in there, but I didn’t mind. 
 
   Each day I came back, admiring the work of my hands and the patterns I engraved in the walls and ceilings.
 
   Little did I know that something would go completely wrong…
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   That day, we coincidentally discussed the origin of the pyramids. I learned a lot about them, like the fact that they were built as tombs for pharaohs, according to their beliefs and rituals. It represented the descending rays of the sun, and that they were thousands of years old. I was intrigued.
 
   After school, one of the kids I spoke to, talked to me. Her name was Sarah, and she was one of the few who would actually talk to me. 
 
   She asked, “Where are you going?”
 
   I slipped. I didn’t want to tell them yet, but I accidentally said, “To the desert.”
 
   I swallowed the rest of my words.
 
   “What are you going to do there?” she asked.
 
   “N-nothing. I am just going to have some fun.”
 
   “What could be fun in the desert?” she said as she walked away, throwing her hands in the air as if I were crazy. “There is nothing to do there.”
 
   That was close. Almost disclosed my secret.
 
   I ran off to the desert, planning my strategy of perfecting my pyramid even further. I came closer and grabbed the torch I left lying on the ground near the main entrance. I lit it on fire and went inside.
 
   The pyramid was more like a maze actually, having dead ends in hallways and symbols leading to trap doors or secret passages. I maneuvered my way through the spaces and came into the main chamber. 
 
   This was my jewel, my piece of art. The light entered in a specific way, but it would shine on certain mirrors and crystals you could turn and illuminate the whole room with. Where did I get the crystals and mirrors, you may ask? From my mother’s bedroom of course. We didn’t have much, but at least she had THAT.
 
   When I entered the chamber and contemplated more ways to make the puzzle a challenging mystery, I stepped forward and fell.
 
   “Ouch!”
 
   I neglected to see the hole in the ground that had been there for a longer period of time. I always worked around it, but I forgot that I still hadn’t fixed it yet.
 
   Great. How was I going to get out of there? There was no one to hear me, so I had to do it all by myself.
 
   I climbed a little, but the dusty debris of the surrounding walls crumbled and I fell back on the ground, covering my head to not get too many rocks and grains of sand on me. This was it. I was stuck.
 
   After a while, a mysterious tile in the floor covered up the hole I was in. Oh yes, I forgot about that too… the mechanics I had placed there were designed in such a way to automatically cover up the imperfections in my maze. I didn’t know how to counter those and solve them though. Somebody had to come search for me.
 
   My mom was worried, I heard later. She had asked around and called the police to find out where I was. It never occurred to her to look in the desert.
 
   I had to spend the night in the dark pyramid… in the cold desert. What’s that? You think deserts are hot? Yes, during the day, but if you’ve ever spent the night in one, you know they can be freezing cold at night. I shivered a lot and I didn’t sleep much. It was terrible.
 
   The next morning, or so I was told, my mother had asked the school board if anyone had seen me. The teachers passed the question on to the students, and Sarah said she heard me say I was going to the desert.
 
   That afternoon, I heard voices in the distance. Apparently the villagers had gathered around the pyramid and stood in awe looking at my structure.
 
   “Who built this?” the mayor asked.
 
   “No idea,” my mom said. 
 
   “We had a lesson in class about pyramids,” Sarah added. “Maybe he got the idea there. But I sure must say it is impressive to build something like this.”
 
   “Okay, let’s go inside,” a police officer said.
 
   They all went inside and were stuck.
 
   “What do these symbols mean?” my mom asked. “They don’t make any sense at all.”
 
   In the meantime, I was screaming, “Help! Save me!”
 
   “That’s my son!” my mom said in panic. “We have to rescue him.”
 
   “Everything will be all right, madam,” the police officer said, calming her down. “We’ll get him out of here in no time.”
 
   It was more easily said than done. They didn’t know what to do. I could have yelled the meaning of my maze symbols to them, but I was more inclined to let them figure it out, just to test out my incredible puzzle.
 
   “Okay, hold on. This formula has a man, a two, and an arrow scribbled on the wall. What does that mean?”
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   “Ha-ha! Looks more like a girl,” Sarah said.
 
   “I think that is just the way the Egyptians drew those things,” mom said. “They wore those things on their heads. It’s not hair.”
 
   “Either way,” the mayor insisted. “We must understand what it means.”
 
   “Perhaps it means a man has to take to steps and look up?” the police officer suggested.
 
   The others looked at him and he walked to the wall, stepping aside with two steps. He gazed up and saw a handle.
 
   “Aha! See? I am good at this,” he said smilingly as he pulled the lever and opened up a secret door.
 
   Holding his flashlight in front of him, the officer led the way to another hallway.
 
   “Now where do we go?” he said, looking confused.
 
   “Over there!” Sarah shouted. “I see another puzzle picture.”
 
   “Now, what does that mean?” the mayor asked.
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   “Well, it’s a cow, a dress and another arrow,” Sarah said.
 
   “Cow, dress, arrow. Makes no sense,” mom said.
 
   They thought for twenty seconds, all staring at the encryptions and talking out loud to understand what was written.
 
   “That’s not a dress,” mom said. “It’s a gown. It should be ‘cow gown’ and the arrow is pointing where.”
 
   “Cow gown? Such nonsense,” the mayor said, raising one eyebrow.
 
   “Not ‘cow gown,’” mom said, “but ‘bow down.’ He wants us to bow down here. In other words, just duck and crawl underneath there.”
 
   “Madam,” the police officer said, “I might just have to offer you a job in the forensics department. You are a genius.”
 
   All four of them crawled beneath the wall and ended up in the main chamber.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_7__More]Entry 7: More Clues
 
    
 
   “Wow, what a beautiful room!” my mom said. “Unbelievable.”
 
   “Your son has some talent, madam,” the officers says.
 
   “Mom! I’m in here!” I said.
 
   My mom walked over to the tile where the sound came from and started banging on the floor.
 
   “You mean, you’re beneath the floor? What are you doing there? And how can we get you out?”
 
   “Read the encryption on the pillar,” I said.
 
   “This is no time for games. You have to tell us how to get you out of there,” she responded.
 
   “Just do it. I didn’t put there for nothing!” I stubbornly shouted back.
 
   “Your son is one of a kind,” the mayor said. “Now he wants us to solve his little riddles.” He rubbed his chin and looked around. “Let’s see here. Aha! The symbols are over there.”
 
   He pointed at a rebus I wrote on one of the columns holding up the ceiling.
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   “That thing on the bottom looks like a mirror,” Sarah said.
 
   “And the top drawing is a crystal or diamond of some sort,” the police officer said.
 
   “Hey,” mom said, “Those are my mirrors.”
 
   She turned her head back and forth at two mirrors on either side of the room.
 
   “And that’s my crystal!” she shouted. “You are in deep trouble when you come home, young man!”
 
   “Mom, I just borrowed them to complete the pyramid. Doesn’t it look nice?”
 
   My mom had to admit that I did a wonderful job, but she insisted on using something else afterwards.
 
   “The symbols,” the mayor continued, “Let’s solve the puzzle. It seems to me like the the mirrors have to point at the crystal to make it shine. That’s what it looks like in the drawings.”
 
   “Then let’s do it,” the police officer said as he walked towards one of the mirrors.
 
   He turned the mirror to the crystal. The beam through the tiny hole in the roof shone exactly on the mirror, which reflected the beam to the crystal. The crystal shone a little brighter already. Then he walked over to the other mirror and did the same thing. When both mirrors shone at the crystal in the middle of the chamber, it reflected the light to a switch, which I made sure got triggered by the brightness of the crystal.
 
   Instantly, the hatch in the floor opened up and my mom embraced me.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_8__Saved]Entry 8: Saved
 
    
 
   When we walked outside the pyramid, another 20 people were standing there. Some of them clapped, others were just staring, and two of them were measuring the size of the structure.
 
   “Bravo! Bravo!” some of the villagers said.
 
   “Young man,” one of the men said who was measuring the bricks, “I would like to talk to you about the design of this pyramid. How did you do it? Can you make more of them?”
 
   “Why do you want to know all that?” I asked. “What’s it to you?”
 
   “Well,” he said, “My associate and I are working for a theme park in the big city. We are always out for new ideas and I think your maze could be a major attraction in our rollercoaster park. An Egyptian pyramid adds a certain theme to a section of the park and…”
 
   I don’t really remember what he said afterwards. Just a bunch of blah-blah about schemes and construction and stuff. All I know was that it was one of the happiest moments of my life. I was proud of myself. The people loved it! For the first time in my life, I felt like they understood me, that they appreciated my art and my eccentric way of thinking.
 
   “Hi,” Sarah said as she walked up to me. Shyly, she glanced at the ground as her face became red. “Your building looks magnificent,” she said. “It’s amazing that you’re able to build stuff like that.”
 
   “Th-thanks,” I stammered.
 
   She walked towards me and kissed me on my right cheek. I haven’t washed that cheek for three days now.
 
   Everything is great now. I find pleasure in designing buildings, the theme park has accepted my plans, and the librarian found a lot of books for me to read about architecture. I don’t have much else to say. I think I am going to sleep now. Just know that if you read my diary, I had to start from scratch, but I literally built my way up and feel better than I ever did before. And my mom… she is more proud of me than a peacock. My brother would have been proud of me to. See you in heaven, buddy.
 
    
 
    
 
   THE END
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Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
   I take reviews seriously and always look at them. This way, you are helping me provide you better content that you will LOVE in the future. A review doesn’t have to be long, just one or two sentences and a number of stars you find appropriate (hopefully 5 of course). 
 
   Also, if I think your review is useful, I will mark it as “helpful.” This will help you become more known on Amazon as a decent reviewer, and will ensure that more authors will contact you with free e-books in the future. This is how we can help each other.
 
 
   DISCLAIMER: This information is provided “as is.” The author, publishers and/or marketers of this information disclaim any loss or liability, either directly or indirectly as a consequence of applying the information presented herein, or in regard to the use and application of said information. No guarantee is given, either expressed or implied, in regard to the merchantability, accuracy, or acceptability of the information. The pages within this e-book have been copyrighted.
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[bookmark: _Introduction_5]
Introduction
 
    
 
   They are ninjas, a league of thieves. They don’t kill, they don’t murder, but they know exactly how to execute justice upon those who try to impose a corrupt system on the civilians of the Minerslands. The ninjas care about the poor, they are skilled, trained warriors and slick robbers with a conscience.
 
   The Minerslands are full of corruption. Those at the top don’t lift a finger to help out those in need. Someone needs to stand up for something. Maybe more persons than just one.
 
   Follow the adventurous story of these Minecraft ninjas, who go through extensive lengths to make the lands prosper again and divide the wealth among the public.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _1st_Notes__The]1st Notes: The Ninja League
 
    
 
   We are close. We are almost there. Gliding over the rooftops of the city, we look at the building we are about to enter through the roof window.
 
   Whoooosh!
 
   All three of us land on the angled ridge of the edifice, maintaining our balance. We sneak towards the window and get out our tools.
 
   “This window is easy to break open,” Kawaki whispers.
 
   “No problem whatsoever. Piece of cake,” I say.
 
   “And once we’re inside, then where do we go?” Shitoko asks.
 
   “No idea, but we’ll see it soon enough.”
 
   My name is Ryu. I am the son of master Nawaka. He trained me in the ways of a true ninja thief. The others are my friends. They joined the ninja league a year ago. Since then we have protected the innocent and divided the wealth in this town.
 
   The Minerslands are full of corrupt government officials, politicians, and blackmailing bureaucrats who get away with murder, sometimes literally, if it weren’t for us. We follow the rumors and the reports, making sure that no criminal gets unpunished and no civilian gets robbed of his or her rights.
 
   When Nawaka trained me, he enabled me to become skilled in the art of sword fighting and burglary. Kawaki, on the other hand, is better with knives. He throws them, can slice with them, and even uses them quickly when he is cooking something for us. He learned how to break open windows and is now applying that benefit as we sit on the rooftop. Then there is Shitoko. He loves to solve puzzles, break codes, and use a stick to knock out our opponents. Sometimes I wonder how he does it without getting hurt.
 
   We all wear black of course, and we have headbands, a belt, and the typical shuriken stars which always come in handy when trying to improvise.
 
   So here we are, the three ninjas, together on a mission to set things right.
 
   Setting things right is right! The building we’re on belongs to Tikata, a head villager who bribed the parliament to charge a higher tax fee, so he could get a larger percentage of it. The details of his maneuver don’t matter. He needs to pay! And that’s why we’re here.
 
   In his vault, he keeps a sacred artifact he stole from the villagers in the mountain. It’s an ancient scroll with infinite worth. Museums and religious leaders have already tried everything to get it into their hands, since it contains a code of conduct for those who live in the high mountains.
 
   With his troops, this malicious monster barged into the naïve village and raided their houses, pillaging and stealing wherever he could. The government blamed it on a foreign enemy, which is why nobody suspects his guilt in the matter.
 
   But we know better. Those villagers need their scroll back, and WE are going to help them.
 
   Enough about that. I thought you might want some background information, but let’s get back to what we’re doing.
 
   Kawaki opens the window with one of his special knives, and we all jump in.
 
   “This building is bigger than I thought,” he says.
 
   “The more reason to split up and search the place,” I say. “You go right, I will go left, and Shitoko will go straight. When you find the scroll, fetch it and come back here.”
 
   “Sounds like a plan,” Shitoko says in a low voice.
 
   I walk into an empty room and slide open the door. In the corner, there is tea, and a little table with expensive items, such as golden cups, incense sticks of high value, and a powder I have never seen before. Nobody is there, so I slide open the next door.
 
   Entering the next room, I notice the silver wear and the trinkets on each ornamented chair. This guy is rich. No wonder he has the money to buy off officials. I am tempted to steal more and stuff things into my pockets, but I control myself and move on.
 
   “There,” I whisper as I catch myself thinking out loud.
 
   The scroll is placed on a special stool, high above the ground, but easy to reach for me. I reach out to grab it, but I am stopped by a voice that says, “Hold it right there!”
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _2nd_Notes__Trouble]2nd Notes: Trouble
 
    
 
   Tikata is standing in front of me, holding up his hand as to stop my endeavors. He looks angry, infuriated.  It gives me the shivers. His voice sounds harsh and low, and his posture is aggressive but restrained. The funny thing is that despite his evil gaze, he is in his pajamas. The outfit is patterned with hearts, polka dots, and bunny rabbits. What a loser!
 
   “Ha! Where did you get those silly pajamas?” I ask.
 
   He seems offended. “It’s a kimono,” he says, stepping back and raising his eyebrows with pride.
 
   “Well, whatever it’s called, it looks cute, which is not typical for a corrupt magistrate like yourself.”
 
   “You’re calling me corrupt?!” the guy in the bunny and heart pajamas yells. “I will show you corrupt!”
 
   He pulls out his sword of its sheath and storms at me. I didn’t expect that actually. This sudden turn of events throws me off guard. He swings at me and fortunately, I am able to barely block his attack with my sword. However, I fall over and am lying on my back.
 
   Pointing his sword at my throat, he chuckles, “Hehe… Who looks cute now, wimp? Any last words before I kill you?”
 
   I wince and say, “Never eat noodles with a spoon. I tried it once. It really doesn’t work.”
 
   “You’re just trying to sound smart now. Well, have it your way.”
 
   But before he can stab me, a stick hits him on the head.
 
   “Ouch!”
 
   Shitoko stands behind the now unconscious minister, looking contently at me and the scroll.
 
   “I guess he never learned to watch his rear end,” he says.
 
   We all laugh out loud.
 
   “Okay, enough joking around. Let’s leave before we alarm anyone else,” I say.
 
   We roll up the scroll and I put it under my arm before we run towards the window and leap out onto the rooftop. We slide down a rope we have spanned across the roofs of the town and end up on a small house.
 
   “I will take it with me now. Tomorrow, let’s head to the mountain village and hand it back to the townsmen. They need it and they will be able to use it better than we can.”
 
   “Good idea,” the others agree.
 
   The next day, we head to the village. We arrive after a few hours and I hear Kawaki complain while we’re walking upwards and need to take a break sometimes. It’s not very rich, so the one scroll that they esteem of worth should not be lost in my opinion. But now we are here to set it right, to give back to the community.
 
   It’s peaceful there, showing little houses in every corner and a place of worship in the middle. Despite their poverty, they have managed to keep the village clean. Flowerpots are on the balcony of every house, and the wooden structures of their homes are well polished. Decorations of every sort are painted on the signs and statues displayed in the center of the town, and we are welcomed with a smile by most of the pedestrians who notice us.
 
   We walk straight to the hall where they worship.
 
   “Knock knockety knock,” I say as I open the door.
 
   Nobody there.
 
   The hall has benches and an altar with patterns and inscriptions, as well as drawings of swirly dragons and round symbols. The columns hold up a leaky roof, which obviously haven’t been renovated or updated in a long time. 
 
   The treasure box is see-through and clear as glass, but it only holds one coin and a coupon with “one free hug” on it. Is this a joke? Who would put that in there?
 
   “Is anybody there?” I ask.
 
   “Doesn’t seem like it,” Shitoko says. “Look how impoverished this place is.”
 
   “Helloooo…” they hear after a while. It sounds like a voice from an old man. 
 
   They turn around to the direction the words are coming from and see a guy in a robe walking towards them. His robe is red and orange, and he is bald, but he has a hat and a stick in his hand, which helps him maintain his balance.
 
   “You young fellows don’t look like you’re from around here,” he says.
 
   “We’re not,” I say briefly.
 
   “And for what reason do we have the pleasure of your visit?”
 
   “We wanted to return this,” I say.
 
   His eyes get bigger as I pull the scroll out of my backpack and hand it over. Tears of happiness roll down his cheeks. He opens the scroll and stares at it for a while, mustering his wits and controlling his emotions.
 
   “Th-thank you, young man,” he says. “You probably have no idea how much this means to us.”
 
   “You’re welcome,” I               say. “We knew it was important to you, and we realized it was stolen by that evil dude.”
 
   He smiles.
 
   “Anyway, see you later!” I say.
 
   “Hold on a minute,” the old spiritual man says.
 
   “If you don’t mind, I have request.”
 
   “Go ahead and speak up,” I say.
 
   “Did you see our village?” he asks.
 
   “Of course. We walked through it to get here, remember?”
 
   “And you probably noticed we don’t have much here, didn’t you?” he says.
 
   “I did. Where are you getting at?”
 
   “When was the first time you were here?” he asks.
 
   “I don’t know,” I say. “Maybe a year ago or something.”
 
   “Ah, you are fairly new. Even just two years ago, it was extremely different. Our village prospered. We had wealth beyond anyone’s imagination. Fountains were flowing in our springs and wells. Homes were not rotten and decaying with mold, as they are now. Merchants from all over the country came to reside here to acquire our abundant resources. That is… until it got taken away.”
 
   “Who would do such an evil thing?” Kawaki asks.
 
   “The emperor.”
 
   “The emperor?” we all ask in chorus.
 
   “Yes. He is the one responsible for our dire circumstances. It started with a higher tax rate. But after a while, it didn’t stay with taxes. He charged us for walking, travelling, eating, growing products, and basically doing anything in life. He placed guards to enforce strict rules on us. And when he saw there was nothing more to gain, he left and all his guards with him. It wouldn’t surprise me if he is doing the same thing right now with another village.”
 
   “Good sir,” I said. “We must stop this dictator from causing more damage. We will help you. Do you have a map, so you can show us where to find him?”
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _3rd_Notes__The]3rd Notes: The Emperor’s Treasure
 
    
 
   After instructions from the old man and a sleepover at an inn, we left the mountain town and now we are approaching the Great White City, the location where, according to the old geezer, the emperor keeps his treasure room. He has a huge room completely filled with gold, jewels, and riches, all stolen from the humble inhabitants of the Minerslands. His troops have invaded many villages and brought everything they pillaged into a big pile underneath the palace.
 
   This is where we’re going and this is our goal: To retrieve the treasures that rightfully belong to the population. How we are going to do it, is not sure. But the first step is to get there.
 
   The Great White City is a magnificent place, adorned with majestic structures and monuments which please the eyes. The emperor has used some of his riches to build an impressive place to show off the splendor of his realm. Not much of it ends up in the hands of the people though, and the contrast between the rich and poor in the city, which we observe as we walk through the streets, is staggering and sickening at the same time.
 
   “Tonight we strike,” I tell the others. “Be prepared. For now, we’ll just enjoy the city views and try to find any information about the treasury. Meet here at seven. It will be dark by then.”
 
   “No problem,” Shitoko says. And Kawaki nods.
 
   We separate and explore the city. I go to the front door of the palace while the others inquire about the treasury and attempt to discover any leads to the treasury on the sides of the palace walls.
 
   “Hey, what are you doing here?!” an angry guard shouts pointing at me. In the most innocent manner possible I point at myself and say, “Me? I am just going for a stroll on the big plaza. Nice looking palace by the way.”
 
   “Well, don’t come any closer. This place is top secret. What’s underneath here is none of your business, so back off” the guard says.
 
   “Take it easy, it’s all good,” I say, holding up my hands to calm him down. “I’m leaving already.”
 
   I walk around the city. It’s busy. Nobody dares to come near the palace though. Everyone just walks around it and avoids it completely. Interesting.
 
   Later, I meet my friends at the designated spot.
 
   “Did you find anything?” Kawaki asks.
 
   “No, not really. They’re pretty protective of that palace,” I say. “What about you?”
 
   “Nothing,” Kawaki answers. “But Shitoko found something. Tell him, man.”
 
   “So this is what happened,” he says. “I didn’t see much myself, so I stopped looking around and engaged in some conversation with the locals.”
 
   “And?”
 
   “Well, one of them used to work at the palace as a servant. He confirmed that there is a gigantic treasury underneath it. And this is a secret most people don’t know anything about: There is a hidden passage underneath it. He is willing to guide us there against a small payment. There are no guards, no traps, or anything else that could thwart our plans. So what do you think?”
 
   “How much did he want?”
 
   “Not much, I assure you. We can go talk to him. He may lower his price if we talk him down a little. It’s not like he has much else to do.”
 
   “Perfect. Let’s go,” I say.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _4th_Notes__Competition]4th Notes: Competition
 
    
 
   We wait until it is dark. Better to remain unseen than to get spotted by the corrupt emperor’s guards. Eventually we arrive at the man’s home Shitoko told us about. He looks weird but old. It’s like he has seen a lot happening in his life. He has a small beard, a tattoo on his arm, and sloppy pants topped with a grey blouse, opened up and unbuttoned, revealing his chest. He coughs and drinks a sip from his tea.
 
   “Greetings,” he says. “Did you get the message about the secret passage?”
 
   “Yes,” I say, “But we cannot pay you until we get back. We are about to steal treasure from the corrupt emperor and we can give you a share when we confiscate it.”
 
   “Very well,” the man says. “I didn’t expect much. Just watch your back. You never know in that palace. Even within the walls it is heavily guarded, and the emperor has ways to spot spies and thieves easily. Take caution.”
 
   “We will,” I say.
 
   After a short conversation, we follow this local guy to the underground tunnel.
 
   “Do you see the hatch?” he asks.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “When the architect built this palace, he was angry at the emperor. The emperor had cut his wages and told him he would be sent home without a job after the project. To ensure a steady income, the architect designed a secret underpass leading directly into the treasury, through which he occasionally took some of the emperor’s riches and remained unnoticed.”
 
   “How do you know all this?” Shitoko asks.
 
   “Because he was my father,” the man says. “But I am not going with you. There have been others who arrived at the treasury and got caught. The emperor still doesn’t know how they got there, but he knows there is a leak, a way to get in. That’s why he doubled the guards and keeps his eyes open. I wish you the best, and may you return safely.”
 
   “So that you can get some money as well, right?” Kawaki says with a smirk.
 
   “Of course,” the man says as he walks away laughingly.
 
   We put on our masks and walk towards the hatch. It’s hidden behind a shed, but it was slightly visible when the man pointed it out. It takes a little effort to open it, but with the three of us, we manage to do so within a few seconds.
 
   “Do you have a torch?” Kawaki asks.
 
   “Sure do,” I say and I light up the torch. It’s shallow. We jump down through the opening and find ourselves in a stench we haven’t smelled before.
 
   “Ughh… is this the sewer?” Shitoko asks.
 
   “I don’t know if it is, but if it’s not, then it should be around here somewhere, because this is disgusting,” Kawaki answers.
 
   “Oh well, I don’t care,” I say. “As long as we can get our hands on that treasure, whether it stinks or not.”
 
   We walked through the obscure tunnel and discover a couple turns. Holding the torch, I make sure there aren’t any exits we are missing. If this is a complicated network of corridors, I would want to know about it. Fortunately, there is only one way to go. We see dead rats and broken cardboard boxes on the floor, as well as small pools of gross, brown water and things we don’t even want to know about.
 
   “Wait a minute,” Kawaki says. “What’s that?”
 
   He points at a shiny, glimmering speck in the distance.
 
   “Let’s check it out,” I say, walking up front and holding the torch in front of me.
 
   We come closer and find a piece of gold. I pick it up, brush it off with my hands, and observe the splendor of the coin.
 
   “Wow,” Kawaki says. “Looks awesome!”
 
   Shitoko adds his thoughts, “The architect must have dropped it here when he stole treasure. Maybe he forgot about it.”
 
   “It’s a good sign,” I conclude. “Let’s move on.”
 
   As we move on, we concentrate on our surroundings to possible detect another piece of gold of some sort. After about fifteen minutes, we see a dead end.
 
   “Great. So now what?” Kawaki asks. “There is no door.”
 
   “There must be something around here,” I say. “It’s not a dead end for nothing. The architect must have come through somehow, so let’s search the place.”
 
   After some time Shitoko says, “What if it’s another hatch?”
 
   We look up. There! A hatch! He is right.
 
   “Let’s open this thing,” I say. “On one… two… THREE!”
 
   Lifting with all our strength, we lift up the hatch. A loud “CLONK” sound echoes through the tunnel. Whoops. A little too loud, I must say. Kawaki sticks his head through the hatch.
 
   “What do you see?” I ask.
 
   “It’s pitch black. Can you hand me the torch?”
 
   I give Kawaki the torch and he lifts himself up into the room the hatch connects to.
 
   “Wow! You have to come see this!” he says.
 
   “Sssshhh…” I whisper. “There may be guards.”
 
   “I don’t think so,” he says. “There’s nobody here.”
 
   “You can never be too careful. Hey, pull us up so we can come see.”
 
   “No problem,” he says as he grabs our arms and helps us get up there.
 
   As soon as we are in the room with him, we glance around and observe a mountain of treasure. Golden coins, vases, statues, and other artifacts are piled up at least twenty feet high as the torch’s light reflects in the mirrors, jewels, gems, and ornaments in between all the gold visible in the treasury room.
 
   Very impressive, but how are we going to haul all that stuff out of here?
 
   “Let’s start with the chest,” I say. “We will fill it up and lower it down. And we will use other boxes and items to fill up the stinking tunnels with the gold and treasures as much as we can. We’ll carry them out afterwards, but first, I want to grab some of this and get out of here, before anyone notices us. I don’t trust this one bit.”
 
   “Sounds like a plan,” the others agree.
 
   No sooner said than done, we are in the process of filling up the tunnel with wealthy things. Nothing seems to bother us for a while, but suddenly, I hear a sound. It’s the sound of coins falling down on the other side of the humongous vault we’re in.
 
   “Give me the torch,” I say. “I think someone else might be there.”
 
   I hold the told in the direction of the sound, but I can’t see anything out of the ordinary.
 
   “Hayaa!” 
 
   A ninja comes running out of the dark, jumps up, and kicks me in the face. I fall down and drop the torch. Kawaki immediately attacks the assailant and gets into a fist fight. The two kick and punch and use their best moves to defeat one another. However, they get interrupted by Shitoko, who grabs the ninja’s foot through the hatch and pulls him down.
 
   BANG!
 
   Shitoko punches the ninja in the face.
 
   Knockout.
 
   Shitoko looks up at us with his hands in his side and a confident grin.
 
   “Yeah, yeah,” I say. “Rub it in. You just got lucky.”
 
   We jump down and join Shitoko in the tunnel.
 
   “Now, let’s see who this cheeky annoyance could be.”
 
   I reach over and pull down the ninja’s mask. I couldn’t believe it. Could this really be true? No, impossible. The ninja is none other than…
 
   MY BROTHER!
 
   “Miroshi, what on earth are you doing here?” I ask.
 
   “I knocked him out, remember?” Shitoko says. “I don’t think he hears you.”
 
   “Very well,” I say, “Get some water from the tunnel. I know it’s disgusting, but it will wake him up.”
 
   Kawaki fetches some water and hands it to me in a golden cup from the treasury. I take the cup and splash the water in my brother’s face.
 
   “Brublebruble,” Miroshi coughs. “What did you do that for? You could have just waited.”
 
   “Why are you here?” I ask.
 
   “I should ask you the same question,” Miroshi says.
 
   “Well, we asked you first. So give your explanation now, or if you wish, we can just punch you again,” I say.
 
   “I am stealing from the emperor of course, which apparently is the same as you are doing,” he says. “I’ve been stealing from here for years, always a little, so it’s not as noticeable. There is so much poverty in the city that I give most of it to the poor.”
 
   “Uhmm… most of it?” I say.
 
   He smirks.
 
   “Yes, I keep a little, just to get by, but not more than I need really.”
 
   “Ah, got it. We are doing the same. We are going to return some of these riches to the mountain villagers.”
 
   “I guess we’re on the same team then,” my brother says.
 
   “Yes, so let’s get these things loaded.”
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _5th_Notes__Trapped]5th Notes: Trapped
 
    
 
   I can hardly believe how much there was. So many pieces of gold, diamonds, jewelry, objects… we are not planning on taking everything. No, just enough to help the people in the mountain village, not more than we can carry.
 
   We haul the goods into chests and strong bags through the tunnel. My brother, Miroshi, is helping us. It’s weird having him here. I thought he lived somewhere else. We haven’t had contact for a long time and I always wondered what he was doing anyway. Interesting to see that he took the same path as I did. It makes sense, with the inequality in the Minerslands, but it’s still a funny coincidence.
 
   Either way, fate has brought us together and we combine efforts to get the treasure to the hatch we came through.
 
   “We’re almost done,” I say. “This is about as much as we can carry. We might come back later.”
 
   Handing each other the bags and chests, we find our way to the surface and are standing outside the palace walls where the secret passage begins. I am quite content about the stuff we stole. It’s for a good cause and now we actually have something to give.
 
   All of a sudden, we hear a voice, “Don’t move a muscle!”
 
   We turn around and see an entire patrol of soldiers come our way. The soldiers are carrying weapons and armor. There must be at least ten or twelve of them. How did they know we’re here? This makes no sense to me.
 
   Then it becomes clear as glass. The man who told us about the tunnel is with them. He’s a snitch! That two-faced ugly-head! He won’t get away with this. 
 
   “I see that the corrupt emperor pays you more than we do,” I say.
 
   “Ironic, isn’t it?” he says. “The richest person in the country pays me more than a bunch of inexperienced, common thieves. You probably would have done the same.”
 
   “You’re mistaken,” I say. “Unlike you, I don’t have a black heart. We help the people and divide the wealth.”
 
   “Such self-righteousness,” he says sneeringly. “Guards, seize them!”
 
   We are ninjas, and as such, we are highly skilled and trained in combat. At this moment, we don’t hesitate and pull our weapons. My swords dash through the air, Miroshi’s throws his shurikens as the unsuspecting soldiers, Kawaki throws his knives accurately at the most crucial pressure points of their armor, and Shitoko’s stick bangs a few of them on their foreheads.
 
   Our victory seems secure. Most of the soldiers are painfully lying on the ground. The few who are left shake with fear, as does the snitch who started this fight in the first place. We threaten to come near them and they step back. They’re really scared of us. But our confidence doesn’t last long. Strangely enough, we notice the remaining soldiers and the snitch come at us with a self-assured look on their faces. What is the meaning of this? Did they suddenly take courage?
 
   We turn around and look behind us.
 
   O-oh.
 
   This is why they became so brave: An entire army of soldiers is approaching us from the back, surrounding us entirely. Now what?
 
   “Time to go,” I tell the others. “We cannot win this fight.”
 
   “But what about the treasure?” Kawaki asks.
 
   “Unfortunately, we’ll have to leave it. There is no other way.”
 
   “There!” Shitoko shouts. “The roof! Let’s escape via the rooftops.”
 
   “Good idea,” I say as I start running towards a barrel on the street. Leaping via the barrel and climbing on to the side of a window, we all adroitly lift ourselves on the rooftops, evading the army entirely. They aren’t so agile. Soldiers aren’t trained the same way as ninjas.
 
   We remain in the shadows and come to rest after several blocks away from the scene. I still can’t believe that snitch. What a mean person! Oh well, at least we got away, but it seems like there is nothing else we can do. 
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _6th_Notes__The]6th Notes: The Duel
 
    
 
   The next morning, we wake up in the hay in a barn. We were hiding there that night, but the mooing of the cows hasn’t exactly provided me enough sleep. I stretch, blink, and rub my eyes. The others are still asleep. 
 
   I decide to take a look outside the barn. It was so dark the previous night that I hadn’t really checked out the environment. I sneak through the barn door and end up on a patch of land with cows, trees, and sheep. It’s good we left the city, or else the guards would have stood a better chance of finding us. Now that we are in the countryside, I wonder what to do next. We escaped and avoided prison, but we also lost all the gold and riches.
 
   A figure emerges from the morning dusk in the distance. It’s a vague silhouette of a man coming towards me. As he approaches the barn, I recognize him.
 
   No, it can’t be!
 
   It’s the snitch!
 
   “You thought I was an old, cripple guy, didn’t you?” he says with an evil smirk on his countenance.
 
   “Well, you thought wrong. That was just a cover-up. I was able to track you down through the things you touched, knocked over, and the footprints in the sand. You ninjas are such amateurs. And now you’re here, far away from the others, with no swords, which you accidentally left in the barn. Poor you.”
 
   “What is your problem?” I asked. “Don’t you have a conscience? Can’t you see what’s going on in the realm?”
 
   “Of course,” he says, still walking towards me. “But do I look like I care? I am getting my fair share from the emperor, and that’s that.”
 
   “Then this discussion is over. Show me what you’ve got, snitch,” I say as I get in a position to fight.
 
   “Wraaaah!” he yells as he jumps at me with a ninja kick. I step aside and throw a punch.
 
   Missed.
 
   For several minutes we fight, throwing punches, blocking each other’s attacks, kicking, throwing each other around. He certainly knows what he is doing. I didn’t expect that. Eventually, I wait, pretending I don’t see him coming. He smirks, since he thinks he can beat me now. Closer and closer he gets… until…
 
   Whoosh!
 
   He throws a punch at me and barely misses my head. I grab his arm and twist it around, forcing him in an awkward position and holding him down on the ground.
 
   “Okay, stop!” he begs. “I’ll give you whatever you want. Just don’t kill me.”
 
   “I’m not going to kill you,” I say. “I am going to lock you up in here and leave a note for the farmers, so that they can do whatever they want with a snitch like you.”
 
   “Oh good, I knew you weren’t going to hurt me. You’re not like that.”
 
   “I didn’t say that,” I say.
 
   He looks up at me and…
 
   BANG!
 
   I punch him knockout.
 
   It’s more convenient this way, since now he can’t go anywhere. I drag his weak body over the floor to the barn.
 
   “Look who we have here!” I announce, waking up the others.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _7th_Notes__Everything]7th Notes: Everything or Nothing
 
    
 
   Here we sit. We ended up with nothing. All our efforts were in vain. We left the snitch to the inhabitants of the city. We are not executioners but thieves. 
 
   However, there is no point in going back now. The only entrance to the treasury that was safe enough to sneak through has been closed and destroyed. It would be near suicide to make another attempt.
 
   The four of us sit on a bench, watching the children of the mountain village play and old ladies walk by, leaning on their sticks. The moldered homes still look grey and broken. The atmosphere is the same: Happy but impoverished and basic. The simple necessities of life are there. Their needs are fulfilled. Maybe it’s for the better, I think. Wealth only makes people greedy and selfish. Why would we want to provide everyone with abundance when superfluity only created misery?
 
   “Are you hungry?” I ask the others.
 
   “A little,” Miroshi says.
 
   “Starving,” Kawaki answers.
 
   Shitoko says nothing. We wait and wait… then we all look at him. He is staring in front of him, drawing circles in the sand with his stick.
 
   “What about you?” I ask.
 
   “I thought perhaps we can buy us a good lunch with this,” he says, pulling out a huge, shiny diamond out of his pocket.
 
   “Holy snaps!” I say. “Where did you get that?”
 
   “I am not one of those second class thieves,” he says smilingly. “I managed to slip a jewel into my pocket before we got caught.”
 
   “Let me look at that,” I say, snatching it from his hand.
 
   “This must be worth a thousand pieces of gold, Shitoko. I don’t think you just stole any diamond. It’s huge, and it’s pure. You’re awesome! We will go to the villagers and give them this.”
 
   “Yes, in exchange for a delicious meal,” Kawaki adds.
 
   We hand the diamond to the village elders. It appears to be of intrinsic worth, so much that there is enough money to renovate and polish every tiny home in the village. We were thanked by each villager, and we felt great.
 
   A few months later we come back. The fountain in the town square works. Flower pots are updated and beautiful. The homes look new and refreshed. The same children are playing on the streets, but this time with several different toys and books to read. The old man we talked to earlier greets us and welcomes us, showing us a house that has been kept empty for a while.
 
   I think we found our new home.
 
    
 
   THE END
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Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
   I take reviews seriously and always look at them. This way, you are helping me provide you better content that you will LOVE in the future. A review doesn’t have to be long, just one or two sentences and a number of stars you find appropriate (hopefully 5 of course). 
 
   Also, if I think your review is useful, I will mark it as “helpful.” This will help you become more known on Amazon as a decent reviewer, and will ensure that more authors will contact you with free e-books in the future. This is how we can help each other.

 
 
   DISCLAIMER: This information is provided “as is.” The author, publishers and/or marketers of this information disclaim any loss or liability, either directly or indirectly as a consequence of applying the information presented herein, or in regard to the use and application of said information. No guarantee is given, either expressed or implied, in regard to the merchantability, accuracy, or acceptability of the information. The pages within this e-book have been copyrighted.
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   [bookmark: Theintro]Introduction
 
    
 
   What does it take to become a true hero? You may think it’s just combat skills, or the power to defeat an enemy or evil villain. But there is much more to it. 
 
   Sander is a true hero in the making, although he just not quite there yet. In this story, you will find out how he discovers his abilities and overcomes his weaknesses in a series of tests only a true hero can undergo. The tests happen to become a necessity on his path to seek what he wanted all along.
 
   Read about Sander’s experiences and hardships as his inner spirit grows and his character improves through a number of trying circumstances. Question your own personality as you follow along and compare yourself to the main character in this fun and inspiring, unofficial Minecraft book!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _A_True_Hero]A True Hero
 
    
 
   They were the knights of the royal house. Under command of the king, they preserved freedom in the whole country.
 
   Sander was such a knight. He loved what he did. Each day, he trained his fighting skills with sword and shield in hand. His favorite way of fighting, however, was with two swords. There were many moves you could make with two swords that you couldn’t make with one, or with a shield for that matter. He had had the privilege of dwelling with the royal family, and the other knights respected him. It lived a happy life.
 
   One day, however, he walked through the city and saw a robbery. A petty thief snatched the purse of an old woman and took off, leaving her on the floor and disappearing into the distance.
 
   “He’s going down,” Sander said as he started to chase him.
 
   He turned around the corner of a city block and looked. The thief was too far away to catch up with. Determined to catch up, Sander sprinted as fast as his legs could carry him. He panted and sped through the streets, but to no avail. The thief was too fast.
 
   He paused, caught his breath, and leaned forward with his hands on his knees. Disappointed that he was in such bad shape, he still tried to go into the direction of the vanished criminal and ran towards another city block.
 
   Then he saw it: Another knight sat on his knees on the thief’s back, holding him down and telling him to be quiet and return the bag.
 
   Sander had mixed feelings. Although he was glad the thief got caught, he was very jealous of the other knight and wondered if he had fallen behind. We considered himself one of the worst knights of the royal guard from that point on. That evening, he went to bed and wished he was stronger, faster, and wittier. Why couldn’t he catch the thief? What did he have to do to become a better warrior?
 
   The next day, he woke up discouraged and decided to spend some time in the local cathedral. It was empty. He was the only one there, besides the priest who always conducted the meetings there. He sat down on a bench and the priest with the purple and white coat of the church joined him, sitting right next to him. He had a hat with a cross on it and a rod in his hand, which he leaned against the bench next to them.
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   “What’s the matter, my son?” the priest asked.
 
   “I couldn’t even catch a simple thief yesterday,” Sander answered. “I don’t know if I should continue with this knight stuff. Maybe I just don’t have enough talent.”
 
   “And what do knights do?” the priest asked.
 
   “You don’t know that?” Sander asked, returning the question.
 
   “I do,” the priest answered. “I just want to see if you know why you do what you do.”
 
   “We protect citizens, I guess,” Sander says.
 
   “Do you think that is important?” the priest asked.
 
   “Of course,” Sander said. “It’s the only way to secure their safety.”
 
   “Then go out there and keep doing what you do,” the priest said. “The people need you. This is no time for discouragement. Enduring to the end is one of the main purposes of life. It’s not all about talent. What you have to do, is develop your talents. This is the only way to become a true hero, to get the most out of life.”
 
   Sander thought for a while. The priest was right. This was important. He just needed to find a way to become better.
 
   “There once was a man,” the priest continued. “He had three servants. And each servant received a number of coins. He gave five coins to the first, two coins to the second, and only one coin to the third servant. The man told them he would be back within a week. When he left, the servant with the five coins worked hard and earned five more coins. The servant with two coins did the same and earned two coins. But the servant with only one coin was afraid to lose his coin. He buried it in the ground. When the master of the servants came back, he was satisfied with all except for the servant with the one coin. Why do you think that is?”
 
   “Because he didn’t do anything with it.”
 
   “Exactly. Now, let me ask you another question. Do you think he was more satisfied with the work of the servant with five coins than the servant with two coins?”
 
   “No, I don’t think so. The servant with only two coins did his best and used what he had to multiply his earnings.”
 
   “You are correct,” the priest said. “You see, it’s not so much about how much you’ve been given, my son. It’s about what you do with what you’ve been given. He who has been given much, of the same is much expected. You have certain gifts and talents. Don’t sit around moping and hoping you’ll receive more. Just use what you have and become better each day.”
 
   Such wisdom from an old man! Sander was amazed.
 
   “Thank you,” he said. “I know what to do now.”
 
   He stood up and left the building with great confidence and determination to improve his skills.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _The_Tests]The Tests
 
    
 
   Back at the palace, Sander trained with the other knights. He did his best with every move, but lacked the ability to excel. After practice, he walked to the commander, whose name was Lucius.
 
   “Sir,” he said with great respect. “I have an inquiry.”
 
   “Speak, soldier,” Lucius said as he glanced at him.
 
   “I want to do more. I don’t know how, but I am just not good enough. Is there any way to improve incrementally and more speedily?” he asked.
 
   “What is your name, soldier?”
 
   “It’s Sander, Sir.”
 
   “I am glad you asked me this question, Sander. Most soldiers just do the bare minimum. They collect their paychecks and go home. They don’t understand the purpose of their knighthood and they lack passion. If I can offer you more, would you be willing to pay the price?”
 
   “Yes, Sir,” Sander answered.
 
   “After this there is no more turning back. Are you sure you want to do this?”
 
   “I don’t know what I have to do, Sir, but I am willing to do whatever it takes. I want to become a true hero, a soldier you can be proud of, Sir.”
 
   “Very well,” Lucius said. “Then I will introduce you to the six severe tests any knight must pass through in order to become a true Knight of Honor.
 
   “Sir?”
 
   “Follow me and I will show you,” Lucius said.
 
   Sander followed the commander to another building, one that he hasn’t set foot in ever before. The building looked like a great hall, simple but disguised with weeds, trees, and bushes, as if it had been left desolate for years.
 
   When they entered, Lucius knocked on the door three times, pauses, and then knocked again.
 
   “The password?” a voice said from behind the wall.
 
   “Honor and virtue. Diligence and valor,” Lucius answered.
 
   “That is correct,” the voice said.
 
   “Let’s go,” Lucius said as he entered the building, beckoning me to follow.
 
   When I got into the building, I saw a dozen knights with expensive armor and majestic symbols on their clothes. Training gear was lying around, as well as inspirational quotes and plaques. Scrolls, paperwork, and feathers with ink were placed on the table. The knight were wearing red and yellow, the royal colors, according to codes and traditions.
 
   The knights turned around.
 
   “Greetings, commander Lucius,” they said, stiffening up like disciplined warriors and ready to obey.
 
   “As you were,” Lucius said.
 
   The knights relaxed their pose and looked at him and Sander attentively.
 
   “Men, we have a new contestant,” he started. “This knight here, Sander, has agreed to take the six severe tests. We will start tomorrow immediately. You may congratulate him.”
 
   “Wow, good job, buddy,” one of the knights said as he shook Sander’s hand.
 
   “You made a wise choice,” another said.
 
   “Do you have any idea what you’re getting yourself into, kid?” a voice said from all the way in the back.
 
   Behind the other knights sat a grouchy figure. His helmet covered his entire forehead, including a small part of his eyes. His armor looked worn and he hadn’t shaved in days. He stood up and walked straight at me, looking at me from angle.
 
   “What are you talking about?” Sander asked.
 
   “Why do you think we call them the six severe tests?” he asked, poking his finger in Sander’s chest. “They aren’t easy. They aren’t even safe. You better watch your back or these tests will get you killed. Are you prepared to risk your life for some honor?”
 
   “I am not doing this for others’ praise and compliments,” Sander said. “I want to prove myself as a true hero.”
 
   “To whom?”
 
   “To myself.”
 
   “In that case, good luck, kiddo. You will need it,” the knight said, patting Sander on the shoulder. “If you can overcome your own weaknesses, this will be worth your while in the end.”
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Test_1__Patience]Test 1: Patience
 
    
 
   “The first test is that of patience,” Lucius said. “Follow me and you will understand.”
 
   They walked for an hour and left the city. The bridge extending over the Grand River was in sight. The sun was setting. The atmosphere was peaceful. Not much of a test, or so it seemed to Sander.
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   “Here you go,” Lucius said as he handed me a fishing rod, some bait, and a net.
 
   “Sir, you want me to fish?” Sander asked.
 
   “Yes,” he answered briefly. “There will be a banquet in one day. You will need fish for at least fifty people. The test is this: You may not eat any of the fish you catch. The fish are a scarce delicacy and we need them for the banquet. The city has placed restrictions on the amount of fish you catch, let alone eat. As the royal guards, we have permission to catch them, but not to consume them. Do you understand?”
 
   “Clear, Sir.”
 
   “Good. I expect you to assert yourself and catch enough for the banquet. I will see you tomorrow. Do not disappoint me.”
 
   And gone he was, leaving Sander alone with the fishing equipment.
 
   Silently, he began unpacking the gear and setting up a fishing rod. He sat and waited.
 
   He waited…
 
   and waited…
 
   and waited…
 
   and waited…
 
   Nothing.
 
   He saw some fish pop their heads above the water, but they didn’t bite. The bait wasn’t effective enough to catch their attention, let alone to catch them.
 
   Sander gave up.
 
   “Stupid fishing rod,” he said in frustration.
 
   Obviously this wasn’t working. He decided to let the fishing rod be and turn to the fishing net. He grabbed it and entered the water until it got up to his waist. He threw it in and pulled. Again and again he made attempts to catch a single fish.
 
   Again… nothing.
 
   Maybe he wasn’t doing it right, maybe there weren’t enough fish, or maybe they just wouldn’t bite after sunset. Sander didn’t know. But whatever the reason, he was failing. This wasn’t going anywhere. 
 
   It was pointless. 
 
   Useless. 
 
   Hopeless.
 
   It was long after midnight, and Sander still hadn’t caught any fish. It’s like they were laughing at him, taunting him from their safe watery home, refusing to give him a sparkle of hope. He was getting tired and hungry. There was no food, no dinner, nothing. His stomach made starving noises and the energy slowly drained from his body.
 
   “I must not go to sleep,” he said. “I have to do this before tomorrow.”
 
   For a couple more hours he tried the fishing rod, the net, and even a spear to stick to kill the fish. Nothing worked.
 
   A big wave splashed the water in his face. Coughing up water and almost choking a little, he watched where the wave came from.
 
   Then it was quiet.
 
   It remained quiet for a twenty seconds.
 
   Perhaps it was nothing.
 
   Suddenly a monstrous fish twice the size of Sander jumped out of the water. The fish had evil looking eyes and small pupils with yellow around them. Its fins were sharp, and so were his teeth, reflecting the pale moonlight in a creepy way, giving the predator a life-threatening appearance.
 
   “Whoah!” Sander yelled as he stepped back and fell over in the shallow part of the river.
 
   At least the fish missed. This thing was humongous! And dangerous! But if he could catch this creature, he would have enough fish for everybody. The commander never mentioned how many fish he had to catch, just how many people he had to feed.
 
   “Come here, you mongrel,” he said as he picked up the net.
 
   SNAP!
 
   With another attack, the gigantic fish broke the net.
 
   “Time for extreme measures,” Sander thought.
 
   He reached for his sword and stood ready to face the huge specimen. One last time the fish attacked and Sander held up his sword. Immediately the fish landed on Sander’s sword. But that was not the end of it. Although it was bleeding, it was still alive and was writhing energetically until it swam back into the deeper part in the middle of the river. Sander held on for life as he was dragged to the depths. As parts of the water turned red, the fish turned left and right, trying to loosen the sword from his mouth and remove its enemy. 
 
   The struggle went on for two more minutes until it gave up and died. Sander pulled with all his strength to get the humongous fish to the riverbed. As he set foot on the sand, he coughed and panted, trying to catch his breath, spitting out water and dragging the fish behind him.
 
   He prevailed! He came off conqueror!
 
   Sander sat proudly next to the fish and rested until sunrise. On the horizon he spotted a man crossing the bridge. It was Lucius.
 
   “Well done, Sander,” Lucius said, unsurprised when he saw the fish, as if he knew all along what kind of monster lurked beneath the river surface.
 
   “You have passed the first test. I will grant you your sleep for now. Tomorrow you will face the second test.”
 
   “Thank you, Sir,” Sander said.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Test_2__Endurance]Test 2: Endurance
 
    
 
   His reward was to sleep in. Sander was so tired that his pillow felt softer that night and his dreams were near paradisiacal, despite the scary fish he caught the day before.
 
   He couldn’t imagine anything more difficult that the first test, but the second test would “push you to your limits,” Lucius told him the next day.
 
   “What is it, if I may ask?”
 
   “The route will test your endurance and determination,” he said. “You are about to cover a significant distance to an important place. Have you ever heard of the White Plains of the Miners Desert?”
 
   “No, never,” Sander answered.
 
   “The plains are spacious and lonely, but the hardest part about travelling through those plains, is that you cannot take a horse or wagon there,” Lucius explained
 
   “Why not?”
 
   “Because they get stuck in the sand. Many have attempted to pass through there by any other means than on foot, but it’s simply impossible.”
 
   “And… I am assuming you want me to go through there on foot, right?”
 
   “Right, but here’s the thing… “
 
   Lucius pauses for a second.
 
   “During the day it’s hot but it is also safe. If you stay until the sun goes down, your life could be in danger. You will need to get the barrel of oil one of our workers has left there on accident. It is of the utmost importance that we get it back. The city is running out of oil, and this kind of oil can help us all. Your mission is to run over there before the sky turns dark, hide in the shed with the barrel, and take it back the next day. Can you do that?”
 
   “Yes, Sir. I will!”
 
   They approached the border and watch over the plains. “Unbelievable,” Sander thinks. “So empty and so dead.”
 
   “This compass will point the way,” Lucius said. “And this bag is filled with rations. You can put this in your pocket and have enough to eat. Oh, and do you know what the most important thing is when you’re jogging and hot?”
 
   “Water?” Sander asked.
 
   “I don’t think I have to tell you more, Sander. Now go, take these two flasks and this compass. Just head south and I am sure you will make it out alive. Good luck.”
 
   Sander looked at the compass and began to run. He knew not to start too fast, as it would drain all his energy and exhaust him too quickly, so instead, he began slowly.
 
   The heat was killing him, as if the sun was scorching his skin through his clothes. Every few miles, Sander stopped to drink some water. He wiped the dripping sweat off his forehead and looked at his compass again.
 
   Pinpointing the correct direction, he headed on and made it to the shed.
 
   “Piece of cake,” he thought to himself. But he knew the real trial would be the next day, when he had to carry that heavy barrel back. He found a comfortable enough bed and put the barrel in front of the door after checking whether it was full of oil or not. He shoved the bed to the corner near the window, so that the light would wake him up and he would be able to leave at sunrise. After that, he kicked off his sweaty boots and fell sound asleep on his back.
 
   As planned, the sun woke him up. Sander stretched and put his boots back on. He took a small sip from one of his flasks and shook his head back and forth to “snap out of it.”
 
   “Time to take this thing back to the city,” he said encouraging himself.
 
   He bent his knees and lifted the barrel. Too heavy… WAY too heavy. Now what? There was no way he could carry the barrel all the way across the desert. Then he thought of something. The night before, he had seen a rope in the corner of the shed, hanging on a nail near the ceiling.
 
   Sander tied the rope to the barrel and pulled it. That was a lot better.
 
   “Nice,” he said. “This way, I can drag it behind me and I can save a little of my strength.”
 
   And that is precisely what he did. Hours went by. Whenever Sander needed a rest, he simply sat on the barrel and drank a sip of water. Nonetheless, he got pretty tired and had to save a lot of his water for later. It was hot and he had to exert himself extremely to drag the barrel through the sand. Sometimes the barrel got stuck and he had to walk back and push it out.
 
   The sky turned grey.
 
   “O-oh,” Sander said, looking up.
 
   “I must walk faster or I won’t make it before sunset,” he told himself.
 
   He still had some distance to go, but it was already getting dark. There was nothing he could do about it but carry on.
 
   Eventually, it was too late. The sun had set. Sander became a little nervous, since he didn’t know what was about to happen next.
 
   “MUST…. KEEP… GOING!” he shouted, panting heavily.
 
   Then, before he could say another word, the danger Lucius warned him about appeared from the earth. Snakes, scorpions and tarantulas climbed out of numerous hole in the desert ground. Some of them slithered, crawled speedily to Sander, seeing their next evening dinner in him.
 
   “Oh, I hate those,” Sander said, stomping on a spider with his foot. “Get out of here, filthy critters.”
 
   He smashed a few, stomped another, and kicked the occasional serpent away, but there were too many of them.
 
   Sander got an idea. He tipped the barrel over and rolled it in front of him. Aha! The barrel smashed every creature in front of it, rolling over them and splattering them to pieces.
 
   “Perfect!” Sander said. Kicking the barrel again with his foot, the wooden item rolled over more snakes, scorpions, and spiders, paving a walkable path for Sander to the border of the desert. After a half hour or splattering insects and reptiles, Sander saw the oasis he started at.
 
   “Finally,” he sighed, hurrying to the bushes.
 
   When he arrived, most of the perilous animals seemed to be gone and he was able to drag the barrel again in the usual way, although rolling it in front of him was even easier, he figured.
 
   There he was: Lucius. He stood at the end of the bridge and welcomed Sander back into the city.
 
   “Great work,” he told him. “Although you could have saved yourself some trouble by coming sooner.” He glanced at the flat spiders and snakes stuck to the sides of the barrel and laughed.
 
   “Bring the barrel to the main hall. I will see you in the courtyard for the next test tomorrow morning,” he said with a smile.
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   “Early bird,” Sander thought as he saw Lucius already standing at the designated location.
 
   “Good morning, brave knight,” Lucius said, still complimenting Sander about the previous tests he passed. “Today you will provide another service to the kingdom. There is a light, an illuminating stone in the mountains which can provide the city with endless energy. We need that stone.”
 
   “Okay,” Sander said.
 
   “However,” Lucius continued, “No one can see the stone except for in the dark. Since the stone lights up and is visible at night, that is the time you will have to go get it. Understood?” 
 
   “Yes, Sir, but what’s the danger? Is there any challenge to this?”
 
   “There is,” Lucius said. “To get the stone you must go through the Valley of Crows. All the ravens and crows in the area nest there. During the daytime it shouldn’t be any problem, but again, just like the desert creatures, these birds are attracted to the light and will attack you if you go through their territory with that stone. The test is to focus, to concentrate. You should be able to avoid their sky attacks if you focus hard enough on the sounds and gushes of wind around you. You must sharpen your senses. Only then will you be able to survive and get through.”
 
   That didn’t sound easy, but just like with the other tests, Sander insisted on completing it.
 
   “Scouts have spotted the stone in this area,” Lucius said while pointing at a map. “They discovered its whereabouts but didn’t want to take the risk of taking it back through the nesting area. Go now, and wait until the sun sets to find the stone. After that, you’ll have to make it through their habitat to come back alive.”
 
   “Very well, Sir,” Sander said.
 
   Immediately after the commander’s explanation, Sander took off and followed the map to the marked area in the mountains. On the way there, he observed the crows’ nests up on the rocks. They appeared to be harmless, since Sander wasn’t a real threat to them. They sat still and gazed at him as he simply walked by and climbed up higher. 
 
   So far so good.
 
   After a while, it was getting dark. The sun disappeared behind the rocky mountains and Sander began his search. After ten minutes or so, he saw a glimmering object in the distance.
 
   “That must be it,” he thought to himself.
 
   He approached the shiny stone and picked it up.
 
   “This is all. Looks simple enough. Now the hard part,” he said.
 
   Descending down the path that lead him there, Sander sneaked by some of the ravens’ nests. Realizing they were aware of his presence, he held the light beneath his outfit, but it didn’t help. The lit up stone was too bright.
 
   “Caw! Caw!” he heard.
 
   Oh no! The crows and ravens noticed him!
 
   Whooooosh!
 
   A crow flew over his head, trying to snatch something away from him. Another crow flew right at him and started biting his clothes.
 
   “Get off, stupid bird!” Sander yelled, hitting the crow in the face.
 
   A huge raven landed on his head, starting to pull his hair with its beak.
 
   “Aaaahh!” Sander screamed and hit the bird. He got the stone from underneath his clothes and held it above his head. Running down as fast as he could, he focused on the air attacks one at a time. Some of them hit him, others missed. Then he stood still and just listened to where the sounds were coming from. The birds were so noisy that Sander could indicate exactly where they were flying. He ducked and evaded an attacking raven, jumped over a flying crow assaulting his legs, and kicked a throw into the other direction while concentrating intently.
 
   Slowly coming near the edge of the rocky hills, he viewed the beginning of the city lights. Finally, he was almost there. 
 
   Then he saw it… the shiny stone rubbed off on other surfaces. This could mean his method of escaping. Of course, the stone already rubbed off on him, his clothes, and his hands, which is why the crows and ravens attacked him everywhere in the first place; but this also gave him an idea.
 
   He stopped, listening to the caws of the dark birds gliding through the air.
 
   BANG!
 
   He hit a humongous raven on its head, which landed on the floor. Sander grabbed the black bird, which was struggling for its life, and rubbed the stone on its body, causing the bird to illuminate the environment. After that, he released the bird from his grip and let it fly away. Within minutes the other birds started attacked the raven instead of Sander.
 
   “That solves that,” Sander said with a satisfied look on his face. After distracting the assaulting animals in this way, he easily walked down the path to the city and handed the stone to Lucius.
 
   “You are unbelievable, little knight,” he said. “Truly unbelievable. I will see you tomorrow at the same place, so you can pass the fourth test.”
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   “This test will be a test of your strength,” Lucius said, leading Sander to the edge of the city. “Do you see those rocks over there? They have to be gone. Behind those boulders, there is a mine with precious stones and jewels. The mineworkers exploded the wrong part of the mine, so now the entrance is blocked. I realize not every boulder will be easy to lift, but as you will haul them away one by one, I know you will train your muscles for bigger challenges.”
 
   “That’s it?” Sander asked.
 
   “That’s all. You will report to me after the entrance has been opened.
 
   Sander said goodbye and headed towards the mine entrance. Lucius was right. Huge boulders were blocking the passageway into the mine, preventing anyone from even crawling through a small opening.
 
   “Well, I better get started,” he said before he spat on his hands and rubbed them together to moisturize them.
 
   One by one, Sander dragged the smaller rocks away first, creating a bit more leverage for the bigger ones to be taken out. The large boulders were a lot harder, and some of them wouldn’t even budge. And although he was extremely fatigued, he kept dragging them out of the way.
 
   Eventually, each boulder was gone, except for one. Sander was able to slip by it and go into the mine, but the big boulder was still somewhat in the way.
 
   First, Sander tried to pull it out.
 
   Second, Sander tried to push it out from the other side.
 
   Third, Sander got frustrated and kicked the stupid boulder, hurting his toe in the process.
 
   That certainly didn’t work. Now what? There was no moving that gigantic thing, unless… 
 
   A heavy tree that had fallen over during a storm or for some other reason caught Sander’s eye. “Surely this log would come in handy,” he thought.
 
   He walked to the log and dragged it into the cave. There he dug a hole in the sand, right next to the boulder. He placed one side of the log under the boulder, which made it diagonal. Then he pressed with all his might on the other side of the log, but to no effect. Sander scratched his head. He was so sure it was going to work. Next idea: He was going to jump on it.
 
   One…
 
   Two…
 
   Three…
 
   Sander jumped with all his weight on the other end of the log as leverage to get the boulder off the ground on the down end. With a big bang, the boulder slightly bounced up and rolled out of the way.
 
   “Yes!” Sander shouted joyfully.
 
   “Done,” he said as he slapped his hands against each other.
 
   Back in the city, he sought out Lucius and reported what happened.
 
   “Excellent,” Lucius said. “Then you are ready for the next test. You can start immediately. It will a test of your intelligence.”
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   “You can be the best fighter in the world, but if you aren’t a little smart, you will never make it anywhere,” Lucius said. “Follow me and I will show you the dilemma the king has been facing for years.”
 
   Sander followed Lucius to an old, ruined church building, similar to the cathedral he went to earlier, but definitely broken on all sides and deserted for years.
 
   “Underneath this debris is a treasure,” Lucius said. “The treasure is locked in a vault. We have tried everything to open it with our strength, but nothing has shown to be effective at all. However, we believe the numbers on the vault mean something, as well as the letters. But nobody has been able to figure out what they refer to. So it’s up to you to unlock the vault. In order to do so, you will have to decipher the codes on it. Do this, and you’ll pass the test of intelligence, which is the last one before the final test.”
 
   “I will get right to it,” Sander said.
 
   He approached the vault door. It was twice as high as himself, so he could imagine that nothing or nobody was able to open it without deciphering the code.
 
   “Let’s see,” he mumbled.
 
   In the middle, there was a wheel with all ten numbers on it. The numbers above it were:
 
   2, 3, 5, 7, 11, 13, 17, and 19. After that, there was an “X.”
 
   “Obviously, those are the prime numbers,” he said. “Prime numbers can only be divided by 1 and by themselves. Yes, these are prime numbers, since number 4 can be divided by 2, and 6 can be divided by 2 and 3… what else? How is 19 a prime number? Oh yeah, of course…”
 
   He went on for a while in his mathematical thinking pattern until he concluded, “The last number should be 23, because that is the next prime number. So ‘X’ has to be 23. Now, what does that refer to? Maybe spin the wheel 23 times, or spin it from the 2 to the 3. Let’s find out… wait, so what do the letters stand for then? ‘DSDDSSDSSD’? That makes no sense whatsoever. Well, the ‘D’ could be the opposite of what the ‘S’ stands for. And the Latin word for ‘right’ is ‘dextro’ and the word for ‘left’ is ‘sinistro’ so maybe that’s how I am supposed to spin the wheel. Back and forth from the 2 to the 3 and back? But where do I start? Perhaps the… ”
 
   Then Sander saw it. It took him an hour to come up with all those solutions, but eventually, he thought he had it all figured out. He stepped back and saw the giant symbol.
 
   “At first I thought it was two swirls, or just the symbol for eternity,” he said. “But now, I think it may be an eight. Okay, I will start at eight and spin the wheel back and forth between the 2 and 3, first to the right and then to the left, then twice to the right, etcetera. Maybe this will do the trick.”
 
   As he kept mumbling what he was going to, Sander started doing exactly that. It didn’t work. How was that possible? Did he misread the symbols? At first, he wasn’t sure. He sat down and pondered the mistakes he could have made. He looked at the vault. The wheel was pretty high for a vault. You would think it would be more in the middle, but slightly lower, not slightly higher. Why did he have to step on a crate to reach it if it was right side up?
 
   “It’s upside down,” he said out loud. “But wait, then why are all the numbers right side up?” 
 
   It didn’t make any sense. Perhaps the creators just did that to make it even harder to decipher. Either way, it was worth a shot, so Sander tried it. He turned the wheel exactly the opposite way of what it said on the vault and…
 
   The vault opened up.
 
   “Woohoo!” he said as he opened it.
 
   There it was… the treasure. It was a giant, golden chest with a lock on it. Sander decided to close the vault halfway but get the commander before anything would happen to it.
 
   “Wow!” the commander said when he saw the chest. “I expected a treasure, but never this big. Who knows what could be inside? Let’s take it to the palace.”
 
   And so they did. The treasure chest was full with coins. It was a financial benefit to the whole kingdom. The king congratulated Sander and thanked him for his large contribution.
 
   “You can expect your reward to be rather large,” he assured him.
 
   “Awesome,” Lucius said, putting his arm around Sander and taking him to the training grounds. “Get your sleep now. You will need your rest for tomorrow’s test.”
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   Sander woke up with a jolt as if he knew something bad was going to happen. He sat up and looked around him, realizing it was just a hunch of some kind.
 
   “Everything will be okay,” he told himself.
 
   He went to the training grounds, where he found his commander.
 
   “Sander, all the knights here in the castle are proud of what you accomplished so far, but to become a true Knight of Honor, you have to take risks.”
 
   Sander didn’t like the sound of that. He wasn’t sure where this was going.
 
   “Would you risk your life for the safety of others?” Lucius asked.
 
   “Of course,” Sander said.
 
   “Then listen to me and accept this final test, which will be a test of your courage.”
 
   “I’m listening,” Sander said.
 
   “Very well. I will get right to it then. The country has been afflicted by an extremely dangerous lion. Normally, lions are threatening predators by themselves, but this one has killed many civilians. It’s almost like it just kills for sport, not caring whether or to eat its victims. You must kill that lion, Sander. You will secure the lives of so many people in this city. Are you willing to do this?”
 
   “Yes, Sir,” Sander said obediently.
 
   “Then I will show you where to find it. It resides in the mountains, and you will have to go there with the weapons of your choice to kill it.”
 
   “I always preferred to swords over one, Sir,” Sander said.
 
   “Ah, oh… okay. Those will be your weapons then,” Lucius said.
 
   A half hour later, Sander took his backpack and his two swords. The blades were a little damaged, but they were good enough to do the trick. Sander headed towards the mountains. 
 
   It started to rain… a lot.
 
   “Great,” Sander said, feeling the water soak him through all the way to his underwear.
 
   “Oh well, I needed a bath anyway,” he said eventually.
 
   Suddenly, he heard a growl. He held his swords ready to face the lion. It was dark because of the clouds, and the rain decreased visibility.
 
   Another growl, this time closer. Sander turned around… and around… he wasn’t sure where the sound was coming from but he was going to stay alert until the monstrous lion would appear.
 
   Out of nowhere, or so it seemed, the lion jumped on Sander, holding him down to the ground and causing him to let go of his swords. The lion’s mouth was above Sander’s face, trying to bite his head off but not succeeding. Sander held the lion’s mouth at a distance by holding its throat. He glanced over to the side and saw both his weapons in the mud.
 
   “If only I had three arms,” he thought as he came up with the idea of holding the lion while grabbing a sword with the other hand. It didn’t work though, because he needed both his hands.
 
   Eventually, another idea came to mind and Sander kneed the lion in the ribs, making it fall down next to him. As quickly as he could, Sander jumped to the swords and picked them up. The lion got up as well, drooling and gnashing its fangs at Sander.
 
   “Is that all you’ve got?” he asked.
 
   With that, the lion stormed at him with his claws forward, jumping through the air and trying to land his nails in Sander’s face. Instead, Sander pointed his sword up and stabbed the lion through the heart. 
 
   The lion died instantly, but Sander was underneath it, so it took a few intense seconds to get from underneath the dead lion.
 
   “This lion won’t harm anyone ever again,” he said, panting because of the adrenaline rush he had felt.
 
   “I better go home and take off these wet clothes now, but first, I will report to the commander.”
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   This was it. The final test had been passed. Sander was extremely proud of himself, although the difficulty of the tests had humbled him at the same time. He entered the barn in which the other knights trained after Lucius repeated the password to get inside.
 
   As soon as they went inside, they were welcomed by a loud applause.
 
   “Louder, men!” Lucius commanded. The other knight cheered and whistled and clapped as loud as they could.
 
   Lucius pointed at an armor set in the corner of the barn.
 
   “It’s all yours,” he said with a smile. “You deserve it.”
 
   Sander walked to the armor and stroked the pure metal with his hand, appreciating the splendor of the red and silver colors of it. The sword looked brand new and sophisticated. Patterns with honorable and noble symbols were portrayed on the shield. But no matter how beautiful it all was, he insisted on taking both swords he saw.
 
   “Go ahead,” Lucius said.
 
   “Thank you, Sir. I prefer two swords instead of a shield.”
 
   Excitedly, he picked up the other sword as well and swung them both in the air, feeling like a little kid again. 
 
   This was the best day of his life! 
 
   He was a true hero.
 
   Sander felt a sense of relief that it was over, but he also felt he still had a lot to do. Passing all these tests made him an official Knight of Honor, but he realized that he struggled with many of his own weaknesses. The tests tried him, and he knew there was more to overcome, more to conquer and develop in life. 
 
   “And so… life goes on and we become better and better, always progressing,” he thought.
 
    
 
   THE END
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   Wouldn’t it be fun to have a magic potion that could grant your wishes and would give you superpowers beyond your imagination?
 
   Find out about Gabe, a boy who went to the magic school in the City of Miners, with wizards, druids, and mages to compete with, but who exceeded everyone’s expectations by coming up with the ultimate formulas!
 
   Keep reading and you’ll discover how an ordinary boy gained people’s respect by using his brains.
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   I didn’t consider myself the smartest boy in town at first… that is… until after the final exams. Let me tell you how this all came to be. This is what I wrote in my diary to keep track of the process.
 
   My name is Gabe. I am twelve years old, but people tell me I act above my age. I don’t know why exactly, but I don’t care. I accept it as a compliment. 
 
   We live in a medieval city called the “City of Miners.” The city is huge! Statistics show that over ten million people live here. As far as the eye can see, there are houses.
 
   Houses.
 
   Houses.
 
   And more houses.
 
   Some neighborhoods are full with combined houses, some kind of duplex or triplex buildings that are inhabited by several families.
 
   I am the middle child. I live with my two sisters and three brothers. My parents are pretty poor. Not to the extreme, but just a little on the lower end of society… but when I started getting my hands on books, they saw the potential and were willing to invest into my future.
 
   They sent me to a school program to become a sorcerer or wizard of some sort. The wizards and druids in this city earn the highest respect from the commoners. They heal, they provide solutions for problems, and they share their wisdom by telling people what to do. Some of them predict the future, but I don’t believe in that stuff. Logic is the most important value to me. Anything explicable is worth reading about.
 
   I read tons of books. I read about history, geography, and math. I have learned a couple languages next to my native language. It all intrigues me.
 
   Some time ago, I came across a magic formula book. It had spells and mathematical calculations and problems. It was the best book I ever read, or so I thought. Later I discovered more books on the topic and found out this book could even be topped. I had found my passion.
 
   The first day of school, I arrived and dropped my bag. Some students were laughing, but I don’t think I was the first kid who did that, so it wasn’t a big deal.
 
   “Hi, what’s your name?” another boy asked.
 
   “Gabe, and yours?”
 
   “My name is Matthew. I love chemistry and formulas and math. You?”
 
   “Same,” I said. “I think we can really invent new things with this.”
 
   “Attention, children,” a loud voice said. “I am your teacher. My name is Mr. Snicklewickle.”
 
   All the boys and girls were laughing.
 
   “Heeheee… haahahah!”
 
   “What’s so funny?” he asked with a stern voice.
 
   Everyone stopped immediately, intimidated by his serious facial expression.
 
   “Listen, little smarty pants. I know your parents might think you’re smart, but in this class you have no honor yet. You have everything to prove and nothing to lose. We take pride in our students’ accomplishments, and we push you to your limits. That’s why I am going to start by challenging you with this upcoming test.”
 
   The joke was over. The teacher with the funny name just said the T-word. Nobody liked tests, and suddenly the entire atmosphere in the class changed. Competition was unleashed; the battle had started.
 
   “You will have two weeks to invent a potion the city can do something with. Other cities are winning prizes for best inventions and best success this or that… This is unacceptable. As your city’s so-called brightest students, I expect you to boost the reputation by coming up with something nobody has ever achieved. Study your heart out and experiment with formulas.”
 
   His face appeared a little friendlier.
 
   “In order to do this, the school and I have decided to give you the full benefits of our program. This means all the school chemistry supplies are available for you. The lab has a large inventory of substances, fluids, and potions already. Use them, as well as the library in the back of the school. The ancient wisdom of the past can inspire you to shape our future.”
 
   He thought for a moment.
 
   “No. That was it. Now get to it. I will be here to answer any questions you may have.”
 
   One girl raised her hand.
 
   “Yes, Anita, right? Do you have a question?”
 
   “May I go to the bathroom?”
 
   “Only if you can make it explode,” Mr. Snicklewickle said with a serious face.
 
   The girl looked confused and was dumbfounded.
 
   Then the teacher smiled and said, “I am just kidding. You may go. You don’t have to ask anyway. I expect you to create and be inventive, not just follow a few simple rules. Go wherever you need to. It’s all about the results to me.”
 
   “So I don’t have to explode the toilet?” the girl asked.
 
   “Of course not.”
 
   This teacher seemed strict at first, but apparently, he had a sense of humor, and I liked that about him. He was persistent and focused on results. I liked that about him too. It was as if he had seen so much stupidity in the city that he was almost desperate to make a difference.
 
   This is how it started. We got a challenge and a deadline to do something. I was determined to accomplish something. And to the library I went.
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   Matthew followed me there.
 
   “What are you thinking of creating?” he asked.
 
   “I am not sure yet,” I said. “Do you have any ideas?”
 
   “Perhaps I can make humans fly,” he said enthusiastically.
 
   That seemed pretty difficult, to defy the laws of gravity. Although it wouldn’t be impossible maybe. Magic had been part of this world for so long that there were daily miracles wrought by many. But the real breakthrough was yet to be made.
 
   I opened the doors of the library. They were heavy. Matthew opened one side and I opened the other side. We entered the room with hundreds of books and stared at it for a while.
 
   Where to begin? There was so much!
 
   “Shouldn’t we just try out some chemical combinations?” Matthew asked.
 
   “No,” I said. “I think it’s better to study first, so that we know what we’re doing.”
 
   “Makes sense.”
 
   We split up. I went to different sections and emptied out a couple shelves, piling up dozens of books to flip through to find what I should be looking for.
 
   Telepathy, invincibility, shooting fire, shaping water… there were so many ideas about superpowers in these books. But some of them seemed hard to create and others looked pointless. What was the purpose of levitating ants in the first place? I thought of the idiot wizard who put that in here, realizing that not all of them were intelligent enough to figure out a practical application to the formulas they wrote.
 
   I needed something useful… something powerful… something… something… that would help mankind.
 
   One of the books caught my eye. It was called “Forbidden formulas for Freedom.” If anything, the alliteration in this guide was exaggerated, but I was incredibly interested in the term “forbidden.” What could be so powerful that it would be forbidden?
 
   The book only had three formulas and when I saw them, I knew I was destined to experiment on all three.
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   The mysterious book was big and dusty, as if it hadn’t been used for centuries. I found it in the back of the shelves, hidden behind other books. After I flipped through the pages, I decided to take it to the classroom, where I could test the complicated calculations and rare substances the potions described in there consisted of.
 
   It was heavy too.
 
   “Ughhh…”
 
   I had a hard time carrying it.
 
   “Hey Matthew, can you come help me for a minute?” I asked.
 
   “Sure, Gabe. What’s happening?”
 
   “Just carrying this book to the classroom.”
 
   We both carried it into the classroom and I started collecting some formulas. After putting some substances together though, I came across a message I had skipped at first. It read,
 
    
 
   Whoever uses these formulas, will have more responsibility. A strict warning goes to all who succeed to apply these chemicals: Use them selfishly and you your conscience will die. It is not right for any person with self-interest to abuse these powers.
 
    
 
   What was that all about? 
 
   I was about to find out.
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   I wasn’t able to complete the potions in the classroom, but the teacher let me take some of the fluids and additives home to continue experimenting with them. I walked home with the thick book in my backpack, feeling sore afterwards because of its weight.
 
   At home, I greeted my parents and sibling and played with them for a while.
 
   “Mom, can I use the basement to continue trying out the formulas in the book from the library?” I asked.
 
   “Of course,” the answer was.
 
   I took the book downstairs and put some beakers and glasses on the table, as well as tubes, jars, and some stuff to boil the fluids with.
 
   First I mixed the chloride with the anti-oxidants and the hydroxide with the lubricated oils. A whole series of mixing and matching followed. It took me a whole hour to get to the point that I thought I was almost there. Then suddenly…
 
   BOOOOOM!!!!
 
   “What happened, Gabe? Are you all right?” my mother shouted down the stairs.
 
   “I’m okay, mom! Don’t worry!”
 
   I wasn’t really okay, because my ego got hurt. How on earth did I get it wrong?
 
   Aha!
 
   Then I saw it. Really? It only needed a sprinkle of salt and sugar? How was that going to help? Oh well, better stick to the formula in the book.
 
   I took a spoon, added a little sugar, went upstairs, borrowed the salt and sprinkled it into the beaker.
 
   Green steam came from the beaker. It was a little scary. I wasn’t sure anymore if I wanted to drink it. It smelled disgusting, and the green smoke made me worried. However, I took a leap of faith and grabbed the beaker.
 
   “It’s now or never,” I told myself.
 
   With that, I lifted up the beaker and drank the entire potion.
 
   At first, I felt nothing.
 
   But then I experienced a tingly feeling in my muscles. I looked at my hands and feet.
 
   Whoa! I was disappearing! It worked! My body was becoming invisible! For some reason, my clothes integrated into the process too. They all vanished into thin air… well… not really vanished… they just looked like they were gone. This was awesome!
 
   With my newfound appearance (or should I say disappearance?) I ran upstairs and noticed none of my siblings saw me coming. I ran outside in excitement, even though it was already dark. I didn’t care. Nobody saw me anyway, right? I didn’t know when the invisibility was going to be over, but I loved the way it was now.
 
   I roamed the streets for a few minutes, feeling free and away from society. I tried to imagine all the wonderful things I could do with this, but not much came to mind. Then something happened that changed my perspective: I saw a thief.
 
   A burglar leapt from a nearby window, carrying a big bag with stolen items in it. He looked around, ran away, and disappeared behind the street corner into an alley.
 
   The moment of courage was here. I knew what I was to do. After three seconds of pondering my options, I ran into the alley and found the thief counting his money and admiring the objects he had stolen. 
 
   Without hesitation, I walked over to him, punched him in the face, and kicked his shins.
 
   He never saw me coming. I was still invisible. He dropped the bag in fear, not being able to fathom what was happening to him.
 
   “Where are you? Show yourself!” he yelled with a frightened voice.
 
   Bang!
 
   Another blow in his face. I was going to kick and hit him as long as I had to in order to retrieve the stolen goods.
 
   It didn’t take long though.
 
   “Get away from me!” he cried as he sped away, leaving the bag behind.
 
   I carefully picked up the breakable treasures and stuffed them back into the bag, collecting whatever was lying on the floor. I walked back to the house and leaned through the window, placing the bag inside. I was certain the owners would find it.
 
   After this heroic deed, even if I do say so myself, I ran home and was about to tell my mom about what occurred. I opened the door and noticed all my siblings had gone to bed… all except one… my oldest sister was walking around in her pajamas. I saw her, but she didn’t seem to see me. She was completely unaware of my presence. I really was invisible, even to her!
 
   “Hold on a second,” I told myself.
 
   I suddenly understood the danger of giving this potion to anyone else. What if my sister was in her underwear? Or worse?! Anyone with the power of this substance would be able to walk in on her and become a dirty, peeping tom without her consent, invading her privacy. Nobody was going to do that to MY sister!
 
   Then it hit me: People who are invisible could easily steal stuff without being noticed, rob banks, win every fight, and even spy in places where the opposite gender is indecent or inappropriately dressed. It would be terrible if this power would be distributed to the general public! Imagine all the confidentiality that would be lost, the crimes that would be committed! Just because I was decent enough to use it for a good cause didn’t mean everyone else would.
 
   No. I couldn’t let that happen. I was going to change the formula in this book so nobody would ever find out about the invisibility potion. And so I did. On to the next potion.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Potion_2__Transformation]Potion 2: Transformation 
 
    
 
   The next day, I tried to create the second potion. The promise in this dusty, old book was that you could change into different people by drinking this next potion. Wouldn’t that be awesome? You could turn into a muscled dude and nobody would know it’s you. You could even turn into a girl, an old woman, a celebrity, or the mayor of the city!
 
   I got really excited for this potion. Imagine the possibilities! I went to work and put all kinds of weird chemical substances in a beaker. I mixed them up, added little flakes, edible plants from my mom’s kitchen, and other ingredients, some of which I had taken home from school. After assorting various fluids and natural products, I looked at the results and took a chance to drink it.
 
   I burped and looked at myself.
 
   Nothing had changed.
 
   Weird.
 
   I went upstairs, still hoping the potion had worked. When I entered our living room, I saw my brothers and sisters.
 
   “Hi, Gabe. Where are you going?”
 
   “Just outside. See ya!”
 
   I left the house and immediately, I turned into my little brother, with all his clothes and everything.
 
   Wow!
 
   This was great! I worked! I could turn into anyone!
 
   At first, I just had some fun with it. I walked through the streets, turning into every other person that walked by. I went from an old man to a hyperactive little girl to a business man in a sophisticated outfit. I changed into a guy with a tattoo, a complaining woman in her thirties, and into a tough looking teenager. It was a lot of fun. I made sure nobody saw the sudden changes and I remained unnoticed.
 
   I turned the corner of the street and saw a house with a big family. The mother was yelling at her son, telling him to clean up his room for once. The boy yelled back in anger, saying that he never wanted to see her again. 
 
   The mom was shocked.
 
   The boy ran away.
 
   The mother stared at him, disappearing in the distance.
 
   Tears emerged in her eyes.
 
   She went back inside.
 
   As I stood by, observing this scenario, I felt for both of them. If only I could do something to make the boy come back. The mother had too many tasks and already lost sight of her son anyway. There was no way she would go after him at this moment. But I was sad. I wanted to fix it. So I ran after the little boy and found him moping in the corner of a dumpster, hiding in the shadows.
 
   I had an idea.
 
   I turned into his mom and walked over. I squatted down, making sure my eyes were at the same height as his. He looked up.
 
   “What do you want, mom? I am angry at you. Go away,” he mumbled.
 
   “I am sorry about being so harsh on you, son,” I said with the voice of his mother. “I just want to keep the house clean so we can all enjoy it better. I am not angry at you. I love you. Please come back and we’ll make it fun by cleaning up together.”
 
   The boy looked up.
 
   “Do you mean that?” he said with a glimmer in his eyes and a hint of a smile.
 
   “Of course! Just come back, so we can clean up and we’ll cook something yummy for you to eat as well. I will be waiting at home. Come whenever you’re ready.”
 
   I quickly took off after those words and changed into myself again. From an angle, I watched as the boy got up and ran home. As soon as he stepped into the doorway, his mom was there to greet him.
 
   “I’m sorry, mom,” he said, giving her a hug. 
 
   The mother was surprised to see how quickly this often bitter young boy got over it so suddenly, but she accepted his apology gladly.
 
   My day was pretty enjoyable. I changed into a hundred different people. It all seemed harmless. 
 
   But then, on the streets, I saw some authorities hold a man, dragging him out of his house and cuffing him.
 
   “This is a mistake!” the man yelled. “I am telling you that I got framed! It wasn’t me!”
 
   “Yeah, yeah… tell that to the judge,” one of the officials said as he put the handcuffs on his wrists.
 
   I couldn’t think of anything to do about this incident at the moment, but again, it hit me that this power could be changed for good and bad. Imagine how much damage you could do my pretending to be someone else, hiding behind your powered mask and letting others think someone was doing something he or she wasn’t! 
 
   You could frame people, let others take the blame when you did something wrong, deceive friends, neighbors and strangers… you could commit crimes and get away with it because people would never see your real face, just the person you turned into.
 
   This was wrong. Nobody should have this power. It was unethical. This potion wasn’t safe either. Hopefully the last one wouldn’t let me down.
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   The formula for teleportation was a complicated one, and I had to go to the grocery store to get some extra items I hadn’t thought of in the first place. After another chemical process and a big mess in the basement (don’t worry, mom… I’ll clean it up afterwards), I mixed everything together and gave it another shot. I drank the potion and felt a sudden jolt in my body.
 
   “That was weird,” I thought.
 
   I concentrated. Wouldn’t this superpower work just by thinking of a certain location and then transporting yourself through the air to get there? At first, nothing happened. I focused harder.
 
   “Think,” I told myself. “Where do I want to go?”
 
   I wasn’t sure.
 
   Now what?
 
   Aha! I had it! I had always seen pictures of a beautiful city in the Far East, Chingtong Town. They had good food there, and all kinds of ingenious thingies they didn’t have here. I thought of it.
 
   “Chingtong Town.”
 
   “Chingtong Town.”
 
   Poooof!
 
   I stood in Chingtong Town.
 
   Wow!
 
   This was awesome! I could teleport within a second to wherever I wanted! The only thing I had to do, was think about it hard enough and I would appear at that location. I turned around and somebody wasn’t looking. He didn’t see me and almost bumped into me, watching something the other way.
 
   Pooooof!
 
   I teleported behind him. I guessed it worked at a small distance too. Content with my newfound power, I ventured through the city, looking for entertainment. I tried samples of little food shops on the street corners and viewed the humongous buildings in awe, with their spiky, cultural shapes and lights.
 
   I was having the time of my life!
 
   A little later, I was in the park and saw a group of people in a circle. Obviously, something was going on over there. I went to see what the commotion was all about. Then I saw it. There was a fight going on.
 
   “Fight! Fight! Fight! Fight!” the boys were yelling.
 
   A big bully with squinted eyes was beating up a skimpy kid who was lying down on the ground, covering his head and begging for mercy. How could anyone stand by and watch this?
 
   “What did he do?” I asked one of the cheering boys.
 
   “Oh him,” he said laughingly. “He is just a wimpy kid. We always beat him up because he thinks he is so smart. Today he wouldn’t hand over his lunch money, so this is what he gets. It’s okay. It happens every day.”
 
   I was disgusted by their attitude. It wasn’t fair. I hesitated for a few seconds, but then I took courage and stepped into the circle.
 
   “Stop!” I said.
 
   The big bully turned around.
 
   “What did you say?”
 
   “You heard me,” I said. “Stop beating up an innocent kid. You’re twice his size. What did he ever do to you?”
 
   “Well, well,” the bully said. “What do we have here? A little hero, huh? It seems you rather take his place.”
 
   He shoved me backwards, pushing my chest.
 
   “I am warning you,” I said.
 
   “Ha-ha! Keep warning me, wimp,” he said as he pushed me again.
 
   “Suit yourself,” I said, and I teleported behind him.
 
   “Huh?”
 
   I pushed his back, making him fall forward and almost losing his balance.
 
   Everyone was shocked. They saw me teleport. They didn’t understand it. They all got afraid and ran away, but not the bully.
 
   “Come here, you!” he said while he stormed at me.
 
   Poooof!
 
   I appeared behind him and gently kicked the back of his legs, making him trip and fall flat on his face. He panted, spat out some dirt, turned around and got up.
 
   “Aaaah! I will beat you up!” he yelled ragingly, coming at me again.
 
   Poooof!
 
   Again I disappeared and stood behind him, pushing him and causing him to fall. Finally it sank in. He couldn’t beat me and he realized it.
 
   “Wha-what are you?” he asked shakingly.
 
   “I am the ghost that will haunt you if you ever touch this poor boy again,” I said. “I will appear in your nightmares, in your room… anywhere you go I will find you, unless…”
 
   “What? I’ll do anything! Just leave me alone!” the bully said in fear.
 
   “… Unless you stay out of his way. Then I won’t bother you anymore.”
 
   “Oh, okay. Anything you say. I’m sorry. I won’t do it again,” he said.
 
   I helped the wimpy kid up and moved on. I thought about what just happened. It wasn’t a fair fight to begin with, but wasn’t fair either that I could teleport actually. The bully got what he deserved, but if someone with bad intentions possessed this power, a lot of harm could be done.
 
   With this power, you could win every fight, you could steal things and disappear with them, you could get away with murder, you could barge into people’s homes and personal properties without their knowledge… this was wrong…
 
   When I came home, I was little disappointed, to say the least. I discovered another potion, another superpower, and to no effect. All three had so much potential yet were so dangerous if they would fall into the wrong hands. What was I to do? I wanted to pass the test, to become the new, most respected inventor and change the world, but at what cost? Was I really going to hand over these dangerous possibilities to the general public?
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _The_Exam]The Exam 
 
    
 
   It was early in the morning. Every kid in class showed up, because this was the big day. Mr. Snicklewickle was there and he was curious to see which project would stand out the most.
 
   “Hi Matthew,” I said. “Did you invent a flying potion?”
 
   “No,” he said. “But it’s okay. It was too hard anyway. I invented something else though. Just watch.”
 
   The next hour or so, school officials, prominent city bureaucrats, the board of teachers were there to evaluate our experiments. Each child presented his or her newest inventions. I was impressed by potions that could make you flip book pages by just thinking about it, turning stones into frogs, and hocus pocus stuff like that.
 
   Matthew was up. It was his turn. He came forward and proudly presented a potion that gave you the power to touch water and make it change color. Everybody clapped. It was a fun way to make the boring water more interesting, or so Mr. Snicklewickle claimed.
 
   Then it was my turn. I walked forward and anxiously looked both ways at the eyes staring at me, anticipating my project.
 
   “Ladies and gentleman,” I said. “I invented three different potions: The power of invisibility, transformation, and teleportation, all from this dusty, old book. I studied the ancient writings and followed its instructions carefully.”
 
   I drank each potion, one by one, pretending to show my superpowers. However, I didn’t make them the same way. They didn’t work. With each potion I drank, the crowd was watching with big expectations, only to be disappointed within minutes that it didn’t work.
 
   “Thank you, Gabe,” the school principle finally said after the third failed potions. “You may sit down now.”
 
   I stuffed the equipment in my backpack and headed to my chair. I sat down and listened to his next announcement.
 
   “The winner is… Matthew!”
 
   Matthew jumped up and ran forward, completely excited about his award. A few more words about official nonsense, or so I thought, and the ceremony was over. I flunked. I failed my exams. And I did it on purpose.
 
   Mr. Snicklewickle walked to my table and leaned over, whispering in a low voice and looking at me trustingly, “You changed the formulas, didn’t you?”
 
   I looked up.
 
   “What makes you think that?” I asked sheepishly.
 
   He smiled and put his hand on my hand, rubbing it gently and leaning back a little.
 
   “You’re a good kid, Gabe. I knew you had it in you,” he said. “Keep up the good work.”
 
   With that, he walked away.
 
    
 
   THE END
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Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
   I take reviews seriously and always look at them. This way, you are helping me provide you better content that you will LOVE in the future. A review doesn’t have to be long, just one or two sentences and a number of stars you find appropriate (hopefully 5 of course). 
 
   Also, if I think your review is useful, I will mark it as “helpful.” This will help you become more known on Amazon as a decent reviewer, and will ensure that more authors will contact you with free e-books in the future. This is how we can help each other.

 
 
   DISCLAIMER: This information is provided “as is.” The author, publishers and/or marketers of this information disclaim any loss or liability, either directly or indirectly as a consequence of applying the information presented herein, or in regard to the use and application of said information. No guarantee is given, either expressed or implied, in regard to the merchantability, accuracy, or acceptability of the information. The pages within this e-book have been copyrighted.
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   This is an unofficial Minecraft story of a smart bunny named Bobby. You may think that bunnies are cute and cuddly and good for nothing else. You are WRONG, my friend. This bunny is intelligent and slick. Nobody recognizes his talent but that doesn’t mean it’s not there.
 
   Find out more about this amazing rabbit that overcomes his fears and defeats a malicious creature from the woods, outsmarting everyone with his bunny brains… and yes, he is also somewhat cute and cuddly, but that’s not the main point.
 
   Curious yet? Then don’t wait and take a look at the first chapter.
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   Once upon a time, there was a bunny…
 
   Hold on… hold on…
 
   Wait a minute!
 
   What kind of a cliché beginning is this anyway? It’s not a fairytale! Far from that. This is an adventurous story of an awesome bunny who looked like a wimp at first but saves numerous bunnies from becoming an evil predator’s victims.
 
   Ok. Let’s not spoil the rest. The main character doesn’t know what’s going to happen yet, so let’s keep it a surprise.
 
   Meet Bobby, a bunny from a huge family. That’s right, his mother and father have 26 children, most of them small and fuzzy. There are 8 girl bunnies and 16 boy rabbits in his family. He loves them, but that doesn’t mean he always likes them, especially when they steal food from each other.
 
   Bobby’s family is very chaotic, at least that’s what Bobby thinks. His mom keeps pointing out they are “perfectly normal.” In a general sense, Bobby is pretty happy there. He gets along with his brothers and even sometimes with his sisters.
 
   Fortunately, rabbits don’t make a lot of sounds, or else the echoes in the hole would be resonating and making all these big-eared animals deaf. There is lots of energy though, as the 26 hyperactive bunnies in this family hop around all day, crawl in tiny spaces, and are rushing from one end of the home to another.
 
   “Give it back!” his sister yells. “It’s mine!”
 
   “But I had it first,” Bobby says.
 
   “It doesn’t matter. It’s mine and I decide who can play with it.”
 
   “Well, can I play with it?” Bobby asks.
 
   “Let me think,” his sister says.
 
   She pauses for two seconds.
 
   “No.”
 
   “Mom!” Bobby shouts.
 
   “What’s wrong, Bobby?”
 
   “Emily won’t let me play with her doll.”
 
   “Bobby,” mom begins, “why would you want to play with a girly doll anyway? We found it in a dumpster and brought it home so she could play with it, not the boys.”
 
   “But I want to use it,” Bobby insists.
 
   “For what?”
 
   “I want to invent a slingshot.”
 
   “How can you make such a thing with a doll? I don’t understand.”
 
   “Well, you take the arms and attach them to the legs, which you glue to each other in one line. Then you use the hair, the string, and make a rope. The head should be taped underneath the feet… wait… I can’t take the hair, because it’s not flexible enough. I’ll have to find an elastic shooting object or something similar.”
 
   “Mom! Bobby wants to break my doll’s arms off!” his sister cries.
 
   “You’ll have to find something else to make a slingshot. This doll belongs to Emily.”
 
   “But mom, it’s so perfect. I almost have it figured out. Besides, there is nothing else to use,” Bobby protests.
 
   “That’s not true. You can use a branch,” mom replies.
 
   “It’s not the same. It just isn’t the same,” he mumbles as he hops away.
 
   “Weird boy,” Billy’s mom thinks out loud.
 
   Billy jumps around the corner of their family’s hole and bumped into his brother, Mart.
 
   “Hey you, I’ve been looking all over for you. Do you want to see the coolest thing ever?” he asks.
 
   “Sure,” Billy answers.
 
   “Okay, follow me.”
 
   The two of them hop out of the hole and end up above the ground, landing on soggy soil. They live on the border of a corn field, so exiting their family’s living space causes them to look up to hundreds of corn plants towering above them.
 
   “So tell me,” Billy says, “What are you so excited about?”
 
   “See this? It’s a branch that looks like a slingshot.”
 
   Billy is pretty happy with his brother’s discovery. But now they need something to shoot it with.
 
   “I know what you’re thinking,” Mart says. “And I think I know where to look. Come on.”
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   Billy’s family lives on the edge of the colony. The rest of the rabbit colony is hidden in between the corn plants. It’s like an entire city underground, a huge group of rabbits living in the same area.
 
   The bunny colony counts 5,000 rabbits, all hidden between the corn fields, the surrounding acres of land, and the bordering bushes with trees covering their hideouts. It’s an insane number of animals living in the same crowded space, and nobody else even knows about it.
 
   It is under these circumstances that Billy finds himself wondering how significant he really is, although he certainly has an altruistic and somewhat deviant mindset. He is used to nothing else, however, and the colony is just part of his existence.
 
   The colony is controlled by the six elders, the chief rabbits who are put in charge because of their amazing experience and their insights in the circle of life. They know how to find food, organize groups, maintain a hierarchy, and solve disputes. 
 
   All rabbits rely on their wisdom. If they make a mistake, panic arises. But they do not realize that this is exactly what will occur.
 
   Mart leads Billy away from the vast fields, across the flowing canals, and over the stony bridge.
 
   “Aren’t we a little far from home?” Billy asks. “I am not so certain mom would approve of this. I heard the outside areas are dangerous.”
 
   “Oh, don’t be silly,” Mart says. “We are just going to have some fun. Just come. We’re almost there.”
 
   They cross the deserted road and get closer to a distant farm.
 
   “There,” Mart says pointing at an item on the ground. “Do you see it?”
 
   Billy approaches the object and looks surprised.
 
   “It’s a red piece of plastic?” he asks.
 
   “Of course not. It’s a hair tie,” Mart says.
 
   “A what now?”
 
   “A hair tie. You know, it’s for people. Girls wear those things to keep their hair together in what they call a pony tail or something. If you ask me, it should be called a human tail, but that’s not what matters. What matters, is that it fits on the slingshot, because it bends back.”
 
   Billy sees it too. It’s perfect. He is completely over the argument with his sister. Who needs a dumb doll anyway?
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   They have the slingshot. It works. Billy and Mart tested it several times. All they have to do, is put something in it, pull back, and let go. They think it is incredibly funny. The two brothers just shot rotting apples, rocks, broken pieces of corn on the cob, branches, and leaves (that one didn’t work so well). Anything they can get their hands on gets launched into the air, followed by a loud bunny laughter.
 
   “This is awesome!” Billy says.
 
   “It’s the funniest thing I’ve ever done,” Mart agrees. “But something is missing…”
 
   “You’re right,” Billy says. “We don’t have a target. Shooting these things up in the air seems rather pointless by now. We need to have a challenge, a moving object.”
 
   “Or animal,” Mart says with a smirk.
 
   They look at each other and start smiling.
 
   “Let’s go! I remember going to the farm over there. You are not going to believe how much fun we can have there,” Mart says.
 
   “No problem,” Billy says.
 
   They hop over tree trunks and through bushes, and a wide, empty grass field. They wiggle their bunny bodies through the fence and enter the terrain of the said farmer.
 
   “Here you can find the dumbest animals on the planet,” Mart says.
 
   “Which ones?”
 
   “Chickens. They just fly and run around as if they don’t know where they’re going. And they panic too easily. It’s hilarious. Do you have the slingshot?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Okay, now let’s find something to shoot. Aha!”
 
   “Apricots,” Billy says. “Nice.”
 
   Both bunnies jump towards the apricot and collect a whole stack of them. After looking satisfied at their pile of fruit, they ready the slingshot and aim at a chicken’s backside.
 
   BAM!
 
   The chicken jumps up frightened and starts running away.
 
   “Ha-ha-ha! Did you see that?” Mart says. “That was great! Let’s load another one!” 
 
   Billy puts another apricot in the slingshot.
 
   “It’s all yours this time, Billy,” Mart says.
 
   Billy aims, let’s go, and fires.
 
   Whabaaam!
 
   Another chicken gets struck on its back, as it falls to the ground and hits it head on a pole after getting up.
 
   “Hihihi!” Billy laughs. “That was hilarious. Another one. Quickly, before they all run away.”
 
   Billy loads the slingshot, hands it over to his brother.
 
   Mart aims, and…
 
   What the… ? What is that?
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   It is a fox, which jumped in front of the chicken and blocks the shot of the two bunnies. Its fur is red, its snout is long, and its eyes seem callous. It looks straight at the two brothers and then chases after a few chickens.
 
   “Do you think it saw us?” Billy asks.
 
   “I don’t know,” Mart answers. “It stared right in our eyes and then left. I don’t understand why it didn’t come after us.”
 
   “Quickly, let’s hide,” Billy suggests. “I don’t trust this. Foxes are smart. They usually do things with a purpose.”
 
   From under a bush the two rabbits try to catch a glimpse of what is going on in the chicken’s den. They see feathers flying up, chickens running and flying, and they hear all kinds of weird sounds coming from the barn.
 
   Suddenly, the fox stands in front of them. Billy and Mart leap back in fear.
 
   “Hello, little bunnies. Did you have fun shooting some chickens?” the fox says.
 
   “Uhmm...” Billy and Mart stutter.
 
   “It’s okay. Don’t answer that. I was just playing with you. It’s a lot of fun. I understand. Chickens are very stupid, and they run all over the place.”
 
   Is this fox being friendly, or is he hiding some secret plan underneath that friendly voice?
 
   “I don’t want you to mistake my politeness for kindness,” the fox explains. “You know, little bunnies. I would do nothing rather than eat you alive right here.”
 
   Billy and Mart become even more scared. This doesn’t sound good.
 
   “Don’t run. It’s useless. I would be able to catch up with you in a heartbeat. I am not going to eat you now because I want you to listen to me. I have five friends… other foxes. And they are really hungry. We know where your colony is. We have been watching them for quite some time. But it would be uncivilized to barge in there and start eating random rabbits without any notice. That’s why I am going to give you a head start. I want you to go back to your colony and warn them. I doubt they will all be able to move in thirty minutes, but then at least some of you have the strength to flee. Let your leaders know we will attack in a half hour. This way, the strongest among you can prepare and leave the weaklings behind. Now go!”
 
   Billy and Mart hop away as fast as their legs can carry them. They run around the barn and hide behind the wall, panting heavily. Their hearts are beating like a base drum and their feet feel like they could fall off. What are they going to do?
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_5__The]Chapter 5: The Farm
 
    
 
   “We have to get out of here,” Mart says.
 
   “No,” Billy says. “Don’t you get it? That’s just what he wants. He is not telling us this without a reason.”
 
   “But you heard him. He wanted to warn us. He said he would give us a head start,” Mart insists.
 
   “Yeah, right. Just because he doesn’t want to be… let’s see… how did he put it? ‘Uncivilized?’ Give me a break.”
 
   “But why would he tell us that? I don’t understand.”
 
   “Let’s think for a minute,” Billy says. “What will happen if we run to the elders now and tell them?” Billy asks.
 
   “I suppose they will tell the other rabbits and they will start panicking and come out of their holes,” Mart says.
 
   “Precisely,” Billy confirms.
 
   Mart looks at Billy. He still doesn’t seem to get it. Billy just stares at him silently, waiting for the light bulb.
 
   “Aha!” Mart says enthusiastically. “I get it! He wants them to come out of their holes so that it’s easier for the foxes to catch them. It’s a trap!”
 
   “And we will use that trap against them,” Billy says. “But first we need some materials.”
 
   “Yes. Let’s look what there is. I am sure we can use some of the farmer’s stuff.”
 
   Billy and Mart go into the barn they are leaning against and see some pigs rolling in the mud, horses neighing as they usually do, and a few cows standing as if they are bored with life.
 
   In the corner of the barn they find some equipment. Most of the objects are shovels, rakes, and other gardening tools. There would be no way they could carry those with them all the way to the colony. But then they see a net.
 
   “We can use that,” Billy says. “We can easily carry this with the two of us, and we can catch the foxes in it.”
 
   “Sounds like a plan,” Mart says.
 
   “Let’s go.”
 
   “Wait!” Mart shouts suddenly.
 
   “What’s wrong?” Billy asks.
 
   “What if the fox doesn’t know where the colony is and was lying about it? Then he is just going to follow us there. I want to make sure nobody is following us.”
 
   “Yes, but we are in a hurry too,” Billy says. “If we don’t reach them in time, they will just attack and the bunnies will stand no chance.”
 
   “Maybe, but I don’t think they will for some reason. I think he is just bluffing and waiting for everyone to come out of their holes anyway. Either way, I want to double check.”
 
   “Okay. I will stand hop around a bit first to make sure he is really gone.” 
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_6__Gone]Chapter 6: Gone
 
    
 
   The fox is gone indeed. He probably wasn’t lying about his knowledge of the whereabouts of the colony. But his plan of chasing the rabbits out of their holes by announcing the foxes’ raid was still certain, Billy thought. Therefore, it would be best for them to calmly tell everyone to stay in their holes and set a trap for the foxes.
 
   The two bunny brothers carry the net to the colony.
 
   “Hey, what are you two doing?” their sister Sabrina asks.
 
   “Nothing.”
 
   “What is that in your paws?”
 
   “Nothing.”
 
   “Why won’t you tell me?”
 
   “Look,” Billy said in a stern voice. “It’s better if you stay home for a while. It’s safer there. Just go and play with your toys.”
 
   “Sure, but I want you to tell me later.”
 
   “Sounds fair. We will,” Mart says.
 
   After bringing the net to the elders, Billy and Mart request their attention.
 
   “What is you have to say to us, young rabbit?” one of the elders asks.
 
   “We saw a fox,” Billy begins. “And he told us he and his friends will attack shortly.”
 
   The elders look a little pale. “Why would he tell you that?” one of them asks.
 
   “That’s exactly what I was thinking,” Billy agrees. “We think he wants to lure us all out of our holes and make it easier for them to catch us.”
 
   “I think so too. What do you suggest we do?”
 
   “Well,” Billy says, “My brother and I carried this net here. If we can somehow set a trap for them, we can catch them with it. We just need some bait and then we could let it drop on them.”
 
   “Sounds like a plan.”
 
   The other chief rabbits agree.
 
   “Ricky, come here,” the old bunny commands. Another bunny hops over and stands ready to receive orders. “Gather 10 rabbits. Have 7 of them go and tell the entire colony to stay in their holes for the next few hours. Tell them it’s a safety exercise, nothing more. Then take the other 3 to hang up this net and place it above that open space over there.
 
   “Wait,” Billy says. “I have an even better idea.”
 
   After a while, the foxes appear in the cornfield. They passed various rabbit holes but are oblivious to their specific locations. Unaware of what is going on, they march forward, looking for any rabbit to catch as their prey.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_7__Smarter]Chapter 7: Smarter Beats Smart
 
    
 
   “I thought you told it was somewhere over here,” one of the foxes says a little irritated.
 
   “I am sure of it. Just wait. Something’s not right here,” the other one says. “Everyone is gone, but I don’t think they could have evacuated this quickly. I didn’t give them much time.”
 
   Taking a few more steps, the foxes suddenly stop.
 
   “Aha!” the front fox exclaims, “Look at that net over there, hanging in the trees. They’re trying to catch us with it. I should have known those two bunnies were up to something. They looked too smart to begin with.”
 
   “Ha-ha! And they are trying to trap us? How pathetic. We are the foxes, the smartest animals of all! Come on, men. These rabbits haven’t left yet. They were waiting for our arrival so they could trick us into being captured. Let’s walk around this spot.”
 
   The foxes step to the side and take a big detour around the spot over which the net is hanging. But at that moment, all of them fall through a pitfall in the ground.
 
   “Ouch!” one of the foxes says.
 
   “Umpf!” another one exclaims as he falls on his back.
 
   “What is the meaning of all this?”
 
   They are trapped into a very deep hole, almost 20 feet high. Billy, Mart, Ricky, and the elders lean over the sides and look down upon the fallen foxes. They smile. Their decoy has worked.
 
   “Good idea to dig a hole next to the location where the net was showing to be,” Ricky compliments Billy. “The foxes thought the trap was underneath the net, but the real trap was next to it, covered up with leaves and branches.”
 
   “Hey! How is it down there? Comfy?” Billy shouts.
 
   “Oh, be quiet, stupid rabbit!” one of the foxes shouts back.
 
   “Don’t you know bunnies are some of the fastest diggers in the world?” Billy says laughingly.
 
   “Good job, Billy,” one of the elders says. “You outsmarted the foxes by using their own trick against them.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_8__Celebration]Chapter 8: Celebration
 
    
 
   The entire colony comes to watch the foxes, which are stuck in the giant hole that Billy and the others dug. Some of the rabbits are laughing, others are making funny faces at the foxes, taunting them and making silly comments.
 
   The foxes lost, and they know it.
 
   After all 5,000 bunnies take a look at the trapped predators, they turn to Billy, Mart, and the others, and carry them on their shoulders.
 
   “Yay! Long live Billy” it sounds on one side.
 
   “Long live Mart,” it echoes elsewhere.
 
   “I can get used to this,” Billy says with a smile.
 
   “Just wait until you see what they have prepared for you,” Ricky says.
 
   The rabbits carry Billy and his brother to the edge of the cornfields, near the river. They put them down and point at a humongous slingshot standing in front of the water.
 
   “How about it then?” Ricky asks. “Are you willing to try the slingshot that launches rabbits into the water?”
 
   That sounds like a lot of fun.
 
   “Can I go first?” Billy asks.
 
   “Sure. You are the hero of the day. Take a seat.”
 
   Billy sits into the slingshot. It’s so big! He can’t believe they made one this size. Leaning back, he feels more relaxed than ever before. The slingshot gets pulled back and shoots him into the air. Floating towards the sky before his drop into the river, Billy closes his eyes and enjoys the brisk wind in his face, thinking of all that had occurred. It was a happy day… perhaps one of the happiest days of his life.
 
   SPLASH!
 
   That was awesome!
 
    
 
   THE END
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   [bookmark: _Introduction_8]Introduction
 
    
 
   Read this story about a Minecraft creeper. His name was Cayden. He loved blow things up, including himself sometimes. His friend and foe was electricity, and he may just know what exactly to do with it.
 
   Cayden didn’t have an easy life though. Most other animals, creatures, and people didn’t accept him. It’s because he was different. People are always afraid of what’s different. But Cayden will show them what he is made of. 
 
   Wandering the streets, he looked for his purpose, a purpose he eventually found and a passion he pursued.
 
    
 
    
 
   
 
   [image: C:\Users\Vincent\Documents\Amazon ebooks\Squeeze page Minecraft for book.jpg]
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _1__Cayden_s_Life]1: Cayden’s Life
 
    
 
   Cayden was a creeper. Nobody really liked creepers, but they were out there. They were just part of the Minersworld. In the city of Bestville, the creepers were always hiding. They didn’t seem to fit in.
 
   Bestville was a humongous town with millions of people. Cayden usually felt a little insignificant when he saw the big crowds in the city streets. Rich people were on the phone, always hurrying. Others were begging and some people were just walking at their own pace to the subway or their taxi. Skyscrapers were everywhere. As far as the eye could see, the land was inhabited. Cayden knew there were forests and mountains beyond the horizon, but he had never gone there. The city was spread out and he never seemed to be able to leave. Blocks and blocks of homes were on either side of your view when you would stand on the highest building with at least 120 stories.
 
   One time, Cayden had the opportunity to go to the top of the building. That’s when he saw the size of the city. It was evening, and the sun had already set. An elevator had taken him upstairs, where tourists were taking pictures and little binoculars were available for use if you put a quarter in. He stayed there and watched the flickering city lights coming from thousands of homes and business nearby. It was amazing yet intimidating.
 
   Cayden was a lonely creeper. His parents were long gone, and most times, he was just roaming the streets. He had inherited some money, and now he was living on savings. But soon, he knew, his savings would run out and he would be left without a job or income.
 
   He wasn’t sure what to do. He had talents, but he never explored them much. As he was pondering his next step in life, he bumped into a hobo, who looked at him and begged him for money.
 
   “Well,” Cayden said. “If you’re hungry, I can buy you a pizza. I am going in that direction anyway, and I would sure love to share a meal with you.”
 
   “Thanks,” the hobo said. “My name is Marley. You?”
 
   “Cayden. Cayden the creeper.”
 
   “Makes sense.”
 
   “So how about that pizza?”
 
   Both of them entered the pizza place and ordered a large pepperoni pizza with sausage and extra cheese. They didn’t talk much. They didn’t have much to say. The pizza was delicious, but it was an awkward moment. None of them appeared to be interested in a personal conversation. This went on for a while, until Cayden thought it would be more social to exchange some information.
 
   “Where are you from?” he asked.
 
   “I have lived in the city all my life,” the hobo said. “I used to have a good job. The coal mines were hiring many people in those days. But when they closed those things, I was let go. Since then, I have become financially ruined. I started drinking, and I wasted all my money. Now I am left alone, regretting what I did. Sometimes I try to find work, but unemployment rates have skyrocketed.”
 
   “That’s too bad,” Cayden said. “I wish there was something I could do to help.”
 
   “Yeah, well… they’re not opening up that mine again anytime soon. That’s for sure.”
 
   “Why not?”
 
   “Because the entrance is blocked. A huge boulder is preventing people from going in. They tried numerous ways to get it fixed: They hauled some rocks away, used explosions, but nothing worked. Anyway, I am going to keep my eyes open for another job. Maybe starting at this pizza place.”
 
   Marley turned around.
 
   “Hey you,” he said. “Are you guys hiring?”
 
   “Not at the moment,” the boy behind the counter answered. “But if you give me your resume, I may be able to contact you when we will.”
 
   “Okay, I’ll get it to you soon,” the hobo said. “Cayden, do you have a quarter so I can print my resume somewhere and hand it to them?”
 
   “Sure,” I said as I reached into my pocket and took out a quarter. I handed it to him and said goodbye. That was the end of our conversation.
 
   “Thank you, sir,” Marley said before leaving. “That was very kind of you.”
 
   The hobo wandered off into the park and disappeared from Cayden’s sight. It didn’t mean much, but if he was going to have dinner anyway, he figured it would be better to share with someone else than being all alone. Besides, the pizza was relatively cheap.
 
   That evening, Cayden rolled up in a corner, where he grabbed a blanket out of his backpack and put his head on a pillow he brought. He remained in the shadows, invisible to the busy crowds of the metropolis.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _2__Explosions__Explosions_]2: Explosions… Explosions…
 
    
 
   Cayden had a special gift. He could talk to animals and explode without dying. All creepers were able to explode, although Cayden wasn’t sure about how special it was to talk to animals. Either way, he was obsessed with explosions, fire, and firework. Saying that he was a pyromaniac was an understatement. 
 
   But he never knew what to do with it. What profession could he possibly pursue with the talent to explode?
 
   Playing with fire was a daily ritual. He poured gasoline on it, tried sticks, plastic, and metal, became an expert at lighting a fire without matches, and counted the number of sparks being blown from the hot elements he created.
 
   A weekly ritual of his was to buy some fireworks, although his money was running out and he had to cut back on this fun activity. Ground flowers, arrows, and crackers were used behind the old, deserted factory building by this fire enthusiast as if there was nothing better in life. He was amazed at their different colors and the shrieks that came out of the lit up powder.
 
   Sometimes he just wanted to explode. At those moments, he would plug his fingers into the outlets of some building (don’t ever try this at home, kids), and charge himself. He would turn blue and start shining brightly before storming into a tree, a wall, or a stomp and blow it off the face of the Minersworld.
 
   If only he could use these exciting actions somewhere where they needed him… then he would be able to get his life back on track and start saving up again. Right now, all he had was his backpack, his bank card, and a blanket and pillow to keep him alive. The streets were harsh. They were filthy and sometimes cold. It all was a big nightmare. 
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _3__Resisting]3: Resisting
 
    
 
   Cayden woke up with a jolt. He looked around him and realized it was going to rain. Thick clouds gathered above him, towering over the skyscrapers and threatening the city with its impending watery floods from the sky. Thunder was roaring in the distance, always following a bright lightning flash.
 
   CRAAAACK! Bombombom!
 
   It was frightening. It wouldn’t take long now before it would rain cats and dogs in the entire city.
 
   “I better find some shelter,” Cayden mumbled.
 
   He ran towards a convenience store, but on the way, he got struck by lightning.
 
   “Aaaaaaah!” Cayden cried out.
 
   He fell on the floor, thinking he was dead.
 
   He wasn’t.
 
   He opened his eyes and stood up. He was alive! But wait. Something else was going on. Something about him was different. He looked at his body. It was lit up brightly with a white, blue aura around him. Then he understood; lightning was filled with electricity. Believe it or not, the amount of electricity in those black clouds exceeded the electricity on the whole block. This was just like charging himself up in the outlet.
 
   Although he didn’t like the electric shock he got from the thunderbolt, he knew it gave him an immense feeling of power afterwards. Yet he resisted the temptation to function as a lightning rod. He kept running, but he realized he was fully charged with energy and was about to explode.
 
   He ran towards an empty area, with no buildings within a considerable distance, and blew up.
 
   Boooom!
 
   The pieces of his body came back together and he shook he head to overcome the sudden shock from the explosion.
 
   Fortunately, nothing was damaged. He glanced behind him and sighed when he noticed nobody saw it.
 
   However, now he was in an open space. Cayden didn’t want to get struck by lightning again because that would make him blow up another time. So he avoided open spaces and stuck to the buildings. Running to the convenience store, his brains tried to process what had just happened.
 
   Just before the rain began to pour down, he stepped into the store.
 
   Dingdong!
 
   The bell rang.
 
   “Hey, creeper. What are you doing here?” the lady at the store asked.
 
   “I am just looking. Thank you,” Cayden answered.
 
   “Okay, but if you’re not going to buy anything, then just leave. I don’t have time for leeches.”
 
   What a hag. As soon as the rain would be over, he would get out of the store to avoid these evil old woman. Yuck. Could people be any more insulting?
 
   He wasn’t really looking. He just wanted a place to hide from the rain, or better yet, to hide from the thunderbolts that gave him so much power. He had never caused such a big explosion before. This was dangerous.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _4__City_of]4: City of Electricity
 
    
 
   The rain was over. Cayden bought a small snack at the store and went outside. An electricity line was broken and a construction team, the fire department, and police officers had gathered around it to evaluate the situation.
 
   It stood out. It made Cayden think. This whole city would be lost if the lights went out. Businesses would close, panic would arise, and nobody would be safe. He was sure that the stores would be robbed and that without alarms being able to go off, the crime rate would go up within moments. People run around, looking for a solution. Mayhem would be the constant companion of assaults and theft. It would be awful.
 
   Such a delicate place, all based on the continuous flow from power plants. If all would collapse, would people show their true colors? Or would they be attracted to philanthropy and charity services? One could only wonder, he thought. Still, the question fascinated him.
 
   He watched as a tram rode into a different direction, connecting to the opposite electricity cables. Somebody on the phone bumped into his shoulder.
 
   “Watch where you’re going, pal!” the woman yelled. “No… it’s nothing,” she continued. “Just some loser who stood in my way. Now, what were you saying about the clothes that were on sale at the…?”
 
   Cayden watched a boy playing a video game in the corner of a house. All the lights were on. His mother turned down the air-conditioning and pushed the button of the remote control for the television. He saw a woman cooking in a crockpot through a window while checking messages on her laptop. A car drove by with the heavy, loud base of a hip-hop song.
 
   Everything was run electricity! It was all around him. How feeble… if the power turned off, what would people even be able to do anymore?
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _5__Confused]5: Confused
 
    
 
   “Hey, you!” a voice shouted. It was an old man with a beard. He looked like he had lost his marbles long ago. His eyes were crossed and his coat was tattered. Not looking like the crème of the crop, or so Cayden concluded.
 
   “Want to buy an electric blanket? That old piece of junk you have looks terrible. An electric blanket is lots warmer and all you have to do, is plug it in.”
 
   “No, thank you,” Cayden said as he started walking away.
 
   “Come back!” the man yelled. “You don’t know what you’re missing out on!”
 
   “Oh, I know…” Cayden said.
 
   This guy wouldn’t let go. How annoying. Cayden walked faster but the man kept following him. Eventually, the old man caught up with him and said in a stern voice, “Turn around.”
 
   Cayden turned around. The man was holding a gun!
 
   “Well, how about this, little creeper. Give me all your money or I’ll shoot you. You could have had it all, man. I offered you a great product, but you didn’t take it. And now you only have yourself to blame.”
 
   “What?” Cayden said in disbelief.
 
   “Come on,” the old man continued. “I don’t have all day. Hand me your wallet or I’ll kill you right here. Right now.”
 
   Cayden reached for his wallet and grudgingly handed it over.
 
   “Ha-ha-haa!” the man yelled as he ran away with his new possession.
 
   Cayden stood there, robbed and discouraged. He came to his senses for a few seconds and then walked away. Should he call the police? The guy was long gone by now. There was nothing he thought he could do. He took his blanket out of his backpack again and set up a place where he could sleep on the sidewalk.
 
   After about an hour, he woke up by severe pain in his stomach.
 
   “Hey, dumb hobo,” a man in an ironed suit said, kicking the sleeping creeper. “Shouldn’t you be going to a homeless shelter and bug the social workers there instead of polluting the city with your foul stench? Get out of here. This is a decent neighborhood. We don’t want the likes of you. Go!”
 
   Cayden was scared to death. The backlight behind the rich man made him appear even scarier, and it all happened so fast that Cayden had no clue how to react. So he picked up his stuff and ran off to a different location.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _6__The_Scary]6: The Scary Woods
 
    
 
   Days went by, and Cayden gradually became sick of the people in this city. He wanted to get out, but in order to do so, he had to go a long distance.
 
   “Oh well, let’s just do it,” he decided as he hopped over the subway machines that actually needed a token. He knew it wasn’t legal to travel without paying, but he had nothing left and he wanted to leave more than anything.
 
   Nobody came. He just sat there in the subway, with a dozen other people. No one suspected anything. Cayden sighed.
 
   After an hour, he had reached the border of the city. He got out, walked upstairs with the crowd and set course to the woods. Passing a few more blocks, he reached the edge of town and ventured for the forest.
 
   It was so peaceful. He loved it. The forest was full with green trees, fresh plants, and flowers in every color. He was so impressed that he decided to live here from now on.
 
   “Yes, this is it,” he decided. “This is where I am going to live. I’ll survive by finding food here. It won’t be so hard.”
 
   The trip had exhausted him and he fell asleep. He slept for hours, feeling that his energy got drained by the lack of food and sleep, as well as all the tension in his body by constantly being nervous because he travelled illegally. But now he was able to rest… finally.
 
   He slept like a baby. It was all so serene and lovely in the woods. But there was something Cayden didn’t expect. He woke up. He yawned. Then he heard a loud “Meouw!”
 
   “Oh no. It can’t be,” he thought. “Not cats. I hate cats. They hate me. We don’t get along.”
 
   He looked at the trees around him, nervously fidgeting and tapping his feet.
 
   There.
 
   In the distance, a cat was slowly walking closer to him.
 
   “Meouw!” the cat said.
 
   “Meouw!” another went.
 
   “Meouw!”
 
   It was a whole pack of cats! Cayden stepped back and started sweating as he slowly walked backwards, not shifting his gaze from the approaching animals. He was so afraid of cats that he could explode right there, just because they agitated him. And was that an ocelot? Oh no! He hated those even more.
 
   He counted them. There were five cats and three ocelots, all coming at him for some reason.
 
   “Stay away!” Cayden yelled. “Leave me alone, stupid cats!”
 
   “And ocelots,” one of the ocelots commented.
 
   That’s right. Cayden forgot that he could speak with animals. He had been so caught up with everything else that this ability got lost in his memory.
 
   “Yes, and ocelots,” he said. “So what? Now, stay over there and don’t come near me.”
 
   “Why not?” one of the cats asked. “You seem pretty smart. You know we can’t do much to you. If we kill you, you will explode in our faces. Besides, what are you doing here anyway?”
 
   “I wanted to leave the city. People are so mean there. I thought I would just reside in the woods instead.”
 
   “What did they do to you?” an ocelot asked.
 
   “Well, they robbed me, kicked me, yelled at me…” Cayden said before he got interrupted.
 
   “Then what are you doing here?” the ocelot asked. “Shouldn’t you be doing something about it?”
 
   “Ha! You don’t know what you’re talking about,” Cayden answered. “What can I do about it? That’s just how people are.”
 
   “All people?” one of the cats asked.
 
   “Yes, all of them,” Cayden said in anger. “I’ve been treated like dirt. Nobody seems to care. And now I am broke too. I hate them! I hate all of them!”
 
   “What are you waiting for then? Go get it,” the cat said.
 
   “Get what?”
 
   “Revenge,” the cats all said at the same time in an eerie tone.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _7__Decisions]7: Decisions
 
    
 
   Cayden had been emotionally damaged, that was for sure. He was well aware of his state of mind, of his traumatic experiences. Shouldn’t this be a reason to stop thinking about it and not overestimate the clarity of his mind?
 
   He shoved the thought away and got a raging look on his face. Here he was, talking to cats and ocelots, the scariest creatures on the planet, and they actually had a point!
 
   “You’re right,” Cayden said with a bitter, determined face and a low tone. “Time for payback. They will suffer. Mark my words.”
 
   He stepped forward and walked past the contrived creatures, feeling more courageous than ever before. In a resolute pace, he headed back to the city, ready to scheme against the entire metropolis that had hurt him so much.
 
   As of now, he didn’t know what to do. He wanted something to do something big, something that would make them realize they couldn’t treat others like this. He was boiling up inside when he thought of the rude, inconsiderate monsters who had wronged him. For a few minutes, all that went through his mind were horrific images of vengeful hate. He steadied his pace and reached the bordering neighborhoods of the city.
 
   Then he saw it.
 
   He knew it.
 
   This was his plan.
 
   A few hundred feet away, he saw a power plant. That would be the perfect solution to his problem. He would turn off all electricity. It was brilliant. This is what he was going to do.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _8__The_Big]8: The Big Bang
 
    
 
   Cayden realized it wasn’t as easy as he thought. How was he going to turn off the electricity in the city? Was there a central switch somewhere in the building? No. That would be too simple. Why would they have a switch that turned off all power? It was a ridiculous concept.
 
   He went closer and saw a man standing guard. He didn’t expect that, but it made sense. Not too beneficial for him though. Now he needed away around him.
 
   “Ah,” Cayden thought. “What better distraction than a little fire?”
 
   With two branches, he rubbed off a spark and blew at it lightly to increase its range. Slowly but surely, Cayden managed to start a small fire. Then he took a heavy branch and held it in the flames. It was like a torch.
 
   He snuck to the guard but kept his distance. Anyone else standing there? Not really. This was the only person there. Everything else was safe.
 
   Then he threw the lit up torch in some bushes across from him.
 
   “Hey, what the…?” the guard said.
 
   The guard walked to the burning bushes. That was the moment Cayden ran as fast as his legs would carry him. The guard didn’t even notice him; his attention got caught by the fire.
 
   Cayden approached the enormous building and climbed the outside stairs to the rooftop. Now what?
 
   Again, a storm was raging, but it was still far away. However, this is exactly the idea that Cayden was looking for. Being a creeper, he had the perfect opportunity to blow up everything by becoming a lightning rod and redirecting that power to the power plant, causing it to break down, so that the city would be without electricity.
 
   He waited and waited, feeling rather proud of himself because of his plan. The obscure clouds came closer and the heavy rain started.
 
   Bombombombom!
 
   The thunder was heavy and threatening, but Cayden was holding on to the cables and the lines of the power plant, awaiting the lightning to strike.
 
   Bombombombom!
 
   The sound of more heavy thunder tore the air. The rain soaked everything around him, even causing certain ditches and trenches to become flooded.
 
   But then he heard a voice.
 
   “Cayden, is that you?!”
 
   The wet creeper had no clue who that could be. Who would follow him all the way up here, on the roof of a power plant, and in this weather?
 
   Then he saw it.
 
   What a coincidence.
 
   It was Marley. Finishing his climb on the tall ladder, he stuck his head above the rooftop and shouted, “Cayden, don’t do it! Just think about it!”
 
   The rain was loud and it was hard for Cayden to understand him completely, yet he still made sense out of what the friendly hobo was trying to say.
 
   “I have thought about it!” Cayden yelled. “People are rude! They are mean! They deserve what was coming to them all along! Don’t try to talk me out of it! This must be done!”
 
   “No, Cayden,” Marley said as he got closer to the desperate creeper. “You are better than that. I know you’ve been hurt. People have kicked me when I was down too. But you have to stand above that. You can’t let them determine who you are.”
 
   He continued, “Listen to me, Cayden. When you showed me kindness by treating me dinner and giving me a quarter, you may have thought it didn’t mean much, but to me it meant the world. By the way, I got the job at the pizza place. I have an apartment now. Oh, and here is your quarter back. Thanks again, buddy.”
 
   Cayden broke down and cried. He saw what he was about to do. Because of a series of unfortunate events and confrontations with the wrong people, he had a generalized view of the wickedness of the city which was simply wrong. There were good people in this city, including this sincere guy who used to be a beggar like him.
 
   “Please let go of the cables,” Marley said as he stood within three feet distance from the upset creeper. “I will take you to my apartment.”
 
   But it was too late.
 
   Lightning struck.
 
   “Aaaaaaah!” Cayden exclaimed, feeling the electricity flow through his body, fully charging him with phenomenal power.
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   Luckily, Cayden had let go of the cables before he got struck by the thunderbolt. Marley leaped back, away from the creature that was ready to explode.
 
   Cayden was shaking. He was full with electricity from the thunderclouds. He was blue and white all over, illuminating an area of 50 feet around him with intense, bright light. It was all in him. It needed to blow up somewhere, and he didn’t have much longer to decide where.
 
   “Get out of here while you still can,” he encouraged Marley. “I can’t hold this back for much longer.”
 
   Then Marley got an idea.
 
   “How much longer do you think?” he asked.
 
   “Five, maybe ten minutes,” the answer was.
 
   “Perfect. Let’s go. I have an idea,” Marley said.
 
   Cayden followed Marley down the ladder. Both of them jumped on the sand next to the building and started running towards an area Cayden had never been before. They pushed the guard over before shouting, “Excuse us, coming though” and arrived at a mountain range.
 
   “See that?” Marley asked.
 
   “What is it?” Cayden asked.
 
   “It’s the boulder in front of the mines,” he said. “With all the explosive energy in you, I think you are allowed to blow your heart out. Go ahead and blow up that annoying boulder.”
 
   Cayden squinted his eyes and with a determined expression he his mouth lifted a little on one side, portraying a sly smirk.
 
   “Good idea,” he said in a low voice. “Let’s crack this thing and blow it to pieces.”
 
   He stepped back, stroke his right foot on the floor as if he was a bull, ready to attack. Then he sprinted as fast as he could at the blocking boulder.
 
   “You’re going dooooooown!” he yelled, taking courage.
 
   He came closer and closer.
 
   BAAAOOOOOOM!
 
   It was such as big explosion that the ground shook all around him. People would later still discuss the strange earthquake feeling they had at that moment.
 
   The rocks and boulder shattered into a thousand bits, freeing the entrance to the mine. Smoke evaporated from the scene, clouding Marley’s vision even more than the heavy rain and the grey sky.
 
   “Ughh…” he coughed, moving his hand back and forth as to blow off the smoke from his face.
 
   He watched the area where the boulder had been, and a newborn hero walked triumphantly through the rain, emerging from the thick vapor and smiling proudly.
 
   “You did it, Cayden! You did it! You opened up the mine!” Marley cheered.
 
   “Yeah, it seemed rather easy,” Cayden bragged. “I don’t know why you guys had such a hard time blowing it up.”
 
   “Speaking of which,” Marley said, rubbing his chin. “I am sure you can find a job at the mines, working as an explosive tool. There are numerous moments when they need a good, powerful explosion to help their work progress. I will see the former boss of the mineworkers.”
 
   No sooner said than done, the mines were open for exploration again. Marley went back to work at his old job, but this time as a highly paid project manager. And Cayden? Cayden had the time of his life blowing up whatever rocks would come his way. His passion had become his profession.
 
    
 
   THE END
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Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
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   Also, if I think your review is useful, I will mark it as “helpful.” This will help you become more known on Amazon as a decent reviewer, and will ensure that more authors will contact you with free e-books in the future. This is how we can help each other.

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   DISCLAIMER: This information is provided “as is.” The author, publishers and/or marketers of this information disclaim any loss or liability, either directly or indirectly as a consequence of applying the information presented herein, or in regard to the use and application of said information. No guarantee is given, either expressed or implied, in regard to the merchantability, accuracy, or acceptability of the information. The pages within this e-book have been copyrighted.
 
   
[image: C:\Users\Vincent\Documents\Amazon ebooks\Minecraft first 50\10-Minecraft-Heroine.jpg]
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
[bookmark: MinecraftHeroine]Minecraft Heroine
A Minecraft Heroine’s Diary
 
   
By Billy Miner
 
    
 
   Copyright @2015
 
   All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any means without permission in writing from the publisher, Billy Miner.
 
   This book is or will also be available in audio form. I have hired professional narrators who do voices and make the story come alive.
 
   Do you want a free audiobook? Contact me at billyminer2@yahoo.com. I will send you a promo code so you can get the Audible version for FREE. Don’t wait too long, because I only have a limited amount of audible codes.
 
    
 
   Social Media:
 
   Pinterest Board: https://www.pinterest.com/vinnie1982/minecraft-books-by-billy-miner/
 
   Facebook Page: https://www.facebook.com/Minecraft-Books-875443765906131/
 
   Email: billyminer2@yahoo.com
 
    
 
   If you like my book, please leave a positive review on Amazon. I would appreciate it a lot. Thanks! This is the link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
    
 
   Contents:
 
    
 
   Introduction
 
   Entry 1: High School
 
   Entry 2: Superpower
 
   Entry 3: Training
 
   Entry 4: Being a Kid
 
   Entry 5: Don’t Mess with My Mom!
 
   Entry 6: The Crime Syndicate
 
   Entry 7: Take a Hike!
 
   Entry 8: Making Amends
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Introduction_9]Introduction
 
    
 
   Angela seemed to be a regular girl at first, but during her high school years, she realized she had a superpower. She got in touch with friends, criminals, and shadows from the past. When she came home, she trained endlessly, becoming even better at martial arts than the boys in school.
 
   But when Angela’s mother was in trouble, she stood ready to skip school for once and deal with the injustice her mom was confronted with. What she found may not have been a pleasant surprise, but the truth prevailed in the end.
 
   If you’re curious about what made Angela a heroine who saved her own mother from a terrible fate, then move on to the first entry of her diary. She doesn’t beat around the bush and explains what happened in detail.
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   Dear diary, I will tell you the story of my latest adventure. It was great. If anyone else reads this diary, which they’re not supposed to because it’s mine and it could be embarrassing, then let me just introduce myself. I am Angela, and I am 14 years old.
 
   Middle school was a nightmare, but now that I am in high school, I am finally starting to see the light at the end of the tunnel. I only have a few more years left of school and then I am FREE!
 
   I can hardly wait to get that degree and hang it on the wall or put it on a dusty shelf. Or maybe I’ll be so done with school that I will use it as toilet paper. No, just kidding. My mom values my education and hopes I will go to a good college someday. I can see that, and I am okay with that. 
 
   I don’t mind it if it’s going to be like the past few months. Sure, the older high school kids still try to look down on the newbies, but in middle school, it was even worse. Everyone is trying to put others down so they can become a bit more “popular.” Thinking of it, what is popularity anyway? Well, whatever it is, the eleven to fourteen year olds think it’s way too important. I just try to stay true to myself. Then nobody will get hurt. Haha!
 
   Other teenagers tell me I am loud and obnoxious. In a way, they may be right, but I believe that if you just say how it is, then why should anyone take offense?
 
   I mean, there are exceptions, and sometimes I have to put a sock in my mouth. Yesterday I told the teacher he looked like a nerd (P.S.: He really did), and I told another kid who was eating greasy hamburgers and drinking soda to cut down on the calories. Someday he’ll appreciate my advice.
 
   Okay, okay… I won’t say that I am perfect. I blurt it out sometimes before I think about it. It is like the words come out of my mouth and my brain is still trying to catch up with me. Not everyone likes the way I think.
 
   At the same time, my powerful and forward way of thinking has helped me so many times when I was in trouble. It has helped me to gain respect and be a little more influential. When you say what everyone else is thinking, but you’re the only one who has the guts to actually say it, you will start noticing that others follow your lead. Here is an example of what happened a few days ago.
 
   I was in school. The school looks a little grim if you ask me. They could easily put some bright colors on the screen doors or the window frames, so that it would appear as a fun place, but school policy wanted it to be this dull.
 
   It was Monday morning. Nobody likes Mondays, because it means the weekend is over. Your freedom is lost and you’re back in class, stuck with your nose in the boring books and listening to the endless spiel of a teacher who didn’t pursue a real career and decided to teach high school. 
 
   Useless facts of knowledge are poured on you like a toxic rain that kills plants, trees and animals, forcing you to waste your childhood on some king in the 17th century or a math problem without a real answer for “X.” And then, once you’re done figuring out a complicated formula or reading about the arrogance of this royal loser, the only thing that remains with you, is that you can’t even make money with answering those trivia because you know you’ll never get selected for a show or contest. My point is the following question: What is the point?!
 
   Sorry, I got a little sidetracked there. I was going to describe the popularity battle based on the silly high school hierarchy these ignorant teenagers made up.
 
   So as I was saying, it was Monday morning. I walked through the hallway minding my own business… when a girl, I think her name was Tiffany, came to me and asked said,
 
   “Wow! Such beautiful earrings. How much were they? Did you get them for free? Or did you just find them in the trash in the neighbor’s backyard?”
 
   Now, the animal in me was abound to pounce on her and punch her so hard that it would knock her teeth out. I felt the aggression, and I am sure a lot of boys would have reacted this way if they concerned guy-to-guy threats. But girls aren’t allowed to fight physically. It’s not high class. As a girl, you need to wear a consistent mask of an uncaring attitude. Full confidence in the eyes of others is the goal.
 
   So I said, “What’s your name again? Tinkerbell?”
 
   “Tiffany,” she corrected me.
 
   “Oh, that’s right. I remember you. I think it was your mom whom I met at the market. She pointed out these beautiful earrings and told me they would look better on me, because they were more my color. Her style is amazing. We became best buddies.”
 
   “You’re lying. My mom would never go shopping with you,” Tiffany protested.
 
   “Wait, you mean to say she didn’t tell you?” I said as I chuckled. “Well, then again, I’m not surprised.”
 
   Score. She was speechless. I turned around with elegance, blew a kiss, said, “Tatah,” and left her there with her so-called friends, who were unimpressed with her pathetic comeback remarks. She never bothered me after that. It’s sickening how many have tried to take me down like that. Here are the rules I made up: 
 
   1 You can’t lose your temper; it shows weakness.
 
   2 You have to pretend you don’t care.
 
   3 You can’t let them get away with it or they’ll walk all over you.
 
   4 Don’t ever start it, because then you become as mean as they are.
 
   5 Be smart and know what others appreciate. Referring to their arrogance will help you gain more favor than referring to their skin color or something else which is frowned upon. Stay decent and true to your conscience.
 
   With these rules, I survived middle school, and fortunately, high school was a little easier. Still, I had to confront all those like Tiffany who thought they were so much better than anyone else. It was almost a daily struggle.
 
   My mother was incredibly sweet. My dad was always at work or on business trips. I think my mom missed him sometimes, but she kept it in and never showed sadness. Occasionally, my dad would come home and tell us he made a lot of money. I loved him and his efforts to provide. It would have been more fun if he was around more often, but a girl can’t have everything. Maybe later when his income increases.
 
   Whenever I would come home, my mom had butterscotch toffees or cookies. It was either the first or the last. She always made them fresh with her secret recipe, and I never got enough of them. Even friends who came over sometimes would give my mom compliments about her sweets and treats. There were times that I took it for granted and just told her to “hand over the candy already,” but later I would think about it and conclude that I was a little too spoiled. I never had a hard time apologizing, so it always got solved quickly.
 
   And then there is my annoying little brother, who is 5 years old. I think he was raised on a different planet before he was born. He always finds a way to mess up the house or break something. When I point it out, my mom tells me that he “is only 5, so don’t be too hard on him.” Were my parents that lenient when I was that age? I doubt it.
 
   So now you know something about me. I’m just the same as everyone else, aren’t I? Nothing special there. Well, that’s what I thought too… at first…
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   I have a superpower. That’s what I discovered at that age, when I was 14. I always suspected it a little bit, but I never seemed to grasp the reality of it. 
 
   I already mentioned I am loud and obnoxious, but my superpower actually is (don’t laugh) to emit enhanced destructive and deafening screams of a high amplitude. In other words, I can break stuff by screaming at it. I call it a “sonic scream.” If I scream at my loudest, it won’t be just the windows that break, but anything in my path within a certain radius. Isn’t it awesome?
 
   I know what you’re thinking… how can that ever help anyone, you may ask? Well, that’s where the rest of the story fits in. I didn’t know what to do with it, but eventually, it came in handy. I will show you throughout this true story that even a superpower as pointless as mine can be applied to achieve good things.
 
   Besides the most important parts of the story I will tell you, I can remember a few examples when it served me well.
 
   One time, a drunk guy came to me. He was several years older, I think. I walked through the city with two of my best friends, Britney and Kiara. We were a little late and had to get home before dark. The sun wasn’t set yet, but we didn’t have much time either. So after our shopping spree, and a lovely dinner at a foreign restaurant, we turned around the corner and bumped into this jerk on accident.
 
   He was blond, and his eyes were blue. I remember it well, because I thought he was a little cute. However, despite his appearance, he stank. He had been drinking too much. It was obvious.
 
   “Where are you girls going?” he asked.
 
   “None of your business,” I said.
 
   “And why not? You are such a fine looking lady. Why don’t you come home with me and we can get to know each other better?”
 
   “Excuse me?” I said. “Perhaps in your dreams, when you are sober, dweeb. The answer is no. Now go away.”
 
   But my direct remarks just made it worse. He got a little pushy, and grabbed my arm.
 
   “Hey, let go!” I shouted.
 
   “What do you think you’re doing?!” my friends yelled. “Go bother someone else.”
 
   He kept tugging my arm and mentioning what a great couple we would make, insinuating that I was “mature” and “beautiful” and “hot.” It was upsetting. I didn’t like it at all, but he didn’t stop. With a firm grip, he pulled me closer to me and tried to kiss me. That’s when I screamed.
 
   Before I continue to narrate what happened, I want to explain my justifications. Do you get the picture? This guy was coming on to me and didn’t know what the word “no” meant. In no way was it my intention to harm him the way I did, and thinking about it afterwards, I could have just kneed him where guys don’t like to get hurt, if you know what I mean, but I just didn’t know my own strength… that is… the strength of my scream. I was just scared and offended by this bozo.
 
   So yes, I screamed. And the consequences weren’t pretty.
 
   “Eeeeeeeeeh!” I screeched as loud as I could.
 
   Two of the windows of the surrounding houses broke. A strong gush of wind caused small trees to be torn out of the ground and papers from another man to fly through the air. My two friends fell over backwards, finding themselves lucky enough to be behind me instead of in front of me. A street light broke. Two tiles on the road pavement were ripped in half, several shingles fell off some rooftop, and five bricks fall out of the closest building. It was a disaster for anyone or anything within hearing distance.
 
   And the guy? Ha-ha! He tumbled backwards and was blown away about twenty feet, spinning in the air and hitting a wall with his head. Knockout. Ha! Serves you right!
 
   But then I came closer and saw he was bleeding from the back of his head. An ambulance was called, and efforts were made to get him to the hospital immediately; eventually we managed to do so. The doctors said he was going to be fine, but I still felt a little guilty because what I did was a somewhat over the top. Either way, he never bothered me again.
 
   At moments like these I knew that I could control my superpower to a degree, but not completely. I had to watch out, so that I wouldn’t regrettably destroy something or hurt someone on accident.
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   I’m still convinced that a lot of things we learn in school are useless because we can look them up on the internet anyway. Whatever it is you want to learn, it’s somewhere to be found. Well, almost anything.
 
   Since I was such an upbeat girl with a strong personality, I began to be interested in martial arts. I learned much about several ones, but some of the self-defense techniques fascinated me the most. I loved that feeling of safety, which increased when I knew how to defend myself. Hey, the city is a dangerous place. Robbers, thieves, and other malicious criminals are certainly out there, so I decided to guard myself against those, just in case something were to happen. And something did happen, but I will write about that later.
 
   First and foremost, I used internet videos to improve my techniques. At times, I asked my mom to train with me, but she was never any good at it, so most of the time, I just wouldn’t bother her with it. I practiced in front of the mirror, I bought a punching bag, and I studied each and every video carefully, mimicking the moves I saw the instructors do.
 
   I got really good at fighting, I have to admit. I became so good that some of the guys were talking about it in school. Eventually, one of them came up to me and challenged me to a wrestling match.
 
   I know, girls don’t wrestle much, but I didn’t shy away from the competition. I was going to participate and show them some girl power!
 
   Hundreds of students came to watch. This was the big after-school event of the day: A strong guy against a girl who claimed to know something about fighting. Doesn’t that sound like something everyone would want to attend?
 
   So here I was, in a tight outfit that covered up the most important and respected parts of my body, ready to wrestle a muscled dude who had years of experience. The crowd was noisier than ever. The girls rooted for me and the boys rooted for my opponent, shouting to “go it easy on her… she’s just a girl.”
 
   The guy laughed. “Show me what you’ve got,” he said.
 
   Well, if there was anything I learned from all those self-taught self-defense classes, it was that the best way to overcome your opponent is by anticipating their attacks and using them against them. So I did. I just stood there, calm on the outside but alert in my entire being.
 
   “Come and get me,” I answered.
 
   He laughed again. “Suit yourself,” he said, and he came at me, trying to grab my waist. I dodged his attack and all the girls started cheering out loud.
 
   “Woohoo!” it went.
 
   I got distracted because of the crowd’s reaction, so I didn’t see his next blow coming. He dashed forward and threw me on the ground.
 
   “Ooooh!” the guys yelled with attitude.
 
   We tumbled over the floor, trying to grab any limb we could use to force the other into an awkward position. I turned and used his legs for leverage, pulling him back on his chin, like I was trying to pop open a jar.
 
   “Ouch… ouch…” he wailed.
 
   “One, two, three…” the referee said while my opponent tried to free himself from my grip. But it was pointless. “Eight, nine, ten. Winner!” the referee ended up saying.
 
   I released him and wanted to give him a low-five, but he just turned away and walked out of the gym. His ego got shot. His pride was gone. Too bad, so sad. A year later, I had a crush on the very same guy. Go figure how instable my emotions were sometimes.
 
   The girls went nuts! They came running at me in excitement. Some of them hugged me and others carried me away. It was like crowd surfing and I love the attention. Girls versus boys… the girls had won.
 
   “Great job, Angela,” one of them said.
 
   “You sure showed him!” another one said.
 
   I was a lot more popular after that.
 
   The funny thing was that after that, whenever there was a fight in school, boys would threaten their enemies with, “You better watch out, or I will ask Angela to beat you up.” They knew I would never do that, but it became a big joke. I heard some guys even got a little scared because of those threats. It was hilarious!
 
   So yes, I studied all those martial arts, specialized in self-defense, and after a while, I even started watching Kung Fu movies. The weirdest thing about some of those movies is how unrealistically high they can jump. So I asked my mom what was up with that, why it was so unreal.
 
   She simply said, “You know how gravity pulls us down on this side of the world?”
 
   “Yes,” I answered, “But what does that have to do with anything?”
 
   “Well, if gravity pulls us down on this side of the world, then on the other side of the world, what does it do?”
 
   I got it. I understood what she was trying to say. She claimed the Chinese in those movies jumped so high because in China, gravity pulls you up. It made sense.
 
   Wait a minute…
 
   No…
 
   Really?
 
   I turned around and looked at her. She smiled mischievously. She was just kidding. Of course gravity doesn’t pull you up. Maybe the Kung Fu movies displayed such giant leaps to just make it look more exciting. The action certainly entertained me, so you won’t hear me complain.
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   Okay, let’s go back for about seven years, to the time that I was… well… seven of course, because I just thought of something: I was even very loud as a little girl, even as a baby, or so my mom told me.
 
   I was at a theme park. You know, one of those parks with rollercoaster, shooting galleries, and delicious candy and hot dogs. My mom had organized a birthday party. I had turned seven and it was to be celebrated. I was so happy. I could hardly contain myself. I wanted to go on every ride, eat every snack, and watch every show. There were four other girls whom I called my “best friends forever” or “BFF.” It was a lot of fun.
 
   At a certain moment, we decided to go on the boat that would go through the haunted mansion. It looked scary but exciting. I stood in line, nervously and happily waiting to buy my ticket. Mom had given me enough money for all of us. I got the tickets and we hopped into the boat. At first, it was a bit dark, but once the boat floated along the stream, we heard eerie noises and saw flashy lights in front of us. 
 
   Then it happened.
 
   A creepy skeleton head popped out of the wall and appeared right in front of me. It was fun to get the thrill, but it made me scream. As girls, you expect to scream in rides like that. It makes it so much more fun. But because I screamed so loudly, most of the lights broke, leaving us in the dark. The skeleton head exploded into a hundred pieces, which dropped into the boat… white and grey cardboard pieces that fell on our heads and into our laps. All the other girls started screaming, and the following 60 seconds of the ride were pitch black.
 
   When we exited, my mom looked at me and said, “Let’s not talk about this anymore.”
 
   She was right. There was no point in telling anyone. It was weird, but it was just how it was. It was my superpower, even though I did not realize at the time where it came from.
 
   Similar things occurred when I was in the rollercoasters. I screamed for fun, sometimes closing my eyes and feeling the strong wind blow in my face, enjoying myself completely. 
 
   However, one time I screamed so loud that it gave the rollercoaster a boost. Some people were scared; they didn’t expect the increase of speed and cried out that they wanted to get out. The ride went faster and faster and at the end, it came to a sudden, quicker stop than usual. It was so cool! I really got a kick out of it. My friends told me it was the best rollercoaster in the park, assuming that this was the regular speed it was supposed to go at. But when we tried to get in line again, they told us the ride was out of order. 
 
   “It’s in need of repairs,” the man with the dark sunglasses said.
 
   “But it was open just a few minutes ago,” I protested.
 
   “I know, but something went wrong. Someone even passed out on the ride. They called an ambulance. Anyway, it’s none of your business, little girls. The ride is closed for the day. Go to other rides.”
 
   “That’s a bummer,” I mumbled while walking away with my friends. “This one was the most fun.”
 
   “Too bad that the other ones are so slow. They’re for little kids,” my friend said.
 
   “Yeah, and we are big,” the other one said.
 
   It was only a few weeks ago that I realized what really happened. The ride wasn’t that fast by itself, but it became faster because I screamed so loud. Duh! I don’t know why I never drew that conclusion before.
 
   That birthday was a lot of fun, but now that I think of it, it was quite the disaster too. Let me tell you of another instance of what went wrong on the same day.
 
   After the theme park, we all went home, still chatting about the wonderful times we had there. My mom parked the car, took her keys out of her pocket, and opened the front door. We barged in and played with dolls and clothes, checking ourselves out in front of the mirror by putting on different outfits by the minute.
 
   Then my mom came in with a big birthday cake. It was a bunny! I loved bunnies! The shape of the cake was in an actual bunny! I was so excited that I screamed.
 
   “Aaaaaaah! That’s so awesome!”
 
   The consequences of my exuberant expression weren’t very positive though. The beautiful brown chocolate fudge cake exploded in my mother’s face. She got startled and dropped the cake on the new carpet. One of the candles was still burning, and because of that, the carpet caught fire. Now my mom was screaming, grabbing a bucket and putting it under the faucet in the sink, filling it up with water. Once she thought she had enough, she poured the water over the carpet, ruining the cake and the clean cover of our valuable floor.
 
   I had mixed feelings. In a way, it was funny, but I ruined everything. I apologized that evening and my mom said she understood. She wasn’t angry, but it made her wonder why the cake exploded. Back then, it was all still a big mystery.
 
   Since that time, other events have happened throughout my childhood that made my screams so loud it destroyed surrounding objects. I won’t bother you with all the details, because it basically all comes down to the same thing: My superpower is the “Sonic scream” and once I found out, I hoped I could use it in my advantage, or better yet… to help another person.
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_5__Don_t]Entry 5: Don’t Mess with My Mom!
 
    
 
   It was Thursday. I came home from school. After opening the door and hanging up my coat on the rack, I looked around and yelled, “Mom! I am home!”
 
   Nothing.
 
   “Mom! Are you there?”
 
   It remained silent.
 
   “Huh… strange,” I said and I walked into the kitchen. I opened the refrigerator and grabbed a small hamburger and some corn on the cob.
 
   The microwave… always a quick solution.
 
   While the little appliance was buzzing and turning my snacks, I glanced at the mail and the note on the fridge. Mom always left notes on the fridge, or on the table. She let me know where she was all the time so I wouldn’t have to worry. I expected the note to say something like,
 
    
 
   Went to the supermarket. Will be back at 5. Go ahead and take a cookie from the cupboard.
 
    
 
   But instead, the note read something entirely different, something that horrified me… something… okay, whatever, this is what it said,
 
    
 
   Help! Call police. 5000 West St.
 
    
 
   This sounded serious. Was she kidnapped? That would be terrible! Immediately I picked up the phone and called the cops. Within minutes, they arrived at my doorstep. One of the police officers was big and had a moustache. He had a low voice and stomped on the floor everywhere he went.
 
   “Please explain the situation, madam,” he said.
 
   Madam? He was calling me a madam? I was only fourteen. I blushed a little, flattered because I appeared more mature than my age.
 
   “Well, my mom left this note,” I began. “She must be at or around this address somewhere.”
 
   “Understood. We’ll take you with us. It’s not safe for you here. Please follow me to our vehicle, madam.”
 
   The police officers took me to the designated address. However, there was no such thing as 5000 West Street. It was the name of the street, not any particular house.
 
   “Perhaps she didn’t know the exact address,” I thought out loud.
 
   “Perhaps,” the police officer said. “Yes, you may be right. Men, we are going to knock on every house in the street. Notify me of anything that stands out, anything suspicious at all. We will sort this out.”
 
   The officers left the car and told me to stay in or near the car. Of course I didn’t listen. I have a mind of my own. I was going to help crack the case. I stood there for about 10 minutes, watching all these policemen knock on doors and looking for any signs of an abduction myself. 
 
   Then I saw something.
 
   It was a boy, probably around 10 years old. 
 
   He looked like he was up to something.
 
   I followed him, but he saw me.
 
   He started to run away.
 
   We ran and ran.
 
   I was catching up.
 
   I came closer.
 
   Hey, where did he go? I searched everywhere. It took me about twenty seconds to find him hidden in the bushes. I pulled him out and looked at him with a stern facial expression.
 
   “I can explain,” he said.
 
   “Explain what? What are you doing here? What do you know about my mom?”
 
   “Please don’t hurt me. I don’t mean any harm.”
 
   “Okay, but only if you tell me what you know about the kidnapping.”
 
   “Kidnapping? Uhmm… I don’t know what is going on, but I saw two big guys drag a woman into a house. W-was that your mom? Did they kidnap her?”
 
   “Sure sounds like it,” I said. “Now show me where the house is.”
 
   “Okay, follow me. It’s not too far from here.”
 
   It was pretty far actually. It was a long street and the house he showed me was all the way on the other side on the corner. I panted as I arrived at the correct building after sprinting for over five minutes.
 
   “That’s it,” he said. “I don’t know anything else. May I go now?”
 
   “Hold on,” I said, catching my breath. “One more thing before you’re off the hook. I can see one can enter through the front door, but is there another way in? You know, a sneakier way?”
 
   “I believe there is a backdoor, but I am not sure. I guess you’ll have to try to find out.”
 
   He left.
 
   Taking courage, I headed towards the house. It was gigantic!
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   It was clear that these people, whoever lived there, were insanely rich. Their balconies, windows, and garage were extravagant and exaggeratedly huge. Everything was topped off with sophisticated handiwork and expensive materials.
 
   Whatever it was that these people did for a living, maybe that’s what I wanted to do.
 
   I went around the house and ducked when I passed the windows. The police were way on the other side of the street, so I was too impatient to go get them. Besides, what if something happened to my mom in the meantime?
 
   I snuck to the backdoor and opened it up. What I saw there was both terrifying and surprising at the same time.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_6__The_1]Entry 6: The Crime Syndicate
 
    
 
   My mom was sitting in a chair, bound and gagged, without any space to move, prevented from saying anything. The ropes they tied her with looked uncomfortable and tight. She was in an awful position and I feared for her life. Three men with guns were surrounding her, one of them with an even bigger than the others… I could tell.
 
   The guy in charge ripped the thing in her mouth away and came closer. His face was only a few inches away from her head.
 
   “Now, listen, you little serpent. You’ve been avoiding your payment for the past five months and I’ve had it,” he said softly. “So here’s the deal: You’re going to give us what you rightfully owe us…”
 
   He tug on her shirt and yelled in her face, “Or we’ll make you suffer until you wished you were dead! Understood?!”
 
   My mom turned her face away from his yelling threats, waiting until he was done. Then she told him calmly, “Look, I already told you I don’t have the money. Don’t you think I would pay up if I did? I already paid you back the 10,000 dollars. What else do you want? Don’t you have enough already?”
 
   The criminal walked around her and said, facing the wall, “It’s not so much a matter of having enough, missy. You owe us. You signed the contract and now you are facing the consequences. The guys and I don’t take stealing lightly.”
 
   “Oh, and charging me 300% interest per month is something you don’t consider stealing?” my mom said, defending her case.
 
   “If you didn’t agree with the amount, you shouldn’t have signed. Now you’re stuck, and we want our share.”
 
   “I didn’t know what I was doing. You tricked me into this! I didn’t even see the interest rate. Just let me go.”
 
   “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” the man said. “Every loan has an interest rate. You should have realized that before you borrowed that huge amount of money from us. We need your payment now!”
 
   “But I can’t. I just can’t… is there no way you could just forget about the interest and call it square?”
 
   The evil dude laughed. “I guess we cannot come to an agreement. So instead, we’ll get our justice by taking revenge. At least we’ll have an emotional compensation for our financial losses.”
 
   These guys were sick! They scammed my mom out of her money! I had to do something.
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_7__Take]Entry 7: Take a Hike!
 
    
 
   One of the men walked to another table and grabbed a knife.
 
   “Please,” my mom begged in desperation, “I’ll do anything. Just let me go and I’ll find the money somewhere.”
 
   “You’ve had enough warnings. It’s too late now. This is what you get for making rash decisions.”
 
   “Oh, so now you’re going to teach me a lesson, huh?” my mom said sarcastically. “Well, that makes you nothing less than an evil hypocrite.”
 
   Nothing else was said. I held my breath as I contemplated stepping between my mom and these filthy thugs. My heart was beating faster… I doubted at first, but eventually I was determined to intervene. I stepped out of the shadows where I was hiding and opened my loud, obnoxious mouth.
 
   “Let my mom go, or I’ll make you regret it!” I yelled.
 
   Three guns were now pointing at me, making me feel a little anxious about the situation I just got myself into. At first they looked serious, but then they lowered their guns and started laughing.
 
   “Ha-ha-ha! A little girl like you? What could you possible do about it? Throw your earrings at us? Come on. You couldn’t harm a fly if you wanted to.”
 
   “One last warning,” I said with a stern face, even though I was shaking in fear on the inside. “Put those guns down and you won’t get hurt.”
 
   They laughed even louder, mocking me with hand gestures and pointing their fingers at me. That was it. I had it with these criminals. They were about to pay.
 
   What happened at that moment nobody in the room could have suspected except for my mom and me. I stepped back, opened my mouth and screamed as loud and long as I could. 
 
   “Eeeeeeeeeeeh!”
 
   It lasted for half a minute. In the meantime, their faces turned from happy to fearful. The ground began to shake, objects fell from the tables, books dropped from the shelves, and windows shattered. The door was ripped from its hinges. Parts of the wall broke up, their guns melted, and the rope my mom was tied with, was ripped apart. The chair she was sitting on was knocked over and the three tugs fell backwards, flying through the air and hitting their faces against the back wall. Parts of the ceiling collapsed and all the lights in the house were broken, leaving shattered pieces of glass on the floor.
 
   When I was done screaming my lungs out, I took a deep breath and said, “That’s right. Don’t mess with my mom! You can all go take a hike!”
 
   My mom got up from the chair and embraced me. The criminals were still knocked out behind her. A few seconds later, the police showed up. They had heard the noise and were drawn to it like mosquitoes to a lamp.
 
   “What’s going on here, madam?” one of the police officers asked.
 
   “See that, mom? He called me ‘madam,’” I said excitedly.
 
   “I was actually talking to your mother, kiddo,” the officer said.
 
   “Hey, what happened to…?” But I couldn’t finish my sentence.
 
   “This young lady saved me from a bunch of extortionists who blackmailed me and scammed me out of my money,” my mom said. “She is a true heroine.”
 
   “We’ll research the matter thoroughly, madam.”
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_8__Making]Entry 8: Making Amends
 
    
 
   Ambulances, construction workers, more policemen, fire trucks, and people from the neighborhood filled up the villa in no time. My mom and I were safely guided home by one of the officers. With a thud we let ourselves drop on the comfy couch.
 
   “Why did you get a loan, mom? Doesn’t dad make enough already?”
 
   “I know it was wrong,” she said. “One of my friends got in trouble. Her insurance company wouldn’t pay for her surgery. You know, so many of those companies always find a loophole. So I told her she could loan the money from me and start paying me back once she would recover. It sounded so good at the time, but these guys had all kinds of small letters, rules, and clauses at the bottom that I didn’t take the time to read the contract. If I knew I would have signed up for something with that much interest to be paid, I would have looked elsewhere.”
 
   “I understand, mom,” I said. “It wasn’t an easy decision, but even though you made a mistake. I am still proud of you.”
 
   “And I’m proud of you, Angela. I don’t know what those rough men would have done to me if you hadn’t come between us. I owe you so much.”
 
   “Don’t worry about it, mom,” I said with a smile.
 
   “Well, how about an ice cream party?”
 
   “I’m not going to say ‘no’ to that!” I said as I jumped up.
 
   “Hey, what’s going on here?” I voice asked from the other room.
 
   It was my dad. He just got home from a business trip and had a whole weekend to spend with us. He looked tired but glad to be home again.
 
   “Dad!” I shouted as I ran towards him and gave him a hug.
 
   “Good to see you, Angela. Hi, honey, good to be back. So tell me, what’s happening here?”
 
   “Oh, mom and I are just going to the ice cream shop,” I said. “Wanna join us?”
 
   “Are you kidding? I love ice cream!” my dad said. We grabbed the car keys and held the door open for us.
 
   “Ladies,” he said elegantly.
 
   I was so happy! This turned out to be one of the best days of my life!
 
    
 
    
 
   THE END
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Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
   I take reviews seriously and always look at them. This way, you are helping me provide you better content that you will LOVE in the future. A review doesn’t have to be long, just one or two sentences and a number of stars you find appropriate (hopefully 5 of course). 
 
   Also, if I think your review is useful, I will mark it as “helpful.” This will help you become more known on Amazon as a decent reviewer, and will ensure that more authors will contact you with free e-books in the future. This is how we can help each other.

 
 
    
 
    
 
   DISCLAIMER: This information is provided “as is.” The author, publishers and/or marketers of this information disclaim any loss or liability, either directly or indirectly as a consequence of applying the information presented herein, or in regard to the use and application of said information. No guarantee is given, either expressed or implied, in regard to the merchantability, accuracy, or acceptability of the information. The pages within this e-book have been copyrighted.
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   [bookmark: _Introduction_10]Introduction
 
    
 
   Rasheed is different. He is special. He has the ability to do things that others can’t. Because of his gift, he wants to contribute. He has a mission. His sole purpose seems to protect others, but his character is tested when something appears that surpasses all the trials he has ever faced.
 
   The complicated unfolding of events has placed Rasheed in a terrible position. He is surprised by his adversaries, something that rarely happens, but this time, he has to solve the puzzle which contains a series of interconnected themes in the past, present, and future.
 
   Read or listen to the story of a superhero who overcomes severe obstacles and comes off conqueror, showing himself and the world what he is made of.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_1__Seeing]Chapter 1: Seeing Is Foreseeing
 
    
 
   He grew up in a friendly environment, with people from all different backgrounds, races, upbringings, religions, skin color, or financial situations. The Coalmine City was a decent place, with a relatively small population. It was peaceful there, and nothing shocking or problematic ever happened, except for on extremely rare occasions.
 
   But things have changed.
 
   A lot.
 
   The inhabitants have changed.
 
   Everything is different now.
 
   Everything is worse than it used to be.
 
   In fact, a lot of things are going terribly wrong.
 
   Skyscrapers decorate the skies like gigantic interrupters of peace, portraying hundreds of lights at night and a chaotic crowd during the day. Sirens are heard regularly, and the state of the city is neglected by the local police, who are in desperate need of a valiant vigilante to come to the rescue when they cannot.
 
   Rasheed is black. His parents were immigrants, as were many others in the previous generation. He is 22 years old and in the prime of his life. He loves being young and energetic, with the freedom to go wherever you want whenever you want. His newfound gift has been incredibly beneficial to himself and those around him.
 
   Recently, he concluded what he sensed all along: He can foretell the future. Not like a fortune teller or some kind of soothsayer. Astrology has never interested him in the least. 
 
   No, Rasheed has the ability to feel what is happening before it does. It usually doesn’t include everything, and the future always changes, but a certain intuitive hunch has always helped him understand the connection between what happens in the present and what the consequences in the near future are, more than others who have similar insights. In this way, he can somehow predict some of the most imminent events and the actions of others as a result of their intentions and previous experiences.
 
   Rasheed noticed he was different when he won games and sports, and when people started asking him things like, “How did you know that?” and “Did you just read my mind or something?”
 
   Things that happened were seen before they took place, and the strong hunch he got every time some danger or threat came his way, was more than mere coincidence, or so he figured. Now he is armed with a strong self-confidence and a knowledge of his special skills.
 
   After pondering what he would do with these extraordinary feelings, he decided that he would use it to help out others.
 
   “Anyone with more possibilities should go beyond the regular and use those options for the good of other people,” he reasoned.
 
   Examples abound. He is determined to save some individual here and there, just to make the city a safer place. In order to protect his identity, he wears a mask and a superhero outfit. He doesn’t want his rescue efforts and his heroic endeavors stand in the way of his everyday life as a simple citizen.
 
   Last week, for instance, a block caught fire. The cause of it, they found out later, was a housewife who mistakenly let her dinner burn while spending hours on the phone and forgetting on the frying pan on the stove. The fire spread to various other homes next to her. Fire trucks arrived within a small time period, and panicking individuals ran from the houses.
 
   “Is anyone else in there, madam?” one of the firemen asked another civilian.
 
   “I don’t know. I just came out because of the smoke,” the woman said anxiously. “I thought I was going to die. I’m so glad I am safe, but how terrible.”
 
   The fireman approached another woman.
 
   “Is anybody in those buildings?” he asked.
 
   “Oh, thank goodness. You’re here! Please rescue my daughter,” she cried. “I was trying to get her, but a burning beam fell between us. I told her I would get help as quickly as I could. Please hurry!”
 
   “Understood. We’ll do what we can, madam,” the fireman said. “Hey you, you, and you! Follow me into that building. Bring the fire distinguishers. Quickly. There’s a girl in there. We need to take her out promptly.”
 
   “Yes, sir.”
 
   The four firemen grabbed their equipment and ran towards the building. Inside it was a mess. Smoke was everywhere, and objects were burning all around them. There was only a small chance this girl would be alive anyway, but at least they had to do their best they thought.
 
   Arriving in the rooms, they could hardly see anything, despite their masks.
 
   “There’s no way to get through,” one of them said.
 
   “I don’t even know where to go. We have to watch out or one of us will die here as well,” another said.
 
   “Ugh… ughh… can you guys see anyone?”
 
   “There! It’s a… wait a minute… that can’t be a little girl. Are you seeing this?”
 
   “Hey mister, what are you doing in here? Get out before you can! This place is going to collapse!”
 
   But the shady figure didn’t move. He stood there, waiting as if he expected something to happen within seconds. Then it happened. The ceiling fell down and surrounded the young man with its pieces of burning debris. He still stood there. He didn’t move a muscle.
 
   “No, it can’t be,” one of the fireman said, widening the pupils in his eyes while staring at the scene in front of him.
 
   “Unbelievable,” another said.
 
   “Did you just see that? It was as if he knew exactly where the broken ceiling was going to fall. He didn’t even get scraped!”
 
   “Something’s wrong,” the head fireman said.
 
   Before they could say another word, the young man used the same broken ceiling parts to pull himself up to the second floor and vanish from the sight of the firemen. What he was doing they could only guess, but the smoke was becoming too thick and the flames were about to melt their special suits. They couldn’t stand the heat anymore.
 
   “We have to go,” one of the firemen said.
 
   “We can’t. What about the girl?”
 
   “We did our best. There’s nothing left to do here. I realize how tragic it is to leave her alone, but perhaps we can find another way in. We have to exit the building. Follow me.”
 
   The firemen stepped out of the burning edifice and walked around it to find a different way to enter it. All to no avail. It looked like the building was done for, and with that everyone inside as well.
 
   The mother was crying. There was no consoling her. She refused to be comforted. She felt guiltier than ever. Why did she ever leave her daughter when she was her only hope?
 
   “What kind of a mother am I?” she said in sorrow.
 
   “The kind that tries to save her own life, madam…” the fireman answered. But before he went on, he realized that every word would just add to her depressive state. He didn’t blame her at all. If only there were a way this could have been prevented, he thought. It was too late now. They tried and they failed miserably. This is the part of the job he hated so much.
 
   But then there was a noise.
 
   Everybody looked into the direction of the building, lifting their gaze with a renewed, tiny particle of hope. The vapors were thick, but the image soon became clearer. The young man emerged from the flames and the smoking air, holding the living daughter of the grieving mother in his arms. Mouths fell open, hearts started beating faster, and the mother of the girl came running at this mysterious rescuer, thanking him and feeling grateful she could carry her breathing offspring in her arms.
 
   “Thank you,” she said. “Whoever you are, I will always be grateful.”
 
   “You’re welcome,” the black guy with the mask said. “Now if you’ll excuse me, I have other things to do.”
 
   With that, he ran off.
 
   “Wait,” the mother said, reaching out her one hand.
 
   But the hero had disappeared. However he pulled that off, the firemen would never understand it. The odds were so much against him that they considered it a miracle, and so did the relieved mother.
 
   This was just the first of many important acts to come.
 
   Another case was less adventurous but equally dramatic. The media was all over it. The moment was tense, and the crowd was anxious. Cameras were being held by a dozen people, attempting to get a good angle or a decent shot at the unfolding scene. Oohs and aahs were uttered by many as the masses stared up at a single man on the edge of a building balcony, some one hundred feet above the ground.
 
   “Don’t do it!” they were yelling.
 
   “It’s not worth it! Think about it!”
 
   The shouting voices were nothing but muffled echoes in the distance. The man didn’t care. He had had it. It was over. What else did he have to live for? His wife left him and his dire financial situation was impossible to improve. His self-esteem was shattered, as were his purpose and his perspective on happiness itself. He was going to jump. It would be better this way, he told himself. Nobody would lament the loss of his useless life. He was certain of that.
 
   Coworkers stood helplessly by in the windows, not daring to come near the dangerous edge of the edifice. They wanted to prevent this useless act of despair more than anything they held dear at that moment, but their incompetence had no boundaries. They just didn’t have the guts to jump to the rescue.
 
   However, the same masked hero appeared again in this seemingly hopeless scenario. Determined to save this man’s life, he leaped up the stairs, sprinting as if his own life depended on it. After reaching the distressed man, he climbed on the edge of the balcony and stood there, next to him and beckoning him to grab his hand.
 
   “What for?” the man said. “My life is pointless anyway. I have no reason to live.”
 
   “You know that’s not true,” Rasheed said. “I dare you to name three people who at least care about you enough to live.”
 
   “Are you kidding?” the man asked. “Nobody cares about me.”
 
   “What about all those people down there?” Rasheed asked.
 
   “They don’t care. They just want the news to be spectacular enough to get more viewers to watch their channel.”
 
   “Well, what about your coworkers?” Rasheed asked, pointing at his colleagues in the window.
 
   “I don’t think they would be devastated if I died,” the man said with tears in his eyes.
 
   “What about your children? Do you have any children?” Rasheed asked.
 
   The man paused. He couldn’t control his emotions. He felt abandoned and lonely, but the loving kids who visited him every weekend were crazy about him despite his flaws. He knew that for sure. He broke down and cried.
 
   “You know what? You’re right. Life is tough, but I do have something to live for,” he said.
 
   “Then grab my hand,” Rasheed insisted. “And we’ll get you the psychological help you need.”
 
   The man reached out and tried to grab Rasheed’s hand.
 
   But he slipped.
 
   He was about to fall anyway, but not on purpose.
 
   It was a scary moment for everyone who was watching. But not for Rasheed. His brain calculated every inch that would move in the near future. He knew where the man was going to hold on and where he was going to let go. In an instant, Rasheed bent over and grabbed the wrist of the slipping man, balancing himself and the victimized individual perfectly before pulling him over the edge and helping him back inside.
 
   People clapped. They were happy this possibly tragic scene had ended well, at least in the sense that there was still hope for this desperate soul. People came at the man and embraced him, thanked Rasheed, and organized a way for the man to rest and get help. Rasheed wasn’t going to walk down and give a speech. He knew the price of fame, so he disappeared out the back door.
 
   There is one more story worth mentioning before expanding on the main crisis this hero found himself in, and that’s a bank robbery.
 
   It happened on a Saturday afternoon. He was sitting on a terrace, taking small sips while enjoying a cool glass of juice. The day was bright and warm. Nothing seemed to indicate the threatening circumstances the people in his close environment would soon be in.
 
   Rasheed saw it all happening before it did though. He foresaw the three gentlemen in suits, hiding their faces behind insidious masks as they would barge into the bank on the other side of the street within minutes.
 
   He wouldn’t let them.
 
   This was his moment of bravery.
 
   Out of the blue he stood up and walked towards the bank.
 
   “Can I help you, sir?” someone behind the counter asked.
 
   “Ssshhh…” Rasheed said, holding his finger in front of his mouth.
 
   He hid behind a pillar of the expensive, luxurious interior of the company, waiting for the anticipated villains to enter the lobby. His predictions were right. Pulling guns out of their bags, the trio announced their reason for interrupting.
 
   Shooting in the air, they said, “Ladies and gentlemen, we are here to take the money which is rightfully ours. Move and you die. Stay still, shut up, and you’ll live. If we can just all cooperate, nobody will get harmed.
 
   The typical thing that always happens was something Rasheed saw before it happened as well.
 
   “Hey, don’t try to be a hero,” one of the robbers would say, looking over and seeing an employee reach for his cell phone.
 
   Tagadagadack!
 
   He would shoot the man in the chest with his machine gun.
 
   It didn’t really happen, but it was about to happen. It wasn’t too late yet. Rasheed knew it. Within a flash of a second, he turned around the sturdy column he was leaning his back against and elbowed the robber in his throat. The startled bandit immediately dropped his weapon and fell over. The other two turned around, but it was too late. Rasheed had already vanished behind another wall.
 
   “Where did he go?” one of them asked in a scared voice.
 
   “Are you playing games? Show yourself!” the other yelled.
 
   Rasheed didn’t need a mirror. He didn’t need a reflecting surface or someone signaling him when it was safe to attack. He knew exactly when the two robbers would turn the other way, and he waited for the precise moment to strike. After about ten seconds, this is what happened and with the back of their heads facing his direction, the way was free to grab their heads and bash them against each other.
 
   Knockout.
 
   All three of them.
 
   The guns were lying next to them on the floor, but none of them had the strength to reach for them, since their level of consciousness was that of a skeleton.
 
   Before his applause, the hero leapt out of the door and disappeared out of sight.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_2__The]Chapter 2: The Truth about Fame
 
    
 
   Anyone who knows about Rasheed’s superpower to predict the near future must be in shock when they hear that he walks away from the honor he could have received by an impressed crowd. But experience has taught this young hero the harshness of reality and the impulsive judgments of human beings.
 
   He has decided to keep himself away from the honor of the masses, since he realizes how fleeting and volatile it is.
 
   Rasheed comes home and laments the impulsive tendency of these simple creatures to condemn and rebuke. He reflects on a previous occurrence that ruined him financially. Whether or not his rightful money is in his pockets, he does not care. He just wished it would have been otherwise. Why do people always trying to get something for nothing?
 
   This is what happened:
 
   Someone discovered at some point that Rasheed could predict the future, at least in a limited way. He found out by the little things, like when Rasheed played cards, caught a bottle falling on the ground, or avoided a dangerous driver when he was crossing the road. This malicious person did not care about making someone suffer. He simply wanted money… as much as possible.
 
   His name was Michael. He devised a little scheme and tricked Rasheed into losing a lawsuit. The filthy thief… sad that people get away with those dishonest types of plans.
 
   There they were, sitting in a court room, exchanging spiteful glares at each other. The room was mostly brown, decorated with simple patterns on the ceiling. Crowds of people were curious to see the outcome of this supernatural phenomenon Rasheed was accused of being able to trigger. There were at least 50 people in the court room, as well as a few in the hallways who were awaiting the end results. The judge possessed a huge hammer and pounded the pulpit as he pleased, happy to be in charge and being able to exercise his profession. 
 
   Rasheed’s lawyer was as incompetent as a young child, but Rasheed didn’t have a lot, so trying to find a better one was out of the question.
 
   “What do you have to say in your defense?” the judge asked Rasheed.
 
   “Your honor, I never intended to crack the system or to get money in a dishonest way,” Rasheed said.
 
   “But you know how and that’s not fair!” Michael’s lawyer blurted out as he got up.
 
   “Mr. Rasheed,” the judge continued, “Do you deny the power of foreseeing the nearby future?”
 
   “I don’t,” Rasheed boldly declared.
 
   “Then don’t you think,” the judge continued, “that it’s potentially dangerous for you to enter the lottery, no matter how low the price of the tickets? If anyone else had this power, they could exert the same to easily win all the money for themselves.”
 
   “But I didn’t,” Rasheed defended.
 
   “He’s lying, your honor,” Michael said.
 
   “Order!” the judge shouted. “When I want your witness, I will allow you to come to the stand.”
 
   “I apologize, your honor,” Michael said.
 
   “Mr. Michael’s lawyer, your client has made a terrible accusation. Are you able to back this claim up?”
 
   “Yes, your honor. Exhibit A here shows that Rasheed has bought a lottery ticket, fully aware of which numbers would make him win.”
 
   Putting the lottery ticket on the table, he smirked and sat back in his chair.
 
   “You know I bought that ticket for you!” Rasheed shouts. “How dare you use this against me, you backstabbing weasel?!”
 
   “Order, order,” the judge demands.
 
   The whole thing blew up. There was chaos in the courtroom. People were angry, guards were called in to calm down the situation. And to make a long story short, the end result was that while Michael got a truckload of money for winning the case, Rasheed had to pay a large fee and was forbidden to ever participate in the lottery, and mixed feelings were present among the populace.
 
   Rasheed hasn’t done much after that to use his predicting power. He has kept a low profile. He doesn’t trust the common citizen as much as he used to. Just like any celebrity or someone in the spotlight, there is always danger lurking beneath the surface caused by those who abuses the system and the evil opportunities laid out for them by life. 
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_3__Everyday]Chapter 3: Everyday Life
 
    
 
   Rasheed wakes up. He finds himself panting because of a nightmare he doesn’t remember. All he knows, is that it has left him anxious and sweaty, even minutes after his awakening. It must have been awful dreaming about this.
 
   He sits up for a minute or two, then gets up and grabs a cup of chocolate milk. Back to reality.
 
   He sits up for a minute or two, then gets up and grabs a cup of chocolate milk. Back to reality. He stares at the pigeons outside. One of them is stupid enough to fly into the glass window.
 
   BANG!
 
   The fat bird slides down after slightly cracking the glass. Silly pigeon. Why would you fly against the window like that? Didn’t he see it? Oh well…
 
   Rasheed lives in an apartment, not too far away from his parents, who live about six blocks away from him. Rasheed’s apartment is small and simple, but he loves it.
 
   He loves his own space, with the freedom to do whatever he wants. Every other day though, he visits his parents to see if they are doing all right.
 
   This day is no different than any other day, or so it appears to be at first. Rasheed’s superpower is limited to the nearby future, but seldom stretches into the foreknowledge of things to come hours or days ahead of him. He doesn’t mind. All he wants is be happy, and if anything comes his way, he will stand ready to help out.
 
   Eventually, this day is different than the other days. He senses it. He just doesn’t know what is wrong, or what is going to be wrong. Either way, he makes himself hurry to his parents place this time, because his hunch is stronger than ever before.
 
   “Knock knock!” he says as he opens the door.
 
   Empty.
 
   The house is empty.
 
   Odd. Where could they be? They said they were expecting him. Rasheed is not liking this. Something’s not right here.
 
   “Mom! Dad!” he yells, hoping for an answer.
 
   “Are you here? Remember I was going to come over today?”
 
   No answer.
 
   He walks through the living room. Everything is in its place. Nothing has been moved. The neat little room is tidy as ever. He opens the door to the bedroom.
 
   What a difference! What a mess!
 
   Things are turned upside down in the bedroom. The sheets are off the beds, the dresser has fallen on the floor, and even the mirror has broken into a thousand pieces. This is not like them. Something happened here.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_4__A]Chapter 4: A Need for Speed
 
    
 
   Rasheed fears for his parents’ lives. The arduous task ahead of him has now become some kind of detective assignment to solve the puzzle and figure out what happened to them.
 
   Before calling the police, Rasheed tries to find tracks, anything the kidnappers left behind. Through the piles of clothes, the broken furniture, and the ripped matrass, he searches and searches until…
 
   “Hey, what’s that?” he asks out loud to no one in particular.
 
   It’s chiseled sandstone.
 
   Rasheed bends over and rubs the stuff between his fingers.
 
   “I know where this is coming from,” he says. “There is only one place outside the city where you can find chiseled sandstone: the Miners’ Rocks. Perhaps these small grains of sand were in the villain’s pocket when he took my parents.”
 
   He prowls into some other objects but couldn’t find anything specific.
 
   “To the Miners’ Rocks it is,” he says
 
   Rasheed heads back to his apartment. He runs through the busy city streets, crosses the crosswalk without waiting for it to become green, and maneuvers his way through the crowds. When he enters his place, he puts on his mask and his superhero outfit. 
 
   He looks at his old second-hand bicycle. It’s a superannuated piece of junk that he just uses to save himself some gas. But this scenario required more extreme measures. Forget the bicycle. There is something better in the garage.
 
   “How’s it going buddy?” he says to another vehicle standing in the corner. Lifting the sheet which is covering it, he thinks about the last time he used this amazing speed devil.
 
   “Time for a ride,” he says in a low voice as he hops on his precious, glimmering motorcycle. “This is going to be awesome.”
 
   The motorcycle is crimson red. Its shiny surface portrays flames and tiny patterns invisible to the naked eye, unless a person comes closer and shows some appreciative respect to it. Its engine is powerful and makes its rider go superfast. Rasheed loves this thing. It feels like a dream riding it. It’s just more expensive and fragile, which is why he only uses it to get out of the city.
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   “Ready to go, bikey?” he says as if talking to an actual person.
 
   He sits down, kicks the engine on, and gets ready to speed out the garage door.
 
   VROOOOOOOM!
 
   He races through the city and feels alive. Only a couple hours until he gets to the Miners’ Rocks. This is going to be…
 
   Rasheed was going to say “fun,” but he gets held up by traffic. Great another red light. And another, and another. It just happens to be rush hour and Rasheed is stuck in a traffic jam with his motorcycle, feeling that the potential of this rapid monster of a vehicle gets untapped.
 
   “What a waste,” he says. “It’s like I could get there faster on foot. If only I had known about this earlier, I could have avoided the rush hour. Now everybody is just going to work at the same time. Ughh…”
 
   The long, hard struggle to get out of the city is taking a lot longer now. After about five hours of sighing and complaining, the rush is finally over.
 
   “Woohoo!” Rasheed cheers as he takes off and hits a steady average speed of circa 80 miles per hour on the freeway leading out of his hometown, heading for the rocky mountain range. What he will find there, will shock him, to say the least.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_5__Impending]Chapter 5: Impending Doom
 
    
 
   This is it, the Miners’ Rocks. His parents must be over here somewhere. It seems so simple, and yet it is not. Why? Because there are miles and miles of mountains here, all containing the chiseled sandstone he found in his parents’ bedroom.
 
   His patience has limits, but his sense of futuristic events helps him find a distinct location on intuition. Rasheed searches and searches, and then senses something happening in one of the mountain caves near him. After about an hour of looking around, he finds the deserted cave.
 
   Rasheed pulls over, puts his motorcycle against a rock, and sneaks into the cave. He has to be prepared for anything, he thinks.
 
   “No, I need a different one! Hand me the spruce leaves and the allium!” he hears a voice yell.
 
   “Okay, boss,” a seemingly less intelligent voice answers.
 
   As Rasheed approaches the light emanating from the hollow opening in the cave, he observes five men, each of them armed to the teeth. He can only guess how much the arms and pistols cost that they are holding and keeping in their pockets and holsters.
 
   One of the men looks like he is in charge, giving him the impression of a lab rat, with a white coat and a pair of glasses.
 
   “I need rare fern, magenta wool, poppies, and some of that chiseled sandstone from the rocks. That will be the correct mixture, trust me,” the man in the white coat says.
 
   “Hey Karl, where do you want this stuff?”
 
   “In the corner,” the professor says.
 
   These combinations sound dangerous, and they are, seeing that this mean man is adding them into a tube next to an immense rocket. 
 
   Rasheed looks around. He analyzes the situation. The rocket (what is that for?), the professor or whatever he calls himself, and the four armed men. Then there is the… hey… those are his parents!
 
   On the right side of the cave, his parents are bound and gagged. They can’t see Rasheed, but Rasheed can see them. Nobody has seen him so far actually, a convenient advantage he is more than willing to use.
 
   “Ha-ha-hah!” the guy with the glasses exclaims. “This is it. Let’s test it on our guinea pigs.”
 
   He walks over to Rasheed’s parents and dumps the stuff into their mouths.
 
   “Nooooo!” Rasheed yells, but it is too late. Why he didn’t see this coming, he doesn’t know. His powers left him alone. He couldn’t predict it. And now this villain poured some who-knows-what into his parents’ mouths.
 
   “Who goes there?” one of the thugs asks after hearing Rasheed’s cry.
 
   “Don’t bother,” professor Karl says. “These two will be ready within seconds.”
 
   Rasheed keeps hiding. But as he looks above the rim of the rock he is hiding behind, he sees his two parents turn into something… well, something different. Their eyes turn red, their mouths start foaming, and their sense of reality seems to disappear as they transform into some monstrous kind of zombies. Needless to say, this new poison they’ve taken in has a trigger effect on their aggressiveness.
 
   “Stand back. Let’s see what they will do,” the professor says. “Hey, little hero! If you’re still there, just come out wherever you are! We won’t shoot you!”
 
   For some reason, Rasheed trusts his words and leaves his hiding place.
 
   “What did you do to them?” he asks in anger.
 
   “You’ll find out soon enough, as all of us will,” Karl says laughingly.
 
   Rasheed’s parents break their bonds and roar loudly.
 
   “Aaaarrgghh!”
 
   After this expression, they storm at Rasheed and jump at him, pulling him to the ground and standing ready to put their teeth into him.
 
   “M-mom. Dad. It’s me!” Rasheed says. “Snap out of it. Please!”
 
   But it is to no avail. They have been transformed. They don’t have any memory, empathy, or feelings whatsoever; just a blood thirst and a craving for human flesh.
 
   Rasheed dodges their attacks and punches one of the thugs in his face before grabbing his firearm.
 
   “St-stand back,” he stammers. “I don’t want to kill you.”
 
   His parents aren’t listening. They are only driven by their urge to kill. Ignoring Rasheed’s remarks completely, they begin another attack and run at their son.
 
   BAM! BAM!
 
   What just happened…?
 
   It is as if time stands still for a moment. Adrenaline is flowing through Rasheed’s blood. His heart pumps faster than an ADD boy on the drums. He holds his breath. Fumes ascend from his hot rifle.
 
   He just killed his parents.
 
   A sense of loss and sadness rushes through his very soul. He still can’t believe what happened.
 
   “Hahahah!” the evil professor laughs. “It works. Ready to load, boys!”
 
   Without any regard for Rasheed and his dead father and mother, the man in the white coat puts a mixture in the rocket, ready to launch the thing. The professor pushes the button and launches the rocket.
 
   “There it goes! Hahahahahah!”
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_6__Panic]Chapter 6: Panic
 
    
 
   “What did you do?!” Rasheed cries out. “You’ve turned my parents into monsters! I had no choice but to shoot them!”
 
   “Not just your parents, young man,” the evil professor says, “But the whole city! Hahah!”
 
   “What do you mean?” Rasheed asks.
 
   “I created a substance that will turn everyone into zombielike creatures like your parents. I hacked the materials out of these rocks with my stone pickaxe, and they proved to be quite useful. People in the city will hate each other, they will kill each other, and nobody will know how it all started.”
 
   “B-but why? Why on earth would you do that?”
 
   “Oh, I have my reasons,” the evil professor explains. “I started out like you. I thought I would help the world by being yourself, but all my experiments got rejected. I had chemistry classes, but they weren’t open to my suggestions. Eventually I lost my family, my money. And it’s all thanks to those ignoramuses. They took my life away, and now, I am taking theirs. Well, not really, I’m just the one who shows them a little push. And then when panic strikes, when they’re ready to beg for a solution, I will sell them the antidote… for billions! And they’ll buy it no matter what, because I will have a powerful monopoly. It’s genius!”
 
   “You monster!” Rasheed yells.
 
   “Call me what you want, young man, but you’re already too late. There’s nothing you can do to stop it now. The rocket has been launched. I wouldn’t recommend going into town. It might be a little chaotic there.”
 
   “Oh yeah? We’ll just see about that!” Rasheed says as he runs out of the cave.
 
   He hops on his motorcycle and starts the engine. Determined to catch up and follow the rocket into town, he hits the gas and figuratively flies through the air, surpassing the speed limit on the freeway to get to his destination in time.
 
   He doesn’t care about the thugs. He has to let go of his parents for a little while until he has the time to reflect on their deaths. All he has to focus on now, is getting back to the city to prevent the disaster from spreading.
 
   The professor was right, however. He is too late. Hordes of zombies are already roaming the streets. They attack humans, each other, and anything they can get their claws and teeth on. Rasheed dodges a few corpses on the street by jumping his motorcycles over ledges and crisscrossing the vehicle towards the downtown area. What he sees there, is one of his biggest nightmares.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_7__Fight_]Chapter 7: Fight!
 
    
 
   The downtown area is crazy! As Rasheed approaches the burning buildings and fuming piles of debris and corpses, he is confronted by hordes of zombies… hundreds of zombies. He didn’t know the gasses from the rocket would have such an immediate effect. Is there anyone left to save, or has the whole city been doomed to destruction?
 
   Agonizing noises of terror rip through the regular hustle and bustle city sounds like a howling ghost screaming and flying through the air. The worst mayhem in the city’s history unfolds before Rasheed’s eyes. Viewing the scenes and the bloody results of every citizen losing his or her sense of reality makes Rasheed shiver.
 
   Random riots and explosions of aggression are thrusting everyone’s heart with fear and anxiety. Someone has to do something. This is getting out of hand. It already got out of hand!
 
   Packed with a set of fighting skills and predicting powers, Rasheed storms at the hordes and begins his battle. He punches one zombie here, kicks another there, and each time, he is able to foresee their counterattacks and deviate from the patterns of their strikes.
 
   Is there ever an end to this? What is he even trying to accomplish? Preventing more fatalities?
 
   While avoiding countless zombies and knocking down dozens of other ones, he is trying to figure out how to eliminate the root of the problem. He isn’t sure. It seems like there is no stopping the transformation of all these people, some of which are heaped on the floors and the broken streets while others take out their rage on vulnerable victims.
 
   The city has never been in such an awful state before. It spreads like a disease. Innocent martyrs paint the city red with their blood, chaos breaks the very foundations its largest skyscrapers are built on, and a filthy stench of the dead embellishes the senses of all who come near. But it isn’t over yet. It has barely begun.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_8__Disaster]Chapter 8: Disaster Is in the Air
 
    
 
   Rasheed fights his way through some zombies until a certain gut feeling catches his attention. He sees it happening before it does: A subway train is about to derail and cause hundreds of people to die or get caught up in the horrific movements of the city’s former civilians.
 
   “I have got to stop this thing,” Rasheed tells himself. “I know it is coming from…” he closes his eyes… “that angle.”
 
   He opens his eyes and looks at his finger, as if he didn’t know where he is pointing at. He jumps off a pile of building fragments and starts running into the direction of the subway tracks.
 
   Where is the switch?
 
   He has to act quickly, or the collision will become one of the biggest tragedies in the city. He looks and looks, but cannot find the stupid switch.
 
   Then he sees something behind the wall.
 
   “Aha!” he says, sprinting towards the object.
 
   It’s a lever, a huge one, one that requires someone to pull with all his strength to get it to move. Rasheed pulls as hard as he can.
 
   “Umpffff! Too heavy. Let’s try again.”
 
   This time it budges.
 
   “Yes!” he cheers. 
 
   But his little celebration is based on a wrong conclusion. The lever is pulled back, but the subway tracks haven’t even moved an inch.
 
   “What the…? Why didn’t it work?” Rasheed complains.
 
   Meanwhile, the subway train is coming closer. It is racing with an immense speed, unable to stop because of the technological error that has occurred by coincidence. Rasheed is getting nervous. He is uncertain as of what to do next. He looks around for another switch or lever. There is nothing there!
 
   The subway train approaches.
 
   It’s getting closer…
 
   And closer…
 
   BANG!
 
   The train derails and glissades over the ground, ending up above the surface because of the deviating objects in its way. Floors collapse, people die, fumes of smoke add to the random explosions in numerous places, zombies get run over… blood and horror depict the tragic scene as the so-called hero watches by helplessly, lamenting the loss of the lives he could have saved.
 
   “Noooooo!” he screams.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_9__Déjà]Chapter 9: Déjà Vu
 
    
 
   Rasheed wakes up. He finds himself panting because of a nightmare he doesn’t remember. All he knows, is that it has left him anxious and sweaty, even minutes after his awakening. It must have been awful dreaming about this.
 
   He sits up for a minute or two, then gets up and grabs a cup of chocolate milk. Back to reality. He stares at the pigeons outside. One of them is stupid enough to fly into the glass window.
 
   BANG!
 
   Reality strikes.
 
   It hits him like a baseball bat.
 
   What the…?
 
   He’s seen this scene before. He remembers his horrific dream. This is REAL!!! Is all that stuff with the zombies and the poor victims really going to happen? Are his parents going to be kidnapped?
 
   There is only one way to find out. And THIS time, he’s not going to let some traffic jam or search in the mountains put a time limit on him.
 
   He knows the location. He believes in his dream. It has to be real. Why else would the same fat pigeon from his dream fly into the same window?
 
   Determined to prevent the awful events in his nightmare, he runs downstairs, opens the garage door, pulls the sheet off his motorcycle, and hits the gas.
 
   VROOOOM!
 
   No traffic.
 
   No hold up.
 
   Good.
 
   First, he visits his parents. Within a minute, he arrives at their places.
 
   Bam!
 
   He swings the door open, letting it crush against the sidewall.
 
   “Mom! Dad!”
 
   “What’s the matter, son?” his dad asks.
 
   “You have to get out of here. Come on, I have no time to explain. I will tell you later. We are running out of time.”
 
   “Uhm… okay… if you say so,” his dad says obediently.
 
   “As long as you’ll explain it to us later,” his mother adds.
 
   “Of course, of course. Now, let’s go! We’re really in a hurry here.”
 
   Both parents get on the back of Rasheed’s motorcycle.
 
   “Oh, this is dangerous,” his mother says.
 
   “It will be okay, mom, for now. I will drop you off at the library. It’s on the way where I am going anyway. Just promise me you’ll stay in there until I’m back.”
 
   “Okay, I pro… whoa!” his mother exclaims, since Rasheed isn’t even waiting for her to finish her sentence. He already hit the gas and has taken off into the direction of the library. After dropping his parents off, he races through the streets to his destination in the countryside.
 
   “And now I’ll deal with you… KARL!” Rasheed says in a firm, resolute voice.
 
   He takes off again, avoiding the traffic jams because of the earliness of his trip. He rides his flaming vehicle out of the city and finds the mountain range he is looking for within a considerable amount of time. He recognizes the cave from his dream, but this time, his parents aren’t in there, nor has the evil professor completed or tested the invention of his toxic substance yet.
 
   Rasheed doesn’t hesitate. He knows what’s going to happen. He walks right up to the thugs standing guard.
 
   “Hey, who are you?” the professor asks surprised.
 
   “I’m the one who is going to bring you down,” Rasheed says confidently as he keeps stepping forward.
 
   “Shoot him already!” professor Karl screams.
 
   Bang! Bang! Tagadagadag!
 
   They missed. They all missed! Rasheed’s senses were at a peak. He could feel exactly when and where the bullets would go. Dodging them perfectly, he lifts one side of his mouth into a smirk as he watches the bullets fly through the air without hitting their destined target. With his fists, he takes out each of the four guards around the professor, knocking them out one by one and leaving them on the cold floor of the cave.
 
   “N-no! I was just trying to help mankind. Don’t you see? I mean no harm,” the professor claims.
 
   Rasheed grabs him by the throat and holds him against the stony wall.
 
   “You’re a big, fat liar,” he says. “I know what you’re planning on doing, but this is where it stops.”
 
   He drops the professor on the ground.
 
   “Wh-what are you intending to do?” Karl stutters.
 
   “Watch,” Rasheed says in a form of calm anger.
 
   He gathers his strength and begins to smash every tube, every piece of glass, every fluid, and every element on the chemistry table. The rocket doesn’t get spared but bent in half by the powerful hands of this superhero.
 
   “No!” professor Karl cries. “Not my experiment! You have no idea how hard I worked on that! Do you know what you’re doing to me?”
 
   Rasheed turns around.
 
   “Yes, I do. And now the police is going to think of what they are going to do to you. I’m taking you with me.”
 
   Rasheed grabs the evil professor and takes him out of the cave. Dragging him over the rocky ground, he finally looks at him, punches him in the face, and throws the knocked out professor on his motorcycle.
 
   The city has been saved. The diseases and disasters have been prevented. The sun is rising, birds are chirping, and the chilly breeze feels nice in his face. The smell of fresh flowers fondles his nose. An enjoyable motorcycle ride lies ahead of him.
 
   “I think this will be a good day after all,” Rasheed says with a satisfied face while hitting the gas. 
 
   “And I think I will even be in the city so quickly to avoid the traffic jams.”
 
    
 
    
 
   THE END
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Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
   I take reviews seriously and always look at them. This way, you are helping me provide you better content that you will LOVE in the future. A review doesn’t have to be long, just one or two sentences and a number of stars you find appropriate (hopefully 5 of course). 
 
   Also, if I think your review is useful, I will mark it as “helpful.” This will help you become more known on Amazon as a decent reviewer, and will ensure that more authors will contact you with free e-books in the future. This is how we can help each other.

 
 
   DISCLAIMER: This information is provided “as is.” The author, publishers and/or marketers of this information disclaim any loss or liability, either directly or indirectly as a consequence of applying the information presented herein, or in regard to the use and application of said information. No guarantee is given, either expressed or implied, in regard to the merchantability, accuracy, or acceptability of the information. The pages within this e-book have been copyrighted.
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   [bookmark: _Introduction_11]Introduction
 
    
 
   The diary of a spy is interesting because you find out all the little secrets that have been going on behind the scenes. Sometimes the media covers up the truth. Sometimes we just want to believe what we see, or we are stuck on a certain concept. This spy’s journal reveals what the chief commissioner told him to do, what his actual intentions were, and how this smart spy solved the problem and prevented a war.
 
   Dive into this adventure with a Minecraft spy, who discovered certain conspiracies that lead him to question his loyalty and find a new purpose. He tells us of his doubtful experiences and his struggles to face the truth and his real enemy.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_1__The]Entry 1: The Mission
 
    
 
   Miners Village and Ender City don’t like each other much. I’ve seen it numerous times. In fact, they hate each other. They can’t stand each other. They constantly belittle each other and gossip until you tell them to change topics. Borders are tight, interaction is scarce, and most of the people from Ender City won’t even come to our cozy town. But the people from Miners Village despise those purple, black beings from Ender City as well. They consider them filth. They think they’re better than they are. Sure, it looks that way, but is it really true? Keep reading and find out.
 
   I’m not that way though. I’m pretty neutral. I always was. I find it hard to pick sides, to generalize an entire town and judge them for having been born and raised in a distinct location. It’s none of my concern. I really don’t care.
 
   What I care about is my own morals, the things I believe in most. I believe in a certain degree of honesty, in agreeable conduct, and selfless acts of service to our fellow beings. I care about the courage to fight for what is right and the bravery of saying how it is. That last thing I mentioned isn’t easy for a spy, however.
 
   My name is Dexter, but my code name is Velonus, master of disguises. I took that code name to hide my true identity. You see, as a spy, you are under the strict obligation to keep secrets. And although I honor my commissioner and my place of origin, I will show you in this diary how I completely let go of those restrictions in order to maintain my integrity. I will tell you why I decided to throw all those rules away and found a new purpose.
 
   The commissioner is my boss. He tells me what to do. It’s that simple. However, his missions are always communicated to me in secret. I get an envelope, an email, a text message, or a phone call through a secure line without anyone eavesdropping or finding out about our conversation. However, the funniest cases are when my boss, Commissioner Randolph, shows up in a secret place. Of course, at first he scares me to death by popping up out of nowhere, but afterwards I always appreciate the creativity of it. In the past, he has given me messages by putting his head above the water, diving out of a dumpster, or hiding in a wedding cake while licking the whipped cream off the top. You have to give this guy some credit for his efforts. Nobody expects it and it’s hilarious. Later I would find out about his dark side though, but… oh well… more about that later.
 
   “This conversation never took place,” is usually the ending line of my boss. He covers up everything he deems necessary.
 
   In my backpack, I carry a list of items: A diamond sword (I love that thing), a piece of string, prismarine crystals, and… yes that was it. For a minute, I thought there was something else in there, but there isn’t. This is my complete list of items. Some of those items come in handy when I am assigned to a mission. Other ones just stay in there for fun. Whenever I haven’t used an item for a long time, I put it in the back on the shelves in my closet. Utterly useless stuff doesn’t belong in my backpack.
 
   Anyway, now that you know a little about me—I mean, whatever else I tell you is just a bunch of gibberish you probably don’t care about—I will narrate, to the best of my ability, the interesting circumstances that changed my perspective on the politics of our society. Things aren’t always as they seem, and finding out the truth can be hard if you don’t open your eyes and ears to learn about it.
 
   So here we go, the story of how my mission turned into a tensed decision to turn my back on everything I was taught.
 
   So there I was, minding my own business and walking through a narrow street with trees, bushes, and a line of several tiny houses.
 
   “Psssst!” I heard behind me.
 
   I turned around.
 
   It was Commissioner Randolph.
 
   “Velonus, I have an assignment for you.”
 
   Where was he hiding? I recognized his voice but couldn’t find him anywhere.
 
   “Over here, you imbecile. I’m over here,” he said.
 
   He was hiding in a plant, covered with dirt and begonias. It was hard to see him, and he deserved some bonus points for staying in there for so long (I could only imagine how long he had really been there).
 
   “Commissioner, how nice to see you. Those flowers look good on you,” I said while laughing.
 
   “Cut the nonsense. I have a top secret mission. Are you ready to face one of the biggest challenges you’ve ever faced?” he asked.
 
   “You always say that, commissioner, and then it turns out it was just a piece of cake.”
 
   “I know, but this time I mean it. This is difficult and of the utmost importance. Here, read this.”
 
   He handed me a piece of paper with some scribbling on it. The back of the paper had a clear message.
 
    
 
   Must steal Cat Disc of 13 in the Ender City. Top secret. Don’t tell anybody, not even your dog. Destroy this piece of paper by burning it, ripping it, drowning it, putting it in an empty room and letting it decay where nobody can find it, or simply letting a horse step on it. Just some suggestions…
 
    
 
   The commissioner was a little weird, I thought. Why would he expand on all the ways of how you could destroy the paper? It made no sense, but then again, he never did.
 
   “I like your suggestions, but do you realize I don’t have a dog?” I said.
 
   “No. Next time I’ll scratch that. Sorry. So tell me, are you prepared to steal the disc?”
 
   “Of course, sir. Just tell me where and when.”
 
   “You will head to the Ender king’s celebration of his wife’s birthday,” commissioner Randolph said. “I already arranged the invitation. I will also give you the coordinates of the disc, so you can locate it and take it with you without being noticed. Report to me tomorrow at 17:00 hours.”
 
   “Yes, sir.”
 
   I walked away, wondering how he was going to get out of that plant and not stand out in the crowd, but he would find a way. He always did.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_2__Party]Entry 2: Party Pooper
 
    
 
   I arrived at the party that was being held in Ender City. The queen’s birthday was a big day for celebration.
 
   “Good,” I thought. “It helps me to stay unnoticed. Nobody is focusing their attention on the disc.”
 
   I was dressed up in fancy attire. A black tuxedo, red bow tie, and an expensive pair of shoes were my choice that evening. Just like all the other people there, I followed the crowd up the outside stairs into the ballroom of the palace. Cameras were watching me, and I immediately spotted them, noticing the angle at which they were turned. There was a blind spot in each room, which could come in handy.
 
   The ballroom was elaborately decorated with gold and mirrors, showing fancy crimson red and royal blue patterns in the curtains and table cloths. A chandelier was hanging above the hall, with a hundred diamond crystals that reflected the incoming light, setting the sphere for the entering guests.
 
   Waltzing couples moved on the sound of old-fashioned, classical music. Beautiful gowns and ballroom dresses displayed every color in the rainbow, and distinguished gentlemen acted more posh than ever to make a good impression on those they talked to. People socialized, drank, and munched on the snacks that were being passed around. None of the high-class inhabitants of this magnificent city were aware of the fact that they were about to get robbed by me.
 
   “What do you think about the new statues in the courtyard?” a woman asked.
 
   “Lovely. Simply marvelous,” a man said.
 
   “Who was the designer again?” another posh lady asked.
 
   “The duke of Endington,” the man said.
 
   “I heard it was just a little boy who had nothing to do with his life, got bored, and drew a funny figure to go along with his toys,” I said, suddenly joining the conversation I overheard.
 
   “And where would you hear such preposterous nonsense, young man?” the gentleman in the suit asked.
 
   “I talked to a little birdy,” I said. “I’m sorry, sir. I was only joking. The designer must be a genius, I’m sure. Allow me to introduce myself. My name is Mr. Finnigan. Ladies…”
 
   I nodded at the four women surrounding the gentleman who just became a lot less popular.
 
   “Well, you certainly show a distinct sense of humor,” the man said.
 
   “Unlike yourself, I presume? I’m glad you are laughing so hard though, because I forget to laugh when I’m in the presence of such eloquent beauty.”
 
   Some of the ladies were blushing. One of them grabbed a fan and started fanning her face, secretly hiding behind the object so she could look over it, thinking it would help her fade into the background.
 
   “Now, if only I could decide which of you fine ladies to ask for a dance…” I said.
 
   I saw the desire on their faces. One of them giggled and stepped back. Another’s pupils got very big.
 
   “Ah, I know,” I continued. “I forgot I was being late. The king asked me to accompany his lovely wife and daughter to introduce the party and the birthday of his wife. I’m already late. Excuse me, ladies, I…” 
 
   I paused. I sniffled. I looked a little weird, got out my handkerchief, and was about to blow my nose.
 
   “Hold on a second, I have to… Whoa! Whoops!” I said as I dropped my handkerchief on the floor.
 
   “Oh, my… I’ve never seen such terrible manners,” the gentleman said, looking the other way.
 
   “Ladies… sir. If you could please excuse me…” I said.
 
   “With pleasure,” The gentleman said, sticking his nose up in the air.
 
   I left the awkward situation and smiled. I didn’t do anything without a plan. I hadn’t really dropped the handkerchief on accident. Before I went to them, I had observed several guests, following the guidelines in the information I had received from Commissioner Randolph. The arrogant gentleman in the suit who thought he was so high above everyone else, was actually carrying the access card to the room behind the throne room, the one in which the cat disc was hidden. If only the information were correct, it would help me acquire the disc in a heartbeat, because all I was doing when I “accidentally” dropped my handkerchief, was bend over and snatch away the card from the gentleman’s pocket in a quick, unnoticeable move. During my training as a spy, I had developed skills like that, skills that were excellent for those who want to pickpocket in a fancy ball like this one.
 
   “What an odd young man,” the man said, watching me walk off, not realizing I had just lost the important access card in his pocket.
 
   Everything went according to plan.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_3__The]Entry 3: The Truth
 
    
 
   Satisfied with the way I handled the situation in there, and especially with the slick trick I used to steal the access card, I left the ballroom and snuck behind the scenes into the small hallway behind the throne room. A high tech system showed that a code was required to get in. I glanced around, making sure I wasn’t being followed.
 
   Nobody there.
 
   The coast was clear.
 
   Ready to enter the correct room to complete the mission.
 
   I took the access key out of the left chest pocket in my blouse and inserted it into the alarm system.
 
   “Access granted,” is all I heard.
 
   I opened the heavy door and saw nothing. It was pitch black in the room. Where was the light switch? I put the access card back in my pocket and felt the surface of the walls to find the light switch.
 
   “Don’t bother,” a voice in the dark said. “The light switch is on the other side.”
 
   Who was that? I was shocked to hear another person in the room. I was nearly desperate to find out who beat me to the punch, or who figured out I would come here. I reached out to the other side and hit the light switch. The lights in the room turned on. On a big chair behind the desk sat a shady figure with a brown hat and sunglasses. He leaned backward comfortably and didn’t seem to care one bit about what was going on. Confidently, he left his dirty boots on the desk and smirked before Dexter walked over to him.
 
   “Who are you?” I demanded. “And how did you know I would be here?”
 
   “Oh, I see a lot more than the cameras do,” the guy said.
 
   He got up and took off his sunglasses. Standing behind the desk, he continued his explanation.
 
   “Looking for this, aren’t you?” he asked, holding the cat disc in his right hand.
 
   “How did you…? What is going on here?” I asked.
 
   “That’s exactly what I wanted to know, which is why I broke in before you did. Unlike you, I am not from Miners Village. Actually, I just live around the corner, two blocks away from this palace. Sorry, I didn’t mean to confuse you, so I’ll let you know what’s happening here.”
 
   I still didn’t trust this suspicious individual, but I was anxious to hear what he had to say. So I stood still and listened patiently.
 
   “I totally forgot to introduce myself. I go by many names. I am a spy like you, but I work for Ender City. For now, you can call me Jeremy. You may wonder why I am in this room, since I work for the other side. Well, let me tell you what I found. First of all, do you have any idea what’s on this disc?”
 
   “No,” I admitted. “I was just given the assignment to steal it. That’s all.”
 
   “They sure know how to cover up their sleaze,” Jeremy said in a cynical way. “I hope I can convince you to see things from a different perspective. I mean, you probably know just like everyone else that the people in Ender City and Miners village aren’t really fond of each other. But the truth might shock you. Neither of these towns are without corruption. Tensions have been high for the past few decades, each of them claiming that the other one is a threat to their beautiful society. Both cities have been about to declare war a dozen times.”
 
   “Then why didn’t they?” I asked.
 
   “Well, the reason they wanted to declare war is to take each other’s resources. You’re most likely aware of the gold near the city here and the coal and gas near Miners Village, aren’t you?”
 
   “Of course.”
 
   “Right. So there’s your motive, but to the average citizen, this is not enough. They have to believe they are the good guys, that the others have a legitimate reason to be overthrown. And that, my fellow spy, is what they have been working on for years.”
 
   “I’m starting to get it,” I said. “Why should I believe you?”
 
   Jeremy took his belt off and drew a gun from his pocket, after which he placed it on the desk and put his hands up in the air.
 
   “I’m here. You can just kill me now if you think I don’t speak the truth. I know you have a diamond sword in that bag, so go ahead.”
 
   “Okay,” I said. “Even if I were to trust you, what do you want to do about it? Propaganda is everywhere. In Miners Village, the plaques and posters are all over town, portraying Ender City as some evil monsters. Not everyone is sure about the validity of the government’s claims, but most people are starting to lean towards the war attitude.”
 
   “I’ve been wondering about that myself,” Jeremy said. “We have to come up with a plan, you and me.”
 
   “So what’s on the disc?”
 
   “Oh yeah, the disc. I forgot to tell you. Are you ready for this? Soldiers of Miners Village blew up their own mine to make it appear as if there was a menace. They made sure to leave behind enough evidence to show that Ender City soldiers did it, even though they had nothing to do with it. You know, Ender army pieces, flags, and small items from this city… to indicate that they had done it and sloppily left behind a few objects. This disc, however, contains secret footage from a bypassing civilian who put the whole attack on tape. When he was discovered, he ran for his life and handed the tape to the Ender king, who had one of his servants put the video on this disc.”
 
   Jeremy put his belt back on and his gun in its holster.
 
   “This disc could disclose the fact that Miners Village soldiers blew up their own mine and tried to blame it on Ender City. Don’t you see? Your commissioner is just trying to cover up their tracks so they have a reason to start a war!”
 
   I thought for a moment. I saw the seriousness of the situation. After a second or two, I said, “But if the Ender king shows this video to Ender City, they will feel angry as well! They will discover that Miners Village is making an attempt to blame for something they didn’t do.”
 
   “Exactly, and that’s why none of these rulers can use this against the citizens of their cities. I just barely found out, but I saw you in the ballroom and I just knew you weren’t from around here. That’s why I just waited here after I got through security myself.”
 
   “Are you thinking what I am thinking?” I asked.
 
   “I don’t know. How can I know if I’m thinking what you’re thinking if I don’t know what you’re thinking?” Jeremy asked, returning the question.
 
   “Well, I just thought we were thinking the same thing,” I said.
 
   “How do you know if you don’t even know what I’m thinking?” Jeremy asked.
 
   “Never mind,” I answered. “This is going nowhere. So here is what I was thinking… If I’m correct the hatred towards the Ender people is bigger in Miners Village than the hatred towards the miners in Ender City.”
 
   “Exactly. So what?”
 
   “So the one more likely to change their minds and become friendly and peaceful again is the king of Ender City, not the mayor or commissioner in Miners Village.”
 
   Jeremy nodded. “I’m still following you,” he said.
 
   “We need to give the Ender king a sign, a token of friendship. That way, it will trigger a generous response in him, and the threats will be over.”
 
   “Maybe,” Jeremy said. “It’s worth a shot. What do you have in mind?”
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_4__Turned]Entry 4: Turned Around
 
    
 
   I did have something genius in mind. After leaving the ballroom and celebrating for a little while, I went home. Jeremy promised to destroy the cat disc and agreed to see me the next day at 20:00 hours in the street next to the palace.
 
   At home, I drew a map. I made a plan. I put everything on paper I knew about one of the most valuable items in the world: Emerald Ore. I knew they had it. They protected a big block in the main village hall, surrounded by alarm systems and guards. It was so valuable that handing this over to the Ender king would help them ease up immediately. 
 
   If only the king would be generous enough to return something to Miners Village, our scheme would work. If not, the villagers here would claim the Ender people would have stolen it and it would trigger a war anyway. It was a fragile situation, with emotional minds of dumb crowds ready to blow up over nothing. But if I didn’t do anything, the war would eventually be triggered anyway.
 
   I prepared notes, looked at times, and measured the outside walls of the village hall. The next day, it would happen. I would steal one of their most valuable items, from my own hometown.
 
   When I woke up, I took a walk. As I strolled through the village streets, I noticed the posters in the back alleys, with words like, “Don’t trust the Ender people,” and “The differences between Ender civilians and rats: None.” Some of them were more extreme than others. This hatred was pure brain washing. I had been to Ender City numerous times, and none of this was true. It was all just a big conspiracy to trigger a war and take their resources and their gold. But I was determined to stop this foolishness. Someone had to show them the truth.
 
   I had switched sides. I had turned around. Sometimes it felt like I betrayed my own town. But I knew it was right. It was the only ethical thing to do. And it was going to happen that day.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_5__Laser]Entry 5: Laser Obstacles
 
    
 
   I covered up my face like a ninja. I wasn’t going to show anyone my true identity, not when I was stealing something. It would be terrible if anyone found out it was me.
 
   It was late. I had waited till dark. I put on my backpack and headed to the village hall. It was surrounded by bushes and trees in a beautiful green garden. At first side, none of those things seemed dangerous or potentially alarming, but I didn’t trust it. I stepped closer, little by little, and then I saw it. 
 
   The blocks on the side weren’t just blocks. I blew in the air. The breath from my mouth uncovered what the blocks were really for: Laser beams.
 
    
 
    [image: C:\Users\Vincent\Documents\Amazon ebooks\Minecraft\rffdfgdf copy.jpg] 
 
    
 
   After searching in my backpack, I took out the prismarine crystal I had always kept with me. Carefully, I placed the crystal between the laser beams. The alarm didn’t go off. The crystal had some reflecting or absorbing effect on the lasers. This was perfect!
 
   I held the crystal in the middle and like an experienced thief, I cautiously stepped through the laser beams, ducking to avoid the upper beam and lifting my feet to get over the bottom one.
 
   Fortunately, I was able to do all this without making a sound. I pulled the crystal out of the laser beam and continued to the front door. It only took me minutes to crack the code of the alarm system. The villagers always had an obsession with the number 5, so codes like 555 or 345 were the only combinations I tried. With a little gizmo I had bought, I could put in as many codes as I liked, so that the alarm wouldn’t go off after my second or third attempt. After about 10 different combinations, I did it. 
 
   Slowly opening the door, I kept the lights off and snuck into the hallway.
 
   No guards.
 
   Good.
 
   According to the map and the information I was able to get, the block of Emerald Ore should be in the center of the building. Stepping sideways with my back against the walls, I took caution and I took my time. If anyone was in this building, I would make sure I wouldn’t get caught. After leaving a couple rooms, I entered the designated room.
 
   There it was.
 
   It was beautiful.
 
   It had a black-greyish color and some green specks in it. Certainly this looked like an extremely valuable natural resource.
 
   The block was protected, however. It was surrounded by a glass tank or container, and it would trigger the alarm if lifted from its pedestal.
 
   No worries though. I had it all under control.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_6__Red]Entry 6: Red Alert
 
    
 
   I reached in my bag again and pulled out the piece of string and the diamond sword. I leaned over and observed the object for a minute or two.
 
   “Okay, okay,” I told myself. “I can do this. Just take it really slow.”
 
   I lifted the glass container.
 
   Nothing happened.
 
   “Nice,” I said. “Now just the weight trigger.”
 
   I put the glass container on the floor. Then I tied the diamond sword to the piece of string and held it in my left hand. I put the piece of string with the sword on it between the pointing finger and the thumb of my left hand. 
 
   With my right hand, I lifted up the block of Emerald Ore.
 
   With my left hand, I placed slowly let the sword drop onto the pedestal, replacing the weight of the block. If my calculations were right, the sword would way approximately the same as the block.
 
   Slowly.
 
   Slowly.
 
   Got it! Yes! It was the same weight! I was so relieved!
 
   I put the block in my backpack and snuck out. This was great! I did it! I got the Emerald Ore! And I did it all by myself. This truly was one of the hardest things I had ever done, but in the end, I succeeded. I just showed them that…
 
   Waaaaeeeeeeeeeaaaaeeeeee!
 
   Oh no. What happened?
 
   I looked down. So that was what triggered the alarm! I completely forgot about the laser beams in the yard. In my excitement, I had just walked out with the block in my bag, being proud of myself and letting my guard down. And this is what I got for it: Trouble… and dozens of guards on the way to seize me.
 
   I got caught up in my emotions; I panicked. I stood there like a stupid stiff, frozen and baffled by the dire circumstances I had just put myself in. I didn’t know what to do or where to go.
 
   “There he is!” I heard them shout.
 
   I had to get out of there. It was already too late to sneak out, and now they were after me! I ran as fast as I could, jumped over bushes and walls, turned around corners, knocked over crates with market food that were left in front of the homes, and even climbed on a rooftop.
 
   They almost lost track of me. My agility had nearly beaten them. Leaping from rooftop to rooftop, I got out of sight, at least of the fat, slow ones that were after me. One of the guards, however, kept up and didn’t let me go.
 
   Why did I have to be confronted with some athlete or sports champion?
 
   I jumped again and rolled to break my fall. I ran up to a wall, grabbed onto the edge, and pulled myself over it. I looked back, but he was still there, chasing after me as if it were the last thing he did.
 
   “Aha! That will be my escape route,” I thought as I saw a chimney on the left. I skipped to the chimney, climbed into it, and let myself drop.
 
   Booof!
 
   I landed on a cold, spiky log.
 
   “Ouch!” I cried out.
 
   As quickly as I could, I stood up and ran out the front door of the home I invaded. Nobody had seen me. I disappeared in an alley, never to be seen again by my pursuers.
 
   At home, I took the block out. I went to my closet and grabbed some paper, ribbons, and a marker. I became creative. I decorated everything nicely. The note on the wrapped gift I made read,
 
    
 
   To the Ender king. From Miners Village. We want you to have this. Consider it a token of our goodwill. We appreciate everything you do and hope to work together with you in the future.
 
    
 
   I attached the note to the wrapped block, finished it up with some smooth ornaments, and left my home. It took an hour before I reached the street where the palace of Ender City was. I looked around but saw nobody. Was it time yet? I was five minutes early, so maybe I just had to be patient.
 
   “Pssst,” I heard suddenly.
 
   I turned around. It was Jeremy.
 
   “Do you have the Emerald Ore?” he asked.
 
   “I do.”
 
   “Great! Hand it to me and I will lay it in the throne room. The king will be thrilled.”
 
   I handed him the block and watched as he took a sneaky side door into the Ender Palace. My job was done. Now all we had to do was wait.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_7__Peace]Entry 7: Peace
 
    
 
   The next day, there was a big celebration in town. I slept in, since I was so tired from all the anxiety and excitement. 
 
   The parade woke me up. There were trumpets, tubas, drums, and event dancers. Everybody was happy. I looked out the window and noticed how many people from Ender City were intermingling with the residents of Miners Village. Most people were laughing and enjoying the festivity.
 
   Most people…
 
   When I saw Commissioner Randolph’s face, I hid behind the curtains. I wasn’t ready to confront him yet. I thought for a minute and got prepared. I put on my shoes and my jacket; then I opened the front door and moved between the many people in the crowd towards the town square. 
 
   This is where it would all take place. 
 
   This was the town’s big moment.
 
   There was a stage set up. The mayor of Miners Village and the Ender king were shaking hands. Smiling at each other, they exchanged unheard words that signified hope. The Ender king took the cloth off a cushion one of his servants was holding. Underneath it was a gigantic Ender Pearl. It was pretty and shiny; it was worth a fortune. The mayor accepted it gladly and gratefully. Then he turned to the masses and beckoned us to be silent.
 
   “With this, we have decided to form a union between the two towns,” he said. “Ender City and Miners Village will work together as partners and exchange economic benefits to help each other grow stronger and more prosperous. This will be the single most important contract in the history of our village. Long live the king!”
 
   Everybody cheered. Peace was secured. The contract was officially signed and the two rulers stepped down to shake hands with the people in the crowd to make a friendly, politically correct impression. It was a happy moment.
 
   But not everybody was happy.
 
   I felt someone tapping on my shoulder.
 
   “I know it was you,” Commissioner Randolph said when I turned around. “You stole that Emerald Ore. I don’t know how you did it, I don’t know how to prove it, but I just know it was you. That crystal sword on the pedestal was yours. I don’t know anyone else who has one like it.”
 
   I lifted my mouth to the side and smirked, closing my eyes halfway and raising one eyebrow.
 
   “Great job for figuring it out, genius,” I said. “But before you exert yourself to find some kind of evidence of my betrayal, I have to warn you that I have seen what’s on the cat disc. Do you have any clue what it may do to your career if I tell anyone what your soldiers did with that mine?”
 
   “You wouldn’t dare,” he said.
 
   “Try me,” I answered.
 
   “Even if you would, how do I know you even have that disc? You never reported to me. Maybe it got lost or stolen. I think you’re bluffing.”
 
   “Am I?” I asked rhetorically.
 
   He had nothing else to say. He was furious, but he didn’t want to take the risk. Of course I was bluffing anyway. The disc was already gone. But who cares? He didn’t know that.
 
    
 
   THE END
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Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
   I take reviews seriously and always look at them. This way, you are helping me provide you better content that you will LOVE in the future. A review doesn’t have to be long, just one or two sentences and a number of stars you find appropriate (hopefully 5 of course). 
 
   Also, if I think your review is useful, I will mark it as “helpful.” This will help you become more known on Amazon as a decent reviewer, and will ensure that more authors will contact you with free e-books in the future. This is how we can help each other.

 
 
    
 
   DISCLAIMER: This information is provided “as is.” The author, publishers and/or marketers of this information disclaim any loss or liability, either directly or indirectly as a consequence of applying the information presented herein, or in regard to the use and application of said information. No guarantee is given, either expressed or implied, in regard to the merchantability, accuracy, or acceptability of the information. The pages within this e-book have been copyrighted.
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   If you’ve played Minecraft and you came across and Enderman, you may have wondered what the background is of this mysterious, dark creature. Well, to help you understand its origin, Edward the Enderman has agreed to tell us of his life: His worries and frustrations, his joys and his passion.
 
   Perhaps it will surprise you how much we are like the Enderman in this diary sometimes. Despite his obscure appearance, he is a real person with thoughts and feelings that he is ready to share. His teleporting ability may have offended some in the past, but in this diary, he shows you how wonderfully it has served him and those around him.
 
   So get ready and dive into this engaging story of an Enderman.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [image: Squeeze page Minecraft for book]
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_1__The_1]Entry 1: The Dark
 
    
 
   I like the dark. I just do. Some say I’m crazy, but that’s just how it is. I don’t like the bright sunlight, and having a shady spot just makes my day better. Why? Nobody knows. I don’t even get it myself, but something inside me says I was meant to stay in the shadows.
 
   I’m a little lost. I haven’t seen anyone of the same species around for years, so I must have drifted away from them somehow. I always knew I was different than all those miners in blue clothes coming my way. I’m just made out of something else, and that’s okay, I guess. One of my goals in life is to find my own kind. They must be somewhere, right? I mean, it’s not like they’ve all gone extinct, or have they?
 
   Well, here’s the dilemma: If they are alive, they are probably hiding in the shadows, just like I always do. That doesn’t make it easy, does it? It’s like we are all subconsciously preventing each other from finding each other by hiding. Not very smart if you ask me, but I understand, since I am the same way.
 
   So that’s my story. I guess I can stop writing now, but that would completely boring, wouldn’t it?
 
   Okay, okay, I’ll tell you the rest.
 
   It started when I was little. Like I mentioned, I hate the light, but I was expected to go to a regular school, with all the regular kids, and behave in a regular way. Not cool.
 
   I went to school early in the morning so I could get there before the sun rose. I just wanted to be inside, so I didn’t have to experience it shining in my face. But then the problem would start all over again in the classroom, when the teacher turned on the classroom lights and I still felt like it was too bright. Again, not cool at all. I was about to die in there.
 
   Oh, and Christmas? Not for me. Why? Because of all the candles. People were carrying them everywhere, and although they weren’t as bright as lights, the flames of an actual fire would hurt my eyes even more.
 
   “What’s wrong with him?” one of the kids asked her teacher one time.
 
   “He just doesn’t like the light, sweetie,” she teacher answered.
 
   “Why? Light is great. I think it’s just silly,” the girl said.
 
   “Well, why don’t you like the dark?” I asked her, seeing what she would answer to that!
 
   “You can’t see in the dark, weirdo,” she sneered. “Here, take a look at this.”
 
   I bent forward, having my curiosity take over and leaving my common sense behind me, fully trusting this mean girl for some reason.
 
   “See how you like that!” she said as she shone a flashlight in my face.
 
   “Aaarrghhh!” I yelled. “Get it out of my face!”
 
   “Stop that!” the teacher said out loud, taking the flashlight away from her.
 
   “You’re just a freak,” the girl said as she was pulled away. “Have a nice life, freak!”
 
   It wasn’t the only time I got bullied, but I figured it out. One time, I was walking through the streets of the village with no particular purpose in mind, when my eye caught the sight of an extraordinary solution to my previous problem: Sunglasses.
 
   Awesome! I can’t believe I didn’t think of that before! I immediately counted my pocket change, made sure I had enough, and went inside to buy them. When I came out of that store with my newly acquired item, I was a different person.
 
   The good thing about my quirks was that I was better at seeing in the dark. I surpassed all the other children when it came to night games. They were holding their hands in front of them, attempting to feel whatever was there; but I raced from one end to the other when I had to.
 
   One time we were playing “capture the flag” in the dark. Kids were sneaking around and trying to hide on the ground.
 
   “Sssshhtt…” one of them said. “They’ll see us. Duck.”
 
   Just like the others, I kept low and lay on the humid moss next to a big tree. I saw everything, even a half mile away. The sun had already set and the only dim light that shone through the trees of the forest, was that of the moon. However, it wasn’t enough for any of the boys to make sense of what was going on. They just couldn’t see that far, because it was too dark outside.
 
   “Give me those binoculars,” one of the boys said to another.
 
   “Sure. But I’m warning you: They don’t help much. I couldn’t see anything with them. Who knows where their flag is… it could be anywhere for all I know.”
 
   “What color does the flag have?” I asked.
 
   “Why would that even matter?” the boy asked. “The area is pitch black out there. There is no way you could distinguish color now anyway.”
 
   “I could,” I put forward.
 
   “Sure. For what it’s worth, they said the flag would be red.”
 
   “Piece of cake,” I said. “It’s right there.”
 
   I pointed at a 40 degree angle somewhat in front of me.
 
   “You’re kidding, right? How can you see that? You’re just playing with us, aren’t you?” the boy said.
 
   “No, I’m serious. My eyes are pretty good in the dark. The flag is on top of that little hill, beyond the sycamore tree and the giant rock. It’s standing behind it on a flagpole made out of a branch.”
 
   “I think he’s onto something,” another boy said. “I say we trust his judgment and go for it.”
 
   “Sure,” the other boy agreed. “On the count of three. One… two… three… let’s run!”
 
   “Go! Go! Go!” a kid with glasses shouted as he sprinted in the direction I had pointed at.
 
   It was a moment of trust. I loved it.
 
   We all ran towards the flag, zigzagging through the trees ahead of us until we reached the heavy rock I pointed out. The moonlight seemed to help a little, and before they knew it, the boys in my team were holding the opponents’ flag. They cheered and expressed their joy with victory cries. I got patted on the back and congratulated by the adult who was in charge of the game. The other team hated me, but at least I gained favor with half the class.
 
   Another time, one of the children in the neighborhood, Jordan, came to my door.
 
   “Would you like to go hunting with my dad and me?” he asked.
 
   “Why are you asking me? We hardly know each other. Take one of your friends instead,” I said.
 
   “You’re right,” he said. “I don’t know you very well, and you probably know nothing about me either. We don’t hang out together and we’re not good friends. But I heard of what you did with capturing the flag. I was on the other team and I hid the flag so well in the dark! I was amazed that you found it. Afterwards, the boys from your team were bragging about how they did it and they mentioned how far you could see in the dark. So I was wondering if you could accompany us and help us find some of those nervous deer we always miss.”
 
   I had to think for a moment. I had never gone hunting before. I didn’t even know how to handle a bow and arrow.
 
   “Come on,” Jordan insisted. “My dad would love it. I know you could help us.”
 
   “Okay,” I agreed. “I’ll come along.”
 
   I followed him to his parents’ house, after which we went inside. The home looked cozy and warm, with fuzzy furniture and with family portraits and paintings on the walls. I wasn’t too crazy about the red color of the walls, but I did like the hunting trophies his father had proudly hung above the chairs and tables. Some animals who were the victims of his endeavors were turned into soft rugs or coats. It was clear that hunting had been a family tradition for a long time.
 
   “Dad, I brought Edward home. He said he will go hunting with us.”
 
   It was silent for about five seconds. Then I heard, “Well, what are we waiting for? Let’s go shoot some dear.”
 
   A giant man with a beard, who obviously was Jordan’s father, walked down the stairs with a strong bow and fancy arrows on his back. He was wearing black, leather boots, a brown jacket, and a thick, wide belt with a golden buckle on it. When he reached the main floor, we got introduced to each other, said goodbye to the missis, and left to the woods.
 
   At first, it was boring. We saw no game. Nothing. No rabbits, no birds, no deer… I was even told there were some wolves and cougars in this forest, but none of them had the guts to show up. It’s like they knew we were there to claim their lives.
 
   We looked for two hours, and all we saw was a squirrel, who rapidly disappeared in his tree trunk.
 
   Then I saw something.
 
   “There,” I said, pointing to a deer.
 
   “Where?” Jordan’s dad asked anxiously.
 
   “Over there. Don’t you see it?”
 
   He put his hand above his eyes as if it would make him see farther. He squinted his eyes and tried to concentrate. Then he shrugged and admitted that he still didn’t see anything but he would move into that direction because I said so.
 
   We got closer and closer. All that time, I could see the deer and knew exactly where to aim. But I didn’t have the bow and arrow; Jordan’s father did. At times, I was tempted to take it away from him and shoot the deer myself, but I knew I wasn’t good at shooting. It wouldn’t make any sense.
 
   So here we were, one of us was a skilled archer but couldn’t see far enough, and the other, me, saw perfectly in the dark but wasn’t able to shoot a single arrow. It frustrated me. I was tired and hungry and this hunting thing wasn’t going anywhere. As I kept telling him where to aim, he continued asking me what to aim for, since he didn’t see anything further than a few feet ahead of him. I wondered if there was perhaps some way to hand him my abilities or to learn archery so we could have more success in the future. But that would take hours of practice, and there was no way I could make him see in the dark that far.
 
   After a while, I had enough. I walked over, snatched the arrow from his hand, and turned around.
 
   What happened then, was the beginning of my path to my goal in life: To find my own kind.
 
   POOOOF!
 
   I teleported next to the deer and stabbed the arrow in its butt. The deer screamed in pain and died instantly.
 
   I was shocked.
 
   How did I do this?
 
   I just teleported to the deer without thinking… or… well, at least I thought of going there, but I didn’t know what else I could have done to make it happen.
 
   “Edward!” Jordan and his dad shouted. “Where are you?”
 
   “I’m over here!” I shouted back.
 
   Within seconds, they arrived at the spot I was at and looked with big eyes at my hunting prey, lying on the ground.
 
   “Is it dead?” Jordan asked.
 
   “It sure is,” I said proudly.
 
   “How did you get over here so quickly?” Jordan’s dad asked me.
 
   “I have no idea,” I said. “It seems like I teleported, but I’ve never done that before, so I am still figuring out how it works.”
 
   “You are great, little Enderman,” Jordan’s father said as he hit me on the back and smiled. “We will have deer for dinner tomorrow. You are invited to come over and eat.”
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_2__Caves]Entry 2: Caves and Mineshafts
 
    
 
   After discovering my teleporting ability, I was eager to practice and become better at it. Don’t get me wrong: Seeing in the dark is great, but teleporting was awesome! However, I didn’t have it under control very well. I failed to teleport most times that I really wanted to.
 
   I trained by power by focusing hard on a location I wanted to transport my body to. Sometimes it worked, but I got distracted too often. Soft sounds, gushes of winds, chirping crickets… everything got my mind sidetracked. I just couldn’t do it. It had to be luck, I thought.
 
   I will tell you of two instances that I was happy that it worked, besides from the hunting experience that is.
 
   The first time after the encounter with the deer, it worked when I wanted to teleport to a distant cave. The cave was impossible to reach from just walking up the rocky mountain. The steep stone walls prevented anyone without extreme climbing skills to get there. I was more curious than ever to find out what was up there. My desire was strong. The concentration was there. I closed my eyes and…
 
   Pooof!
 
   I stood on the edge of the rocks, far above the ground, in front of the dark cave. This was going to be fun!
 
   I took a deep breath and enjoyed the view from the high altitude. Not long after that, I turned around and walked into the cave. It was dark and spooky. I loved it. Being able to see in the dark, my brains analyzed every moving creature in there. I didn’t see much except for some bats. They didn’t do anything to me. They just hung there, comfortable in their obscure habitat. I kind of felt like them, enjoying the dark, remote place away from the world. I’m sure that if I had been an animal, I would have been a bat.
 
   I fumbled through the dark and turned on my sixth sense by looking ahead. Nobody was there. I liked being alone for a moment. But I soon came to realize that I wasn’t alone at all. After several minutes of silence, I heard an awful noise.
 
   “Gggggrrrrrr!”
 
   It sounded like a growl from a predator or something. Whatever it was, it sounded like it was going to eat me. I hid for a moment, hoping it would just pass me by, but it didn’t. The sound came closer and closer.
 
   “Gggggrrrr!”
 
   I heard it again. It wasn’t going to go away. I stood there, with my back against the wall and holding my breath. It was scary. I didn’t even know where the snarling noise was coming from, nor who or what was making it. Slowly and subtle, I turned my head around the corner of the wall I was standing against. I got startled. I was incredibly scared, because at that second, I was only a few inches away, looking into the eyes of a big bear who was bending over and looking angry. He showed his sharp canines, which had most likely cut through numerous pieces of meat from his preys.
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   “Waaaaah!” I yelled, running for my life towards the entrance of the cave. The bear didn’t hesitate and followed me, anticipating to devour his midday snack. But I wasn’t going to be his meal. I was determined to extend my life beyond this cave.
 
   Snap!
 
   He bit in my direction and barely missed my leg as I was jumping from wall to wall, swiftly rabbit, using my athletic abilities and powers to see in the dark to find my way out.
 
   There it was… the entrance. A little longer and I would be saved from this monstrous creature. But he was approaching and I had nowhere to go except down. I looked into the abyss, looked back, looked down again, turned my head and saw my enemy approaching faster.
 
   This was it.
 
   I had to do this.
 
   I closed my eyes and jumped off the cliff. In the air, my heart pounded more rapidly, my senses sharpened. I thought I was going to die, but in a split of a second, I remember the skill I had developed to teleport. I just hadn’t fully developed it yet, but now would be a good time to use it, I thought. I concentrated as hard as I could and tried not to think about the solid floor I was going to land on if it wouldn’t work.
 
   “Please let me be home, let me be home,” I thought as I whispered the words to myself.
 
   Pooooof!
 
   What happened? Was I dead? No. I felt alive. I took a glance in my new location. I was home! It worked! Okay, no more caves for now, especially not the ones with big, hairy bears in them. What else would be a fun, dark hiding spot? I thought for a minute again and I got an idea: A mineshaft! Mineshafts were dark; they were often deserted and full of interesting rocks and things to explore.
 
   So out I went, on my way to find a mineshaft. It took me about an hour before I came across one, just outside of town, dead and deserted as I had predicted. From the signs it appeared as if there hadn’t been a single soul in it since ten years ago.
 
   “Perfect,” I thought as concentrated hard and tried to see if I could teleport inside.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_3__Water]Entry 3: Water
 
    
 
   Poooof!
 
   I appeared in the mineshaft, just as I had hoped. This teleporting thing was becoming very handy. I walked deeper into the mine, passing a broken cart, used for transporting rocks and valuable gems in the old days. I noticed some glimmering objects with my night vision and I thought I saw a rat disappear into a hole in the stony wall. 
 
   Stalactites and stalagmites decorated the dark view. It was beautiful to observe during my hike into the hollow depth of the mineshaft. I enjoyed the décor for about twenty minutes until I heard the sound of flowing water.
 
   For your information, Endermen literally HATE water! They can’t stand it; they don’t even want to touch it or come near it. I don’t know why, but the same was true for me. I already got the creeps by hearing the water run from a tranquil waterfall I discovered moments later in the cave. There was no threat, but the image of wetness gave me the shivers.
 
   So yes, there it was: A little waterfall flowing through the mine and leading into a stronger current that could drag any human or Enderman down into confusion and claustrophobia. No, thank you. I was going to leave this place immediately.
 
   Only seconds after I decided to do so, however, I tripped over a rock on the path to the exit. It hurt my toe, and with my knee I bumped into another rock, scraping the surface of my poor limbs. But that still was neglectable if only it hadn’t set more events in motion. The rock bumped into another rock, which was blocking the current and preventing it from spreading. Nonetheless, with the rock being removed, I watched in terror as the water began to spread throughout the mineshaft like a wild fire (but the opposite, because it was water, not fire… anyway…)
 
   I ran away in fear, hoping to reach the part where the mineshaft would lead me outside. For a few minutes I ran as fast as my legs could carry me.
 
   “There!” I said.
 
   “Wait a minute. This exit is blocked. How did I get in here in the first place? Was it blocked before or did someone just recently put this boulder in front of it?”
 
   Then I remembered.
 
   I never came into this mineshaft naturally in the first place.
 
   I was able to bypass the boulder by teleporting.
 
   This was terrible! How was I going to get out? Oh, okay, by teleporting of course. But what if it wouldn’t work this time?
 
   I looked behind me and dreaded the flowing water, which was now coming closer and closer. Great. First I was trying to run away from a bear… now it was water. If there was one way I didn’t want to die it would be by drowning. I’d rather be eaten by a bear.
 
   The water was really close now. I touched it.
 
   “Aaaarghh! It’s so wet!” I yelled in horror. “I hate this stuff!”
 
   There was nothing I could do though. I pushed against the boulder, but it wouldn’t budge. I tried to teleport to the other side, but it was to no avail. I was stuck, and the water level was rising by the minute. It wasn’t long before I had to hold my breath and dive under water to look for a way out. Some water was seeping through the cracks, but the cracks were way too small for me to go through. 
 
   This was it.
 
   I was done for. 
 
   Goodbye, cruel world! 
 
   I didn’t think I would exit this world by drowning. At that moment I supposed there would be a special place in Ender Heaven for those how have drowned by water. I couldn’t hold my breath much longer, but I thought of giving it one more try. I focused, I squinted my eyes, then closed them, and I thought of any place… any place… outside that mineshaft.
 
   No. It didn’t work. Farewell now…
 
   Pooooof!
 
   Ha!
 
   Ha-ha! I was so happy! I was gone from that yucky wetness! I didn’t care that the mine had been clogged with water and was now overflowing into the nearby green hills. I was saved. No more water. But my luck ran out.
 
   Bombrombom!
 
   A tempest? A storm? Are you kidding me? Before I knew it, it was pouring rain; with a disappointed face, I ventured home and accepted the harsh reality I found myself in. This world was full of water, whether it was in the sky, in a mineshaft, or some disgusting river. Oh well… don’t even think I took a shower that night. Yuck!
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_4__Quit]Entry 4: Quit Staring
 
    
 
   When people stared at me or provoked me, I made a loud, lengthy noise with my mouth open and attack. It’s just an instinct. I don’t like it when people stare at me. They can come close, but when they have this penetrating gaze in their eyes, it feels like they’re judging me.
 
   It happened in the school hallway not too long ago. There were a few dozen children walking around because the bell had rang and it was in between classes. We all had a few minutes to grab one or two items from our lockers and head to the next classroom, with a new teacher and a new subject.
 
   It was as one of the girls couldn’t keep her eyes off me, and in a bad way, not a lovey, romantic one. She looked at me like I was from a different planet or something. Maybe I am. I don’t know. But that was not the point. The main reason I don’t like it is because I don’t know what they are thinking, although you can see them having a hundred different thoughts.
 
   “What are you looking at?” I sneered at the girl across the hallway. 
 
   I could just feel her glare from twenty feet away. It made me feel uncomfortable. She turned the other way and started whispering to her friends, who snickered and looked at me as soon as she said something while pointing in my direction.
 
   “What? You’ve never seen an Enderman before?” I asked.
 
   “Hey, take it easy, buddy. They’re just girls,” a voice behind me said.
 
   When I looked behind me, some popular guy was trying to tell me I was a hothead.
 
   “Besides,” he continued, “You are pretty hideous. You can’t deny that. Maybe you already knew that but didn’t want to face the truth.”
 
   I was boiling. Where did this arrogant kid find the guts to stand up to me like that? I never offended him, and yet he was here in front of me insulting me and laughing like the annoying girls in the corner. I couldn’t take it anymore. At moments like those, I just blow up (not literally) and let my instincts take over.
 
   I stormed at him and began head-butting him, throwing him against the lockers behind him. Two other boys jumped on me and joined the fight, protecting their friend as his little minions.
 
   I can’t really say whether or not I won the fight. In the end, I feel like they threw a few lucky punches but I had damaged them more than they had harmed me. However, I was the one appearing in the principal’s office swallowing an unnecessary lecture about conduct, school policies, and more completely boring topics.
 
   But then it happened. The person I met after school changed my life. It was a total turnaround from that point on. The tantrums would never reoccur and my character would be shaped and refined. 
 
   On the other side of the school, under a large tree, I saw another Enderman.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_5__Training]Entry 5: Training
 
    
 
   He waved at me, the Enderman, beckoning me to come near. I followed his silent request and moved towards the tree. He was a lot larger, more like an adult, a real man. He looked like me but more mature and bigger. He was just as black though, and it seemed right there and then that he was the only one who understood me.
 
   “The name is Andy,” he said. “What’s your name, young Enderman?”
 
   “It’s Edward.”
 
   “Well, Edward, that over there was an interesting display of uncontrolled rage and immature emotions. Would you please explain to me what happened?”
 
   “I didn’t mean any harm, but my gut feeling told me I was being judged,” I said.
 
   “So?” he asked.
 
   “Doesn’t that say something? They were laughing and staring at me! It was totally irritating!”
 
   “And how do you feel now?” Andy asked.
 
   “Still a little annoyed,” I said. “And perhaps a little stupid for not controlling my rage.”
 
   “Exactly,” Andy said. “And you will never feel good enough about yourself until you start doing that.”
 
   “Doing what?”
 
   “Controlling your emotions of course. Follow me. You have lots to learn. My home is not too far from here. I’ll guide you there if that’s okay.”
 
   “Sure,” I said.
 
   On the way to his house, he gave me lots of advice, but it didn’t feel like an unneeded lecture, like earlier. This guy understood me; he comprehended the challenges I was trying to face and the hardships I had to cope with, because he was the same. His sympathy for me was even larger because he had the same powers and abilities as I did.
 
   “We have a special gift, Edward,” he said. “Endermen have the ability to see in the dark and to teleport. You’ve already experienced that, I presume. But now the challenge is to control yourself and find inner peace. You have to reach deep inside of yourself and find your worth. If you know who you are and what you are capable of, you won’t be turned off by a little staring or a few judgmental kids who don’t know you.”
 
   “I understand,” I said. “Can you teach me how?”
 
   “That’s precisely what I planned to do, young Enderman,” he said with a smile.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_6__Teleport]Entry 6: Teleport
 
    
 
   Andy’s yard looked beautiful. He had vagrant flowers in the corners, columns and statues adorning the middle, which was paved with grey tiles, and blossoming trees were everywhere, shedding their white and pink leaves as the wind blew against them. I noticed he took great care of it. It must have taken a lot of work.
 
   “We will start with the block training,” Andy said. “Just pick up the block over there and take it to the other side of the yard.”
 
   “Piece of cake,” I thought, walking to the block he pointed at. But as I tried to pick it up, I had to correct myself. It was way too heavy. I couldn’t do it. I tried and tried, making sure I wouldn’t give up too easily in front of this master Enderman. But no matter how many times I exerted myself, I just couldn’t lift the stupid block.
 
   “Impossible, isn’t it?” Andy said laughingly. “This stuff is pure gold. It is heavier than anything else I know of. Nobody I know personally has ever been able to lift this.”
 
   “Then why are you making me try it?” I asked.
 
   “Because you are an Enderman. And as such, you need to understand that your ability to teleport distinguishes you from the rest. You can do things that others can’t. Your power doesn’t just let you teleport but also allows you to teleport blocks to a different realm. Here, I will demonstrate. Watch me trying to lift up this block like you did.”
 
   Andy lifted, started sweating, and made growling noises as if he was using all his strength. His face turned red and it looked intense, but his efforts failed miserably.
 
   “See? I cannot do it either. Now watch this,” he said.
 
   He placed his arms underneath the golden block and teleported to the other side of the yard within a fraction of a second. The block teleported with him and it seemed as if he had to put little effort into all of it.
 
   “Wow! How did you do that?” I asked.
 
   “The mind is stronger than the body. It doesn’t matter how big or little you are. What matters is what happens in here,” he said, pointing at his brains. “Come over here and try the same thing. Just transport it back to the spot where we started and you’ll see how easy it can be.”
 
   I ran towards him and got excited. This was going to be fun! It was amazing what Andy just did, and I was enthusiastic to learn the same skill. I put my arms underneath it, lifted, and thought of teleporting…
 
   Nothing happened.
 
   Bummer.
 
   “Now what?” I asked. “Why couldn’t I do it? I did what you did.”
 
   “No, you didn’t,” he said. “It looks like you did what I did. What you did with your body is exactly the same thing I did. Yes. You are right about that. But what happened in your mind was completely different. What were you thinking about?”
 
   “Just about teleporting to that spot over there with this block of gold. Nothing more.”
 
   “That’s what I mean. How did you feel when you thought about that?” he asked.
 
   “I don’t know. I just wanted to do it. That’s all. I was going to make an attempt and then wait and see if it would happen.”
 
   He rolled his eyes and sighed. Then he put his arm around my shoulder and started his brief lecture.
 
   “You will never be able to do it with that attitude, kid. First, you have to believe you can do it. You need to believe in yourself as well as in the possibility of succeeding. You have to block out all negative thoughts and doubts, all criticism from the past, and see yourself as greater than the tiny being you appear to be. If you can muster a little belief in yourself, you can accomplish more than you imagined before.”
 
   “Makes sense,” I said.
 
   “But that’s not all,” he continued. “Believing in yourself isn’t the only thing you need to work on. You also must know the reason why you are doing it. If you have sufficient reason to do the task, then create an inner will, a burning desire to this, feeling the pain of the hypothetical situation of failure. Understood?”
 
   “Yes, I do.”
 
   “Good. Now let me help you a little with becoming more motivated by telling you what’s going on.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_7__Control]Entry 7: Control
 
    
 
   Andy suddenly got very serious. Actually… what am I talking about? It was like he was always serious. But this time, he looked straight at me and made sure I paid attention. I think I even saw some emotion as I listened to his words.
 
   “There is a realm,” he began. “It’s a realm full of Endermen, like you and me. They call it ‘The End.’ Hundreds of Endermen live there in harmony. It’s a great place, where all our needs are taken care of, like darkness and less social pressure, and all the foods and means necessary to keep us alive. But there is one problem.”
 
   “And what is that?” I asked.
 
   “The entrance is blocked. They don’t know about it. There are numerous exits, and they are all blocked, but there is one that is penetrable. We are able to get rid of the rocks blocking it. All we need to do, is teleport the blocks and materials out of the way.”
 
   “Doesn’t sound too hard,” I said.
 
   “And yet it is,” Andy continued. “The blocks are all made of this gold material. There is no way we can lift them, as you’ve already concluded from your experience with this small block of gold.”
 
   “Then we’ll just teleport them out. You just said so yourself that it’s the only way to do it.”
 
   “I know,” he said. “But it’s too much… too big to do it by myself. I have been trying for years, Edward. I think it’s just one of those times when we have to combine efforts and increase our teleporting power that way.”
 
   “Okay. So I’ll help,” I said.
 
   “Thank you, Edward. That was the answer I was waiting for. Let’s continue your training. It will take more for you to become powerful enough to help me out with this… much more.”
 
   That was about the last thing we said to each other in a while, because after that, he insisted that I would train night and day teleporting the block of gold to the other side of the yard. Sometimes it worked, sometimes not. I wasn’t too sure why I didn’t succeed all the time. Maybe something was still lacking in my self-confidence or my character or something. 
 
   But anyway, the training was hard. I had to focus all day and sometimes even late into the evening. Andy was a strict trainer. He made me exercise, meditate, and resist temptation by holding food in front of me without giving it to me. He encouraged me at times, but most times, he was just calm and patient with my slow progress. It took a lot out of me. He was right. Sometimes I doubted if I would ever find the strength to consistently remove a heavy object like that.
 
   “You’re almost there,” I heard him say after a week of training. “You’re just lacking one thing.”
 
   “What do I still lack?” I asked.
 
   “Let’s go to town and find out if you do. I’m not sure, but something is telling me you will find the answer to your problem there.”
 
   I didn’t know I still had a problem. I mean, I thought I was doing great. Nothing was wrong, right? But there was…
 
   We went to a store and bought some food, along with some training items and a little snack. I walked out of the store, following in Andy’s footsteps, until I heard a voice close to me. It was a guy from school. Again, I don’t know why, but I hate it when people stare at me. And this boy wasn’t just staring at me; he was making silly faces at me too. I couldn’t take it. I couldn’t resist. I just felt the anger inside of me. I wanted to punch him and attack him so much! Still I kept it under control for a while; it was eating at me so fast that I became anxious and started shaking a little. The boy was still looking weird at me, ON PURPOSE! Oh, how much I wanted to damage that annoying brat… I couldn’t hold it in anymore… it was too much! I leaned backwards, ready to run forward at high speed, but suddenly…
 
   Poooof!
 
   Andy appeared in front of me.
 
   “What are you doing?” he asked.
 
   “I just can’t take it anymore,” I said. “I have to kill that little brat… well, not literally kill, but you know what I mean.”
 
   “This is what you lack,” he said calmly.
 
   Then it daunted on me: The one thing I was lacking was self-control. If I could just master my anger, I would be able to liberate my thoughts and fully focus on teleportation. This was the one thing I still had to learn. I took a deep breath.
 
   “Okay,” I said. “I understand now. I think I am ready to concentrate on my teleportations now.”
 
   Andy smiled.
 
   “Almost,” he said. “The only thing left, is to test it.”
 
   “Huh? What do you mean?”
 
   But before I could say another word, Andy already turned around and yelled at the boy in the corner of the street, “Come here and dare make those faces in front of us, wimp!”
 
   “Andy, what are you doing?” I asked softly.
 
   “Remember,” he said. “Complete control. I believe in you, Edward.”
 
   The boy came within a few feet distance and stuck his tongue at me. He made weird noises, called me dumb and stupid, danced around me like a chicken, pushed me over, and told me how ugly and depressing I looked.
 
   I didn’t move a muscle, not even the muscles in my face. I just stood there. I was calm. I controlled myself. I didn’t say a word back. When he pinched my arm, I just took it.
 
   “Why don’t you do something back? Come on! Face me!” he said tauntingly.
 
   I didn’t say a word. I concentrated.
 
   “Weirdo, weirdo, dark and dreary weirdo,” the little bully kept repeating.
 
   Poooof!
 
   I vanished. I am sure he was shocked, but I didn’t know and I didn’t care. All I knew was that at that moment, I stood in Andy’s big yard, with the block of gold in front of me. I bent over, put my arms underneath it, and teleported it to the other side without hesitating.
 
   Pooof!
 
   It wasn’t long before I heard another “poof” right next to me.
 
   “You did it, Edward!” he said. “You are ready to help me out. Together, we can free the other Endermen.”
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   Before we knew it, we ended up on the edge of a mountain. He was right. There were a lot of golden blocks there, all preventing anyone from going in or out of the cave.
 
   “Hold on a minute,” I said. “If they can teleport, then why don’t they just teleport out of the cave?”
 
   “Clever boy,” he said. “They don’t know what’s out here. Most of those Endermen have grown up in the cave, knowing of none other place. They are happy. It’s great there, but they aren’t able to live freely or expand their boundaries. Most of what we’re doing is just making them familiar with the outside world, so that they know what’s out here.”
 
   “Then why didn’t you just teleport to them?” I asked.
 
   “You’re just full of questions today, aren’t you?” he said laughingly. “Well, I guess it should all make sense. I’ll tell you why. You see, I could teleport to them and tell them of the outside world, but to them, it means nothing. They have to see it first in order to teleport over there. So I could teleport there and back, but it wouldn’t accomplish anything. I couldn’t take them with me. That’s why the best way to open their eyes, is to remove the blockage from the entrance.”
 
   “I get it,” I said. “That way, they can walk out and see it for themselves.”
 
   “Yes. Now, will you help me get rid of all this gold?”
 
   “Of course,” I said.
 
   Then we just stood there, closing our eyes and focusing on the blocks ahead of us. We both took a deep breath and placed our arms underneath the ruins and huge boulders blocking the entrance.
 
   “On three,” And whispered.
 
   “One… two… three!”
 
   Paying attention to the blocks and nothing else, we teleported to a distant tree. We opened our eyes and discovered that we had managed to pull away some of the golden blocks.
 
   “Again,” Andy said. “This is working. If we keep this up, we should be done within a reasonable time period.”
 
   We kept at it. We went back and forth, carrying rocks and blocks away from the entrance. Eventually, we came to the last of them. Together, we joined forces and took away every single block.
 
   “Let’s meet your new friends,” Andy said with a smile.
 
   He was right about The End. It was a beautiful, obscure cave, spacious and wide. As far as the eye could see—only an eye that could see in the dark that is—there were dark tunnels and open spaces. I loved it right away.
 
   Everything went well after that. I met hundreds of Endermen with the same teleporting abilities, learning of their adventures in the cave. Andy and I took a lot of them outside and showed them their possibilities. It didn’t take long or all the “trapped” Endermen were able and motivated to teleport all over the world. Their eyes had been opened, and they could explore more than they had ever imagined before. 
 
   Of course I often stayed in the cave. It was a safe, comfortable place for any Enderman. I finally felt like I belonged. The other Endermen were friendly and helpful. It was a great spot that I would treasure for the rest of my life. But every once in a while, I went back to the village, the mountains, and even the cave with the bear, just for fun, and just to use my teleporting abilities.
 
    
 
    
 
   THE END
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Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
   I take reviews seriously and always look at them. This way, you are helping me provide you better content that you will LOVE in the future. A review doesn’t have to be long, just one or two sentences and a number of stars you find appropriate (hopefully 5 of course). 
 
   Also, if I think your review is useful, I will mark it as “helpful.” This will help you become more known on Amazon as a decent reviewer, and will ensure that more authors will contact you with free e-books in the future. This is how we can help each other.
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   Have you ever wondered what goes through the mind of an Endermite, one of those weird little creatures in the Minecraft games that you just can’t put your finger on?
 
   In this book, you can find out about the thoughts and feelings of an Endermite who didn’t know his name. Because he didn’t remember his name, he was confused about his identity, which made him very grouchy. In the deep jaws of the Nether, he will have to look for a magical object which can help him find his way home. 
 
   I won’t spoil the rest. You’ll just have to see what else he is up to in this adventurous story told by none other than the Endermite himself.
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   Hi, my name is… well, I don’t remember my name. That’s just the whole dilemma. I am an Endermite. In case you don’t know what that is: It’s a little creatures which spawns from crystals and such. Endermen are always trying to get rid of us, but we always find ways to escape their evil clutches. It’s quite hilarious actually, because none of them ever seem to catch us.
 
   Have you ever tried to catch a mouse or a cockroach? They’re fast, aren’t they? That’s kind of what it’s like for those Endermen. Anyway, I don’t intend on talking much about them. They’re not very intelligent if you ask me. So let’s leave it at that.
 
   In this diary, I will tell you how I found my purpose and my family. I wasn’t always with them, you know. I was all by myself. I hated it. It was a lonely life. The reason why I didn’t have anyone to be with, was because I had amnesia, which basically is the same as a deficiency in the brain that causes memory loss.
 
   I remembered how to walk around, how to make things, how to write, or talk, or sing. I could remember all that, but for some odd reason, I forgot who I was. My name was lost. Let me tell you about my day in the woods.
 
   “Who are you?” some other Endermite asked me when I passed their house in a tree trunk.
 
   “What’s it to you?” I asked. “Who are you?”
 
   “We are the Evans. We’ve lived here since ten years ago. Where do you live?”
 
   “I don’t ask you what color underwear you like best, do I? Mind your own business,” I sneered.
 
   You see, not having a name made me doubt myself. I got grumpy when people asked about it. It was just another confirmation that nobody cared. Of course that wasn’t really true, but I had just lost my family.
 
   The woods were full of Endermites. Just like aunts, they lived in groups, thousands of them. You could find them in tree trunks, like I mentioned before, but also in holes in the ground, under bushes, in moss, tall grass, and many other locations that provided a safe place to hide. Between those many Endermites, I had a hard time finding anyone I recognized.
 
   That day was a dreadful day… oh yeah, let me explain. It was the day I lost my memory and therefore, my family. I had a name once, and a last name too. But my family had been separated.
 
   It was raining that morning. As usual, we didn’t go outside much, but this time, it was like we were being flushed out of our homes. The storm was heavy, there were rain and hail, lighting and thunder. A thick fog covered most of the forest, and the water filled up holes and gaps everywhere. The other Endermites called it a “monsoon.” At the time, I didn’t realize what that word meant, but now I have been robbed of my innocence. Monsoons can be terrible. On that day, it meant so much rain that the forest flooded and the water came at least ten feet high. Okay, maybe six or seven feet. My point is that it was flowing heavily and going everywhere.
 
   “Hold on!” my mom shouted at us as we were hiding behind a tree from the waves.
 
   “It’s coming, mom!” my sister said.
 
   “We’ll drown!” my brother yelled.
 
   “I’m going to help your father up and then he can lift you up, so you can be safe on the branches of this tree like us,” she said.
 
   Mom was brave. She had climbed up one of the high branches and reached for my dad to come up too. After some pulling, she succeeded and my dad ran towards us. I was in between my brother and sister and was terrified.
 
   “Grab my tail!” my dad said as he reached for my two siblings.
 
   They got a hold of his tail and reached the branch he was on. But I wasn’t so lucky.
 
   I missed.
 
   I couldn’t grab his tail.
 
   Instead, I was swept away by the incoming wave until I hit another tree. I heard my parents call my name in the distance, hoping for me to swim or jump back.
 
   ”Mom, dad!” I yelled.
 
   But it was too late. I had already been pulled away so far by the current that I my parents disappeared out of sight. I was tossed back and forth by the water, thinking it wouldn’t be too much longer until I would drown.
 
   BANG!
 
   I hit a tree. My head hurt. However, I was still conscious and fighting the dangerous streams of water. I kept my face above the water so I could breathe, but every so often, I would be swept under and was forced to catch my breath again after reaching the surface.
 
   BANG!
 
   A branch hit my head.
 
   This was it.
 
   It was over.
 
   I couldn’t remember much after that. They said I had been out for hours. When I woke up, I saw three Endermites who had carried me out of the water after the branch hit my head. They took care of me and made sure I could recover.
 
   But I had forgotten my origin. I didn’t know where I came from, and when they asked me, I wasn’t able to tell them anything.
 
   That is the sad story of how I lost my name… and my family.
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   There I was. I was lost. And I knew nothing better to do than to mope around for a few days. My rescuers had already left me, seeing that I was okay. I understood. It was okay; they had others to attend to. The whole forest was a mess after the monsoon. I’m sure I wasn’t the only one who lost a family member or friend. But I doubted anyone else lost their name. I was really upset, because I wasn’t even able to find them for that reason. How could I find the Endermites I was looking for if I didn’t know their names? I didn’t even know my own.
 
   The water level had lowered. The ground was safe to walk upon. I realized that I had been living in a tree for a few days, not just in there, but just on the branches. That was my first time sleeping on branches. Glad I didn’t fall off.
 
   “Hey, buddy. What are you doing up there?” an Endermite from beneath asked me.
 
   “Just waking up from a long night’s rest,” I said.
 
   “You were sleeping up there?” he asked in disbelief.
 
   “Sure, nothing better than a comfy tree branch to keep you from drowning in the currents of a monsoon,” I said.
 
   “Well, it’s okay now. Why don’t you come down?”
 
   He was right. Why not? I jumped from branch to branch until I hit the soil the tree was in. He introduced himself.
 
   “My name is Hogan,” he said. “What’s yours?”
 
   “I don’t know,” I admitted.
 
   “Mm… awkward name. Never heard that one before,” he mumbled. “Okay, Idownow, where are you from?”
 
   “No,” I corrected him. “My name is not Idownow. I said that because I literally don’t know my own name. I have amnesia. I forgot my name and my family’s name. So sorry, but I can’t tell you where I’m from either. I have lived in this forest all my life, but where exactly, I am not sure.”
 
   “That’s horrible!” Hogan said with a great sense of drama. “I would hate to be alone. I come home to my family each day. Let me help you look for them.”
 
   “Well, how am I ever going to find them if I don’t know their names, nor my own?” I asked.
 
   “Let me take care of that. I always find a solution. Trust me,” he said with a smile on his face. “For now, we have to call you something. How about Dopey?”
 
   “I don’t like Dopey,” I said.
 
   “Well, Mopey then,” he suggested.
 
   “I don’t like that one either. Let me think. What’s a cool name? Aha! Skookum!”
 
   “Skookum? Where did you get that idea?”
 
   “I don’t know, but it sounds strong and powerful. Could you call me Skookum until I find my original name?”
 
   “Sure, no problem. Now, let’s find someone who knows what to do about this.”
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   “Mom,” Hogan called after guiding me to his parents’ home. “Where are you?”
 
   We stepped inside. The house was a hole in the ground, nothing more. It was somewhat polished by Hogan’s dad, who had made the edges smooth and had provided an interesting looking entrance.
 
   “I’m in here!” his mom shouted back.
 
   We went into their main living space and said “hi” to Hogan’s siblings. They were very friendly and they listened to my story.
 
   “You know, we have lost some friends in the monsoon too,” Hogan’s mom said. “I hope we’ll see them back sometime. I am just glad we were able to stick together as a family. But what you’re telling me is awful. I think I know just the person who can help you.”
 
   “Can I go with him, mom? Can I?” Hogan asked.
 
   “Just don’t do anything stupid,” his mom said. “You know what we taught you to stay away from danger, don’t you?”
 
   “Yes, mom.”
 
   “Good,” Hogan’s mother continued. “On the other side of this forest, there is a wise old lady Endermite. She knows a lot. Sometimes I think she knows everything. Seek her out, and she’ll tell you if there is a cure for this memory loss of yours. Her name is Endra. She lives in the tree in the shape of a heart. You’ll recognize it when you see it. Take this with you. It’s your lunch. Take care now.”
 
   She handed Hogan a little bag with food. He grabbed it and gave his mother a hug. After that, we went into the direction she told us.
 
   The journey was enjoyable, and by keeping each other company, Hogan and I got to know a lot about each other’s interests and backgrounds. We leapt over roots, crawled under bushes, and jumped in puddles for fun. The splashing of the water caused us to get a little overexcited as we discovered that one of the puddles didn’t consist of much water at all.
 
   It was soul sand!
 
   Oh, if only we had paid more attention. Everybody know that Endermites are allergic to soul sand. What is soul sand? It’s kind of like quick sand, but worse. As Endermites, we only have to touch it before it makes our skin itch. Not only that, but soul sand, like quick sand, sucks Endermites down and makes them drown in the soil.
 
   I got stuck and so did Hogan. Slowly, we were drifting down to our grave.
 
   Now what?
 
   How were we going to get out of this? Neither of us had a clue.
 
   “Grab on to that plant over there,” Hogan suggested.
 
   I tried. I really tried, but with no luck. The plant broke and we were sinking as time went by.
 
   “Whaaa! I don’t want to die!” Hogan cried. “I am too young. I was going to be an Endermite superstar and impress the Endermite girls. I was going to be a sports hero and a benefactor to society.”
 
   “Now, now. Just calm down. Didn’t you tell me you always find a solution?” I said.
 
   He thought for a moment.
 
   “You’re right,” he said. “I am the solution king. I always come up with something.”
 
   “Like the plant,” I said with a skeptic face.
 
   “Yes, the plant. But that didn’t work. It’s okay. Let’s see here... how about that rock over there?”
 
   “You are thinking about holding onto a rock?” I asked cynically.
 
   “Of course. If I just… okay, maybe not. Then the rock will just drop into the soul sand. How about the bird?”
 
   “The bird? What bird?”
 
   I looked behind me. Hogan was right. There was a bird there. It was an ugly, white and black magpie with evil eyes, glancing at the trees in the woods and hoping for something to munch on.
 
   “Are you sure that wicked fowl will help us?” I asked. “It doesn’t look too friendly to me.”
 
   “Of course,” Hogan said. “Don’t worry. I got it all under control. Hey birdie!”
 
   The giant magpie flew to the area next to the puddle of soul sand. It raised its eyebrows as if it had never seen such a scene before: Two Endermites stuck in the soul sand.
 
   “Khooroo! What do you want, little worm?” it asked.
 
   “I am not a worm, I am an Ender… oh never mind. Can you get us out of here?”
 
   “Khooroo! And why would I do that? There’s nothing in it for me,” the magpie said.
 
   “Oh, but there is. Something special, just for you,” Hogan said.
 
   “Clever Hogan,” I thought. “He really knows how to manipulate others into giving him what he wants.”
 
   “So what is it?” the magpie asked.
 
   “I’m not going to tell you until you pull us out.”
 
   “How do I know it’s worth it then?” the magpie asked. “Fine. I’ll pull you out, but it better be good.”
 
   With that said, the magpie leaned over and pulled us out one by one. We were all itchy, of course, because of that nasty soul sand. Ughh… hopefully we’ll never have to deal with that substance again, and I was anxious to have that itching feeling be gone.
 
   “Well? What is the surprise? Give me my reward,” the magpie demanded.
 
   “Here it is,” Hogan said, handing him the lunch bag he got from his mother.
 
   The magpie looked disappointed.
 
   “That’s it?” he asked. “That’s not bird food. I hate that stuff. Give me something else.”
 
   “We don’t have anything else,” I said, trying to gain his sympathy.
 
   “Great. I wasted my strength again,” the magpie said. “I guess I should have known I wouldn’t get anything out of this. But then again, I could just eat you two. You look rather scrumptious, little worms.”
 
   He stepped forward and looked straight at us.
 
   “I told you we were not wo…” Hogan started, until I interrupted him.
 
   “Forget that, Hogan. Let’s get out of here!” I said as I slithered into the opposite direction.
 
   Hogan followed me. We both crawled away from the magpie, which was pursuing us and making scary sounds.
 
   “Khooroo! Khooroo! I will have you for breakfast!”
 
   We were ahead of him, but the magpie was gaining on us. Scared and afraid but still crawling, I said, “Jump!” after which we leaped over a mushroom, slid underneath a thistle and disappeared in a bush with flowers.
 
   “Sshhh… it can’t see us here,” I whispered.
 
   We waited as we watched the magpie from a distance, searching for us and continuing to make noises. After five minutes or so, however, we heard another sound.
 
   “Pppsssssshhh!”
 
   What was that? I didn’t have the guts to look yet, because I wanted to make sure the magpie was gone first.
 
   “Khooroo! Khooroo! Get away from me! Khooroo!”
 
   Some white smoke came out of nowhere, blowing the magpie away and scaring it to death. After a few struggles with the smoke and failing to resist the strong wind, the magpie got disoriented and flew away.
 
   “You can come out now,” we heard. “It’s safe. The bird won’t be back.”
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   It was the old Endermite lady who had chased the hungry magpie away. She looked pretty smart indeed, and I assumed she was at least a hundred years old, but that was just a guess.
 
   “You can come out now,” she said again.
 
   We came out and discovered that we were in front of her little house.
 
   “That magpie won’t do you any harm. Come inside and have a cup of tea,” she said, pointing her finger to her home.
 
   Her house looked warm and cozy. It was amazing that she actually had a little home, made out of wood and tiny bricks, with windows and a chimney. Curtains were hanging in front of her windows and there was a little red door we all crawled through. The interior was decorated with red and green items, tables, chairs, and painted walls.
 
   “Nice place you have here,” I said.
 
   “I’m glad you like it,” she answered. “Make yourselves at home.”
 
   She gave us something to eat, Endermite food of course, and inquired about our business.
 
   “What brings you here?”
 
   “I forgot my name. For now, I am called Skookum, but that’s not my real name,” I said honestly.
 
   “And how did that happen?” she asked.
 
   “The monsoon,” I said briefly.
 
   “No more need to explain,” she said. “I understand. You probably got swept away by the current and hit something, and now your brain is damaged, causing amnesia, or fragmented memory loss. Do you remember your family’s names?”
 
   “No, and that’s the problem.”
 
   “I see,” she said. She had to think for a few minutes. Then she went another room. We sat there, looking at each other and wondering what she was doing. After a while, she came back with a piece of paper.
 
   “This is it,” the wise, old Endermite said. “This is what you have to find to get your name back.”
 
   “But you already have it. So we don’t have to find it anymore, right?” Hogan said.
 
   “No, no, silly boy. When I say, ‘this is it,’ I don’t mean that this is it, but that what this drawing depicts is it. Understood?”
 
   “Uhm… kind of,” he said.
 
   “I get it,” I said. “You just made a drawing of the object we’re looking for. Clear as glass. But what does the object do?”
 
   “I’m glad you ask,” she said. “This is a drawing of the diamond of wisdom, which can give you answers to any of your questions. If you possess it, it will tell you what you need to know. I know, it sounds idealistic, but it’s true. It’s a magical diamond.”
 
   “Great! Let’s go get it!” Hogan said as he jumped up.
 
   “Hold your horses, young man,” she said. “This is not an easy task. The diamond can be found in the Nether, a seemingly endless underworld full of vile creatures and filthy monsters. Most of its territory is covered by burning hot lava and other dangerous materials. I would never recommend going there to anyone, but in your case, I might make an exception. I know how it is to lose your family. I lost my husband years ago and have been living alone ever since.”
 
   “Okay, we’ll watch our backs,” I said.
 
   We ate, we thanked Endra for letting us sleep over.
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   The next morning, we took off. We received directions from the wise Endermite so we would know where to go. It only took us several hours before we discovered the entrance.
 
   “Are you sure you want to go down there?” Hogan asked.
 
   “Very certain,” I said. “I need to find out who I am and where my family is.”
 
   “I was just asking because it looks pretty creepy,” Hogan said, shivering a little.
 
   They stood at the edge of a cave. Curvy points like claws were at the top of the entrance, portraying the beginning of a hellish empire full of hazardous areas and dangerous creatures lurking beneath the shadows. It looked like a dreadful realm or dimension no simple Endermite should arrive at.
 
   “C-can we please go back?” Hogan asked.
 
   “You can go back if you’re scared,” I said, “But I am going to head down there and find that diamond.”
 
   “Scared? I’m not scared. I’ll show you that I’m not.”
 
   “Be my guest,” I said, stepping back and letting him go first.
 
   He wasn’t bluffing, although I did sense a little nervousness in his demeanor. But he went first. He got in front of me and crawled down into the Nether.
 
   What we saw there left a print on our minds that would never be erased from their memories. Excruciatingly hot lava was all over the place, as far as the eye could see. There were rivers, pools, and lakes of lava. I believe this was the first time that I saw a lavafall, transporting hundreds of gallons of lava per minute downward to mix in with the already bursting lavapools. Patches gravel, rocks, and pieces of soul sand added some variety of the fiery scenery, providing us the only safe route to our destined location.
 
   “Okay, the way I see it…” I began, “… is that we can hop onto these rocks and patches of gravel. I’d rather avoid the soul sand, if that’s okay with you.”
 
   “Ha! Of course. I wouldn’t want to go through that experience again,” Hogan answered. “I’m all up for it. Let’s go!”
 
   We hopped and hopped from one rock to the next, from patch to patch… any place we could safely stand without getting burned.
 
   “Whoa!” Hogan yelled while a giant flame came up from the lava within inches away from his tail. “These flames just pop out of nowhere!”
 
   “I saw it. It’s incredibly dangerous, but we have to keep going. According to the map, it won’t be much longer.”
 
   Various flames were shooting up from the lava streams. It was almost as if they were trying to hit us, but that was impossible of course. However, it made the jumping and maneuvering more challenging by the minute. As we got closer to our destination, the flames would rise more frequent. There were a few moments I thought I would get burned and barely evaded them.
 
   Then we were stuck.
 
   There was no more rock or patch to hop onto. We looked around, talked about it, but it seemed like we were not able to go on any further.
 
   But then, something else arose from the lava. It wasn’t a flame or a rock.
 
   “What is that?” Hogan asked.
 
   “I don’t know, but it looks like… a mushroom! Let’s use the mushroom to jump to the next rock!”
 
   No sooner said than done we managed to drop on the nearest rock by jumping and bouncing on the mushroom. It was amazing! These things came out of nowhere. Another mushroom appeared, and another, and another. Dozens of mushrooms emerged from the lava, providing an easy way for us to bounce to the nearby patch of gravel with the diamond.
 
   Bam!
 
   “Ouch!”
 
   We landed on the gravel.
 
   “Look!” I said, pointing to the left. “It’s the diamond. It must be. It looks exactly like the drawing from Endra.”
 
   “Wow. It looks so beautiful,” Hogan said. “Let’s get it.”
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_6__Nether]Entry 6: Nether Enemies
 
    
 
   We approached the radiating gem and focused on nothing else. This crystal would give me the answer. It would tell me my name and my family members’ names. I would finally be reunited when coming back to the woods. 
 
   We were almost there, but something was wrong. I had a hunch. Danger was in the air. It was like there was a hostile presence, a secret enemy watching us fall into their maliciously designed trap.
 
   We turned around and stared into the eyes of ten black skeletons. They had swords made out of stone and said in an eerie voice, “You shall not take the diamond. It belongs to us.”
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   “Uhmm… Skookum,” Hogan said, hiding behind me. “Do you think they will just let us look at the diamond, so we can learn your name and get out of here?”
 
   Some of the wither skeletons—I found out later that this is what they were called—were already drawing their swords and walking closer.
 
   “I don’t think so, Hogan,” I said. “I think we have to find a way to battle these creatures.”
 
   Before we knew it, all ten of them dashed forward and attacked us with their swords. I evaded several of them, making it so that they stabbed each other by jumping aside at the right time. Hogan was struggling though. Some wither skeletons had cornered him and he was scrunched on the floor, shivering like a mouse on the North Pole.
 
   “Hey, come and take on somebody of your own size!” I shouted.
 
   They turned around, focusing their attention on me.
 
   “Oops,” I said softly.
 
   Screaming loudly, they ran towards me. I dodged their swings and jumped backwards. Perhaps this wasn’t so bad after all. I could do this! But then things got worse. The skeletons weren’t the only enemies in this deep, dark spit of land. From other parts of the cave, floating ghosts emerged. There were only three of them, but it just made me wonder how I was going to get out of this situation. I was told about these creatures. They were called “ghasts,” and they spat fireballs at intruders.
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   One of the ghasts spat a fireball at me. I ducked and it hit one of the skeletons.
 
   “Hey,” I said out loud. “These flying fanatics are the answer to my problem. Nene nene nener! Come and get me, stupid ghosts!”
 
   I think I got them mad, because after those remarks, they spat out numerous fireballs at me. Each time I got in front of a wither skeleton and jumped away when the fireballs approached me. That took care of that! All the skeletons were dead. Now the ghasts… how was I going to get rid of those?
 
   “Allow me,” Hogan said, who had taken courage by now.
 
   He grabbed a piece of mushroom and held it in front of him. I remembered how easy it was to bounce on these moldy things and had a slight comprehension of what my friend was trying to do.
 
   The ghasts spat and spat, but all they did was hitting themselves, because every fireball bounced on the mushroom Hogan held in front of him, right back at the ghasts. After a few misses and some direct hits, they all fell into the lava.
 
   “Smart idea,” I complimented Hogan.
 
   “Thanks,” he said modestly. 
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_7__The]Entry 7: The Diamond
 
    
 
   The diamond was reflecting all colors, like a prism. We came closer and looked at it.
 
   “How does it work?” Hogan asked.
 
   “I don’t know. Maybe we can just talk to it.”
 
   “Yes, you can talk to me,” the diamond said. “Ask me a question, and I shall unfold my wisdom before your very eyes.”
 
   As if nothing strange had happened before, with the skeletons and the ghasts, but a talking diamond topped it all.
 
   “I need to know my name,” I said. “And if it’s possible, the names of my family members too.”
 
   “Easy,” the diamond said. “Ssshh… let me concentrate and feel your aura. Yes, yes… that’s it. Your name is Brody.”
 
   “Brody?”
 
   I stood there and as flashing memories went through my mind, it was as if a cool lightning flash had hit my brain and brought all things to my remembrance.
 
   “I knew it. I knew it! It’s Brody! My name is Brody!”
 
   “And do you remember the names of your family members now?” the diamond asked.
 
   “Yes, I do. There’s Chantal, my sister, and Vance, my brother. And my parents, Grady and Carla. It’s all coming back to me. I know where to look! Thank you, oh wise diamond.”
 
   “Well, nice to meet you, Brody,” Hogan said. “Sounds like a good name.”
 
   We were both happy. The end of our adventure was finally at the door. But after this important revelation, we still had to get back home. Hopping from mushroom to mushroom was doable but inconvenient to say the least. Besides, many of the platforms had already disappeared, making it almost impossible for us to go the same way.
 
   “One more thing,” I said. “Wise diamond, how do we get back through all these lava territories? It seems impossible.”
 
   “There is your solution. Look up, and you’ll know,” the wise diamond said.
 
   That was the last thing it said. It was completely silent after that. We looked above us. It was the magpie! O-oh. Had that annoying bird been following us all that time?
 
   “Rhookoo!” it said before landing next to us. “Give me one good reason why I shouldn’t eat you right here, right now,” he said, licking his beak.
 
   “We have something for you,” Hogan said confidently.
 
   “Oh no, I’m not falling for that again,” the magpie said. “It better be worth something this time or you’re going to die.”
 
   Hogan was blocking the diamond so far, but stepped aside and proudly presented the radiating crystal behind him. The magpie’s eyes got bigger. Just in case you don’t know, magpies are CRAZY about shining, glimmering objects. This one was no different, and he was convinced by its prize immediately.
 
   “Don’t touch,” Hogan said. “You have to promise to fly us to the entrance and leave us alone after that. On those conditions, the diamond is all yours.”
 
   “Rhookoo! I don’t even have to think about that. You’ve got a deal, little worm. I’ll take you both and the diamond to the entrance of the cave. Rhookoo! This thing is magnificent!”
 
   “We are not worms, we’re Enderm… oh never mind,” Hogan said as he sighed.
 
   We both grabbed onto the diamond and with some effort of carrying the heavy object, the magpie succeeded in flying us all back to the outside world. We said goodbye and watched as the black and white bird disappeared in the distance with its reward.
 
   “Now, let’s find your family, Brody,” Hogan said.
 
   Once we arrived at the woods, our home, it didn’t take long before we found my family. We had the names. We simply looked around, asked other Endermites if they knew where they lived, and within hours, we came across the correct place.
 
   My mom hugged me and my dad patted me on the back. My brother and sister stood in front of me.
 
   “We’re glad you’re back,” they said as they smiled. “We made something for you.”
 
   Handing me their object, I began to smile too. 
 
   It was a nametag with my name on it. 
 
   I would wear it proudly for the rest of my life.
 
    
 
    
 
   THE END
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Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
   I take reviews seriously and always look at them. This way, you are helping me provide you better content that you will LOVE in the future. A review doesn’t have to be long, just one or two sentences and a number of stars you find appropriate (hopefully 5 of course). 
 
   Also, if I think your review is useful, I will mark it as “helpful.” This will help you become more known on Amazon as a decent reviewer, and will ensure that more authors will contact you with free e-books in the future. This is how we can help each other.

 
 
   DISCLAIMER: This information is provided “as is.” The author, publishers and/or marketers of this information disclaim any loss or liability, either directly or indirectly as a consequence of applying the information presented herein, or in regard to the use and application of said information. No guarantee is given, either expressed or implied, in regard to the merchantability, accuracy, or acceptability of the information. The pages within this e-book have been copyrighted.
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[bookmark: _Introduction_14]Introduction
 
    
 
   This amazing story is about an Enderzilla monster that terrorized Mine City. Its destructive powers and gigantic size were a threat to the entire existence of the people in the said location.
 
   However, two individuals are determined to stop the mayhem and battle the giant with all their strength. They have different ideas about how to handle the situation though, and they seem to have misunderstandings along the way.
 
   Read about another adventurous Minecraft story from me, Billy Miner. I like to spike the drama and paint the picture of each book by adding details and emotion. This one is no different. The disaster waiting to happen in Mine City is about to explode and affect numerous people. So don’t wait and read about how those two very different men try to prevent it.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_1__The]Chapter 1: The Scientist
 
    
 
   This isn’t it,” Derrick the professor says, scratching his head. “It needs something else. I think I am doing it all wrong. The formula seems correct, but something is still missing here.”
 
   Professor Derrick is an ordinary lab rat, or in other words, someone who has spent his whole life figuring out substances and combining chemical fluids and materials. He is amazed by the effects of one fluid mixed with another. It fascinates him. It has always fascinated him. That’s why he went to university ten years ago: To study chemistry and biology, mostly chemistry. His final theses and papers were full of complicated calculations the teachers didn’t even understand. He always outsmarted them, but now it looks like he hasn’t followed the right formula. 
 
   It frustrates him.
 
   He has run into problems before, and has even had explosions in his lab, but this time, he has been doing math for days, looked up numerous theories and scientific facts, and he still hasn’t figured it out.
 
   His patience has its limits too.
 
   “I give up,” he says, throwing his hands up in the air. “I’ll continue later.” 
 
   It’s just one of those things that takes forever. It doesn’t matter how much effort he puts into it; he just wants to get it done. 
 
   “Why does it have to be so difficult?” he wonders. “I have succeeded with countless experiments and have taken science to a higher level. This formula is just too complex. There must be something I am lacking, but what?”
 
   He walks out the door and returns home, after a long day of 10 hours of work. His wife greets him with a kiss at his homecoming, rebuking him for working overtime again.
 
   “But honey,” the professor says. “This is extremely important. Can’t you see the turnaround this society will have if we get this mixture working? It will be a revolution.”
 
   “I know, but you have to take it easy sometimes. There’s more to life than work,” she says.
 
   At that moment, his three children come running into the room.
 
   “Dad!” the smallest boy yells.
 
   “Dad, you’re home! Finally,” his daughter says. “I wanted to show you my drawing. Can you come take a look? It’s in the living room.”
 
   “Okay, okay,” Derrick says. “I will take a look at it.”
 
   The oldest son doesn’t look so good. He looks sad. His head is hanging down and he slowly strolls towards his father.
 
   “What’s the matter with you, son?”
 
   “I bumped my head and lost the sports game.”
 
   “Oh, that doesn’t sound like fun. Come here. Where does it hurt?” Derrick asks.
 
   “Well, it’s gone now. But I still hate that it happened.”
 
   “That’s life, son. I’m glad you understand. Bad things happen all the time. And losing? Just look at me. I’ve been trying to figure out a formula for the past week and I still don’t comprehend it.”
 
   As he is saying it, he realizes that he let it get to him. His discouragement got the best of him and he has given up too fast. Some things just take a long time anyway, and if this is really as big as he expects it to be, putting a little time into it is the least he can do. He sees himself as this little boy who is downtrodden because he is losing, or lost. And this new awareness has made him determined again. Tomorrow, he will go back and try again… and again… until he understands the correct mixture.
 
   “Don’t worry, son,” he finally says. “You may have lost the game, but you haven’t lost the league. And let’s see if you can beat this tickle monster!”
 
   Derrick leans over and starts tickling his kid. The other two jump on his back and a rough rumble and tumble game begins. For several minutes, the fun with his children doesn’t stop and fortunately, nobody gets hurt, which actually does happen sometimes.
 
   “Dinner time!” Derrick’s wife shouts. “Come on, guys! Don’t let it get cold.”
 
   “Hold on,” Derrick says. “I still have to see our daughter’s drawing.”
 
   After his daughter shows off her talent and he proudly pats her on the head, he thinks about what he said to his own son: He lost another game, another match… by not being able to get the formula right; but the league is far from over. Tomorrow there is a new day and he might just get it this time. And if not, then in five days, or ten, or twenty.
 
   This new combination of fluids is going to be grand. It will have a profound effect on hunger, the economy, and people’s lifestyles. It’s worth fighting for.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_2__The_1]Chapter 2: The Corporal
 
    
 
   On the other side of town, a corporal yells his lungs out.
 
   “Forwaaaard! March! One-two, one-two, one-two! Keep moving, you lazy bedbugs!”
 
   Corporal Joe has dealt with numerous challenging situations. He is a man of honor. Always putting his best foot forward, he has gained favor with the generals in the city’s army. In hundreds of battles, he has fought threatening Endermen, creepers, skeletons, zombies, and other perilous creatures from the deep and dark lands.
 
   One time, he stood before hundreds of Endermen, who were already provoked by the staring soldiers in his army. At first, the coast seemed clear, but then Joe saw a glimmer in their eyes, an angry sparkle emanating from deep in their souls. They were furious and about to attack.
 
   “Pull back!” he yelled, but the noises of the storm they were in outweighed his voice. Thick clouds had already burst into bolstering thunder and terrifying lightning flashes had set the scene for a more dramatic war that was already raging. Rain was pouring on each and every soldier, soaking their clothes and muting the sounds of their voices.
 
   They didn’t listen.
 
   They didn’t pull back.
 
   As one weapon, they marched forward to the threatened Endermen, who were in no way willing to forgive or stand down what had just caught their attention.
 
   “Get back! Retreat!” Corporal Joe kept yelling, but only a handful of the men obeyed his orders. The others were too oblivious of the fact that these Endermen were about to run into them and completely pulverize them with their numbers.
 
   So they marched forward, not even noticing the few men that pulled back with Corporal Joe. All they focused on were the monsters in front of them. The Endermen kept still, but inside, they were boiling with a raging fire that was about to explode. Hundreds of Endermen were standing there… in the obscure chaos of heavy rain, creepy trees, and a soaked field of moss and random blades of grass.
 
   Corporal Joe was overwhelmed. More than anything he wanted to save these men from the terrible fate that was about to beset them, but he felt helpless.
 
   “Give me that bomb,” he finally said to a nearby soldier. He snatched the item from his hand and ran forward. Side by side, the majority of the men were still marching towards their enemy, but Joe was going to stop these creatures from harming his valiant boys.
 
   As fast as his legs could carry him, he sprinted in front of his entire army, with the bomb and a few matches in his hand. A few hundred feet in front of them, he knelt down and lit one of the matches.
 
   “Pssshhhh…”
 
   The fire from the match got quenched by the wetness of the weather.
 
   “Stupid irritating matches… Come on!” he said as he anxiously stroke the matches and lit them up one by one.
 
   “There!” he said excitedly when he managed to light up a match and the fuse of the bomb. He stuck it in the ground and ran back.
 
   “Go back! Get out of here!” he yelled to the men he was running at, waving his arms in the air.
 
   They finally understood. They had seen him place the bomb in the soil. Now the men were sprinting back and panicking, moving into all different directions except for the one between them and the Endermen.
 
   “You too! Get back!” Corporal Joe shouted in another soldiers ear. “Don’t you see? It’s about to explo…”
 
   Boooooom!
 
   The explosion burnt a hole in the ground, in a perimeter of a hundred feet, causing the grass to catch fire, as well as a few poor trees next to the field. The sky lit up, the smoke covered the atmosphere. The Endermen shied away. They hated the light and the fire. The previous provocation wasn’t enough for them to strike back. The hundreds of dark creatures reacted by running away in the opposite direction, never to be heard of again.
 
   The corporal had saved his men; he had prevented their destruction. His courageous deed would be long remembered in the years to come.
 
   Satisfied about his accomplishments, Joe watched the men march, do push-ups, and struggle to get in shape and run through an obstacle course. The battle has become a treasured memory and the future looks bright. 
 
   Joe is not afraid of anything, or so it seems. He hates laziness and loves discipline. As a commanding officer, he ranks above the lowest soldiers in the army, which he doesn’t take lightly. More than anything he has decided to take these slackers on and teach them what it means to be a man. 
 
   When someone disobeys his orders—which has happened before—he knows how to manipulate these weak souls into tougher tests, so they can grow up and develop their strengths. Some hate him for it; others think it’s an unfortunate necessity to kick the softness out of their spoiled characters. It’s for their own good, and they will see it later.
 
   Nobody develops character without adversity, and he knows it more than anything. Some of that adversity came when his wife left him. They had been trying to work out their relationship for years, but the problems in their home were too confrontational, so they chose to separate. However, seeing his children only once per week brought him sadness. Since it happened ten years ago anyway, he has somewhat accepted the situation and made attempts to toughen up by telling himself it wasn’t all his fault. The future for his family remains uncertain, but just to compensate, he has forced himself to work hard at securing the future of the city by protecting it. That is his mission. It’s the only thing he knows how to do right.
 
   After training the cadets, he returns to his office and finds his commanding officer there, standing and looking at a few photographs.
 
   “Have a seat, corporal,” he says.
 
   “What are you doing here, sir?”
 
   “Sit down and we’ll talk,” he says in a friendly tone.
 
   Corporal Joe sits down and leans on his desk with one elbow. He is intrigued. The last time the general came to his office was a year ago. He has been so busy since then that he hardly saw him at the military terrain at all.
 
   The general starts, “You may be aware of some of the projects the army has supported in the past.”
 
   “Certainly, sir,” Joe says.
 
   “Good. Recently, we started a project in collaboration with a lab, and we haven’t even heard anything for weeks. In the meantime, the professor there is draining our bank account by charging us the regular hour wage and not reporting any valuable results. In other words, he is wasting our time and our money. I want you to go to the lab and see how far the project has progressed. If nothing good has come out of it, I want you to shut it down. We don’t have room for leeches who take advantage of the system.”
 
   “Yes, sir. I will leave first thing in the morning, sir.”
 
   “Thank you, corporal. I expected nothing less. That will be all.”
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_3__The]Chapter 3: The Argument
 
    
 
   It’s early in the morning. Professor Derrick opens the front door of the lab. His key gets stuck for a few seconds, but after a while, he easily pulls it out. He turns on the lights, puts his bag on the floor, and looks at the failed experiment he interrupted yesterday because he got tired of it. 
 
   He sighs.
 
   It already looks discouraging, and he hasn’t even done anything yet. Derrick thinks for a second and realizes again how big this discovery could be. The consequences could be magnificent. He has to pursue his dreams and go on with this formula.
 
   He decides not to linger on these thoughts any longer and goes to work. He has barely started mixing substances together and writing complex calculations on a piece of paper. He hears a knock on the door.
 
   Knock knock!
 
   “I’m coming!” Derrick yells. He finishes a few notes he was making.
 
   Knock knock!
 
   “Yes! I said I was coming! Patience, please!”
 
   He walks to the door and opens up. Without further ado, the corporal walks in and takes a peek. Then he turns around and announces the reason of his visit.
 
   “I am here to check if you are making any progress,” he says in a stern voice.
 
   “Oh yes,” Derrick answers. “I have made tremendous progress, but we’re just not there yet. I just need more time.”
 
   “I see,” Joe says. “But the officer ranking higher than me has instructed me to shut this place down if you do not report any significant changes. You have a deadline, which is tonight. If your experiment doesn’t have any results, we will close this place.”
 
   “Oh, no, don’t do that,” the professor begs. “I just need a little longer. Don’t you see the impact this can have on society? I am creating a substance that can make plants and fruits grow faster. If I succeed, starvation will be over all over the world. All we would have to do, is put it in the crops, and they’ll grow ten times faster and larger. The economy would get a boost and everybody would prosper.”
 
   “I understand. I will stay with you today and help you wherever I can, unless you don’t want me to of course. But no matter what we do, it has to end tonight.”
 
   “I will try to hurry,” Derrick says.
 
   They work at it all day, mixing this or that, writing formulas and drawing conclusions and overviews. Obviously, Corporal Joe has no clue what he is doing scientifically, but at least he gives Derrick some support and encouragement.
 
   Eventually, late in the evening, Derrick says, “It is not completely done yet, but I just need one more day. That’s all I need. Could you please give me one more day?”
 
   “Sorry,” Joe says. “I have my orders. Finish it now or shut it down.”
 
   “Can’t you be a little more flexible?” Derrick asks.
 
   “No, I cannot. Now hurry up and do what you have to do.”
 
   “But it’s not done yet!” Derrick lashes out.
 
   “I don’t care, professor! You have until midnight!” Joe sneers back.
 
   “Fine, I’ll just try it out. But I might be wrong about this. And I don’t want to be held responsible for the consequences. You gave me this deadline.”
 
   “Do whatever you want. Just make sure you close tonight,” Joe says.
 
   “Okay, here we go.”
 
   Derrick takes a tube and carefully pours it on a plant. They watch patiently and wait for the results.
 
   Nothing.
 
   “What? Why? Why isn’t it working? I almost had it right!” the professor complains. “I’m going to try more.”
 
   “You better know what you’re doing,” Joe says.
 
   Derrick takes another tube and pours the whole content on the tomato plant. He steps back and waits.
 
   Hey, what’s that? Something is boiling. That’s not the chemical reaction he expected. He gets a little closer and observes the boiling soil.
 
   “This is impossible,” he says.
 
   “What’s impossible?” Joe asks.
 
   “This chemical reaction only happens when there is an Ender pearl involved.”
 
   “You put an Ender pearl underneath the plant?”
 
   “Well, I didn’t do that. It must have been there when the boy dug up the plant I asked him to bring me.”
 
   “And what does that mean?” Joe asks.
 
   “I don’t know. It’s reacting and I don’t understand how. This is amazing.”
 
   It is amazing, but not in the way the two men hoped it would be. The Ender pearl keeps boiling and boiling. It’s growing faster than they thought it would. Within seconds, the pearl has increased in size so much that it now looks as big as a brick. And it doesn’t stop there. It keeps growing and growing.
 
   “I don’t like the looks of this,” Corporal Joe admits.
 
   “It’s incredible, but I wonder if it will stop,” Professor Derrick agrees.
 
   It’s not stopping. By now, it has grown as big as the both of them and is leaning against the ceiling. Enderman shapes are being formed by the pearl, creating a head, arms, and legs. Still in its infant state, the pearl continues to flexibly fill up the lab’s space and exponentially push the two individuals out the door.
 
   “We have to leave. Now!” Joe shouts.
 
   “No, we cannot desert it. I want to see how it develops. This has never happened before.”
 
   “You stubborn fool. Follow me out of here or I’ll knock you out. This is getting out of control!”
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[bookmark: _Chapter_4__The_2]Chapter 4: The Monster
 
    
 
   Professor Derrick feels sad leaving his growing experimental pearl. His curiosity has taken over. But after a while, he sees the necessity of protecting their lives by fleeing too. They open the door and run out of the lab.
 
   Crrrrrraaaassssh!!!
 
   Just in time they jump from the building onto the street. When they look up, they see the monstrous pearl break through the roof. The pearl has now taken form and looks like a large, black man.
 
   “You vague, absentminded idiot! You really had no idea what you were doing, did you?” Corporal Joe yells as they run for their lives. “Take off your coat! It’s slowing you down.”
 
   Professor Derrick drops his coat and looks back as he runs behind the corporal. He feels like he achieved something, but then again, it has become a disaster.
 
   “Keep running!” the corporal commands. “Don’t look back!”
 
   But this only kindles Derrick’s desire to look back even more. Now he really wants to know what has become of his creature. He stops running, catching his breath, and turns around. He cannot believe his eyes. The monster has grown to over a hundred feet tall. Its arms and legs are long, its face is dark and creepy, with glowing eyes and diabolic horns on its head. It looks at the two with a penetrating stare as if it is trying to say that it’s going to chase after them. 
 
   “It’s gigantic!” the professor exclaims.
 
   “My goodness,” Joe says as he glances back. “What have you done?”
 
   They can’t help but stand there and stare at the roaring monstrosity. It’s hard to believe what they are seeing. There is no time though. They have to keep moving.
 
   “Follow me to the base,” Corporal Joe suggests. “We can discuss how to defeat this thing there.”
 
   No sooner said than done, the two arrive at the military base. They run in anxiously, alarming several soldiers that danger is on the way there. After a few turns, they enter the general’s office.
 
   “Excuse me, sir,” Joe says. “I’m sorry to barge in like this, but we have a serious problem.”
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_5__The_1]Chapter 5: The City
 
    
 
   “What is so important that you have to disturb my meeting, corporal? I demand an immediate explanation,” the general says.
 
   “Remember that scientific project you sent me to? The one you were going to shut down? Well, it has backfired on us.”
 
   “What do you mean with ‘backfired?’”
 
   “Well, the professor and I were inside. And when we tested this liquid on a tomato plant, something began to grow. It became huge!”
 
   “Would you explain it to me in more detail, please? What exactly grew so big?”
 
   “That!” Derrick yells as he points to the monster through the window.
 
   “Holy cow!” the general exclaims. “It’s like an Enderman but bigger.”
 
   “It’s an Enderzilla!” one of the soldiers says as he runs out the door in the opposite direction.
 
   “Seems like an appropriate name for my creation,” Derrick mumbled with almost a little pride in his voice.
 
   “I don’t have time for this, corporal. I was about to head out when you stepped in. But upon my departure, I am giving you full command of the troops in this region. Congratulations, major. You just got promoted… temporarily… depending on the condition that you get rid of this thing. If you don’t, you will be degraded to the rank of soldier. The outcome of your career is in your hands now. Good luck.”
 
   With that, the general sticks the symbols of the said rank on Joe’s shoulder and disappears out the back door, leaving Joe with his new rank behind, who has big eyes and an open mouth, looking at the situation in amazement. He can’t believe he just got promoted, but he realizes too that he will lose his entire status if he doesn’t blow this monster up. Suddenly, he snaps out of it and takes control. He marches outside and looks at the panicking soldiers in the camp.
 
   “Men, gather your weapons! I am in command now! Get your muskets from the ammunition room. You two, go around the corner! Move, move, move!” Major Joe yells as he claps in his hands to encourage the soldiers to take initiative.
 
   “Professor Derrick, if there is anything you can do to help, do it. If not, get out of our way right now. This is a military operation now.”
 
   “Yes, sir,” Derrick says. 
 
   He can’t think of anything to stop the Enderzilla. And he doesn’t want to be an annoyance. Moreover, he doesn’t want to die here, so he decides to go back to the destroyed lab they left behind.
 
   Meanwhile, Major Joe is commanding his troops and doing everything he can to stop the dangerous threat. The Enderzilla stomps on tents and barracks with its feet, swipes away trees and buildings with its arms, and breaks rocks with its fists. The soldiers have grabbed their muskets and are lined up to fire at the beast.
 
   “Ready… aim… fire!” Major Joe commands.
 
   A dozen bullets fly through the air, only to drop dead on the floor after bouncing off the Enderzilla’s hard skin.
 
   “Again!” Major Joe says. “Aim at its head this time. Reload… ready… aim… fire!”
 
   The bullets hit the Enderzilla’s head and repeat the same pattern. They drop on the floor like flies, all to no avail.
 
   “Major,” one of the soldiers says. “We cannot kill this thing. It’s too strong. We need better equipment and stronger weapons.”
 
   “You’re right,” Joe says. “Pull back! Let’s get the bombs out.”
 
   The army retreats to the ammo storage and gets out all the bombs they can find. A few soldiers haul them out while others stand ready with fire to light them. After several minutes, six bombs are being thrown at the gigantic monster.
 
   “Take cover!” Joe shouts.
 
   The soldiers drop to the floor on their stomachs and cover their heads.
 
   Boooom!
 
   A half dozen bombs explode at the same time, tearing the sky with their light, their fire, and their unbearable noises. Thick smoke emerges from the hit location, as well as countless pieces of debris, grit, and dust. When the soldiers look up, they are hopeful and expect the Enderzilla to be gone. But their expectations aren’t being met. Without a scratch, the black being steps out of the immense destruction attempt. Impatiently, it walks past the army with several giant steps, heading into the direction of the city.
 
   “This is terrible, major! It will reach the city in no time,” one of the soldier says.
 
   “Let’s go after it,” the major suggests. “We have to keep trying. It’s gotta have a weak spot.”
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   In the meantime, Derrick sadly arrives at what is left of his lab, the place where it all started. He picks up a few beakers and tubes that have been shattered by the growing Enderzilla monster and looks at them with a glum expression on his face.
 
   What on earth has he done?
 
   He has unleashed a monster, caused a disaster waiting to happen. His self-esteem is shot. His confidence is broken. All he wants now is to crawl under a rock and hide himself from the world.
 
   He glances to the corner of his experiment and sees his notes on the table. After walking to the table, he puts his hand on the notebook he left behind and flips through the pages. One by one, he finds the formulas he scribbled in there, the symbols, the equations, and the overview of lined up data that helped him created the fluid. 
 
   If only he could reverse this catastrophe.
 
   “Wait a minute,” he says. “What if I turned ‘X’ around in this calculation? That would make sense. The most logical outcome of this formula is the opposite of the root divided by…”
 
   And so he goes on for a few minutes. He starts taking notes on another page and gets excited about his new discovery. Completely focused on his possible solution, he isn’t noticing the shaking ground caused by the Enderzilla that has reached the city by now.
 
   The Enderzilla stomps on the ground, crashing houses and knocking over buildings along the way. People all over Miner City run to all different directions in an attempt to evade the large disaster that has entered their town. Screams by girls and women are heard, as well as scared cries of so-called brave young men and fathers who are terrified. Homes are burning, churches are turned into ruins, and tiny business are turned upside down by the frequent stomping and slamming of the angry Enderzilla. Chaos is in the air, desperate souls are trying to save their own skin; futile attempts from the military include still shooting at the detected threat.
 
   “Major, I’m so glad you are here!” Derrick exclaims. “I may have found the antidote. If it works, it will reverse the effects of the growth spurt.”
 
   “What are you saying? That you can undo this mistake?” Joe asks.
 
   “That’s exactly what I am saying.”
 
   “Then what are we waiting for? Let’s give it to him.”
 
   “Well, there’s a problem,” Derrick says. “It has to be injected into the scalp, meaning someone has to climb on its head and put the injection needle in its brain. That’s the only logical way. I am sure of it. The equations all make sense now.”
 
   “And how do you think we can do that, professor? It seems nearly impossible what you ask of us.”
 
   “Well,” Derrick begins. “I made a plan. I didn’t expect this to be easy. The monster is so tall that it would take a great effort to climb all the way up there. It bends over sometimes, but not enough to time it perfectly. We just can’t afford to take a chance on this.”
 
   “Than what do you suggest?” Major Joe asks curiously.
 
   “Let’s trip that thing. If we can extend a strong cord from one end to the other, we might be able to tangle its feet up and wrap the cord around its ankles, causing it to fall. And that will give us a minute or two for someone to climb on his head and inject the needle.”
 
   “Makes sense. Let’s get to it.”
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   Within minutes, Joe manages to get a big group of soldiers together and commands them to fetch some rope. 
 
   “The strongest and thickest you can find,” he adds. “And the five of you over there, keep shooting to distract the monster! We are going to set the trap on the other side of the town square. Set the clock at two minutes. After that, you’ll run like your life depends on it to the destined location. We will meet there and span the ropes to trip it. Understood?”
 
   “Affirmative.”
 
   “All clear, sir.”
 
   “Then move! Come on, professor, you can come help set the trap.”
 
   Derrick runs after Joe and arrives at the town square. Not too much later, a group of soldiers brings a large rope.
 
   “Is that all you could find?” Joe asks.
 
   “Sorry, sir. That’s the best we could do.”
 
   “Fine, I guess it will have to do for now. Let’s hope it works. Hand me that needle, professor.”
 
   “You mean that you’re going to jump on the monster’s head?”
 
   “Of course. I’m not going to let one of my men sacrifice himself. If you want something done right, do it yourself. Besides, if I mess up, at least I’ll have no one else to blame.”
 
   “Okay,” Derrick says, “Good luck.”
 
   The Enderzilla is coming closer. The two minutes are over. The men in front of it are shooting in the air and yelling their lungs out, luring the monster into the rope trap the Major and his men set. Without hesitation, the Enderzilla follows these supposed lunatics and roars angrily at them while stomping behind them.
 
   “Faster, faster! Get over here!” Joe yells.
 
   The running soldiers hide behind the wall of a nearby building and pant heavily.
 
   “Now it’s our turn, men,” Major Joe says.
 
   The soldiers span the rope. The Enderzilla comes closer, and closer, and trips over the rope, precisely as planned.
 
   Bam!
 
   The monstrous giant falls on the town square, along with a couple of unfortunate homes.
 
   Craaash!
 
   Bits and pieces of the tiles, the roofs, and the monument are being bounced up from the collision. The Enderzilla is down, lying on its side, barely aware of what just happened.
 
   “It’s just you and me now, ugly head,” Joe says before he runs towards the Enderzilla’s head. He leaps over bricks and pieces of the broken monument, grabs onto the monster and climbs on its head. The Enderzilla growls and whacks at him with his hand.
 
   Whoosh!
 
   It almost got him, but because the major ducked, the hand missed him. Joe uses the monster’s horns to pull him around the head, takes a few steps to what he thinks is the center of its scalp, and injects the needle.
 
   “Take that, you filthy beast!” he says with conviction, after which he glides off the Enderzilla’s body.
 
   At first, it seems ineffective, but then, after about ten seconds, the Enderzilla begins to shrink. It becomes smaller and smaller. The soldiers, the professor, and the major stand by and watch as the Enderzilla slowly turns from a monster into a pathetic little pearl.
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   “Well, would you look at that,” Professor Derrick says. “What a cute little Ender pearl we have here.”
 
   “Yeah, if I didn’t know any better, I would destroy it right now,” Major Joe adds.
 
   The soldiers gather around the spot where the monster disappeared, finding it hard to believe their eyes. They look at the tiny pearl and remain speechless.
 
   “Thank you for all you’ve done, major,” Derrick says, holding his hand in front of him.
 
   Joe shakes his hand.
 
   “I’m sorry I got on you for your mistake, professor. You are an intelligent addition to this army and to the city. It was an honor to work with you. And thanks to you, I have progressed in my career. My high rank will stay, because you invented the antidote.”
 
   “Good. Now if you’ll excuse me, I have to go home to my family. Are you married, major?”
 
   “Divorced,” the major answers.
 
   “I’m sorry to hear that. Why don’t you come over for dinner some time, just to have some fun? In fact, how about you just follow me to my home right now? My wife is an expert at cooking casseroles. Trust me, they are the best.”
 
   “All right,” Joe says. “That sounds like a great idea. I have to admit that the tomato plant a few hours ago already made me hungry. I don’t know how you do it… staying up so late and not even grabbing a snack or something. Do you think dinner will still be warm? It’s almost midnight.”
 
   “I’m sure it will be. And if not, we’ll just warm it up. I’ve had numerous times when a warmed up dinner tasted even better than before. Speaking of which, did I tell you about the time I invented food additive to enhance the flavor of it? It’s a long story. I’ll tell you all about it on the way home.”
 
   The two new friends walk through the narrow alleys of the city, ready to eat a delicious meal.
 
    
 
   THE END
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   When grandmother tells her grandkids a story of a heroic young man who saved the kingdom, they find it hard to believe that it really happened. But whether it did or not, they love the adventures she mentions.
 
   Legend goes that a brave adventurer was faced with the elimination of his entire race. An evil curse had come upon the inhabitants of Syra, the country in which they lived. Nobody had seen it coming, and none were saved except for this young fighter.
 
   Confronted by the various challenges on the path to rescue, his future, and that of Syra, is in his hands. Attacked by dark creatures and tested to the chore, he ventures through fields of zombies and skeletons to retrieve the magical Sword of Honor to break the curse.
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   “Legend goes…” grandmother begins, “… that a long time ago, when your grandfather was still alive… a young, handsome guy saved everyone in the lands of Syra.”
 
   “I thought the army came in and destroyed all the enemies,” Karl says.
 
   “That’s not true,” Susan says. “It was the firemen. They blew all the zombies away with their distinguishers.”
 
   “Where do you kids learn such nonsense?” grandma asks. “Of course that’s not how it is. Do you want to know the story or not?”
 
   “Will it be scary?” Ashley, the youngest of the three asks.
 
   “That depends on what you think is scary, Ashley,” grandmother answers. “All I can say, is that it has a happy ending. Do you like happy endings?”
 
   “I do! I do!” Ashley says enthusiastically.
 
   “Good. Then don’t worry about any of the monsters in the story. They’re not real and they don’t win in the end. In fact, you may even discover along the way that they’re not all that bad. Some monsters are just confused and victimized by the terrible mess that was caused. Do you think you want to listen to this story?”
 
   “It sounds like fun,” Ashley says as she shrugs. “Go ahead and tell us.”
 
   “Okay, listen carefully. It all started with a young man, named Carius. He was handsome and happy, but he wasn’t very rich. It didn’t matter to him. He lived in a peaceful town. Someday, he said, he was going to marry his sweetheart, whoever that would be and no matter where he would meet her….
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   Carius was a farmer’s boy. His parents taught him to work hard every day. Each morning, he woke up early; he milked the cows, herd the sheep, and fed the pigs. 
 
   His favorite time was in the afternoon, when his dad gave him a break and he was able to climb the mountain top. He loved sitting there and staring at the amazing view from the peak. It always took him an hour to hike up and about 45 minutes back (since it was downhill), but he would happily spend the time doing it.
 
   One day, an eerie wind blew over the fields and crops. It was an icy, vague feeling that came over Carius as he looked to the direction where it came from. He didn’t have a good feeling about this. Something was wrong. He just had no idea what.
 
   When he went back inside the house, his parents were gone. He looked in every room downstairs.
 
   “Mom, dad!” he yelled.
 
   No answer.
 
   He went upstairs. He checked their bedroom, the hallway, and even the storage room.
 
   ‘Where did they go?’ he said out loud. ‘Maybe they went into town.’
 
   He shrugged and went back outside to watch over the animals. But some of them were acting strange. They were skittish and nervous. It was as if they were sensing something was wrong. He looked at the cows that were shivering, the horse that was walking back and forth, and the chickens which were flapping their wings more than their usual. Still, the cold, creepy wind whistled in his ears.
 
   Carius decided to head towards the village center. That was the only way he could find out what was happening. Perhaps some of the other villagers knew more about it. He walked into the back alleys of the village and came to the big square in front of the town hall.
 
   Nobody.
 
   ‘Is anybody there?’ he shouted as loud as he could.
 
   ‘Helloooo! Anyone?’
 
   No answer.
 
   ‘Odd,’ he said. ‘Normally there are tons of people here during this time of the day.’
 
   He turned around the corner and went inside a butcher’s shop. Big pieces of meat were hanging on the ceiling; bloody chopped lamb and pork were on the counter, and a butcher’s knife had fallen on the floor. Besides the mess in the corner, with papers and wrappers stacked up in a small space, there was nothing abnormal about this place, except that there was nobody there.
 
   ‘Hellooo! Is anyone in there?’
 
   Nothing.
 
   He left the shop and went into the bakery next door. The delicious smell of baked bread welcomed him in as he followed his nose to the main sales table. There were cakes, pies, and loaves of bread piled up on each other, but there was no baker.
 
   ‘Can anyone hear me?’ Carius asked.
 
   This silence was starting to annoy him. He was desperate for answers, but nobody could give them to him. They couldn’t have all vanished, could they? Where were all these people, including his parents?
 
   Suddenly, he heard a soft sound from outside. It was as if someone was whispering to him and trying to catch his attention, so he went outside again.
 
   ‘Pssst,’ he clearly heard.
 
   It was coming from behind the wall of the shoe shop. Hiding with his back against one wall, a scrawny midget was putting one hand next to his mouth to make his whisper louder and using his other hand to beckon Carius to come closer. His outfit was tattered and dirty. His shirt was blue and his pants were brown. He looked as if he hadn’t done much with his life except for begging and scavenging.
 
   ‘What? Who are you? What’s going on in this town?’ Carius asked.
 
   ‘Not here. Follow me and I’ll explain it to you. The walls have ears. We shouldn’t draw any attention to ourselves, not with what’s at stake.’
 
   Carius wasn’t too certain about this shady figure, but he figured he had nothing else to do, nothing to lose, and he wanted to know why everybody was gone. So why not?
 
   After passing through a few streets, the midget asked him to take off his shoes and come inside. When Carius entered, he saw a tiny living space. Some stuff was piled up in the corner, and this midget’s personal hygiene was anything but perfect. It stunk a little, and it was obvious that he was even poorer than Carius and his family.
 
   ‘By the way, my name is Vexor. I am not from Syra. I came here years ago, looking for a guild, a job, and a way to make a living. But I got turned down by so many professionals that I ended up on the streets, begging for food. Fortunately, it has paid off. I am able to go through each day with a somewhat satisfied feeling in my stomach and a few friends I have made along the way.’
 
   ‘I am Carius. I live on the outskirts of the village, on a farm,’ Carius said.
 
   ‘And were you born in Syra, Carius?’
 
   ‘No, I was born in Milford actually. How did you know that?’
 
   ‘It’s just like I presumed,’ Vexor said. ‘The stories are true. It has happened.’
 
   ‘What has happened? Will you please explain it to me? I don’t understand any of this,’ Carius said impatiently.
 
   ‘Everybody is gone because they all turned into monsters.’
 
   Carius looked at him for a moment. This guy was serious. He tried to keep it in, but he couldn’t. Suddenly he burst out laughing.
 
   ‘Ha-ha-ha-ha!’
 
   ‘Don’t laugh,’ the midget said. ‘It is true.’
 
   ‘Sure, dude,’ Carius said. ‘Did a little fairy tell you that?’
 
   ‘A lot of people knew about the curse,’ Vexor said. ‘I am surprised you never heard of it. Do you have any clue what happened before you came here?’
 
   ‘Okay, smarty pants, then how come you and I were not transformed into monsters?’
 
   ‘Because we were not born here. The curse doesn’t apply to us.’
 
   ‘Let’s say you’re right. Why is it that everybody is gone? And if everyone is gone, then why are you being so secretive anyway?’
 
   ‘They aren’t all gone. That’s why you need to keep your voice down,’ Vexor said. ‘Most of them went to other lands, but some of them are still lingering in the village. So don’t talk so loud, please.’
 
   Carius still found it hard to believe. At least he stopped laughing, but the explanation of this supernatural event still required an elaborate explanation.
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   Here he was, standing in front of a midget who was dead serious about the fact that each civilian in Syra had turned into some kind of monster. Carius was perplexed. He didn’t know what to think anymore.
 
   ‘So go ahead and explain,’ he said after he sat down on a crate in the left corner of the room.
 
   ‘Long ago, a few decennia at least… that’s how the story goes… there was a robbery. A slick thief had entered the home of an innocent peasant and stolen various golden treasures. His shadow was seen; a man with a black hat. The next day, police officers and guards were roaming the village, looking for the criminal that had committed the terrible, dishonest act. When they came across a man with a black hat, they accused him of the robbery and threw him in prison. The man kept insisting he had done nothing wrong, claiming that the hat was just part of his daily attire, but nobody believed him. He was in prison for more than 10 years, always staying true his claim of innocence. Eventually, the man became seriously ill and was about to die. In his anger and with his sorcerous background, he cast a vengeful curse on the inhabitants of Syra, saying that one day, only the Sword of Honor could restore their sanity.’
 
   ‘The Sword of Honor? And what would that do?’ Carius asked.
 
   ‘Don’t get ahead of the story,’ Vexor said. ‘Let me explain. The Sword of Honor is made of diamond. Any creature touched with that blade, will turn into its original life form. The curse was that all males would turn into zombies and all females would turn into skeletons. This would reveal their true nature and show the world what kind of spiteful beings they really were. Later, the village guards found another black hat. They traced the person who possessed it and found all the stolen treasure in his basement. The village was shocked. They had judged the wrong person. The newfound criminal went to prison instead, but it was too late for the poor man who was falsely accused. He had already died. The villagers were upset, but there was nothing they could do about it. Since then, numerous explorers and brave individuals have attempted to find the said Sword of Honor to reverse the curse, but none of them have succeeded.’
 
   ‘It’s an interesting story. I give you that,’ Carius said. ‘But as much fun as it was hanging out with you, I still have things to do. So please excuse me. I’m on my way to find my parents. Next time, come up with something more plausible. I don’t have any pocket change anyway.’
 
   ‘No! You don’t understand. The story is true. The day of the curse has arrived. You must believe me,’ Vexor said.
 
   ‘Sorry. Gotta go. See ya!’
 
   With that, Carius walked out the door.
 
   ‘Crazy, weird midget,’ he thinks. ‘As if I have nothing better to do that listening to stories about zombies and magic swords.’
 
   Convinced about the irrationality of the person he just met, he stepped around the corner and continued his search. Suddenly, something attacked him from behind.
 
   ‘Wraaaah!’ the monstrous person growled.
 
   ‘What the…?’
 
   Carius turned around and looked into the eyes of a vile, reeking zombie, who was drooling from the corner of his mouth, showing his fangs, and lifting his hands while pointing his claws towards his newfound victim.
 
   ‘Aaaah!’ Carius screamed in panick.
 
   He turned around and ran towards the tiny house where the midget lived.
 
   ‘Let me in! Let me in!’ he yelled as he banged on the door.
 
   Finally the Vexor opened up. Carius left no time to explain. He stormed inside, knocking Vexor over, and locked the door.
 
   ‘What happened?’ Vexor asked.
 
   ‘Hah! As if you don’t know. Please don’t take this personally or start thinking you’re so great, because the compliment means nothing but… you’re right. Sorry. It just was a weird story. I believe you now. With my own eyes, I just saw a freaky zombie that was about to eat me,’ Carius admitted.
 
   ‘Ah, so you concluded that the rest of my story is probably true too, didn’t you?’
 
   ‘Yes. Tell me where I can find the sword and I will undo whatever that prison guy has done to this village.’
 
   ‘I was waiting for you to ask me. Let me get my map. It will be easier to show you.’
 
   Vexor got a map out of the cupboard. He blew off the dust of the old piece of paper and placed it on the table.
 
   ‘We are here,’ he said. ‘See? This is the village. The zombie lands are here. The skeleton lands are there. Do NOT kill any of these monsters. They are humans, and by retrieving the Sword of Honor, you can reverse the curse and turn them back into humans. Understood?’
 
   ‘Of course. It makes sense,’ Carius said.
 
   ‘I am glad you get it. I know it requires a lot to walk through these territories without slaying a single zombie or skeleton, but you’ll just have to find a way to avoid them. I never said it was easy, but it will definitely be worth it to be called a hero, won’t it?’
 
   ‘You’re absolutely right.’
 
   ‘Now, the Sword of Honor is in the Black Mountains. You’ll have to go through the zombie lands and skeleton lands to reach them, but I saw from the beginning that you’re the kind of person we can count on.’
 
   ‘And why do you think that?’ Carius asked.
 
   ‘Because you’re the type of guy who sets his mind on something and then goes for it until he accomplishes what he has planned. I can just tell. Don’t disappoint me, Carius. I know you can do this.’
 
   ‘I can definitely give it a try,’ Carius said.
 
   ‘That’s the spirit,’ Vexor agreed. ‘Here is the map. Go get some rations at home.’
 
   ‘Wait. Aren’t you coming with me?’ Carius asked.
 
   ‘Of course not. I would be eaten alive. I am too small and too slow. I would only hold you up.’
 
   Carius said ‘goodbye’ to the little midget and went on his way to a new adventure. Before he took the route on the map, he stopped at his parents’ place and gathered some food. He put everything in a bag and left.
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   The zombie lands consisted of a dark forest, with creepy branches and rotting leafs. Carius wasn’t very happy about the atmosphere. A zombie could appear in front of him and jump at him from any corner, tree trunk, or perhaps even from the tree tops. With a shovel in his hand that he took from home, he snuck through the woods, trying to find the right direction to the Black Mountains.
 
   “Argh argh argh” a zombie said.
 
   The zombie hadn’t noticed him yet, but he could hear that the undead monster wasn’t far away. Then he heard the sound almost next to him. He hid behind a wide tree, with his back against it and his curious face leaning around the edge, trying to catch a glimpse of the approaching zombie.
 
   The zombie passed him without seeing him. That was close.
 
   Crack!
 
   Suddenly and accidentally, Carius stepped on a dead branch on the floor. The sound startled the zombie, which turned around and looked at Carius.
 
   “Whoops,” Carius said.
 
   “Gaaargh!” the zombie yells as it sprints at Carius.
 
   Zigzagging through the trees and almost tripping over other loose branches, Carius managed to evade him but bumped into ten other zombies. They all screeched and screamed, gnashing their teeth and chasing after the scared villager.
 
   Bang! Bang!
 
   Carius hit a couple zombies on the head with his shovel. Knocking them out seemed to work, as long as he didn’t kill them.
 
   Bang!
 
   Another hit. Unfortunately, a somewhat smarter zombie ducked and pushed Carius against a tree.
 
   “Ouch!”
 
   This wasn’t working well enough. The hordes of zombies kept coming.
 
   Bang! Bang! Bang!
 
   He kept hitting zombies with his shovel, but it seemed like only more of them were coming. It frustrated him. He had to find a solution. After a while—and a dozen more zombies smacked in the head—he got an idea.
 
   ‘I wonder if zombies can climb trees,’ he thought.
 
   He ran to one of the trees, a tree with sufficient branches to climb on. Quickly yet accurately, Carius grabbed one branch after another, moving towards the top. He looked down. Nobody followed. They were all scratching the tree with their nails.
 
   ‘Too stupid to even know what to do,’ he thought to himself.
 
   At least he was safe for now, but where could he go from here? Did the zombies still see him? Were they going to keep hanging out by the tree?
 
   He looked down again. The zombies were still there, trying to climb the tree but failing miserably. Carius decided to wait.
 
   He waited… and waited…
 
   An hour had already gone by.
 
   Aha! That’s what he hoped for: The zombies started to give up. One by one, they left the tree and began to wander in different directions. The part where he would sneak past them again would come up, but this time, he wanted to make sure he went into the right direction.
 
   ‘Let’s see. The village is over there,’ he thought out loud as he put his hand above his eyes, trying to get an overview of the whole area. ‘The Black Mountains must be that way, according to the map, past the skeleton lands. It’s pretty foggy over there. Let’s hope I can find my way through that thick blanket that’s hanging in the air.’
 
   After seeing the last zombie departing from the tree, Carius slid down and snuck past the other zombies. No more mistakes. He was on his guard, more than before, and the end of the woods was near.
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   ‘So, these are the skeleton lands,’ he said. ‘I can understand why they are called like that.’
 
   The thick fog made it almost impossible to find one’s way, but what was clearly visible, were the bones and skulls on the ground. Half of the plains were covered with them. It made a spooky impression, revealing another ugly face of the undead. Carius had the feeling that any of those bones could get together and form an entire skeleton that would attack him by surprise. The thousands of bones, rib cages, and skulls didn’t exactly make it easier to avoid making noise during his journey across the plains.
 
   He stood at the rim of the gigantic field, not looking forward to traverse it, but he knew he had to. The fate of the villagers rested upon his shoulders.
 
   Carius began to walk, even though he could only see about five feet in front of him. After a few minutes, he hears a sound. Something or someone was walking in his direction. He fell flat on the floor, face down. He looked up and saw a creepy skeleton walk by. But because of the thick fog and the bones around him on the ground, it could not see him.
 
   He hated lying on the floor, with the macabre sight of bones all around him. It was a sickening environment, and the disgusting odor from the totality of this place didn’t exactly make it a pleasant journey. But he was determined to get done what needed to get done.
 
   ‘I have to find that sword,’ he whispered, encouraging himself.
 
   On his belly, he continued to crawl through the dead, smelly mess, making sure that no skeleton that would pass him would even catch a glimpse of him. This was the safest way, he thought.
 
   Hundreds of skeletons passed him. None of them even thought of extending their gaze to the ground to see the crawling hero. They were all oblivious to his presence and kept going wherever they wanted without noticing him.
 
   Then a skeleton saw him.
 
   ‘Eeeaaargh!’ it screeched, coming at him with both hands as if it were about to choke him.
 
   ‘Eeeaargh!’
 
   ‘Eeaargh!’
 
   Several other skeletons heard the noise and gathered where Carius was now running away from the undead monsters. A chase began. Carius ran as fast as he could, deviating from his course to the left and the right to lose them in the fog. One skeleton stood in front of him, he held his shovel in place and banged it on the head. The skeleton fell over and Carius kept running.
 
   Bang! Bang!
 
   Two more skeletons fell because of his direct hits. He ran and ran, and eventually, the screams of the pursuers were only heard in the distance.
 
   ‘Time to take cover again,’ he decided.
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   Carius continued to do what he had done before. He knew he was closer to the Black Mountains. All he had to do, is keep going and keep a low profile. He crawled through bones and muddy puddles, trying to see in front of him.
 
   But suddenly, one skeleton stood still and stared at him. The skeleton didn’t do anything… just stared. Carius was quite surprised. Why didn’t it attack him?
 
   The skeleton held its hand down as if to beckon him to stand up and grab it. At first, he wasn’t sure, but for some reason this particular skeleton appeared to be harmless. Carius grabbed it hand and the skeleton pulled him up. Then it looked at him and pointed into the direction of the Black Mountains. Obviously this skeleton knew where to go, even through the thick fog. 
 
   This skeleton could come in handy. He reached inside his bag and took a necklace out. It had tiny gemstones surrounding a big, blue crystal in the middle at the bottom, at its lowest point. It had been there since his mother accidentally dropped it when he was on his way to school. Since he was a kid, he never took the time to pull it out or give it back to his mom. He just forgot… every time. Apparently she didn’t care either. She had always been busy and didn’t even remember the necklace. But now, Carius thought it would be a good idea to hand it to this skeleton to show his trust in it; also, it would help him distinguish this skeleton from the hostile ones.
 
   The skeleton took the necklace and gratefully put it around its neck. After that, it pointed to the mountains again and beckoned Carius to follow. Both of them hurried into that direction and reached the point where the fog faded away a little. They could see farther in front of them, which was beneficial in a way… but in another, it also allowed the hostile skeletons to see more.
 
   ‘O-oh,’ Carius said as he saw a roughly a hundred skeletons gazing at him. As soon as they realized he was there, they ran at him and screamed loudly. The chase had commenced yet again. 
 
   Carius ran for his life, with the friendly skeleton following him. It couldn’t keep up and Carius wondered if the hostiles would attack the friendly skeleton to if he would leave. But he had to keep running.
 
   He ran towards the edge of a rocky cliff, jumped on it, and started climbing. The skeletons couldn’t follow him. Just like the zombies, they didn’t know how to climb. Carius climbed higher and higher until he reached a mountain path. He pulled himself over the edge and looked down. 
 
   Hundreds of skeletons were grouped underneath the mountain cliff, but none of them were able to follow him. He looked a little closer and tried to find the friendly skeleton. Somewhere in there, he saw a distant blue gem, and he knew it was his female friend. At least the other skeletons didn’t attack her, and he was thankful for her assistance. Perhaps they would meet again someday.
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   Carius hiked up the path and found that it had been there for a long time. His conclusion was based on the old signs, the ancient handwritings, and the pebbles piled up on both sides of it.
 
   It didn’t take him long to reach the distinct location as indicated on the map. He was there! He looked around and saw something glimmering in the distance. He kept walking and came closer.
 
   There it was!
 
   It was a sword in a stone, covered in ivy and bushes. But through the green plants, he could easily distinguish the glittering handle, the diamond blade, and the inscription on the stone.
 
   ‘Sword of Honor,’ it read.
 
   Yes, this was it. No mistake about it. Hey, what else did it say?
 
   ‘Only for those who use it for others.’
 
   ‘Well, I am certainly not getting this sword to sell it, if that’s what they mean,’ Carius said out loud. ‘Hopefully I can pull it out and turn everyone back into human beings.’
 
   He walked towards the sword, got some of the surrounding plants out of the way with his shovel, and pulled with all his strength. At first, it didn’t seem to budge, but as he continued to pull, it slowly gave way and he was able to get it out.
 
   ‘Aha!’ Carius said. ‘Time to transform some skeletons and zombies.’
 
   He descended to the foot of the mountain and climbed down the rocky sidewall. The mist had faded. The field was clear. The skeletons were wandering in the distance, all at their own pace and in different directions.
 
   One skeleton, however, was not too far away. Carius decided to attack that one first. If he would just stab it with this magical sword, the transformation to human would take place, right?
 
   He got the sword, held it in front of him, and ran at the skeleton. Stabbing it between the ribs, he held firm to the magical weapon and watched as the skeleton crumbled to dust, still bubbling in on the ground. It looked as if there was still going on. Perhaps it would take a while before the transformation would be complete. Either way, this was the sword he would rely on; it was his only chance. Carius looked at the roaming undead in the distance.
 
   ‘Come on, you ugly skeletons! Let’s see what you’re really made of!’ he yelled.
 
   Within seconds, dozens of skeletons were storming at the hero, who slashed and dashed the numerous creatures with his blade. One by one they fell, crumbling and boiling on the ground. It didn’t take long for the whole field to become one big, boiling soup of bubbling skeleton remainders.
 
   The skeletons were easy to fight. They didn’t show too much resistance. Carius had to exert himself for a while to stab all these bony monsters, but eventually, they all fell victim to his combat skills and his mysterious sword.
 
   ‘Pfuh!’ he panted. ‘That was a good workout.’
 
   He looked at his body. A few skeletons had scraped him and scratched his arms. He was bleeding, but just a little. It wasn’t so bad. Carius clearly knew how to defend himself.
 
   ‘Now the zombies,’ he said with a determined look on his face as he moved forward to the creepy forest.
 
   After finding the dark and dreary woods, he did the same thing: Yelling and taunting the zombies, the supposed males of the village. Like customers who are offered a free sample, the zombies ran towards the young farmer and tried to choke or punch him. Some of those attacks were a success, but most of their feeble attempts were futile. Carius moved his sword from left to right, from up to down, stabbing, slashing, cutting, and evading. He chopped off some zombie heads, stabbed some in their rotting hearts, and punch several zombies to the ground. 
 
   Each zombie touched by the blade showed the same chemical reaction: Crumbling and boiling in the soil as if it was going through the transformation process of turning back into something else.
 
   Carius wasn’t too sure if his actions had the desired consequences. Nonetheless, what he DID know, was that the problems with the undead would soon be over. He just hoped he would see his family and friends soon as humans.
 
   Having stabbed and cut a few hundred zombies, he leaned on his sword… exhausted… allowing himself to take a quick rest before returning to his home. The forest had turned into a giant puddle of boiling corpses, not so pleasant to walk through, although it had been necessary to perform this act.
 
   He continued through the woods and arrived at his old farm. Having wrestled through these hordes and being utterly fatigued, he let himself drop on his bed and fell asleep within seconds.
 
   He didn’t know how long he slept. It must have been hours, maybe even a whole day. He slept like a rock, for a loooooong time.
 
   When he woke up, he saw his mother and father standing at his bedside. He jumped up.
 
   ‘Mom, dad! I’m so happy you’re here!’ he shouted as he went over to give them a huge. They embraced for a while, the three of them, finally united. Their joy was indescribable.
 
   ‘What happened?’ Carius asked after some time.
 
   ‘You did it, son,’ his father said. ‘You turned every monstrous creature on those fields and in those woods into perfectly healthy human beings, including us.’
 
   ‘All I remember is that the skeletons and zombies were boiling on the ground,’ Carius said.
 
   ‘Then you didn’t see everything,’ his mother added. ‘It took a few hours before everybody turned back. The boiling was the first stage of the transformation. Either way, I am so glad you’re awake, son. You were asleep for more than 15 hours. We were a little worried.’
 
   ‘Tomorrow will be your big day,’ his father said. ‘The mayor will honor you and give you a medal for your heroic performance at the town square.’
 
   ‘Really?’ Carius asked excitedly.
 
   ‘Of course, you’re the one who helped us out. It’s the least they can do. But before we go downstairs to eat, I have a little surprise for you… well, two surprises,’ he said as he winked at him.
 
   He moved aside and the midget who had told Carius about the curse in the beginning stepped forward.
 
   ‘Vexor!’ Carius said.
 
   He thanked Carius and complimented him for his bravery. Then Carius was introduced a beautiful girl his age who stepped forward and told him her name. She was wearing a light pink dress and a white undershirt, topped with red decorations, patterns, and golden edges on her short sleeves. Carius was astounded by the gorgeous appearance of this young woman, who looked like an angel to him.
 
   ‘Have we met?’ Carius asked.
 
   ‘Of course,’ she said. ‘But I understand if you don’t remember me. I didn’t exactly look the same back then, if you know what I mean.’
 
   Then Carius saw it. She was wearing the necklace with the blue crystal he had given to the skeleton that had helped him.”
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   “But grandma,” Susan said. “If she was the skeleton, then why didn’t she tell him?”
 
   “Well, she didn’t need to,” grandma said. “The fact that she was wearing the necklace was enough.”
 
   “What if the necklace got stolen by a different skeleton and she was just faking it?” Karl asked.
 
   “Oh, don’t be silly,” grandma said. “Of course not. She held on to that necklace for life. It was like she fell in love with him at first sight, when she saw this dashing young farmer’s boy in through the fog. He looked like a young hero, the man of his dreams, with his strong arms and his shovel.”
 
   Grandma looked up and became a little dreamy. It seemed like she was in her own world for a few seconds before snapping out of it.
 
   “Wow, you really know how to describe her feelings, grandma,” Susan said. “What happened to them? Did they really fall in love after that?”
 
   “Ha-ha!” Karl snickered. “In love with a skeleton. Imagine that!”
 
   “Oh you,” Susan said. “I think it’s romantic. So, tell me, grandma. Did they get married?”
 
   “I am hungry,” Ashley said sporadically, interrupting everyone.
 
   “I guess I will tell you that story at a different time,” grandma said.
 
   She took the grandchildren to the kitchen, so she could fix them a snack. They all walked in front of her and left the room. Grandma took a deep breath and smiled at the necklace with the blue crystal that was hanging on the wall.
 
   “Until we meet again in the afterlife, Carius,” she said with a smile.
 
    
 
   THE END
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   This is a story about Stefan, an adventurer who looks for hidden gems and valuable stones. Everything is going his way until the guide in the jungle tells him to leave. He disagrees, because Stefan is on to something. But his stubbornness has become a major problem.
 
   Surviving the perils of the jungle wildlife and the exigent climate, he cuts his way with his machete through the green plants of the virgin forest. After struggling with the forces of nature, he bumps into the inhabitants of the area. They are wild yet friendly. They can show him how to get home.
 
   But something else is going on. There is an item, a hidden item, put away in secrecy and desired by many. Will this object put a wedge between them or help Stefan find his way?
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Chapter 1: Jungle Madness
 
    
 
   His name is Stefan. He has been an archeologist for five years now. He loves the mysteries of the earth, with all its hidden minerals and surprising effects.
 
   When he was younger, he already traded rocks and materials. He went “rock hunting” with some of his friends, which trips always included an ending collection of dozens of interesting pebbles and gems. He was an expert at finding them, but when he got older, he wanted more.
 
   So here he is, in the heart of the jungle, far away from what he sees as the main civilization. His guide, a local man who is just trying to make a quick buck, has shown him some interesting locations already with beautiful stones and ancient artifacts. The jungle is thick. Plants cover the earth and a giant river with offshoots flows around it, like arteries supporting a beating life cycle. Stefan has a goal, a destiny, and a reason for being there. He wants to locate some of the rarest gems and jewels in the world. He knows the jungle holds numerous secrets, which is why he has decided to expand his research to this strange area.
 
   “That’s it,” the local guide says. “I’m not taking you any farther. See those clouds? And look at the calendar. The dry season is almost over. If we go back to the village now, we can still beat the heavy rains.”
 
   “No,” Stefan says. “I came here to find something, not just to take a peek, turn around and go home empty-handed. This is all I found so far. Look!”
 
   He holds a few pebbles with gold edges in his hand.
 
   “I know it’s something, but it’s not nearly enough to make it worth my while.”
 
   “And I am telling you, my friend, that if we don’t leave now, we will be swept away by heavy rain. The rivers will flow over. The entire jungle will be flooded. You won’t be able to survive. Trust me. I have lived here all my life.”
 
   “I don’t care. We’ll be okay,” Stefan says again.
 
   “Well, I’m heading back,” the guide says.
 
   “Please just stay for uhm… two more days. Just two more days. Come on,” Stefan begs.
 
   “Again, my friend. I am not staying another minute. If we leave too late, we’ll be overcome by the rainstorms. Follow me now or stay behind. Those are your options. Don’t forget that you can always come back in six months, when the rainy season is over.”
 
   “Six months? Are you crazy? I can’t wait that long!” Stefan says in frustration. “I am begging you, please stay with my two more days. I am close; I can feel it. If I don’t find anything within the next two days, I’ll gladly fallow you home.”
 
   “Forget it. I am leaving. Are you coming or not?” the guide says.
 
   “No, I am staying. I’ll get back by myself, thank you very much.”
 
   “Not so smart, my friend. Good luck, because I think you’ll need it, although I don’t I will ever see you back.”
 
   Those are the guide’s last words. Stefan watches as his chaperon disappears into the distance. It doesn’t take a minute for him to be left to himself.
 
   “Stupid, pigheaded idiot,” Stefan complains. “I’ll show him I can survive the jungle. And when I get back, I will be holding the biggest jewel he’s ever seen. Then he’ll come to me and apologize. I mean, it’s just two days. How much of a difference does that even make?”
 
   It seems like a simple plan at first, with no apparent dangers. He just continues on the same path, following his instincts and hurrying a little to find something before going home.
 
   Stefan walks for about an hour, relaxed and careless. He knows he is close. His gut feeling is telling him this. There just has to be a valuable stone in this region.
 
   Then it starts to rain. He knew it was coming, but it should not be a big deal, because it has rained before. He has a raincoat and some serious boots. It starts slowly with drizzle. A fog is created by the clouds. But it rains more and more by the minute. Stefan didn’t expect this. He hides underneath a giant banyan tree and hold his coat over his head.
 
   It isn’t enough.
 
   The rain storm doesn’t only continue but gets worse. Before he knows it, the rain is heavier and louder than it has been on their whole trip. The soil is flooding and the rivers are flowing over. A strong current takes Stefan down to the valley.
 
   “Help!” he yells, but nobody can hear him.
 
   There is no one there, and if there was, that person wouldn’t be able to understand his voice in the loud thunderstorm anyway.
 
   “Oh no!” Stefan shouts as he watches his backpack and most of his belongings being flushed away, as it were, down the hill and into an unknown territory.
 
   He is lost. He is at the strong current’s mercy. Something is telling him it’s only going to get worse from here. If only he would have listened to the guide. Why did he have to be so stubborn? Is a valuable gem really worth dying for?
 
   Holding on to a branch, he contemplates his losses as he tries to resist the heavy winds and the overwhelming flow of jungle water.
 
   After an hour, the storm has subsided. The sky is clear again, but Stefan’s flashlight, food, water bottle, and clothes are gone. He is soaking wet, and he doesn’t know where to go. 
 
   “This is a real nightmare,” he thinks. “How am I ever going to find my way home?”
 
   He decides to climb down the hill and see if any of his items are there. He doesn’t have high hopes, but it doesn’t hurt to look, he thinks. If one of his things is still there, it could come in handy.
 
   He descends down the hill and is happy to see that he is right. In the corner of a small grove of trees is his machete. He pulls it from underneath the branches and looks at it. Fortunately, it is still sharp. It’s not rusty. This will come in handy.
 
   Stefan can’t see any other items, except for his bottle of water. He doesn’t realize yet how important that possession is.
 
   The plants are clogging the jungle. They are everywhere. There is not a foot or even an inch, or so it seems, which is not covered in green shrubs, bushes, plants, or other flora. The air is thick and moisture is all around him, making it harder to breathe. The tropical climate has shown its worst colors. The heat is excruciating and exhausting, as well as all the sweat on Stefan’s body.
 
   His water is gone. He is getting thirsty. One of the techniques he learned in boy scouts, is to purify the water from the rain by using leafs and making sure it is clean. He knows not to drink the water from the river or on the ground. That water is full of diseases and poisonous bacteria and fluids. He applies the method he knows and fills up his bottle.
 
   “Aaaaah!” he says contently after drinking the cool water from the leafs. He feels a renewed energy rushing through his body.
 
   Cutting his way through the plants and freeing the way for him to go through, he can’t help but hear a sound he fears. There are all kinds of jungle sounds: Monkeys, trees, raindrops, and tons of birds. But this sound is threatening; it’s terrifying, like a growl.
 
   “Grrrrrrr!” he hears again.
 
   It’s coming from somewhere on the left side. He looks.
 
   Nothing.
 
   Then again.
 
   “Grrrrr!”
 
   That can’t be good.
 
   Stefan turns around and sees a huge panther staring at him, ready to devour his lunch. Before Stefan can think it through, the beast leaps at him and pounces, holding him to the ground, trying to bite his face off. Stefan dropped his machete. Timing it perfectly—and with a lot of luck—he keeps the jaws of the predator open with his hands, knowing that if he lets go, the panther will be able to attack and kill him.
 
   How is he going to get out of this? He can’t let go, but he doesn’t have his machete. Where did it go? Aha! There it is. Stefan turns the mouth of the panther sideways.
 
   One… two… three!
 
   He shoves the monstrous cat aside and moves over to snatch his machete away before the panther can attack again.
 
   “Grrrr!” the panther grows again.
 
   Suddenly, it attacks. Stefan closes his eyes, holding the machete in front of him. It is one of the scariest moments of his life. When he opens his eyes, he can hardly believe what happened. The panther has jumped on his machete and got impaled. Stefan shakes the panther off his sword by pulling it out. 
 
   Yuck. 
 
   Blood is everywhere.
 
   At least it’s not his own blood. But Stefan doesn’t like it. Immediately after his encounter, he washes off the blood and continues through the thick jungle. He is at it all day, trying to find his way to the trail he started on, but he cannot find it. Not too much longer, the sun sets. It’s getting dark. Creepy noises are all around him. The pitch black shadows are broken by the shimmering light of the moon.
 
   Sitting against a tree in a fairly open space, Stefan falls asleep within minutes. He doesn’t wake up during the night, despite the dangers around him; he is exhausted.
 
   The next morning, Stefan feels something crawling up his nose. It awakens him. After opening his eyes, he discovers the horrific situation he finds himself in: He fell asleep in an ant heap!
 
   Thousands of tiny insects are all over his body: In his clothes, in his shoes… in places he won’t mention to others in the future… he is COVERED in red ants!
 
   “Waaaaah!” Stefan screams.
 
   Immediately, he takes off his clothes (except for his underwear) and jumps into the river. Gone. They’re all gone. Now, how is he going to get them off his clothes? He gets out of the water, grabs a his machete, and puts it under his clothes. With it, he lifts them up one by one, shaking the ants off his clothes. After about an hour, most of the ants are gone. He feels his skin. They bit him all over. Red bumps have appeared. 
 
   Moreover, he feels sick. It’s like he has a fever or something. Stefan is chilling. It’s freezing cold to him, but it isn’t. He definitely has a fever, and he knows it. This will get him dehydrated faster than anything. All the hardships of the jungle have put Stefan in survival mode. He has had it. All he wants, is to go home now.
 
   He finishes the last water in his bottle. It’s not raining. He can’t find any other clean water. The more he thinks about it, the thirstier he gets. His strength is failing him, and after about 6 more hours of slashing through the jungle bushes, he falls down on the ground.
 
   “This is it,” he thinks. “I am going to die. I can’t go any further.”
 
   After some dizziness, he passes out, completely unaware of anything happening around him.
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   Stefan wakes up. He can hardly believe that he is still alive. He has no clue where he is or what happened while he was unconscious, but what he does know, is that the surface he is on, is soft and comfortable. That’s enough for now.
 
   Fading voices are echoing through the room he is in. Silhouettes of people turn into sharp, detailed persons.
 
   “Look, dad! He is awake!” he hears a female voice say in a local, native language he recognizes.
 
   When the visions become clear, his eyes observe a beautiful young woman standing in front of him, bent over to find out if he is okay. She looks concerned and sweet, like a beautiful angel from heaven, skinny but mature. Her skin is dark brown, her hair black, and she is covered by a brown cloth from right beneath her shoulders to a little above her knees. It looks similar to an ancient tribe he is used to see in reservations. Red lines of paint mark her cheeks and elegant patterns of mystical symbols are painted in the same color on one of her arms. She is wearing a headband and a necklace.
 
   “How are the ant bites healing?” a man behind her says.
 
   “They seem to be okay,” an older woman says. “Hello, young man. Can you understand what I am saying?”
 
   It takes a while for Stefan to come up with the words he studies in college, the language of a distant tribe he knew he might encounter in this hills.
 
   “Y-yes. I understand,” Stefan stammers.
 
   The eyes of the girl glimmer in the light as Stefan discovers a certain shy enthusiasm in her demeanor.
 
   “He understands our language! Wow! Where did you learn to speak like us?” she asks.
 
   “I learned it in college,” Stefan says. “I don’t speak it fluently, but if you speak slowly, I will be able to understand.”
 
   “Amazing,” she answers. “What is your name?”
 
   “My name is Stefan. And yours?”
 
   “My name is Quanah. This is my dad, Ayawamat and my mom, Mapiyah.”
 
   “Pleased to meet you,” Stefan says.
 
   “It’s good to see you alive, young man,” Ayawamat says. “You nearly died of dehydration and fatigue. What are you doing out here anyway?”
 
   “I am an archeologist. I was looking for precious stones to take home, but I was too stubborn. I ignored the advice of the guide to head back to our starting point, and that’s why I got overwhelmed by the dangers of the jungle.”
 
   “Well, you’re safe here,” Quanah says happily. “These pile dwellings provide the perfect shelter against the heavy rains. We only go outside when the floods have disappeared, which is about every day. After the rain, it takes a few hours for the stream to vanish down the hill. In case you haven’t noticed, we are on the top of a giant hill.”
 
   “Fascinating,” Stefan says. “How many of you live here?”
 
   “We just have a small village. There are 54 people here. We never get to go anywhere,” Quanah says.
 
   “Quanah,” her dad says, rebuking her. “That’s enough.”
 
   “I shall let you rest now,” Quanah says. “Please trust us and take this medicine. It will help against the ant bites.”
 
   Stefan accepts the medicine. He receives the cup, lifts it up and drinks the whole thing. Gross! His face expresses disgust and he coughs a little. The other ones in the room chuckle.
 
   “It’s not tasty,” Quanah says. “I know. But it’s really healthy. You’ll thank us later.”
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   Stefan wakes up again. He has fallen asleep after drinking the medicine. He opens his eyes and sees Quanah sitting at his bedside. She smiles when she sees that he is awake.
 
   “Good morning,” she says.
 
   “Morning? Did I sleep through the night?”
 
   “Yes, you did. And as far as I’m concerned, you’re all better. Are you ready to go for a walk in the village?”
 
   “Yes, I think I am,” Stefan answers.
 
   He gets up and follows Quanah outside the pile house. After he steps out, he descends down a ladder and looks around him. The entire village is made of pile houses, high above the ground where the water cannot reach them. Various inhabitants of the village stare at him, especially the children. Some of them have never seen a Caucasian person before. They look at him with big eyes, waiting for Stefan to do something interesting or spontaneous. He waves at them.
 
   “They like you because you’re new,” Quanah comments.
 
   “I can tell,” Stefan says as he smiles at the curious, little kids.
 
   Stefan notices the primitive, simple lifestyle these people have, but in a way, he thinks it’s rather charming. He can tell that their simplicity is sufficient to make them happy. Their homes are tidy and well taken care off. Their clothes are not extravagant but reflect a degree of purity and respect towards other. The family-oriented atmosphere is omnipresent in this little hill tribe town.
 
   “Follow me,” Quanah says. “My father is the chief of the village. He will tell you what we can do from here on.”
 
   “Sounds good to me,” Stefan says.
 
   They walk past a dozen houses and arrive at the chief’s home. After climbing up the ladder, they meet Ayawamat again.
 
   “Greetings,” he says.
 
   “Excuse me, chief,” Stefan says. “I didn’t know you were leading this tribe.”
 
   “Never mind that,” the chief says. “We are happy to have you here, Stefan, and you are welcome to stay for as long as you want.”
 
   “Thank you,” Stefan replies.
 
   “But there is more,” the chief says. “If you are willing to listen, I can explain the dilemma we’ve been facing.”
 
   “Of course,” Stefan says.
 
   “Here is the thing: There has been lots of tension between our village and the tribe beyond the far hill in the north. They claim we have stolen their purple pearl. It’s a hidden gem that they value so much that they even worship it. According to them, it has secret powers, but we already had the stone in our hands and think it’s nonsense. However, they insist on getting it back.”
 
   “So where is it?” Stefan asks.
 
   “That is just it! We don’t have it. We never had it in the first place. One of their scouts said he saw something shining when we were walking by, but we think he might have seen something else just reflecting the sunlight. We don’t have it, because we would never dare getting it.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “The purple pearl is beautiful. It was created by an ancient tribe who found a resource from which they sharpened and polished the valuable gem. They thought it was so important that they hid it and made sure nobody would ever come near it. It has been in the Big Jungle Temple for ages. I know, because I have been inside it and have seen it with my own eyes. But I didn’t go farther, because several of my men died in the process of fetching it. Everybody here knows that whoever enters the temple, has little chance of returning safely. The place is full of traps, pitfalls, and dangerous obstacles. The reason why I called you here, is to suggest that you go there and see if you can find a way to get the pearl and restore peace among the tribes.”
 
   “You want me to risk my life to get a purple pearl?” Stefan asks. “I mean, I would love to help out, and I would love to see that valuable pearl, but what makes you so sure I can do it when some of your men already died?”
 
   “Because you are well-educated. You’ve studied the ancient languages, customs, and manuscripts or our lands. There must be something you know that we don’t. All we have, is traditions and word of mouth tales, but you had the written word and spent hours studying it.”
 
   “I guess so. Sure, I am willing to help,” Stefan says. “You are making me very curious about that pearl. It must be a pretty sight.”
 
   “It sure is. And to not leave you empty-handed, I offer you my daughter’s hand in marriage upon your return.”
 
   “Oh…” Stefan says shyly. It’s going a little fast. He glances at Quanah, who flirtatiously waves at him from the corner of the room with three fingers and a beautiful smile.
 
   Stefan isn’t used to this kind of forwardness. He thinks Quanah is gorgeous, exotic, friendly, and sweet, but he doesn’t know her very well. He is honored by the chief’s offer. He loves the village. He would be okay with living here. Their customs and lifestyle have a sense of serenity to them, and he understands their language, something he has intensely studied for months.
 
   “I am not sure whether or not it would be the best choice for me to stay here, but I accept your request to go after the pearl.”
 
   Quanah’s smile vanishes. She looks a little disappointed. The chief raises his eyebrows.
 
   “Do you not think she’s beautiful?” he asks.
 
   “Oh, that’s not it,” Stefan says. “She is very beautiful. But marrying here would mean I have to decide to stay. And I just have to think about that for a little while. I hope you understand.”
 
   “Of course,” Ayawamat says. “You have two days to think about it.”
 
   “Two days? Why two days?” Stefan asks.
 
   “The secret temple is two days walking from here. My brave warriors shall escort you there.”
 
   “Dad,” Quanah says. “Can I please go with them?”
 
   “You do not have endanger your life, my daughter,” Ayawamat says.
 
   “I know, but if he is going to do so much for us, the least I can do is accompany him, especially if we will marry each other.”
 
   “You have my permission,” the chief agrees.
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   That afternoon, Stefan leaves the village, as well as three guards with spears and machetes, and the chief’s daughter, Quanah. A few dozen children are standing at the village border to wave at the five travelers and wish them good luck. Stefan senses their warm, welcoming attitude and almost feels at home already.
 
   Chopping away jungle plants, the village guards clear the way and create a path towards the infamous jungle temple. They don’t talk much. Their mission is to lead Stefan there. Quanah, however, has a lot to say.
 
   “Tell me more about where you are from. What’s it like?”
 
   “Well, there are lots of other people. I come from a city, where people are always in a hurry. They don’t know each other and don’t greet each other like in your village.”
 
   “Do you have a special someone waiting at home, or are you completely single?” she asks.
 
   Stefan’s face gets red. This beautiful girl has already captured his heart with her exciting, flattering charm. At home, Stefan was always the loner, the one girls despised; the ugly boy in the corner with the awkward lack of social skills. He would have never dreamt he would meet a girl this gorgeous who is actually interested in him. And now that he thinks about it, he doesn’t really see a reason why he wouldn’t want to marry her.
 
   The two days go quickly. Stefan and Quanah talk for hours every day. She is amazed at his knowledge and experience, and he is feeling the butterflies in his stomach each time he looks at her elegant figure and friendly smile. The two are really getting to know each other.
 
   Fortunately, the guards are a hundred times better than Stefan at sensing the jungle dangers and surviving. Each time there is a monsoon, they fix a place to hide; every time a predator comes near, they scare it off with their weapons; and Stefan only has to say he is a little hungry for them to leave them alone for a few minutes and come back with something edible they caught. Stefan has gained a lot more respect for these tribe people, who don’t know much about culture or books but who obviously learned how to survive in the wild.
 
   It is evening. The sun is about to set.
 
   “Halt,” one of the guards suddenly says. “Look. There it is.”
 
   He points at a few ruins, carved into the rocky hill in front of them. Ancient remains of a temple stand out and show long neglect of humans at the same time.
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   “It is too dark now,” the guard says. “We shall camp here. Tomorrow, you may go inside and enlighten us with your magnificent learning.”
 
   They all get ready for the night. After a half hour, they all fall asleep, but Stefan is restless. He knows he has to figure out puzzles of ancient origin tomorrow, and that it will be risky. 
 
   He isn’t too certain that he can help the villagers. They believe in him, but perhaps they believe in him more than he believes in himself.
 
   After dreaming for about an hour, Stefan wakes up. He smiles when he sees that Quanah moved over to his side, as if she unconsciously wanted to snuggle a little in her sleep. A peaceful smile ornaments his face, until….
 
   “Watch out!”
 
   A guard jumps in front of him, waking them both.
 
   “What’s going on?!” Quanah asks.
 
   “Be careful! Don’t come any closer,” the guard says.
 
   In front of him, a giant cobra snake is challenging him, feeling threatened by the humans’ presence.
 
   “Don’t worry,” he says. “We got this.”
 
   Stefan watches as one of the warriors dances in front of the serpent, distracting it with sounds and movements. The other two sneak up behind the reptile and wait for the opportune moment.
 
   “Tsyaaack!”
 
   Both warriors stab their spears through the cobra within a split of a second, catching it off guard.
 
   “Looks like snake for breakfast, boys. Ha-ha-ha!” one of them says.
 
   “The chief’s guards are excellent survivors,” Quanah adds. “They know how to remove the venom and prepare a lovely meal with it.”
 
   “Impressive,” Stefan admits.
 
   That night, there are no more disturbances. The real adventure will start in the morning. For now, they are safe and sound, gaining their strength to complete their mission the next day.
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   The next morning, the sun is shining brightly. Signs of a storm are still far away, although it doesn’t always mean much in this climate.
 
   Stefan is standing in front of the temple. Everyone have just eaten breakfast and are about to lead him to the front entrance.
 
   “In order to get the purple pearl, you have to be able to read and solve puzzles,” Quanah says. “We wish you good look on your efforts in the temple. May the gods aid you in your quest.”
 
   She leans forward and kisses him on the cheek. Stefan melts away at the thought of being together with her and having their own place.
 
   “Good luck,” she says again, slowly letting go of his hand. “Be careful.”
 
   Stefan looks back for a few seconds. Then he regains his focus. He moves forward… slowly… slowly… He notices the skeletons on the floor. They don’t put him at ease. Something has happened here; something isn’t right. How did these people die?
 
   Suddenly… Tsyaaaack!
 
   Spikes appear from all walls, barely scraping the surface of Stefan shirt. He steps back and pants more heavily than he ever has in his whole life. That was close. 
 
   Then he sees it.
 
   One of the tiles is loose.
 
   It’s wobbly and triggers the spikes from the walls when stepped on.
 
   “Let’s see if this works,” he says, thinking out loud.
 
   He grabs a huge boulder and rolls it towards the tile.
 
   Tsyaaaack!
 
   There go the spikes again. But this time they aren’t being pulled back. The boulder triggered the mechanism but keeps it in place by staying on the tile.
 
   That was that.
 
   The booby trap has been disarmed. Stefan can move on. As he carefully treads the hallway of the ancient temple, he can’t help but notice several symbols on the walls. They look like arrows pointing down.
 
   He doesn’t trust it.
 
   Perhaps he should duck.
 
   The hunch is too strong. He decides to crawl on and stop walking.
 
   Tsyaaak!
 
   Another mechanism, this time with a blade slashing the air above his head. Stefan looks at a skull adjacent to him on the floor. Obviously the previous trespasser didn’t understand to stay low.
 
   As he crawls on, he enters a different room. The room is like a palace hall but in ruins. In the middle, there is a structure showing water going from one bucket to the next. The buckets are attached to a well-designed brick round object, circling around it, filling up and dropping water like a water wheel. The subscription beneath it is clear but mysterious. However, Stefan recognizes the symbols.
 
   “Oh, what was that again?” he asks himself. “I had it in history class. The ancient artifacts of the aboriginal gods had a certain meaning, but what?”
 
   He ponders the symbols for a few more minutes. There are three symbols: A tooth, water waves, and a rock.
 
   “Let’s see here,” he says. “The three have to balance each other and counter each other at the same time. The tooth stands for power and aggression; the water for tolerance and kindness, and the rock for solidity and sturdiness. In other words, one must push, the other must give in and bend, and the last must be firm and unyielding.”
 
   He looks at the buckets made of thin stony material and reads the symbols on them.
 
   “Aha! This one must be pushed back, because it has the tooth. That one must go the same way, and this one must be held still.”
 
   He looks over his shoulder and sees a convenient branch he can use for leverage. He walks to it and grabs it, after which he holds it near the buckets on the water wheel.
 
   “One… two… three!” he says as he lifts one bucket up, leaves another one as it is, and holds the last one in its place with his other hand. For three seconds, he holds this position.
 
   “What the…?”
 
   Splaaaaaash!
 
   A heavy stream of water emerges from the ceiling, which has just been broken by the correct application of the secret formula. Stefan is being swept away by the strong current but manages to keep his eyes open. On his left side, he sees a shining object brighter than the sun.
 
   “That must be it,” he thinks. “If only I could swim over there.”
 
   He grabs onto a rock in the temple, which is now being flooded with water that was just waiting there above it. Some of the water is disappearing and the current is weakening.
 
   This is his chance. 
 
   It’s now or never.
 
   Stefan swims as fast as he towards the glimmering object and his eyes light up when he sees it is a purple pearl. It looks amazing, glittering, and beautiful. At the same time, it looks like it hasn’t been touched in decades. Stefan rips the pearl from its place and holds onto it firmly, after which the current pushes him into the river.
 
   Finally able to move his arms and legs again, Stefan spits out some water and looks around him for the best place to go ashore. But then he sees something he didn’t expect: Crocodiles!
 
   Slowly but certainly, three large crocodiles dive into the water, happy to see their lunch float away helplessly.
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   “Waaaaah!” Stefan cries.
 
   He swims to the other side of the river, looking back occasionally to see if the crocodiles are gaining on him. One of the immense reptiles, the closest one, dives under. Stefan knows what this means. These predators often dive under before they emerge out of the water speedily and attack their prey. Unless something happens, he is lost. Struggling against the current, Stefan moves forward, still hoping for a miracle.
 
   “Quickly! Give me your hand,” Quanah shouts from the river shore.
 
   After swimming to her, Stefan reaches for her hand and grabs onto it.
 
   Just in time…
 
   The huge crocodile shoots forward as a monster ready to devour and snaps its jaw, trying to bite off Stefan’s leg.
 
   But it missed.
 
   Stefan got away just in time.
 
   Still in panic, Stefan begs the three guards and the beautiful girl to get away from the river as fast as possible. Obediently, they show him the way and run off into the jungle. Stefan keeps running. He still doesn’t feel safe. A few minutes later, however, reality sinks in. The threat is gone. Being scared is useless now. It’s okay.
 
   Quanah gives him a hug.
 
   “I would be so miserable if you would have died in there. I’m so glad you’re alive,” she says.
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   “Did you get the purple pearl?” one of the guards asks.
 
   “I certainly did,” Stefan says with a huge grin on his face.
 
   He reaches in his pocket and takes out the pearl. Quanah and three warriors watch in awe as the sparkling object is right in front of them. After a short celebration, they return to the village and present the purple pearl to the chief.
 
   “Well done, young man,” chief Ayawamat says. “We will donate this precious pearl to the other village. Hopefully they will accept our token and call a truce.”
 
   No sooner said than done, the chief is accompanied by twelve warriors, his wife, his daughter Quanah, and Stefan the archeologist. As they approach the other town, they get surrounded by guards of the other village. More than 30 hostile villagers are now holding their spears and clubs up, pointing them at them and demanding the nature of their visit.
 
   The men from the other village look like a dangerous people. Their skins are painted black and they wear skulls on their heads, animal skins on their backs, and loin cloths covering their hip area. All of them are barefooted, and they have a rough, ferocious look in their faces.
 
   Ayawamat assures them of their good intentions and leads the way to the head of the hostile village.
 
   “What is it you want? We have no need for your visit here, traitor,” the head of the hostile village says, whose name is Karaka.
 
   “We come in peace. Please accept our gift,” chief Ayawamat says.
 
   He commands his guard to pull the pearl out of the bag.
 
   After the pearl is pulled out, Karaka stands up. The bear skin on his back and the huge skull hat on his head become more intimidating than when he was sitting down. He looks displeased to say the least, perhaps almost angry.
 
   “See? I knew you had it! You had it all along! And now you want to give it back to me? What is the meaning of all this?”
 
   “Take it easy, chief,” Stefan says as he stands in front of him.
 
   He can hardly believe he is doing this. Karaka’s threatening appearance was enough to give Stefan nightmares, but when he spoke, it was as if ghosts were flying through his soul; that’s how intense it felt.
 
   “Please, let me explain,” Stefan says again.
 
   “Who is this white man?” Karaka asks. “And who gave him permission to speak up? Know your place, white man.”
 
   “My name is Stefan,” Stefan says. “And if you will please hear us out, I can explain the reason for this misunderstanding.”
 
   “Your language skills are impressive, Stefan,” Karaka says. “Speak.”
 
   Stefan tells the chief of his encounter with the crocodiles, the booby traps, and the discovery of the temple secret. Karaka is listening intently, slowly warming up to the plausibility of Stefan’s story. Finally, he sits down and says, “Fine. I accept the gift. Our villages are at peace now. You have shown your faithfulness. Now depart.”
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   The villagers from Quanah’s village return home. When they get back, chief Ayawamat wants to see Stefan.
 
   “So, Stefan,” he says after both arriving in his house. “You have proven your worthiness as a brave, noble warrior. Your discovery has allowed our villages to be at peace. I am curious. Have you made your choice? After all, you came here to find a valuable stone or pearl, but now you lost it. Do you want our men to guide you home?”
 
   “Actually,” Stefan says while winking at Quanah in the corner. “I think I found something more beautiful and precious than a pearl. And I feel at home already.”
 
   Quanah walks to Stefan and embraces him and holds him tightly.
 
   “Does this mean you accept my daughter’s hand in marriage?” Ayawamat asks.
 
   “It does. I would love to marry your daughter.”
 
   “And does my daughter accept you?”
 
   “Dear,” the chief’s wife says, interrupting him. “Look at them. Do you really have to ask?”
 
   A week later, the two lovebirds get married. They build their own pile house and live peacefully in the village. Quanah still knows she found an amazing husband who will show her the world and love her forever, and Stefan has a wife more beautiful and sweet than he could have ever imagined when he lived at home.
 
   About once per year, they visit Stefan’s hometown, as well as other interesting places Stefan suggests, to look for more hidden gems and rocks. The rest of the time, they spend their lives in harmony with the jungle that seemed so threatening at first to Stefan, but has now become his favorite place in the world.
 
    
 
   THE END
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Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
   I take reviews seriously and always look at them. This way, you are helping me provide you better content that you will LOVE in the future. A review doesn’t have to be long, just one or two sentences and a number of stars you find appropriate (hopefully 5 of course). 
 
   Also, if I think your review is useful, I will mark it as “helpful.” This will help you become more known on Amazon as a decent reviewer, and will ensure that more authors will contact you with free e-books in the future. This is how we can help each other.
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   Freddy lives in Craft Town. He is crazy about his little blue bird, a finch. He has a lot of fun with his pet, but when the sneaky fowl escapes from his home, he is in a pickle. He was already going into the wrong direction with his life, but now it had become more serious.
 
   At first, Freddy is distraught. He wonders if he will ever see his favorite animal again. But when the mourning is over, he decides to take matters into his own hands and look for the finch.
 
   Follow the funny and unusual diary of a Minecraft guy who would give anything to get his pet bird back, someone who seems to search the entire village but isn’t successful until he realizes he needs to think more deeply about life.
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   It was a warm summer afternoon. And even though the weather was excellent and sunny, my state of mind was worse than it should have been. Maybe I was not to blame, and maybe I was. But whatever the reason, I was in a bad mood… a very bad mood.
 
   I hated life; I hated my family; I hated kids and smiles and laughter; I hated the sun in my face… so annoying. Nothing was going the way I wanted. I guess I was just the victim of bad luck and an unfortunate fate that had befallen me. Why did everything have to be so difficult? It was like nobody was interested in me. No one liked me or cared about me. Or did they? I wasn’t sure, but I wasn’t going to give it a try and find out.
 
   It had been months since I had left my room. The food in my fridge and food storage was running out, but I was hesitant to leave my comfort zone.
 
   Some people had visited me and told me I was suffering from Seasonal Affective Disorder, whatever that was. It’s some kind of depression you get in the winter because of a lack of light or something, but it wasn’t even winter. So it didn’t make any sense.
 
   Well, if they were going to judge me, then they could just take a hike. It didn’t matter to me what they thought of me, with their weird diagnoses and the psychological box they were putting me in. I was fine where I was at, and that was the end of it.
 
   You might think I had nothing to live for. Well, that’s not entirely true. Despite my depressive state, I was always enlightened by the happy chirps of my blue bird, the finch. I was crazy about that bird. 
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   I called him Frits. I am sure he was a male. He could do tricks, like fly in a loop, hop from one stick to another one, or chirp when he wanted some food. It was easy to train him that way, and I thought everything was under control.
 
   But then, one day he just disappeared. I don’t know what happened, but I saw the little door in the cage wide open, as if he had picked the lock and flew out the window. The window was open too, obviously, but I am certain I wasn’t the one who left it open.
 
   I stood there, wondering what to do next to get my favorite bird back. Would it help to call him?
 
   “Friiiiits!” I yelled while putting my face outside the window.
 
   “Friiits!”
 
   Nothing. 
 
   No chirp, no fluttering. 
 
   Absolutely nothing.
 
   I fell backwards in a lazy chair and felt miserable. Why did this happen to me? It just wasn’t fair. My life was a mess already and now I lost the only creature that seemed to care about me. It just flew away, leaving me to myself. There I was, completely alone, feeling sorry for myself. 
 
   Suddenly I heard a chirp. I tilted my head and looked outside. There he was! It was Frits!
 
   “You’ve come back!” I said excitedly. “Come in. I won’t hurt you. I’ll feed you and we can play again.”
 
   But instead of flying towards me, Frits flew away.
 
   “Hey!” I shouted, and before I knew it, I jumped out of the window. Oh, the sun was so bright and it was shining in my eyes. I covered my face with my arm to block the sunlight.
 
   I saw him again. He was flying towards an area I had never been to.
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   Frits the finch was flying towards the mountains. Higher and higher he went, stopping every so often as if he was beckoning me to follow.
 
   I climbed more than I ever had. This was a nice little area actually. I had never been up here. Well, of course not, considering that it took so much energy to hike up there.
 
   “Where are you taking me, Frits?” I asked, since I understood he was doing this deliberately.
 
   A chirp was the response, after which he flew higher again.
 
   “I… I can’t keep up, Frits,” I said, panting heavily.
 
   Frits had no mercy. He kept going. He was expecting me to walk as fast as he was flying, and I was determined to catch him. He was my best buddy. I didn’t want to let him go. Are you kidding me? That was my bird!
 
   After a while, we finally reached the edge of the mountain.
 
   “Wow!” I said as I looked at the impressive view from the top I was standing at.
 
   In front of me, the village stretched as far as the eye could see. The valley was vast and extended even beyond my hometown. I loved the sight of the peach trees and strawberry bushes in front of me, covering the orchards next to the road leading to the city hall. It was a beautiful view, and I couldn’t get enough of it.
 
   It made me think. I had locked myself in my room for so long that I forgot to broaden my perspective. I had been experiencing so much self-pity that I had forgotten there was a whole town around me, with hundreds of people, all with their own problems and stories and adventures.
 
   Above the valley was a distant silhouette of other mountains, with snow-peaked tops and a rocky surface on each side. I was imagining what was beyond those borders and I closed my eyes to see the image of the immense space of the rough nature areas I could explore.
 
   I felt relieved. I was happy I got out here. It was breathtaking to just sit at the convenient giant rock in front of the view and stare at the little houses, trying to imagine what it would be like to live in this or that home. I saw farmers, miners, wagons, and cattle going about their business and living peacefully amongst each other. It really was good for me to get some fresh air and watch the horizon from the top, not the bottom.
 
   Perhaps this was just what I needed to get out of my shell and see what was out there.
 
   Anyway, I sat there for a while, until I saw Frits again. He descended quickly, after which I followed him.
 
   Running downhill was a lot easier than struggling to fetch the finch uphill, but I had the feeling that Frits was flying faster too, sensing that it was easier for me to catch up.
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   I didn’t know if this bird of mine was aimlessly flying in random circles or if there was a purpose to its direction, but either way, I wasn’t going to lose him.
 
   At the bottom of the hill, the finch flew westward. Where was he going now? He flew through the trees, over signs, and never deviated much from his direction. It was unbelievable, as if he was trying to tell me something.
 
   I had to rest, I just had to. It was farther than my legs could carry me. I was exhausted. This blue animal was giving me a workout. I closed my eyes, caught my breath, and looked up.
 
   There he was again, as if he were waiting for me.
 
   I went in his direction, and he flew off… farther and farther, just beyond the town borders.
 
   I arrived at a field in front of a factory and noticed Frits flew inside. It was a steel factory, with vapors of smoke emerging from the chimneys, shouting men ordering employees, and wagons full of heavy materials going in and out.
 
   “Come back, Frits!” I shouted.
 
   Some of the men looked at me for a second or two, but went back to work. I took the side door, making sure I went wherever my beloved bird went.
 
   “Excuse me,” I said as I bumped into a guy with a helmet.
 
   I climbed up the stairs to the coordination room and got a great view of the factory. The busy men blew my mind. They worked like horses. Their bodies were in excellent shape and the results were remarkable. The steel they produced was well-polished; their organizational structure was perfect; and the workers were disciplined and knowledgeable, being completely aware of what they were doing.
 
   This too made me think. When was the last time I had a job again? It must have been months, maybe years. No, not years, but I thought it had been about a year since I tried to do something useful or productive with my time. Since the accident, I had been moping around, wasting my life on endless thoughts about my unfortunate circumstances. These men were great. They provided for themselves or their families, made society stronger, boosted the economy, and served others. Their paycheck was the least they should get for their labor.
 
   I knew I had talents and time. And at that moment, when I saw all those production processes, I decided to look for work again. If I wouldn’t be able to find anything, I could make an attempt to create something beautiful and sell something myself, like having my own business. Either way, I wasn’t proud of myself, but I firmly believed I could change.
 
   I saw one man hauling big block of steel and handing it to another coworker. Another man was looking at drawings of steel shapes and discussing it with another manager. One of the workers in the factory looked at me and asked me what I was doing here.
 
   “I’m just looking for my bird. It’s a blue finch. Have you seen it?”
 
   “I saw a bird fly into the building not too long ago. Check the ceilings,” he said.
 
   I looked at the ceilings, which had a complicated but functional structure to them. It must have taken hours to put this factory together. Each object was carefully put in place to support the heavy roof and the machines that created the material for houses, wheels, plows, and pans. Never before had I considered the complexity of such a lowly appreciated job, but now, I was amazed as I tried to picture all the educated men who contributed to the work.
 
   Back to reality. Where did my bird go? Aha! It flew out of the factory on the other side. Gotcha, Frits! Don’t think you can escape. I am right behind you.
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   I left the building. Somebody opened the door for me.
 
   “Thank you very much,” I said.
 
   I don’t know why I said it that way. I just did. Oh well. Continuing my chase, my clever bird Frits led me to the meadows behind the factory. It was a few hundred feet away, but once I got there, I could not believe my eyes.
 
   After the two epiphanies in the previous locations, the picturesque sight of the flower fields was another reminder of the pretty world I lived in. The pastel colors of the various tulips, begonias, sunflowers, and dandelions was an unforgettable experience for my eyes and mind, which had been in the dark for so long. I inhaled the fresh scent of the blossoming floras and sighed, feeling vibrant and energized. The soothing sounds of chirping birds and rustling leafs calmed my soul.
 
   I picked a flower. I don’t know why. I was never a big flower enthusiast, but for some reason, being out of my self-made cave made me open my mind and enjoy nature more intensely. I delighted in the smell of the pure flower bud as I thought of the miracle of the plants in the countryside, which sporadically grew without a worry in the world, relying on the environment to take care of them.
 
   The feeling was wonderful. I hadn’t felt like this for a while. Every tiny flower added to the gorgeous scenery before my eyes. I contemplated the meaning of each and every living thing in the course of life, figuring that even the smallest creatures had their purpose, and that life would be incomplete without each individual. 
 
   I knew I was unique. I was important, and for some reason, I had neglected my potential. I promised myself on that meadow field that I would find more purpose in life and start doing things that would help me grow, just like the flower.
 
   I fell backwards in the tall grass, breathing deeply and peacefully, resting my fatigued body as I enjoyed the balance of the warm sunlight and the soft, cool breeze. I watched as some of the flower seeds were tossed by the winds and were carried to other parts of the fields. I had nowhere I had to go; I was just happy as a clam, looking at the blue sky and the white clouds, trying to find shapes and counting them like a child counting sheep.
 
   But then I came to my senses. I was getting a little dreamy, but I still had my mission to think of. I looked around and spotted the bird on a sunflower.
 
   I got up as quietly as I could, sneaking up on him and getting ready to assail him like a lion in the tall grass on its prey. 
 
   I looked… I clenched my fists and…
 
   JUMPED!
 
   Missed.
 
   The blue bird was smart. It saw me coming. Bummer. It flew away in a different direction. And my chase continued… 
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   I followed my finch to the area where the meadows stopped. It flew to a big branch on a tree towering over the Miner River. I saw the bedrocks in the flowing water, as well as the red sand on the river bed, and the birth leaves on the tree. My blue bird was showing the way to the blue river.
 
   I didn’t consider myself to be a big philosopher until the bird chase, but after contemplating the tiny significance of a flower seed, a lot went through my mind when I noticed the fast water current.
 
   The river was wild but controlled. In my depression, I had always said that I didn’t need anyone. I was better off on my own, or so I thought. I was perfectly okay and didn’t want any help.
 
   But now that I saw the river flow, I was reminded of my own weakness. The human body is so dependent on water. If we don’t drink for a few days, we die. It’s just a given.
 
   I picked up a pebble and looked at the river. Then I swung my arm backwards, twisted my wrist a certain way, and bounced the pebble on the water.
 
   One, two, three, four... five time!
 
   Nice!
 
   I can do better than that.
 
   One, two, three, four… ow… that’s too bad. Oh well.
 
   Frits was watching. I knew he believed in me.
 
   I bounced another one.
 
   One, two, three, four, five… six times! Yes!
 
   I was being completely spontaneous today. I didn’t know what got into me, but I liked it. I was feeling alive and well. I took off my shirt but kept my pants on. Then I jumped into the freezing water.
 
   “Whaaaah! It’s so cold!” I cried out with a smirk on my face.
 
   I loved it. I shivered, but it was as if I had let go of the past, as if the accident, the depression, and the loneliness were all gone.
 
   Suddenly, something interesting happened. Frits had decided to fly towards me and land on my head. The water was up to my waist, but my pet bird was sitting on my head.
 
   This was it.
 
   This was the moment to snatch it.
 
   I counted in my head… one… two… three!
 
   I lifted my arms to grab him.
 
   Missed again.
 
   The funny thing was that it didn’t even annoy me. I was okay with it, eager to find out where this silly finch was taking me next. He must have had something in mind, seeing that he deliberately decided to guide me to these locations. At least, that’s what I thought. 
 
   Or was it all some big coincidence? Maybe Frits didn’t do anything on purpose and I just happened to get caught up into these thought-provoking situations. I had no clue, but I was curious where it was flying off to so quickly after the water.
 
   I jumped out of the water and looked back one more time, thinking of the natural resource that had inspired me to reconsider my dependence on simple substances such as water. It surely was interesting to go to all these places I hadn’t seen in years.
 
   Frits flew higher and higher. What was he up to this time?
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   I watched in awe as I saw my finch fly to the highest point in town: The church tower. How I was going to get up there, I didn’t care yet. I just wanted to see what the bird was doing all the way over there.
 
   I ran towards the plaza, the square in front of the church. A few giant statues of living examples were displayed outside the church, as well as flamboyant decorated leaded-glass windows and patterned bricks and rooftop peaks. It was a pretty sight, something a lot of devoted masons had worked on during its construction.
 
   I went inside. The atmosphere was peaceful. A serene silence was as overwhelming as an obnoxious noise could have been. It hit me: The purpose of life, the assurance of an afterlife, my commitment to be a charitable human, and the faith I had long ago forsaken but which had been rekindled by my appearance in this sacred building.
 
   Again, I wondered if this bird of mine was up to something, if it wanted to remind me of the things that mattered most. Whatever his motives were, I was feeling a spiritual sense of belonging. I felt special again and knew there was much worth living for.
 
   I pondered those things for a few moments. It felt good to let my mind wander off and forget about my problems. I saw them in a different perspective.
 
   However, I was still somewhat focused on finding my favorite finch, ready to jump on it and place it back in its cage, where it belonged.
 
   “Hello?” I shouted.
 
   I heard an echo. That was fun!
 
   “Hello!” I shouted again.
 
   “Hello!” the echo answered back.
 
   “What’s your name?” I shouted
 
   “What’s your name?” it echoed.
 
   “I’m an idiot!”
 
   But before I could hear the echo call himself an idiot—which would have been hilarious, right?—I heard a voice behind me.
 
   “You’re an idiot,” the man said.
 
   “Wh-what?” I asked as I turned around.
 
   “You’re an idiot,” the man repeated. It was the pastor. “Don’t you think you’re a little loud for being in a church? You’re disturbing the peace here, silly.”
 
   “S-sorry, pastor,” I said.
 
   “It’s okay. I forgive you, son. Just keep your voice down for a while.”
 
   “Thanks, pastor,” I said.
 
   But I wanted more. It had been a while since I talked to people.
 
   “Hold on,” I said. “I have a question. What do you think the best way is to get your life back on track after having been down for a while?”
 
   “Well, that depends,” the pastor said. “I don’t think I should tell you what to do, since everyone’s circumstances are different, but it always helps to pray and to ask forgiveness for your wrongs. We all have a need for progress.”
 
   “Yeah, I know. I have just been throwing my life away for a year or so. I never came outside and I was feeling sorry for myself.”
 
   “Then I suggest you find out what your passion is and start doing something to break that cycle of laziness,” the pastor answered. “Perhaps serving others would be a good way to start.”
 
   He was right. I had to start doing something and help others. I would figure out a way to do that sometime in the near future. But for now, I still wanted my bird back.
 
   “Thanks, pastor. I’ll think about it,” I said.
 
   Where did that animal go?
 
   I waited until the pastor was gone. He walked around the corner of a different room, after which I snuck into the hallway. A giant, winding staircase was going all the way to the bell tower. If there was any chance of finding my finch, it would be through here.
 
   I ran up the stairs and arrived at the bell tower. The bells were bigger than I was. They looked magnificent. Some sacred symbols referring to scriptural passages were written on the walls. The view on the village was pleasing to my eyes, which I noticed when looking outside the windows.
 
   “That’s Frits!” I blurted out.
 
   He was sitting on a ledge on an angelic statue on the roof.
 
   “Hey you!” I said. “Why are you trying to get away with me? Are you trying to show me something? Are you trying to help me?”
 
   He chirped, and somehow, I hoped my pretty bird really understood me. But whether he did or not, I was going to grab him and bring him home. I had had a spiritual awakening of some sort, and I was certain that this was the end of it.
 
   I leaned over and reached out with my arm.
 
   “No!”
 
   I missed again. Frits flew off, this time downward… down to the village homes.
 
   Crazy bird! What does it take to fetch you?
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   Instead of following my pet immediately, I just watched from the rooftop, the highest point in town, and tried to see where it was going. My finch became smaller and smaller, and I hoped it wouldn’t go much farther or I would lose sight of it.
 
   There! I marked the house in my mind that it landed on. That’s where I needed to go: That house over there!
 
   I ran down the stairs and through the church, accidentally knocking over the candles in the pastor’s hands.
 
   “Ouch!”
 
   “Sorry, pastor. I’m in a hurry,” I said as I flashed by.
 
   As I opened the church doors and ran outside, I think I heard him sigh and mumble in the distance, “He really is an idiot.”
 
   I didn’t care. I knew I was being a little childish and clumsy in his building. I’m sure he was okay with it.
 
   I ran and ran. I knew I would recognize the home the bird flew to. I knocked over another person’s… uhmm… things… (no idea what they were: I was too rushed) and arrived at the right location.
 
   I knew this place.
 
   It was my neighbor’s house.
 
   I looked for my bird, but couldn’t find it. Then I heard another chirp. The window was open. It must have gone inside.
 
   I knocked on the door.
 
   No answer.
 
   Again.
 
   Nothing.
 
   I carefully pushed against the door and it opened up. When I walked inside, I noticed the house was empty. Wasn’t this where my neighbor lived?
 
   I walked to the table in the living room. I saw the painting on my wall.
 
   It was my dad!
 
   What the…?
 
   What was going on here?
 
   Then I remembered. It all came back to me. I had put away what happened in the back of my mind, trying to cope with the loss of my father.
 
   The accident…
 
   It was at work, at the steel factory. My mother had died long before then, but my dad would drop me off at school every day when I was a kid before heading to the factory. I had grown up. My dad was always there for me, even later, in my twenties. But one day, he didn’t return.
 
   I was worried. I had walked up and down to the factory several times, trying to find him, but with no luck. When I came home, guards from the authorities were standing at my door. They asked me if they could come in. They told me what happened at my dad’s job.
 
   “I’m terribly sorry, young man, but we have sad news. Your father was moving around steel plates outside the building when a creeper attacked the factory; you know, one of those weird, green creatures that we find in the vicinity sometimes. We don’t know why. We just think it panicked, but we have no idea where it came from. Your father tried to protect others and pushed someone away to prevent a giant steel bar from dropping on him. You can be proud of him. He saved that man’s life… but he lost his own. Again, I am sorry for your loss.”
 
   As I stood there in my neighbor’s, I realized that my dad had been my neighbor since my eighteenth birthday. He had bought the small house adjacent to his, making sure I could always come over and ask for anything I needed. Since the accident, however, the house had been empty. Trying to forget, I pulled back, quit my job, and pretended nothing was wrong.
 
   “Dad…” I sobbed as I looked at the beautiful painting a professional had made of his face.
 
   “I am so sorry, dad. I have been a slob, a no good layabout. I have locked myself away from the world, because I couldn’t face the fact that I lost you.”
 
   I knew nobody was there, but somehow, I believed there was a chance my dad could hear me.
 
   I cried for a good two minutes and sat down and the worn couch in the corner, processing the reality of my loss in my mind.
 
   Suddenly, I heard a chirp.
 
   “Frits!” I said as I watched my favorite pet fly to me and sit on my shoulder.
 
   I didn’t even try to catch him anymore. It felt like he would follow me home, and he did. I walked to my own home, the one next door, and simply put him back in his cage.
 
   Finally, I had him back, my favorite finch, the only one I had relied on in the past year.
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   The next day, I had renewed energy. Frits the finch was doing tricks again. He flew back and forth from one corner of the room to the other. He chirped and flapped his wings. It was helping me to be in a cheerful mood.
 
   After a little playing around, I took initiative. I went to the village and contacted some construction workers, and within a month, the two houses were built as one house. They opened up a wall, attached a new one, and worked for hours on the new floor and the sturdy ceiling between the two homes. It was amazing what they could do in so little time.
 
   The unified house became my favorite place. I always had the curtains open from that point on, allowing lots of light to come into the rooms. 
 
   I visited with people in the community, making new friends. 
 
   I attended an hour of church every week, although I have to admit that I sometimes fell asleep during the sermon. 
 
   And I got a new job! I started a successful business and opened a new pet store in town. 
 
   Because of all these things, I knew my father would have been proud of me.
 
   However, let me make one thing clear: Yes, I sold lots of animals through my new pet store, but there was one animal I never sold: My favorite blue finch, Frits.
 
    
 
    
 
   THE END
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   Criminals are all over the city. The crime syndicate called “Contra” has taken over most of the black market. There are those who dare not leave their homes at night, those who wander where some of the rich got their wealth, and those who simply decide to join them, like Juan.
 
   Juan doesn’t seem familiar with the practices in the underground movement, but he is about to know all about it. After joining Contra, he learns the tricks of the trade and deceives various citizens to achieve his goal: To get deeper into the criminal organization. Is he just trying to become rich or does he have a secret agenda? Well, quickly read on and find out.
 
    
 
   
  
 


Chapter 1: Sunglasses
 
    
 
   Weee-o-wee-o-wee-o-weee!
 
   Sirens pass by Juan’s house. He hates the noises. They wake him up. He has been sleeping in for the past week or so. He slowly stretches his arms and legs, scratches his head, and looks around him with his eyes half closed.
 
   “Aaarghh… too early,” he says as he drops on his back and falls asleep again.
 
   Weee-o-wee-o-wee-o-weee!
 
   “Annoying sirens,” he complains after he wakes up again, putting the pillow on his head to block the sounds.
 
   Weee-o-wee-o-wee-o-weee!
 
   “Fine! I’m up! There’s no point in trying to sleep anyway.”
 
   He looks around him. It’s pitch black, since the curtains are closed. He sits up, stares in front of him for a few minutes, and stands up. He walks to the window and opens the curtains.
 
   “Ah! Too bright!” he complains.
 
   Juan then decides to open them just a little, so that the sunlight shines through the thin crack.
 
   Juan doesn’t have much. He lives in the slums and has been trying to find a good job for a long time. It hasn’t worked out yet; unemployment is everywhere. Nobody seems to find a decent job in this city.
 
   “Time to make another attempt,” he says as he sighs.
 
   He walks to his closet and puts on his suit… his only suit, the one he uses for job interviews. He knows it will impress his potential employer if he looks high-class, even when he doesn’t live like a high-class citizen. It’s all about the appearance, about status. But despite his efforts to stand out and look competent, he hasn’t succeeded; he hasn’t been hired, and paying his rent has become a drag.
 
   “Looking good,” he tells himself as he looks in the mirror before heading out the door.
 
   He walks across the street, crosses another one, and turns left twice. There it is: The job agency. He approaches the door, opens it, and steps inside.
 
   “Good morning, sir. What can I do for you?” the lady behind the desk asks.
 
   “I’m still looking for a job,” Juan says.
 
   “That’s great because we just got a new assignment from the police.”
 
   “The police? What kind of assignment is it?”
 
   “They wouldn’t say, but they asked me to let them know as soon as I would find anyone looking for a job. Shall I contact them and ask them and let them know you are here?”
 
   “Sure. That sounds fine,” Juan says.
 
   Several minutes later, Juan has a time and location for an appointment at the police station. He decides to walk there. He has all the time in the world anyway. Traffic was pretty bad. There were cars and trucks everywhere. A few times, he takes extra care when crossing the street. He witnesses an accident and a traffic violation. What a dirty city this has become! Well… not entirely… some people live in the rich parts, neighborhood with large villas, beautiful gardens, and swimming pools in the backyards. It would be great to live there, he thought.
 
   He sees the police station. It’s right in front of him. After a few minutes walking and a long, red stop light, he enters the building. At the front desk, somebody guides him to a closed space on the other side of the police station. It’s a dark room with a big mirror in it. Juan figures it is one of those mirrors which is actually a window, so that people on the other side can see him even though he cannot see them.
 
   “So, your name is Juan?” a man asks as he walks in.
 
   “That’s correct, sir,” Juan says.
 
   “And you are here for the new job?”
 
   “I am.”
 
   “Excellent. Have a seat. I shall explain your job description. My name is not important. This mission is classified, and I will ask you some questions before we get started, just to make sure you are qualified for the job.”
 
   “Sounds fair,” Juan says.
 
   The man questions him for twenty minutes and then decides to unfold the secret information about the job. He takes another twenty minutes to explain all the details and then ends his story.
 
   “We specifically had the job agency make it appear as a normal job,” the man says. “Considering the nature of the assignment, it could only be done by a civilian, not a police officer. You understand that, don’t you?”
 
   “Clear as glass, sir,” Juan answers.
 
   “Then you are ready. I will see you later, Juan. Don’t forget that this information is of the utmost importance. It’s top secret. You cannot reveal it to anyone.”
 
   With those words they say goodbye. Juan walks straight to an alley behind the biggest apartment buildings and businesses in the city, an alley known for its dark past and dirty trades. He knows what he has to do. It isn’t a common, everyday assignment. This is serious stuff. He feels honored that the police officer entrusted him with this.
 
   Suddenly, he hears a voice.
 
   “Hey, pssst…”
 
   He turns around. In front of him is a guy in jeans and a black shirt, holding a bag and wearing sunglasses. He looks like he is up to no good, but for some reason, Juan doesn’t feel threatened by him at all.
 
   “Wanna make some extra money? You look like a smart guy. My name is Peter. I know a way to score big with the big boys.”
 
   Juan is curious.
 
   “Go ahead and tell me. I’m listening.” 
 
   “So I work for an organization that… well… never mind the name. It’s a company with powerful leaders. They are willing to pay you well. Interested?”
 
   “Of course,” Juan says.
 
   “Okay, follow me.”
 
   Juan follows the shady figure into another alley. They crisscross through the maze of obscure back alleys in the heart of the city. After several turns, the guy with the black shirt says, “Wait here.”
 
   Juan obeys. He watches as Peter walks through a door and listens to him discussing something with one of his colleagues. He can’t figure out what they are saying, but he concludes it’s probably about him doing a job for them.
 
   Sometime later, the guy in the black shirt comes out.
 
   “You’re good,” he says. “Are you ready to hear what you need to do?”
 
   “Yes,” Juan answers.
 
   They enter the room and a big guy stands in front of him behind a desk. He is wearing a white shirt and a tie.
 
   “Do you care about the law?” he asks.
 
   “That depends,” Juan says.
 
   “On what?”
 
   “On whether or not there is something in it for me.”
 
   “Good,” the big guy says. “My name is Gilbert. I am the brains in this operation. I suppose my man here told me you would get your hands dirty when working with us.”
 
   “Yes he has, and I have no problem with that.”
 
   “If you did, we’d have to show you the door. As our employer, you are sworn to secrecy. You will perform tasks on a commission basis. When you’re done with the task, you report to me. Understood?”
 
   “Yes, sir.”
 
   “All right,” Gilbert says. “Then it’s time to tell you what you need to do, but first, take these sunglasses. They’re a gift from the boss.”
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   Gilbert gives Juan a pair of sunglasses. They look expensive. Juan accepts them gladly, realizing that even if he sold just this pair, he would probably be able to pay the rent for a month.
 
   “How much did you say these were?” Juan asks.
 
   “Oh, those are about 500 dollars,” Gilbert says. “Consider it a down payment. For what you’re about to do, we will make enough money to buy hundreds of pairs like that.”
 
   “And… the boss? Where is he at? If you tell me, I can personally look him up and thank him for his generous gift.”
 
   “Don’t ask about the boss!” Gilbert yells. “You have not proven yourself enough to ask such questions. He won’t see anyone he doesn’t trust.”
 
   “No problem,” Juan says. “Can you show me what to do?”
 
   “Okay, listen carefully,” Gilbert says. “I am only going to explain this once. See this picture?” he asks, pointing at a photograph on the wall. “That’s Mr. Finnegan. He is the tax collector of the city. Arrogant rich guy, if you ask me. Anyway, he thought it was fun to tax us on our businesses.”
 
   “What kind of businesses?” Juan asks.
 
   “Never mind that. He just did. He wrote us a letter, stating that we owe the government three million dollars for taxes. It’s insane, I know. Why would honest people like us try to avoid paying taxes? I don’t know where all these accusations come from, but we are going to do something about it, and you will play a vital part in that operation.”
 
   “What do I need to do?” Juan asks.
 
   Gilbert grabs a map from the drawer in the corner of the room.
 
   “This is the tax office in the city building. That, over there, is the main office where this guy goes every morning. Mr. Finnegan is a scatterbrain. He has to stay in his routine or he will lose sight of what is happening. I am sure this is why they hired him: So stuck on rules and numbers that he is all in the details and doesn’t notice what’s going on around him. At 8:30 a.m., he gets his morning drink from the vending machine in the hallway. It’s probably some soup or hot chocolate; I don’t care. The cameras don’t lie. After he takes his drink, he heads to his office, but he has to pass through a series of cubicles with computers and paperwork. That’s where you come in. Tomorrow is the day he will take our tax papers to his office…”
 
   After Gilbert’s explanation of Mr. Finnegan’s morning routine, the trio gets on the computer, prepares the necessary papers, and gets everything ready to break the tax collector’s routine in the morning.
 
   Juan isn’t too happy with what he has to do to gain these people’s trust, but he knows that paying the bills is important too. He goes to bed and falls asleep fast.
 
   The next morning, the adventure begins. Juan is a little nervous but confident that he can pull it off.
 
   They meet in front of the tax office building at 8:00 a.m. Juan is fidgeting. He hasn’t done anything like this before.
 
   “So you go to the hallway,” he tells Peter. “And you, Juan, will be ready when I spill my hot chocolate on Mr. Finnegan’s shirt. You will only have a few seconds. Don’t disappoint me.”
 
   “I won’t,” Juan says.
 
   They split up. Juan heads to the office and hides a little between the cubicles of the government workers. He has a stack of paperwork in his hands. Now it’s only a matter of time before he can switch the papers.
 
   Peter is in the hallway. He pretends to eat a sandwich and look at some fake papers he brought as a distraction.
 
   Peter waits… and waits…
 
   There is Mr. Finnegan. As always, he heads straight for the vending machine, looking at his watch and putting his papers on the right side.
 
   “That’s an interesting tie,” Peter says as he walks up to him and stands on his left side.
 
   “What? Oh yes, I got it a few months ago. I love the patterns,” Mr. Finnegan says.
 
   “Well, I think it stands out, but not as much as his tie.”
 
   Peter points to a coworker on the right side. Mr. Finnegan looks and doesn’t noticed that when his head is turned, Peter puts a little hypnotic powder in his tea. Mr. Finnegan turns his head back and looks at Peter as if there is something suspicious about him. Peter smiles.
 
   “Did you see him?” Peter asks.
 
   “Uhm… no. Who were you pointing at?” Mr. Finnegan asks.
 
   “Oh, he must have left the room right before you saw him. I would check him out sometime today. His tie is amazing too. You guys should do a contest. Anyway, I am pretty busy. I gotta go. See you later.”
 
   “Odd duck,” Mr. Finnegan mumbles.
 
   He takes his tea and paperwork and walks through the other offices to his own. Right at that moment, Gilbert walks into him.
 
   BAF!
 
   “Oh, excuse me,” Gilbert says as he accidentally (or actually on purpose) spills his hot drink on Mr. Finnegan. Startled by this sudden encounter, Mr. Finnegan drops his papers. That’s when Juan crawls over the floor and starts gathering the papers.
 
   “Oh, in the future, could you please watch out where you’re going?” Mr. Finnegan asks with irritation in his voice. “Now I have to get a rag and clean my shirt.”
 
   In the meantime, Juan skims through Mr. Finnegan’s paperwork and exchanges his own papers for his. He picks them up, muffles Mr. Finnegan’s original paper underneath his shirt and hands them over to Mr. Finnegan.
 
   “Thank you, young man. At least some people here have manners.”
 
   With those remarks, Mr. Finnegan retires to his office and sits down, whipping off the spilt hot chocolate.
 
   “Did you get them?” Gilbert whispers.
 
   “Yes, let’s get out of here,” Juan whispers back.
 
   Together they go to a different room and put the papers on the desk. They don’t have much time. Mr. Finnegan will take a sip of his drink, fall asleep for about 15 minutes and perhaps notice that the papers are different. Gilbert and Juan look at the signature on the papers, copy and paste some information, alter a few details, and stack them up before leaving the room.
 
   “There,” Gilbert whispers. “See? He’s asleep. Tread carefully. You must not wake him up.”
 
   Juan casually walks past the other coworkers and then sneaks into Mr. Finnegan’s office. One foot after the other, he slowly approaches his desk and exchanges the original, altered papers for the ones he gave Mr. Finnegan to make it seem everything was normal. He looks back, checks one more time if he is still asleep, and then follows the other two criminals outside.
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   “You did it!” Gilbert says enthusiastically. “Now you are ready for another job, but first your payment.”
 
   He writes Juan a check with a sum of money Juan never dreamed of receiving. This was good business. It may not have been entirely proper or legal, but if he could earn this much for each task he performs, he would be a millionaire in no time. Juan smiles. He realizes the magnitude of this criminal organization, but there is more, and he is about to find out what that is.
 
   The next day, Juan arrives at the same building he met Gilbert. He knocks, gets let it, and waits for his next assignment.
 
   “As you may have heard…” Gilbert begins, “…we are part of the biggest underground movement in the city. It’s called Contra, and you have the honor to work for them. I have been a Contra member for years now and I can assure you that you will face a life full of luxury if you follow our orders and do not question them.”
 
   “I’ve heard of it, and I am honored,” Juan says.
 
   “Then let me give you your next assignment,” Gilbert continues. “The harbor isn’t a safe place anymore. We used to be able to do what we wanted, but now, the authorities are all over it. They put guards there and are constantly watching the transportation services. You mentioned earlier that you’ve had some combat training, right?”
 
   “That’s correct.”
 
   “Well, if you could take out the guards on the evening of the 26th, then we can finally import our… uhm… merchandise.”
 
   “Sure. No problem. How many guards are we talking about?”
 
   “Usually about eight or nine. Like I said, it’s not going to be easy,” Gilbert says.
 
   “I’ll figure out a way,” Juan says.
 
   Before he knows it, the days on the calendar fly by and the 26th is at the door. Juan puts on a black outfit to blend into the darkness of the night. He leaves his expensive sunglasses at home. 
 
   He has a plan.
 
   He figured out a way to take this handful of guards down.
 
   He arrives at the docks. The windy sea and full moon are perfect distractions for his attacks. Sneaking behind the large containers, he analyzes any patterns of the guards’ behavior and movements. He uses binoculars to count their steps and come up with a strategy.
 
   The containers are the solution.
 
   Suddenly, he bangs on one of the containers.
 
   BANG! BANG! BANG! BANG!
 
   The guards turn around.
 
   “What was that?” one of them asks.
 
   “It sounded like it came from over there,” another one says. “Let’s go check it out.”
 
   All the guards go the same way. They walk to the containers where Juan was banging to make noise. They are surprised when they see that one of the containers has been opened. Curious to see what’s inside, they walk into the container.
 
   BAM!
 
   Juan shuts the door and looks it.
 
   “That was easy,” he says. “Not very effective guards if you ask me.” 
 
   He whistles to the other side of the docks.
 
   “It’s okay! The coast is clear!” he yells.
 
   “Hey! Let us out!” the guards are yelling from inside the container.
 
   “Oh, be quiet,” Juan says as he walks away.
 
   He meets Gilbert and Peter next to the containers.
 
   “Thanks, Juan. Now we can take our goods out of the ship. Could you give us a hand?”
 
   “Sure,” Juan says.
 
   Following them, they head up a wooden plank and see the five men hauling away big boxes. Juan doesn’t question anyone and simply starts helping them, lifting a box here, and putting down another one there. The boxes aren’t heavy, but according to Gilbert, they are most valuable.
 
   But then, Peter drops one of the boxes. It slides open and dozens of hundred dollar bills fall out.
 
   “Clumsy imbecile,” Gilbert sneers. “Put those bills back in the box immediately.”
 
   As Peter picks up the bills, Juan is starting to see what is happening here. The bills are fake. It’s fake money that they printed without the government’s permission. It’s easy to see, since some of them are lacking a few complicated artistic patterns you usually see on real hundred dollar bills.
 
   “Finish the job, and you’ll get a share of it,” Gilbert says as he smiles. “Of the real ones, I mean.”
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   Back at Gilbert’s office, Juan sits down and stares at the computer. He is involved now. He is in. He has proven himself. There is no turning back. He might as well keep going with all this criminal stuff.
 
   Gilbert walks in after he returns from the bathroom.
 
   “Juan,” he begins, “you have performed your duty and provided us an excellent service. By the way, the police were called and the guards were released, but only after we had already left the premises, thanks to you. We owe you our gratitude. But before we get into that stuff… are you ready for your next assignment?”
 
   “And what might that be?” Juan asks curiously.
 
   “Theft.”
 
   “Ah.”
 
   Juan raises his eyebrows.
 
   “There is a billionaire up in the hills, Juan. He stole what was rightfully ours. He signed the contract, he broke the deal, and now he won’t return our property. We cannot let him get away with this. We are going to break in and retrieve our possessions. Are you in or not?”
 
   “Of course. What’s in it for me?”
 
   “Ha-ha! I like you, Juan. A share of the money we steal will be yours. How does 10% sound?”
 
   “Give me 20% and I’ll do it,” Juan says.
 
   “Deal. Meet me here at 2:00 p.m. No later. That’s when this rich guy leaves the house. Well, a little bit before that actually, but it gives us just enough time to snatch what belongs to us.”
 
   Juan waits until Gilbert is out of the room and looks at Peter.
 
   “So, Peter, do you know who gives the assignments?”
 
   “Well, Gilbert does of course,” he answers.
 
   “No, no. I mean: Who is above Gilbert? Who gives him the assignments?”
 
   “Oh, his name is Don Dijaun, but we don’t talk about him. Nobody can even see him. I never have. He controls the entire underground organization, that’s why. He doesn’t trust a lot of people, so it’s hard to get close to him.”
 
   “I see,” Juan says.
 
   That afternoon, the trio meets at the same office. They put on hoodies to hide their identity, just in case somebody sees them. From there they head to the hills and enter an expensive neighborhood full of villas and large mansions. Juan has never set foot in this area and marvels at the beautiful yards, the water fountains, fancy statues, and the homes that cost millions.
 
   They pull up on one side of the street, after which Gilbert tells them to walk across the street.
 
   “Never park your car on the same side of the street of the house you’re going to break in,” he teaches.
 
   The house looks huge. Pillars, golden ornaments, and sophisticated shapes in the hedges make this home a little paradise for anyone who can afford it. A large swimming pool becomes visible as they go around the back and try to open the back door.
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   Gilbert seems to have it easy with all his tricks to break in. Some tools from his backpack, a little drill, and a mirror are sufficient for them to simply open the back door without the alarm going off.
 
   “Spread out,” Gilbert says. “See this? This is what we’re looking for.”
 
   He shows a photograph of a diamond helmet. It looks shiny and expensive. No doubt this item costs millions.
 
   “And this,” Gilbert adds.
 
   Another photograph portrays a golden pickaxe.
 
   “Is that pure gold?” Juan asks.
 
   “Yes, so now you understand why it’s worth so much. But keep your voice down, please. We are assuming there is nobody in the house, but you can never be sure.”
 
   The three of them split up. Juan goes upstairs, Peter descends to the basement, and Gilbert remains on the main floor. Each of them searches the house thoroughly. Juan finds the pickaxe in a drawer hidden in a walk-in closet. Peter finds the diamond helmet in a chest somewhere deep in the basement. Both of them meet on the main floor.
 
   “Good,” Gilbert says. “And guess what, guys… I found a few thousand bucks in the closet. This guy is loaded. Money is just coming out of the cracks in this house. Anyway, let’s get out of here. We are done. We got what we needed, so let’s not stay here for another minute.”
 
   They leave the house and softly close the door, giving the owner the impression that nothing has changed.
 
   “Watch out, the owner is back,” Gilbert says.
 
   Juan and Gilbert dive into the bushes, but Peter trips and falls into the swimming pool.
 
   SPLASH!
 
   The owner noticed. It’s clear. He looks up as if he heard the sound coming from the yard. He walks to his home but takes a detour to find out what is going on in the swimming pool. Peter stays under water.
 
   “We’ve got to help him,” Juan says.
 
   “There’s nothing we can do,” Gilbert says. “It would be better to leave. His fate is unfortunate, but we’ve got to go or we’ll all be in trouble.”
 
   “No, we can’t just leave him,” Juan argues.
 
   “Then get him if you want. I have the helmet and the pickaxe. There is no point in helping him.”
 
   “Just give me two minutes,” Juan insists.
 
   “Okay, but no longer,” Gilbert says. “We have to leave as quickly as we can. If you’re not back within two minutes, I will leave without you.”
 
   “That’s not gonna happen,” Juan says.
 
   He checks if the coast is clear. It isn’t. The millionaire is standing close to the water now, suspicious that someone has trespassed and is hiding somewhere not too far away from him. He looks to the right and to the left. Then he looks down into the swimming pool.
 
   “Hey!” he says.
 
   At that moment Juan dashes at him and pushes him into the swimming pool.
 
   “Come on,” he says to Peter as he stretches out his hand.
 
   Peter grabs his hand and Juan pulls up the deserted criminal. Together they run as fast as they can, reaching the car before the rich owner of the house even realizes who that was and what just happened to him. The duo gets into the car and tells Gilbert to drive. As fast they can they drive off, happy with the two valuable objects they just stole.
 
   “Thanks for getting me,” Peter says. “I don’t know what would have happened if he would have found me first.”
 
   “You’re welcome,” Juan says.
 
   “You’re a funny guy, Juan,” Gilbert says. “You are a tough negotiator, you don’t care about breaking the law, but you do everything to secure the safety of another crimi… uhm… coworker.”
 
   Juan smiles. He didn’t do this without a good reason. It’s not that he cares if a dumb criminal like Peter gets arrested, but he has other motives… motives they will soon all find out about.
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   “We have another job for you,” Gilbert says as they arrive at the office.
 
   “I’d like to see my 20% first,” Juan says.
 
   “Oh yeah, ha-ha! I almost forgot. I really did.”
 
   “Right,” Juan says skeptically.
 
   Gilbert pays Juan.
 
   “That’s 20% of what these objects are worth if we sold them. We will work on it, but this is just a payment in advance, also to keep you on your feet for the next assignment.”
 
   “Go ahead,” Juan says.
 
   “It’s simple,” Gilbert says. “Have you heard of multi-level marketing companies?”
 
   “Remind me,” Juan says.
 
   “Multi-level marketing companies let you in if you give them a sum of money and promise you that you can make a lot more if you sell their product. Let’s say that their product is oils… you know… those oils you can sniff or put in your drink for health. A company would ask for $100 of your money and tell you that you can make $100,000 in a year back if you sell their oils to customers, like friends, family, and acquaintances. If they sign up underneath you, you get a percentage if they sell something. This way, if you get to the top, you’ll have all those people working under you and you can make money without doing anything. Get it?”
 
   “Sure. Sounds familiar. But are you trying to tell me that you have a company like that?” Juan asks.
 
   “Similar. What we have is called a pyramid scam. It’s the same concept, except there is no real product to sell, so they will think they can make their money back, but before they know it, it’s already too late and you’ll be gone with their money. All you have to do, is convince people how much they can make back if they only invest a little.”
 
   “I can do that. Where can I find these people?”
 
   “We already prepared a list of potential customers who showed at least some interest,” Gilbert answers. “It should be easy. Go to their doors, talk to them, and for every person who signs up, you get 50%.”
 
   “Give me that list, and I’ll show you how it’s done,” Juan says.
 
   “That’s the spirit! You have a week to complete this list. Work hard, and you’ll be a lot wealthier by the end of the week. Any questions?”
 
   “Not really. All the information is on there, isn’t it?”
 
   “Exactly. Now go get them.”
 
   The first door. It took a while to get there, and Juan hasn’t knocked on doors since a few years ago when he was selling knives and had an even harder time making ends meet. He walks through the gate and knocks. It takes a minute before the resident opens up. It’s an old man with glasses and a dark blue shirt. His belt looks way too high and his expression is very naïve to say the least. 
 
   “Hi there, young man. What can I do for you?”
 
   “How would you like to make a $1000 extra?” Juan asks.
 
   “Well, uhm…”
 
   “Let me introduce myself. My name is Mick. I have been in this business for only a few years now and I am already making six figures.”
 
   “You are telling me that you already make $100,000 each year?” the old man asks.
 
   “Hey, don’t take my word for it. Just enroll in the program. We have hundreds of people who are making a similar amount of money each year and have barely started. All you have to do, is invest $100, which you can make back within a few weeks. Once you’re past that point, it’s all profit and you can buy that beautiful home you always dreamed of, take a vacation to a tropical paradise, or donate some money to a charity provide education for those in need. Just think of the possibilities!”
 
   Juan says a lot more to convince the old man and collects his $100. After another door, and another, and another… he is exceeding his own expectations. This is too easy! All these people are easily falling for this dumb scam. All he has to do, is keep up the smooth talking and put a few convincing reasons out there and they sign up, handing him their money.
 
   For a whole week, he works as hard as he can. He visits people in the morning, the afternoon, and even in the evening. He knocks on door after door, sometimes running to get it done faster. Some people don’t want to hear it and don’t fall for his deceiving words. They have already been conned out of their money too many times. But most of the people on the list are open and willing to invest a little, gullible as children, believing that they will get rich by investing into this pyramid scam.
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   The last day of the week, and coincidentally the last door Juan knocks on, a cop pulls over. He has been following Juan for a few hours now, trying to pick up some of the things Juan says to the potential customers on the list. He doesn’t trust it one bit.
 
   Juan comes back after talking to the woman at the door. He avoids the tiny barking dog that seems more courageous than its size.
 
   “Hold on, young man. I’m Officer Mill. Can I please see your business license?”
 
   “Yeah, I got it right here,” Juan says as he digs into his back for paperwork.
 
   He doesn’t really have a business license, but he is pretending to get it. A few seconds later, he takes out a paper and throws it at the police officer. The officer tries to catch it, startled by the sudden movement of this guy. He grabs the piece of paper on the ground and looks up, realizing he has been duped. Juan is already a hundred feet away, taking the opportunity to abscond.
 
   “Come back here!” Officer Mill yells.
 
   He gets his walkie-talkie.
 
   “Request for immediate backup. Suspect is running away on Third Street and 21st Avenue.”
 
   He steps into his car, puts on his siren, and chases after Juan. Wait a minute. Where did he go? He must have gone into that alley. Other police cars are approaching, but they have completely lost sight of him.
 
   “What the…? He can’t be too far. Search the area!” Officer Mill commands.
 
   But it’s no use. Juan has already jumped into a sewer and is patient enough to wait for days if he has to. It stinks, and he is a little annoyed that he got caught, but he got away and that’s what counts. Night falls, and the officers are slowly being called off duty. They’ve given up. They think he left. Juan waits for another hour after he sees all the cop cars leave, and then climbs out of the sewer. He goes to Contra’s office and reports.
 
   “Oh my, you stink, man,” Gilbert complains.
 
   “I got into trouble. There were some cops following me.”
 
   “Wow, and you dove into the sewer? I gotta tell ya, you got commitment, dude.”
 
   “Thanks. Here is the money I earned.”
 
   Gilbert counts it and gives Juan half of it.
 
   “I’m impressed,” he says. “In fact, I’ve been talking to my supervisor and he is willing to see you. He’s heard of your accomplishments and wants to meet you face to face.”
 
   Juan tries to control his excitement.
 
   “Ah, good,” he says calmly, though exuberantly jumping up and down on the inside.
 
   “You’ll meet him tomorrow,” Gilbert says. “Now go home and enjoy your money.”
 
   Juan walks home past the familiar streets in his neighborhood. He knows what he’s done. He has scammed hundreds of people out of their money. He’s not proud of it, but he has a goal. When he comes home, he counts his money again and is glad that he can pay the rent in advance, just so he doesn’t have to worry about it for a few months. He sits back and meditates for some time, relaxing and getting ready for the big day that he can meet Don Dijaun.
 
   “It’s about time,” he thinks. “A criminal mastermind like him should show their face every once in a while.”
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   Juan is on time. He is sure of that. He doesn’t want to miss this appointment. He is blindfolded. Gilbert and Peter made sure that Juan would know nothing about the location of the big boss, Don Dijaun.
 
   Juan doesn’t care. All he wants, is to meet the man. He has been looking forward to it for a while now and understands that he has gotten to a level that the boss finally started trusting him.
 
   The car arrives. Juan is pushed out of the car. Peter takes off the blindfold. Juan looks around. They are inside a garage of some warehouse. He doesn’t recognize it, but it doesn’t matter. He just wants to know where Don Dijaun is. Peter pushes him towards a door.
 
   “Take it easy,” Juan says.
 
   “Hey, just because you got me out of trouble once, doesn’t mean you can have a big mouth,” Peter says. “So shut up and keep walking.”
 
   “Thanks for nothing,” Juan complains softly.
 
   They walk through a luxurious hallway, with red carpet on the floor, expensive mirrors on the walls, and authentic paintings on each side. The chandeliers must have cost a fortune, Juan figures.
 
   A little later, they arrive at a wooden door, carved with patterns and extravagant images of lions, tigers, and other ferocious animals. They knock. For a moment, it’s silent on the other end.
 
   “Come in,” they suddenly hear.
 
   Juan is pushed inside and stands face to face with Contra’s influential leader. Don Dijaun is a big guy in a suit, with the same expensive sunglasses as Juan is wearing. He has a red tie and leather shoes. With an arrogant little twirl in his step, he approaches Juan and observes him, walking around him and trying to be intimidating.
 
   “So,” he begins. “You must be Juan. I heard a lot about you. Do you know why I called you here?”
 
   “You wanted to congratulate me for my performance, sir?” Juan asks while pressing a small, secret button on the back of his suit.
 
   “That too,” Don Dijaun says. “I have to admit I am impressed. You exchanged important tax papers, took out ten guards at the docks, helped smuggle fa… uhm… some real money into the country, retrieved stolen objects from a corrupt minister, flew to the rescue when one of our coworkers was stuck, and spent a whole week signing up more people for our pyramid sc… uhm… multilevel marketing company than anyone else has.”
 
   “For Contra I’d do anything, sir,” Juan says.
 
   “Yes, I noticed, which brings me to the following: Our data say that you signed up 246 people this week. Is that correct?”
 
   “Uhm… I-I believe so,” Juan stutters.
 
   Don Dijaun comes closer and gets a little in Juan’s face.
 
   “You little snake, did you think I was stupid? That I wouldn’t notice?” he suddenly asks.
 
   “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Juan says.
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   “Let me explain. I had math in school like any other kid,” Don Dijaun says. “If you really signed up 245 people, you should have earned $24,600. Correct?”
 
   “I guess so. I didn’t count,” Juan says.
 
   “Well, Gilbert swears he gave you half of that money, which is 50%. That should be a sum of $12,300. That leaves me the same amount.”
 
   “Okay, sir. I don’t see the problem.”
 
   “I got $20,300 back!” he suddenly yells in anger. “Would you care to explain where the $8,000 came from?! Certainly it wasn’t a donation from Gilbert! What is going on here?!”
 
   “Oh that?” Juan asks. “Why do you care? Now you have more money, so what are you complaining about?”
 
   “Don’t talk back to me, boy,” he says degradingly. “I know you’re up to something. You must have added that sum of money in there. At first, I was amazed at the amount you earned, which is why I asked for your arrival. I wanted to see you because I was impressed and wanted to thank you. But then, when I counted the subscribers and the money again, I knew something was wrong. You put your own money with it to give me a bonus or something. Why?”
 
   “Oh, well… you see…” 
 
   But before Juan can say another word, the police kick in the door.
 
   Bam!
 
   “Put your hands above your head and kneel on the floor now!” one of the cops says.
 
   Don Dijaun obediently kneels down and looks up. But Juan isn’t kneeling down. He smiles and shakes the cop’s hand. Then he walks to Don Dijaun and squads in front of him, looking him straight in the eyes.
 
   “I guess I don’t need to explain myself anymore, do I?” he says smilingly. “The only reason why I committed all those crimes was to gain your trust. Adding my own money was just a simple way to impress you, so that you would talk to me and show me where you were hiding. It was hard to find out where you were, and the police were dying to know where to go to arrest you. They’ve searched all over the city, and the best way to get close to you and discover your location was to have an insider.”
 
   “But you stole so much! Don’t you feel guilty?” Don Dijaun asks.
 
   “Not really. The police have all my money. They have the addresses and they know exactly who to give it back to. Nobody lost their money forever, just temporarily.”
 
   “How could you?! I gave you everything. I trusted you. You could have been a rich man. Why would you give that up?”
 
   “I’d rather be honest,” Juan answers. “Besides, the police are paying me well for this little espionage. They interviewed me elaborately to know if I was the right guy, and I think that I have proved that I am.”
 
   Juan winks at the officer next to him.
 
   “Yes, you have,” the officer says. “By the way, sorry about the chase and your little adventure in the sewer. Those men didn’t know about our little deal, so they just chased you without realizing you were on a mission.”
 
   “It’s okay,” Juan says. “Thanks to my new paycheck, I bought a new showerhead. Men, take this criminal away!”
 
   “Hey, I’m supposed to say that,” the officer says.
 
   “Sorry, I just always wanted to do that,” Juan says as he shrugs.
 
   “Just you wait! I’ll get you! I’ll find you wherever you will be hiding!” Don Dijaun yells as he is being dragged over the floor towards the outside door.
 
   “Yeah, yeah, sure,” Juan says with a smile.
 
    
 
   THE END
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   Jack is a lumberjack. He loves his work. He chops wood all day and picks out the best trees, but recently, the forest has disappeared. He is devastated and desperate for a new solution to feed his family. He ventures into the wilderness, looking for other resources.
 
   Meanwhile, a magical object is about to be found by this honest, zealous husband and father, an object with hidden powers stronger than he could have imagined. Will he be able to control the elements with his new tool? Above all, will this be enough to provide for his family? Find out and read more about this unusual Minecraft story about a simple man in a challenging adventure.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Part_1__Family]Part 1: Family Issues
 
    
 
   “I am tired,” one of the kids said.
 
   “That’s because you have been walking around being beautiful all day, Cammy,” Jack said.
 
   “Sure, dad.”
 
   “No, I’m serious,” Jack said. “If I were a young man and single, I would marry you in a heartbeat.”
 
   “Okay, honey,” his wife Cornelia said. “That’s enough. Besides, it’s bedtime.”
 
   Jack and Cornelia’s seven children climbed on their laps in front of the fireplace and waited for the long-desired story time. Each night, Jack would tell a different story. Some of them were funny, others scary or adventurous. It was like he had a never-ending imagination and a knack for doing voices. The kids would listen carefully and get into it completely. None of them liked the “to be continued” stories, since they were anxious to hear the ending. But sometimes Jack was so tired that he indicated to his wife that the day was over.
 
   After yet another intriguing narrative, Cornelia told their four daughters and three sons to go to sleep.
 
   “And don’t stay up talking for so long this time,” she warned the oldest two.
 
   “No worries, mom,” they said at the same time.
 
   Jack and Cornelia talked for a while and went to bed. They were deeply enough, even after so many children… especially after so many children. They supported each other and were satisfied with their marriage. Nothing seemed to be able to get in the way of their happiness. But something went wrong…
 
   The next morning, Jack went to work in the forest. 
 
   His job as a lumberjack was fulfilling. He gained some muscle and liked the feeling that he was providing for his family by working hard and getting as many logs sold to the people in the village as he could. The year was tough. The harvest hadn’t been as good as in previous years, and all the villagers had been using some of their savings and food storages to get through the cold hard winter. For Jack, the winter was a good season. There were plenty of trees to be chopped and everybody needed lumber to keep their homes warm and to cook.
 
   But this was a bad day. This day was terrible. Jack stepped outside and gazed at what had been the forest the day before.
 
   It was gone.
 
   Totally gone.
 
   Where did all the trees go? He shook his head in disbelief and looked at the ground. There it was… the cause of this disaster: There had been a fire. The fact that there cottage hadn’t been affected by it was a miracle. Some trees were still standing, charred by the fire of the previous night. Jack couldn’t believe that they didn’t notice anything that night. He must have been really tired, falling asleep and not waking up by the slightest sound or temperature change.
 
   He was grateful that his family had been spared, but here was the worst part: Because the trees were gone, his job was gone. And although he had been chopping so many trees in the past weeks, there was no way he could sell some of these charred pieces of wood.
 
   What was he going to do?
 
   This had been his profession for years. It had always provided them a solid financial foundation, but now that the forest fire had hit them, they were out of resources. No more wood meant no money, which meant no food. And starving children was the last thing he wanted on his conscious.
 
   After searching the forest and analyzing the damage, he returned home and reported the incident to his wife.
 
   “What?” she said in panic. “How can we survive if there is no more wood to chop and to sell?”
 
   “I’ll try to find a way,” Jack said.
 
   “You better find a way. Do you realize we have no more food storage? We are out. OUT! Well, almost… if we are frugal, we can still squeeze a few meals out of what we have, but after that, it’s OVER!”
 
   “I know, Cornelia,” Jack said. “And I wished it weren’t that way.”
 
   “So what are you going to do about it?” Jack’s wife sneered.
 
   “I will do my best.”
 
   “Your best?” she asked. “Your best may not be enough. What are you going to do?”
 
   “Take it easy, Cornelia,” Jack said. “I love you. We’ll find a way.”
 
   He gave her a hug. She hugged him back and apologized for her outburst. She was in tears. It hurt Jack a lot to see her this way and he was determined to do something about it. After comforting her, he took his axe and left the house, promising her that he would not return until he found a solution. They said “goodbye,” embraced each other one more time, and watched each other by looking back as Jack walked and walked until he was out of sight.
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   Jack walked for hours. He had no clue where to go, and he hoped that something or someone would guide him through this difficult time. With his big beard and dark overall, he looked like a rough man. It was never his intention to come across this way, but his wife had told him that it looked “cute” on him and that he should keep the beard. His shiny belt was the only thing in his attire that made him stand out as an average class citizen. He was a little scared to ask for help in the village because of this reason.
 
   But his appearance wasn’t the reason the villagers rejected his plea for help. The dire circumstances of the previous harvest was the reason actually, which had left everyone desperately compiling their assets and becoming overly suspicious when others expressed a desire for food, money, or any other useful resource.
 
   Jack knocked on one door after another, asking for help and hoping that someone could spare a little grain, a little meat, or a piece of cheese for his family.
 
   He received nothing.
 
   After a few hundred doors, he gave up.
 
   It was pointless, and he knew it.
 
   “We don’t even have enough for ourselves,” was often the answer, and, “Sorry, man. Can’t. Good luck though.”
 
   All the villagers were just as desperate for food as he was. He had to look elsewhere, but the thought scared him. He had never been outside the borders of the land. His knowledge didn’t even extend beyond a certain territory. He had no idea what was out there, so a leap of faith was all he could do.
 
   He sat on the pavement in one of the streets. Some of the villagers walked by but ignored him. His head was buried in his hands. Where should he go?
 
   All of a sudden, he remembered someone talking about a lake in the north. Surely there must be some trees and plants for him to chop there. It’s a lake! Lakes have water. Plants love water; they grow around water. Perhaps there was a forest there. The lake was on the other side of the mountain though. Who knew what kinds of dangers were lurking beneath the shadow of the mountain?
 
   He thought about it. Then he made his decision. He got up and started walking into the direction of the mountain. He hiked for four hours.
 
   O-oh.
 
   What was that?
 
   Above him, he noticed a glowing substance sliding down and streaming near him. The substance was red, fiery, and hot. He looked at it up close.
 
   Lava!
 
   Fortunately, the mountain wasn’t exploding or anything, or the smoke would have choked him a long time ago, but when he started this little exploring journey, he didn’t realize that he was walking up a lava mountain.
 
   “Maybe I should go back,” he decided.
 
   He dodged some of the lava currents and hopped from rock to rock. Some areas were completely safe, which made his path secure and easy to tread. Other areas were covered in the dangerous stuff.
 
   But then, when he was about to turn around, he saw something shiny. An object was hidden behind a small bush, almost blinding him when he looked into its direction.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Part_3__The]Part 3: The Hammer
 
    
 
   Jack came closer and got more curious. What could that glimmering object be? He lifted up the bush and glanced at it.
 
   It was a hammer!
 
   What was a hammer doing at such a distinct, odd location? Did someone leave it here? Who would come up here anyway? It was dangerous here.
 
   It made no sense. Before he picked it up, Jack pondered the meaning of this coincidental occurrence. Mister imagination couldn’t think of any reason someone would leave a hammer like that in the middle of nowhere, in a lava area.
 
   “Oh well,” he said after a while, and picked up the axe.
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   It seemed on fire, but it wasn’t; it was strange. It was a very fine axe. Even though Jack had never been a blacksmith, he recognized the material and was in awe by its sophisticated handiwork. Surely this was a valuable object he could sell to the villagers and get some money or food in return.
 
   But then he thought about it. He had been a little scared to go on, since the lava was unpredictable and deadly. But now that Jack had found this hammer, he saw it as a sign. He took it as a sign that positivity was ahead, that there was still hope, and that he was headed in the right direction.
 
   He held the hammer. It was truly brilliant. It had an aura he had never seen before, as if some kind of power was radiating from its very core.
 
   With that in mind, he went on and climbed higher up the mountain. Nevertheless, for safety reasons, he deviated somewhat from his course, hiking around the mountain to avoid more lava and reach the other side.
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   Jack reached the other side of the mountain in a few hours. He was surprised by the speed with which he managed to finish his journey. The view in front of him was breathtaking. He was looking at a raw piece of nature, an untouched particle of land that had been hidden from society as he knew it.
 
   His gaze extended farther than he had ever been able to imagine, and enthusiastically, he descended down the mountain to the beautiful lake in front of him. The water was reflecting the sunlight, the mountains behind it had a purplish glow about them caused by the slow sunset at the moment Jack reached the shore.
 
   There were trees, tons of trees, more than he could carry home. It was unfortunate that he didn’t have any more bags to carry lumber in; he had only two. But for now, it was enough. He could sell the valuable hammer and some of the logs he would chop here, and that money could easily be exchanged for some food for his family. He was glad he came here. It was worth it in the end.
 
   It was getting dark though, and Jack knew he wouldn’t accomplish much by chopping in the dark. He set up camp, which didn’t consist of more than a simple blanket he pulled out of his backpack, and his backpack that served as a somewhat comfortable pillow.
 
   It was night. There was no moon, and the stars didn’t provide enough light to help him on his quest. He decided to go to sleep, and within minutes, he did.
 
   In the middle of the night, he woke up with a jolt.
 
   “Whoa, what?” he said.
 
   He looked around him.
 
   Something was wrong.
 
   Where was the light coming from?
 
   He looked to the second bag he had laid against a tree trunk. Light was emanating from it. It was highly unusual and Jack wanted to discover everything about this weird phenomenon. How a bag could glow in the dark, he did not know, but he was about to find out. He did not hesitate and reached inside the bag.
 
   It was the hammer.
 
   The hammer was glowing.
 
   What kind of a hammer was this? Certainly this was not an ordinary hammer.
 
   “Let’s try it out,” Jack said to himself.
 
   He swung the hammer backwards and hit it against a tree.
 
   Craaaaack!
 
   The tree immediately split in half.
 
   “Wow! Such power! Such strength!” Jack exclaimed.
 
   He was astounded by the immense force of this dangerous weapon, but the fact that it was glowing still raised questions in his mind. He decided to use it again. He lifted the hammer up and hit it on the ground as hard as he could. The ground cracked and the hammer showed sparks and electric bolts.
 
   “Very interesting,” Jack mumbled. “Electricity, huh? I think I just might have another way to provide for my family. Let’s see how this little bugger works on water.”
 
   He walked to the lake and did the same thing: He lifted the hammer behind his head and swung with all his might.
 
   Kazaaaap!
 
   He watched in amazement as the whole lake lit up like fireworks. Threads and wired, spinning bolts of electricity emerged from the surface; light blue and white flashes of shocking energy went through the vast, watery elements of nature. It was a gorgeous sight and a powerful experience. Jack had never seen anything like it. It lasted for a while, after which the electricity finally seemed to disappear. Jack went back to sleep.
 
   The next morning, he woke up by the smell of fish. It reeked a little, but it didn’t take long for Jack to find out why. He looked at the lake and saw hundreds of dead fish floating on the surface, perhaps thousands. Anyway, there were too many for him to count, and his mouth fell open when the reality of the situation got through to him.
 
   This was the change of his life!
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   Jack knew not to go into the water. He didn’t trust it. The electricity might be gone by now, but he still did not want to take the risk.
 
   Within a few hours, he chopped some trees and uses his tools to create a little raft. He put the raft in the water. Wood was a safe substance, he figured. He took another log and cut the end into a point. Then he jumped on the raft. Nothing went wrong. He rowed to the nearest fish and started pulling them out of the water with his pointy log.
 
   He touched the fish.
 
   Safe.
 
   No shock.
 
   “Great,” he thought. “I am just going to fill up my bags with these delicious fish. Watch, we’ll have enough for the next few weeks if we make sure that we preserve them well. If they don’t rot, we should be able to feed our kids for a while.”
 
   No sooner said than done, Jack filled up both bags with fifty fish. They were crammed inside his bags, leaving little room for the mysterious hammer but just enough to not forget about it. After all, if this hammer had such power, who knew what else he could do with it?
 
   Jack got his stuff together and left for home. He walked around the mountain again, following the same route he had followed on the way there. At the end of the day, he was glad to see the little cottage he called home.
 
   “Guess who’s home, kids!” he shouted with a smiled as he entered the room.
 
   “Dad!” the children screamed in excitement, running at him and giving him a hug.
 
   “Dad, Lucy took my branch and I hit her, but then mom said I shouldn’t hit,” Bart, the middle child, said as he patted dad on his leg.
 
   “Your mother is right,” Jack said. “You shouldn’t hit; next time, just ask for the stick back and if she doesn’t give it back, just tell mom about it first.”
 
   “What do you have in your bags? It smells weird,” Lisa said as she tilted one of the bags a little.
 
   “That is a surprise,” Jack said.
 
   “Hello Jack,” Cornelia said. “How did it go?”
 
   “Cornelia, sweetie,” Jack began. “I think I found a permanent solution to our problems.”
 
   He put the bags on the table and one of the fish fell out of a bag.
 
   “Fish!” Cornelia said joyfully. “I love fish. Where did you get them?”
 
   “At the lake behind the mountain,” Jack said proudly. “There is more than enough for all of us.”
 
   Cornelia was happy. She began to unpack all the fish Jack had gathered and put them in the kitchen, organizing them carefully and cutting one up for dinner. The oldest children got a fire going, after which the whole family had a delicious meal. They were well fed, something that hadn’t happened for some time.
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   Jack woke up. Cornelia, his wife, was lying in his arms. The sunlight was shining brightly through the cracks between the curtains. Jack stretched his arms and quietly stepped out of bed, heading downstairs to see if the hammer was still there.
 
   There it was, lying on the table, untouched by his curious children. He still had a hard time believing what this amazing weapon could do, and he was eager to find out more about it. Now that he saw it, he wasn’t even certain anymore if he wanted to sell it or not. He knew he could probably get a lot of money for such a beautiful object, but perhaps using it would save him so much work and time that providing for his family would be easier in the years to come.
 
   He took the hammer outside. Perhaps pounding the burnt trees would have a different effect, or maybe he could electrocute some bushes. As he was considering all his options, he felt like a little boy again who was discovering the forces of nature around him.
 
   But then, he suddenly heard a thunderous voice.
 
   “That’s my hammer,” the man said.
 
   “What?”
 
   Jack turned around and stood in front of a bearded man with a red cape. His eyes were blue like the sky, his hair was as orange as the fruit, and he was wearing heavy, silver armor. From a hundred feet away, the man kept walking at Jack with a steady pace.
 
   “That is my hammer,” he repeated as he came closer. He looked a little angry.
 
   “No, it’s not,” Jack said. “I found it, so it belongs to me.”
 
   “You found it because I lost it,” the man said.
 
   “How do I know you’re not just trying to take it from me?”
 
   The man laughed.
 
   “Do you have any idea what this hammer can do… what it’s made of? This hammer is made by the gods. It has been composed by fresh lava forged with iron. With it, one can control the weather, electricity, storms, everything.”
 
   Without further ado, the man snatched the hammer from Jack’s hands and told him to stand back. For some reason, Jack thought it would be wiser to just obey this mysterious cape guy.
 
   Thor looked around him and spread his legs. He chanted some unintelligible words and raised his arm with the hammer in it to the heavens.
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   Grombrombrom! Craaack!
 
   Loud thunder ripped the sky and thick, black clouds were gathered as one and crashed into each other with unimaginable strength. Lightning flashed through the dark contrast of the heavens, creating a striking display of natural elements in commotion. Rain flooded the soil in less than 30 seconds, changing the weather instantly and showing off with a grand performance.
 
   “That is crazy!” Jack said. “I didn’t know it could do that.”
 
   “There are many things you don’t realize,” the man said.
 
   “Yes, like what your name is,” Jack added. “I don’t even know who you are. Who are you?”
 
   “My name is Thor. I am the god of thunder,” the man in the cape says.
 
   “Seriously? Wow.”
 
   The storm calmed down. The rain was gone. Thor walked to Jack and asked him kindly if he could have his hammer back, seeing that it was his in the first place.
 
   “But if I give you the hammer back,” Jack protested, “then how am I going to feed my family? This hammer is exactly how I got all the fish.”
 
   “Oh yes,” Thor said. “Before I forget, that’s another thing I wanted to mention. Do you realize what you’ve done?”
 
   “No. What are you talking about?” Jack asked.
 
   “You’ve upset the balance. Nature has been disturbed. You weren’t thinking when you electrocuted the water, were you?”
 
   “Of course I was. Was is that supposed to mean?”
 
   “Let me explain,” Thor said.
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   Thor rolled his eyes and starts.
 
   “When you electrocuted the entire lake with my hammer, all the fish died.”
 
   “Yeah, so? Who cares?” Jack asked rhetorically.
 
   “Well, did you ever think about what would happen in the long run? No more fish means no more fish in the future. Since they are all dead, they cannot even have any new fish. The cycle has been broken. In order to create more fish, you need fish. Get it?”
 
   Jack scratched his head. He never thought about it that way. Now that he killed all the fish in the lake, no other fish would be born, and that was a problem.
 
   “I understand,” he said as he sighed. “I am sorry. I didn’t think of it. But do people actually go there to fish?”
 
   “Sometimes, but since you killed them all, that would be rather pointless, wouldn’t it?” Thor said.
 
   “What can we do?” Jack asked.
 
   “We?” Thor asked. “I am not going to do anything. You caused this dilemma. You solve it. But I will give you a hint. Have you heard of Miners Creek?”
 
   “No, never.”
 
   “Then I will take you there. Let’s go.”
 
   “That way?” Jack asked. “I’ve never been that way.”
 
   “Ah, you didn’t know there is a river there?” Thor asks.
 
   “N-no. I never knew.”
 
   “Oh well. Follow me then. But first, let’s get you a fishing rod and some bait.”
 
   Thor held the hammer in front of him and said some strange words that Jack didn’t understand. The hammer began to radiate lightning bolts and bright flashes. In the middle, a circle of light appeared, as if something was being created from thin air. Slowly but certainly, the circle started to take shape and a fishing rod was being formed.
 
   “Nice,” Jack admitted. “I don’t think I could have done that.”
 
   “There is so much more that this hammer can do,” Thor said. “But it belongs to me and shouldn’t be in the hands of a mortal. I understand that you are struggling, that you can’t provide for your family and that this is the reason why you electrocuted the lake. You probably just wanted as many fish as you could carry and didn’t mind the future of the lake. So I will make you a deal. If you put at least 10 fish in that lake, 5 from each species, then I will make sure they are alive and well; I will use my powers to ascertain that they repopulate the lake. You give me this hammer back, and in return, I will control the weather and help you provide for your family.”
 
   “That sounds like an excellent deal,” Jack said. “Could you please show me where the river is?”
 
   “Of course,” Thor said.
 
   Together they walked to the river on the other side of the mountain. They talked about life, about family, about the climate, nature, fish, chopping wood, using the hammer, and much more. The hike took a few hours, but eventually they arrived at the beautiful flowing river. They set up the fishing gear and Thor magically created some bait with his hammer.
 
   “I don’t know why I didn’t know about this before,” Jack said.
 
   “Well, now you do. I’ll see you later,” Thor said.
 
   “Wait. Where are you going?” Jack asked.
 
   “To Valhalla,” Thor answered.
 
   He lifted up his hammer to the sky and ascended in a straight line as if he was being beamed up by some unknown force.
 
   Jack prepared the bait he got from Thor and put his rod in the river.
 
   It was boring.
 
   Terribly boring.
 
   Using the hammer to electrocute them was so much easier. Too bad he couldn’t do that anymore. Fishing took forever.
 
   Ughh…
 
   Soooo boooring!
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   “Aha! I think I got one!” Jack said as he jumped up and started pulling the rod toward him. He hauled in the result. It was an old shoe.
 
   “Aaargh… this is driving me crazy,” he said in frustration. “How can people do this for fun?”
 
   But even though it took a toll on his patience, after a while, he caught enough fish. He put them in a container with water and brought them back home to take a rest.
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   “More fish! Yummy!” one of the children exclaimed.
 
   “No, no, no… these are not for food,” Jack said.
 
   “What? Why not?”
 
   “They have to be thrown back into the lake.”
 
   “What’s going on, honey?” Cornelia asked.
 
   “Not much. I’m just putting these fish into the lake, so that they can procreate and make sure there will be enough fish in the future there.”
 
   After explaining the details to his wife and kids, and telling them about the mysterious god Thor with his red cape, Jack ate something and left on his journey to the other side of the mountain.
 
   The lava was gone. It was as if Thor had made it disappear to make it easier for Jack. The journey was heavier though, because he had to carry all those fish and the water. But when he arrived at the lake, he was proud of himself. He had restored the balance in nature. He had done as he was asked. Now he just hoped for miracles to have enough food for his wife and kids. He would have to trust Thor’s promise.
 
   As he thought of the consequences of this deal, he tossed the fish into the lake and watched them dive under. Then he headed back home and was able to make it back a little after dark.
 
   In the years after that, strange things happened.
 
   Jack taught his children how to fish and duplicated the fishing rod with some home-made equipment. Occasionally, he would join the kids and accompany them when they were fishing, even though the activity in itself was pretty boring.
 
   At other times, he would suddenly find a few trees that hadn’t been there the day before. Their growth had been stimulated by the heavy storm the night before, and it was amazing how they seemed to pop out of nowhere, so that Jack could chop them and sell wood to the villagers.
 
   The most miraculous thing that had ever happened, was this: Jack’s family was out of food. They didn’t know what to do. All the trees were gone, the fish didn’t seem to bite, and he had to scavenge for fruits in the forest. They went to bed hungry that night. The next day, however, when he opened the door, a dead deer lay in front of his little cottage.
 
   “Cornelia!” Jack shouted. “Look.”
 
   His wife ran downstairs and watched the dead deer. She was amazed. Where did this come from?
 
   Jack bent over and examined the carcass.
 
   “It’s a little burnt, as if it got struck by lightning or something,” he said, moving his finger over the animal’s skin.
 
   “Sounds like we’re having deer for dinner tonight,” Cornelia said with a smile before she walked back in.
 
   They were happy, and they were taken care of. The elements of nature seemed to be in their favor, and Jack knew exactly why.
 
    
 
   THE END
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   Jonathan has a strange habit: He likes to read books but every time he is halfway a book, he gets tired and falls asleep. His imagination fills his dreams with all kinds of random images and scenarios.
 
   Furthermore, Jonathan likes to make up stories. He loves to write and he wants to become an author, a great one, a bestselling famous one. His habit of falling asleep, however, prevents him from finishing books every once in a while, but this week, the dreams he has aren’t as random as the ones he had before. This time, there may be a connection between his dreams and his desire to become a successful writer.
 
   Find out more about Jonathan’s dreams and the inspiration he receives from his odd way of handling books.
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   His name was Jonathan, but many in his class didn’t care. He got a little ignored. Bullies beat him up to get his lunch money. Girls thought he was awkward and weird. 
 
   But Jonathan had a gift. He didn’t realize it until later; no matter how bad he seemed to perform in reality when participating in games or activities, no matter how socially impaired he seemed to others and how weird he dressed, his mind was a little deviant anyway, meaning that he thought “out of the box.”
 
   Jonathan’s mother had always mentioned his big imagination, but what he could do with it was a mystery to her. How could you possibly make a living with a big imagination? You can’t live off of living in a fantasy world, completely made up and ripped out of context.
 
   Jonathan didn’t know either. He wasn’t worried about making money yet. He was only 10 years old anyway, so facing the hardships of the real world was simply not on his mind. He was a dreamer, and his dreams consisted not only of hopes and aspirations, but also of strange creatures put together by his little genius brains. He was always drawing monsters, worlds, and buildings that didn’t exist, but to him they felt real.
 
   He was asleep. There he was, imagining himself to be in a cold desert in the middle of the night. There were scorpions, tarantulas, and snakes. It was disgusting. He stepped on them, kicked them, and avoided their bites and stings. He lifted his gaze and saw an oasis with palm trees, a tiny waterfall, and rows of fruit trees.
 
   “Help!” he heard a voice say.
 
   On the edge of the oasis, he saw a pretty girl, tied up with ropes and screaming for help.
 
   “Fear not, fair maiden,” Jonathan said as he pulled his sword.
 
   He ran towards the girl and untied her. The ropes fell on the ground and the girl gave him a hug.
 
   “Oh, thank you, sir. You are such a hero! What is your name?”
 
   “Jonathan. My name is Jonathan,” he said proudly.
 
   “Jonathan?” the girl said.
 
   “Yes. Jonathan.”
 
   “Jonathan?” the girl asked again.
 
   “Yes. Jonathan! How many times do I have to say it?”
 
   “Jonathan…” the girl said again. “Jonathan…”
 
   Jonathan woke up. He was in class. He opened his eyes and noticed he had fallen asleep on a school book.
 
   “Jonathan,” the teacher said again as she leaned over his desk.
 
   “Jonathan, wake up.”
 
   “Jonathan…”
 
   It was just a dream, and the words he heard were echoing in his dream by the girl he had rescued. He came to his senses and answered the teacher. The rest of the kids in class were staring at him. Some of them were laughing, some of them looked at him with big eyes; girls were giggling, and one of the bullies in his class made a mean face and a sign with his hand by his throat that indicated he would beat Jonathan up after class.
 
   “Not a pleasant environment to wake up in,” Jonathan thought.
 
   “Can you please get back to your schoolwork? Or should I send you to the principal’s office?” the teacher asked.
 
   “No, sir… uhm… madam. I apologize. I’ll get back to work,” Jonathan stammered.
 
   Everybody laughed. It could have been worse, he thought. But it was pretty embarrassing to say the least.
 
   “Hey, dweeb,” one of the bullies said after class. “Can’t you see the difference between a man and a woman?”
 
   “Leave me alone,” Jonathan said. “Why are you guys always picking on me?”
 
   “Because you’re a little loser,” the other one said.
 
   There were three of them. They were all blocking his way out of the building.
 
   “Get out of here, or I’m going to call the tea… oh, there she is. Teacher!”
 
   They all turned around, but Jonathan was just bluffing. There was no teacher. He just wanted to distract the bullies so he could run away. And that’s exactly what he did. As soon as their heads were turned the other way, Jonathan exited the building and ran towards his house. He sprinted as fast as his legs could carry him and tried not to lose his schoolbag in the process.
 
   At home, he panted heavily and looked at the street. Fortunately for him, he wasn’t strong but at least he was fast. Nobody had kept up. He was alone.
 
   He went inside.
 
   “Hi, mom!” he said.
 
   “Hi Jonathan. How was school?”
 
   “Nothing interesting,” he said.
 
   “Hold on a minute,” mom said. “Are you saying that nothing in school was interesting?”
 
   And that was one of those moments that Jonathan just started rambling.
 
   “Well, I rescued a princess from the desert, but the teacher called my name. And then the bullies tried to take my money when I outran them before I fought the scorpions in the palm tree area, and when I escaped from the oasis, the school bell rang. I hadn’t forgotten about my homework, so I worked hard but it wasn’t enough to take out all the snakes that were fighting me and…”
 
   “Slow down,” mom said. “You’re going all over the place and I have no idea what you’re talking about.”
 
   “Okay,” Jonathan sighed. “Don’t worry about it then.”
 
   He went upstairs and pulled a book from the shelves. His room was a little messy, but the books on the shelves were well organized. He had counted them once; there were 389 books in his collection.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_2__Book]Chapter 2: Book of Letters
 
    
 
   The book Jonathan pulled out was called “Deadly Pirates 2.” He had already read the first one and was excited to read the second one in the series. He admitted that he was a little jealous of the writer of the books. Apparently millions of copies had already been sold since its publication date, and the author had become quite wealthy.
 
   “Someday,” he said. “Someday it will be my name on that front cover. I’ll be famous and I’ll do interviews.”
 
   Oh well. Back to the pirates. He started reading.
 
    
 
   The pirates came together in the Cave of Despair, hoping to find their anticipated treasure in a golden chest. The map had led them there. It was as valuable as all the treasures in the ocean combined. But their hopes were in vain. They saw an empty chest. The chest was covered in gold but there was nothing in it. The captain roared in anger, commanding the crew to look everywhere… And so… they… did… obeying.. th.. c… a… p… t…
 
    
 
   Jonathan fell asleep. He always became tired when he read books. It was like the words were swimming in front of his eyes. The letters started forming strange combinations that didn’t exist. Words like “captain” became “Ian pact” or “pain act.” Words like “roared” became “red oar” or “or dare.” His brain went all over the place.
 
   But then, a letter jumped in front of him. It was the letter S.
 
   “Shhhtt…” it said.
 
   “You can talk?” Jonathan asked.
 
   “Of course, but please whisper. I am going to make him jump. It will be funny.”
 
   “Who? Who’s going to jump?”
 
   “Ssshhh….”
 
   Jonathan followed him to the other room, where he saw a book. The book was snoring. Weird. Jonathan didn’t even know books could sleep. He watched the letter S sneak up on the book and prepare to scare him.
 
   But suddenly, another letter appeared, the letter B.
 
   “Boo!” the letter B yelled.
 
   “Whaaaah!” the book said as it fell off the shelf.
 
   Jonathan was pleasantly surprised by all these strange little creatures. He had never talked to a letter or a living book before. 
 
   “How come you guys can talk?” he asked.
 
   “We’ve always been able to talk, silly,” the book explained. “Let me introduce myself. I am the book of letters.”
 
   Jonathan raised his eyebrows.
 
   “That doesn’t make any sense,” he said. “There are letters in every book.”
 
   “Oh yeah, then what about picture books, photo albums, or empty journals?” the book said.
 
   Jonathan thought for a second. The book was right. There were books without letters. Then he asked, “So what makes the letters in your book so special?”
 
   “My letters are more beautiful,” he said. “Just go ahead and read.”
 
   “Open up then,” Jonathan said.
 
   “Oh yes,” the book said. “Here you go.”
 
   The book opened one of its pages.
 
   “Wow,” Jonathan said. “What kinds of letters are those?”
 
   “They are simply the letters A, B, and C, but they are decorated,” the book explained. “It’s called calligraphy.”
 
   “But why make it so complicated?” Jonathan asked.
 
   “Because it makes you appreciate the letter more,” the book answered. “Letters aren’t valued as much as before because there are so many of them now. But a few hundred years ago, there was no printing press. Every letter had to be handwritten and carefully put on paper with pen and ink. Anyway, if you use your imagination a little, you can even find shapes in them. If you do, you’ll appreciate the ornaments more. Giving letters a purpose by putting them in the correct order is essential if you want to become a great writer.”
 
   “Really? Okay, let me try to find shapes in them.”
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   Jonathan looked hard. He stared at the letters and did everything he could to see figures in them.
 
   “Okay, I got it,” he said after a while.
 
   “in the letter A, it looks like there is a sword in the middle of it. In the letter B, there are waves, and the letter C has some kind of plant.”
 
   “Very good, Jonathan,” the book said. “Now, let’s see if you can attach these elements to a real story.”
 
   Pooof!
 
   Before Jonathan could say another word, he was standing on a ship. The waves were boisterous and dangerous. There was a storm. The captain of the ship was yelling all kinds of orders, and Jonathan watched as the men were running up and down to keep the ship steady.
 
   Suddenly, a giant monster appeared. It looked like a plant with tentacles, a vile creature from the deep, ready to devour the ship. Its tentacles were twice as high as the biggest sail on the ship, and the sharp edges of the monster’s end were cutting through the wooden masts.
 
   After a few men went overboard, the monster looked at Jonathan… at least it appeared to be so. Jonathan wasn’t sure if the monstrous plant could look, since it had no eyes. But it was clear to him that it had sensed Jonathan’s presence. Not much later, the giant tentacles went after Jonathan, but Jonathan’s spectacular acrobatic moves avoided every attack coming his way. He jumped over a tentacle, ducked when another one whooshed over his head, and walked up a mast to jump on one of the leaves of the carnivorous plant. 
 
   Everyone knew that one boy was no match for such a deadly threat, but Jonathan was determined to end it. He pulled the sword from its sheath and held it in front of him. From the leaf, he slid down to what seemed to be the center of the plant and stabbed it. The monstrous green thing screamed in pain. A few more tentacles swept several men away from the deck, but its energy was gone. It had been slain. It was sinking and had released the ship from its grip.
 
   The men who were left standing cheered and carried Jonathan on their shoulders, thanking him for his courageous act and proposing that he would be promoted. It was a wonderful feeling.
 
   Jonathan woke up. He realized that he had been in a dream; but the dream was in a dream too. It was complicated. One thing was for sure: He appreciated letters more. He told himself he would never mess them up the order of letters again and create consistent words. 
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_3__Book]Chapter 3: Book of Words
 
    
 
   The next day, Jonathan came home from school again. This time the bullies didn’t even see him vanish. He found a sneaky back route out of the school building and had escaped their evil clutches.
 
   At home, he decided to read something else. He had finished the pirate book, and the third book in the trilogy wasn’t even out yet. He looked at his shelves and moved his finger across the books, mumbling the titles softly as he quickly read over them.
 
   He read the title of a lugubrious looking book, “Skeletons of the Deep.” It had been a while since he read anything in the horror genre, so he decided to pick it up. He began to read.
 
    
 
   The gloomy atmosphere had an eerie effect on the fading fog. When the skeletons appeared, they were covered in macabre rags, hanging from their damaged bones. A gruesome image depicted before his very eyes when he had flashbacks from the abhorrent pain the dead had inflicted… upon… t… h… e…
 
    
 
   Jonathan fell asleep again. He dreamt he was standing on the road in the middle of the night. In the distance, he saw something flying at him. Was it a ghost? A witch?
 
   Whoosh!
 
   It went so fast that Jonathan had trouble discerning its shape.
 
   Whooosh!
 
   It flew by again, but this time, it landed on the ground. It was another book!
 
   “Greetings, Jonathan,” the book said. “Are you ready to learn more about words?”
 
   “I suppose so,” Jonathan said. “I just met the letter book, so are you the word book?”
 
   “I sure am. Let me take you to an interesting place. Hop on and I will fly you over there.”
 
   Jonathan hopped on and held on tightly to the book’s pages. It was a lot of fun to dash through the air like that, although Jonathan thought it was a little too cold. He wasn’t too happy about that. Eventually they arrived at a graveyard.
 
   “The graveyard?” Jonathan asked surprised.
 
   “Yes. Because here, words can come to you naturally.”
 
   “How so?”
 
   “The graveyard is empty, isn’t it?” the book said. “But everybody knows it is full of secrets. Choose the right words, and you can make up numerous stories of what happened to the living and the dead, the ones who lived their lives and died because of this or that, and the undead who rise from the grave and have their own motives. Love, deceit, betrayal, revenge, greed, and envy are all causes of murder, conspiracies, and unfinished emotions. Can you let the words flow through you and make up a story? The trick is to pick the right verbs and adverbs that will sketch an image in the mind of the reader with a lasting impression. Come one. Give it a try.”
 
   Jonathan closed his eyes. He tried to feel the wind and see the howling spirits that were haunting this dreadful place. Inspired by the book of words, he could see all the stories hidden and buried beneath the ground.
 
   Jonathan opens his eyes. He feels the wind and sees the howling spirits haunting this dreadful place entering the graves and awakening the dead.
 
   “Zombies!” he yells.
 
   Hordes of zombies rose from the graves as they threw dirt in the air and made a growling sound.
 
   “We’ve got to do something!” Jonathan said to the book.
 
   But the book was gone. It was as if Jonathan had become one with his own fantasy world, his imagination. He looked around him. The zombies were coming from everywhere.
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   They came from all directions… green, filthy zombies in blue clothes, ready to attack and eat their victims.
 
   Jonathan ran away.
 
   “Aaaah!” he screamed.
 
   But then he turned around. If the zombies would spread through the village, they would attack its inhabitants. He was not going to let that happen; so he ran back, looking for a weapon to use against these mindless monsters.
 
   “There!” he said.
 
   It was a shovel that was stuck in the ground by the one who buried the corpses. Jonathan grabbed hold of the shovel and spun it around as if he had been using it for decades.
 
   “Come and get me, dirty zombies,” he said in a low voice.
 
   The zombies came at him.
 
   Bang!
 
   He hit one on the head.
 
   Bang!
 
   There went another one.
 
   Bang! Bang! Bang!
 
   He kept hitting zombie after zombie until they were only a few left.
 
   Bang!
 
   “Whoops,” Jonathan said.
 
   The shovel broke. Now how was he going to beat them? He could use the stick, but it wouldn’t be effective enough. He knew that.
 
   Then he got an idea. He stepped in front of an empty grave and taunted the few zombies that were left. 
 
   “Wraaah!”
 
   They came straight at him. Jonathan waited and waited… and waited… NOW!
 
   He quickly stepped aside and the zombies fell in the grave. Jonathan grabbed the end of the shovel and used it to fill up the grave with sand as fast as he could. The zombies were stuck. They were drowning in the sand and couldn’t get out.
 
   “Serves you right,” Jonathan said while stomping on the grave with his feet.
 
   He woke up. That was awesome! A little scary, but also really cool. He came to his senses and got the message: If you use your imagination and a little variety in your wording, you can write an incredible story.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_4__Book]Chapter 4: Book of Pictures
 
    
 
   School was boring the next day. For some reason, Jonathan just couldn’t stay focused. The teacher’s words went in one ear and out the other. He couldn’t even recall what was being taught. Useless facts about some king in a distant country or a math problem he was certain he would never use in his life.
 
   When he was home, he was eager to read another book. It was almost predictable that he would fall asleep again, but it was okay, because those were exactly the moments that he felt like he got new insights and new ideas for stories.
 
   He looked at the books on the shelves.
 
   “Jonathan!” his mother yelled from downstairs. “Please come do the dishes. I told you it was your turn.”
 
   “But mom, I was just going to read!”
 
   “You’ll have to do it afterwards then. Come do the dishes first.”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   Jonathan went downstairs and helped his mother out. After a half hour, they were done and Jonathan was allowed to go upstairs again. He looked for another book.
 
   Hey, that one looked interesting, “Moral Mayhem.” What would this one be about? Jonathan had bought a lot of these books at a discount but never got time to read all of them. He was such a bookworm that he found deals for cheap books everywhere but couldn’t find the time to read them. Some of the books were hundreds of pages, so it always took a day or two to go through them. Saying that, he was a pretty fast reader though.
 
   He took the book off the shelf and opened it up. After looking at the title page for a few seconds, he began reading the first chapter.
 
    
 
   Emily had a hard decision to make. Every decision would lead to something bad. It was a dilemma. Desperately and fatigued, she cried out to the heavens and asked for guidance. None came. But she couldn’t let both of those women die. They had both been good to her and none of them deserved that fate. However, she was running out of time. If she didn’t decide fast, she would lose… the… one… o… r… th… e…
 
    
 
   And Jonathan was out. He even snored a little as his head dropped on this new book he had never picked up before. He found himself in the middle of his hometown; after all the previous dreams, it was as if he knew what was coming. Another book, another lesson, and another adventure awaited him.
 
   He looked upwards.
 
   “Hey, what the…?”
 
   A book fell out of the sky on his head.
 
   “Ouch!” Jonathan said.
 
   “Couldn’t you have come in a different way?” Jonathan asked.
 
   The book didn’t say anything.
 
   “Come on. I know you can talk. Say something.”
 
   The book didn’t respond. Instead, it took out a brush from behind its back and began to paint in the air. It was like magic. There was no canvas, no paper… it was as if there was an invisible surface the brush’s paint would stick to. The book painted and painted, and a beautiful image appeared in front of Jonathan.
 
   It was like a comic but without words.
 
   “You must be the book of pictures,” Jonathan assumed.
 
   The book painted a smiley. Jonathan figured that probably meant “yes.” Again, the book painted in the air. Beautiful colors contrasted grey areas, swirly backgrounds, and static perspectives. Jonathan had never seen such a talented painter in his life. The book was amazing at what it was doing. After some time, it was using pencils, aquarelle, oil paint, and even airbrushing effects. The book painted green hills, colorful rainbows, elaborate landscapes, and breathtaking sunsets. They were perfect.
 
   But then something interesting happened. The book handed the main brush to Jonathan and made a gesture that he should start painting as well. Jonathan looked a little embarrassed at first. He didn’t consider him to be an artist. But when he looked the brush and then at the book, he understood that the book was trying to tell him that as a writer, you should paint an image for the reader to imagine. Jonathan looked at all the details the book had added and learned the true meaning of creating a world out of one’s imagination.
 
   He took the challenge and began his painting. Amazed at the fact that the paint stuck in the air as if to an invisible canvas, he became more excited and created the image of a little monster.
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   The monster looked creepy and green, but it was smaller than one of those exploding creepers he had heard about.
 
   Suddenly, the little monster stepped out of the painting.
 
   “Hey, how did you become alive?” Jonathan asked.
 
   Soon after that, to his disappointment, he found out that the little creature was a mischievous little bugger, trying to cause chaos wherever it went.
 
   The little green monster laughed with a voice like a shriek.
 
   “Heehee!”
 
   It kicked over the bucket of paint and slammed the poor book to the ground. Then it ran up against Jonathan’s body and started stomping on his head.
 
   “Stop that!” Jonathan yelled.
 
   It jumped off and ran into town.
 
   “Hey, come back!”
 
   “Heeheehee!” the little creature said as it ran away.
 
   “I have to follow this thing,” Jonathan said. “Something is telling me he will cause a lot of trouble.”
 
   The book seemed to agree.
 
   Jonathan ran after the creature. It was terrible. The little stinker knocked over people’s food stands, went inside buildings and made things explode, spat water from the fountain at the most prominent citizens in town, and raced through buildings, causing them to collapse within seconds.
 
   This little monster was more powerful than he thought it would be.
 
   “Heehee!” the green little thing said again.
 
   “Get over here!” Jonathan yelled.
 
   “You want me?” the tiny beast asked suddenly, stopping his messy behavior and grabbing a hammer in the corner.
 
   “Wait, I didn’t know you could talk too,” Jonathan said.
 
   “Who cares? You want me, right? I’ll make you a deal. I will stop destroying things if you take this hammer and bash this wall.”
 
   Jonathan looked at the hammer. Where did this naughty creature come up with such a deceitful plan? It seemed so simple. The green monster was faster, so it sounded like a good deal, if it would keep its promise. 
 
   But then Jonathan looked at the wall. It was the princess’ courtroom wall, the hideaway for summer vacation. Jonathan knew that the princess would come here every year to spend the few best months of the year. The palace looked precious and expensive. It looked like one of those multi-million dollar places that had been cherished by many and filled with pleasant memories. Jonathan had even met her a few times and had to admit that he had a little crush on her. They had played in the garden twice and Jonathan was hoping for her to come back soon.
 
   “No way,” Jonathan said. “That’s the princess summer home. I can’t just do that. First of all, I’ll be arrested. And secondly, the princess has always been good to us. She doesn’t deserve to have her summer home destroyed. This place costs a fortune. It will take so much money and labor to build it back up again. Look at all the details and patterns. People have spent years to build this place.”
 
   “Then I will continue to destroy things,” the creepy monster said.
 
   “Wait,” Jonathan said. “Do you really promise that you’ll stop breaking things if I break this one wall?”
 
   “Sure, but it has to be that pillar over there actually.”
 
   Jonathan looked at the pillar the monster was pointing at. It was holding up the rest of the palace and if it would crumble, the whole palace would fall apart. It just wasn’t an option. It was a decision he didn’t want to make.
 
   “Nooooo!” Jonathan yelled.
 
   He woke up. He was glad he didn’t have to make such a tough decision anymore: Breaking the sweet princess’ summer palace or allow the little monster to destroy other buildings and monuments around him.
 
   When Jonathan contemplated his dream for a while, he realized that details make a story more interesting, and that emotion drives the motives of both the main characters as the readers. He learned something new about writing, and his lessons weren’t over.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_5__Book]Chapter 5: Book of Sounds
 
    
 
   Another day, another book. Jonathan was looking forward to reading more after school. He was counting the minutes as he watched the clock on the wall in the classroom. The lesson was boring again. He was tired of information and wanted more imagination. The two can and should co-exist, but one without the other is just fluff, or so he figured.
 
   Class was over. The bullies were too busy with taking on other kids. Jonathan snuck out the backdoor and ran home.
 
   Screeech!
 
   A giant wagon with horses almost hit him.
 
   “Oof…” Jonathan sighed. “I’ll be more careful next time.”
 
   The rustling leafs on the trees, caused by the strong wind, created an autumn setting that added to the beautiful colors of the season and the soft sounds of dripping gutters after a rain shower. Footsteps by common passengers echoed against the walls of the village and a remote thunderstorm was heard in the background, emanating from the mountains.
 
   Jonathan opened the door and shut it quickly.
 
   Bang!
 
   “Jonathan,” his mother said. “Take it easy on the door. You don’t have to break it.”
 
   “Sorry, mom.”
 
   He put his backpack on the floor and ran upstairs. Immediately, he grabbed a book and started reading.
 
    
 
   In each corner, there was a mouse. “Squeak squeak” the mice said as they surrounded the cheese, hungry for more. One of the mice jumped in front of the cheese, ordering the others to stop and consider the danger. “But we’re hungry,” one of the mice said, attacking the cheese abruptly. SNAP! The mouse got caught in the trap… and… the… o… t… h… e…
 
    
 
   Jonathan experienced the same thing as before, but he didn’t care. The words began to swim in front of his eyes; then the letters, and eventually it was pitch black.
 
   “I’m waiting for you, book!” he shouted in the vast nothingness, hearing his own voice echo against a closed space. But suddenly, it all went away.
 
   Boooooom!
 
   The black walls around him exploded into a million pieces until all he saw was white. Great, another wall, but white.
 
   Whoooosh!
 
   The white wall got swept away by a huge tornado.
 
   Plof!
 
   Jonathan landed on the ground in a jungle forest. He looked around him and saw a tiny village in the distance with Indians in it. They were dancing and singing while they were beating drums. Jonathan started walking to the village, but then, another book flew in front of him.
 
   “I knew you’d show up,” Jonathan said. “Which book are you?”
 
   The book stopped and fell on the sand.
 
   Poof!
 
   A cloud of dust evaporated from the impact. The book stood up (as far as books can stand up) and approached Jonathan with elegance.
 
   “I am the book of sounds,” he said proudly as he tried not to sneeze. Too late. “Haatsyoo!”
 
   “How can a book make sounds?” Jonathan asked. “You do reading with your eyes.”
 
   “Ah, but you don’t understand, do you? Sound effects are crucial if you want to tell a good story. Filling in the actual sound of the words is up to the reader. Use your imagination and put as many sound effects in your stories as you can. It’s all a matter of writing it. You don’t have to be a perfectionist. There are no rules, only guidelines.”
 
   “Thanks for the advice,” Jonathan said. “Can I go to the celebration now?”
 
   “Of course,” the book said. “Celebrate your heart out. Have fun and don’t forget to make some noise.”
 
   “I will!” Jonathan said as he ran off to the villagers.
 
   Jonathan asked them if he could join them, and they were very welcoming. Some of the men showed him how to do a “tribe dance” and some of the women put garlands around his neck. Boys were putting paint on his face and arms, so he would look like one of them.
 
   After an hour of dancing and singing, he asked if he could play the drums.
 
   “Of course,” the answer was. “Sit down here and start banging away.”
 
   It was one of those drums where you had to use your hands, a percussion instrument the Indians in that region used a lot. Jonathan sat down.
 
   “O boy,” he said. “This is going to be fun. Here we go.”
 
   Bam! Bam! Bimpatee bam!
 
   He banged his flat hands on the drums and sang at the top of his voice, but as he kept going, he started to notice that the other Indians were putting their fingers in their ears. The music stopped. People stopped dancing. The only sound left, was Jonathan’s amateurish performance.
 
   Bang! Bam! Boong! Boing! Beebibeebang!
 
   Jonathan was having a blast. But then it got through to him. He was really bad at this. Nobody liked it.
 
   “Let me show you, boy,” the Indian next to hem said. “You are missing some pieces of information. The trick of drumming like a pro is to have a consistent beat, not just start banging away.”
 
   There it was again… that word… information… Jonathan had been so focused on imagination that he forgot to apply some helpful logic and knowledge. He didn’t know what he was doing and it sounded terribly. However, he was willing to learn and watched closely while the Indian showed him the ropes.
 
   Bingbabang! Beebeeboing! Bingbabang! Beebeeboing!
 
   It was a constant rhythm, which sounded like a real drummer. It was great! Jonathan would have never thought that putting the notes in such an order would stir up so much energy inside of him.
 
   “See?” the Indian said. “Now you try.”
 
   Jonathan sat down. He tried to remember how it went. Then he started.
 
   Bingbabang! Beebeeboing! Bingbabang! Beebeeboing!
 
   “Awesome!” some of the Indians said. “You are getting the hang of it. You have talent, man! Keep up that beat and we can continue to dance.”
 
   One of the girls from the tribe came to Jonathan.
 
   “Hi there, I think you’re a really good drummer,” she said as her face got a little red. Then she giggled and jumped away, joining the others in their dance.
 
   The celebration went on for another half hour, but suddenly the joyful party was interrupted.
 
   “Grrrrrr!”
 
   The Indians were startled by a loud growl. They looked around, making an attempt to find out where the sound was coming from. Then they saw it. A big black panther had entered the village area and was slowly walking towards the people who were celebrating.
 
   “Eeeeee!” the girls and women screamed as they ran inside their tents.
 
   “Grab the spears!” one of the men said.
 
   Each male Indian turned into a warrior by getting a weapon and threatening the black panther. They made noises to scare it away, hoping that their bravery would prevent anyone from getting hurt.
 
   “Awaah! Awaah!” one of the men shouted.
 
   “Ooeeeh!” another one yelled.
 
   Jonathan stood by and looked for an object to defend himself with. Hey, what’s that over there? He walked to a glimmering object, partially lying underneath the side of one of the tents. It was a gong, one of those giant round cymbals they use to bring everyone together for a meal or a meeting. There was a large stick next to it.
 
   “This may come in handy,” Jonathan said.
 
   He picked up the stick with his right hand and held the gong in his other hand.
 
   Boooooing!
 
   The sound was soul-piercing and loud, filling up the air with penetrating waves of noise, causing the Indians and the black panther in its immediate environment to shake like pudding. The panther got startled; it was afraid. And when Jonathan hit the gong a second and a third time, the beast decided to give up. It ran away and made a sound like a cat being stepped on.
 
   “That solves that,” Jonathan said.
 
   The warriors looked at him. They were happy and relieved.
 
   “That was amazing!”
 
   “Good job! Thank you for rescuing us!”
 
   Suddenly, Jonathan woke up.
 
   “This was a great dream,” he concluded. “I don’t mind having more of those. I can see how all the sounds make a difference in a story. They make it more animated and alive. Thanks for showing me this, book of sounds.”
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_6__Book]Chapter 6: Book of Symbols
 
    
 
   That same night, Jonathan decided to pick up another book. It was called “Shields of Valor.” He thought it sounded pretty adventurous, so curiously, he opened the book looked at the pictures. Knights and monsters were displayed on several pages, but most pages had no images, leaving every word to be interpreted by the reader and plenty of room for one’s imagination.
 
   “This looks promising,” he said.
 
   He began.
 
    
 
   Stratus, the knight, had not been longing for the shedding of blood, but when the anarchy became more intense, he had no choice but to pick up his sword and pledge allegiance to the flag of their castle. He vowed right there and then that he would defend the fortress against intruders of any kind, human or other. However, when he opened the gate, the… mon… sters… w… e… r… e…
 
    
 
   For the fifth time, Jonathan fell asleep with his face on his book. He loved what he read, but the words just made him sleepy. He couldn’t help it.
 
   When he looked up, his room was gone. All he saw in front of him was a small forest. Behind him were rolling, green hills and pastures. Of course Jonathan expected another book to show up. It didn’t.
 
   He decided to walk through it. It looked tiny anyway, but the trees were blocking what was behind them, so Jonathan was wondering what he would see after the last tree. It only took him 20 minutes, and before he knew it, he was looking at a giant castle.
 
   “It’s the castle from the book!” he exclaimed.
 
   “No, it’s an even better one,” a voice said above him.
 
   Jonathan looked up and saw a book sitting in a tree.
 
   “Why is it better?” Jonathan asked.
 
   “Because it teaches you the meaning of pictures.”
 
   “But I already dreamt about the book of pictures,” Jonathan said.
 
   “Not just any pictures,” the book said as it flew down and hovered in the air in front of Jonathan. “Pictures with meaning… icons… symbols… do you know what those are?”
 
   “Of course, just like the signs in traffic or the symbol on the bathroom that indicates whether it is for ladies or gentlemen.”
 
   “There. I knew you were a smart kid,” the book said. “I am the book of symbols, and I will show you how many times people use symbols to attach a feeling or emotion to something. Let me ask you something. What do you think of when you see your national flag?”
 
   “Oh,” Jonathan says. “Things like nobility, honor, freedom, the beautiful scenery, the map, the people in our country, goodness, those sort of things.”
 
   “And yet it is just a few colors thrown together in a certain shape. The symbol by itself doesn’t mean anything, but people have cried when seeing the flag because they attach a certain feeling to it.”
 
   “That’s interesting,” Jonathan says.
 
   “Another example,” the book continued. “What do you think of when you see these two symbols?”
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   The book showed him symbols on the floor that he painted with a brush.
 
   “Wow, you’re a good artist, just like the book of pictures,” Jonathan said.
 
   “Thanks, but let me ask you again. What do these symbols remind you of?”
 
   “Well,” Jonathan started. “The first looks like a reverse arrow, so you should probably correct what you’re doing or go the other way; and the second one reminds me of children who are finger painting.”
 
   “They told me you were bright. I don’t think I have to tell you more,” the book said. “Go on and you’ll find out how much emotion people attach to a symbol.”
 
   “Okay. See you later!” Jonathan said, after which he headed in the direction of the castle.
 
   The castle seemed so close at first, but it took a long time before Jonathan reached it. Moreover, he had to walk uphill, which wasn’t as pleasant as he suspected. The bridge was down and the gate was open. Jonathan was in a cheeky mood, so he walked right in, being overwhelmed by the magnitude of the towers and castle the medieval masonry they were made of.
 
   “Who are you?” a man who was walked towards him suddenly asked.
 
   He was wearing thick armor with a giant eagle on his chest. His red sleeves were coming out of his silver breastplate and his boots were brown. He held a helmet in his hand and a sword in the other.
 
   “My name is Jonathan.”
 
   “And what are you doing here in my castle?” the man asked. “If you’re not looking to help us, then beat it.”
 
   “Help you with what?” Jonathan asked.
 
   The man sighed.
 
   “Skeletons have attacked our castle a lot in the past few days. We are expecting another assault any time soon. So if you’re not good at sword fighting, I recommend you leave, or you might die. This is not a safe hideout.”
 
   “I am willing to help defend this castle,” Jonathan said with courage in his voice.
 
   “Very well. Then go the armory over there. They will give you what you need. By the way, my name is Valerius.”
 
   “Thanks,” Jonathan said.
 
   He went to the armory and met a guy with a beard who appeared to have a Scottish accent.
 
   “Hi there, lad. I can hook you up with any weapons. Are you looking for a nice giant axe, a war hammer (with spikes, my favorite), or perhaps a bow and arrow are your thing?”
 
   “How about a sword and shield?” Jonathan asked.
 
   “Aye, lad. Here you go. This is one of the finest swords I have. And which shield do you want?”
 
   Jonathan looked at a dozen shields stack at each other on the floor. They all looked the same to him.
 
   “Are they any different?” he asked.
 
   “Aye, they have the same symbol, but they are different shapes. Besides, this one is thicker and heavier, but the lighter kind is easier to carry.”
 
   “I’ll take the lighter kind,” Jonathan decided.
 
   “That’s a good choice,” the man with the red beard said as he handed over the weapons.
 
   “Alaaaarm!” a guy yelled as he opened the door. “The skeletons are attacking!”
 
   “Well, here is your chance to prove yourself, lad,” the man behind the table said.
 
   Jonathan went outside and saw a few hundred men lined up in front of Valerius. Apparently, he was the commander of these warriors. They were all wearing different pieces of armor, but the symbols on their chests and shields were the same, and they all wore red. Jonathan quickly joined the ranks. He looked at the gate. It was closed. Archers were standing on the walls, ready to release their arrows at the approaching enemies.
 
   “Men of Galdraf!” Valerius started. “You have fought at my side before. We have a duty to our families and our country. And that duty is to preserve their freedom. The eagle on your shields and breastplates stands for exactly that. Do not fear death, for your soul shall be free if you die for this cause. But even if you do, we will make sure, as we did before, that we will once again be victorious. Let freedom prevail!”
 
   The knights all cheered loudly as they held their weapons in the air. The archers were already shooting at the invading skeletons, who were swimming through the mote by the thousands. They looked scary and ferocious, ready to destroy human life and take over the castle. Some of the attacking skeletons got hit and stayed in the water. Others made it to the castle and climbed the castle walls or lowered the bridge. 
 
   “They’ve lowered the bridge!” one of the archers yelled.
 
   “Get ready for a breakthrough!” Valerius yelled at the men. “They could be here any time!”
 
   Some of the knights were nervous while others courageously looked to the heavens and concentrated on the sudden attack they would face soon.
 
   It happened in the blink of an eye. The skeletons rammed the gates with a huge log and stormed inside the castle. The warriors slashed their swords and axes through their bones, and the archers still fired upon the bloodthirsty undead.
 
   Jonathan engaged and slew some skeletons on his own. That’s when he noticed the symbol on his sword. It was an eagle. Made sense… but when he looked closely, he saw that the symbol was glowing. 
 
   What could that mean?
 
   The more skeletons he killed, the more his sword glowed.
 
   “This must be a magic sword,” Jonathan thought.
 
   He chopped a few more skulls off the skeletons’ bodies and stepped back. The sword was glowing brightly and seemed to be able to explode or something. Jonathan looked up and saw an eagle flying by, coincidentally looking down on the entire battle scene. How significant. Then Jonathan decided to storm at the skeleton crowd, the thousands that were at the gate entrance.
 
   “For freedom!” he yelled as he slashed in the air.
 
   Booooom!
 
   His move caused some kind of sonic flash to cause a wave of shining bright light to dash through space, horizontally, until it went through every skeleton in the opposing army.
 
   Whooosh!
 
   And all of a sudden, it was over. The men looked astonished. Where did the skeletons go? They could hardly believe it. Then they looked at Jonathan.
 
   “What did you do?” one of them asked.
 
   “Where did you get that sword?” another asked.
 
   “I-in the armory,” Jonathan stuttered.
 
   “Wow, that’s the legendary eagle sword,” Valerius said with big eyes. “I didn’t know we had it in our very castle. It must have collected dust while we focused on other weapons. You can’t even see the difference when it’s not glowing, but when you use it, it’s the most powerful weapon on the planet.”
 
   “I guess so,” Jonathan said.
 
   “Thank you, Jonathan. We owe you,” Valerius said.
 
   He bowed, and right after that, the other knights bowed too. They were showing their respect for this bright, lucky kid who just defeated the entire skeleton army with one slash. Jonathan gazed upon the few hundred kneeling warriors and felt proud and honored at the same time.
 
   He woke up.
 
   “Hey,” he said. “I was enjoying this dream. I didn’t want to wake up yet.”
 
   Then he thought about it, the symbolism you can put in an epic story like the one in his dream. It hit him and he thought he had learned enough by now.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_7__The_4]Chapter 7: The Best Book
 
    
 
   “Reading is nice,” Jonathan said to himself. “But writing is even more interesting. And by writing, you can share your dreams with others.”
 
   He took a pen and paper and wrote his heart out. He wrote and wrote and wrote…
 
   The next day, he ran home and did the same. And the next day, and so forth. He wrote one story after the other and added as many details, sound effects, symbols, and images as he could. For five weeks, Jonathan wrote for hours every day. Sometimes he fell asleep but most of the time, he was more focused than ever.
 
   “Done,” he said at a certain point. “Mom! Wanna read my book?”
 
   His mother came upstairs.
 
   “Oh my… that’s a lot of words,” she said. “I mean, I noticed you went to your room and wrote so much for the past few weeks, but I had no idea it could be this much.”
 
   “Do you want to read it?” Jonathan asked again.
 
   “Of course,” his mother said. “Maybe not all in one day. I don’t have time for that. But I will read a little each day until I finish it. Sounds good?”
 
   “Great.”
 
   Jonathan’s mother read the stories her son had written. She was amazed by them; so much that she showed it to his dad, the teachers, and other people she came in contact with. Eventually, and this was Jonathan’s dream, the book was brought to a printing company and distributed across the village.
 
   Jonathan had reached his goal. And since hundreds of people were now reading his books, he felt famous.
 
   “I heard you wrote a book,” one of his friends said at one point.
 
   “I did,” Jonathan said.
 
   “What is the title of your book?”
 
   “The title is, ‘The Little Boy and the Books.’”
 
   “Nice title. I like it.”
 
    
 
    
 
   THE END
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Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
   I take reviews seriously and always look at them. This way, you are helping me provide you better content that you will LOVE in the future. A review doesn’t have to be long, just one or two sentences and a number of stars you find appropriate (hopefully 5 of course). 
 
   Also, if I think your review is useful, I will mark it as “helpful.” This will help you become more known on Amazon as a decent reviewer, and will ensure that more authors will contact you with free e-books in the future. This is how we can help each other.
 
 
    
 
   DISCLAIMER: This information is provided “as is.” The author, publishers and/or marketers of this information disclaim any loss or liability, either directly or indirectly as a consequence of applying the information presented herein, or in regard to the use and application of said information. No guarantee is given, either expressed or implied, in regard to the merchantability, accuracy, or acceptability of the information. The pages within this e-book have been copyrighted.
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[bookmark: _Introduction_21]Introduction
 
    
 
   This story about a Minecraft pigman has an unexpected twist. Learn about Jerome, a pigman who feels divided between worlds, and confused about his identity. The cure to his mental state is found in a magical item: An enchanted golden sword. Once he gets it, it will heal him and the demons he is trying to cope with. Together with his neighbors and friends, he figures out what to do with himself and to find inner peace and healing. 
 
   Halloween is the most fun time for Jerome, which he uses to bond with others and develop new friendships. He is excellent at trick or treating, and has secret powers related to pumpkins, which he discovers along his journey to self-fulfillment. Eventually, he knows where he belongs and finds his way there.
 
   Don’t miss out on this super fun, psychological Minecraft story about a pigman.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_1__I]Entry 1: I Am Roy
 
    
 
   Hello. My name is Roy. I am 12 years old and I live in a village with regular people. Strange, huh? Since I am a pigman. I’ve heard of pigmen attacking my hometown, but not all of us are dangerous or hostile. Everybody has just learned to accept me, which I am pretty happy about.
 
   I love sports, especially soccer. I always looked up to some of the great athletes. They are my heroes. One of them Roniladini, is one of my favorites. The guy has brown hair, a light green shirt and blue shorts. I think he scores about 2 goals per game on average and he has a way of moving through every defender as if it is nothing. He is the best!
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   I play it a lot… soccer I mean. There are little fields outside in the park, which sometimes friends come to. Some of my friends are okay. Other ones are easy to beat. I practice each day, hoping to make it to the pros someday. If I could play for a crowd of thousands of people, it would be a dream come true. I don’t think it would matter too much that I am a pigman. There are other creatures who play amongst humans in sports games, so it shouldn’t be a problem.
 
   Okay, I can go on and on about what I do in everyday life, but let me tell you the story of what recently happened. It was an accident, and I didn’t mean to do it, but when I saw it, I didn’t have the guts to show anyone.
 
   I was just kicking a ball around, like usual, trying to find out how many times I could kick it with my shoes, knees, heels, or head without having it touch the ground. I got to about 54 times… okay… 53… okay… 50… fine 40 times. That was my record: 40 times. Anyway, I was just doing that for about a half hour, but then I wanted to check the strength of my goal kicks. I put the ball on the floor, stepped back, and kicked it as hard as I could.
 
   Whooosh!
 
   The ball sped through the air, hitting the wall of some uninhabited house and bouncing back, almost right in my face.
 
   “I think I got a little too close,” I mumbled.
 
   So I stepped back, put the ball farther behind the wall, and repeated the same action.
 
   Bang!
 
   The ball hit the wall even harder, despite the fact that I was farther back.
 
   “I think I am getting better,” I said. “I’m getting stronger; I can feel it.”
 
   I put the ball back even farther, about 15 feet I think. I walked back a little, gathered all my strength, and kicked the ball like a hammer on a nail; the impact was tremendous.
 
   Whoosh!
 
   Again, the ball flew forward with immense speed.
 
   Clingaling!
 
   “Whoops,” I said, holding my hand in front of my face and covering my mouth.
 
   With big eyes and a sheepish look on my face, I realized what I had done. The ball went through a window. I stood there, anxious and afraid, not knowing what to do next. Should I tell the owners of the house? Should I run away and escape the inevitable punishment? Or should I just go and get my ball back?
 
   I was afraid. I just couldn’t confess. It was a disaster. I hated myself for it, but at that moment, it was too difficult.
 
   “Hey pigman!” a boy across the street yelled. “What are you up too?”
 
   “Oh, uhm… nothing,” I stammered.
 
   “Well, then… do you want to play?”
 
   “N-no thank you.”
 
   And right after I said it, I ran home. I walked up the stairs to my room, not wanting to be confronted with the wrong I had done. I just tried to forget about it, picked up another soccer ball, and started playing with it.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_2__I]Entry 2: I Am Bob
 
    
 
   My name is Bob. I am 18 years old. I am a little chubby, not too much; but some of my peers told me I am fat. Insulting, I know, but what am I going to do about it, right? Nothing of course. So I just let it go.
 
   Some time ago, I got addicted to candy. I don’t know what it is about candy, but I LOVE it! Perhaps just the sugar, perhaps something else. And sometimes I wonder what’s wrong with it. I mean, I am not hurting anyone else when I eat it, am I?
 
   Maybe that’s just it… pigs can eat. They eat and eat until they can’t fit anything in their bellies. It’s just something about that delicious flavor of certain foods that makes you want to crave more.
 
   You might have guessed by now that I am a pigman. And yes, I look like a pig, with the pink skin and everything. I always eat too much and burp loudly afterwards. It’s just what I do.
 
   I hope I am not making you hungry with all the mentioning of food, but I just got a little hungry myself. So I’ll write more later…
 
   …
 
   …
 
   I’m back. And I just had a big lunch. It was needed. Now I can go through the day without having that terrible feeling in my stomach. 
 
   Here is what I ate: A hamburger, fries, spaghetti and meatballs, a small slice of pizza, two soda pop drinks, three regular candy bars, two fried candy bars, a big fried fish, and a large scoop of ice cream for dessert.
 
   That’s not too much, is it?
 
   I mean, I could eat more, but this was just enough to fill my tummy. So yes, I live a heavy lifestyle. I don’t think it matters, since nobody else cares. I am a fat pig already, so why play sports? I never run, I never jump, and even walking is out of the question.
 
   Saying that, this reminds me of something I am a little embarrassed about.
 
   Not too long ago, I did something bad.
 
   I will tell you about it in a little bit, but first… let me just say I was a little clumsy. I was invited to a party. I felt honored, of course, since I don’t have many friends. But hey, it finally happened, and I was determined to make it a success. However, I didn’t know what was going to occur; some major catastrophe, at least for me.
 
   I arrived at the place where the party was. The house was huge. The front yard had elegant statues, decorative patterns carved in stone, and a flowing water fountain. These people were loaded. 
 
   I guess if I ate less, I could have saved up more money to buy stuff like that, but eating good food was a priority to me and I wasn’t going to let that go.
 
   Anyway, I walked over there, something I rarely did, and I figured that because of all the walking I lost some weight, so loading up on free snacks wasn’t going to be a problem.
 
   But then I stepped through the door… well… at least I tried. I couldn’t get through. I was too… uhm… wide. Or maybe that stupid doorway wasn’t wide enough; yes, that had to be it. I am sure the architect who designed that place, and the construction workers who carried out the plans, just didn’t know what they were doing. The doorway wasn’t wide enough.
 
   “I’m stuck!” I said, completely irritated by the rich people’s poor choice in housing.
 
   “We will help you out,” someone said.
 
   “I’ll help too,” another one said, coming to the rescue.
 
   “Push!”
 
   “I am pushing. This fat pig is just not moving.”
 
   “Hey,” I said. “Did you just call me f…”
 
   But before I could finish what I was saying, they succeeded and pushed me through the doorway. I rolled forward and landed on the floor, face first.
 
   “Ouch!” I said.
 
   “You’re welcome,” one of the guys said.
 
   “Oh yes, thank you for…”
 
   But they walked away. Not the nicest people I’ve met, I guess. But who cares? I tried to forget about them, because I was about to eat some good FOOD!
 
   There were a few individuals who shook my hand and introduced themselves. It was somewhat interesting, but not really. All I could think of was how much I was going to eat.
 
   I went to the table with snacks and to my surprise, it said,
 
    
 
   Please take only one bowl full. Thank you.
 
    
 
   WHAT?!! These people were rich and they didn’t even buy enough to provide everyone a full tummy? I thought this was a buffet, an all-you-can-eat party. It was absurd! No, no, no. I couldn’t abide by their rules? I could already pictures my stomach growling, trying to hike all the way home with an empty stomach. No way. This was not going to happen.
 
   I have to admit that I couldn’t control myself. Even I, the one with the most self-discipline in the world, couldn’t do it.
 
   I looked at the food on the table. There were cakes, cupcakes, candy canes, chocolate bars, cream cheese, cheesecake, ice cream, and popsicles; three different kinds of pudding, and strawberries and marshmallows you could hold in a chocolate or caramel fountain. How dare they demand that I would only take one bowl when not every dish on the table would fit in my bowl?
 
   So yes, I didn’t keep the rules, or guidelines, if you will. I looked around, making sure that nobody saw me. Then I reached over and filled up five bowls of food, stuffing them in my pockets. My coat was big, and I don’t think anybody noticed.
 
   However, when I left the party, I almost tripped and lost my balance a little bit. I bumped against the wall and something from beneath my coat spilled. I kept walking out the door, since cleaning it up would raise suspicion, but I hoped that no one had seen it.
 
   There.
 
   That’s my confession.
 
   That’s my story.
 
   I just love good food; I love candy; I just can’t help it.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_3__I]Entry 3: I Am Kevin
 
    
 
   Hi. My name is Kevin. I am 10 years old. Maybe you didn’t know, but I am a pigman. This means that not everybody likes me. I have been scolded, bullied, and taken advantage of by “regular” kids.
 
   I hate them. I don’t think they have the right to treat me like that, just because I am different.
 
   But I wasn’t going to let them continue this way.
 
   I became a mischievous bully myself. It just happened over time, as I tried to fight for my dignity. I guess just telling them they were wrong or making snobbish remarks after they sneered at me didn’t do the trick. So I decided to fight back; not literally, but with pranks.
 
   Pranks are one of the best ways to go if you ask me. They don’t see them coming, they don’t know who did it, and they certainly don’t deserve to be skipped. And above all, they can be funny.
 
   So let me tell you about a couple of pranks I played on these ignoramuses.
 
    
 
   Prank number 1
 
   Suzy was a mean girl. She always called me names and pointed out that my pig face was ugly. Well, I was going to show her.
 
   One time, she came out of the bathroom. 
 
   The bathroom happened to be outside and in order to get there, you had to walk through the school playground. It was just temporary, since the school was under construction. Meanwhile, all of us, unfortunate children, were stuck in some kind of back up building with no bathrooms, no solid walls, and noisy floors. Everyone hated it, and it had been going on for months now. The teachers claimed they were making great progress with the new buildings, but the children in our class just felt like it was taking forever and never going to be finished.
 
   But enough background on that. You’ll find out in a minute why I am explaining all this to you.
 
   Anyway, she came out of the bathroom. And stepped outside the tiny bathroom building. Oh yes, did I mention there was a giant puddle on the playground, not too far from the bathrooms? Well, now you now.
 
   Do you see it coming? It was hilarious! I spun a cord in front of the bathroom, from one tree to another. It was the perfect distance and the ideal place to do it. The puddle was muddy and disgusting, something only a… well… something only a pig would enjoy rolling in… or me… since I am a pigman.
 
   She suspected nothing. She simply walked to her classroom and tripped.
 
   SPLASH!
 
   She fell in the puddle and was covered in mud.
 
   “Eeeeeeh!” she squealed.
 
   But nobody helped her. Nobody heard her. They were all in class. I was there though. I had been watching from the window even before it happened. My plan had been watertight (pun intended), and it worked.
 
    
 
   Prank number 2
 
   I always hated our teacher, Mr. Stack. But when he called me “unintelligent,” I was knew I was bound to get my revenge. It was inevitable. It had to happen. I know he was just trying to motivate me to work harder at an assignment, but I didn’t think it was appropriate that he would call me that. After all, this only became a challenge to see who could outsmart whom. And that’s precisely what I was going to show him.
 
   Mr. Stack had been in that lazy, no-good teacher’s room for 30 minutes. I once opened the door there and the stinking odor of adult black coffee permeated my nostrils. I don’t know why those teachers like it so much in there, but I got out of there as soon as I could, saving myself the gagging reflexes once again.
 
   My trap was well-timed and smart.
 
   Another trip wire, but a different idea.
 
   Mr. Stack had no idea I wasn’t playing with the other kids on the playground during recess. Secretly, I had snuck into the classroom, place the trip wire, and…
 
   A smelly bucket full of dirty baby diapers and fertilizer from the surrounding farms in town.
 
   Ha!
 
   Now all he had to do, was enter the classroom first, which he usually did anyway. If one of the other children would have come in, it would have been pretty bad; and that’s an understatement.
 
   It happened. 
 
   It was awesome!
 
   Mr. Stack opened the door and hit the trip wire with his foot, setting off a mechanism that allowed the bucket with pooh above the door to tilt and have its contents drop on his head.
 
   “Aaaaah!” he screamed, while he was covered in baby and cattle excrement.
 
   It was hilarious. This teacher would never call me “unintelligent” again; and the best part is that he never found out who did it. Or did he?
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_4__I]Entry 4: I Am Marshall
 
    
 
   My name is Marshall. I am 30 years old. I have been in the army for 12 years now and I am one of the best. I have trained hard to become what I am today: An officer of the regional district. I have won wars and commanded legions against vicious enemies.
 
   I am a pigman, as you might have guessed already. No man defies me. I am the highest ranking officer and my orders need to be obeyed. That status is something only obtained by the most disciplined soldiers.
 
   Something went wrong though. It was only a day ago that I had some bad luck and crashed into someone’s valuables. But first, let me explain myself here. It didn’t just happen without a reason. 
 
   It wasn’t pretty. Dangerous endermen, skeletons, and zombies were planning an assault on the fortress, and they were combining forces to destroy us. Only minutes after their preparation, they came in… hundreds of them. Screams and war cries were heard from their side, some of them storming at us like raging animals.
 
   “Kraaaah!”
 
   “Wreeeh!”
 
   “Reeeeeh!”
 
   It was terrible to listen to. I almost felt like blocking my ears, but I took courage and led my troops against the assailing enemies.
 
   “For our country!” I yelled.
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   Like a true, brave pigman, I ran forward and hit some skeletons in the face. Zombies were trying to bite me, but I resisted and avoided them completely. We were about to overcome them. Our soldiers were fighting for their lives. It wasn’t going to take much longer before we would annihilate the army of the undead.
 
   But then there were endermen. They flew forward with renewed faith in their efforts. There were numerous hordes of them: Filthy, black endermen with shiny eyes.
 
   “Pull back!” I shouted, but nobody listened.
 
   “Come one! Let’s get back! Retreat!”
 
   Again, nobody heard me. They were all walking into a trap, surrounded by the vile creatures from the End. But I wasn’t going to let them take us. There was no way in Nether that I was willing to give up or surrender.
 
   So I turned around.
 
   Better to die an honorable death than to be the only survivor because of acts of cowardice.
 
   I said a little prayer in my head and ran at them.
 
   Faster.
 
   Faster.
 
   Faster!
 
   BANG!
 
   I accidentally ran into another person. That person was a teacher. What was she doing here in the first place? This was a war zone! But no matter what the reason, she dropped a vase she was going to put in the classroom. The vase fell on the floor and shattered into a thousand pieces.
 
   “Watch where you’re going!” she yelled in anger.
 
   “Just look at what you did! This vase was expensive!”
 
   I looked at the glass on the ground and I was surprised. I didn’t even realize what was going on until a few seconds after it happened. I looked at the teacher. She was furious, so I decided to run away. Ironically, I stormed at hundreds of endermen to give my life for the nation, but I couldn’t face the shaming of my own teacher.
 
   It was bad.
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   They were all looking at me angrily, the people in that room. I couldn’t stand looking in their eyes. There was so much hatred. Why were they judging me like this? Was it because I was a pigman? That’s discrimination!
 
   I didn’t get it.
 
   I just did not get it.
 
   Therefore, I was waiting for an explanation.
 
   My favorite teacher looked at me. Her name was Ms. Barley. She was the nicest one in the whole school, and I knew she would take my side.
 
   “Jerome,” she started. “You are 15 now and you should know better.”
 
   “About what?” I asked.
 
   “Care to tell him again?” she asked as she looked at the others in the room.
 
   The first one began her complaints. It was an old lady with glasses and a walking stick. She was wearing a grey outfit and looked meaner than the other ones.
 
   “I’ll tell you what he did!” she almost yelled in her old voice. “He broke my window with his ball. He kicked it right at my brand new window and then I saw him run away, even after another child asked him what happened.”
 
   “Jerome,” the Ms. Barley said. “What do you have to say for yourself?”
 
   “I don’t know,” I said. “I am not sure when that happened but I don’t remember much of it.”
 
   “Well, we will figure this out,” the teacher said. “What else?”
 
   Then the next person spoke up. It was a rich lawyer whom I thought I recognized, but the memory was vague. I was certain I had seen his face somewhere, but I didn’t recall where. He was wearing a fancy shirt and expensive boots. His pants seemed above the average price range and he had sunglasses that he pulled up to his forehead.
 
   “This little pigman stole my food and my bowls,” he complained. “One of my servants caught him right before he left the door, watching him spill some of it on my living room floor.”
 
   I wasn’t liking where this was going. The teacher looked at me. She seemed disappointed.
 
   “He tripped me and got mud all over me!” the girl in the corner cried. “It was my favorite dress, and now it’s ruined.”
 
   Ms. Barley looked at me again.
 
   “Jerome,” she said. “Why did you do that?”
 
   “Oh, I don’t remember doing that,” I said. “But I remember you calling me names at school. I never liked you anyway,” I said to the girl in the corner.
 
   “That’s no reason to make me trip,” she sneered back.
 
   “She is right, Jerome,” the teacher said. “You are not allowed to trip people, no matter what they say. But I will talk with her about saying nice things later. Anyway,” she said as she turned to another teacher. “Why are you here?”
 
   “He set a trap for me,” Mr. Stack whined.
 
   It was my least favorite teacher. He was always insulting me with his unkind comments.
 
   “At first I didn’t know who did it,” he continued. “But then I found something that gave him away and I just knew that he is the one who had the bucket with dirty diapers fall on me.”
 
   “Why did you do that?” my favorite teacher asked calmly.
 
   “I am not sure if I did or not,” I responded. “But if I did, then I think Mr. Stack probably deserved it. He is always pestering me, making me look stupid and saying that I can’t do it.”
 
   “That’s because you are lazy in class,” Mr. Stack said. “You don’t pay attention and you distract the other students.”
 
   I didn’t have anything to say against that. It sounded like something I would do, but my memory was shattered. I couldn’t remember any specific details.
 
   The last accuser was another teacher. Her name was Mrs. Snowbird. She looked at me and shook her head before she was given a turn to speak up.
 
   “Now you,” Ms. Barley said. “What is it that you claim this teenage pigman did to you?”
 
   “He ran right into me,” she started. “And if that wasn’t enough, he broke my beautiful vase. And then he didn’t apologize; he just left! How rude.”
 
   Ms. Barley looked at me again. I didn’t have the guts to look her in the eyes, so I looked away at the ground, playing with a loose thread on my shirt. She was analyzing me. I knew it. She was trying to find out what was going on in my mind.
 
   Then she asked, “And you are saying you don’t remember any of these things you did?”
 
   “I don’t know. Maybe a little, but it’s hard. It’s like I was a different person back then,” I answered.
 
   “Back then? It was only yesterday that these things happened. It really isn’t that long ago.”
 
   “Still,” I said. “It’s weird. It’s like a blackout or something.”
 
   After that, there was a lot of talking. The others went home and I had to stay. She even got a psychologist to come, who talked to me for an hour.
 
   It appeared that I was suffering from Multiple Personality Disorder, which is a condition in the brain that makes you think you’re someone else at different moments during the day.
 
   “You see, Jerome,” the psychologist said. “Roy, Bob, Kevin, and Marshall were personages in your mind that you made up. They are part of who you are, but they aren’t you.”
 
   “But what can we do against this?” I asked. “It will happen again, won’t it?”
 
   “Yes, but there is a cure,” the psychologist said. “This may sound a little crazy, but there is a sword, an enchanted, magical sword. It is made of gold. Don’t ask me where it came from or why it is where it is, but I heard that it heals any personality disorder if it gets touched by the person seeking to be healed.”
 
   “Really?” I asked. “Where can I get that sword?”
 
   “It’s in the Nether. It’s a dangerous place, but if you think it’s worth it, then you should consider going, especially since you’re a pigman.”
 
   “What does that have to do with it?” I asked curiously.
 
   “Pigman have certain powers. I don’t know exactly which, but it might be easier for you to withstand the lava and such.”
 
   “Thanks. I’ll look into it,” I said confidently.
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   The Nether was a place nobody would ever go to. It had lava streams like hell fire, and it was called the Nether because it was literally underneath everything, in the planet’s core. 
 
   Ms. Barley was very concerned when the psychologist told me about the Nether, but I had decided to stop this personality disorder and get healed. I didn’t like doing things and then having a hard time remembering what I did. It was annoying. She might have been against it, but as stubborn as I was, I was up for an adventure.
 
   When I prepared for my journey, I made sure I got a protective suit against the heat in the Nether.
 
   However, when I arrived at the Nether, following the directions of the few who heard about it, I didn’t think it was that scary. It was beautiful. I loved the lava, I loved the fires, and what others would consider a dreadful place, was like home to me. Perhaps because I was a pigman and didn’t always feel at home between those villagers anyway. Who cares? I loved it, and I was going to get my golden sword.
 
   I stepped on a black block, a platform drifting downstream in the lava, but I didn’t watch my step. Suddenly, I slipped and one of my feet ended up in the lava.
 
   Pssshhhtt…
 
   “Yoouououoch!” I screamed, thinking that I just burned my leg off.
 
   I looked at it, but there was nothing wrong with it. It was as if I was immune to it. My skin was resistant to fire and lava. How interesting!
 
   I wanted to try it again, but I wasn’t sure if I should. What if it was just a onetime incident? What if something weird happened and the next I really would burn my foot? I thought and thought but I just wanted to know, so I decided to risk it. You may think I was crazy for trying this, but since I was a little crazy to begin with, I didn’t think I had much to lose (by the way, don’t try this at home, unless you’re a real pigman.)
 
   I closed my eyes tightly and moved my foot towards the lava…
 
   Slowly…
 
   Slowly…
 
   Pssshhhtt…
 
   It made a sizzling sound but I felt nothing. I pulled my leg out of the water and discovered that no harm was done.
 
   “Yes!” I exclaimed joyfully.
 
   “I am resistant to the lava! What am I still doing on this platform? I might as well swim through it.”
 
   And that’s what I did. I took off my suit and jumped in the lava. I started swimming and felt like a fish in the water. It was great.
 
   After a while, I came to the rock in the shape of a skull. This was where they said the sword would be. I looked up. The skull looked creepy. A light was radiating from the skull rock’s eye.
 
   “That must be it,” I said out loud.
 
   I didn’t wait any longer and swam towards the rock. When I came out of the water, I noticed something I hadn’t thought of: My clothes were burned. I was completely naked. It made sense because I was immune to lava, but my clothes were not. It didn’t matter though, since there was nobody out here, and I looked like a pigman… I mean, I was a pigman. So oh well.
 
   I went on and climbed to the top, crawling through a narrow space to get to what I thought would be the shimmering sword.
 
   Then I saw it.
 
   It was a beautiful sword.
 
   It was glowing.
 
   I touched it and felt an immense rush going through my body. Visions unfolded before my eyes about things I had done as one person and another. I closed my eyes and could remember everything. Never before had I felt so good. I was certain that I was cured.
 
   What a powerful force!
 
   What an awesome sword!
 
   I was sincerely impressed. I didn’t expect it to have such a profound effect on me.
 
   I decided to go back to my hometown. It took a while before I found my way out, but I came to discover that the Nether was actually really well organized, well, at least I thought so. To any of the villagers it could have appeared as a chaotic mess, but an inner instinct in my pigman’s brain told me exactly where to go and what to do.
 
   I found my way out within a small amount of time. It was easy. I was actually looking forward to coming back here someday, no matter how crazy that sounds.
 
   When I came to the village, I snuck back to my house. I didn’t want anyone to see me, since I still wasn’t wearing any clothes. Luckily, it was midnight and there was not a soul to be seen outside.
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   I came back and felt like a new person. I was nicer to the other children and I never got mixed up. My name was Jerome, and I knew it. I would never forget it. My memory was healed by the magic sword.
 
   That month, it was Halloween. It was my favorite time of the year. I always liked the scary and mystical stuff anyway, but it was even better around Halloween. It was a free ticket to scaring people; that’s how I saw it. It was a time for candy, which I don’t feel addicted to anymore but I still like it; it was a time for dressing up. I was crazy about this holiday.
 
   But now that I had a new attitude towards life, I wanted to give something back. I had been nagging and bullying, I had done stupid things and caused accidents, and now it was time to be a little selfless.
 
   I discovered another of my super powers: Spawning pumpkins. For some reason, I was able to create a pumpkin out of thin air. I found out about it when I wished for one but didn’t have the money to buy one.
 
   Okay, so perhaps some of the competitors or pumpkin vendors weren’t happy with what I was doing, but these people didn’t have anything to begin with… the ones I will tell you about now.
 
   I asked some of my friends to come over and showed them what I could do. They were amazed and immediately came up with 100 names of people who were impoverished and didn’t have any money to buy a pumpkin. I wanted to help them have a happy Halloween, so we took the list of addresses, visited them by knocking on their doors and creating a pumpkin in front of their eyes. Some people just expressed a simple “thank you.” Others were in tears… tears of joy and gratitude. Some of them weren’t home, and some didn’t really know what to think of it, but whatever happened, I was glad to contribute.
 
   One time, something went really wrong though. I banged on the door and the door broke.
 
   “Great. Now look what you’ve done,” one of my friends said.
 
   The old lady who lived there opened the door, or in other words, opened what was left to open. She asked us what happened.
 
   “I’m sorry,” I said. “I will try to fix it.”
 
   And so I did. I was shocked how easy it was to put the door back on its hinges. However, after that little incident, I decided it was better for me to stay in the back and have my friends knock on doors.
 
   After those names we did real trick or treating. We got a bucket full of candy after an hour or two.
 
   “Are you thinking what I am thinking?” one of my friends asked.
 
   “That depends on what you’re thinking, but I think we should take these to the same people we just brought a pumpkin,” I said.
 
   “Let’s just have one first,” my friend said.
 
   “We don’t need it. They may be happier with it than us,” I said.
 
   “Please… just one each. And then we’ll give the rest to them.”
 
   “Okay, I think we deserve at least one piece of candy,” I admitted.
 
   We all picked our favorite and went back to the poor people we knew. Most of them didn’t mind us bothering them, especially when we brought them candy. It felt good to give something back to the community. I apologized to the people I had wronged, and everything turned out to go well.
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   After the Halloween fun I had in the village, I decided that it was time for me to move on. I had lived in that village all my life, but when I came to the Nether, I felt right at home. I was immune to the lava, there was all kinds of fun stuff to do for a pigman, and there was hardly any threat.
 
   It was the place to be.
 
   I said goodbye to my friends and to my friendly teacher, Ms. Barley. I said goodbye to the psychologist who had showed me the way.
 
   And I left.
 
   I left to the Nether.
 
   It was great. Nice and hot, like a Jacuzzi. It didn’t burn my skin and I loved swimming in it. There was enough food to go around, since all I had to do, was step outside, hunt for something and roast it above the lava.
 
   And guess where I slept… in the cave near the amazing sword. Anytime I felt sick or tired, I would it and feel the renewed energy flow through my body. It was pure magic.
 
    
 
   THE END
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Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
   I take reviews seriously and always look at them. This way, you are helping me provide you better content that you will LOVE in the future. A review doesn’t have to be long, just one or two sentences and a number of stars you find appropriate (hopefully 5 of course). 
 
 
   DISCLAIMER: This information is provided “as is.” The author, publishers and/or marketers of this information disclaim any loss or liability, either directly or indirectly as a consequence of applying the information presented herein, or in regard to the use and application of said information. No guarantee is given, either expressed or implied, in regard to the merchantability, accuracy, or acceptability of the information. The pages within this e-book have been copyrighted.
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   In the game of Minecraft, a mob can be anything… any moving object or living thing. But in this book, you’ll find a whole different meaning of the word “mob,” as you embark on a journey to deal with gangsters and criminals with Vincenzo, who is slowly finding out what to do and definitely what not to do when dealing with a bund of low-life outlaws.
 
   Enjoy the funny notes and the exciting adventures of this Minecraft book as you read about a criminal who lived a life he wished he wouldn’t. Empathize with the main character while he undergoes a process of improvement, and a change of attitude.
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   I don’t want to sound too dramatic here, but I quit.
 
   I recently quit the business.
 
   I was never sure about it in the first place, but now I know I made the right decision. When it was time, it just dawned on me: I had to stop doing this. I can’t make up for everything I did wrong and I am not proud of my past transgressions, but now I feel free. I have released myself from the bonds that were dragging me down the drain.
 
   What am I talking about, right?
 
   Well, let me clarify it a little. I worked in a crime organization. There were guns and drugs and smugglers and killers. It was a dark underground movement: The mob.
 
   It all started with my family. My dad was in the business, so I was simply being prepared to take over after his death… which could be anytime, because people were killing each other constantly. You never knew when your life was going to be over.
 
   At first, I had no idea what was going on. You know, like a kid, just hopping along with his father, trusting that his deeds were proper and justified. But as I grew up, I discovered more and more that turned me away from it. I started hating it, but I stayed in it, partially because I was afraid they would kill me if I would leave.
 
   Meanwhile, I took some notes about things I learned when you’re in an illegal business, but then again, I think they would apply to anyone’s life.
 
   Let me explain what happened on that rainy day when everything went wrong when my Italian family was panicking over nothing.
 
   “Vincenzo!” my father yelled.
 
   “What’s wrong, dad?” I asked.
 
   “Did you do what I asked? You were supposed to have the stuff ready to go an hour ago.”
 
   “I’m sorry, dad. It won’t happen again.”
 
   “Yeah, yeah. Just get it ready now and you’re good.”
 
   “Sure, dad.”
 
   I got the machine in the car that my dad had pointed out; it was a machine that can block any lasers and alarm systems, thus providing us a safe way through any building we wanted to break into. The only thing we had to watch out for, was that we wouldn’t be seen and/or recognized.
 
   We always wore hats. And although I still don’t know why exactly, I just copied everyone else’s behavior. I loved my hat and I loved the suit I would usually wear. Maybe they did it to look fancy or rich, and maybe they did it to somewhat cover their faces when they had to in order to avoid being recognized. I don’t know, but they all did it. The entire mob did it.
 
   I got the car ready, meaning that I put the machine in it and drove it in front of the large house we all lived in.
 
   “What are we going to steal, dad?” I asked in innocence.
 
   “Not steal, son… confiscate. We are going to confiscate a golden apple.”
 
   “Why would we steal a golden apple? You can’t even eat those.”
 
   “True, but you can get a truckload of money for one. Right guys? Heh heh…”
 
   My dad laughed first, but I noticed soon that the four other guys with hats and suits made sure to laugh about his silly jokes. They wouldn’t dare stand up to him. It was always like that. You don’t stand up to your boss; but my dad was not the big boss. There was another boss above him. It was a simple matter of hierarchy. He would have to answer to another guy above him. 
 
   And where was I? 
 
   Way at the bottom.
 
   That’s why I was preparing the car for our “little trip.”
 
   “Move in, boys,” my dad said. “We are about to peel a heavy apple, if you know what I mean.”
 
   The others chuckled. Another dumb joke. Oh well, I didn’t mind it. It wasn’t my dad I grew tired of. It was the whole organization, the corruption, and the moral dilemmas I had to face after a while.
 
   We got in the car and drove towards a museum with high security technology. I was curious to find out if our machine would work here too, since it probably had its flaws. We drove to the other side of the street. It was late in the evening, so that the hats definitely covered half of our faces with their shadows, something that would be convenient if anyone tried to spot us and arrest us later.
 
   The heavy rain was covering our identity even more and discouraging people from hanging out in this public spot.
 
   “We go to the side. There is an emergency exit there that I know how to open without making a sound,” my dad said.
 
   We snuck around the side, jumping over a few hedges, and walking around a fountain. We looked for security guards but found none. Obviously, nobody felt like being outside in this terrible weather. Or perhaps they thought the alarm system was good enough to keep them informed of any intruders. Interesting… was that going to prevent our machine from working? I hoped not. I didn’t feel like getting caught.
 
   “Let’s go over here,” my dad whispered to the others. He jumped over another bush, but because it was slippery, he felt flat on his face.
 
   “Ouch!”
 
   I saw a slight tendency in the others to burst out laughing, but they controlled themselves and held it in. One of the guys looked the other way, probably to avoid being caught with a smile. It was funny… hilarious actually, but they weren’t supposed to laugh at their superior, so they refrained from doing so.
 
   “Will one of you idiots help me up?” my dad asked.
 
   “Sorry, boss.”
 
   “No problem, boss.”
 
   Meanwhile, I was dragging the infamous machine to the side door and waiting for further instructions. My dad limped over to me and took a crowbar out of this jacket. The others looked at him and were waiting for his next move.
 
   “Wait,” I said. “That’s your genius plan? A simple crowbar? Won’t that sound the alarm?”
 
   “Of course not. You see this? This will work more miracles than that fancy technology of yours. Turn on the machine and we’ll be even safer. It will work; trust me.”
 
   I put the machine down and turned it on. Vibrating waves emanated from the technological wonder, blocking the electrical pulses the opening door would send to the alarm system. My dad opened the door as I watched the machine shake up and down.
 
   CLING!
 
   The door opened.
 
   We all waited.
 
   We stood there with our mouths open, gazing at the door that was so easily opened up by this break-in specialist.
 
   “Wow, dad. That was quick,” I said.
 
   “Thanks, son. One day, you’ll be a pro like me. Now let’s go inside.”
 
   The alarm didn’t go off. I was relieved. We went through the hallway and snuck into the main hall.
 
   “What are you being so quiet for?” my dad said after a while. “There’s no one here. See? Helloooooo!”
 
   I wasn’t too comfortable with my dad being like that. Was he challenging fate? Why couldn’t he just be a little safer about this? I mean, wouldn’t it be better to take a little extra care and be more cautious? What if there was a security guard?
 
   “What are you looking at, son? There is no risk. We’ll just go in and get the golden apple.”
 
   His attitude was driving me nuts, but I was stuck with him and he was still my dad. We opened another door, a bigger one this time. There it was!
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   It was the golden apple! But what was that glow around it? What was going on with the purple glow around it? It didn’t seem normal.
 
   “Uhm… dad,” I stuttered. “Do you really think it’s a good idea to steal that apple? There’s something weird about it.”
 
   “So?” he asked. “A little glow never killed anyone. Let’s go get it. Go, guys. Now!”
 
   Everyone went to the apple to check it out. It was beautiful and shiny. There was a glass bowl around it. Without thinking, my dad pushed the others aside and lifted up the bowl.
 
   THAT was a mistake.
 
   It triggered the alarm.
 
   Weeeeoooweeeoooh!
 
   The alarm was louder than the highest volume of my portable music playing device, and even though my young ears had been damaged by endless rock and opera music, I still put my fingers in my ears to mute the loud noises.
 
   Weeeeooooweeeooh!
 
   Everybody panicked. They ran in all different directions but couldn’t go anywhere. Two of the men bumped into each other and fell on the floor. My dad grabbed the apple and put it in his pocket, after which his pocket started glowing.
 
   “Weird,” he said.
 
   I looked around us. There were four door that had led to this room, but now they were all shut by thick metal doors, which fell down immediately when the alarm started, preventing us to leave the room.
 
   “What are we going to do?” I exclaimed. “We are trapped! How are we gonna get out of here?”
 
   “Stay calm,” my dad said. “There is always a way.”
 
   I was surprised by his self-confidence but I doubted his reasoning. What if there was no way out?
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   We looked around and thought of a plan to escape before the cops would arrive. Everything was completely closed.
 
   Everything…
 
   Except for the air shafts.
 
   “There!” my dad said as he pointed to one of them. “That’s our way out. See? I told you it would be all right. We can just climb through those.”
 
   He ran towards the air shaft and pulled the lattice off. The others ran towards him, even the ones who had bonked heads. They followed him into the air shaft and crawled through the narrow spaces. I was last, and I regret to say that I didn’t even want to go. It was scary and I didn’t know where it was leading us, but I didn’t seem to have any other option, so I just did as they did.
 
   After a few turns, we arrived in the hallway where we entered the building. I was glad when I noticed that the outside door had not been blocked by a similar steel door. There was nothing holding us back from running outside.
 
   So we did.
 
   We ran outside and looked around us to find the shortest route to the car. In the meantime, the alarm was still making noise.
 
   Weeoooweeooweeooo!
 
   “Let’s go!” my dad said. “We have no time to lose. Follow me.”
 
   We ran through the storm. The noisy thunder was covering the loud sounds of the police cars that had just stopped in front of the museum. Luckily none of them were near our car, and they all ran in the wrong direction: Straight to the front entrance.
 
   My dad, who was soaking wet by now, looked to the side and sad enthusiastically, “See boys? They went to the wrong door. Ha-ha!”
 
   The other men weren’t too certain about whether or not to laugh. Was it a real joke or was he just laughing because he was relieved that he didn’t get caught? They showed an awkward smirk on their faces but kept running. None of those clumsy weirdoes slipped this time, but I had the feeling we forgot something.
 
   “The machine!” I suddenly said as I came to a halt. “We left the machine! We have to go back!”
 
   “No way,” my dad said. “If we go back, they’ll find us. They are probably near the side entrance already. There is no time!”
 
   “But if we leave it, they’ll know that it was us who stole the golden apple,” I argued.
 
   “How? How will they know? It’s not like it has our name on it or something.”
 
   “Uhmm…” one of the guys said hesitantly.
 
   “Wait a minute. Does it?” my dad asked.
 
   “Well, technically…” our fellow criminal started, “… it only has your last name on it. I saw it.”
 
   “WHAT?!!!!”
 
   My dad yelled so loud that we saw one of the cops look our way. Despite the heavy rain, he still heard my dad’s frustrated exclamation. We all ducked. My dad got up a little to see if he was still watching us.
 
   “Okay, the coast is clear,” he said. “Sorry I lost my temper, boys. But why does it have my last name on it? Which of you belugas put my name on that machine?”
 
   They all looked up for a while. Then one of them said sheepishly, “You see, boss, when we gave it to you, we thought it would be nice to have your name engraved on it… you know… like a present.”
 
   My dad came closer and grabbed him by the collar.
 
   “You mean to say that you actually went to the store and had my name engraved on it?” he said between his teeth, holding back his rage.
 
   “Well, yeah… a tattoo guy. He said he would fix it for 20 bucks. You know…”
 
   “IDIOTS!”
 
   Again, the cop looked our way, but we figured his vision was blurry because of the evaporating rain that was falling on the ground. We ducked again. My dad was furious.
 
   “Fine,” he said after a minute. “You got get the machine, son. I am sure you will have a better chance of bringing it back than these four imbeciles. Let’s go. I will see you at home. Don’t mess this up, please.”
 
   “I won’t let you down, dad,” I said, pretending to fully believe in myself. 
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Note_3__Be]Note 3: Be Precise
 
    
 
   I was really edgy; I was nervous. The cops were all over the place and I was about to go back. Sure, they all went through the front door, but one of them might have ended up outside the side door, where the machine was.
 
   I looked around and jumped over a hedge. I looked again and jumped over another one, and another one… every time ducking after I jumped.
 
   Wow!
 
   A cop just came outside and looked my way. Did he see me?
 
   “Hey, what was that?” I heard him say.
 
   O-oh. Not good. Not good!!!
 
   The guard came closer and closer. I heard his footsteps and his cough as he approached me. He was only a few feet away. 
 
   “I think it came from over here!” he yells to three other police officers who came out of the building.
 
   He was standing in front of me, towering over me when I was hiding underneath the bushes, when suddenly…
 
   “Meeououw!” 
 
   A cat came out of nowhere; it had clearly been hiding because of the rain, and had found a comfortable spot near the hedge I was sitting. It jumped up and attacked the policeman’s face.
 
   “Aah! Get out of my face, stupid cat!” the officer shouted.
 
   He threw the scratching cat on the ground and looked around him.
 
   “I guess it was just a cat!” he yelled to the other men.
 
   That was close. The cat saved my life. I ought to go to it and shake its hand. However, there were more important matters: The machine was still there. I couldn’t let them find it. So I waited until the officer was gone and snuck towards the spot where we had left it. It was still there. Good. I lifted the machine up and hauled it out of there. Within minutes, I was able to get the machine away from the building without getting spotted. It was pretty heavy, so I needed to take a break.
 
   I was panting heavily when I saw my dad drive by in his car, along with the men he had been so angry at.
 
   “Glad you made it out alive, son. Now, let’s go before the police sees us.”
 
   I don’t think I had ever been happier to see my dad than at that time. I lifted the machine and put it in the car, after which I sat down and my dad hit the gas pedal.
 
   Vroooom!
 
   Again, that was close… we almost got caught. I looked at the others. They had messed up and my dad knew it. They didn’t dare looking me in the eyes. One of them didn’t have to anyway, since he was wearing sunglasses.
 
   “So where did you get the name printed?” I asked.
 
   No response.
 
   “Oh, come on,” I said. “I went back and laid my life down the line to get this machine. Now I want to know why.”
 
   They looked at each other and probably thought they should respond, because a few seconds later, one of them said, “It’s on the other side. See?”
 
   I turned the machine around. He was right. It was on the other side. But then I discovered something horrible.
 
   “Hold on,” I said. “This is the bottom.”
 
   “Yeah, so?” one of them asked.
 
   “So?!!! Well, let me tell you why that is a problem, guys. The bottom was on the floor. See this inscription with our last name? Now there is a print in the sand with our last name. The police will look around and find our name printed in the sand.”
 
   “But it will be backwards,” the guy with the sunglasses said. “So they won’t be able to read it.”
 
   He smiled when he said it, as if he had just said something smart. I rolled my eyes and started seeing why my dad called them names all the time. They really were idiots.
 
   “Stop the car,” I told my dad as I sighed.
 
   “What’s wrong, son?”
 
   I explained my dad why I had to go back to erase the print in the sand and he let me out. I didn’t take the machine, of course. I didn’t need that heavy weight wearing me down. My dad thought it would be best not to drive back. We were only a few blocks away, but we didn’t want the cops to recognize our license plate. So I walked. No problem.
 
   Well, I didn’t walk. I ran.
 
   I ran as fast as my legs could carry me. I watched out for cops, since they were everywhere. I hid behind trees, snuck behind bushes, and finally arrived at the spot where the machine had been standing, next to the side door.
 
   There it was.
 
   Our last name, printed backwards in the sand because of the machine that had been standing there. I quickly grabbed some mud and covered it up. No more traces, not even small ones.
 
   At that moment, a policeman opened the side door from the inside. He didn’t see me, since the door swung open against me and left me behind it.
 
   “Let’s see what’s on this side,” the cop said.
 
   He looked at the ground. I was glad I erased our name just in time. Then he stepped outside and looked around him. There was no way to hide now.
 
   I came from behind the door and punched him in the face.
 
   “Ughh!” he said as he fell to the ground.
 
   It didn’t knock him out, but I wasn’t going to take him out, since I hadn’t done anything like that before. So I ran away, which, when I thought about it afterwards, wasn’t a smart idea at all, because as soon as the policeman got up, he called his little helpers over.
 
   “Get him!” he shouted. “He is trying to escape!”
 
   Within minutes, the yard was crawling with cops. I ran into all different directions, hoping they wouldn’t pursue me. I hoped they would leave me alone.
 
   They didn’t.
 
   Half a dozen cops had already seen me and were following me, trying to run faster than I did. This was it. I was going to prison. There was no way to talk myself out of this one, and I was losing the race. I panted and ran as fast as I could, but they were gaining on me.
 
   Suddenly, a car pulled over.
 
   It was my dad’s car.
 
   “Get it! Now!” he said. “Hurry!”
 
   I got in the car and slammed the door, after which the tires screeched and my dad made one of the most dangerous moves in traffic I had seen him do. 
 
   Eeeeeeeaaa!
 
   He turned around and drove off, breaking the law in another way by surpassing the speed limit and going 30 miles over. But it got me out of there. I was safe.
 
   “Thanks, dad,” I said.
 
   “I would never leave you behind, son. I just realized that, which is why I came back. You owe me one.”
 
   “How about us?” the guy with the sunglasses asked.
 
   My dad looked back. He rolled his eyes and sighed.
 
   “We helped too, didn’t we?” another guy with said from underneath his hat.
 
   “You…” he started and then breathed heavily. “… You idiots are going to cook spaghetti and pizzas for the next week AND DO ALL THE DISHES!!!”
 
   “Sorry, boss.”
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Note_4__Don_t]Note 4: Don’t Flirt with the Big Boss’ Daughter
 
    
 
   Back at the house, my dad congratulated me for being so courageous. This was one of those moments: My dad was a good man, but he was just sucked into all of this. I think if he would see what this organization made him do, he would understand that it would be better to get out.
 
   “Son, we’re going to see Fabiano. He is the leader in this town. But trust me, you don’t want to get in his way. If he doesn’t like someone, he will put you down.”
 
   “Oh, I can take an insult or two,” I said. “That’s not a problem.”
 
   “Ha! No, you don’t understand. When I say ‘put you down,’ I mean really put you down, like sleeping with the fishes.”
 
   “That doesn’t sound good,” I said.
 
   “You’re right it doesn’t. So you better keep your mouth shut.”
 
   “Okay, dad.”
 
   We got in the car and went to the big boss’ villa on the edge of the city. It was huge. The yard had Italian statues everywhere, flower beds, and columns from the Roman era. The house itself was probably three times as big as ours, if not more.
 
   We walked up a few stairs and came to the front entrance. A bodyguard stood there in suit and tie, with sunglasses and a hat, just like everybody else. I don’t get why the police had such a hard time locating the mobsters, because we all looked a certain way. But then again, I guess they shouldn’t be suspicious of anyone with a hat and a suit, since many people walked around in those kind of clothes back then.
 
   “Who are you and what do you want?” the bodyguard asked.
 
   “We are here to see Fabiano. He called us here,” my dad answered.
 
   “Hold on a sec,” the guard said.
 
   We watched as he talked with someone over a little speaker device, with an earphone attached to his suit. He told the person on the other side (probably the big boss) that someone was here and asked for permission to let us in.
 
   “The boss is okay with you coming up now,” he said after a while.
 
   He opened the door for us and we went inside. The main hall was wide and luxurious. It looked like a palace. I had no idea how this guy made so much money, but it was most likely not ethical or legal. Either way, he seemed to be getting rich from it. That was obvious.
 
   We walked up the red carpet on the stairs and came to the second floor, where we were let in and saw Fabiano. He had a white suit and a white hat. His cigar smoke filled the room, which made me a little nauseous before I got used to it a bit more.
 
   “Welcome to the palacio,” he said in a thick Italian accent. “I heard you were at the museum last night. What happened there?”
 
   “Well, we thought of stealing the golden apple,” my dad began.
 
   But I didn’t hear the rest, because at that moment, the door opened and I saw the most beautiful person I had ever seen in my life. She came in with a tray with some drinks on it and stared at me over her shoulder when she walked past me. This Italian beauty had black hair, a white top and a fading green skirt. I wasn’t sure if every girl in town would have said that these colors matched, but I was certain that to me, every color looked good on her.
 
   “Oh, hi, Byanca,” the big boss said, interrupting my father. “Put the tray over there, please.”
 
   “Hi, Byanca,” I said.
 
   Fabiano didn’t look happy when I said that. Byanca looked a little nervous at the big boss. Then she gave me this look as to say, “You better not talk to me in his presence.” Then the controlling bulldog spoke up, protecting his offspring.
 
   “Did you just speak to my daughter?” Fabiano asked. “’Cause if you are trying to hit on my daughter, then you can just get outta here. I don’t accept that.”
 
   “Oh no, I just said ‘hi.’ That’s all. Nothing more,” I said.
 
   “Good. Let’s keep it that way,” he said. “Anyway, what were you saying about the golden apple?”
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Note_5__Avoid]Note 5: Avoid Shady Characters
 
    
 
   The big boss listened to our adventure at the museum and demanded to see the object. My dad promised him he would bring him the glowing golden apple next time. He didn’t mention that it might have secret powers, since I was the one who brought it up and it hadn’t even been proven yet. After some small talk, we stepped out of the room. My dad went to the bathroom and I remained in the great hall.
 
   “Pssst…” a voice said from around the corner.
 
   “Byanca?” I asked.
 
   “What’s your name?” she asked.
 
   “I am Vincenzo,” I answered.
 
   “Pleased to meet you. Thank you for saying ‘hello,’” she said.
 
   I felt my heart beating faster, and I am pretty sure I was blushing. 
 
   “Well, it was ‘hi,’ not ‘hello,’” I said, correcting her. By the way, afterwards I thought that was the stupidest thing I could have said, but it just came out.
 
   “Hee-hee!” she giggled. “You know what? You’re funny. I like you. But I am in trouble.”
 
   “What’s going on?” I asked.
 
   “My dad. He’s so uptight about everything. He controls me and doesn’t give me any freedom. I just feel trapped. But I know what to do about it.”
 
   “Yeah, what?” I said a little love-drunk.
 
   “We can sneak off. We can get to know each other a little and see where it goes from there. It’s not just that I want to get out of the house. I also just want to get to know someone… you know… like a relationship or something. Do you think it’s fate that we met?”
 
   “Uh-huh,” I said as I nodded.
 
   But then I came to my senses.
 
   “Well, uhum…” I said in a lower voice. “Perhaps, but we won’t know until we actually hang out a little, will we?”
 
   “Exactly. So let’s get out of here now,” she said hastily.
 
   “Right now? Well…”
 
   “Do you have anything better to do?”
 
   “No, it’s not that,” I said.
 
   “Then let’s go,” she said.
 
   “Wait. Let me tell my dad.”
 
   “Oh, he’ll find out sometime. He doesn’t mind, does he?”
 
   “I guess not.”
 
   I still went to the bathroom door and knocked.
 
   “What? I’m on the toilet, you shellfish!” he said in an irritated voice.
 
   “I am going around the block. You can just leave without me. I’ll be back around 9:00 p.m.” I said.
 
   “Sure. Do whatever you like. Stay out of trouble.”
 
   On the way out, we bumped into a guy with glasses, not sunglasses this time but regular ones. His suit was black and his shoes were brown. He had a lisp and sounded like one of those scary characters in a movie.
 
   “And where are you two going?” he asked.
 
   “Nowhere really,” I said. “Just taking a walk in the garden.”
 
   “Doesss the bosss know about thisss?” he asked.
 
   “Yeah, he knows,” I lied.
 
   We got out of there as fast we could… didn’t even use the front door but snuck through the window, as suggested by Byanca. When we were outside the gate of the big villa, she showed me her car. It was a Porsche.
 
   “Wow, nice car,” I said.
 
   “Yeah, I guess. It’s really expensive, but I never get to use it. I’m not into all that luxury,” she said. “But what I want, is to explore the world and to actually have someone that cares about me.”
 
   “I see what you mean. Your dad has been smothering you, hasn’t he?”
 
   “Yes. See? You are smart. I like you. You understand me.”
 
   “What about the Missis?” I asked.
 
   “My mom died five years ago,” she said.
 
   “Sorry to hear that. Where do you want to go? Shall we go out to eat?”
 
   “Great idea. Yes.”
 
   “And what kind of food? Italian?”
 
   “Ah, no, no, no… I always eat Italian. Are you crazy?”
 
   “I was just kidding. How about Chinese or Japanese? Or how about Mexican?”
 
   “I never had sushi,” she said.
 
   “Then sushi it is. Can I drive you there?”
 
   “Be my guest.”
 
   NICE! I was so loving this! I was driving a sports car with the best looking girl in the world right next to me. I jumped in and had a smile on my face. I turned the key, switched gears, and hit the gas.
 
   Vrooom!
 
   This car was so fast! I was certain it hit the speed of light. Well, maybe not, but still… it was really fast. But something wasn’t right. It was like someone was following me. I didn’t comprehend at the time how someone could follow a sports car this fast, but maybe my pursuer had a sports car too. I didn’t mention it to Byanca though, since I didn’t want her to be worried.
 
   We drove until we reached a Japanese restaurant. It was a pretty place, with decorations and stylish ornaments on the door and oriental objects in the interior. We sat down as guided by the waiter, and we took the menu.
 
   “So many choices,” Byanca said. “I love this place already. It makes you feel like you’re in a different world.”
 
   We talked for almost an hour. It was a lovely evening and we had a great time. I came to find out about her passion for music and dancing, and we talked about life in the gang. She mentioned she always wanted to get out of it anyway, that she wanted to become an honest citizen.
 
   After a while though, I noticed the same guy with the black suit we met in the hallway earlier. What was he doing in this restaurant? Had he been following us here? It made me suspicious.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Note_6__Always]Note 6: Always Have a Weapon
 
    
 
   I didn’t trust that guy with the glasses and the black suit in the first place. I knew he was up to something, especially when I saw him sitting in the same restaurant at a different table.
 
   I got up and saw him get up at the same time. This wasn’t leading to anything good. I just had a hunch. It was too much of a coincidence. Then I saw him pulling a gun from his suit. He was pointing it straight at me. Fortunately, I saw it in time and jumped down on the floor.
 
   “What are you doing?” Byanca asked.
 
   Bang!
 
   A shot echoed through the air. Nobody got hit, but everybody panicked. People screamed; they all ran out of the building, including the waiters. Byanca dove on the floor, next to me. I signaled to her to be quiet. She was shivering, since she was terribly afraid.
 
   The guy with the glasses walked towards me, but he couldn’t see me because of all the tables, chairs, and tablecloths. When he came really close, I jumped up and hit the gun out of his hand.
 
   A hand-on-hand combat followed after that. He kicked me to the ground, punched me in the face, and elbowed me in the ribs. I feel like he threw a few lucky punches, but I still had my pride. I didn’t think anybody had to step in at that moment. I was doing just fine, wasn’t I?
 
   “Ughhh…”
 
   Another hit.
 
   “Ouch!”
 
   Another punch.
 
   This buy was pounding on me! He was obviously more skilled when it came to sparring and street fights. I was defenseless, lying on the floor and trying to block his punches, but failing miserably and hoping for a miracle. He started choking me with his firm grip around my neck, but then…
 
   BAM!
 
   Something hit him on the head, because he fell down in front of me… well, on me actually, after which I pushed him off me. He was knocked out by somebody. When I looked up, I saw Byanca standing there with a rolling pin in her one hand and her other hand on her hip. She stood there with attitude, as if she were trying to tell the guy to keep his hands off her man.
 
   “Thank you,” I said a little embarrassed that I couldn’t protect her.
 
   “I know, I know,” she said. “It doesn’t feel good to be saved by a girl, does it? But all I did, was getting a weapon from the kitchen. That’s the only way I could have knocked him out. You are still my knight in shining armor. Mmm… I think this is going to be my favorite weapon,” she added with a smile.
 
   “Why was he trying to kill me?”
 
   “Because my dad doesn’t trust you,” she said laconically. “I expected it.”
 
   “We have to tell my dad about this,” I said.
 
   “I agree.”
 
   We called the cops and left before they arrived, leaving the knocked out individual to their judgment and the Japanese employees as witnesses. Then we drove straight to my dad.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Note_7__Just]Note 7: Just Stop
 
    
 
   “Dad,” I said as I barged into our house.
 
   “What’s going on, son?” he asked.
 
   “We have to quit this business, dad,” I said.
 
   “What are you talking about? We’ve been in this for a long time, son. Why would you want to quit now? It’s good money.”
 
   “I know, but one of Fabiano’s men just tried to kill me.”
 
   “Wait a minute,” my dad said. “What did you do? Steal his furniture?”
 
   “Worse,” Byanca said as she walked in. “He stole his daughter.”
 
   “Oh come on, son. Aren’t there enough pretty ladies out there? Why did you have to go after this one?”
 
   “We only went on one date, dad!” I said. I was really upset. “Don’t you see how crazy this is getting? Don’t you think we can earn our money in better ways? Before you know it, we’re all dead! And now Fabiano has his men sent after me because I just dated his daughter… once!”
 
   “It is getting a little out of hand,” my dad said. “But I have to go back in a few minutes anyway to drop off the golden apple.”
 
   “Fine, but bring a gun,” I said. “I don’t trust that guy for one bit.”
 
   No sooner said than done, we drove towards Fabiano’s villa. Byanca stayed at our place, waiting for whatever was going to happen. She had disagreed with her dad’s living style for so long that I even wondered if she would be upset if he would get killed. Time would tell…
 
   The guard was gone. He had disappeared, so we just knocked and went in.
 
   We walked up the stairs and noticed it was awfully quiet in there. Where did everyone go? The door to the big boss’ room was on the other side of the room. The two of us walked towards it and went inside.
 
   Bang!
 
   Before we knew it, Fabiano shot my dad in the chest.
 
   “Aaaarrghh!” he screamed in anguish.
 
   Fabiano laughed. “Ha-ha! You fool! You though you could trick me, kidnapping my daughter and bringing a gun in the house? You don’t know who you’re dealing with.”
 
   But I had a gun too, and Fabiano hadn’t counted on that. Another shot echoed through the room.
 
   Bang!
 
   Fabiano was shot through the head, due to my many hours of training. I was a sharpshooter, and I was extremely proud of it, especially at that moment.
 
   “Bye, bye, Fabiano,” I said.
 
   “S-son,” my dad said as he was trying to speak up, lying on the floor.
 
   “Dad! Dad, please stay alive. I can call an ambulance and they can heal you. Here, I’ll get the phone right now.”
 
   “Forget it, son.”
 
   “But why?” I asked.
 
   “When they see I am in here, they will start an investigation, which will most likely be the end of my life, because they will throw me into prison. There is nothing we can do. This is where I’ll die. It’s okay.”
 
   “No! It’s not okay! You still have a way to change. You can’t go now!”
 
   He rolled over a little, to his side.
 
   Hey, what was that?
 
   Something fell out of his pocket.
 
   It was the glowing golden apple. I picked it up and noticed that it was tender. It was soft. Maybe it could be eaten, although that would be weird: Eating a golden apple with a purple glow.
 
   Nevertheless, I had nothing to lose. My dad was going to die here anyway, so I might as well see if this apple had any effect on him. I offered him a bite and grabbed it. He took a bite from the apple and let his head drop on the floor.
 
   Nothing.
 
   How terrible.
 
   But wait…
 
   Suddenly, my dad woke up. He looked energized. He got up and his wound was gone. He looked at me with big eyes. Then he looked at the apple.
 
   With a lively voice, he suddenly said, “What kind of apple is that?”
 
   “Well, it’s the golden one,” I said. “I thought it might have had some magical effect.”
 
   “Give me that!” he said as he snatched it from my hand.
 
   He ate and ate until the entire apple was gone. Then he turned to me and said, “I feel great! Wow! It’s like nothing happened at all!”
 
   “But something did happen dad. We almost got killed. This organization is a mess. We need to get outta here.”
 
   “You’re right, son. I should have listened to you. Get your girlie and we’ll leave town as fast as we can.”
 
   And so we did.
 
   We went home, informed Byanca of the shooting, grabbed our belongings, and left the city… in the Porsche of course. Byanca was happy to come with us. The loss of her dad wasn’t as intense as I expected it to be.
 
   We moved the other side of the country, far away from the misery and the corruption of the mob. We sold the Porsche and bought a small home. The old home got sold within months, but nobody was able to track us down.
 
   And Byanca and I? Let’s just say that she had some attachment issues to overcome, since her dad had squeezed the soap so tightly and controlled her too much. But after a little therapy, she became freer and felt better every week. We talked a lot; we dated a lot, and eventually we got married. It was the better life.
 
    
 
   THE END
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[bookmark: _Introduction_23]Introduction
 
    
 
   Do you have any fears? Stevie does. In fact, he is afraid of almost everything… at least that’s what he started noticing. He doesn’t want to a wimp anymore. He wants to feel free. 
 
   Stevie doesn’t want to be afraid anymore. And even though his fears are definitely in the top 10 of mankind’s fears, he is willing to overcome them. He wants to be brave and courageous. He wants to show them what he is worth. 
 
   Read his diary and come to understand the process of his struggles and the victory over himself.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_1__Holes]Entry 1: Holes
 
    
 
   “Stevie! Could you come clean this hole here?” my mother asked.
 
   “Sure, mom.”
 
   My room was in the basement, so I went upstairs and came to look at what she was pointing out. It was underneath the sink in the laundry room. It hadn’t been cleaned for a while. She handed me a sponge.
 
   “Here you go,” she said. “This should help you clean it.”
 
   I looked at the sponge and stepped back.
 
   “Uhm… I will use the rag instead. Is that okay?” I asked.
 
   “Whatever you want, sweetie.”
 
   I hated the sponge. Something about it was off-putting and disgusting. I never like holes anyway, so a sponge was something I wasn’t very happy with. I know, right? Why would anybody be afraid of a sponge? I don’t know, but it was just how I was. The rag, however, was perfect for cleaning the back of the plumbing. I ducked. I went forward, and saw a giant toad with eggs on its back.
 
   “Aaah!” I screamed.
 
   I bonked my head and went out of there. I ran around the house twice, literally in circles around the house. My mom didn’t understand. She came to the laundry room.
 
   “Ew,” she said. “That’s pretty gross.”
 
   She took the broom and swept the toad out of the house. Then she came looking for me. She was calling my name, but I was still running circles around our house. When I came to the front door again, she stopped me and asked, “What’s going on? It’s just a dirty toad.”
 
   “I know, but those holes. Yuck!”
 
   “Yeah, they’re pretty disgusting, but I don’t see why you would have to panic about those. I just swept the amphibian out the door and it’s gone.”
 
   “I just can’t stop thinking about it,” I said. “I can’t get it out of my head… aaargh…”
 
   Mom looked at me for a second. I was almost pulling my hair out, like having a panic attack.
 
   “Maybe I’ll take you to the doctor, or better yet, to a psychologist. He will know what to do with this irrational fear or yours.”
 
   The next day, we had an appointment. We arrived at the psychologist’s office and he invited me to sit down in a big chair. 
 
   After an elaborate analysis of my feelings and my experience, he said, “This is not uncommon.”
 
   “It isn’t?” my mom asked.
 
   “No, not really. A lot of people have some kind of phobia, a big fear for some kind of threat from nature that triggers the defensive survival instincts in the brain.”
 
   “Ah,” my mom said.
 
   “What your son is suffering from, is called trypophobia, the fear of holes. Honeycombs, certain plants, or even reptiles or amphibians with eggs can cause panic attacks and nightmares. Lots of people don’t like those things in the first place, but for some, it’s stronger than for others.”
 
   My mom and the psychologist talked some more and he prescribed me some medicine. We went home and my mom hoped I would overcome this phobia. 
 
   I didn’t care about all the medical stuff though, because even though I had a biological, natural phobia, I also had a determination to overcome any fear I would discover in myself. I didn’t want to be a wimp anymore. I wanted to be free… free from fears and doubts. I wanted to show others, but mostly myself, that I could do anything. So I did the only thing I could do: I went to the village bee keeper and asked him if I could just join him for one day.
 
   “Sure,” he said. “But you’ll need a suit. Those buggers can sting pretty deeply. You can’t risk getting stung, okay?”
 
   “Deal,” I said.
 
   Anything to overcome my fear.
 
   I was nervous though. I wasn’t too sure if this is what I wanted. I would have rather stayed away from creepy things, but I already made the decision, and I was going to move on.
 
   Not too much later, the beekeeper gave me a suit. The suit included some kind of helmet and thick layers that would protect me from the bees. He asked me if I was ready and I nodded.
 
   Outside, we saw hundreds of bees, all kept within a certain perimeter.
 
   “It’s an interesting job, getting the honey out. The beehive is their nest. It has thousands of holes. Didn’t you mention you were afraid of bees?”
 
   “It’s not the bees I am afraid of,” I said as I saw some bees flying against my helmet. “They’re not that scary. Besides, I am protected.”
 
   “Then what?”
 
   “I am afraid of the beehive.”
 
   “Huh?”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    [image: C:\Users\Vincent\Documents\Amazon ebooks\Minecraft first 50\128px-Block_Desert_Hive.jpg] 
 
    
 
    
 
   There it was: The beehive.
 
   It was huge. Bees were swarming all around it, but those scary holes were the things I was afraid of. The beehive looked like one of the scariest things I would ever touch, but I was going to do it.
 
   “So why are you afraid of the beehive? The beehive doesn’t sting.”
 
   “It’s the holes,” I said as I approached the monstrous-looking object.
 
   “Oh, but they are harmless,” he said. “See?” He said it while poking his finger in a few holes. 
 
   It looked super easy, but it still made me nervous. I noticed I was sweating a little. I was uncomfortable with the feeling, but I still pressed forward with courage in my heart. I stretched out my hand, then my finger… and…
 
   I poked the beehive. First with my eyes closed; then, as I kept touching it, I opened my eyes. It wasn’t so bad. It didn’t attack me… the bees were attacking me, since they didn’t like me to touch their beehive, but I ignored those. The beehive was safe. It looked weird, but I was okay with it.
 
   Was I cured?
 
   I was cured!
 
   I had overcome my fear!
 
   I shouted it out.
 
   “Yay!”
 
   I almost took my suit off and ran away, but the beekeeper stopped me just in time. He reminded me to keep my suit on and looked at me in a strange way, as if I was a little crazy. I didn’t care. I wasn’t afraid of holes anymore. Maybe my fear wasn’t as strong as the psychologist had said. It was over now.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_2__The_2]Entry 2: The Dark
 
    
 
   It was that one day that it was late and I didn’t get home on time. I had stayed at a friend’s place for too long, so now I was faced with the dilemma of facing the obscure shadows of the night.
 
   I hated it.
 
   I was scared.
 
   Why was the dark so scary? Perhaps because in the dark, your vision is limited. You don’t know what’s coming, so any threat is undetected until it is too late. I was terribly afraid of the dark. I had heard of zombies, endermen, creepers, and other eerie creatures that lived in the woods and attacked the village every once in a while.
 
   What if one of those creatures attacked me that night?
 
   What if I would die?
 
   I couldn’t even imagine how horrible that would be. It scared me to death… well, not literally of course, but I felt it as I walked home. Unfortunately, the other kids at the party were headed in a different direction, so there was nobody who could accompany me to my parents’ house.
 
   The dark was everywhere. It wasn’t pitch black, since some of the homes in the village had a light, and the moon was shining brightly, but I still thought it was chilling and terrifying.
 
   I heard a sound from the left side and jumped up.
 
   “Wh-what was that?” I stammered.
 
   It was nothing really; just a cat that had fallen off a trash can. I think that was the first time I ever saw a cat not land on its feet. It was sad to see how the silly pet crashed on its face after losing its balance. Sad but kind of funny, I had to admit.
 
   Our house was on the outskirts of the village, close enough to be see but still a half mile away from everyone else’s. That’s because we were farmers. My dad had a lot of land around the house and he tried to use it to our advantage. It was all fine, and I didn’t mind the walking, but now it was awful. Why? Because everything between the village and the house was pitch black with a small glimmer of light from the moon, I wasn’t exactly looking forward to following the road to our house.
 
   The path was crooked. I wish they would have made it straight, but it wasn’t, and there was nothing I could do about it.
 
   A bird flew by. It was a big, fat crow.
 
   “Khaa! Khaa!” it said.
 
   Spooky.
 
   Then I heard rustling leafs from a lonely tree in the field. My imagination went crazy. I already saw the tree’s arms form claws and come closer to grab me. It had glowing eyes. A wide mouth in the tree trunk appeared in my mind. As it was holding me in the air, as my feet and hands were dangling high above the ground, the tree brought me closer to him, opened up its creepy mouth with fangs on up- and the downside, and was about to throw me into its foul mouth without further ado.
 
   “Nooo!” I yelled.
 
   It was only my imagination. It didn’t really happen, but it felt real to me. I started running for my life, away from the tree. I ran towards the house. A few more minutes maybe… then I would be home, safe and sound.
 
   But then I stopped. I didn’t want to run away from things that weren’t real. I didn’t want my imagination to take the best of me. It had to stop. I had to overcome this fear as well. I was so proud that I had touched the beehive; if I could do that, I could do this too. There had never been any crime reported on these fields before, so close to my home. And the chances of it happening now were slim. That thought didn’t comfort me enough, since there was still a chance, but the thought of me coming home with an all-powerful feeling of overcoming my fear of darkness was engraved on my mind. It felt wonderful.
 
   So this is what I did: I closed my eyes and just stood there.
 
   I kept standing there. The temperature was okay, so it wasn’t like I was going to catch a cold or something. All I had to do, was keep my eyes closed and not move a muscle.
 
   I heard a sound again. What was that?
 
   No.
 
   “Resist the temptation. Keep your eyes closed. Don’t look. It’s not real. It’s not important. You are safe here.”
 
   Those are some of the things I told myself as I kept my eyes shut.
 
   But then, the ultimate test came. I heard something approaching me. It wasn’t my imagination; I was sure about that. It was a real being, whatever it was. It came closer. I could hear its footsteps come so close that it was only a few feet away from me. I was too curious, but I breathed deeply.
 
   Then I slowly opened my eyes.
 
   It was another cat.
 
   “Stupid cat,” I said. “Trying to terrify me by following me home. Ughh…”
 
   I felt like kicking the annoying animal, but I held back and left it alone. Then I looked back. I saw the tree.
 
   “That is the ultimate test,” I said to myself.
 
   I walked back and went to the tree. At first, my imagination went wild again. I could see the arms, the claws, the grip, the evil eyes and the open mouth with sharp teeth. But I kept walking. I knew it wasn’t real, although it sure seemed like it. I was really close this time and I reached out my hand. 
 
   Then I touched the tree.
 
   The mouth, claws, and sinister eyes vanished instantly.
 
   It was just a tree.
 
   I smiled.
 
   I went home and opened the door. My mom was in the living room. I was so happy that I had taken the initiative to confront myself with my fears that I expressed my joy in a rather loudly manner.
 
   “Yes!” I yelled.
 
   My mom came into the hallway.
 
   “Could you keep quiet please? You scared me to death! Why on earth would you yell like that?”
 
   “Nothing, mom,” I said.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_3__Germs]Entry 3: Germs
 
    
 
   The next day, I was at school. I didn’t think I had any more fears to overcome. I had already conquered two. But later I realized how many fears I actually had. It was crazy how many threatening circumstances the human mind is afraid of.
 
   We were in class.
 
   “Teacher, can I go to the bathroom?” I asked after raising my hand.
 
   “Sure. Go ahead, Stevie” the teacher said. She didn’t care as long as there was one person from her class in the bathroom at the same time.
 
   I went to the bathroom and started feeling sick. I looked around me and experienced a sensory overload. There were germs everywhere! Aaaaah! I had learned about those tiny invisible creatures through biology classes, but for some reason the invisibility of them didn’t make up the difference. They could make me ill, so they were dangerous. But where were they? They were all over the place, right?
 
   After I was done, I washed my hands for more than 5 minutes, which the average kid would be finished with within 1 minute. I just had to make sure my hands were clean and that no germs were touching me. The flu had been going around, as well as lice, those eerie pests that appear in your hair and lay eggs there. Yuck!
 
   I opened the door and touched the doorknob in the process. Oh no! Now I have germs on my hands again.
 
   Another 5 minutes of washing my hands went by. Then I took a paper towel and put it on the inside of my hand, so I could open the door without touching the doorknob with my hand.
 
   I walked through the hallway as I went back to my classroom. A teacher walked by.
 
   “Aaatshooo!” he sneezed.
 
   Disgusting, all those germs flying through the air. At least he covered his mouth, which is what I think everybody should do when they sneeze or cough; but I still felt awkward about it. Surely some of those germs went through the fingers of his hands, did they not?
 
   So I went back to the bathroom and washed my hands again, this time for at least 10 minutes. I wasn’t going to catch the flu. No way.
 
   When I entered the classroom, my teacher looked at me with big eyes. Then she looked at her watch, then at me…
 
   “Where have you been?” she asked.
 
   “The bathroom,” I said.
 
   “Why did it take so long?”
 
   Then one of the kids spoke up, “Because he had to go number 2!”
 
   Everybody laughed. Girls were giggling, boys were gossiping.
 
   “Still,” the teacher said. “It’s longer than I expected. I want to talk about it after class.”
 
   The children kept laughing. It became louder and louder.
 
   “Get back to work!” the teacher said.
 
   Silence.
 
   Later in the day, school was over. The teacher forced me to stay a little longer. When the last child left the class, she pulled me closer and asked, “Is there anything you want to tell me?”
 
   “Well, teacher,” I said as I started. “Remember when you told us about germs in biology class?”
 
   “Yes, but what does this have to do with anything?” she asked.
 
   “I think I am too afraid of germs,” I said.
 
   “Ah. I get it. You took it a little too serious what I said there. Okay, how do I say this the best way? Uhm… Remember when I told you it’s good to always wash your hands after you go to the bathroom or if they are really dirty? That advice is still valid. It’s still important, because you can wash off the germs and kill them with soap. But you don’t have to be scared of them all the time. Catching a few germs every now and then won’t always get you sick. I know people who forget to wash their hands sometimes and they only get sick once or twice per year. That doesn’t mean it’s okay to forget, but all I am saying is that you shouldn’t stress out about it. Does that make sense?”
 
   “Yes, but where is the line then? How do you know how much you have to do?” I asked.
 
   “Just wash your hands in the bathroom or after recess. That will be good enough for me.”
 
   “Okay. Sounds good. One more question though. I am still afraid of the germs. How do I overcome my fear?”
 
   My teacher thought for a while. That was a difficult question she didn’t expect. She wasn’t a psychologist, but perhaps she had an idea of how to deal with this fear. She sat there, considering several ideas, until she said, “I know. I’ve got it.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “Do something that is dirty but not contagious, like rolling in the mud.”
 
   “Wow! That sounds like fun! I am going to do it right now,” I said.
 
   I grabbed my backpack and ran out the door. There I saw it… just what I needed… a giant puddle of mud that was caused by the rain that morning and the sand that had sunken to the bottom. The thought of my mother doing my laundry and her angry face when I would come home in these muddy clothes almost held me back. But I was willing to help with the laundry. This was too important to me. I wanted to get rid of all those nervous feelings I had when touching something strange. I went for it.
 
   I shouted for joy, dropped my backpack, and ran forward, spreading my arms like a bird spreads its wings.
 
   “Weeee!” I said with a smile on my face before I jumped into the puddle.
 
   Splash!
 
   The other kids on the playground were watching me. At first, they didn’t know what to think of it, but then they got excited too. Some kids were taking off their jacket and backpack and jumped into the mud with me.
 
   Whoops. That wasn’t what I intended to do. I wanted to tell them to stop and to go back, but I guess it was their choice. If they wanted to jump into the mud or roll around in it, it wasn’t my fault, was it?
 
   Splashing and throwing mud was going on constantly for 15 minutes or more, until one of the teachers put an end to it and told everyone to go home. I later learned that some parents got a little upset with my teacher for suggesting such a ridiculous solution, but it cured me. I loved it, and my fear of germs had subsided.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_4__Small]Entry 4: Small Spaces
 
    
 
   When I came home, the mood changed immediately. I walked towards the door and opened it. I stepped inside and called my mom.
 
   “Hi sweetie, how was scho… what!!!!!!?” she said, completely startled by my dirty clothes. “What happened to you?!”
 
   “It’s nothing, mom,” I said. “I just rolled through the mud.”
 
   “You did what?!!”
 
   “I rolled through the mud,” I said. “Haven’t you ever done that?”
 
   She was speechless. I could tell she was looking for a way to both punish me and clean it up. I was in deep trouble. She told me to take off my clothes in the hallway and run to the bathtub to wash myself. I obeyed without talking back. Driven by the seriousness of her voice, I ran to the bathroom and turned on the water. It wasn’t long until I felt fresh and clean. My fear of germs had already left me, but I was still glad to feel rejuvenated. Still, I wasn’t sorry for what I had done, but my mom thought I should have been.
 
   Once I got dressed, she came to tell me I was going to be punished. She ordered me to go to a tiny space underneath the stairs. It was like a pen for chickens, and I didn’t like it.
 
   “No, mom. Please. I won’t do it again,” I begged.
 
   “No worries,” she said. I will just leave you here for a small time period and then you can go to your room and play. If I let you go there now, you won’t even know that what you did was wrong. I still cannot believe how dirty you got yourself and no, I don’t want to know what you were thinking.”
 
   “But mom,” I said.
 
   “No buts. Just go,” she said.
 
   I went underneath the staircase and she shut the door. It truly was tiny. I mean, I fit in there easily, and I guess you could stuff about 2 or 3 more people in there, but I felt like I was going to choke. I felt awful. It was too tight. It was too small.
 
   “Moooooom!” I yelled. “Let me out of here!”
 
   “Nope,” my mom answered. “Just a little longer. You need to realize what you’ve done, and you’re not going to get away with it.”
 
   “But I am choking! I am choking! Ughh!”
 
   “Oh, don’t exaggerate, please. There is enough air in there for you to stay in there for hours. I won’t keep you in there for that long.”
 
   “But mom! Moooom!”
 
   It was driving her nuts. It was driving me nuts. I started moving around and feeling nauseous. I was hyperventilating. I never knew it was this bad. After a few minutes, my mom let me out. I caught my breath, pretending that I finally got some air. My mom looked at me with a surprised face. She sensed something was wrong and I think she felt a little guilty.
 
   “I’m sorry,” she said when I acted normal again. “I didn’t know you were claustrophobic. Just go to your room. That will be all for now. I won’t put you in there again.”
 
   I went to my room and thought about what had happened. I was suffering from claustrophobia, another thing that was bothering me and weakening me. But just like the other fears, I wanted to overcome it. Maybe if I could challenge myself and keep calm, I would be able to cope with small spaces.
 
   And that’s what I did. I looked in the closet and pulled out a cardboard box. I put it on the floor, added some attachments to it that made it look like a castle, got a black market, scribbled a cute face on it, and covered it with a blanket. It was bigger than me, but not much, so that I could barely fit in it.
 
   “All right, here we go,” I said as I sighed.
 
   I climbed inside and made myself sit there for 10 minutes. Then I climbed out and waited for a while, after which I went back inside and sat there for about 20 minutes. Then 30, then 40, and so on. When I first went inside, it felt like the walls were closing on me, as if they were trying to suffocate me and crush me to pieces. But I held on and just sat there, trying to focus on other things. It didn’t take long before the squashing of the walls was gone in my mind and I could sit there peacefully for a long time.
 
   Eventually, I fell asleep in the cardboard box on the cozy, comfy blanket, without a worry in the world.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_5__Thunder]Entry 5: Thunder and Lightning
 
    
 
   When I was sound asleep, in the middle of the night, I couldn’t have imagined another natural consequence of how our brains are wired, another phobia, and another fear… the fear of thunderstorms. 
 
   Brombrombrom!
 
   A loud thunder woke me up. Not too much later, I saw a lightning flash. They switched off constantly. But what I learned earlier, is that the lighting flashes appear before the boisterous noises of the thundering clouds. The tempest was wild and strong. The heavy rain that accompanied the natural elements in commotion, made it even scarier. I thought I was going to die. I covered my head with my blanket.
 
   Thunder was scary.
 
   Lightning could be dangerous, right?
 
   An electric bolt is charged with so much electricity that it can kill you in two seconds, maybe even faster. It didn’t sound like a death I would want to suffer.
 
   I lay there for a while, smothering my face with the blanket I held onto so firmly. But after a while, I just gave up. I gave up being scared.
 
   “So what if I die?” I said. “You can’t always avoid it. I have to face my fears again.”
 
   I got up and went upstairs. The thunder had been so loud that it had penetrated all the walls and floors, so that I even heard it in the basement. I had seen the lightning bolts through the tiny window and I was going to talk about it with my mom.
 
   “Can’t sleep?” she asked when she saw me.
 
   “No,” I said briefly. “The thunder is scary.”
 
   “But you know it can’t get to you, don’t you?” she asked.
 
   “Yes, I know, but maybe I just need to see it more. Maybe I just have to become immune to it.”
 
   “Well, I am not going to force you,” mom said. “But if you’re really determined, you can go outside and get soaking wet. Just put on your swimming shorts. It will be fun.”
 
   “Will you come with me?” I asked.
 
   “Uhmm…” she said, as she had to think about that for a little while.
 
   “Okay,” she finally said. “Let me get my bathing suit.”
 
   I got enthusiastic about this idea. I was going to have a shower party, just like swimming. I went to my room, put my swimming shorts on, and grabbed a towel. My mom did the same. She came out of her room in a decent bathing suit and had her own towel.
 
   “Will it be cold?” I asked.
 
   “A little,” my mom said. “But not much. It’s actually quite nice. I’ve done it before. It’s a lot of fun, so let’s go,” she said with a smile.
 
   She went first and I watched her walk out the door and swing in the rain like a disco dancer. She looked at me. I was still standing the doorway, safely inside.
 
   “Come on!” she said. “What are you waiting for?”
 
   “Isn’t it dangerous? I mean, isn’t the lightning going to strike us?” I asked.
 
   “Of course not, silly. Didn’t you learn that in school yet? Lightning strikes only at the highest point. Now, if we were in an open field, you would have to watch out a little bit, but since there is a house, a chimney, a tree, and a pole right next to us, I don’t think we should be worried. Just come here and have some fun!”
 
   “O-okay,” I said hesitantly.
 
   I went outside. It was a little cold, but I liked it, especially in my swimming shorts, as if I was taking a nice, cool shower. My mom danced around and stomped in the puddles.
 
   “Oh, so now it’s okay to jump in the puddles?” I asked with a smirk on my face.
 
   “Well, duh! We are in our bathing suits. In school, you were wearing some of your best clothes. It will take a while to wash those stains out.”
 
   I acknowledged her reasoning, and although I had my reasons for the mud party after school, I still felt like I should apologize.
 
   “You’re right, mom. I’m sorry,” I said.
 
   “It’s okay,” she said, still jumping up and down.
 
   Go mom! I didn’t know she could be so much fun. We were having a blast. We danced around and tried to splash each other the hardest by jumping from puddle to puddle. It was great. I love my mom. And the tempests never bothered me again after that.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_6__Dogs]Entry 6: Dogs
 
    
 
   The next day, I rubbed my eyes and looked around me. It was Saturday and I had agreed to pick up a toy from one of my friends. I had never been to his house, but he had borrowed something and I was about to pick it up. I had his address, so all I had to do was look around a little to find the place.
 
   I walked through the streets of the village and found his house. It had a big fence around it and was situated on a large piece of land.
 
   “Nice house,” I thought.
 
   I opened the gate and followed the little path to the front door. But then I saw a dog, a big one… a huuuuge one! 
 
   I hadn’t seen it coming, so it scared me. Besides, I had always been afraid of dogs. They had giant teeth and even though they could be friendly to their owners, they often defended them and were not so nice to strangers.
 
   This one barked loudly.
 
   Bark! Bark!
 
   I stepped back. If there was one thing I learned about dogs, it was that if they bark, they usually don’t bite. But there might be exceptions, so I was going to be careful. I kept my hands in my pockets, just to make sure it wouldn’t bite my fingers off.
 
   It kept barking, louder and louder, and my friend wasn’t even coming to help me. I think he had heard the dog bark so many times that he didn’t take it seriously anymore. It looked like I had to deal with it myself.
 
   Bark! Bark! Bark!
 
   I couldn’t take it anymore.
 
   Bark! Bark! Bark! Bark!
 
   I had enough. I was tired of the sound.
 
   Bark! Bark!
 
   “Okay, enough already!” I yelled.
 
   The dog looked at me with a puzzled face. Seeing its expression helped me take courage.
 
   “Sit!” I said. “Sit down, now!”
 
   The dog sat down.
 
   Wow. The dog actually listened to me.
 
   “Fetch!” I said after I threw a stick away. The dog ran after the stick, wagged its tail and brought the stick back. When it came back, it lay down the stick in front of me and looked at it as if it wanted me to throw it again.
 
   This dog was actually pretty playful. It was fun!
 
   “Good boy!” I said.
 
   My friend came out and noticed me playing with the dog.
 
   “Ah, you met Beebop,” he said. “It’s our dog. We got it last year. We always play with it when the weather is good. It probably barked at you, right? That’s just because it doesn’t know you, but once it trusts you, it’s really friendly.”
 
   “I noticed that,” I said.
 
   I had had too many bad experiences with dogs in the past, so I connected all those in my mind to dogs in general. Sure, I had been bitten once before, and some dogs were a little hostile, but this one was cute and nice. It liked me and it was like it wanted to become my friend.
 
   “Hi, Beebop,” I said. “Who’s a good dog? You are, aren’t you? Yes, you are. Yes, you are.”
 
   The dog wagged its tail, which I had learned is the “friend or foe indicator.”
 
   This was the moment that I finally had the guts to stretch my hand and pet the dog, so I did. I rubbed my hand over its head and I saw Beebop close its eyes. It was enjoying the softness of my hand.
 
   “So let’s play with Beebop,” my friend said.
 
   “That sounds like an excellent idea. I didn’t know dogs could be so much fun.”
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_7__Crowds]Entry 7: Crowds
 
    
 
   When I came back from my friend’s house, I went through the market place in town. It was interesting to see that the number of people had tripled, or more, since I came through there on the way to my friend’s house.
 
   I didn’t like it for some reason though.
 
   It felt like people were smothering me. It was too crowded… too noisy; there was too much going on.
 
   “Oops. Excuse me,” a man sad as he bumped into me.
 
   “Sorry,” another lady said as her elbow almost ended up in my face.
 
   I knew they meant well, but something inside of me freaked out a little. What if there was a fire, or an earthquake, or a panic and people would run me over?
 
   Then I wouldn’t have anywhere to go.
 
   “Ouch!” I said when a rambunctious boy ran into my stomach on accident. “Watch where you’re going, kid!”
 
   I was a kid myself, but for some reason, I felt a little more mature after seeing his uncontrollable playfulness. I weaved my way through the foot traffic, passing by vendor’s booths, salesmen who shouted out loud what kinds of fruits and vegetables they were selling, smelly fish vendors, and old ladies who were walking their dogs.
 
   I tripped over a dog leash and fell on the ground.
 
   “Oof!”
 
   “I am sorry, boy. Are you okay?” the old lady asked.
 
   “I guess so,” I said.
 
   “You don’t look okay. I mean, you don’t look like you got hurt badly, but something else is bothering you, isn’t it?”
 
   “Yes,” I said. “I hate the crowd. I can’t stand it. It’s like there is no way to escape if something happens. What if I get stuck between all these people and choke to death or get trampled by a thousand feet? That would be a horrible way to go.”
 
   “I understand,” the lady said. “I had the same thing when I was young. Everybody around you is bigger and taller, and you never know if they are going to crash into you. But let me tell you this: They will walk around you if you just stand there.”
 
   “Seems simple,” I said. “But not easy.”
 
   “Okay,” the old lady said. “I have an idea. Pick one of your favorite food stands here.”
 
   “The cookie stand!” I immediately said.
 
   “Good. Now, this is what we are going to do. You are going to close your eyes and just stand here. Don’t move. Don’t go anywhere. Just keep your eyes closed and stand there. I am going to watch the clock, and when you have done this for 5 minutes, I will buy you something delicious from that cookie man over there.”
 
   “Wow, thank you!” I said.
 
   “Now, now… first you have to close your eyes and stand there. Remember that you have to ignore the little bumps and try to feel safe. Close your eyes and focus. Try to feel like you have all the space in the world, as if it’s an empty street.”
 
   I closed my eyes. I felt like some spiritual guru, thinking that everybody who would pass me by, would consider me a weirdo. But after a while, I felt calm. Most people didn’t even touch me. Most people didn’t care. They were too busy anyway.
 
   As the minutes flew by, I imagined myself on some tropical island, drinking coconut juice and eating fresh pineapple. I could smell the ocean and feel the soft sand on the beach.
 
   “Time’s up!” she said with a happy smile. “Good job. It’s time for your treat.”
 
   “Thank you, madam,” I said politely. “This really helped me feel more comfortable in big crowds.”
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_8__Heights]Entry 8: Heights
 
    
 
   “Come on, Stevie,” my dad said. “Time to go. We’ve been packing forever. Let’s start walking.”
 
   “I’m ready, dad,” I said.
 
   We were going camping today. It was going to be lots of fun. I had learned all kinds of knots, techniques to build a fire, facts about edible and poisonous berries, and so on. All I wanted for the longest time, was to go camping with my dad.
 
   This was the day, the moment we would walk up to the mountains and pitch our tent.
 
   It was only a few hours, since the mountains were right outside our door. We had a perfect view on that mountain range from our back window, but we never actually went up there. My dad was waiting for the best moment, and this time, he thought I was ready.
 
   I was.
 
   I was so ready.
 
   I was going camping!
 
   Woohoo!
 
   We left in the morning and hiked up the hills. It was higher than I thought. Nothing wrong with that though. I loved the view. We could see every house in the village from the mountain path we were on.
 
   But it got steeper and steeper.
 
   “Stay away from the edge, son,” my dad warned. “I don’t want you to fall down. That would be a disaster.”
 
   It became scary. The higher we got, the farther down the fall would be if we would slip.
 
   “D-dad,” I stuttered. “Are we going to die?”
 
   “What? No, of course not. Just don’t get too close to the edge.”
 
   “But what if we slip and then slide to the edge and then fall?” I asked.
 
   “That’s not going to happen, son,” he said confidently.
 
   “Why not?”
 
   “Because I won’t let you.”
 
   It was as simple as that. Heights were scary, but if you stay away from the edge, you won’t fall anyway. My dad protected me. He would do anything to keep me safe. I knew it.
 
   We hiked up a little more and came to a view point. I think the national park guys or someone else had been there before, because we saw a railing that would keep us from falling. My dad walked to the railing.
 
   “Come one, Stevie,” he said.
 
   “No. You said not to come too close to the railing. Why are you even there?”
 
   “Because now it’s safe. The railing will keep us from falling. Here, look. I can even lean against it and not fall. Come on, I’ll show you.”
 
   I shivered. I wasn’t sure if this was safe, but I trusted my dad, so I went and slowly came closer. Now I was holding onto the railing. I looked over the edge.
 
   “Yikes!” I said as I felt a little dizzy and saw the bottom of the ravine spinning in my mind.
 
   “Don’t be scared. It’s okay to be next to a ravine if there is no way to fall down,” my dad reassured me.
 
   “But it’s so high!”
 
   “It doesn’t matter how high it is. There is no risk of falling. So just enjoy the view. I’m here to keep you from harm.”
 
   I felt safe. I looked over the rim of the railing again and thought about it again. Yes, it would be a nasty fall. Yes, it would even kill me. But it wasn’t going to happen. Something I noticed when I got scared, and what I talked about with my dad afterwards, was that I needed to get rid of all the “what ifs” that I made up so many times.
 
   I realized, when I looked at that beautiful view and the deep ravine below me, that I had been daydreaming all kinds of scenarios of what could possibly go wrong. It was something I had to stop.
 
   I gave my dad a hug and we moved on.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_9__Snakes]Entry 9: Snakes
 
    
 
   Nothing strange was going on along the way. We steadily increased our pace, trying to make it to the other side of the mountain, where we would see a river and pitch our tent. It was pretty exciting.
 
   But then we heard hissing, or some kind of sound like it.
 
   What could that be?
 
   “SNAKE!!!” I yelled as I looked to the side of the road.
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   It looked green and black and very angry. I clung to my dad, who smiled peacefully. He squatted, looked at the snake from a distance and said, “This snake is not going to do anything to us. Don’t worry.”
 
   “But it’s so scary!” I wailed. “Won’t it bite us?”
 
   “Well, it will if you get too close, but it’s not poisonous. I recognize this kind of snake. It’s pretty harmless actually.”
 
   “Then why is it making those sounds?”
 
   “Self-protection,” was the answer.
 
   “What?” I asked surprised.
 
   “Yes. Self-protection. You see, the snake is more scared of us than we are of it.”
 
   “But why?” I asked.
 
   “Because we’re bigger,” my dad said. “We are smarter, we move, we can try to catch it… to the snake, we are big giants, ready to step on it. Also, did you know that some people eat snakes? I don’t think this one wants to become someone’s dinner, so that’s why it is making threatening noises, and yes, if you come too close, it will defend itself by biting.”
 
   “Interesting. I think snakes are creepy. They slither and stick their tongues out, and some of them are poisonous.”
 
   “Which is why you have to be cautious,” my dad warned. “But this one isn’t. And as long as you keep your distance, just like with the ravine, you don’t have to be afraid all the time. Besides, there aren’t even that many snakes here. We are lucky we were able to run into this beauty.”
 
   “Thanks, dad,” I said, feeling a little calmer.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_10__Spiders][bookmark: Chapter10]Entry 10: Spiders
 
    
 
   After our little confrontation with the slithering serpent, we reached the top of the mountain, after which we descended on the other side. The river was in sight, and it didn’t take long before we arrived at the riverbed and pitched out tent.
 
   “Let’s go fishing, son,” my dad said.
 
   And so we did.
 
   We fished for about 3 hours and caught a couple of fish. I prepared a fire using all the skills my dad had taught me. It took a few minutes, but once it got bigger, it was perfect for roasting the fishes.
 
   But then, my eye caught a creepy creature in the corner of our tent.
 
   “Waaah!” I screamed, dropping my stick with the fish on it.
 
   “What’s wrong?” my dad asked.
 
   “It’s a spider! Over there!”
 
   “Wow, that’s a big spider,” my dad agreed. “But it won’t hurt you. It’s a tarantula, which is one of the bigger ones, but they don’t have venomous fangs. They aren’t poisonous, just like the snake.”
 
   “I am still afraid,” I said.
 
   “Even though you are 100 times bigger?” my dad said with a smirk on his face.
 
   “Yes. They crawl and creep around. They’re disgusting.”
 
   “I agree,” my dad said. “They aren’t the most appealing creatures. But let me tell you this: Spiders are most people’s number one fear. If you can overcome your fear of spiders, then you are one tough dude!”
 
   I thought about it. Here I was, after having overcome so many of my fears, but I hadn’t overcome one of humanity’s worst fears. This was my big chance. This was the chance to prove to myself that no matter how scary something was, I would be a brave boy. I had to take it, although it freaked me out quite a bit.
 
   “Okay,” I said. “I am willing to overcome my fear.”
 
   “Are you sure?” my dad asked. “You don’t have to do this. We can just leave it alone or throw it across the river. Then it won’t bother us anymore.”
 
   “No,” I insisted. “Bring me it and I will hold it. Please, dad.”
 
   My dad accepted my request and did as I asked. He grabbed a stick and let the spider crawl on the stick. I could tell that even though he assured me it wasn’t poisonous, he was still a little scared of it.
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   The spider was on the stick. I was shaking a little, because I was incredibly nervous. But I was going to do it. I reached out my hand and let the spider crawl onto it. It felt somewhat prickly and hairy, and its legs were terrifying, but I just held still and let it crawl on my hand. 
 
   It stopped moving. 
 
   It really didn’t do anything.
 
   No bite.
 
   No sudden movements.
 
   Nothing.
 
   I was at peace. I put the spider on the ground, far away from out tent though, so it wouldn’t crawl into our sleeping bags… imagine that.
 
   “Good job, Stevie” my dad said. “I am really proud of you.”
 
   The rest of the campout was just as fun as I had imagined. We found other, less scary animals, saw some beautiful views, and returned home within a few days. It was a wonderful journey.
 
    
 
   Back at school, I told my teacher and the other children all about the adventurous trip we had up in the mountains. They listened intently and complimented me for my courage and camping skills. It was a good day.
 
   When class was over, I walked through the hallway; suddenly, my attention was drawn to a piece of paper on the bulletin board. It was a list of the top 10 phobias. Some words were new to me, but I understood other ones. I started reading out loud.
 
   “Arachnophobia, ophidiophobia, acrophobia, claustrophobia, agoraphobia, trypophobia…”
 
   I stopped and thought about it.
 
   When I looked at it, I realized I had not been such a wimp after all. My fears were simply based on the most common phobias of mankind. My weak attitude towards spiders, snakes, heights, holes, or dogs was just a natural survival instinct that I had to deal with… deep in my brain. Others had the same fears, more or less, and I wasn’t an exception.
 
   Maybe I wasn’t such a wimp after all.
 
    
 
   THE END
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Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
   I take reviews seriously and always look at them. This way, you are helping me provide you better content that you will LOVE in the future. A review doesn’t have to be long, just one or two sentences and a number of stars you find appropriate (hopefully 5 of course). 
 
   Also, if I think your review is useful, I will mark it as “helpful.” This will help you become more known on Amazon as a decent reviewer, and will ensure that more authors will contact you with free e-books in the future. This is how we can help each other.

 
 
    
 
   DISCLAIMER: This information is provided “as is.” The author, publishers and/or marketers of this information disclaim any loss or liability, either directly or indirectly as a consequence of applying the information presented herein, or in regard to the use and application of said information. No guarantee is given, either expressed or implied, in regard to the merchantability, accuracy, or acceptability of the information. The pages within this e-book have been copyrighted.
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[bookmark: _Introduction_24]Introduction
 
    
 
   Read the Minecraft story of Decimus, an average human citizen in the Enderlands. He finds himself in a dilemma that is bound to happen, a disaster that had a jumpstart years ago, when the Endermen and native villagers intermingled.
 
   Entro the Enderman has become king. He is the rightful heir to the throne. At first, events appear to unfold by following the common pattern of history; but the inhabitants of the Enderlands soon find out that this evil dictator has other plans for his country. He is about to destroy the so-called peace that has been kept for so long.
 
   Get caught up in the intriguing story of a hostile takeover, a rebellion, and a difficult political situation, with an honorable hero at its center.
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[bookmark: _Chapter_1__All]Chapter 1: All Seems Peaceful
 
    
 
   His name was Decimus Clarus Franciscus. Nobody ever used each other’s last names, so most people just called him Decimus.
 
   Decimus was a brave man with an integer heart. He valued the lives of those around him and stayed true to his principles. He had a wife and three children. His wife’s name was Amelia and his children were called Felicia, Valentina, and Livia. 
 
   He had been living with his family in the Enderlands for the past twenty years now. The first ten years of his life, he had spent in the Miners Region. And although he loved it in the Enderlands, he was a little worried too. People were nervous. You could tell when you wandered the streets. They were awaiting some kind of turnaround, despite the continuous rut they were used to. 
 
   Things were going to be different.
 
   Very different.
 
   Here is a little bit of information about the history and geography of the Enderlands. They were called that way because they bordered the End, a dark and dreary cave with millions of Endermen, where they resided when they weren’t terrorizing anyone. The closeness to the End had made the Enderlands vulnerable for a controversy in ideas about race and origin. The endermen started living peacefully amongst the original villagers. There were no problems at first, since they abided by the rules and precepts of the country’s magistrates.
 
   However, their numbers grew and they were already pushing the limits each day by breaking those same rules and making up new ones. Integration was a slow process that took almost a century. More and more endermen began to live in the village, slowly turning it into a giant metropolis. The population grew from a few thousand to more than 100,000 within a hundred years.
 
   And as is often the tragic case, the locals began to despise the endermen. They imposed obligations upon their heads, while giving themselves a variety of exclusive privileges. Endermen were discriminated against, and it was no wonder that they slowly and mutually concluded that they had to fight back.
 
   It always started with the regular stuff like bullying, teasing, and calling names. Decimus became aware of the situation when his daughter came home one day and told him, “Dad, something bad happened at school.”
 
   “What happened?”
 
   “One of the Endermen in my class, Eric, was just walking on the playground and somebody made him trip,” Livia said.
 
   “That’s not very nice. Why did they do that?” Decimus asked.
 
   “I don’t know, but the kids who did it, weren’t endermen. They called him Eric Shmeric and said he was a stupid enderman good for nothing.”
 
   “Thanks for telling me,” Decimus said.
 
   This was not the first occurrence. His three daughters often related stories about discriminative or racist remarks. Possessions were stolen, fights took place, and mean nicknames were made up for the black creatures with purple eyes who peacefully lived amongst them.
 
   And it didn’t stop there.
 
   One day, a law came that “endermen were not to be hired for the following jobs…” and that they were denied the right of a higher education. Their taxes were higher, their income was lower, and they had to address the white villagers with “sir/madam above me” when talked to.
 
   Despite his ethnic background and his elevated status by these national rules that slowly crept into the system over the years, Decimus was not pleased with these developments. It was wrong, he thought. The inhabitants of the Enderlands had to be considered equal, especially since they contributed equally to the nation’s wealth.
 
   It began to go both ways.
 
   “Dad, dad!” Felicia said one time, running into the room.
 
   “What is it, Felicia?” Decimus asked. “You look upset.”
 
   “You have to come outside,” she said. “Three boys are beating up an enderman.”
 
   Decimus sped outside to come to the rescue. He looked at three boys pounding on a black enderman on the pavement. The enderman was lying on the street, helpless to defend himself. The boys were kicking, spitting, and calling him names with hate in their eyes.
 
   “What is going on here?!” Decimus yelled angrily. “Get out of here immediately!”
 
   “This enderman forgot to say, ‘sir above me’ when he talked to me,” one of the boys said.
 
   “So?” Decimus asked.
 
   “It’s against the rules. Didn’t you know? They have to show proper respect for their superiors.”
 
   Decimus sighed. He noticed this wasn’t going anywhere. The boys already put in their heads that they were more important and more valuable than these endermen. He didn’t know what to tell them, besides a speech about equality and friendliness, but he knew that wouldn’t do any good.
 
   “Well, it still doesn’t give you the right to beat him like this,” he said. “How would you feel if I would beat you up for not being polite to me?”
 
   One of the boys looked at him with a surprised face. “So what?” he said. “It’s just a stupid enderman.”
 
   So much for Decimus’ speech. He couldn’t re-educate these boys according to his honorable standards. There was no time for it. Therefore, he reached out his hand and pulled the enderman up from the ground.
 
   “Did you forget to say those lines?” he asked.
 
   “Well, yes,” the enderman said. “But I didn’t do it on purpose. I swear.”
 
   “Okay, next time don’t forget,” Decimus said as he rolled his eyes. “Now go, before anything else happens to you.”
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   The enderman went home. Decimus left the boys standing there and took his daughter by the hand. He lifted her on his shoulders and walked back into the house.
 
   “Yay, horsey!” she said.
 
   After a few spins and a funny horse impression, Decimus put her on the floor and said, “Remember what you saw here, Felicia. What these boys did was very wrong. You did a good job for telling me. You should never consider anyone less because of their skin color or the shape of their bodies.”
 
   “Not even the color of their eyes?” Felicia asked.
 
   “Not even that.”
 
   “How about if they wear ugly clothes?” Felicia asked again.
 
   Decimus laughed.
 
   “Are you thinking of anyone in particular?”
 
   “Yes, Clauridia. She was wearing this thing with orange and red and some weird blue. It was so ugly.”
 
   Decimus laughed again. He wondered why he was so lucky to experience the little world of three daughters by listening to their far-fetched stories and random ideas about outward appearance and behavior. He loved his family and he was going to do whatever it took to protect them if the situation would ever appear.
 
   That night, he lay in bed with his wife.
 
   “The cultural differences in this city worry me, Amelia,” he said.
 
   “What happened that makes you say that?” she asked.
 
   “The reports are all over the news. The rules become stricter. All the endermen’s privileges are taken away. Criminal behavior is only encouraged by those tight limitations. This morning, I witnessed a police officer who picked up three endermen and a native inhabitant. He let the guy go and arrested the three endermen without even thinking about it. Yesterday I saw a man ordering another enderman around. When he didn’t do as he was told within two seconds, he started yelling in his face, telling him that he was worthless and stupid and filthy. It’s getting out of hand.”
 
   “I have noticed things too,” Amelia said. “I just don’t know what to do about it.”
 
   “I don’t know either,” Decimus said. “But I am afraid that if nothing gets done soon, it will blow up in our faces. These endermen came to these lands expecting a fair treatment, and all they got was belittling and demeaning behavior by people who should know better. Sometime, they will strike back. They outnumber our race. So what will we do then?”
 
   “Perhaps you should start a campaign,” his wife suggested. “You know, change people’s minds about things.”
 
   “Perhaps…”
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_2__Rising]Chapter 2: Rising Rebellion
 
    
 
   He should have seen it coming… the rebellion and all. But the way it happened, was not what he expected. It was more sudden and more dramatic than how he thought it would be.
 
   This is what happened: The king had died, and the lands were left without a government for months. The king’s son was a complicated mixture of an enderman and a native local’s family situation. Several factors had contributed to this strange phenomenon, but let it be enough to say that he was the rightful heir to the throne and the next person in line to rule the country. His skin was black and his eyes were a shining purple, a hollow entrance of what could have been his soul, although many doubted that he had one in the first place.
 
   The king’s son was named Entro. He had been a rebellious child by nature, but the teenage years of his life had only made this trait worse. The queen had already passed away years before that, and Entro had grown bolder and ruder every day, sometimes visiting bars and ending up in fights, stealing from the white natives and joining certain city gangs that were roaming the streets by night.
 
   His royal inheritance was something none of the natives were looking forward to, which is why the king’s death had caused political unrest. Enderman citizens with purple shirts were holding political campaigns and protesting in the streets, demanding that their new king should be appointed the throne. People in white shirts, on the other hand, were walking around with signs that indicated a removal of the royal house entirely. They wanted to get rid of the system of kings and claimed that Entro wasn’t an appropriate ruler, so it would be better to figure out how to form a democratic or presidential government.
 
   These were the circumstances of the Enderlands at the time.
 
   The future was insecure.
 
   People had become agitated and impatient.
 
   Something needed to be done.
 
    
 
   “Hey, Decimus,” one of his friends asked when he entered the house. “Are you coming? We are protesting and demanding a new government system. This way, the endermen will lose their power and we will prevent that sketchy Entro from becoming king.”
 
   “I am keeping myself away from all these political dramas,” Decimus said. “Sorry, man. You’re on your own for now. Good luck.”
 
   “Dad, what are they doing?” Valentina asked.
 
   “They are protesting.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “Because they don’t want Entro to become king,” Decimus explained.
 
   “Do you want him to become king?” Valentina asked.
 
   “No,” was the answer.
 
   “Then why aren’t you protesting with them?”
 
   “Because I don’t want anyone to see me getting involved. If it sways the other way, the endermen will take over and you don’t want to be on the other side if that happens. I think it’s better to not get involved.”
 
   “Okay. I won’t get involved either,” Valentina said.
 
   “What were you going to do about it?” Decimus asked with a smile.
 
   “They are voting in school,” she said. “They are asking everybody if they want a new king or if they want a different system.”
 
   “Strange,” Decimus said. “I don’t think they should get kids into this. Yeah, just tell them that you are neutral, Valentina. This will keep you out of trouble if something bad happens.”
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_3__The_1]Chapter 3: The New King
 
    
 
   “Dad! Dad! Wake up! Wake up!” Decimus heard before opening his eyes.
 
   His three lovely daughters were jumping on the bed, more wound up than in the previous few weeks. They were shaking him by touching his shoulders, and they were giving him a kiss on the cheek.
 
   “What is going on, girls? Don’t you know that this is the one day of the week I sleep in?”
 
   “But dad, you have to know about this. It’s big! The new king has taken over.”
 
   When Decimus heard that, he sat up immediately.
 
   “What?” he asked.
 
   His wife entered the room and looked at him a little scared. She nodded as to confirm what their daughters were saying. It was true. Entro had become king, even though many had doubted whether or not he was able to pull it off. He did it. Nobody knew how, but it didn’t matter. The new king would dictate how the country would be ruled, and Decimus didn’t think any good would come out of this.
 
   “That is terrible,” he said as he sighed. “Well, let’s hope for the best, kiddos. Just be extra careful from now one.”
 
   “I heard they are having a huge gathering at the city square,” Amelia said. “It may be the best thing for us to go and see what the consequences are of this sudden change. The king might address us. And I am dying to find out what he will say.”
 
   “Sure,” Decimus said. “But let’s make sure we stay together. It may not be such a happy occasion.”
 
   The whole family left after getting ready and arrived at the big city square. A few thousand people had gathered. Black endermen and white natives had all come together on the grand plaza to listen to the new king’s speech, curious to see what sort of changes would be made, if any. Some people were holding signs with words like, “Long live the king” or “Finally a righteous ruler,” while others were holding signs with words like, “Away with the king” or “New government system.” It was chaotic. People were fidgety. They sensed the tension in the air. Many people weren’t satisfied, and it was a mystery how the new king had suddenly gained his status.
 
   “Mom, are you sure we want to be here?” Felicia asked.
 
   “Yes. This is important, sweetie,” she said. “If the king will make certain changes, it is better to know about them.”
 
   “That enderguy over there is staring at me,” Livia whined. “He is scary.”
 
   “Just look the other way, dear. He will go away,” Amelia said.
 
   People were shouting. Some of them sounded angry. A few were clenching their fists and holding them in the air. Others were just waiting for the king to show up.
 
   In front of the crowd, there was a humongous building with a balcony. The building was ancient and authentic and was one of the first things the founders of the city had built. It functioned as some kind of pulpit to address the inhabitants of the Enderlands. Many people were looking up to see if the king would show up and give them the aspired updates.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_4__The_3]Chapter 4: The New Law
 
    
 
   Finally, after a lot of waiting, the new king showed up. Everybody looked up. Slowly, the crowd became silent, hushing each other and expecting Entro to motivate and inspire them with his beautiful words.
 
   Entro looked like a shady figure, not because of his black skin, but because of his sinister, purple eyes that radiated a dimmed light, his dark demeanor, his thick eyebrows, and his black crown with green gem on it. To some of the native children, he looked a little scary, but the endermen loved him.
 
   “Men, women, endermen and enderwomen,” he started. “Many of you know me as a rebellious teenager, a licentious scatterbrain. You may think that I lack the courage and experience to lead this country, but you are wrong. Those days are long gone. I am disciplined now, and I will help this country to develop the same discipline. The king, my father, has requested on paper that I take his place. The evidence is here.”
 
   Entro held a large manuscript signed with the king’s signature.
 
   “I bet you that piece of paper is fake,” Decimus whispered.
 
   “Maybe,” his wife said. “But it looks like he convinced everyone that it is not. I fear the worst.”
 
   “Mom… quiet,” Valentina said, putting her finger in front of her mouth.
 
   “Oh, excuse me,” Amelia said with a smile. “I didn’t know you were so eager to hear the king’s speech too.”
 
   The king continued, “I now hold all the rights and privileges of a worthy heir. You, as citizens, are expected to obey my every command and learn from me as your rightful leader.”
 
   He turned his head around and beckoned one of the ender servants to hand him a big scroll. Most of the scroll fell down as the new ender king held the top and started reading:
 
    
 
    
 
   The new rules for the kingdom are:
 
    
 
   1 From now on, every native inhabitant must address endermen with “O exalted one.” Transgressing this law will result into severe penalties.
 
   2 All natives must yield 50% of their possessions to endermen. The possessions will be collected and divided by the national guards. Failure to obey this rule will result into imprisonment.
 
   3 Every native who doesn’t have a valid passport will be arrested immediately.
 
   4 Endermen will now enjoy the highest educational resources. All natives will be excluded from these programs.
 
   5 The new tax law requires natives to hand over 90% of their earnings to the national treasury. Endermen are required to pay only 9% of their earnings. Failure to pay taxes will result into serious punishment.
 
   6 Greetings in the street must now be in my name, saying “Hail to the wonderful king.” Any other greetings will be eliminated. Disobeying this law will result into possession of goods.
 
   7 If any enderman has a complaint about a native, precise investigations will follow and the claims can result into the imprisonment of the said native.
 
   8 A 9:00 p.m. curfew has been put into effect for all natives. Endermen are to stay up and roam the streets as they please. Local police agencies will ensure that this curfew will be held by the natives.
 
   9 All native women will bow to endermen whenever they meet one. Failure to adhere to this rule will result into loss of personal privileges.
 
   10 Relationships between endermen and natives are strictly forbidden. Disobedience will result into imprisonment.
 
    
 
   Our royal house and the national guards will see to it that these rules and precepts are strictly enforced and kept.
 
    
 
   The crowds became even more restless. Native white inhabitants were yelling. None of them agreed with the new rules this strict dictator was imposing on them. They wanted a new king, or no king at all. This “Entro” character was out of line. How could he do this to them?
 
   “A little over the top, don’t you think?” Amelia said.
 
   “A little?” Decimus asked. “That must be the understatement of the year. This guy is crazy. A curfew… 90% taxes… no higher education? What is his problem?”
 
   “Well, it sounds a little like some of the rules the natives made up, don’t you think? Now we are getting a taste of our own medicine.”
 
   “I know, I know. I didn’t agree with a lot of the old laws either. They were racist and demeaning towards the endermen. But this is taking it a step farther. Our laws were never that strict.”
 
   “Daddy, does this mean we have to give half of our toys to endermen?” Valentina asked.
 
   “I don’t know,” Decimus said. “But I think we better get out of here, before we get caught up in the violence.”
 
   The family tried to find their way through the masses, back to the street that led their home, but they were held back. There was pushing and beating and shouting. Natives were beating endermen and endermen were beating natives. It was total chaos. Aggression was in the air; the kingdom was on the brink of anarchy.
 
   But the new king didn’t tolerate such behavior. He immediately ordered his guards to go down and stop the madness. They dashed into the throng, stopping the white men and bashing people’s chests with their shields, after which they arrested dozens and took them to prison. Meanwhile, the fight was going on in several parts of the square.
 
   Eventually, Decimus’ family had reached the street they tried to reach.
 
   “Good, we’re here,” he said. “Let’s go home.”
 
   “Wait,” his wife said. “Where is Livia?”
 
   “I thought she was with you,” Decimus said.
 
   “She’s still in there!” Amelia said in fear. “Please, honey. Go back and get her out of there!”
 
   “I will. Don’t worry. Just wait here. I will find her.”
 
   Decimus ran into the mad crowd, hoping to see his beloved daughter in a heartbeat. He pushed an enderman aside, ducked when a royal guard was trying to hit him with a club, and jumped over a knocked out body on the pavement. He listened carefully and let his eyes scan the multitude.
 
   “Dad!” he suddenly heard.
 
   He turned his head. It was coming from the left side.
 
   “Livia!” he shouted back. “Hold on! I will be right there to get you!”
 
   It was easier said than done. The violence by fierce fanatics and political protesters was all around him. He even had to punch a few outraged individuals to get through. He looked again. Where did she go? Oh, there.
 
   Livia was squatting, holding her head down and her hands on her head, trying to protect it from the craziness that was going on. She was screaming loudly and crying at the same time.
 
   “Gotcha!” Decimus finally said as he picked her up.
 
   Fortunately, it was easier to get out of the fighting masses and he found his way to the rest of his family within minutes. In a way only a concerned parent can, he carefully put down his daughter and asked her if she was hurt.
 
   “I think I bumped my leg, and I fell. But I covered my head so I wouldn’t get hit,” she sobbed.
 
   “It seems like it’s okay now,” Decimus said. “Let’s go home, kids.”
 
   As fast as their legs could carry them (and as fast as Decimus could carry two of his daughters), they ran home, relieved and well.
 
   Finally, they were safe… for now…
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_5__Underground]Chapter 5: Underground
 
    
 
   It had been several days since the riot. Soldiers already entered every native’s home and confiscated half of their possessions. Decimus’ home was no different. They were poor now, since they never had much to begin with. But now that they lost so much, and had to pay most of the money they made on the job to taxes, it was hard to make ends meet.
 
   Decimus came home from work that day.
 
   “Hail to the wonderful king,” he said.
 
   “Oh, come on,” his wife answered. “Don’t give me that nonsense. We’re home now.”
 
   “Do you have any idea how much I am being watched?” Decimus asked. “They will hold anything against you that they can find. I don’t want to end up in prison. Do you?”
 
   “No, but there is nobody here. Don’t worry about it. Let’s just eat. I prepared dinner.”
 
   “Thank you,” Decimus said as he took a seat at the table.
 
   “Kids! Dinner time!” Amelia shouted.
 
   Their three daughters ran downstairs and sat at the table. They looked hungry and their big eyes were following the pan carefully.
 
   “What did you make this time, mom?” Felicia asked.
 
   “Just something simple,” she responded as she lifted the lid from the pan.
 
   “That’s it? Just soup?” Felicia asked.
 
   “This is all we have, sweetie,” her mother answered.
 
   “But I liked the chicken we had last week,” Valentina said.
 
   “I know. But we have to adjust. This is what we have, so this is what we’ll eat.”
 
   “I understand, mommy,” Livia said. “I like soup.”
 
   “Thanks,” Amelia answered with a smile.
 
   “Why don’t we have more?” Felicia asked.
 
   “The ender king took it from us, remember?” mom answered.
 
   “Then we must go and steal it back,” Felicia said.
 
   “You know we cannot do that, sweetie. It’s impossible and it’s dangerous. So just accept it.”
 
   “Actually… “ Decimus said.
 
   His wife looked surprised. 
 
   “What’s in your head?” she asked.
 
   “Just thinking,” Decimus answered.
 
    
 
   That night, they heard a knock at the door. Decimus told everyone to stay back. He stood up and walked towards the door. He had never been so suspicious before, but the new circumstances forced him into this position.
 
   “Who is it?” he asked.
 
   “It’s Meridius, from work.”
 
   Decimus opened the door and saw the truthful man standing in front of the door.
 
   “Hail to the wonderful king,” he said. “May I come in?”
 
   “Yeah, yeah… hail to the wonderful king,” Decimus answered. “Come inside before I start beating my head against the wall because of this new greeting rule.”
 
   Decimus closed the door and let his friend in. Meridius wasn’t going to beat around the bush and began, “There are those who think they can undermine the king’s authority. An underground movement has been formed in the past few days. Some of them are you friends, others are strangers, but all of them are natives of course. We feel that you should join us, with your strategic insights and expertise. Will you join us?”
 
   Decimus looked at his wife and kids.
 
   “It’s not safe, is it?” he asked.
 
   “That depends,” Meridius said. “If you’re discrete enough, which we will help you with, we will be able to maintain and build up the resistance.”
 
   Decimus’ wife nodded silently. She didn’t want anything to happen to her husband, but the new way of living had become unbearable. Decimus looked at her and then nodded to Meridius.
 
   “Great,” he said. “There is a meeting right now. If you can, please follow me.”
 
   “Hold on,” Decimus said. “Are you being followed? And isn’t it almost past the curfew?”
 
   “I checked thoroughly,” Meridius said. “Trust me. It’s only a few blocks away.”
 
   “Fine,” Decimus agreed. “I will come with you.”
 
   Decimus gave his wife a hug and left with Meridius, following him through the dark of the night. They waited at every corner, watching for marching soldiers in the city streets. It took them twice as long as if it had been in the daytime, but eventually, they came to the meeting Meridius had talked about. Opening the door, they were greeted by the others. There were fourteen other men, sitting around a table. Decimus knew some of them, but not all. 
 
   After a few introductions, one of them stood up and said, “Gentlemen, my name is Laxus. We are here today to halt the evil tyranny of Entro the king.”
 
   “Which… if I dare say, I don’t blame him for being this way,” one of the men said.
 
   “Excuse me? What is your name?” the man who stood up asked. “What are you suggesting?”
 
   “My name is Devius. And I just wanted to say that he is just doing what we did with the law. Instead of discriminating against the endermen, he is discriminating against the natives. You can’t get angry at him for becoming this way. His race was suppressed by us. Let’s not forget that. He is just getting back at us for what we did to them.”
 
   “My good sir,” Laxus said. “You cannot compare these things. Yes, I have to admit that our laws were becoming more racist as the years passed by. I guess we shouldn’t have denied the endermen certain colleges or imposed our superiority on them in certain social manners. But we have never charged so much taxes, made their women bow to our men, forbidden interracial relationships, or thrown everyone in prison who wouldn’t pay 90% of their taxes. The new king has taken it too far.”
 
   “Oh, and what we did was not too far? Is that what you’re saying?” Devius asked.
 
   “I don’t deny that. But now the country has become the puppet of this avenging dictator, and all I am claiming, is that we have to do something about it.”
 
   “Men,” Decimus interrupted. “I think we all have our own sins to account for. We allowed the system to be swayed this way, and now it has exploded back in our faces. But sitting here and discussing semantics won’t get us anywhere. The fact is: What happened, happened. And now it’s up to us to change the course of history for good.”
 
   “Well, if you are so well educated on the subject,” Laxus said. “Then please enlighten us with your solutions.”
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_6__Planning]Chapter 6: Planning a Putsch
 
    
 
   “We have to plan a putsch,” Decimus said.
 
   “A what?”
 
   “A putsch… you know… a coup d’état.”
 
   “I am not familiar with that word.”
 
   “It’s a sudden takeover and replacement of the government,” Decimus explained. “That’s what it is. We’ll go in, take them out, and start ruling the country. I know, I know… you might be thinking that it’s impossible, but the sad truth is that it has happened numerous times throughout history. It’s not that crazy actually.”
 
   Several words were spoken after that. The meeting ended quickly, partially because they didn’t want to stay up too late. The curfew was strict and early, but the later they would be on the streets, they heard… the more severe their punishment would be.
 
   The men in the meeting shook hands and left.
 
   Decimus found his way home after turning around the corner of several buildings. But when he arrived at his door, he heard a voice.
 
   “Hold it right there,” it said.
 
   He stood still. This was not good. It was trouble.
 
   “Show me your passport,” an enderman soldier said as he approached Decimus. There were three other soldiers with him, obviously under the command of the one who talked to him.
 
   Decimus turned around and admitted, “I don’t have my passport on me, o exalted one.”
 
   “No passport? Mmm… and 30 minutes past the curfew? What do you have to say for yourself, transgressor? Give me one good reason why I shouldn’t arrest you right now and drag you to the deepest dungeon in our holy castle.”
 
   Decimus was annoyed. He was caught. How was he going to talk himself out of this one?
 
   “Please,” he begged. “My family is inside. I just overstayed a little. I was trying to get home on time, but forgot about the time. Besides, my passport is inside. I can go get it if you let me.”
 
   The soldier didn’t look very merciful.
 
   “You natives are so full of nonsense,” he said. “No more excuses. I’m sick of it. You transgressed the law and will be punished. Men, arrest this man. He will pay for his insolence.”
 
   “Noooo!” Decimus said as he was being grabbed and dragged away.
 
   His wife opened the door and saw what was happening. She ran outside and followed the soldiers.
 
   “Please let my husband go!” she begged as she fell on the floor.
 
   “Your husband will come with us, madam. Show your respect by bowing to us. One more outburst and I will arrest you too. Now go inside. I’m sure your kids need you.”
 
   There was nothing she could do… or was there?
 
   Determined to find out where her husband was being taken to, she ran back inside and held Felicia in her arms, placing her hands on her shoulders.
 
   “Listen, Felicia. Watch the other two while I am gone. Lock the door and don’t let anyone in except for me. I should be back soon.”
 
   “Yes, mom,” Felicia said.
 
   Amelia put on her jacket and ran into the direction where she had seen the soldiers disappear. She was back on track and saw them with Decimus. After following them for some time, she hid around the corner of a back wall and watched as they threw her husband in a prison cell. There was a window with bars, so that she could still go there and talk to him, but cautious as she was, she waited for the soldiers to leave first.
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   “Pssst…” she said when she came closer.
 
   “Amelia,” Decimus said excitedly.
 
   “Don’t worry,” she said. “I am not going to stay, but I will get help, now that I know where they are keeping you. I love you. Don’t let them do anything to you, okay? I will send someone to get you out.”
 
   They kissed each other through the bars of the prison cell and Amelia hurried back to the city. She was aware of the curfew as well. Silently, she tiptoed through the obscure streets, making sure that no patrol would run into her as well. After several streets, she arrived at a friend’s house. She knocked on the door and her friend opened up.
 
   “Amelia,” she said. “You shouldn’t be here. There are soldiers everywhere. If they find out you are not obeying the curfew rule, they will lock you up.”
 
   “That’s exactly why I am here,” Amelia said. “They put my husband into prison. I need your help. Please… anything to get him out.”
 
   Her friend’s husband came to the door. “What’s going on? Did you say Decimus is in prison?”
 
   “Yes. It’s terrible, and I don’t know what to do.”
 
   “Don’t worry, Amelia,” he said. “You have always been there for us. We’ll help your husband.”
 
   Moments later, the man, whose name was Augustus, followed Amelia to the castle prison with a crowbar. They snuck through the streets and arrived at Decimus’ cell, who was happy to see them.
 
   “Just hold on,” Augustus said. “You have a courageous wife. If it wasn’t for her, I would have never found you. Here, let me show you a little trick I learned when I was uhm… taking care of things at my job.”
 
   He put the crowbar in the right position and applied some quick trick to turn the leverage of his pulling power into breaking the bars one by one.
 
   “Wow,” Decimus admitted. “That’s very impressive.”
 
   “Let’s go home before anyone sees us,” Amelia said.
 
   “No,” Decimus decided. “I love you, Amelia, but this has to stop. Augustus, get the other ones from the meeting again. We will end this evil reign of terror this evening. When I sat here in my cell, I got a brilliant idea. We have to carry it out tonight, or they will come looking for me.”
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_7__Treasury]Chapter 7: Treasury Takeover
 
    
 
   The same people from the previous meeting had arrived at the secret cellar.
 
   “You better have a good reason to risk our freedom this time,” Devius said. “I almost got caught by a bunch of patrolling ender soldiers.”
 
   “That is my point exactly,” Decimus said. “Men, these soldiers are roaming the streets at night. Why are they doing that?”
 
   “Because they don’t want anyone to break the curfew,” one of them said.
 
   “Wrong,” Decimus said. “They don’t care. They have better things to do. What is the real reason?”
 
   “Because they are racist?” another one said.
 
   “Maybe some of them, but not all. Come on, men, think. What is fueling this outrageous movement the king is leading? What can’t they do without in order to function? What will break the system if it is gone?”
 
   “Courage,” one of them said.
 
   “Mwa… I am looking for something else, guys. Come on.”
 
   Then somebody said it, “Money.”
 
   “Ha! Good one,” Decimus said.
 
   “Money?” they all said, looking at each other surprised.
 
   “Yes, money. Of course!” Decimus said. “Why would you be on patrol if you don’t even get paid for it? Why would you do anything you don’t want to unless you get a reward in return? The king relies on it as much as anyone else. If he cannot pay his men, they will leave him. If he cannot support his goals financially, they will discontinue. Make the money disappear and all his promises will be in vain. Get it?”
 
   “Got it,” Laxus said. “But how do you suggest to rob him of his money?”
 
   “That, my good friends… is the big challenge. Who knows where the treasury is located?”
 
   One of them raised his hand.
 
   Plans were being made. Roles were discussed. Estimates were being calculated. They needed men… lots of men… to take care of the king’s treasury. The sixteen men split up into groups and knocked on various doors in the city. Within hours, the men were joined by 100 other natives, all with a desire to overthrow the evil dictator.
 
   It was 3:00 a.m. And although the citizens of the Enderlands were all vast asleep, the 116 brave men who plotted against the king were busy little bees.
 
   “Let’s head that way,” Decimus suggested. “We cannot alarm any of the royal guards.”
 
   The men were all hiding in the bushes near the castle walls, waiting for the opportune moment. Two men snuck to the castle, one of which was going to distract the one guard standing in front of the treasury gate. He walked up to the guard, whistling an innocent tune with his hands in his pockets.
 
   “Hey you, get away from here,” the guard said. “You are not supposed to be here.”
 
   “Oh, but I was just going to give you a tip,” the native said.
 
   “Tip? What tip? You mean money?”
 
   Then the other man came from behind and banged him on the head. The guard fell down instantly and lay unconscious on the ground.
 
   “The tip is to always watch your back,” the native said while smiling and stealing the guard’s key to the entrance. Then he turned around, put his two fingers in his mouth, and whistled to the men in the bushes, waving with one hand and signaling that the coast was clear.
 
   The door, unlocked by the guard’s key, led to a staircase leading to the castle wall.
 
   “Okay,” Decimus said. “Twenty of us will go upstairs. Ten of those twenty will go inside the treasury and pass on the bags of gold to the ten standing on the wall. The ten on the wall will then throw the bags down, while the others take the bags of gold to the forest, the streets, etc. Does that sound good?”
 
   “Sounds like a plan, Decimus,” Laxus said. “You’re the man.”
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   While Decimus and a handful of other men went upstairs and took the gold from the treasury, the other men carried the bags away and distributed them quickly. With that many men, the job was easily done within a couple of hours. Decimus didn’t realize the king had so much gold, but now that it was all gone, it had to be a sign that he couldn’t live up to his promises. He was hoping that this would cause the miracle he had been desiring to see for years.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_8__Mixed]Chapter 8: Mixed
 
    
 
   The next day, the whole country was in commotion. In the city, people were running around and looking for security, since the king had disappeared. Decimus was curious as ever to see what was happening at the royal castle. Endermen were everywhere, but they paid no attention to Decimus or anyone else.
 
   “What’s going on here?” Decimus asked.
 
   One of the endermen, who didn’t seem to mind talking to him like a regular person, responded, “The king hasn’t paid any of his servants. It’s like there is some big rebellion. Nobody is content. They are all looking for him. They are wanting a different king.”
 
   “Thanks for the info,” Decimus said. “What was your name?”
 
   “Enker,” the enderman said.
 
   “Sounds good. See you later,” Decimus said.
 
   He went inside the castle. The hallways were full with endermen running around and looking to avenge their unpaid bills. Now that king Entro was broke, they didn’t care about him at all. They just wanted their money.
 
   Decimus decided that, since everyone was going one way, he would just go the other way. He snuck into a hallway opposite of the ones everyone was searching in. Then he walked through it and came to a door leading to a basement. After opening the door, he grabbed a torch and looked into the eyes of the ender king.
 
   “You!” Entro said angrily. “You and your people have done this!”
 
   He started beating Decimus immediately after saying those words, making him drop his torch and fall to the floor. Decimus blocked some of his attacks.
 
   “You brought this upon yourself, Entro,” he said while fighting off his punches. “If you had you been a bit more lenient, your subjects wouldn’t have rebelled against you.”
 
   After that, he elbowed the king in the face, who lost consciousness. Decimus was relieved. He panted and looked at his body to see if he had been bruised in the process. Nothing.
 
   He picked up the king and snuck out of the castle, heading for the grand plaza. Taking the back alleys, he had the luck to run into only one person.
 
   “Hey, is that the ender king?” the hobo who saw him asked.
 
   “What? No. That would be ridiculous. This is just some fan who dressed up as the king.”
 
   “But why is he knocked out?”
 
   “Too much to drink,” Decimus lied. “Thank you for your concerned thoughts. Now, as you’ll excuse me, I have to take this drunkard home to his family.”
 
   That was close. He had almost been discovered. He thought for a moment and made a plan to turn the popular opinion around. Behind the screens, he went up the stairs to the balcony in front of the city square. There he laid down the king behind a curtain, so nobody could discover him. He went back to the castle and looked for Enker, the honest, sincere, friendly enderman he had just met. He grabbed him by the arm and took him to the balcony.
 
   “What are we doing here? Could you please explain?” Enker asked.
 
   “Just play along, please,” Decimus whispered.
 
   Then he jumped on the balcony railing and addressed the crowd.
 
   “People of the Enderlands!” he started. “Your king has failed you. See?”
 
   He took the king and showed him to the people. Everybody was shocked. The king had been knocked out after trying to escape the chaos due to the financial disaster.
 
   “He tried to flee. He has not lived up to his promises,” Decimus continued. “His rules were far-fetched, and his tyranny has come to an end. No more racism. No more discrimination. No more force. This country shall be a free country. There is no rightful heir to the throne anymore, only this corrupt king. Therefore, we shall have elections. You, the people, will have the power to rule the country by choosing your leaders. And as the one who holds the power by holding the ender king in my hands, I am telling you that we will always have ten people ruling the country, five of which will be endermen and five of which will be natives. This is the only way. Can you support me in that?!”
 
   The people were quiet. They had never heard such reasonable suggestion before. The racist mindset had crept into their minds for decades. But for some reason, they felt good about this new reign, this new era of equality. Many of them were mumbling. Decimus looked at them. He wasn’t going to wait for their stupid responses. He simply took initiative and expected the rest of the people to follow him like sheep. It’s human nature anyway. He jumped back behind the railing and introduced Enker.
 
   “This is my friend!” he said. “He will help me with the elections.”
 
   After saying that, he shook Enker’s hand and embraced him like his own brother.
 
   “I can get into this,” Enker said with a smile. “Thank you for getting me involved. I always wanted to be in politics.”
 
   “You’re very welcome,” Decimus said.
 
   The people cheered. Natives and endermen were all happy. They had seen the union between two different skin colors. They had seen the openheartedness and respect Decimus and Enker were showing each other. It was as if the symbol had immediately changed their way of thinking. The duo was leading by example. Everybody celebrated. Endermen and natives were shaking hands all across the plaza.
 
   Decimus and Enker walked down after commanding the soldiers to cuff Entro, the previous and dethroned dictator. When they came downstairs, Decimus’ family greeted him. His wife hugged him and kissed him with tears of happiness on her cheeks.
 
   “Dad,” Livia said.
 
   “Yes, what is it?” Decimus said as he squatted down to her level and smiled at her.
 
   “I think I will vote for you.”
 
   “Thanks, sweetie,” Decimus said.
 
   “Me too, dad,” Valentina said.
 
   “Me too,” Felicia added.
 
   “That gives me at least three votes,” he said as he looked at Enker.
 
   Enker laughed.
 
    
 
   THE END
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[bookmark: _Introduction_25]Introduction
 
    
 
   This is the diary of a dragon… but not just any dragon; an acid-spitting, black and purple ender dragon. It’s about a dragon who lost his eggs and is looking for a way to retrieve them. Along the way, he defeats vicious enemies and gets in touch with another mysterious creature: A human.
 
   The humans are strange to him, but after finding out more about them, he discovers just how interesting they can be.
 
   Quickly keep going and get into the story of a Minecraft ender dragon and his companion, a mere boy who is trying to prove his courage.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_1__Lost]Entry 1: Lost
 
    
 
   My name is Nerith. I am an ender dragon. Each day I fly through the air, soaring above the clouds and looking down on the earth beneath me.
 
   Whooosh!
 
   I flap my wings, snarl, growl, and land on the ground, seeking to devour my next prey. I hunt for rabbits, frogs, cats, and tiny birds, all of which make a delicious meal for my taste buds. Sometimes a fish, but that’s when I feel like it. It’s more of an exception.
 
   But I got lost.
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   Not just me, but something precious to me.
 
   I lost my eggs.
 
   I had three of them, and somebody or something snatched them away. I have a nest, high on the mountain top, on the steep side of the mountain, the rocky surface that no one dares to climb. This is why it’s such a mystery to me who took my eggs. Did they just fall down? I don’t think so. I checked everywhere at the bottom of the gorge. There was nothing.
 
   I am frustrated. I am angry. And I am flying through these territories to find out where my eggs are. Whoever took them, is going to pay.
 
   So there you go. This is my mission. I am searching for them, those black and purple things that have cost me so much time so far.
 
   I recently found myself searching the highlands of the region, a snowy area with numerous pine trees, as far as the eye could see. It was breathtaking, but also very… very… cold.
 
   I don’t like the cold, but I had a feeling that I hadn’t been there yet. And since I had searched everywhere else, it made sense to me to check this particular part of the land out. The ice cold wind blew in my face as I sped through the air, hoping for a sign of my beloved eggs.
 
   Then I saw movement. I didn’t know what it was yet, but I was going to find out soon. Without thinking, I descended to the tiny dots I saw moving in front of me.
 
   They were wolves.
 
   They were running after a deer, which was trying to escape their pack. And since I was dying to learn where my eggs went, I was going to crash this little party and make them work harder for their food.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_2__Ender]Entry 2: Ender Acid
 
    
 
   The deer was running for its life. It knew that if it would even slow down the slightest bit, it would be captured and eaten by the raging pack. The wolves made hungry sounds and sprinted after the poor prey.
 
   But then, I arrived.
 
   Baffff!
 
   I landed on the ground in front of the deer and grabbed it with my claws, snatching it away before the wolves could get to it. I was ten times bigger, so the deer easily fit in my hand. I wasn’t choking it… just holding it.
 
   The wolves stopped. They were startled. Just imagine what they were thinking. I mean, suddenly, a giant black dragon stood in front of them and took their meal away.
 
   They were all standing around me in a circle, when one of them stepped forward and stood firmly in the deep snow, demanding that I would give the deer back.
 
   “And why would I?” I asked. “I am looking for something too. Give me what I need, and I will give you your dinner back.”
 
   “What is it that you need?” the wolf asked.
 
   “I want my eggs. There are three eggs, and I know somebody took them. You didn’t happen to see them, did you?”
 
   “We know nothing about those. Now give us our prey back! We saw it first.”
 
   “Hold on a minute. Are you sure you haven’t seen the eggs? Do you have any clue where they might be? Do you know of anyone who would steal eggs like that?”
 
   “You are getting on my nerves,” the wolf said. “Look at us, dragon. There are at least 50 of us. We are hungry and you’re stalling. Give us the deer back or we will be forced to attack you and kill you.”
 
   I laughed for a second. Then I stopped laughing and looked at them with squinted eyes.
 
   “Go ahead and try,” I said.
 
   One of the wolves leaped forward and landed on my back. The fight had begun: One dragon against 50 wolves. Not fair if you ask me…
 
   … to them.
 
   I flew up and shook the wolf off from on high. The wolf fell down and hit a tree. One down, 49 more to go.
 
   Some wolves were climbing a few trees and tried to jump on me as I flew away, but they missed. I flew around my enemies in circles and picked up a couple of wolves, after which I threw them down a nearby cliff. The wolves yelped in fear. 
 
   How many more? I lost count. I was surprised that they even kept trying to get me. I could fly and they couldn’t, no matter how many there were of them.
 
   I descended and landed on the ground.
 
   “Does this look fairer to you?” I asked. “Bring it on, puppies.”
 
   One by one they attacked me. I defended myself and grabbed a few of them, throwing them against tree trunks or bashing them on the snow. One of them got scratched heavily by my sharp claws, something that they did in return.
 
   I have to admit I was a little damaged by the ones that jumped on me and scratch my perfect black skin with their nails. Others were biting me in the process, while I was making an attempt to get them off me. I wasn’t really losing, but I still felt like I could do better.
 
   This wasn’t going too well. Now there were about 20 wolves on my shoulders and on my back. One wolf was biting my wings. Ouch! Another wolf was chewing on my leg. I had had it. I switched to secret superpowers.
 
   “That’s it!” I yelled.
 
   My eyes started glowing with a purple flame and my mouth radiated purple and white light. I breathed in, pulled back my shoulders and spat.
 
   Psssssshhhh!
 
   Purple acid came out of my mouth and touched some of the wolves’ skins, sizzling in their flesh.
 
   “Aw! Aw! Aw!” the wolves yelped.
 
   “Do you want more?!” I asked.
 
   They didn’t seem to listen. Another spitball made out of purple acid left my mouth, burning their skin after hitting it. Ten more wolves had left the scene, being wounded and afraid of my supernatural strength and mysterious might.
 
   There were only a few left. I breathed in and pretended to form another spitball. They looked at me, knowing what would happen if they kept attacking me. They flinched and then ran away.
 
   Meanwhile, I still had the deer in my hand. It had big eyes; it was terrified.
 
   “Don’t worry,” I said as I put it down. “I don’t eat deer. And as you could tell, I don’t eat wolves either. But one thing I want to know: Do you have any ideas for finding my eggs?”
 
   “I don’t,” the deer admitted. “But I am sure you can check with the humans.”
 
   “The humans?”
 
   “Yes. They are very well educated. They know about a lot of things. They have maps, books, different professions, and so on. They are always eager to learn, and I am certain that they already studied all kinds of facts about ender eggs.”
 
   “Thanks for the tip,” I said.
 
   “Hold on,” the deer said. “Could you do me a favor and drop me off on the other side of the mountain? If you leave me here, the wolves may come back and devour me anyway.”
 
   “No problem,” I said as I picked the deer up and flew off towards the mountain.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_3__Humans]Entry 3: Humans
 
    
 
   So that’s what happened, and this is why I am now flying towards a human village in the mountains. After some time of looking for it, I see the village. I recognize it immediately. These humans are one of a kind. Their species builds houses with roofs in the shape of some sort of triangle. They have windows made of glass, strange objects, and they put clothes on their bodies… weird…
 
   I see one with long hair. It is a woman. I know that much. I notice she is gathering wood from a big pile next to one of their homes. Then I see another one. I am guessing it’s a man, since that one has short hair.
 
   Since one of them comes out of their houses every 5 minutes or so, I am just deciding I am going to stop circling around the village and land on a rooftop. Hey, what’s that? There is a human who looks like he is sneaking out of the village.
 
   What is he up to?
 
   I have to find out.
 
   So I follow him and hold off until I see what he is doing. He keeps walking and walking, and he looks around as if he is searching for something.
 
   Does he know where my eggs are? It seems too good to be true. I can’t wait any longer, so I fly down and land right in front of him.
 
   “Whoa!” he says with a terrified look on his face. “St-stay away or I will have to hurt you.”
 
   “Please,” I say. “I know you can’t do anything to me. I am 10 times bigger. What are you going to do? Tickle me to death?”
 
   “I-I am very dangerous too,” he says. “But if you mean no harm, then I will just get out of your way and leave you alone.”
 
   “Actually,” I say, “I have a question for you. What are you looking for?”
 
   He doesn’t want to say it. I can see it in his eyes. He turns away from me and looks at the floor, not saying a word.
 
   “Well?” I insist. “Don’t tell me you aren’t looking for something. I could tell by the way you wandered through the woods.”
 
   “I am looking for a dead body,” he says.
 
   “Why?”
 
   “The villagers want me to prove my courage by defeating an evil creature. They say I am a coward. And since I am not brave enough to actually defeat such a creature, I am just trying to find a monster or something in the woods that has already died. This way, I can take it home and show them.”
 
   “But that’s lying,” I say. “Don’t you want to do some real act of bravery?”
 
   “That’s easy for you to say,” he says. “You are big and scary. You can kill anything. Tell me something, dragon, do you have any problems whatsoever?”
 
   “As a matter a fact, I do,” I say. “I just lost my three eggs and I have been looking all over the place for them. I just killed a pack of wolves that wouldn’t tell me where to find them and I have flying for hours. So yes, my life isn’t always easy either, human.”
 
   “My name is Terry,” he says. “What is your name?”
 
   “Nerith,” I say. “But anyway, do you know anything about dragon eggs?”
 
   “Not much,” Terry says. “But if you think somebody stole them, I think I know where to look.”
 
   “Where?” I ask impatiently.
 
   “Well, how about this,” he says, “If you help me fool the villagers, I will help you find those eggs.”
 
   “Oh, you little…” I say in anger. “I should pick you up right now and throw you off the cliff. Just tell me where I can find those eggs!”
 
   “If you kill me, you will never find out. Now, do we have a deal or not?”
 
   “Fine,” I say. “But I don’t have to like it.”
 
   “You don’t. But that’s okay, because it’s a great bargain. We both get what we want, right?”
 
   I hate him, for now, but maybe I will dislike him a little less when he gets me my eggs back.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_4__A]Entry 4: A Bond
 
    
 
   “So what do you want me to do?” I ask.
 
   “It’s simple,” Terry says. “All we have to do, is make the villagers believe that I killed you. You don’t really have to die, but just pretend.”
 
   “Sounds easy enough,” I say. “Let’s do it. And after that, you better help me get to those eggs.”
 
   “Don’t worry. After studying all the creatures in this world, I have learned quite a bit about which ones have a tendency to steal eggs, and where to find them. Everything will be okay.”
 
   Together we devise a plan and wait until the evening falls. It has to be dark, or people in the village will be able to see through our scam. After discussing what we will do, Terry runs back to the village and awaits my arrival.
 
   It’s dark. It’s my turn to perform, to put up a show. I fly towards the village and land in front of a small barn that they have for food storage. The village looks deserted, but it just seems that way because all the inhabitants are inside. They are warming themselves by the fire, protecting themselves against the chilling winds and the cold snowy winter season.
 
   “Okay, here I go,” I say.
 
   As soon as I say it, I start hitting the tiny barn with my claws, scratching the surface and breaking a few boards on the side. The noise alerts the villagers in their homes. I really lay it on thick, making sure that half of the barn is broken and some of the food falls into the snow.
 
   “Dragon! Dragon! Watch out! There is a dragon!” the villagers shout.
 
   Terry comes out of his home. He knew I would be there.
 
   “Just let me handle this,” he says, shoving a few villagers aside.
 
   He grabs his bow and arrow and starts shooting arrows at me while I ascend, flying in circles above the village. He makes sure not to hit me, or I will come after him. He knows that.
 
   After a few misses, I pretend to get hit.
 
   “Aaaaarhg!” I growl as if I got hurt by an arrow.
 
   Then I fall to the ground, somewhere in the woods, so that the villagers won’t see me.
 
   The other villagers are happy. They cheer for their hero, Terry, and carry him on their shoulders. Never again will they call him a coward.
 
   But something goes wrong. I thought that nobody noticed me, but that isn’t all the way true. Here I am, sitting in the forest on a patch of snow, when a teenage boy from the village sneaks out of town and observes me thoroughly. He looks at me with big eyes. I didn’t see him at first, but when I do, it’s too late. He puts his hand in front of his open mouth, completely surprised by what he is seeing.
 
   “The dragon is still alive!” he yells as he runs back to the village.
 
   Little brat. Why did he have to sneak up on me like that? Now our whole plan failed. Thanks a lot.
 
   “It is still alive! Terry didn’t kill it!” he tells the villagers when he gets to them.
 
   “What? What’s going on here?”
 
   “I just saw the dragon in the forest. He isn’t even hurt. The arrow missed him. I am sure of it.”
 
   Everybody looks at Terry.
 
   “Seriously?” he asks. “Are you accusing me of conspiring with a dragon to deceive you? You’ve got to be kidding me.”
 
   “We aren’t accusing you of anything,” a woman says. “But then again, we can’t be certain whether you’re honest or not.”
 
   “You still haven’t proven anything,” one of the men says. “And until you do, you will still be considered a coward.”
 
   “But I shot the dragon!” Terry insists. “You saw it. It dropped like a brick from the sky. Just because we haven’t found its corpse, doesn’t mean that I am lying. How do you know for certain that this kid is telling the truth?”
 
   “Listen, Terry,” the man says. “Bring us the dead body of a creature… a real one. Then we will know that you did it. And only then will we trust you and stop calling you a coward.”
 
   “Fine,” Terry says. “I will leave, but you better feel guilty if you find my dead, frozen body somewhere in the wilderness. Then you’ll know that you sent me out there to be devoured by wolves and black dragons.”
 
   With that, he leaves the village.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_5__Enemies]Entry 5: Enemies
 
    
 
   Terry arrives at the spot I am hiding. We look at each other with disappointed faces.
 
   “Come on,” I say. “It’s not safe for you to be seen with me. Climb on my back and I will fly you out of here. We’ll go that place where you said my eggs could be.”
 
   “Okay,” he sighs.
 
   He hops on and I tell him to hold on tightly. Together we fly away.
 
   “It’s freezing up here,” he says.
 
   “Of course it is, silly. It’s winter, and up here, the air is even colder. So where are we going anyway?”
 
   “To the Nether,” he says.
 
   “The what?”
 
   “It’s called the Nether. It’s an underworld beneath the soil with hellish fires and toxic lava streams.”
 
   “Sounds lovely,” I say sarcastically. “So what makes you think my eggs are there?”
 
   “I’ve read books about it,” Terry answers. “There are zombies, pigmen, skeletons, and other monsters there. Something mentioned the pigmen’s utmost interest in ender eggs. So if anyone stole your eggs, it should be them.”
 
   “Makes sense,” I say. “Point me where to go and we’ll get there soon.”
 
   “I think the entrance is beyond those hills in the far distance. I’ve never been there, but that’s what the book mentioned: Beyond the rock that looks like a claw.”
 
   “Oh, I know where that is,” I say. “I have flown past that rock already. I just didn’t know what was out there.”
 
   After some time, we reach the rock.
 
   “Now where to?” I say.
 
   “Over there,” he answers. “That must be the entrance.”
 
   The entrance looks spooky, with spiky rocks and eerie shapes decorating the outsides. Inside, there is a glimmering light, probably from the lava. It looks like one of those places I would rather avoid, but it doesn’t look like I have a choice this time.
 
   “After you,” I say.
 
   “What? No, thanks. You go first,” he says.
 
   “Oh come on. You still have your bow and arrows, don’t you? Then just go first. I will be right behind you. Show me you can be a real hero.”
 
   It took a while, but I convinced him. He is going first, pointing his bow and arrow in front of him, jumping up every time he hears the slightest noise echoing through the hot caves.
 
   The lava doesn’t make me feel comfortable. It’s like it is a constant flow of evil, an abominable fuel for the living dead and other abhorrent monstrosities. A repulsive odor emanates from the lava fumes, causing us to nearly choke each time we breathe too deeply. Despite the fact that I am a scary, dark dragon, I hate this place, and I will be happy when we can get out of here.
 
   Whoosh!
 
   I feel something speeding through the air above my head.
 
   I look back.
 
   It’s a fireball.
 
   I look in front of me. Some kind of yellow fire creature is standing there, laughing and getting ready to shoot another fireball at me.
 
   “What is that?” I ask.
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   “Oh, that’s a blaze,” Terry says. “You better watch out. They shoot tons of fireballs. If you get hit, it can severely wound you. Get down!”
 
   Right after he says it, another fireball comes at us with raging speed. 
 
   I duck just in time.
 
   It misses us.
 
   “Annoying piece of garbage,” I complain.
 
   I breathe in, gather the slime in my throat, aim, and…. SPLASH!
 
   I spit some ender acid on the blaze’s face. With a creepy screech, the blaze disappears, back into the lava.
 
   “That was that,” I said.
 
   “Really cool,” Terry admits. “I wish I could do that.”
 
   “I wish I could shoot an arrow, but each has his own talents, right?” I answered.
 
   We travel for another hour through the depths of the gloomy Nether. Each time we hear a flame emerge from the lava, we turn our heads and the adrenaline flows through our blood, causing us to be more alert and aware of our surroundings. Terry tells me pigmen like to steal ender eggs as trophies, to show that they defeated them. They don’t do anything with them, but they just collect them and put them away. Well, I am going to find out where the filthy pigman is that stole my eggs. This has to end… now.
 
   Then I see it.
 
   “Is that one of them?” I ask.
 
   “I can’t tell, but why don’t we go closer?”
 
   And so we do.
 
    
 
    [image: C:\Users\Vincent\Documents\Amazon ebooks\Minecraft first 50\unnamed.jpg] 
 
    
 
   Yes, it’s a zombie pigman. It walks awkwardly and snarls at me and Terry. If that is the little bugger who took my eggs…
 
   “Hey you!” I yell.
 
   The zombie pigman turns around and looks straight at us.
 
   “O-oh,” it says.
 
   I am sure that must have meant something. Why is it afraid of us? It must be hiding something. As I am contemplating these questions, I watch the pigman run away in the other direction.
 
   “It recognizes you!” Terry says. “Let’s go after it! I am sure that this is the pigman that stole your eggs. Why else would he run?”
 
   “You’re right,” I say. “Hop on.”
 
   Terry jumps on my back and we fly towards the pigman, which just disappeared in a hole in the ground. We stop next to the hole and Terry gets off.
 
   “That’s too narrow for me,” I say. “Looks like you’re on your own, buddy.”
 
   Terry crawls chases after the zombie pigman by crawling through the tiny space, with his bow and arrows on his back. The crawl space becomes bigger as he goes, and eventually he is able to stand up again.
 
   The dusky environment doesn’t exactly put Terry at ease. Sneaking through the dark pathways of the pigman’s home, he keeps his eyes open for any sudden movements. He grabs his bow and one arrow, holding them in front of him to react to the zombie pigman’s possible attacks.
 
   “Wraaaah!” the pigman screams while assaulting Terry.
 
   Terry is startled. He turns sideways and shoots an arrow at the pigman.
 
   Missed.
 
   The pigman has knocked him over.
 
   Now he is lying on the floor, waiting for another attack from the vile monster.
 
   “Wraaahh!” 
 
   Another attack from the evil pigman comes his way, but this time, Terry deflects the pigman’s arm and stabs its heart with his arrow.
 
   “Aaarghh!” the pigman screams in agony.
 
   Dead.
 
   Terry pants heavily.
 
   He looks at the dead pigman’s corpse next to him. Wow! He actually killed a dangerous creature! Wait until he shows the villagers what he did!
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   Terry exits the pigman’s hole by pushing its body through the narrow space in front of him. I look surprised when I see a dead zombie pigman come out of the hole before I see my friend.
 
   “Wow, what happened?” I ask.
 
   “I killed the pigman. Can we take its body so I can show the villagers that I am brave?”
 
   “Of course!” I say. “Did you happen to find any eggs by chance?”
 
   “I haven’t looked yet, but I will. Give me a few minutes, okay?”
 
   I put the pigman’s body on my back and watch Terry crawl back into the hole. He really did it this time, and I am proud of him.
 
   Not too long after that, I am happy to see a few eggs roll out of the hole. Terry is pushing them, just like he did with the pigman’s corpse.
 
   One…
 
   Two…
 
   Three.
 
   Yes! They are all there! Terry has found my eggs!
 
   His smiling face pops out of the hole.
 
   “Not bad, is it?” he says. “I found them lying between some other items the pigman has stolen. I also got this great golden pearl and a diamond sword. See?”
 
   I am impressed. He has pulled it off.
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   There is nothing more for us to do, so we leave, trailing back through the same caves we came in. As I fly out of that wretched place, I realize this little guy has saved me from an endless search. I never would have thought of looking in the Nether. I didn’t even know it existed; but that sleazy pigman stole my eggs, and it paid for it with its life.
 
   After a while, we arrive at the village. I don’t go near it but stay a mile or two outside the village, where I allow Terry to get off my back.
 
   “This was good teamwork,” I say. “I killed the blaze and when the hole was too narrow for me, you were able to crawl through it and kill the pigman. Thank you for getting my eggs back.”
 
   “Thanks for helping me find my courage,” Terry says. “I will go show this to the villagers. Zombie pigmen are extremely dangerous. They will be impressed. Besides, it is my arrow in its heart, and they will recognize that.”
 
   “Sounds like you have it all under control. Farewell, my friend.”
 
   “Farewell, Nerith,” he says.
 
   I watch him drag the pigman to the village for a few seconds. With the eggs in my hands, I decide to fly away.
 
   I fly home.
 
   Finally home with the eggs.
 
    
 
   THE END
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Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
   I take reviews seriously and always look at them. This way, you are helping me provide you better content that you will LOVE in the future. A review doesn’t have to be long, just one or two sentences and a number of stars you find appropriate (hopefully 5 of course). 
 
   Also, if I think your review is useful, I will mark it as “helpful.” This will help you become more known on Amazon as a decent reviewer, and will ensure that more authors will contact you with free e-books in the future. This is how we can help each other.

 
 
   DISCLAIMER: This information is provided “as is.” The author, publishers and/or marketers of this information disclaim any loss or liability, either directly or indirectly as a consequence of applying the information presented herein, or in regard to the use and application of said information. No guarantee is given, either expressed or implied, in regard to the merchantability, accuracy, or acceptability of the information. The pages within this e-book have been copyrighted.
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   She is a nurse. She can teleport. She is a gothic, and she goes to rock concerts.
 
   Meet Nyx, a young woman with ender powers and ender attitudes. She complains a lot, doesn’t have an easy life, and ends up wondering what it’s all good for. But then she meets Brian, a guy with similar interests and strange habits.
 
   She seems in heaven; finally someone who understands her… but things aren’t as simple as they seem at first.
 
   Find out what Nyx has to say about her own adventures by reading [or listening] to this deviant Minecraft diary.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_1__The_2]Entry 1: The Hospital
 
    
 
   My name is Nyx. I was named after some Greek goddess or something. I am not sure who, but then again, I don’t really care about Greek mythology. My name is fine; it’s short and to the point. Perhaps it typifies me, since I am a little different from the average girl here.
 
   My life came to a turning point not too long ago. I kept a journal and wrote down the most significant days in that time period. Ready for a rollercoaster lifestyle? I am warning you… it’s not all that peachy. My life was a mess, but looking back, it was all for the best. I wouldn’t have it any other way, even if I say so myself.
 
   You see, I was 21 years old. I worked at the hospital. I had been doing so for almost a year. It was okay. Not always fun, but still… you know… okay.
 
   And hey, it paid the bills, it paid for the things I liked to do. And it paid well. Being a nurse was pretty nice.
 
   However, there were times when things went completely wrong. And there was nothing I could do about it.
 
   I had a special ability: I could teleport. This gave me a lot of freedom, but it was also limited. I could only teleport to an area I could see in front of me, so not halfway across the globe or something. I was able to focus and appear in a different place in my immediate environment. And I could take things or people with me, which came in extremely handy. But it wasn’t until later that it served me so well.
 
   At work I wore scrubs, but when I was in public, people stared at me and thought I was weird. I will tell you more about it later, but let it suffice to say that I had big blue eyes, purple hair, and that I wore a black jacket with a hoody, and tall boots with fluffy insides. Doesn’t that already tell you what kind of a freak I am? Maybe not. Okay, but I often felt people were judging me. Like I said, more about that later.
 
   Let me tell you about one of those times that I felt powerless.
 
   It was early. I hadn’t had the chance to sleep in, but it didn’t bother me. I was ready for a fresh start. However, that fresh start was about to be crushed by a helpless woman who was brought into the hospital that very morning.
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   Being a nurse, I knew all kinds of things about medicine, about taking care of the sick, treatments, hospital procedures, and much more. It was just part of the job. When a patient is in need, it helps a lot to know what you’re doing, so sometimes I would even look up things at home on the same evenings I saw patients suffer diseases or ailments that I didn’t know much about.
 
   On this day, an old woman was brought in who had been suffering from heart diseases for years. Her days were numbered; every doctor told me that. Nobody was certain if she would even make it to the next day.
 
   Still, I felt like I might have been able to save her; silly me.
 
   I walked to her room and talked to her.
 
   “What is your name?” she asked.
 
   “I am Nyx. What is yours?”
 
   “Samantha. Thank you for asking. How old are you, Nyx?”
 
   “I am 21.”
 
   “Such a wonderful age. The possibilities are endless and the world is your playground. I can tell that you care about people. You have that aura; you certainly give me that impression.”
 
   “It’s just part of the job to take care of you,” I said. “Please give me your arm,” I said as I had a needle ready to take a blood sample.
 
   “Yes, it very well may be,” she agreed. “But I think there is more to it. Deep down inside of you, I can see a light. You have a positive attitude. I can tell.”
 
   “Ha! Not really. I complain all the time. Didn’t you notice?”
 
   “Yes, but you probably just have a hard time at the moment. Are your parents aware of your circumstances?”
 
   “Not really,” I responded. “It’s complicated.”
 
   “Well, there you go. I am not blaming you for the occasional expression of frustration. Just keep your chin up. Things will get better. I promise.”
 
   “Thanks. I’ll try to remember that.”
 
   “Besides, did you know that Nyx mothered several important deities in the Greek mythology? She stood there at the beginning of creation. In the same way, you are taking care of these poor, sick people in the hospital. And if nothing else, that makes you special, Nyx.”
 
   “Oh, I didn’t know that. I never read mythology. But thank you for your kind words anyway. I have to go. The doctor will be here soon.”
 
   “See you later, Nyx. Thanks again for your help.”
 
   I left the room. Wow. What a sweet old lady. I loved her already, even though I hardly knew her. She was one of a kind.
 
   Not much later, the doctor called in a several nurses, including me. He needed immediate help. I entered the room and saw Samantha suffering. She was not feeling well at all. I wasn’t sure what was going on.
 
   “She is having a heart attack,” one of the other nurses said. “Here, hold this. The doctor needs help carrying her into the emergency room.”
 
   She handed me a tube and a cloth. The others were busy riding the bed into the hallway and detaching several instruments and measuring devices. It all happened so fast. I looked at Samantha and I felt sorry for her.
 
   It was the last time I saw her.
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   Were things really going to get better? Was Samantha right? I wanted to think so, especially since she passed away briefly after her kind words and positive affirmations. I hoped so, because her remarks were exactly the sort of pep talk I needed the next day. If only I would have kept that in mind, I wouldn’t have been so stressed out, but now I think it all happened for a reason.
 
   It really did.
 
   As I was saying: That day I really needed the pep talk, but I didn’t think of it. I was caught up in the moment.
 
   I was at the children’s department, and hey, usually I get along with kids just fine, but this time, they were getting on my last nerve. One of the five year old boys was pretty sick. He was coughing all day. And even though I had told him a million times to cover his mouth, he still disobeyed.
 
   “Ugh ugh!”
 
   “I told you, just like five minutes ago, to cover your mouth,” I said.
 
   “Oops, excuse me, purple puzzle,” he said with some kind of evil grin on his face.
 
   “My name is Nyx. I already told you that. Now get back under the covers.”
 
   Why was he being this way? Didn’t his parents raise him the right way? Didn’t they teach him any manners? So yeah, I didn’t like the boy. And whether or not it was his fault that he was being such a brat, I still didn’t make any difference because to me, it was the most irritating thing ever.
 
   But that wasn’t all.
 
   Next to the boy was a girl, in a different bed of course, of similar age. And what was up with this kiddo? She had peed the bed four times that day. Lucky for me (it comes with the job), I was the winner and had to change her dirty sheets every time. Each time she peed her bed, she would cry for more than a half hour, whining about this or that. It’s pretty sad when a child pees the bed like that, and I felt bad for her. I really did. Poor kid didn’t learn to control her bladder yet, or perhaps she was suffering from some kind of anxiety that prevented her from running to the bathroom in time.
 
   Whatever the reason was—and I didn’t mean to be judgmental—it still didn’t make my job easier.
 
   You know how they say that stress doesn’t just come from one big bad event in your life but from a bunch of little ones adding up to an overload of annoyances? Well, this was one of those days, because not only did I have to deal with these two, who were a handful by themselves, but I was also constantly exposed to the nagging comments of my superior.
 
   Nancy, a nurse who had just been promoted and had received a raise, felt like she now had the right and authority to antagonize me.
 
   “Did you fill out those reports I asked you to?” she asked when I carried out a few urinated sheets.
 
   “No, not yet. I’ve been pretty busy,” I answered.
 
   “Don’t give me that. You know they are supposed to be in by 9:00 a.m. every day.”
 
   “I know, I know. I just didn’t get around to it yet.”
 
   And of course, since I was so busy that morning, I didn’t get around to it until an hour after nine. When I filled them out and handed them to Nancy, I had to endure an entire lecture about responsibility, punctuality, maturity, and a bunch of other nonsense. She was very condescending and I was fed up with her.
 
   So you can understand why I snapped that morning: 1) coughing little brat who called me names, 2) girl who peed her bed and cried at every turn, and 3) evil tyrant of a nurse who thought she was the world because she could now order me around. My patience was almost gone. There was only THIS much left (imagine me holding my thumb and pointing finger an inch away from each other). Yes, only an inch. I was almost out. When you give all morning and you get nothing back but complaining patients and harassing superiors, there comes a moment that you just can’t take it anymore.
 
   That moment came when the boy’s mother came in.
 
   I snapped.
 
   Control? Pfffttt… gone… I had none.
 
   She already had a hostile attitude when she walked through the door. I’m pretty good at sensing those kinds of things. She smelled like cigarettes and was wearing two golden earrings, a leopard skin top, and some tight jeans with a belt that looked way too big for her size.
 
   She sat down and looked at the boy.
 
   “How is it?” she asked.
 
   “I still feel a little sick, mom. Ugh ugh!”
 
   I was standing right next to him and felt the spit of his cough on my hand.
 
   “I asked you before, and I am asking you again: Could you please cover your mouth when you cough?” I said.
 
   Then mama bear came out.
 
   “Excuse you,” she said. “Just who do you think you are, ordering my little boy around like that?”
 
   “Madam, this is a hospitable, and we can all avoid some illnesses if we just keep some simple rules, like covering our mouths when we cough.”
 
   “I don’t care where we are. You don’t talk to him that way. And furthermore, don’t you think you should get him a glass of water instead of criticizing him? Come on, go fetch some water, purple parrot.”
 
   This was it. Rage was boiling underneath my skin. I couldn’t hold it anymore. It came out.
 
   “Well if you were a little respectful towards people yourself, maybe your little boy wouldn’t be such an irritating BRAT!!!!” I yelled back.
 
   Bad timing, because that was the precise moment the doctor came into the room.
 
   “Perhaps you need to take a day off,” he suggested.
 
   “I’m fine,” I said.
 
   “No, you are not fine. Go home. Come back tomorrow with a different attitude. Somebody else will cover for you.”
 
   I didn’t say another word. I threw the cloth I was holding on the floor and looked at him angrily.
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_3__Nightlife]Entry 3: Nightlife
 
    
 
   The fun thing about being able to teleport was that I never had to go anywhere by public transportation. I just teleported from one end of the street to the next, and to the next, etc. I usually did it fast enough, so that people wouldn’t notice my superpowers. Imagine that becoming public… it would wreak some havoc.
 
   Nightlife was mostly for the weekends, but now that I was off a day early, I decided to go to the night clubs. I had a lot of friends there, and although I never gave in when they pressured me to drink alcohol, I still had a fun time. Yeah, my mom had taught me to stay away from that stuff, and as a nurse, I would never touch a glass of wine or beer, let alone those filthy cigarettes. I was living healthily, free form addictions.
 
   I kind of dressed like a gothic, with all the purple and black, which was strange to some, but that was how I felt more like myself and that is how I expressed my feelings.
 
   I just loved music and dancing and partying. So most times, I would let off steam in the nightclubs. Sometimes I went to house parties, sometimes to reggae clubs (although they always stunk), but most times, I felt at home in the rock cafés.
 
   Rock music was the best. I loved the guitars, the drums, the singers’ voices, and the rebellious atmosphere of the fans. I had already attended performances of my favorite bands, and when I had saved up enough money, I bought an electric guitar myself. I still had a lot to learn, which I found out soon enough, but it was one of my passions nonetheless.
 
   The day I got sent home early, I felt like taking myself into a different world and jump up and down in a small club where amateurish artist would express their feelings and show off their talents.
 
   It was 11:00 p.m., which wasn’t very late for the usual visitors. I was a little sleepy, but I needed the break. In the middle of the city, I walked through the alleys and stopped at one of my favorite places called “Rock On.” I showed my identity card to let the bouncer know I was the proper age, and I went inside.
 
   “Hey Nyx,” a familiar voice said.
 
   I turned around.
 
   It was Robert, one of my hard rock friends. It had been a while since I had last seen him, but I remember jumping up and down when “Society Stinks” played the best songs of their album in this same café. Robert was tall, full of tattoos and piercings, and pretty witty for someone who had such low grades in school.
 
   “Hi Robert. How have you been?”
 
   “Oh, you know, just hanging out. Doing stuff. How about you?”
 
   “I am usually kind of busy at the hospital, but today was bad. I snapped at a trashy woman who stood up for her kid’s bad behavior.”
 
   “Ah, I hate stuff like that,” he said.
 
   “Anyway, what are you up to this evening?”
 
   “Just going to listen to ‘Dark and Dreary.’ They are supposed to come here and they rock at playing those guitar solos.”
 
   “Sounds good. I think I’ll stick around,” I said.
 
   “Hey, something else. And don’t tell this to anyone, but I got some really good stuff if you’re interested,” he suddenly said, completely off topic.
 
   “Uhmm… stuff? What are you talking about?”
 
   “Come with me. I will show you.”
 
   Without enough suspicion, I followed his lead and went around the back of the rock café. There, he pulled me a little closer, not violently but still somewhat roughly and discretely, and showed me what was in his pocket.
 
   “Drugs?” I asked. “Oh no, forget it. I am not into that.”
 
   “Oh come on,” he said. “It’s great stuff.”
 
   He sniffled, and that was the moment when I looked into his eyes a little bit more closely. You could see it. He had been using it. He wasn’t all there.
 
   “Robert, it’s not my business, but I highly recommend you stop using this junk. Don’t you know what this can do to your body, let alone to your mind?”
 
   “It’s not that bad,” he insisted. “Besides, everybody is doing it. You might as well join us and have some fun.”
 
   “I am not going to destroy my life,” I said as I walked away.
 
   Great.
 
   Another friend who went down the path of darkness. Maybe my personal interests weren’t driving me into the hands of people in the most sophisticated circles. I didn’t stick around for long that night. Inside, I listened to a couple of songs from the band, but after that, I went home, somewhat disgusted with the atmosphere and wondering if this is really where I wanted to be.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_4__Messed]Entry 4: Messed Up
 
    
 
   Did I mention that I am an orphan? Well, now you know. If you have lost a parent, or both of them, then you know how it feels. It’s hard. It’s a harsh reality you have to face and accept as part of your life. And although I am convinced that I did, it still left a big emotional gap in my heart. I felt like I was lacking something; perhaps I didn’t receive enough attention or love or something else.
 
   My parents died in a car accident. I still remember how it happened. A sudden police call, my cell phone that didn’t recognize the number, a shock, and a discovery in the hospital that there was nothing I could do to save them.
 
   The officers later told me it had already been too late anyway. A drunk driver had hit my parents’ car and caused them to bleed internally… so much that a few hours later, they died in front of my eyes.
 
   Maybe this is why I hate drinking.
 
   Maybe it’s why I went into nursing.
 
   But either way, I felt alone.
 
   That night—let’s jump back to the time I was released from the hospital early and offered drugs by who I assumed to be my friend—I felt lost. I was lonely and desperate. I missed my parents and lacked the self-esteem I needed to carry me through the night. So I decided to just teleport a little bit. I went from the corner of the street to the rooftop of a building to a tree branch to an industrial territory.
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   Then I gave up. I was fine here. I looked at the giant tower and the buildings around it that were busy producing all kinds of chemicals. The sky was grey, the evening was gloomy. I hated life.
 
   Was it really going to get better? Samantha, the deceased lady told me it was going to be just yesterday. But then she died. How did her life get any better? By dying? What was the purpose of this life anyway? All these questions were plaguing my mind.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_5__The_2]Entry 5: The Boy
 
    
 
   And that is where I met him: At the industrial terrain. Weird, isn’t it? I was meant to be there. He came from a distance, with his backpack hanging on one shoulder and his jacket on the other. He had short, brown hair and his eyes were as blue as mine. He was very handsome.
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   “Hi,” he said when he saw me. “What is a girl like you doing out here on her own?”
 
   “I am just chilling,” I said, trying to act all cool.
 
   “Really? But why would you do that in a boring place like this?”
 
   “Oh, I don’t know. What is your name? My name is Nyx.”
 
   “Pleased to meet you. My name is Brian.”
 
   I could tell by his demeanor that he liked me a little, and I was going to use it to my advantage, so I came a little closer and asked him, hitting him softly and flirtatiously on his shoulder, “So what are you doing out here then?”
 
   “Oh, I work here. I work nightshifts sometimes. That’s why I am so late. Let me ask you something, Nyx. How old are you?”
 
   “I am 21,” I said, trying to appear taller than I was. “And you, Brian?”
 
   “I am 24 and I am bored. Do you want to get something to drink?”
 
   I never wanted to say “yes” more than at that time, but because I was a little nervous, I could only stutter, “Yahah, uhuh.”
 
   He laughed. “That means ‘yes,’ doesn’t it?” he asked.
 
   “Uhm… yes. Yes it does mean ‘yes.’ The answer is ‘yes.’ I would love to get something to drink with you.”
 
   He could tell that I was a little fidgety. Why couldn’t I just hide it? Silly me.
 
   Then he looked around and noticed I didn’t have a vehicle or any kind.
 
   “How did you get here?” he asked. “Don’t tell me you walked all the way over here? The city is about five miles away.”
 
   I didn’t want to tell him about my superpowers right away, so I needed a way to talk myself out of this one. I thought and thought and noticed he got a little anxious to hear my answer. Then I had it.
 
   “My uncle dropped me off,” I said. “He was leaving because he had to do something in the city, but he said he would be back within an hour.”
 
   Brian smiled again.
 
   “You’re a little strange,” he said.
 
   O-oh. That doesn’t sound very promising. What did he mean by that? Was it my purple hair? The hoody? I knew I should have taken it off. Now he was going ditch me because I didn’t show the top of my head. Why didn’t I think about that earlier?
 
   Then he interrupted my train of thoughts and said, “I like it. I was never into the ‘regular’ girls anyway.”
 
   Pfew.
 
   “So how about it?” he continued. “Are you willing to trust me and hold on to my waist?”
 
   “What?” I asked. What was he talking about?
 
   He walked towards a motorcycle, opened up the compartment underneath the seat and tossed me a helmet. Aha, he wanted me to join him on a motorcycle ride. Nice.
 
   “Of course,” I said.
 
   He sat on his motorcycle and started the engine. I jumped on the back, right behind him, and held on tightly. We took off and arrived at the city within a few minutes. In the process, I felt like I was in heaven, holding on to my handsome guy.
 
   The weeks after that were just amazing. I mean, where should I start? We went to movies, restaurants, rock cafés, nightclubs, and bowling alleys. Sometimes we just had a nice time staying together in the park and talking about life. He commented that he liked my alternative hair color and my odd way of looking at society. We just clicked. At those moments, I didn’t think my life could get any better. 
 
   The best part about it was that he was so sweet and respectful. He never took the relationship farther than I wanted to. He always was a gentleman, opening doors for me and kissing my hand at ballroom dances. One time, he organized a surprise candlelight dinner in his backyard. It looked like a sloppy dish he had just put together quickly after coming home late from work, but I loved the thought and I started loving him.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_6__Severe]Entry 6: Severe Issues
 
    
 
   Like I mentioned, the past few weeks have been amazing, but today was not. I went to Brian’s house, as usual, and discovered his parents there. Brian didn’t look like he was in a good mood, and immediately all kinds of connotations were formed in my brain as to why. Was it something I had said? Was it the way I looked? Did he fall in love with someone else?
 
   “What is wrong?” I asked with a sad face. “You look upset.”
 
   “Let’s step into the other room for a moment,” he answered.
 
   “My parents think our relationship is wrong for me,” he said after we closed the door in the other room.
 
   “Why would they say that?”
 
   “They say you are riffraff from the street, that you are a bad influence on me?”
 
   “But why? You don’t think I am wrong for you, do you?”
 
   “No, it’s not that. I don’t know what their problem is, but I wanted you to know before I would blow up in their faces.”
 
   “Okay. I am right behind you,” I said a little scared. “Just watch your words, okay?
 
   “I will, but I want to say what needs to be said,” he said, after which he opened the door again.
 
   A blustery debate followed. I listened carefully, but I didn’t have the guts or willpower to speak up. Besides, I didn’t think it was my fight. If Brian had decided to stay with me, I wasn’t going to come in between him and his parents. I was proud of him standing up for himself the way he did, but it grieved me that they were arguing so much. His parents said I hadn’t proven myself, hadn’t finished college, and was on the path to misery, pointing at the weird way I dressed and my purple hair. Brian defended me, saying that he had never met such a caring, loving girl before, and that I accomplished a lot for someone who lost her parents and worked so hard in the nursing field.
 
   Still, his parents were not content. They didn’t approve of me. I almost made the mistake of trying to please them or prove myself to them. But after I thought about it for a few minutes, I concluded that it wouldn’t make any difference. They were going to dislike me no matter what I did. Perhaps time could heal their cold hearts and open their minds. But at that time, I just didn’t know how long that would take.
 
   The discussion ended with Brian being angry at them. His last words were,
 
   “Well, then I am out of here. Maybe we should not contact each other for a while until you accept my girlfriend for who she is.”
 
   He stormed out.
 
   I went after him.
 
   “Where are you going?” I asked.
 
   “I just need to be alone for a little while.”
 
   “Can I come along?” I asked.
 
   “I love you, Nyx, but I just need to cool off. So give me a half hour and I will be back with a happy attitude and a calm mind.”
 
   I accepted his wished, but I also had a hunch, a feeling that something bad would happen. Call it female intuition, divine intervention, or just fate; I don’t care, but whatever it was, it was real. I felt it.
 
   Then I saw his helmet on the sidewalk. Oh no! He forgot to put on his helmet! This could be dangerous! I had to go after him.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_7__Accident]Entry 7: Accident
 
    
 
   I just knew it. It was bound to happen. Brian was riding his motorcycle in anger, paying less attention to the traffic rules and lights while yammering about his stubborn parents. I didn’t trust it. And although I trusted him, I realized his judgment was clouded. He didn’t know exactly what he was doing. He was just upset.
 
   So I followed him. He didn’t know that I did, but I thought it was important, and later I would be glad that I did.
 
   He rode his motorbike for five or six blocks. I shadowed his travels as well as I could, teleporting from one end of the street to the other, and to the next block, and so on. Some people looked surprised, to understate it a little. But I didn’t care if something weird was unfolding before their eyes. I was going to protect my beloved boyfriend, and that was it.
 
   He rode around the corner. I still remember the exact moment it happened, because it felt like the whole world was going in slow-motion. I saw it before it occurred, saw it when it did, and repeated it in my mind over and over again after it had already taken place.
 
   A large semi truck was just backing up slowly. The driver didn’t’ see Brian, nor did Brian pay enough attention to his surroundings. With great speed, he crashed into the corner of the truck. His motorcycle got stuck and Brian hit the truck with his leg, which scraped the surface of his pants and skin. He flew through the air and was about to land head first on the pavement.
 
   I teleported as fast as I could and suddenly stood at the place he was about to fall.
 
   “Got ya!” I said as I caught him.
 
   “N-Nyx?” he asked. “H-how did you get here?”
 
   “I have a confession to make, Brian. I am an enderwoman, which means I have the special ability to teleport.”
 
   “Wh-what the…? What did you just say?”
 
   An entire explanation followed, including the one why I was at the industrial terrain by myself and didn’t have a means of transportation. We talked and talked until the ambulances arrived and put him on a stretcher. Then they took us to the hospital.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_8__Healing]Entry 8: Healing
 
    
 
   I sat there by his bedside, holding his hand and telling him that it was going to be okay.
 
   “I am sure it will be, knowing that you are a nurse and you are well educated when it comes to the human body.”
 
   “Yes, the doctors say your leg will be just fine.”
 
   He thanked me for coming to the rescue and apologized for his stupidity. Then his parents came in. They looked at me with tears in their eyes for a moment and stepped forward. One by one, they embraced me like a daughter.
 
   “I don’t know what would have happened if you hadn’t been there, realizing that he didn’t have a helmet and was about to fall head first on the pavement,” Brian’s dad said. “And I don’t know how you got there so fast, but just know that we are indebted to you. We owe you and we love you. We are sorry for our condemning opinions and we ask for your forgiveness.”
 
   “It’s okay,” I said. “I know I am a little odd, but I mean well. And as you can see, your son is happy with me. And that is what matters most, isn’t it?”
 
   They agreed.
 
   It was a fantastic day, despite the fact that the motorcycle ended up on the scrapheap. A life was saved, an “almost” family member was accepted, and everyone was happy.
 
   I knew for sure now. One great purpose I still had in life, was to serve others and help the world become a better place by helping others. My superpowers had already aided me in saving a life, and more could follow in the future.
 
   When I married Brian a few years later, I also knew that my ability to teleport wasn’t some random coincidence. It was meant to be. It was the only way I was able to save my future husband at the time.
 
   Samantha was right. My life had definitely become better. And my special power was a gift, but my gift to love those around and to care about others was just as special.
 
    
 
   THE END
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Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
   I take reviews seriously and always look at them. This way, you are helping me provide you better content that you will LOVE in the future. A review doesn’t have to be long, just one or two sentences and a number of stars you find appropriate (hopefully 5 of course). 
 
   Also, if I think your review is useful, I will mark it as “helpful.” This will help you become more known on Amazon as a decent reviewer, and will ensure that more authors will contact you with free e-books in the future. This is how we can help each other.
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   Trish and Tracy have known each other for years. They played house together when they were young, threw the puppets in the laundry hamper when they got a little older, and now that they are 12 years old, they have agreed to write in the same diary together.
 
   Best friends… that’s what they are supposed to be. But what they don’t know of each other, since they swore not to read each other’s entries, is that sometimes, they feel like killing each other, because their personality types don’t match at all.
 
   Read the funny and engaging mutual diary of these two friends who cannot stand each other when times get rough but love each other out-and-out.
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   This is Trish. I hate my friend right now.
 
   Okay, this is a bad way to start a mutual diary. I know. But I just have to get it off my chest. You see, we had this sleepover and it was going to be super cool, right? Well, it wasn’t. I expected some fun partying. But all we did was whining about this or that.
 
   Let me explain what happened: The no-nonsense, forward, short-cut version of that evening.
 
   We hadn’t seen each other for a while. It was a lot of fun to be together again. After a short hug, I showed her my room. Since we had moved, she might as well see it, I thought. So I showed everything: The new stereo I bought, the awesome outfits I had added to my wardrobe, and the money I made by babysitting a bunch of preschoolers. She didn’t look impressed. I don’t know why, but all she did, was stare at my items silently. I almost had the feeling she was judging me. Weird.
 
   Well, I kept it short. You know me. And after that we were going to watch an action-packed adventure movie about a knight who killed endermen, zombies, and exploding creepers, with that stunning actor James McFaley. He is so handsome! I was ready to see some booms and bams, and a simple storyline portraying some really hot guys and buff muscles. Guess what she wanted to see… a boring drama movie!
 
   Ughh…
 
   I tried to convince her of the dullness of such a show, but it was like she didn’t even let me influence her just a bit. She pulled out all kinds of good reasons why her movie was more interesting. 
 
   So after a while I just said, “Fine. I have nothing to say against it. I just know I won’t enjoy that movie as much, but I don’t know how to explain it to you.”
 
   That was it.
 
   We ended up watching her movie.
 
   Bummer.
 
   Oh well, I was just going to endure it.
 
   I sat there, feeling frustrated and boiling up inside. The movie was sooo sloooow! It didn’t go anywhere. There was a woman who had some kind of disease. She was dying and her fiancé was in tears all the time, trying to rescue her and getting mad at the doctors. I was getting really impatient, since the main characters didn’t look good (okay, call me shallow), and the music was as sluggish as a real slug. Yuck! I kept watching the minutes on the clock, and when it said it had arrived at 90 minutes, I thought I was saved.
 
   Nope.
 
   It still wasn’t over. This movie was taking forever. I went to the kitchen and fixed some chips and salsa. You know, just get out a bag, toss it in a bowl, put some hot stuff on the side, and I was able to survive another hour of this nonsense.
 
   I came to the living room.
 
   “Here you go,” I said with a happy face.
 
   “Thank you so much,” she said.
 
   But then she tasted it.
 
   “Eeeeeh!” she screamed. “It’s so spicy!”
 
   What? No, really, what? That salsa was labeled as MEDIUM! How could she think it was spicy? Doesn’t she have a spine? Has her mom never fed her spicy food before? I have tasted food from countries that were so full of peppers that you could feel your whole mouth burn, but you never hear me complain about that. I was fed up with her over-sensitiveness. I mean… come on. It wasn’t that bad.
 
   “Sure,” I said as I snatched the bowl with chips away. “I’ll eat them by myself.”
 
   “Oh, that’s okay,” she said. “I like them without salsa. It’s a great snack.”
 
   Yuck! Who would eat nacho chips without salsa? Here she was being so picky about what she ate, but had such a weird preference for simple things. I didn’t get it. And at that time, I didn’t think I would ever understand her.
 
   And if that wasn’t enough, she wanted to share her feelings about the movie after it was over… the movie which took 3 hours of my precious time.
 
   How about it, Tracy? Did you really think this was a fun time? It was boooring! Booooring I tell ya!
 
   Anyway, she started and thought about almost every word, just to make sure she would pick the right one.
 
   “I loved this movie so much,” she began, “because it captures the essence of what people feel towards each other.”
 
   She paused.
 
   She was still pausing.
 
   “Okay?” I said. “Go on.”
 
   “Well, the main character showed a lot of empathy towards her fiancé, who was also going through a rough time and uhm…”
 
   She thought for a moment.
 
   “He didn’t know how to cope with this sudden change, since he hadn’t planned on it. It seemed so overwhelming to him because it was unexpected. Here they had their whole lives planned out and this terrible disease almost took that away.”
 
   Her voice changed. Was she going to cry? Over a stupid movie?
 
   Yes, she cried, but she didn’t care, as if she liked crying. I sighed and tried to comfort her by saying, “What do you want to do next?”
 
   “Oh,” she said. “I was planning on reading a little bit.”
 
   “R-reading?”
 
   “Yes,” Tracy said. “I brought these two wonderful novels and I am sure you would enjoy this one.”
 
   She grabbed one from her bag.
 
   Reading is awful. I never read books, only for school, and that’s because I am forced to do it by my teachers, but since I didn’t come up with a better idea, I just went along with it. Silly me.
 
   After about 20 minutes, I was happy that she was willing to do something else, because for 20 minutes, there had been silence. We were just sitting there, each reading our own book. I was tapping my fingers impatiently, flipping the pages occasionally but not reading a word. The letters were swimming in front of my eyes. Why weren’t there any pictures in this book?!
 
   “That was nice,” she said after a while. “What do you want to do, Trish?”
 
   Ah, finally I had a say in this. I jumped up enthusiastically and told her what I wanted: 
 
   A PILLOW FIGHT!!!!
 
   She looked a little awkward, as if that wasn’t a good enough idea. But she gave in and enabled me to have my way. I ran towards the stereo and cranked up the music. “Minersville Mayhem” was one of my favorite DJs, and they were awesome! I started jumping up and down, going nuts and feeling in my element by letting myself go. The hardcore/techno music was exactly what I needed to break through the boring reading activity.
 
   I got a pillow and hit her in the stomach.
 
   “Ooof!”
 
   She grabbed a pillow and defended herself, but after a while, I noticed she wasn’t really fighting back. She scrunched up a bit and allowed me to keep hitting her.
 
   So I did.
 
   Why not, right?
 
   She didn’t mind, did she?
 
   WHAM!
 
   My pillow wacked her head and she fell over.
 
   “Are you going to get up?” I asked.
 
   She didn’t respond. Was she crying again? I bent over and looked at her face, hidden behind her hands. Yes, she was hurt.
 
   “It’s okay,” Tracy said. “I know that this is what you like to do.”
 
   “Oh, I am sorry,” I apologized. “Sometimes I get a little carried away. I don’t know my own strength.”
 
   “Thanks for apologizing. Shall we go to bed now? It’s getting late.”
 
   “Uhm… okay. I thought we would stay up a little later, but if you want to go to sleep now, we can.”
 
   “Yes, I would appreciate it.”
 
   To me it was still early, but I humored her and we went upstairs. We brushed teeth and went to bed. Need I say more?
 
   This sleepover was a disaster.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_2__I_1]Entry 2: I Love Her
 
    
 
   This is Tracy. I loved yesterday. It was one of the best sleepovers I had in about… probably about a year and three months. And perhaps a few more days.
 
   Anyway, I arrived at Trish’s house. It looked beautiful. I couldn’t believe she lived in such a nice neighborhood. The sides of the villa were trimmed with detailed decorations and elaborate patterns. Somebody had put a lot of time into constructing this gorgeous home. The color of the house was white, but the doors looked like a warm greyish blue. I fell in love with that place instantly.
 
   I went to her and gave her an endearing hug, showing how much I missed her. She was a little quicker to let go, but I still had the feeling that she had missed me the same.
 
   It made me feel at home right away. When I sat on the couches in the living room, I felt like I was sitting on a comfortable, soft cloud. I looked around and noticed the artistic painting on the walls, with their picturesque colors and dimmed shadow effects. The living room was spaced out really well, allowing me to feel like I had space to think.
 
   She guided me to her room and showed me her stereo. Well, she blasted her stereo, telling me how much fun it was to listen to such a powerful sound. I appreciated the quality of the sound, but it was way too loud for me. I asked her to turn it off, and she was kind enough to do so. Then she bragged about how much money she had made. I still don’t know why she told me that, as if that proves anything, but I just wanted to move on to the activities I had planned in my mind.
 
   We went downstairs and she suggested we would watch some kind of zombie-action movie with arrogant guys and too much ego. It was more like a movie for boys, I thought. And so, without hesitation, I pulled out the movie I brought from home.
 
   The movie I brought was excellent for a girls’ sleepover. It was a sensitive chick-flick with a twist ending. I had watched this show 11 times already, crying each time when it came to that part when the woman’s fiancé declares his infinite love to her and holds her hand, telling her that they will always be together, no matter what.
 
   I knew she would love it, so I told her every reason she should hear to watch it. For some reason, she didn’t seem to get it, so I kept explaining why this movie was the best choice.
 
   Then she suddenly told me, “Fine. We’ll watch this one.”
 
   I wasn’t sure if she was sincere, but I hoped she would see my point after this wonderful movie would end. It would touch her, just like it had touched me.
 
   It was so deep… the thought and symbolism the creators put into this film. One thing that was a little weird though, was that Trish got that awful spicy sauce. I needed something soft, something chewy; not that stuff that burns your tongue. But fortunately, she completely understood, giving me the chips without the salsa. I appreciated that she knew me so well that she remembered that I didn’t care about the salsa in the first place.
 
   After a sincere and thoughtful discussion, she was even sweeter to me than before, telling me she was okay with reading a book. That book series was my favorite. Each word had been chosen carefully by the author, truly depicting the core of what message she was trying to convey.
 
   I loved it.
 
   It was quiet.
 
   No noises, no tumult, no distractions… just being in our own worlds, enjoying the depth of the novels.
 
   But she looked a little discontent, so when I asked her what she wanted to do, I was surprised that she didn’t want the silence anymore. She turned up the music and started hitting me with pillows. What’s so sophisticated about that, just a pillow fight? Oh well, I didn’t mind… that was… until she became wilder and fiercer. I couldn’t block her attacks anymore, so I just covered my head to be safe.
 
   Then she hit me hard.
 
   BANG!
 
   That hurt… SO MUCH!
 
   I fell to the floor and pretended I was okay, trying to keep the peace. I knew she would feel too guilty anyway if I showed her that I was in pain. I didn’t want this to turn into an argument. I was happy that she was having a good time.
 
   “I’m okay,” I said.
 
   I wasn’t.
 
   But then she apologized. See? She did feel guilty. She was so sweet, and I wasn’t going to take advantage of her. I suggested we would go to bed, since it was already 10:00 p.m. and the word “sleepover” should mean that you actually sleep, shouldn’t it? Everything went according to plan.
 
   I loved it.
 
   The sleepover was a great memory and that’s why I wrote it in this diary.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_3__So]Entry 3: So Much Fun
 
    
 
   This is Trish. Remember how I complained so much about the sleepover? Well, I am back, writing in this diary and telling you that I was having the best time of my life at the dance.
 
   That’s right. We went to a dance, just by ourselves as best friends. Don’t get the wrong idea here… if we could have hooked up with a hot guy, we would have, but nobody we knew was available or willing to take us.
 
   I didn’t care. I loved dancing, and going there with my best friend Tracy was invigorating.
 
   We met each other in front of the night club. The place looked big. I was pumped up and ready to go inside. The music was audible on the outside of the building and all kinds of cool, dressed up people went inside.
 
   I saw her. She looked good. She greeted me by apologizing she was late.
 
   “Sure,” I said. “Let’s go.”
 
   “Wait,” she said. “Let me check if I have everything.”
 
   She put her hand in her bag and lifted it up to her face, checking every item to make sure that she didn’t forget anything. I was getting cold, so I jumped up and down already, eager to go inside.
 
   “Okay, I think I remembered to take everything,” she said. “But I don’t know if these Tylenol pills will be enough if I get a headache.”
 
   “That’s okay,” I said. “If you can’t take it anymore, we’ll just go home. Now, let’s go.”
 
   “Okay,” Tracy said.
 
   We ran towards the entrance… well… I ran towards the entrance, dragging Tracy with me. I don’t know why she didn’t just keep moving, but I think I was helping her by energizing her and pulling her towards our destination.
 
   The school did a good job renting this building. I loved it. The music was loud and the base was to die for. It was somewhat dark, but the lights really made it a party.
 
   “Come one!” I said excitedly.
 
   I jumped onto the dance floor and started flirting with a few of the guys from our class who were dancing there. I tried all kinds of moves, you know… just to be spontaneous. I had a blast, because nobody cares what you do on the dance floor. All you have to do, is shake your hips a little and throw your arms up in the air.
 
   Then I noticed Tracy. She wasn’t dancing but was shyly hanging out by the snack table. I ran towards her, almost tripping over my own legs, and approached her.
 
   “Hey, why don’t you come dance?” I asked Tracy as I grabbed a snack.
 
   “I don’t feel like it, I guess. I never know what to do.”
 
   “You don’t have to do anything, silly girl. Just let it all out. Just look at me! I don’t care what I do.”
 
   “But I do. I always feel awkward when I dance.”
 
   “That’s because you dance awkwardly,” I said.
 
   She looked insulted.
 
   “But everybody is awkward,” I said, trying to recover from my previous comment. “So come on, just have fun. Don’t be a party-pooper.”
 
   She didn’t like that. I could tell, but I didn’t know what else to say, so I just signaled for her to follow me and went back to a circle of dancing youngsters. The dance was like a disco. A burst of energy rushed through my body as I moved every limb hundreds of times that night.
 
   The DJ knew what he was doing: Some cool stuff, sometimes a little slow, but he sure understood what it takes to put up a spectacular show.
 
   I saw a lot of friends that night, and I made some new ones. It was awesome!
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_4__So]Entry 4: So Annoying
 
    
 
   This is Tracy. I went to the dance with Trish yesterday, and I have to admit that I expected to have a better time there. I hated it.
 
   Let me just start off by saying that I was late. I hate being late. Sure, you can go inside at any given time, but I wanted to be there around 8:00 p.m., not 8:15 p.m. So yes, I was already a little agitated because I couldn’t get there in time. It was all because I took too long deciding what dress I was going to wear.
 
   Whenever I go to these dances, I feel like I have to wear the perfect outfit to represent some class and intelligence. So when I came there, I felt a little uncomfortable. I was late, and I still didn’t know if I had chosen the right dress. By the way, it was a soft green colored dress with lace on the side and a carefully chosen silver set of earrings. I made sure everything matched well, even the tiniest details.
 
   I saw Trish and said “hi.” I wasn’t too sure about what she was wearing. Her lipstick didn’t match her eye shadow and blush. Her hair was put together sloppily and kept together by a cheap ribbon. And her dress… I don’t know where to begin. She looked… how would I say it? Shabby… dowdy… untidy? Something like that. I don’t know the correct word for it, but it looked as if she just picked something within a few seconds and put it on without any consideration or even a mirror.
 
   Oh well, her choice I guess.
 
   She dragged me inside the building. I was a little annoyed by that, since I already indicated that I was coming. I just didn’t want to be pushed around.
 
   It smelled weird inside. I couldn’t get over the musty air and I had to go to the bathroom. An empty stomach didn’t help either, so I went to the food table. I stuffed a few snacks into my mouth and looked at the crazy idiots who were trying to show off what they could do on the dance floor. It was pretty pathetic actually. None of them put any thought into what they were doing. They just improvised, reacting to their inner impulses and not caring about how stupid they looked.
 
   I wasn’t going to participate in this, not like them. I could already tell after a few minutes that this wasn’t my thing. I didn’t mind dancing, but there needed to be some structure, not just a bunch of nut jobs throwing their hands in the air for no reason.
 
   The music was too loud, the DJ had a terrible taste in music, and the people who tried to talk to me were some of the shallowest kids I had met.
 
   I hated it and I wanted to go home.
 
   I looked at the clock.
 
   Only 8:45 a.m.
 
   Two more hours of this. No thank you.
 
   But then, as I was contemplating what would be the best way to go home earlier, without appearing as a total introvert, Trish came to the snack table and told me I was awkward and a party-pooper.
 
   Seriously?
 
   Why don’t you watch your words for once, Trish? You just start talking before you think. It’s not very nice to call me awkward, and yes, I hate the party, but that doesn’t mean I am spoiling it for anyone. You seem to do okay with those brainless balls of energy, bouncing up and down to a monotonous beat that goes on forever.
 
   I was fed up, and not just with snacks. I had enough of this dance, and I was going home early.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_5__A]Entry 5: A Nightmare
 
    
 
   This is Trish. Yesterday was a nightmare, to me at least. It’s because we met the boy of our dreams. Hah! That sounds weird… a nightmare because he was the boy of our drea… well, never mind.
 
   Anyway, I was hitting on this boy, the most amazing, handsome boy in our class, when Tracy came over and took him away from me.
 
   This was what was going on: They had been friends for a while. Not fair. I know. It’s just because they grew up in the same neighborhood. If only I had lived there, I would stood a chance, but now, she snatched this hunk away like an eagle soars down and seizes a fish from the water.
 
   This was going to be my date!
 
   His name was Frank. He had been the most dashing young male in class for months, which is what all the girls in class were saying, according to their little election method.
 
   So yeah, I was angry, I was furious, I was pi… not happy.
 
   “Hey Frank,” I said as I was nervously playing with my hair. “I love your shirt. I have one in the same color. Is that your favorite?”
 
   He smiled.
 
   Oh, that smirk that tilted to the left side was so hot, like a powerful, confident little lion who had everything under control. It’s definitely something that captures my attention immediately when I see a boy that I like. And unlike the dozens of boys I have had crushes on, this one looked more like a keeper. This one was better. I just knew it.
 
   “Yes, it’s my favorite,” he said.
 
   “It’s my favorite too,” I said, wondering if I was lying.
 
   But before I could say another word, Tracy interrupted us. 
 
   “We were going to the park,” she said.
 
   I was shocked. How could she do this to me? Didn’t she notice that I liked Frank as well? What was she trying to do here?
 
   Frank said goodbye while Tracy took his arm and put it around her. I had never seen her take so much initiative. It just wasn’t her. But no matter what I thought, the truth was that my backstabbing friend took away my chance to ultimate happiness and bliss.
 
   I watched as they disappeared from my vision and walked to the city park.
 
   How dare she?
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_6__A]Entry 6: A Dream
 
    
 
   This is Tracy. I just had the most wonderful date. I might have indicated it before in my other diary, but I really like Frank. He has been my playmate since we were 4 years old. At first, I didn’t think too much of him. We were just friends. I never fall in love with anyone that fast anyway, and I don’t remember having had a lot of crushes on guys that blew over easily.
 
   I am the slow type. I want to feel safe, so yeah, it too me a while to start seeing him as more than friends. But once I began to notice my feelings towards him, I couldn’t get enough of it. I couldn’t get enough of him.
 
   I tried to contact him more frequently, setting up dates, specific times to call and talk on the phone, or see him at school. He wasn’t as well organized as I was, but I didn’t care. I had finally admitted that I had fallen for him, and this was going to be my goal: To warm him up to me.
 
   The sad thing is, however, that I don’t think he felt the same way towards me. He still considered us “just friends.” I mean, I don’t blame him, since it can’t happen to both of us at the same time, but I was sure that if I played it right, eventually he would start seeing me as a potential girlfriend.
 
   Oh, just thinking about it makes my heart melt. Being in his arms, with his warm body temperature radiating as we cuddle a little and I put my head on his soft, fluffy sweater. I dreamt about it daily.
 
   And that day it would happen: We would go to the park. It was going to be wonderful and cozy and romantic.
 
   I arrived at the agreed location.
 
   Hey, was that Trish? What was she doing with him? Hopefully she didn’t like him too. That would become a little too competitive, and I did not want to lose her as a friend. Oh, life is so complicated sometimes, with all the things we worry about.
 
   Anyway, I had planned a date for the both of us, and we were going to follow through by walking to the park together. I came closer and saw it: His fluffy sweater. It was going to feel like a stuffed pillow. I increased my pace and grabbed hold of his arm, so that I could feel the soft, gentle shape of his arm. I could hold that arm all day if I had to.
 
   I said goodbye to Trish and hoped she would be okay with me leaving like that.
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   We arrived at the park. Nothing would stand in our way now. We were alone; we were together… it was really nice.
 
   The temperature was perfect, with glowing sunshine and a soft summer breeze tickling our faces. We walked on paths that took us past green trees and luscious grass. My favorite spot was the bridge, carefully constructed above the streams of the lively, flowing river. I felt at ease. I was secure with my romantic guy, and I think we almost kissed when we came really close and talked about our day.
 
   He was so sweet to me.
 
   I loved it. I felt safer than ever with my beau boy, which is why I am recording this as a precious memory in our mutual diary.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_7__Something]Entry 7: Something New
 
    
 
   This is Trish. I just had a great time yesterday. It wasn’t like the usual boring routine. We went shopping. I promised myself at first to only buy one item that day, just to make sure I would save up some money for… well, that’s just it. I didn’t know what I was saving up for. Maybe that’s what made me go a little nuts that afternoon. But who cares? It was fun!
 
   I picked up Tracy at her place, since she lived closer to the mall. I was excited. It was going to be so awesome! I hadn’t been shopping for uhm… I don’t know. But it felt like forever!
 
   We came to the mall. There were thousands of tops, skirts, headbands, and shoes spread over dozens of stores. I couldn’t get enough of it.
 
   Of course I only had so much to spend.
 
   We tried on hundreds of outfits. I was going to be fast and efficient, so I could try on as many clothes as possible. But Tracy was slow. I couldn’t stand it. She looked in the mirror for a few minutes every time she tried on a new shirt or a hat.
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   “Aaaah! That pink looks so good on you!” I screamed excitedly.
 
   “You think so?” she asked.
 
   “Of course! You should totally buy it. It will make you look even more gorgeous.”
 
   “Well, I don’t know.”
 
   “Why not?” I asked.
 
   “It’s expensive,” she replied. “I don’t want to spend too much. Besides, I already have so many clothes.”
 
   “But this thing rocks you, girl! You will be the hottest chick in school,” I said, trying to motivate her to get it. She ended up not buying it.
 
   What was her problem? Why couldn’t she just have a little fun? Why would you have money if you’re not going to spend it? I mean, it wasn’t just once that she reacted this way. It was like that in every store. I think that, after the thousands of clothes we went through, she only bought one shirt and one skirt, and she returned the skirt right before we went home because she changed her mind. I don’t know why she was being so frugal, but 
 
   Me, on the contrary… I bought 20 different items: Awesome shoes, high heels, a yellow striped shirt and skirt, a flower for my hair, another skirt, pants, two pairs of fun socks, colorful sweaters… I forgot how many… did I say 20 items? I lost count. 
 
   Anyway, we had fun and I went home happily. I have to admit I went a little over budget, but for the next few weeks, I looked hot, and I got commends from several students that there was something about me that made me stand out. I loved it.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_8__Bunch]Entry 8: Bunch of Scam Artists
 
    
 
   This is Tracy. I went shopping with Trish recently. I was a little worried she was going to spend too much in the first place. She often does. But I was going to watch our wallets. When she picked me up, she had this look in her eyes as if she was going to purchase the entire mall.
 
   Well, it was up to her, but I wasn’t going to have any part of that. I had $10 to spend, and that was pushing it. Sometimes I wonder if it’s ever going to go somewhere. I am somewhat concerned about her future; is she keeps this spending pattern up, she’ll end up being broke or in debt someday.
 
   We arrived at the mall. It was a giant mall with approximately 125 stores. I counted them as we walked through it. Some of the stores were big, others were just tiny, focusing on a smaller niche market and a specific target group. I was on to their sales tricks. They had prices with huge discounts, but I knew their tactics. They increase their price by 50% and then give you 50% off, so that you still end up paying the same amount for the item you want.
 
   Perfume stores were like a brainwashing wave whenever we entered them. A saleswoman would come to us and let us try all kinds of different scents, only to offer us a more expensive one after that. If you subscribed to their deceptive “year plan,” you could get several discounts, but you have to commit to buy a certain amount, which I really didn’t feel like doing.
 
   It was all just a big money-sucking conspiracy, that mall. And hey, what’s wrong with just enjoying myself by walking around and looking? Window-shopping is the best!
 
   But we didn’t window-shop much. I was pretty annoyed with Trish’s spending spree. I thought it was irresponsible. She would fall for these sales pitches, buy impulsively, and decide too quickly. If she would have just put a little more thought into it, I am sure she would have been more satisfied with what she bought and have more of her hard-earned money in her wallet.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_9__Best]Entry 9: Best Friends Forever
 
    
 
   This is Trish. We just looked at each other’s entries. I know, we promised not to, but we were too curious. We couldn’t keep it together anymore. Well, Tracy was pretty disciplined and said that we should wait and plan it out.
 
   This is Tracy. Ha-ha! Yeah, I was keeping myself from peeking, but Trish was too eager to find out what I had written about those days when we put down our feelings.
 
   Anyway, as we read what we wrote, we found out that we are very different, and that’s okay. I love Tracy. She is always thinking of others, and she helps me contain myself a little when I go overboard.
 
   I am so happy with Trish. I know that I can be a little stuck in my routine sometimes, and that I think things through so much that it becomes a compulsive habit, but when I am with Trish, it helps me relax and let go a little. She is a lot of fun.
 
   I’m not always responsible and sometimes I act on impulse; and even though I know a lot of peers admire my charisma, I don’t think about what I say all the time. Tracy helps me reflect on what I did and perfect my behavior. I am so grateful to have her as my friend. By the way, Frank went steady with some dumb, fickle chick. He can have her. We are going to stick together as friends.
 
   Yeah, Frank… I really don’t care anymore either. He is fun to hang out with, and sometimes I still have trouble letting go, but I treasure the years we spent together as friends. I understand that he wants to move on now. But, to get back on topic, when I am a little too sensitive, I can always rely on Trish to toughen me up. She’s like a coach, a motivational speaker of some kind. And when I feel guilty that I’m having fun (it sounds horrible, but sometimes, that’s how it is), she comes with this brilliant idea of what to do and forget about all my worries. Most of all, I know that we will be BFF: Best friends forever.
 
    
 
   With Love,  xxx  Trish and Tracy
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Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
   I take reviews seriously and always look at them. This way, you are helping me provide you better content that you will LOVE in the future. A review doesn’t have to be long, just one or two sentences and a number of stars you find appropriate (hopefully 5 of course). 
 
   Also, if I think your review is useful, I will mark it as “helpful.” This will help you become more known on Amazon as a decent reviewer, and will ensure that more authors will contact you with free e-books in the future. This is how we can help each other.

 
 
   DISCLAIMER: This information is provided “as is.” The author, publishers and/or marketers of this information disclaim any loss or liability, either directly or indirectly as a consequence of applying the information presented herein, or in regard to the use and application of said information. No guarantee is given, either expressed or implied, in regard to the merchantability, accuracy, or acceptability of the information. The pages within this e-book have been copyrighted.
 
   
[image: C:\Users\Vincent\Documents\Amazon ebooks\Minecraft first 50\29-Minecraft-Princess.jpg]
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
[bookmark: MinecraftPrincess]Minecraft Princess
A Minecraft Princess Diary
 
   
By Billy Miner
 
    
 
   Copyright @2015
 
   All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any means without permission in writing from the publisher, Billy Miner.
 
   This book is or will also be available in audio form. I have hired professional narrators who do voices and make the story come alive.
 
   Do you want a free audiobook? Contact me at billyminer2@yahoo.com. I will send you a promo code so you can get the Audible version for FREE. Don’t wait too long, because I only have a limited amount of audible codes.
 
    
 
   Social Media:
 
   Pinterest Board: https://www.pinterest.com/vinnie1982/minecraft-books-by-billy-miner/
 
   Facebook Page: https://www.facebook.com/Minecraft-Books-875443765906131/
 
   Email: billyminer2@yahoo.com
 
    
 
   If you like my book, please leave a positive review on Amazon. I would appreciate it a lot. Thanks! This is the link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
    
 
   Contents:
 
    
 
   Introduction
 
   Entry 1: This Is Me
 
   Entry 2: The Bakery
 
   Entry 3: Travel
 
   Entry 4: Royal Manners
 
   Entry 5: Dancing
 
   Entry 6: The Dress and the Mess
 
   Entry 7: My Dream Prince
 
   Entry 8: A Princess at Last
 
   
 
   
  
 

 
 
   [bookmark: _Introduction_28]Introduction
 
    
 
   Martha is a princess, but she doesn’t know it. Her parents died and have left her with an aunt on the other side of the country. That is the place she stayed. That is the place she calls home.
 
   But now, things have changed dramatically. The announcement that Martha is a princess has changed her view on herself, the country, and her parents. Will this clumsy girl be able to live up to the expectations of her stern, serious stepmother? Only time will tell. But in the meantime, how about you keep reading or listening to this fun, girlie Minecraft story about a princess who discovered her royal heritage?
 
   Go on and start already…
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_1__This]Entry 1: This Is Me
 
    
 
   You have probably never heard of me, because I have never been popular in school, at work, in the neighborhood, the village, or anywhere really. My name is Martha, and I live in the tiny village of Craftfield.
 
   The name “Craftfield” was obviously derived from all the guilds there. Everybody was part of some guild, everyone had some kind of craft they were good at, whether it was forging weapons, sowing and dressmaking, farming, making jewelry, or painting the scenery behind the village… that beautiful snow-peaked mountain top everybody was always bragging about to visitors.
 
   It was a peaceful village. I never had too many problems there. Like I said, everyone was good at something, or multiple things. They all had specific skills that made them stand out and thrive in their own little businesses. There were blacksmiths, tailors, glass blowers, actors, musicians, cooks, and artists, all ready to share their talents with the many tourists and merchants who would come to our village in the summer.
 
   And me?
 
   I was good at nothing!
 
   Honestly, I couldn’t do anything right. I was bad at every trade. I was ingenious or highly intelligent, or experienced in anything. I was myself. I was Martha. And for some people, like my sweet aunt, I was good enough.
 
   My aunt, Sarah, was the kindest person you could think of. She always had warm bread on the kitchen counter when I came home from the market, gave me great advice, and always listened to my complaints. She practically raised me, and I don’t know what I would have done without her.
 
   One day, I came home and asked her something that had been on my mind for a while.
 
   “Aunt Sarah,” I started. “I feel ugly. I feel stupid. It seems like boys are never interested in me. Do you think I am ugly?”
 
   “Of course not, dear,” she said. “What makes you say that?”
 
   “I don’t know. I just lack a little self-esteem, I guess. I don’t know if people are actually attracted to me.”
 
   “Listen, Martha. I think you are as pretty as a princess. Don’t you let anyone tell you differently.”
 
   “Thanks, Aunt Sarah.”
 
   I went to bed with a heavy heart though. I had been single for a while. I was already 25 and I had never even had a boyfriend. Would my life ever go somewhere? I picked up a book and started reading a little before I blew out the candle next to my bed. If I would have known what I found out the next day, I think I would have been a lot more cheerful that night.
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   Well, like I mentioned before, I had no talents. I was incredibly clumsy. And I just happened to work at the local bakery, where a lot of things could go wrong. 
 
   Not a good combination, let me assure you that.
 
   I arrived on time. Thank goodness for that. But as I kept working, I tripped, slipped, burnt something, and I… hold on… wait a minute. Let me start from the beginning. So here is what happened:
 
   I was using the rolling pin for the dough perfectly. Nothing wrong about that. I put everything in the oven to let it bake. Fantastic. Everything still okay.
 
   But then it happened…
 
   I was happily serving customers and watching the bread in the oven. It was simple: Just talk to a customer, give them what they need, and look back after every order to see if the bread was done yet.
 
   But then he came in.
 
   I still don’t know his name, but all I knew, was that he took my breath away with his long strides and his waving hair. He entered the bakery, stood in line for a few minutes and then asked, “Can I have a loaf of white bread, please? One of those in the corner?”
 
   Wow. He spoke to me.
 
   He actually spoke to me and he smiled when he did it. That had to be a sign, right? The whole bakery stopped in my imagination. The world around me slowed down and I started daydreaming. I stared at those glimmering blue eyes and sighed when I saw him quickly stroke his hair with his left hand.
 
   I could see ourselves riding a horse through romantic landscapes in the shimmering moonlight, dressed in royal attire and meant to be together. I could picture our first kiss, the very moment we would completely throw ourselves into each other’s hands to be together forever. The vision became blurry. What was that smoke doing which came at our horse and us? Now my clothes were going to smell like smoke!
 
   I snapped out of it. It was actual smoke. I was back at the bakery and reality hit. The smoke was coming from the oven.
 
   “Oh no! The bread!” I said.
 
   As fast as I could, I took two oven mitts, opened it, and took the bread out. I put it on the counter without hesitation. It was burnt. It had become useless.
 
   Terrible. My boss was never going to forgive me! But as if that wasn’t bad enough, the mistake set a sequence of other catastrophes in motion, because the smoke blurred another baker’s vision, who had just walked into the room. She came in and saw the smoke.
 
   “What happened here?” she asked.
 
   “I am sorry,” I said. “I’ll get rid of the smoke. And I will bake another loaf of bread.”
 
   When I said it, I was waving with my hands and arms to eliminate some of the smoke from a few feet in front of me. I coughed, and I closed my eyes as I kept waving.
 
   Big mistake.
 
   I wasn’t looking, right? And when I waved, I accidentally hit my colleague.
 
   “Ouch!”
 
   She got slapped in the face by my waving hand, because of which she lost her balance and knocked over an open bottle of liquid oil. The oil fell on the ground and spread throughout the bakery room within seconds. This caused the floor to slippery, so when another colleague came in, alerted by all the noise, she slipped.
 
   It was a disaster.
 
   When the second colleague slipped, she slid all across the room and hit a giant bag of flour in the corner. The bag of flour imploded and caused huge amounts of its content to blow up in the air. The flour powdered through the entire room, making the customers in line be covered with the stuff.
 
   They coughed and coughed, and made attempts to brush the flour off their clothes. But none of them succeeded of course, so eventually, they left the store.
 
   We lost them.
 
   And my boss lost money.
 
   I was forced to clean up the whole mess. I threw the bread away, aired out the smoke, dusted off the flour from all four corners of the bakery room, and spent more than an hour scrubbing the surface of the oily floor. After that, I was sent home for the day.
 
   Welcome to my life!
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   The day after the accidents in the bakery happened, I was still moping around, feeling sorry for myself. My aunt had come to my room to comfort me, but it still wasn’t enough. But then something strange occurred. I never would have guessed what somebody told me that day.
 
   It was man, a royal servant from the other side of the country. I had seen those come to town before as tourists, but this one specifically came to our door.
 
   He knocked.
 
   My aunt opened up.
 
   And before I knew it, the man came in, with his extravagant clothes and colorful hat and feather, and introduced himself as Richard, a royal servant from the palace. He had traveled from far to meet me.
 
   “What?” I asked. “You want to meet me? What’s so special about me?
 
   “You are the heir to the throne,” he said in all seriousness.
 
   “Uhm… what?”
 
   I still couldn’t believe it.
 
   “Aunt Sarah, did you know about this?”
 
   “I am sorry, Martha. I was sworn to silence. When your parents died, your stepmother insisted that you would be taken away and undergo a regular childhood to keep you from being spoiled. There was nothing I could say against that. She was in charge and she demanded that I would raise you. Of course I didn’t mind, since you were such a sweet little girl, but I really didn’t have any say in it. However, if I could undo it, I wouldn’t, because I think you felt right at home at my place.”
 
   “Whoa. Hold on. This is a lot of new information to me. I am the princess? I am the PRINCESS?!!!! Wow!!!”
 
   I thought for a moment. Then I asked, “So why do you want me to become a princess now?”
 
   “Her majesty the queen, your stepmother, has sent me to approve your return, and to inform you that you will need to pass a test to become queen.”
 
   “Test? What kind of test?”
 
   “I don’t know. I am here to guide you there, and that is all I can do.”
 
   “Can Aunt Sarah come with us?” I asked.
 
   “Of course. We have a room in the palace just for her.”
 
   “I knew this day would come,” Aunt Sarah commented with a smile. “I just didn’t know when. This is exciting. Are you ready to pack your bags, Martha?”
 
   “Yes!” I said as I ran up the stairs.
 
   Usually I am fairly careful when I pack my suitcase, but this time, I just threw in a bunch of clothes and some personal belongings and came downstairs in a heartbeat. I was ready to be a princess! It was going to be wonderful.
 
   Looking around to see if we forgot everything, I pulled my aunt outside the door and saw a beautiful, golden carriage with horses standing in front of our door. Was this for me? Wow.
 
   I jumped into the carriage, opened by the coachman, and sat inside the little transportation vehicle on the soft, silky seats.
 
   “Go!” I yelled excitedly.
 
   They were a little slow, but after some time, they left. We rode through the streets of Craftfield. I looked out the window as we passed by the tiny homes with guilds and the visitors from different regions.
 
   Suddenly, I realized I had forgotten something.
 
   “Stop!” I said.
 
   “What is it?” Aunt Sarah asked as the carriage came to a halt.
 
   “I just realized I had to do something quickly. Just wait here. I will be back soon.”
 
   I jumped out and ran around the corner until I reached the bakery. I opened the door and went inside. I asked where I could find my boss and my colleague showed me the backroom where she was at.
 
   “Hey,” she said. “I told you not to come back until tomorrow. Do you even understand how many losses we suffered yesterday because of your stupidity?”
 
   “I just came here to tell you that… I QUIT!” I said laughingly. “Ha-ha-ha!”
 
   With that, I ran outside and felt better than ever. What a relief. I never had to work at that awful place again. I went back to the carriage, stepped inside, sat down, and said, “Carry on.” We continued our journey and I was happy as a clam.
 
   On the way to the palace, we saw mountains, rivers, green hills, and other landscapes. I sincerely enjoyed the journey. Well, for the most part actually, because on at one point, things didn’t look so peachy.
 
   The palace was few days away from Craftfield, so we traveled during the nighttime too. And it so happened to be that we slowly rode through a spooky forest. It didn’t take long before I freaked out a little because of the gloomy atmosphere and the thick darkness.
 
   “Wh-where are we?” I asked.
 
   “Nothing to be worried about,” Richard said. “I passed through this forest on the way to your village too, and nothing happened. It just looks a little creepy; that’s all.”
 
   I still wasn’t at ease, and perhaps that was a good thing, because my instincts were right. Something was wrong. I felt it, and it was real.
 
   “Wrraaaaahh!” we heard from the left and the right side of the carriage.
 
   “What was that?” I asked.
 
   “I don’t know,” Richard admitted.
 
   “Say, Richard, did you go travel through this forest in the daytime or in the nighttime?” I asked with suspicion.
 
   “Uhm… the daytime. Why?”
 
   “Ughh..” I sighed. “Then how do you know if it is safe during the night?”
 
   “I guess I don’t.”
 
   The sound was heard again, this time closer. I couldn’t help myself and I looked out the window, expecting the worst kind of monsters to attack our carriage. 
 
   They were endermen! 
 
   “Let’s go! Let’s go!” Richard commanded the coachman.
 
   “I can’t,” the coachman said. “If I go any faster, the horses will trip. You may not have noticed it, but this is a terribly rocky road. We have to do something else.”
 
   “I’ll do something,” I said with determination.
 
   “No,” my aunt cautioned. “They will kill you! Are you nuts?”
 
   “I don’t care,” I said. “They will kill us anyway, even if I don’t try to fight them.”
 
   Richard joined me by jumping out of the carriage after me. He grabbed his sword and killed an enderman. Within a few seconds, he stabbed another one, and another. Meanwhile, I grabbed a branch and started hitting those shadowy creatures on their heads. One by one they fell to the ground. Some of them dead, others unconscious. But it didn’t suffice. More endermen were coming and we were surrounded.
 
   “I don’t want to die!” I cried.
 
   “Just stay behind me,” Richard said.
 
   But I was hysterical. I couldn’t contain myself anymore and stepped away from the carriage when an enderman came at me. I yelled that they had to go away, but that only angered them more. The enderman swung his long arms at me. I evaded his assault, but by doing so, I tripped over a large tree trunk that was broken in the first place. The forest was full of trees, but again, it just happened that I was tripping over the one loose tree which was about to collapse and hit the ground.
 
   Clumsy me.
 
   Because I tripped, it triggered the last little balancing part that was holding up the tree diagonally to break. The ripping caused the tree to crack and fall down. Noisily and heavily the giant tree lost its balance and fell down.
 
   Booof!
 
   It landed on almost all the remaining endermen. Some of them tried to crawl out from underneath, others were squashed like tomatoes. Richard was amazed.
 
   “Oops,” I said. “Sorry.”
 
   “Sorry?” Richard said as he stabbed the two last endermen that were still standing. “You just saved our lives, Martha. I am grateful for your clumsiness.”
 
   “Ha-ha. You’re welcome, I guess,” I said, a little embarrassed.
 
   From that point on, our journey had no further disturbances.
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   We arrived there in the afternoon and went inside immediately. The palace looked magnificent. Crystal decorations and golden ornaments were prevalent amongst the many towers, bridges, and beautiful garden area that surrounded this royal place. Inside, there were red velvet carpets, glamorous mirrors, and historical knight armor pieces on either side of the hallway. It was a feast for the eyes to glance upon.
 
   We entered a big room. There she was, my stepmother.
 
   “Hello,” she said, pleasantly surprised by our late arrival. “Any problems along the way?” she asked Richard.
 
   “Nothing we couldn’t solve, your highness.”
 
   “Excellent,” she said. “Then let’s meet the newbie.”
 
   She walked towards me and extended her hand.
 
   “Pleased to meet you,” I said.
 
   “It’s good to finally see you, Martha. And although I did not want you to grow up here, bathing in luxurious comforts, I do care for you. And it was my own decision to have you experience the outside world to rule them more wisely. I think, after all this time, your Aunt Sarah sees the benefits of these arrangements, don’t you, Sarah?”
 
   “Yes, your highness. And we are happy to be here.”
 
   “Very well. Then let’s get to it. Perhaps you have already discussed my character on the road, but let me be clear as glass. I am concerned about you, and you will notice that I can be very patient and tolerant. However, you may have also talked about my strict observance of royal rules in accordance to the etiquette we should maintain, so we can be a good example to our servants and citizens.”
 
   “We talked about it a little bit,” I admitted.
 
   “Then I will immediately introduce you to the manners and habits you will need to refine to qualify.”
 
   “Wait,” I said. “Do you mean that I am not allowed to be an actual princess yet until I master some etiquette?”
 
   “You are a bright, aren’t you? Yes, that’s exactly what I am saying.”
 
   “But I am the princess,” I protested. “You have no right to deny me that privilege. It’s my heritage.”
 
   “I know,” she said. “That is why we have to get on it right away. I am the queen, and I have the authority to determine the rules here. So come along, and I will show you what you have to do.”
 
   I still didn’t like her attitude, but I think she was also a little fed up with mine. Clearly there was no arguing with this woman. She was focused and stern, and would see to it that I would behave according to her guidelines.
 
   We left the room and entered the dining room. She ordered one of the waiters in there to get lunch. This was going to be interesting. She sat me down and looked at me.
 
   “No, no, no,” she said, shaking her head. “Don’t slouch. Sit up like a royal heir.”
 
   I tried to sit up, but it was never good enough. During lunch, she basically corrected me more than ten times, and it was starting to bug me.
 
   “Hold up your tea cup like this,” she said one time, “and make sure you put your pinky up to show some class.”
 
   I tried to do it perfectly, but my pinky was just a little crooked. It wouldn’t stand up without my ring finger coming up as well. It was very tricky.
 
   “Ugh…” she sighed as she rolled her eyes. “She is a real piece of work. Keep trying, Martha. I know you can do it… eventually.”
 
   It took longer than I expected, but lunch was over. I stood up and walked towards the door.
 
   “Noooo,” the queen said again.
 
   Now what did I do wrong?
 
   “Walk like a princess,” she criticized. “Elegantly, smoothly… softly, and upright. You have to feel like you are above the ground, as if you are floating in the air, slightly stepping on your toes and silently presenting yourself as royalty.”
 
   This was the trickiest part of all. I ended up skipping, hopping, tripping, and slouching like an awkward zombie. I saw her bury her face in her hands each time and giving me another try, and another, and another. However, when she saw me waddling like a duck in an attempt to fulfill her accurate but confusing description, she gave up.
 
   “Fine,” she said. “We will practice this some more tomorrow. Let’s work on your speech. Your pronunciation and vocabulary is anything but posh. We will have to work on that as well. Repeat after me.”
 
   I was ready, because I didn’t think there was anything wrong with my wording… until I heard her.
 
   “A marvelous, eumorphous bird was circumfused with splendor and exoptable species as it partook in a nuncheon during the arcipluvian appearance of a reflective surface.”
 
   “A what?” I asked.
 
   “A marvelous, eumorphous bird was… oh never mind. I will write it down.”
 
   She wrote the sentence on a piece of paper and I practiced.
 
   “A mavvelous, eumorpyate bird was circumci…”
 
   “No, no,” she interrupted. “A marvelous, eumorpheus bird.”
 
   It went on like this for a while. You can imagine that we had a lot of “fun” that afternoon, when I struggled to pronounce the words that I thought were in my own language.
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   The next day, we went to the ballroom. It looked fantastic. Shiny, classic mirrors and paintings from the Renaissance era were on all four walls, and the polished, marble floor was like a mirror itself.
 
   “Today you will learn how to dance. This is Dancing Day.” my stepmother said.
 
   “Oh, but I can dance already,” I bragged.
 
   “Really? Show me. Music, please.”
 
   The violins began to play. I was rocking it. I jumped up and down, I stepped back and forth, and I swung myself to the corner. After a few steps that looked like breakdancing moves, I landed on my knees and slid a few yards across the room, raised my hand up, and shouted, “Tadah!”
 
   “Oh, how disgraceful,” the queen complained. “Youth nowadays… no style, no elegance, no sophistication. It’s just terrible.”
 
   “Hey, I didn’t do badly. I learned these moves from my friends in the village.”
 
   “Yes, the commoners. They know nothing,” she said disrespectfully.
 
   “Then you shouldn’t have sent me there,” I said.
 
   “Enough of this. Richard will show you how to dance like a true princess. Come here, Richard.”
 
   The servant walked towards me and took my hand. His other hand he placed on my lower back. The queen started counting.
 
   “One, two, three… one, two, three… music, please.”
 
   The music started playing again, and I must say that Richard had quite the set of dancing skills. I didn’t like it so much at first, but as we kept practicing, I began to enjoy it more. Richard guided me like a knowledgeable teacher, and the queen kept commenting on the little things. “Dancing Day” was right! She made me practice for more than 5 hours before she gave me lunch.
 
   I was exhausted and retired to my bedroom. I leaned back in my comfortable chair and fell asleep. It was really nice.
 
   But then I woke up with a jolt.
 
   “Shameful,” the queen said, who was standing next to me. “The loud snoring… it’s just disgusting.”
 
   “Excuse me,” I silently said. “I didn’t know I was snoring.”
 
   “Oh, never mind that either. Let’s pick your dress for tonight’s dinner.”
 
   A real dress? Oh, this was going to be fun.
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   We went to my wardrobe. It was a gigantic closet space with numerous choices of clothes. I was amazed.
 
   “All this is going to be mine?” I asked happily.
 
   “Only if you pass the princess test,” the queen said.
 
   I walked forward, very slowly, observing all the dresses, skirts, shoes, headbands, scarfs, hats, socks, pants, tights, and shirts that I was going to sort through. All the colors of the rainbow were there. All different shapes, sizes, and patterns were carefully sewed into these wonderful pieces of attire.
 
   “I am glad you like it,” my stepmother said. “I will see you in an hour at supper. We have invited guests from different lands. I expect you to look your very best. Be sure to pick the right outfit suitable for a fancy dinner with high-class conversation.”
 
   “I will do my best to pick something nice,” I said with a smile.
 
   I knew it wouldn’t be too hard, since there were so many beautiful dresses. But that hour, I started doubting. Every choice I made seemed to be topped by another better choice. The options drove me nuts. I couldn’t decide.
 
   I looked at the clock.
 
   Almost time.
 
   Aah! What was I going to wear?
 
   Eventually, I just picked something. I told myself that it would be okay. It didn’t have to be perfect. But when I entered the living room, my stepmother shook her head disapprovingly.
 
   I was wearing a pink dress with puffy sleeves and a golden necklace with two different shades of blue on the inside. She pointed at her eyes, trying to make a gesture that the dress just didn’t go well with my green eyes. I caught her signal and breathed in deeply before I took another step towards the dinner table.
 
   I was late, and everybody was watching me with big eyes. There were at least 20 guests, all kings, queens, and other aristocratic individuals. They were wearing fancy clothes and crowns on their heads, and they were displeased with me arriving late. I pretended not to notice, as I avoided eye contact as much as I could.
 
   Then I sat down, but my dress got stuck underneath one of the king’s chairs.
 
   “Oh,” I said. “Oops. My dress is stuck. Could you move your chair up a little, while I pull it out?” I asked.
 
   “Of course,” the king said politely.
 
   Big mistake.
 
   The king pulled his chair up, but I was pulling so hard that I fell backwards. I tumbled through the air a little and landed on the dinner table in the gravy, which splashed against a dozen faces and got all over my dress. When I tried to get up, I accidentally pulled down the entire tablecloth with everything on it, including the plates, bowls, forks, spoons, and knives, but also the turkey, potatoes, rice, vegetables, and several different sauces. Some cups of tea broke. Some glasses shattered, and the drinks were all over the floor. This was the biggest mess I had ever caused, besides the one in the bakery. No, actually, it was worse than in the bakery.
 
   How embarrassing! How disastrous! Nobody was going to approve of my royalty after this.
 
   I smeared the gravy and garlic sauce from the table off my face and noticed someone was helping me up. I grabbed his hand and stood up.
 
   Could this really be true?
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   The person who grabbed my hand was the same guy with the beautiful blue eyes whom I had seen in the bakery. A myriad of questions went through my mind.
 
   How did he get here? Is he a prince then? Why was he at the bakery? What is his name? Is he married? Why is he so unbelievably handsome?
 
   I was confused.
 
   “Hi again,” he said in a calm voice. “My name is Rodius. I am the prince of the Ankerlands.”
 
   I couldn’t speak. I had just gotten the whole dinner on the floor by my ungainly behavior and my attempt to pull away my dress. I was dirty, disgusting, and filthy, although I am sure those words almost mean the same thing. Most of all, I was terribly embarrassed. I couldn’t say anything to him looking like this, after spoiling everyone’s meal.
 
   So I ran.
 
   I didn’t know what else to do. I simply ran out of the room. As I kept running while holding my expensive dress, I was trying to decide where to go. My eye caught a glimpse of the beautiful palace court yard.
 
   Sure. That looked like a good place to hide.
 
   I just didn’t realize this wonderful prince was coming after me. I hid behind a bush next to a flowing water fountain.
 
   I didn’t even notice him. I thought I was alone.
 
   “Martha,” the prince said.
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   I was crying a little. It was too much for me. I was the clumsiest girl in the country and I had to become a princess. There was no way this was ever going to happen. Not with that set of rules and all those behavioral standards I had to meet. I simply couldn’t do it.
 
   “H-how did you know my name?” I asked the prince.
 
   “Oh, come on. Everybody here knows it. They were all here to celebrate your royalty.”
 
   “I don’t want to be a princess anymore,” I sobbed. “I can’t do it. It’s too hard. Everybody is judging me and I don’t have the talent to be so uptight and high-class all the time. Maybe it’s better if I just go home.”
 
   He put his arm around my shoulder. “Don’t do that,” he said. “They need you here. And those people in the dining room? They were just there to celebrate your progress. They don’t care. They already influenced your stepmother enough to accept you as the princess of these lands. And how are you going to make a difference in that tiny town you lived in?”
 
   “Oh yes, that reminds me,” I said, wiping away my tears. “Why were you in Craftfield anyway, dressed up like a commoner?”
 
   “I could ask you the same thing,” he said.
 
   “Hold on a minute, mister. I asked you first. Besides, nobody ever told me I was a princess.”
 
   “I was just a tourist in that town,” he explained. “If I told them I was a prince, they wouldn’t have left me alone. But even though a lot of the guilds were not that great, and the handicraft in town was mostly done with cheap materials, I have to say that I was impressed with what I saw.”
 
   “Oh? And why is that?”
 
   “I saw you,” he said, looking in my eyes.
 
   My heart melted. He was suggesting that he stared at me in that bakery, because he liked the way I looked. But I still wasn’t sure what that meant. Perhaps he was impressed because I was good at baking bread, although it would surprise me, because I burnt the bread while he was there. Or perhaps he meant that he was impressed because I was funny, getting all the air and flour over the floor. No, that wouldn’t make sense either. Still, I wanted him to say it. I just needed to hear it after being so uninteresting and dull throughout my childhood and teenage years.
 
   “What did you see about me?” I asked.
 
   “Well,” he started. “I noticed that you were friendly and kind, and good with customers. I also noticed that you were beautiful; you had pretty green eyes and waving hair. And I surely was entertained by those weird colleagues of you sliding all over the slippery floor and getting the customers behind me all poofed up with flour.”
 
   I didn’t care about his entire spiel. I only heard one thing.
 
   “Did you just say I am beautiful?” I asked.
 
   “Yes, I did, didn’t I?”
 
   Spontaneous me. Here I went, without having a concern for the future. I couldn’t care less at that moment, even if I risked going too fast. I grabbed his head and kissed him. I was going to let go and apologize for my impulsive act, but he wouldn’t let me go and kissed me back, putting one hand on the back of my head and the other on my upper back.
 
   I was in heaven, even though I still had some gravy on my face.
 
   The rest of the day went perfect.
 
   I changed into a different dress, one that my stepmother helped me pick. She complimented me for having the courage to come back and set the dinner table with the servants, and after dinner, there was a dance with resonating violin music. All the kings, queens, and other high-society citizens gathered in the ballroom.
 
   The music began. Everybody was elegantly dressed and had smiles on their faces. A waiter served fruity drinks in long glasses, and there was lots of talking about national affairs, relationships, and family life.
 
   Suddenly, I felt a tap on my shoulders.
 
   It was Rodius.
 
   “May I have this dance?” he asked while grabbing my hand and kissing it during his polite bow.
 
   I blushed. I was ecstatically inclined to dance with this hunk of a man, this noble prince, this dreamy, handsome… well, you know what I mean. We danced all evening. It was perfect, especially with the new steps I had learnt from Richard, the servant.
 
   Rodius and I kept in touch for months. Eventually, he proposed. When it happened, I almost dropped the ring and fell over backwards because I was in shock. I said “yes,” of course. And in due time, we got married.
 
   My clumsiness never left me, but I sure told him over and over again how I saved our lives by tripping over a tree trunk and killing a dozen endermen in the forest by mistake, which was amazing to him the first time, but less impressive as I kept telling the same story. But he didn’t mind. He didn’t mind my personality at all. He loved me for who I was, and on top of that, he made me feel beautiful.
 
   And for those reasons and more, we lived happily ever after.
 
    
 
   THE END
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[bookmark: _Introduction_29]Introduction
 
    
 
   Do Minecraft people ever fall in love? Apparently they do. This is the account of Bethany, who loves her job and becomes competitive to reach the top. But when she meets Russell, she discovers she loves something or someone else even more than her work.
 
   They quickly get to know each other, but they don’t like each other that much at first. But as time goes by, and each time, a new day begins, they discover each other’s strengths and weaknesses and fall in love. The romance lasts even when problems occur, and they make plans to stay together.
 
   Read or listen to this somewhat funny and dramatic story with all the ingredients of a typical chick flick about a couple of Minecraft villagers who fall in love.
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[bookmark: _Entry_1__My_1]Entry 1: My Job
 
    
 
   “Get those sheets in here, quickly!”
 
   “I am sorry, madam. I will be right there,” I say.
 
   “Hurry up or you’ll lose your job.”
 
   My job is hectic. It has its ups and downs, but mostly downs. I am not crazy about it, but as a servant in some rich lord’s castle, what could I say against it? I had to survive too.
 
   A few years ago, I came to this town, hoping for a better future. Surrounding regions had trouble with a drought, cold winters with villagers starving everywhere, and attacking zombies. It was no picnic, except for the ones who ate the humans.
 
   In search for a solid job, I had come to Mine Valley and applied at Lord Elruch’s castle. They hired me as a servant, and now I left scrubbing toilets and replacing bed sheets. Other tasks include laundry, of course, and helping out in the kitchen.
 
   Every night, I go home with the hope of a better position in the castle. Servants talk. They discuss everything that happens, and one of them mentioned the annual Servant Contest they held to determine who will get a higher position and order the other ones around.
 
   You see, there are servants who get close to Lord Elruch, who tell other servants below them what to do. They get more privileges, like good food, more time off, and recognition of a higher status. And once per year, or so I was told, they measure the servant’s performance by paying attention to made up beds, meals cooked, and customs maintained. I am going to compete. It sounds like something I want to achieve to improve my lifestyle.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_2__My]Entry 2: My Coworker
 
    
 
   His name is Russell. His job is to serve in the kitchen. I know, because I come there every so often to bring in the dishes. Sometimes we have to take turns cooking, and although I am no chef, I certainly think my dishes are out there, if you know what I mean.
 
   Anyway, Russell is different than the other servants. Well, first of all, he is quite the looker, with his brown hair and brown eyes. I have caught myself staring at him several times, but we haven’t said much to each other.
 
   Well, one time we said something. It didn’t mean much, but it was something.
 
   “Could you hand me the pepper over there?” he asked.
 
   “Sure,” I said as I handed him the pepper.
 
   “Thanks.”
 
   Yes, that was it. We don’t even know each other. But the funny thing is, that I just think he lacks initiative. Why do I think that? Because I caught him staring at me too. I know it when a guy stares at me. Some try to hide it, but most times, they aren’t really good at it. Besides, did I mention I am not all that ugly either? I’ve had several guys in my hometown propose to me, and I am a little proud of it. But none of them were what I was looking for; most of them were simply weird. There was one who had a huge beard and a low IQ, another who was completely in his own world and was the biggest pushover I had ever met, and another one… well, I guess he wasn’t so bad, but I found out later that he hates kids; and since I wanted a whole house full of those, I told him it wouldn’t work out.
 
   So looking back, I don’t think I did anything wrong rejecting those losers. I don’t know if I was “too picky,” as some villagers called me, but I certainly liked this Russell guy. There was just something about his smile and his way of working that appealed to me. 
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_3__Competing]Entry 3: Competing for the Top
 
    
 
   Today is the contest. I am thrilled. All the servants are lined up in the great dining hall. The hall is one of those places that looks posh but doesn’t have many positive connotations in my brains, since all I do there is work and watch others eat. However, this time, it feel exciting. It feels like a spark of hope.
 
   As I said. We line up and stand in front of the big, arrogant servant who has been in charge for a year now. Her name is Elizabeth, and she always likes to nag about a speck of dust, a crumb on the table, or a tight deadline we don’t reach. They say that money and honor are some of the most sought after things in life. Well, to some, it’s power: The freedom to order others around or get your way by being bossy or manipulative. Elizabeth is such a person.
 
   “Stand up straight, you monkeys,” she says as the twelve castle servants stand next to each other.
 
   Oh yeah, did I mention she likes to call us names and insult us? Here you go, now I did.
 
   “Good job. You actually did something right,” she says sarcastically, not noticing that I am boiling up inside, ready to punch her in the face. “Now, you have all heard of this contest to help one of you look like you’re worth something, despite of how it appears to be. This year’s contest is themed ‘cooking.’ You are all going to create a dish that will soothe Lord Elruch’s taste buds. His approval or disapproval will determine who is going to rise to the top. Any questions?”
 
   We don’t have any, so before we know it, we begun. The ingredients are all over the kitchen, and we each start making our own dish on a different stove. I know Lord Elruch, and I know he likes meat. So the first thing I do, is get the chicken out of the storage space.
 
   Russell has the same idea, but fortunately, there is enough chicken for the both of us. Our hands touch when we reach for the chicken in the cellar. We look at each other but don’t say a word. It’s pretty awkward.
 
   We both rush back to the kitchen with a piece of chicken in our hands. Then the seasonings and the other ingredients. There is a time limit, so we work as fast as we can. When the clock strikes one, it will be time to get our meals finished for the owner of the castle, so we do our best to hurry.
 
   It’s almost time. I can’t wait for him to taste my dish. It’s going to be delicious.
 
   But then, something terrible happens.
 
   Russell runs into the kitchen with a bowl of gravy mixed with garlic herbs. I didn’t see him, so I turn around, reaching for the carrots on the counter.
 
   BANG!
 
   He runs into me.
 
   The gravy shoots through the air and lands in my previously perfect chicken soup. At the same time, I drop the carrots and hold on to his bowl of soup, which looks like, ironically, he had the same idea: Soup. His dish too gets ruined because… clumsy me… I accidentally pull the soup over the edge and spill it all over the floor.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_4__Fights]Entry 4: Fights
 
    
 
   “Look what you did!” he yells.
 
   “Look what I did? You ruined my soup. You walked into me first,” I say.
 
   “If you would have just watched where you walked when you turned around…”
 
   “Well, who was the one running through the kitchen?” I asked accusingly.
 
   “Time is up!” we hear.
 
   Great. Now we both lost. And I was so eager to win. I just knew my soup was delicious and now it got destroyed by this fool, who wasn’t watching what he was doing. He looks angry. I know he feels the same about me. And just to think that he is so self-righteous about it: As if I am the one who messed up.
 
   “I guess you lazy bums did something in that kitchen without abolishing the whole area, huh?” Elizabeth says. “The winner will be determined by Lord Elruch, so just wait here and watch his final decision.”
 
   Then she turns to me and Russell and says, “Where are your dishes, you crazy pigs?”
 
   “They fell on the floor, madam,” Russell says.
 
   She rolls her eyes and then adds, “That’s the dumbest thing I ever heard. Let’s just say that I will be happy to see that none of you got promoted.”
 
   And that’s it. After trying out all the different meals, a winner is picked. It’s my best friend Cindy. She screams in excitement and jumps up in the air when she hears her name called. It’s joyous moment after all. I like Cindy a lot, so I am glad that she gets to boss me around. She isn’t power hungry and treats everybody with respect.
 
   “Congratulations!” I say. “I’m happy for you.”
 
   “Thanks,” she says shyly.
 
   “Of course I could have won too,” I tell Russell after Cindy has left the room. “That is, if a certain someone hadn’t been running in the kitchen and ruined the one dish I was more proud of than anything I had ever made.”
 
   “Oh, boohoo. Do I need to feel bad for you now?” he sneers back. “It’s not like you had to grab mine in the process. How do I know you didn’t do that on purpose, just to get back at me?”
 
   “What are you accusing me of? That’s ridiculous!” I yell, stepping closer to get a little into his face… his handsome but oh so annoying face.
 
   “Well, all I know, is that we’re even. And as far as I am concerned, I don’t care if we don’t see each other for a while,” he says while getting really close to me.
 
   “Good,” I say. “It’s not like we talked a lot in the first place. We see each other enough but it’s like you’re completely ignoring me.”
 
   Cindy had left the room, but the others are still there. They look at each other in disbelief. One of them smiles a little with her eyebrows raised and says, “Awkward…” All of them leave together, and I was happy to follow them, leaving this frustrating episode in my life behind me.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_5__Distance]Entry 5: Distance
 
    
 
   It’s the end of the day. I am tired and agitated. I don’t even feel like warming up a meal for myself anymore, so I go inside my tiny house and fall on my bed.
 
   Aaaah… that feels good. The soft blankets and pillows are exactly what I need. I sit there for a few minutes, but then I hear someone knocking at the door.
 
   Knock! Knock!
 
   I walk to the front door and open up.
 
   “Cindy!” I shout out as I give her a hug.
 
   “Good to see you too, Bethany,” she says calmly. “I am just coming over to check if you are all right. The others said you were upset. I saw what happened. Do you want to talk about it?”
 
   “Oh, that would be nice. Please, come in.”
 
   I let her into my small living room and get her something to drink.
 
   “Yes,” I say. “I mean, don’t get this wrong. I am really happy for you, but I was doing so well. I was so certain that my dish was going to help me win the promotion. And then this irritating jerk comes in and ruins everything.”
 
   “I would be upset about that too,” Cindy says. “Did he do anything else to annoy you?”
 
   “Well, just the fact that he is… you know… arrogant and mean and weird and handsome and clumsy and dumb,” I say.
 
   She starts laughing.
 
   “What?” I ask.
 
   “Did you just say that he is handsome?”
 
   I open my mouth and cover it with my hands. Oh no, did I really say that? What was I thinking? She can’t know about that, not after what he did.
 
   “N-no,” I said. “But even if I did, that doesn’t mean is a good guy. Just look at what he did to me!”
 
   She laughs again.
 
   “You know, Bethany,” she says. “For someone who is such a detailed perfectionist, you’re not very good at hiding your feelings. Don’t think I didn’t notice you two. You’ve been exchanging stares for days. Everybody is talking about it. The girls already began to make jokes about the both of you starting a relationship, but after what happened in the kitchen, that may take a while, won’t it?”
 
   I blush. I didn’t know they saw us looking at each other. I guess we had such a strong vibe that we were accidentally giving everybody else the impression we liked each other. But I kind of hate him right now, even though I like him. Does that make sense? I don’t know. It feels weird.
 
   “Well, I would rather avoid him,” I tell Cindy. “I think he is a jerk. He needs to apologize for what he did.”
 
   “I understand,” she says. “Perhaps in due time. But I am not going to push you in that direction.”
 
   “You better not. I want nothing to do with him.”
 
   She smiles. “Sure. We’ll see about that. I am glad you’re okay, though. I just want you to know that if you need someone to talk to, I will be here for you.”
 
   Cindy is so nice.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_6__Danger]Entry 6: Danger
 
    
 
   The next day, I end up having to work in the yard. Elizabeth made sure that I would be punished for wasting all that food in the kitchen. Russell is there too. He usually has kitchen duty, but now he assigned to work on the other side of the beautiful castle garden.
 
   I glance at him. He is a hard worker, I give him that. He is putting in that shovel with his big hands. I have to admit that although I am still angry at him, I can’t stop looking, and the results suffer because of it. I am putting a few flowers in the right spots, but most of my work is sloppy because I get so distracted.
 
   The castle garden is outside the castle wall, and I guess this very fact makes it so that this perilous situation I am about to describe.
 
   Like I said, the castle garden stretches far… and the border is pretty far away from the castle itself. No wonder the fences don’t hold back all the wild life. Well, it just happens to be the thing that put my life in danger. Apparently there is a hole in the fence somewhere, and a ferocious beast snuck through: A wolf.
 
   I hear it growl, but I don’t see it anywhere. I looked around me, not realizing that Russell has left his spot. I think I am alone. There is nobody else. It’s like everybody intently left me there to become a prey to this wild creature.
 
   Then I see it.
 
   Its piercing eyes stare right at me.
 
   It jumps at me, ready to devour my body. I scream as loud as I can and close my eyes. I feel like its sharp claws can rip my flesh apart any moment, but all I hear is:
 
   BONG!
 
   I open my eyes and see my rescuer. He is standing up straight with the shovel in his hand. The wolf lies at his feet, knocked out by his saving weapon. I am amazed. I don’t know whether to tell him “thank you,” roll my eyes and tell him he is a show-off, or simply embrace him and kiss him. It takes me a few seconds to decide.
 
   I walk towards him and look at him with big eyes. He doesn’t look prideful or conceited. His eyes look sweet and kind. It is as if he is just relieved that I am safe, and that he cares about what I think. With that look on his face, what else should I do than hug him? So I do. I give him a big hug and thank him for saving my life. He puts his one arm around me and says I am welcome.
 
   “Are we even now?” he asks.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_7__Conversation]Entry 7: Conversation
 
    
 
   “Of course we are even,” I say. “I am indebted to you, silly. How did you now to react so quickly? How did you even know the wolf was here?”
 
   “I’ve been observing you for a while,” he says. “And I knew the yard isn’t always safe. Appearances of the local wildlife have been rare, but they have definitely occurred. I just didn’t want to risk it.”
 
   “Are you still angry at me?” I ask.
 
   “No,” he says. “I just really wanted that position. But so did you, and I get it. Shall we go for a walk?”
 
   “Do you think Elizabeth will allow us to?”
 
   “She doesn’t matter right now. First of all, she is not here, so she may not even notice. And secondly, she can go take a hike. You just almost died. I think you deserve a little time for yourself.”
 
   After that, I feel great. We walk into different parts of the garden and talk each other’s ears off. The garden has beautiful flowers and shiny objects, as well as broken columns and bushes with fruits and berries. We are really enjoying each other’s presence. We talk about the work, our dreams, our goals, and our family.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_8__Empathy]Entry 8: Empathy
 
    
 
   “So tell me something about your background,” I say. “Where did you grow up?”
 
   “Just in town,” he says. “I always wanted to be blacksmith. I have a passion for swords, metals, tools, and fire. And I started learning some of the tricks and techniques from the one in the village. But when he died, there was nobody else to teach me. I practiced a little on my own but never refined the process or implemented a necessary set of skills into it as to start my own business. With this promotion, I thought I could use the money to quit working here eventually and do it anyway. But now I guess I will have to wait another year.”
 
   “But isn’t there a way you can still practice and then just start up?” I ask.
 
   “Maybe. I don’t know. How about you?”
 
   “My dream is to have a big family. I want to be the kind of mother who has fresh bread for her kids when they come home from school, or who reads stories to them.”
 
   “Nice. I appreciate that. So why did you want the promotion so badly?”
 
   “I don’t know. Perhaps I was just trying to prove myself that I could do it. I just wanted to be proud of myself.”
 
   “Ah, but nobody else has to tell you that. You know that you made a delicious dish. You tasted it, didn’t you?”
 
   “Yes. Of course. The thing was that I also came to town to look for a better future. And this job hasn’t been paying that much so far. I was just going to make things better. But don’t get me wrong. I am happy for Cindy.”
 
   “Ha-ha! It sounds like something you feel you are supposed to say.”
 
   I go silent. It’s interesting how much you can start caring about each other when you empathize with one another. It’s one of the most bonding emotions between human beings. And at this moment, it starts working for us. We connect more and more as we talk. I love it.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Day_9_][bookmark: _Entry_9__A]Entry 9: A New Start
 
    
 
   After a while, I notice we look each other in the eyes even more. I can’t stop smiling and he seems happier than ever too. It’s like the loss of the promotion doesn’t bother us anymore. We are just content with each other.
 
   But it is only at the end of the tour around the gorgeous gardens that our hands touch and he takes the initiative to hold onto my hand. It excites me. I didn’t think it would go this fast, but it feels like I am ready for it. This handsome young man who just saved my life is actually holding hands with me! Aaaah! So wonderful!
 
   Then he asks me a question.
 
   “Bethany, I hope I am not going too fast, but I would love you to come over for dinner tomorrow. Would you be inclined to do so?”
 
   What a gentleman. Are you kidding me? Of course I would like it.
 
   “Yes,” I say with a smile.
 
   “Great. I will make preparations and I will see you tonight.”
 
   “Yes, I’ll see you tonight,” I say.
 
   I almost feel like kissing him but for some reason, I think it is too fast, so I control myself. Such a nice guy after all! I never expected that after the kitchen incident. And to think that he is just doing it so he can quit and become a blacksmith. A little strange but in a way, still charming.
 
   Sometimes I am a little scared that the damsel-in-distress situation has blinded me, as if an unreasonable jerk turned out to be my prince on the white horse, just because he banged a wolf on the head with his shovel. But the more I think about it, the more I conclude that it has just opened my eyes, when I was judging him for something he didn’t do on purpose.
 
   That night, I can’t think of anything else, and I stand in front of the mirror for more than 30 minutes… okay… 40, no 50 minutes. Okay, I admit, it’s over an hour, but I am making sure I look my best. An off-white dress with yellow and peach patterns on the sides. It’s not an expensive dress, since I don’t have any, but it’s the most beautiful thing in my wardrobe, and I think it will make me look better.
 
   Almost time. It’s almost 7. I hear someone knock on the door again. That must be Cindy. I walk to the door and open up.
 
   “Hi, girl,” Cindy says. “So how are things? I heard you had quite the adventure in the garden.”
 
   “Who told you that?” I ask.
 
   “Oh, you can’t keep much a secret in that castle,” she says. “So how about it? Is he still a jerk? Is he still handsome? Tell me everything.”
 
   “He is really sweet actually. He just got upset in the kitchen because he wants to start his own business as a blacksmith and doesn’t know how to start without capital.”
 
   “Interesting,” she admits.
 
   “And when he killed the wolf, he talked with me a lot. We got to know each other. And we even held hands for a little while.”
 
   “Oh, so exciting. What else?”
 
   “Well, he asked me to come over for dinner,” I say.
 
   “That explains the dress. I am so happy for you, Bethany. Let’s hope he is a good one, huh? Okay, I want you to keep me updated. Let me know how the dinner went. I want to talk about it again tomorrow. And don’t worry. If there is anything you don’t want me to tell the others, just let me know and my lips will be sealed.”
 
   “No problem. Thanks for coming by.”
 
   “You’re welcome. Now go, so you don’t come late.”
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Day_10_][bookmark: _Entry_10__Romantic]Entry 10: Romantic Dinner
 
    
 
   I put on my jacket and take off. After circa fifteen minutes walking, I arrive at this place. It’s a little out of town, but still within reasonable distance of the farthest house. He stands at the front door, or in front of the door actually, waiting for me to come. His hands are behind his back as if he is hiding something.
 
   He smiles. “I love your dress,” he says. “And I love that smile even more.”
 
   I blush a little and keep walking towards him. From behind his back, he puts a towel in front of him.
 
   “What’s that for?” I ask.
 
   “It’s a surprise,” he says as he puts the towel around my head to cover my eyes. “Come and follow me. It will be more exciting this way.”
 
   He takes my hand and guides me to I-don’t-know-where. I kind of like the blindfolding idea. It does make it more of a surprise. Trusting that he won’t do anything stupid, I gladly follow his lead into his house.
 
   “Ready?” he asks.
 
   “How can I be ready if I don’t know for what?”
 
   “I take that as a yes,” he says laughingly.
 
   He takes off the blindfold and I open my eyes. How amazing! In front of me stands a table with one long lit candle on it. The silverware is precisely organized and the plates are covered with delicious foods: Steak, mushrooms, peas, and potatoes. On the side, there are glasses with pure apple juice from the farms. The tablecloth is the same color as my dress: Off-white. And the simple but beautiful ribbons around the edges finish off the scene with a touch of elegance.
 
   I gasp. I don’t know what to say.
 
   “It looks fantastic,” I say.
 
   He walks to one of the chairs and pulls it back, signaling for me to take a seat. I sit down, and he sits down in front of me. That night, we have the most fun by talking and pretending to be rich with this well-prepared, fancy dinner in the back of his little house.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Day_11_][bookmark: _Entry_11__In]Entry 11: In His Arms
 
    
 
   When dinner is over, we move to the living room. At first, I sit across from him, but then he gives me this look as if to say, “Why are you sitting so far away? Come closer.”
 
   I walk to the bench he is sitting on and lean against him a little. This feels nice. It’s super comfortable. I am feeling safe and sound, and I put my head on his shoulder. He puts his arm around me and holds me tight. I have never felt so in love before.
 
   We cuddle a little, say sweet words to one another, and then he leans over.
 
   Oh, is this it? Is he going to kiss me? This is what I’ve been waiting for.
 
   Yes, he is going for it. He is closing my eyes. Well, I won’t let the guy wait. Let’s kiss already! With these thoughts in my mind, I close my eyes as well and lean towards him.
 
   BONK!
 
   Our noses bump into each other.
 
   “Ouch!” we both say at the same time while rubbing over our noses. We laugh. That was awkward. This isn’t a bad omen, is it? Of course not. It was just a funny accident. Besides, when I look him in the eyes, he seems confident to try it again, but this time, we don’t close our eyes until our lips almost touch.
 
   This is our first kiss and it is wonderful.
 
   That night, he takes me home, saying that “there might be endermen, or zombies, or skeletons out there,” and that “a pretty girl like you shouldn’t be put in harm’s way.” He walks next to me and I put my arms around his right arm, holding on as if it is my arm and I won’t let go of it.
 
   “I had a great time, Bethany,” he says before I enter my home.
 
   “Me too, Russell.” 
 
   We kiss one last time before I go inside. 
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Day_12_][bookmark: _Entry_12__The]Entry 12: The Father
 
    
 
   Russell and I have been dating for several days now, and we consider it time to meet the rest of the family. My family lives too far away, but for Russell’s family, it’s easy. They live in the same village as we do.
 
   So we go there and knock on the door. There is a cold breeze and I hope to be let in quickly. It’s dark outside. They are coming to the door.
 
   “Hello there,” the father greets us. “Come in, before you freeze to death.”
 
   We go in quickly and he gives me a hug.
 
   “Welcome,” he says. “I heard a lot about you from my son. He is very impressed. And now, when I look at you, I have to admit you are quite the looker.”
 
   “Thank you, sir” I say.
 
   “Let’s get to know each other a little more. I am all ears. Tell me anything you want. Please come in and hang your coat on this rack.”
 
   I hang up my coat and follow Russell’s father inside the house. He shows me the living room and sits me down on a comfortable chair. He offers me a cup of hot chocolate, and he asks me so many questions that it almost feels like an interrogation, but I can tell that he is sincerely interested and has been practicing to become a good listener. I smile at Russell, completely enjoying the warm welcome I am receiving from his dad. He smiles back and comments on some of the things we talk about, content with the way his father respects me.
 
   But then his mother comes in.
 
   Not what I expected.
 
   Not what I was hoping for.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Day_13_][bookmark: _Entry_13__The]Entry 13: The Mother
 
    
 
   “Who is this?” the mother asks.
 
   “Oh, this is Bethany. Remember I told you about her, mom?” Russell says.
 
   “A fine young lady with highly sophisticated manners, dear,” the father says.
 
   “I’ll be the judge of that,” Russell’s mother says as she sits down.
 
   “So, Bethany, right?” she asks.
 
   “Yes, madam.”
 
   “How well have you done in school?”
 
   “Actually, madam, I dropped out of school to come to this town and look for better opportunities.”
 
   “So what you are saying is that you didn’t develop any other skills besides simple reading and writing? Can you even write your own name?”
 
   “Yes, madam.”
 
   “Okay, let’s forget about that topic. Obviously it isn’t going anywhere. What about your family? What are they like?”
 
   “Well, my mom and dad separated. They live on the other side of the country, so I don’t see them that often.”
 
   “Preposterous. Are you saying your parents aren’t even together anymore?” she asks rhetorically.
 
   Russell’s father rolls his eyes.
 
   “Yes, madam,” I answer. “That’s just how it is. I wish it wasn’t that way, but that was their decision.”
 
   “Well, let’s hope you don’t go down that path,” she says. “What about your father’s job? What does he do?”
 
   “Oh, he has his own farm.”
 
   “A farmer’s girl? Interesting.”
 
   The tension in the room in this conversation is something I don’t want to experience again. With every question, there seems to be something wrong with me. “This woman thinks a little too much of herself,” I think. It’s unbelievable how some people elevate themselves above you. The evening goes okay, but since this haughty woman is doing whatever she can to put me down, I don’t enjoy it as much.
 
   That night I go home with a heavy heart. I don’t like the way it went.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Day_14_][bookmark: _Entry_14__Heartbroken]Entry 14: Heartbroken
 
    
 
   The next day, Russell comes to me as I am doing the dishes in the castle kitchen. He has a serious look on his face and asks me if we can talk somewhere private. All the other girls in the kitchen look at us with big eyes. They are used to seeing us greet each other with a kiss every morning, but this time, something is wrong and they know it.
 
   “Sure,” I say.
 
   I put the dishes down and follow him into another room. He closes the door, sighs and then grabs my hands.
 
   “This is not a breakup,” he says.
 
   Oh my goodness. He is serious. What is he saying? Why would we breakup when things are going so well between us? This is terrible! How can he do this to me after all we’ve been through? Don’t leave me. I love you! Okay, okay, better let him finish. I am getting ahead of myself.
 
   “But under the current circumstances,” he continues, “it would be better if we don’t see each other for a little while until things improve.”
 
   I am about to cry. Why doesn’t he want me anymore?
 
   “Bethany, I love you and this has nothing to do with you. It’s my mother. She has to warm up to you, and the best way to do it, is by limiting our contact.”
 
   I am devastated. I can’t believe he is doing this to me. What is he doing now? Is he trying to kiss me? Forget that! After rejecting me like this? I turn away and walk out the door. I am offended, which is probably not the best thing, but I just have a hard time controlling my emotions.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Day_15_][bookmark: _Day_15__Alone]Day 15: Alone
 
    
 
   I feel lonely. It’s evening, and I am just sitting in my bed, being bored, feeling sorry for myself. I hate the way our relationship developed, or undeveloped really. It’s dark and windy, and the heat in my home hasn’t been sufficient for my needs. I am cold and am sitting under a blanket with the chills, hoping for a miracle. It’s awful.
 
   That miracle, however, comes in the form of Cindy.
 
   I hear a knock on the door. I go and open up.
 
   “Hey there,” she says with a big smile on her face. “What’s going on? I haven’t even seen you today. It’s like you’re avoiding me.”
 
   “I know someone else who has been avoiding me,” I say.
 
   “Do you want to talk about it?” she asks.
 
   “Sure.”
 
   She comes inside and looks around. Then she shivers and makes a remark about the room temperature. I tell her that I just didn’t feel like getting wood for the fire place.
 
   “Oh, I’ll get some,” she says as she walks out the door around the backyard, and comes back with some wood. She lights the fire, and before we know it, we are sitting in a cozier, warm living room. Tiny, but nice.
 
   “There we go,” she says contently. “Now, tell me what is on your mind.”
 
   “It’s Russell. He doesn’t want to talk to me anymore.”
 
   “Why not?” Cindy asks.
 
   “His mother doesn’t accept me.”
 
   “Oh, I know how that is,” she says. “I’ve been married for four years now, and my mother-in-law is still hard to cope with. She is constantly nagging about how I never clean up, or that I am late sometimes. She doesn’t like my cooking, and tells me I would look better if I would wear my hair in a different way. So listen, I know all about that stuff.”
 
   “Thanks for empathizing with me, but what am I going to do?” I say.
 
   “Just give her some time. She just needs to accept the idea her little boy is growing up and moving on. She is like a lot of those moms who can’t let go when their children get married.”
 
   “Married?” I say a little embarrassed but still smiling shyly. “We never talked about getting married.”
 
   “Well, would you marry him if he asked you?” she asks.
 
   I think for a few seconds. I mean, I am head-over-heels about him, and I have thought about it of course, but I never considered it for serious.
 
   “Come on, I know you want it. Would you say yes?” she asks again.
 
   “I think so,” I say with a smile, looking at Cindy.
 
   “Aaaaah! I knew it! You’re awesome! Trust me, girl. You’re going to be great. Just give him some space, let him get over the fact that his mother can’t control him any longer, and then he’ll come crawling back to you.”
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Day_16_][bookmark: _Entry_16__Kiss]Entry 16: Kiss and Make Up
 
    
 
   Cindy was right. The next day, Russell comes to me and apologizes. He tells me he was confused and that he wants me back. I am happy but I make sure I don’t get overexcited. I stay calm. I play it cool.
 
   “So now what?” I ask.
 
   “If it’s all right with you, I would like to start…”
 
   But Elizabeth interrupts me. She storms into the room and opens up her rue, obnoxious mouth.
 
   “What are you two doing in here?” she asks.
 
   “Uhm, we were just discussing tonight’s dinner for Lord Elruch,” Russell says as he walks away, but before he walks away, he whispers, “Meet me in the castle garden.”
 
   Elizabeth continues to order me around and tells me I did an awful job mopping the floor. I endure it silently and obey her commands, hoping to see my love after I am done. It takes some time to mop the whole floor again. But when I am done, the evil dictator is too.
 
   I sneak out and leave the castle, approaching the gardens.
 
   There he is, waiting for me.
 
   “I am so sorry,” he says. “I know I should have stood up to my mom. She is more okay with you now than in the beginning, but even if she isn’t, I want to be with you again. Can you forgive me?”
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   “I already did,” I say as I give him a kiss.
 
   Our kiss turns into another kiss, and another, and another. The romantic scenery and singing birds help set the stage for our little make-out session.
 
   Then he says, “Meet me at my place tonight. I have another surprise for you.”
 
   “Yes,” I say while giving him another kiss.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Day_17_][bookmark: _Entry_17__The]Entry 17: The Lights
 
    
 
   This night is one of the best nights of my life, besides the romantic candlelight dinner he organized. I arrive at his place and notice the many tiny candles he put in front of it. It’s like a path leading to his home, with tiny tea lights on each side. It looks amazing. I am amazed. I don’t have any other words for it.
 
   “Wow,” I say when I meet him, standing in front of his home. “It’s so beautiful; I am speechless.”
 
   He shows me the inside of his house. There are candles everywhere.
 
   “Russell,” I say, but he doesn’t allow me to finish my sentence and kisses me on the lips.
 
   “This is to make up for my distant behavior,” he says.
 
   He goes to the kitchen and gets a cup of hot chocolate. He puts it on the table in front of me and gets a blanket for my feet. This evening is fantastic. I am swept off my feet again by this hopeless romantic hunk of a man.
 
   After some talking and the hot drink, we watch the sun set behind the mountains. After the sun is set, we talk for another two hours, gazing at the sky breathlessly and counting the myriad of stars that shape a milky way above our heads.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Day_18_][bookmark: _Entry_18__Waiting]Entry 18: Waiting
 
    
 
   Something is bothering me. I don’t know how to explain it, because somehow I think I am too demanding. On the other hand, it is a serious issue, at least to me. Maybe I was too eager, but I really expected Russell to ask for my hand in marriage last night. He prepared all those wonderful lights, but he didn’t take any initiative. 
 
   Was he still doubting?
 
   Did he think it was too soon?
 
   Does he even want to marry me?
 
   And today, he isn’t even here. The other servant girls in the castle say he left the region and went on a long journey. But where to? And why didn’t he tell me before he left? He didn’t even say goodbye.
 
   I am frustrated. I feel abandoned again. Is it someone else? How could he choose some other dumb girl over me? And on the other side of the country? I don’t understand it at all. It must be something I overlooked. Maybe I was too clingy, or maybe I wasn’t forward enough about how I felt about him. And now he is fleeing the country like a scared rabbit, trying to escape from my attachment problems.
 
   Oh, me and my assumptions. I wish I could get over myself and just let it go. I have no clue what got into him, but I cannot linger on all these false conclusions. I have to wait.
 
   I have to wait for a long time.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Day_19_][bookmark: _Entry_19__The]Entry 19: The Question
 
    
 
   Five days and he still hasn’t returned. I can hardly believe the sudden turn of events and the neglect of informing me about his departure. What am I supposed to do? Just sit here and wait until he is back with some new announcement?
 
   I am doing laundry. The sheets from Lord Elruch look filthier than ever. I scrub and scrub, attempting to get some of that aggressive energy out of my system. Oh, that vague, elusive, ignorant, apathetic…
 
   “Bethany,” I suddenly hear.
 
   I stop scrubbing and turn around. There he is, the wanted man himself, the traitor, the… well… you get how I feel about him.
 
   “What do you want?” I ask, putting my one hand on my hip.
 
   “I have a question for you.”
 
   “Oh yeah? And what is that?” I say skeptically.
 
   “Before I ask you, I want you to know that I left the region to seek out your father. I wanted to ask him for permission before I asked you this important question.”
 
   I am startled. Perhaps I was wrong about him. Perhaps he does care and he just needed to see my father to talk about me.
 
   “Can we go outside?”
 
   The other girls in the laundry area all stare at us, but I am a little fed up with all his secrets. I demand clarity.
 
   “No,” I say, looking at him with a stern face. “Whatever you have to say, I would rather have you say it right here.”
 
   “Okay,” he says. “But don’t let any of their opinions influence your decision. I am asking you and you only.”
 
   Oh my… he is getting down on one knee. Is this what I think it is? Is this the best spot? Am I ready for it? Oh, why don’t my thoughts leave me alone?
 
   He takes my hand with both his hands, as he kneels, and looks me straight in the eyes. He opens his mouth. He is about to do it. I think I am going to faint. This is the moment… THE moment, the one I’ve been waiting for. I am getting a little sweaty. I almost don’t have the guts to look back, but then I look at those gorgeous eyes down in front of me and melt away.
 
   “Bethany, will you marry me?” he says in all sincerity.
 
   “Yes!” I shout, throwing my arms around his shoulders. He is trying to get up to balance our weight, but then falls backwards with me on top of him… in the laundry tub where we were washing the castle lord’s underwear.
 
   SPLASH!
 
   The others are laughing out loud while clapping at this awkward, cute, romantic scene. But no matter how wet I get, I don’t let go. I cling onto him for life and kiss him. He grabs the back of my head and kisses me back. It’s a moment I will never forget.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Day_20_][bookmark: _Entry_20__Happily]Entry 20: Happily Ever After
 
    
 
   The wedding has been planned. A month later, we are dressed in beautiful attire, surrounded by friends, family, and standing amidst the beautiful flower garden flora where we connected in the first place.
 
   Lord Elruch has allowed us use his backyard for the wedding, and as we say our vows, I wonder if anything will ever take our love away.
 
   I look to the corner. I see my new mother-in-law. Even she is smiling and nodding as to approve of our commitment to each other. It’s the happiest day of my life… oh, excuse me… our lives.
 
    
 
   THE END
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Day_200_] 
 
    
 
   
 
   [image: C:\Users\Vincent\Documents\Amazon ebooks\Facebook thumbs.jpg]
 
   
Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
   I take reviews seriously and always look at them. This way, you are helping me provide you better content that you will LOVE in the future. A review doesn’t have to be long, just one or two sentences and a number of stars you find appropriate (hopefully 5 of course). 
 
   Also, if I think your review is useful, I will mark it as “helpful.” This will help you become more known on Amazon as a decent reviewer, and will ensure that more authors will contact you with free e-books in the future. This is how we can help each other.

 
 
   DISCLAIMER: This information is provided “as is.” The author, publishers and/or marketers of this information disclaim any loss or liability, either directly or indirectly as a consequence of applying the information presented herein, or in regard to the use and application of said information. No guarantee is given, either expressed or implied, in regard to the merchantability, accuracy, or acceptability of the information. The pages within this e-book have been copyrighted.
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   [bookmark: _Introduction_30]Introduction
 
    
 
   It’s the opposite world. In this Minecraft diary about a wolf named Lupus, you’ll find that sheep are not as innocent as they appear to be, and wolves aren’t as vicious and mean as you may think. They are merely struggling to survive.
 
   A sneaky sheep spies on the pack, waiting to tear them apart. When it gets spotted, the wimpy Lupus is expected to prove himself by going after it.
 
   Enjoy the fun story of the wolf [his own account], who figured out how to be smarter, stronger, and sneakier by solving his pack’s problem.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_1__The_3]
Entry 1: The Pack
 
    
 
   “Lupus is the name, sir” I answered the big, grey wolf in front of me. His name was Nightmare, and I soon understood why. His tail was up, as a real leader. And mine was down, submissive to my superior.
 
   “And what is your purpose here, Lupus?” he demanded.
 
   “To protect the pack.”
 
   “Protect the what?”
 
   “The pack, sir!” I yelled.
 
   “Oh, I thought I heard you wrong, because for some reason, I don’t think you understood me right when I told you that that is exactly who you’re supposed to protect. Could you explain what happened here?”
 
   “I can’t, sir. I am sorry.”
 
   “Excuse me? You what? You can’t? Surely there must be an excellent clarification for the destruction that took place here. Would you please enlighten us with what you know?”
 
   “It’s just… I was standing guard in front of the family dens. Everything was quiet. The snow was icy and I could see my own breath. You know how it is.”
 
   “You don’t have to tell me about the weather, Lupus. Just explain why all these dens are so messed up.”
 
   “I didn’t do it. There was nobody here. Yes, okay, I saw something move in the snow. It was white and I was about to check it out when I got called by another wolf to watch their den for a while. When I came back, the moving object in the snow was gone and the dens were messed up.”
 
   “That sounds a little sketchy. Who or what do you think caused this?”
 
   “I have no idea, sir.”
 
   Nightmare came a little closer and rolled his eyes. Then he got into my face and started yelling.
 
   “THEN YOU BETTER FIND OUT!!! I will not tolerate this!”
 
   I was about to ask how I was supposed to discover what happened, but from the look on his face I concluded it was better to shut up. I would figure out a way.
 
   “Uhm… yes, sir,” I said in a quiet voice.
 
   This was an investigation. This was war. The game was on. I was going to do everything in my power to find out who or what was terrorizing the pack. I walked away from the angry wolf leader and went to my own den. I sat there for some time, pondering the sequence of events.
 
   A white object in the snow. What could that be? I couldn’t put my finger on it. I guess it could be anything, if it was covered in snow. But it looked like a different white, an off-white. And why did it mess up the wolf dens?
 
   I wasn’t sure what to do, so I left my own den and walked around, trying to find anything.
 
   There! Paw prints.
 
   Wow, those are weird. They don’t look like wolf paw prints at all. It was like they were caused by an animal with hoofs or something. Strange. I hadn’t seen any of those around.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_2__Winter]Entry 2: Winter Storms
 
    
 
   I still hadn’t found anything, and Nightmare was demanding a report each day. It was tough to tell him every time that I still didn’t know what caused the dens to collapse. It was all just a big mystery.
 
   I kept searching and came across another moving white object. I followed it, but it disappeared. And then it started snowing. A thick layer of snow covered the ground, the trees, and everything in the environment. It snowed really heavily, and I couldn’t see much.
 
   I ducked, I was going to sit there and wait until the snow would gone.
 
   But it didn’t happen soon.
 
   It snowed for hours and hours, or maybe not. I lost track of time. But either way, I knew it was a long time. It was white everywhere, and time was not the only thing I was lost track of. I couldn’t see the moving object anywhere either.
 
   Again, I had to go back and report to Nightmare, which was not my favorite thing to do. I came to the edge of giant cliff, where some of the wolf dens had been dug. It was one of those spots from where you could see most of the valley and surrounding areas.
 
   “I suppose you have nothing for me,” Nightmare asked when I arrived.
 
   “I am sorry, sir. I followed a moving white object.”
 
   He raised his eyebrows. “Why would you do that? The snow is white. How are you ever going to find a white object in white snow?” he asked.
 
   “Well, it just moved,” I said.
 
   “Okay, never mind. Just look over here. Look at the mess this white object of yours created, or anything else that might have done it.”
 
   He pointed to the dens near the grove of trees. It was a big mess. The tunnels had collapsed. The snow was piled up in front of them, and even tree trunks were blocking some of the exits. What was going on here?
 
   I walked around and observed the scene. Some mother wolves are looking worried; cubs were crying, and males were questioning families what had happened. Then I saw it.
 
   “There,” I said. “See that? Those are paw prints. They look like them came from hoofs. It must have been some kind of herbivore that tried to confuse us or cause panic.”
 
   “Are you serious, Lupus? That doesn’t add up. Get your act together and start making some sense.”
 
   “Yes, sir.”
 
   I didn’t feel like insisting on what I discovered, so I just let him wander off and continued my research. The prints really looked like hoofs. A horse? A cow? A goat perhaps? I looked around and tried to focus on any movement, but it was extremely difficult, because it was snowing a little again and it soon became something close to a blizzard again.
 
   Aha!
 
   I saw it.
 
   Sheep. Tons of sheep. They were standing in a group on the other side of the ravine. There must be about a hundred of them. What were they doing? It’s like they are in a meeting or something. I couldn’t see very well because of the blizzard but I knew what I saw.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_3__Lost]Entry 3: Lost
 
    
 
   Instead of reporting to that annoying Nightmare who thought he was the best wolf on the planet, I decided to track those sheep down myself. So my venture was bound to end up on the other side of the ravine.
 
   I needed to find a way around it, and I stopped every half hour or so to see where I was at, and how far it still was to the other side. It took me a while to reach a point where I thought I was on my way there.
 
   But then the snow got even worse. The blizzard covered my sight completely. I didn’t see where I was going anymore. I was completely lost and had no clue how to continue from here.
 
   I dug a hole in the ground again and hid underneath it to keep myself warm and protect me from the falling snow. It was already getting dark when it stopped. The layer was thick. It required more effort to walk through it. It was hard, but I had a goal. I wanted to find those sheep and let the pack know where they were, so we could attack and fill our stomachs. I know most of us were getting pretty hungry, and we needed to find food quickly. The sheep were going to help us last through the next few days, or even longer, so we wouldn’t starve to death.
 
   There it was! I found it! It was the bridge between one end of the mountain and the other. If I would cross this bridge, I would definitely be near the sheep. It was dark, it was scary, but I wanted to reach my destination, and the full moon made the bridge clearly visible, so I crossed it and arrived at the place where the sheep used to be.
 
   Hey, where did they go?
 
   I looked around him anxiously. I heard an eerie sound. Where it was coming from, I did not know. But after some time, I noticed that it was coming from all different directions. 
 
   I got a little nervous. What was that?
 
   Suddenly, it attacked me.
 
   “Awoooo!” I howled.
 
   The thing that attacked me was not alone, because here was another, and another, and another… they were endermites!
 
   The tiny creatures were jumping on my back, my chest, my face… there were at least a dozen that nibbled away at my skin. I was trying to shake them off. I scratched one with my claws, bit another one with my sharp teeth, and threw one in the air with my tail. But they kept coming. I had to think of something or they would overwhelm me and leave me dead in the cold snow.
 
   I let my gaze wander for a few seconds, enduring the painful biting of the little endermites. Then I saw it. There was a small pool of water. Several pieces of ice were floating in it, but it wasn’t covered by ice, so I decided to jump in it. I ran towards it and jumped.
 
   Splash!
 
   It was freezing. I hated it. But the endermites were letting go. They couldn’t stand the cold water and slowly drowned or froze to death.
 
   That was close.
 
   I looked around and saw the endermites go away to a different location, ready to attack more victims. I slowly climbed out of the pool and shook off all the water. My fur went “poof” and I looked as if I had just been electrocuted. I thought it was funny.
 
   Then I made sure I went all the way around the spot where I had seen the endermites and began looking for the sheep again.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_4__Shepherd]Entry 4: Shepherd
 
    
 
   I walked and walked. I assumed the sheep would be around somewhere, since I was on the other side of the ravine. I thought about the pack and how much respect I would earn if I would get there and tell them where the sheep were. I was already picturing myself being carried on their backs and being fought over by the females. Others would make me their leader and kick Nightmare out. It would be so cool!
 
   A little later, I found the sheep. My mouth fell open. There were hundreds of them. I was right. They were the ones who messed up the dens.
 
   I walked close to them and listened, hidden in the snow.
 
   “Did you see the looks on their faces when their dens were broken?” one of the sheep said.
 
   “It was priceless,” another said.
 
   “They can’t see us because we are white,” one of the sheep said. “We can easily get away with this without getting caught.”
 
   “Oh yeah?” I thought. “Let’s see about that. I am going to tell the others where you are, and then it will be a feast.”
 
   But then something happened I didn’t expect. I saw a few humans.
 
   “What are they doing here?” I thought.
 
   They were walking through the snow towards the sheep. There were four of them and they had a couple of dogs. Before I realized what was going on, the men were shouting and guiding the dogs to run around the sheep. The sheep were startled, but they were scared nonetheless. All of them panicked, walking in the same direction. 
 
   I figured the men must be shepherds. I stayed hidden and watched as the shepherds led the sheep away. They were leaving the area, away from me, farther and farther away… but I kept following them from a distance. Luckily the dogs didn’t notice me with their keen sense of smell.
 
   Hiding behind a tree, I saw the men putting the sheep within a fence. The dogs were barking as loudly as they could, and all the sheep went in. Then the shepherds closed the gates. The sheep were inside the fence.
 
   “This is terrific!” I thought. “They can’t go anywhere now. All we have to do, is come here and slaughter them. They’re trapped like sardines in a can. I am going to tell the others.”
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_5__Back]Entry 5: Back at the Pack
 
    
 
   I started on the journey back. The snow was slowly disappearing a little here and there, so that it made it easier for me to find my way towards the pack of wolves I came from.
 
   “Guys! Guys!” I shouted. “I have good news!”
 
   Nightmare leaped in front of me.
 
   “Good day, Lupus. You’ve been gone for a long time. Please tell me that you found out who messed up our dens.”
 
   “Even better than that,” I said proudly. “I found out who did it, where they are, and how to get our revenge.”
 
   “Speak before I lose my patience.”
 
   “Well,” I began. “I was wandering around in an attempt to find out who had insulted me like that, when I was suddenly attacked by endermites.”
 
   “Endermites did this?” Nightmare asked.
 
   “No, let me finish.”
 
   “Excuse me, but could you just skip all the nonsense?” another wolf asked.
 
   “Certainly,” I said. “As I was saying, I was attacked by endermites, but I knew I had seen sheep there. They must have moved to escape from the endermites. Anyway, when I looked a little further, I found hundreds of sheep. They were talking about how many dens they had destroyed and the fact that we can’t see them in the snow. But before I could do anything, some shepherds came and guided them into a fence.”
 
   “Sheep?” Nightmare asked. “Interesting. And you said they are surrounded by a fence now?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Even more interesting,” Nightmare says, looking at the others. The others chuckled. They all knew what they were thinking: Sheep meant food.
 
   “Lead us there and I won’t bother you again,” Nightmare said.
 
   “No problem,” I said obediently. “Follow me and we’ll have enough to eat.”
 
   Ten wolves followed me anxiously and excitedly to see the yummy meal they were about to devour. We walked all the way around the canyon and arrived at a hill overlooking the place where the sheep were locked inside the fences.
 
   “There,” I said. “See for yourself.”
 
   We went down the hill. The wolves from my pack were vicious. They were so hungry that they didn’t wait another minute and stormed at the sheep.
 
   “Aaawooooh!” they howled.
 
   “Grow!” others growled.
 
   Ready to eat after such a long period of semi-starvation, they drooled and ran and snarled at the sheep. But the sheep weren’t afraid of them. With only ten wolves against a few hundred sheep, my friends were definitely outnumbered; and with that, they didn’t exactly have the advantage.
 
   The sheep stood as one, gathered together and prepared to face the wolves. When the wolves attacked, some sheep kicked the wolves in the face. Other ones walked right through them, figuratively of course, and every sheep was putting up a decent fight. The battle looked chaotic from where I was standing. Wolves were biting and scratching, sheep were falling, and other sheep were head-butting wolves. The end of it was that the wolves lost, or so I concluded.
 
   The ten wolves whined and ran away up the hill.
 
   “Didn’t go so well, did it?” I asked.
 
   “Shut up, Lupus,” Nightmare said. “It’s just that we need to catch them by surprise. These sheep aren’t like others. They have stuck together to survive the harsh forces of nature and have developed some kind of defense mechanism against predators. We’ll try again at night, with the full moon in its place.”
 
   “Sounds like an idea,” I said while laughing a little.
 
   We waited.
 
   That night, the ten wolves were ready to attack the sheep again. And this time, the sheep seemed completely unaware of our whereabouts. They were about to get eaten. The wolves snuck towards the fence, unnoticed by their herbivore enemies. Some wolves snuck underneath the fence. One of them jumped over. I stood at the top of the hill, watching them apply their second tactic.
 
   A wolf pounced on a sheep and bit it.
 
   “Beeeeh!” the sheep bellowed.
 
   The other sheep panicked, and the wolves took advantage of the chaotic moment. All ten of them were now attacking, and it seemed as if the sheep were going to lose this time. But then, another obstacle came our way.
 
   Bam! Bam!
 
   They were gunshots. The shepherds had come outside and were firing in the air.
 
   “Hurry!” I yelled from the top of the hill. “Get out of there! You cannot fight guns!”
 
   They didn’t hear me, even though they had clearly heard the gunshots. But the wolves were ignoring them. They didn’t realize the danger of a gun. I kept yelling, but to no avail, so I decided to descend to the fence and yell from there.
 
   “This way!” I yelled again. “You have no idea what you’re up against! Flee before you die here!”
 
   Fortunately, the wolves came my way before they were shot. Well, nine of them came my way. Nightmare was too stubborn. He wasn’t going to let these humans push him around. We warned him. We all stood at the fence for a few minutes, but he didn’t listen. He told us that we were cowards.
 
   “You don’t deserve to be wolves!” he shouted. “Let me show you how it’s done!”
 
   His fate was sealed. His pride was punished. There was nothing we could do about it. He had chosen the way of the fool.
 
   Bam! Bam! Bam!
 
   We heard gunshots again. The darkness revealed its emptiness when we witnessed the death of a fellow wolf. His last breath echoed through the air and he fell down in the snow. The shepherds talked to each other. They were looking for us. I encouraged the other wolves to follow me and never come back. Luckily, they listened to me and nobody else got hurt.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_6__Plan]Entry 6: Plan B
 
    
 
   They came with me to the other side of the hill. The shepherds didn’t pursue us. It was a sad, dark night when Nightmare was shot. I didn’t like him anyway, but seeing him die like that was not what I expected, nor was it what I wished would have happened. If only he would have listened to us. But now it was too late.
 
   “You should be our new leader,” one of the wolves said.
 
   “Okay,” I said. “I don’t mind that. But first, we need to find our pack. The females and cubs are probably worried sick after such a long day. Let’s see, was it this way?”
 
   I thought I was a little lost, because after some time walking, we came to a village, one that I hadn’t seen before. But this was precisely what we needed, because what we noticed after passing by the dark homes, there was a butchery.
 
   “What’s that?” one of the wolves asked me.
 
   “It’s a butchery!” I said a little too loudly in excitement.
 
   “What is a butchery?”
 
   “This is awesome,” I said, ignoring the question. “Come on.”
 
   We walked around the back and found a way to open the door to the storage room. Big pieces of meat from cows, sheep, and chickens were hanging on the ceiling, lying around on the counter, and packaged in containers.
 
   It was wolf heaven.
 
   “Whoa,” the wolves said as they entered the tiny building.
 
   “That is the most meat in one place I have ever seen,” another said.
 
   “Isn’t it great?” I asked. “And it’s all up for grabs. The only thing we have to be careful about, is to make sure we don’t alarm any of the civilians.”
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_7__The_2]Entry 7: The End of Hunger
 
    
 
   “This is so much better than trying to kill a sheep or some other animal,” the wolf next to me said. “These are pieces of meat. The animals are already dead. It’s almost as if they are handing them to us on a platter.”
 
   “Sssshhh…” I said, rebuking him. “That’s not how it is at all. We have to be silent as the grave. If any of these villagers discovers us, they will do the same as what they did to Nightmare. I wouldn’t be surprised if all of these villagers have at least one gun in their homes. Don’t make a noise, okay?”
 
   “Understood.”
 
   “Good. Now, let’s split up and each take a big piece of meat, so we can take as much home as we can carry.”
 
   No sooner said than done, we all stood outside with a huge piece of meat. It didn’t take long before we found our way back to the pack. The she-wolves were impressed. They all came to me and told me how much they admired my courage and intelligence. 
 
   I had saved them from hunger. The starvation period was over. We had brought enough meat to the pack to survive for days, perhaps even weeks. And although the villagers often tried to find out who stole the butcher’s meat, we were always sufficiently sneaky to make sure we didn’t get caught.
 
   Every few weeks, we went to the same place and got the best beef, pork, and chicken meat. It was delicious every time we came back to our hideout. The sheep were kept within the fences, and they never bothered us again.
 
   After some time, I was elected as the pack’s new leader. The males carried me on their shoulders for a few minutes when it happened.
 
   My dream had come true.
 
    
 
   THE END
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Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
    
 
   I take reviews seriously and always look at them. This way, you are helping me provide you better content that you will LOVE in the future. A review doesn’t have to be long, just one or two sentences and a number of stars you find appropriate (hopefully 5 of course). 
 
   Also, if I think your review is useful, I will mark it as “helpful.” This will help you become more known on Amazon as a decent reviewer, and will ensure that more authors will contact you with free e-books in the future. This is how we can help each other.
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[bookmark: _Introduction_31]Introduction
 
    
 
   This horse is tired of standing on the grass or in the barn all day. She wants to explore the world. Meet Indy, a horse with adventures thoughts and curious desires. She goes on a journey with some of her friends, which leads them across the country, using several means of transportation and Indy’s funny, messed up sense of direction to end up in fascinating and sudden situations.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_1__Boring]Chapter 1: Boring Barn
 
    
 
   “The barn, the barn, always the boring barn. I hate the barn. It’s the same thing every day.”
 
   These are the thoughts of Indy the horse. She thinks about it every day. She isn’t satisfied with life. Sure, the farmer brings her enough food and cleans up after her, but she doesn’t feel destined to just stand in the barn every night and die in the same place she grew up. There has to be more, at least that’s what she is assuming.
 
   “There we go again,” she thinks as she watches the farmer come in and whistle a quiet song. He is holding a rake and walks towards the stall to clean up Indy’s droppings, which is a daily task. The farmer doesn’t mind though. He is used to it, and he knows he is making a living with his farm animals. Nobody minds. It’s a routine.
 
   But Indy is tired of it. She doesn’t want the same thing over and over again. The same thing happens every day: Standing in the field, eating grass, watching some other farmers walk by, being led back into the barn, eating some hay, and so on. Sure, it’s staying alive, but living? Indy wants to see what is beyond the field and the farm.
 
   “What’s going on?” the donkey in the other stall asks.
 
   “I don’t know,” Indy says. “I just feel bored. I feel like doing something worthwhile. Do you know what I mean?”
 
   “Not really,” the donkey responds. “What is more important than eating and sleeping? There are a lot of animals who don’t have those privileges. They have to fight for their lives while we live in luxury.”
 
   “I know, I know,” Indy says. “And I am grateful for that. But I am just wondering what it would be like to be out there.”
 
   “Oh, well… probably not so great. I wouldn’t know.”
 
   That afternoon, Indy talked to some other animals: Two chickens, a pig, a cat, and a horse.
 
   “Oink. Oink,” the pig, whose name is Porky, says. “What are you suggesting, Indy? That we just take off and leave the farm behind?”
 
   “That’s exactly what I am saying,” Indy says. “Let’s just take a vacation. We don’t have to stay somewhere else. It’s not permanent. We’ll be back before the farmer starts missing us… before he blinks his eyes! It won’t be a problem at all!”
 
   “Whoa, wait a minute,” Bruno the dog says. “What are we going to eat? And how are we going to find our way back to the farm?”
 
   “Oh, those things will just take care of themselves,” Indy says laconically.
 
   “And what about predators?” Chick and Chack the chickens ask. “Aren’t there dangerous animals out there that will try to eat us?”
 
   “Maybe, but if we stick together, we’ll be able to resist those easily. Trust me.”
 
   “I think it will be fun,” Oliver the cat says. “I can already see myself chasing the mice in the forest, or catching a bird in a tree with my sharp nails. Meow!”
 
   The other animals look at him in silence.
 
   “You’re sadistic,” Porky says.
 
   “Oh come, on,” Oliver says. “I just enjoy my nature. I eat meat. Bruno, you know what I am talking about.”
 
   “Yes, but I do not play with my food,” Bruno says.
 
   “Okay, okay,” Indy says. “We are getting a little off topic here. My big question is: Which of you wants to you join me?”
 
   They all nodded.
 
   “I’m in,” Oliver says.
 
   “So am I,” the pig agrees. “We are all here to help you find what you are looking for, Indy. Besides, it will be a great adventure.”
 
   “When do we leave?” Bruno wants to know.
 
   “Immediately!” Indy says enthusiastically. “Let’s go!”
 
   “Hold on a minute,” Bruno says. “Hold your horses, buddy.”
 
   The others chuckle.
 
   “What did I say?” Bruno asks.
 
   “Well,” Porky says, “you said, ‘hold your horses,’ and seeing that he is a h… oh never mind.”
 
   “But why not? We can just leave now. Nobody cares. The farmer won’t notice, because we’ll be back in a heartbeat.”
 
   “I am not so sure,” the cat protests. “I want my warm place in the barn for one more night, and my bowl of milk in the morning. How about we leave after breakfast?”
 
   “Sounds like a plan,” Bruno agrees. “That way we’ll have more time to mentally prepare for the long trip we are about to make.”
 
   With that being said, they each go their separate ways and go through the routine of the day. They know, however, that things will change the next day. And they have no idea what is out there waiting for them, but according to Indy, that’s exactly the fun of it.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_2__Explore]Chapter 2: Explore
 
    
 
   The next day starts out quiet. Birds are singing, cows are mooing, and there is a soft spring breeze pointing the direction the farm animals intend to go. The farmer enters the barn like he does every morning and feeds the horses. Indy pretends nothing is wrong. Better not to make him suspicious.
 
   The farmer leaves.
 
   The coast is clear.
 
   “Now,” Indy thinks.
 
   She jumps over the wooden bars that kept her in her stall. The farmer had never thought she would be able to escape so easily. A minute or two later, Indy is standing outside, waiting for the chickens, the cat, the dog, and the pig.
 
   “Where are they? They should have been here already,” Indy says to herself.
 
   She waits and waits.
 
   They’re still not here.
 
   “I better go check it out,” she says. “Something is wrong.”
 
   But nothing is. She goes around the corner of the barn and sees the five animals lined up and ready to go.
 
   “Sorry, Indy,” Bruno says. “We just wanted to make sure nobody would see us. That’s why we were waiting behind the barn.”
 
   “Okay, are you ready then?” Indy asks.
 
   They all nod, and Oliver adds that breakfast was yummy, so it was worth waiting for.
 
   “Let’s go then,” Indy says.
 
   Their first obstacle is the fence. Indy jumps over it. The pig, the dog, the cat, and the chickens crawl underneath it. That was easy.
 
   Next, they find themselves on a big field adjacent to the one they are used to being on.
 
   “Well, this is boring,” Bruno says. “Another field.”
 
   “There must be more on the other side,” Indy insists. “Let’s just cross it and see where it takes us.”
 
   They cross the field and see another fence. Behind the fence is another field, and another, and another.
 
   “We should have stayed at the farm,” Porky the pig complains.
 
   “No, no. We just have to get out of the area,” Indy says.
 
   “Hey, what’s that over there?” Bruno asks.
 
   Indy jumps over the fence and runs towards the black dot in the distance. From far away, they couldn’t see what it is, but that Indy is closer, it becomes obvious. It’s a deer, a young deer stuck in the mud.
 
   “What are you doing here?” Indy asks.
 
   The baby deer looks at her with big eyes and then shifts her gaze to the other animals who have arrived a little later than Indy.
 
   “It’s okay,” Indy says. “You can speak up. We won’t hurt you. What is your name?”
 
   “My name is Bambam. I lost my family,” the deer says.
 
   “Where does your family live, Bambam?” the dog asks.
 
   “In the hills with the purple flowers.”
 
   All the animals look at each other.
 
   “I’ve heard of that,” Bruno says. “He is talking about the meadows. Some animals on the farm say they have been there. I don’t know where it is, but we can search for it. Would you like that, Bambam? Shall we try to help you find your family?”
 
   “If you would, that would be really nice. I haven’t seen them for days.”
 
   “Let’s go in that direction,” Indy suggests. “I have a feeling we’ll find something over there.”
 
   And so they all go, seven animals: A horse, a dog, a cat, a pig, two chickens, and a baby deer.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_3__Train]Chapter 3: Train Ride
 
    
 
   The group crosses one field after another until they hit a train tracks. They stare at it for a while and look at each other.
 
   “What are they?” the chickens ask.
 
   “Oh, I know what these are,” Bruno says. “They’re train tracks.”
 
   They all look at him.
 
   “How come you know so much and we don’t?” Porky asks.
 
   “I’ve been uhm… around…” Bruno says.
 
   “You’ve escaped before, haven’t you?” Indy asks.
 
   “Yeah, sort of. I guess.”
 
   “Do you know where we’re supposed to go then? I mean, I have no idea where the hills with the purple flowers are. None of us do.”
 
   “I think that we’ll find them if we take the train,” Bruno says.
 
   “Are you crazy?!” one of the chickens says. “How are we going to get on the train? I can’t even jump that high.”
 
   “We’ll have to look for a train station or wait for it to stop,” the dog answers.
 
   The animals aren’t sure how to do it, but right when they are about to discuss the solutions, they see a train coming. It is still in the distance, but it seems to slow down. As the train comes to a halt in front of them, the group watches in amazement. All of them have their mouths and eyes wide open. They can hardly believe what just happened. The train stopped exactly in front of them. What a coincidence!
 
   “Oh, well… there you go,” Indy says. “Looks like fate is smiling at us. Let’s go inside.”
 
   Oliver jumps on the door and opens it up. Indy throws the chickens inside, lifts up the pig, and helps the Bambam to climb inside the wagon. It is so easy that they wonder if they might have done something wrong.
 
   The train takes off again. Why it stopped, is not clear.
 
   The seven animals look around them. They are in wagon with straw and hay in the corner. It looks nice and soft, and Porky and Oliver jump into it immediately, attempting to claim their own space.
 
   “Who are you?” they suddenly hear. 
 
   It sounds like a low, heavy voice from a humongous animal. They all turn around, a little scared to find out who or what might talking to them. Then, out of the dark shadows, a giant bear steps forward.
 
   “Aaaaah!” the animals scream.
 
   “Wait!” the bear says. “You don’t have to be afraid. I have enough to eat. I wouldn’t eat you. Besides, I haven’t really fought or hunted in years. I am a circus bear. See?”
 
   The bear stands on its hands and shows the farm animals what he is capable of.
 
   “Wow, that’s impressive,” Indy says. “Where did you learn to do that?”
 
   “Well, like I said, I am a circus bear. We go all over the country to perform and do tricks. And then people clap and cheer at us. They love it.”
 
   “Sounds like a fun thing to do,” Indy admits.
 
   “Sometimes, but I would actually prefer my freedom,” the bear says. “I have been trying to escape many times, but it just didn’t work out.”
 
   “And where would you go if you were free?” the dog asks.
 
   “Oh, I have already figured that out. I’ve been to the purple meadows. That place is beautiful. I would feel at home there. That’s my plan, to go to those hills.”
 
   Indy and the others look at each other again.
 
   “Are you thinking what I am thinking?” Indy asks Bruno.
 
   “I don’t know what you’re thinking, but I am thinking we should have this bear guide us to those hills. That way, we can take Bambam to his mother.”
 
   “The name is Bart,” the bear says. “I am Bart the bear.”
 
   “Very well, Bart,” Indy says. “We’ll make you a deal. If we get you out of here, will you show us where the purple meadows are?”
 
   “Of course,” Bart says. “That’s where I am going anyway. But I have to warn you. It wouldn’t be easy getting me out of here. See this? This is the chain the people hooked up to the train. My foot is stuck in it, and I have no clue where the key is.”
 
   “That’s a problem,” Indy says. Then she turns to Bruno and asks, “Would you take Oliver and Porky with you and find out where to get those keys?”
 
   “Of course,” Bruno says. “We have a mission. Are you ready, guys?”
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_4__River]Chapter 4: River
 
    
 
   The train keeps going at a steady pace, occasionally hitting a little bump on the tracks or swaying to the left or right side. The six farm animals are inside one of the wagons, with Bambam the deer and Bart the bear. One of them needs his family back, the other simply wants his freedom back. The situation has become more complicated than it already was. 
 
   Bruno, Oliver, and Porky are discussing the best way to get a hold of the keys to release Bart the bear.
 
   ”I think most of the people are in the front of the train,” Bruno assumes. “If we can get out of this wagon, we could sneak towards them via the rooftops. When we see the conductor, we will each have something else to do.”
 
   Some further details are discussed, and the trio escapes the wagon via the ladder and the hatch in the roof. They walk over the wagons’ rooftops and hop from the one to the other. By repeating this a few times, they get to the front of the train. Bruno holds the hatch, and Oliver and Porky jump down. When they land on the floor, Bruno follows them and looks around. The conductor is looking in front of him, making sure the train ride goes smoothly and without problems. The shiny keys to the chains and wagons are hanging from his pocket.
 
   They are ready. Their plan is about to be put into practice. Bruno barks.
 
   “Bark! Bark!”
 
   The conductor looks at him.
 
   “Hey, what are you doing here?” he asks.
 
   Then it’s Porky’s turn. He dashes forward and hits the conductor’s legs, causing him to fall backwards and end up on the floor.
 
   “Get them, Oliver!” Bruno shouts.
 
   Oliver jumps on the conductor and meows as loud as he can, scratching his head and attacking his back. The conductor cries like a little kid. It has been a long time since he has last been assaulted by a cat. He covers his head and screams with fear. Oliver shifts his focus from the conductor to the keys in his pocket and snatches them away.
 
   “Got them,” he says.
 
   “Good,” Bruno says. “Now, let’s go.”
 
   As the conductor is recovering from the sudden scariness of the situation, the three animals quickly climb up the ladder and head back to the open hatch on the rooftop of the bear’s wagon. They slide down and present the keys.
 
   “Great job, guys!” Indy comments. “Let’s get Bart out of those chains.”
 
   “Wait,” Bruno says. “If we get him loose, he might eat us.”
 
   “Oh no,” Bruno denies. “I told you. I am not hungry, and I have been eating a lot of vegetables. Besides, I couldn’t hurt you after helping me. I just wouldn’t feel good about myself.”
 
   Indy gets a little closer and looks at him with squinted eyes. “You have to promise,” she says. “You have to promise that you will never touch any of us, not even the chickens.”
 
   “Can I chase them, just for fun?” the bear asks.
 
   “Well, maybe,” Indy says with a smile.
 
   “Hey,” the chickens protest. “We don’t want to be chased.”
 
   “Oh, be quiet,” Bruno says. “We are trying to negotiate. So how about it, Bart? Will you commit to leave us alone and guide us to the hills with the purple flowers?”
 
   “Yes, yes. I promise. Now, please get me out of here.”
 
   Indy and Bruno nod at each other and Indy unlocks the bear’s chains. The train stops, something they didn’t expect.
 
   “Wh-why did it stop?” Bambam asks.
 
   “Oh, how convenient,” Indy says. “It’s like they stopped to help us leave.”
 
   “Don’t be naïve,” Bart says. “They stopped because you stole the keys. It’s because they are trying to keep us in here, not to help us leave. Come on! We have to move! Quicky!”
 
   With his strong hands, he opens the wagon door; he encourages the others to leap out immediately. One by one, they climb out of the wagon and look around. When they are outside, they see a dozen angry men running towards them with sticks and whistles.
 
   “What are the sticks for?” Indy asks.
 
   “I hate those,” Bart says. “They poke you with those if you’re not listening. And when they do, a spark of electricity goes through your entire body. It’s awful. But we don’t have time to talk. We have to run. So let’s go already!”
 
   The animals run away as their legs can carry them. They come to a riverbed.
 
   “O-oh,” Indy says. “How are we going to cross the river? If we don’t, they will catch up to us.”
 
   “There!” Bruno says. “Look over there.”
 
   They all look to the right, where they see a beaver carefully construct a beautiful dam. Then they look at Bruno as to ask him if he is crazy.
 
   “What?” he asks. “Do you have any other ideas?”
 
   They don’t, so Indy decides to go first. She crosses the dam carefully, placing one foot in front of the other. Then the dog, the cat, the chickens, the deer, and finally the bear. The beaver seems a little displeased with their decision, but there is nothing he can do about it.
 
   “Go somewhere else!” he yells. “I spent hours creating this dam. I don’t want it to break.”
 
   The people from the train are gaining on them. They are near the dam and are about to walk across the river by using the dam. Bart looks at the beaver and shrugs his shoulders.
 
   “Sorry, buddy,” he says.
 
   Then he leans forward and destroys the end of the dam. The branches, rocks, and clay are falling apart, causing the whole thing to rip in half.
 
   “Go back! Go back!” the men shout to the person crossing the dam. But it is too late. As the dam breaks apart, the man falls into the water and barely holds onto one of the big rocks in the river. The other men help him up and watch their last chance of catching up with the animals disappear in the quick current of the flowing river.
 
   The animals look back and cheer.
 
   “That was awesome, Bart!” Indy says.
 
   “Well done, big bear,” Bruno adds.
 
   “You’re welcome. Thanks for setting me free, guys. Now, let’s go to those meadows. It’s a little walk, but I know exactly where we are going.”
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_5__Forest]
Chapter 5: Forest
 
    
 
   The night is young. The weather is great, but the full moon shines with its creepy face through the barren branches of the various trees. It’s a dark forest, a nightmare for any trespasser and a danger for any unfamiliar spirit to walk through. But there is no other way. The meadows are right behind the forest, according to Bart. They have to walk through this eerie place to reach their destination. Having the company of a smart dog, a brutal bear, and a hyperactive cat can make you feel safer though. And with that thought, Indy leads the way… right behind big Bart, who points them where to go next.
 
   “I don’t like this place,” Bambam says shakingly.
 
   “Oh, we’ll be all right,” Indy explains. “Of course there may be wolves, and bats, and hyenas. We may bump into the occasional clever fox, bloodthirsty lion, or cranky crocodile, but I can assure you that we’ll be safe. Besides, I am with you, so what can go wrong?”
 
   Bambam looks at him with a scared expression on his face.
 
   “I don’t think it helps to put him at ease by telling him about all the threatening possibilities of this forest, Indy,” Bruno says.
 
   “Sorry. Just trying to comfort you. Don’t worry. I am stronger than a bear.”
 
   Bart turns around and looks into his eyes. “Oh yeah?” he asks.
 
   Indy steps back and laughs sheepishly. “Heheh…” she says. “Of course I was just speaking in metaphors. I meant it figuratively, not literally.”
 
   “Good,” Bart says. “Because even when you have me with you, I wouldn’t underestimate the dangers we are about to face. I’ve heard pretty horrible stories about this forest. Things exploding and disappearing… it doesn’t sound a place I would want to stay any longer. So let’s keep going.”
 
   Now Indy becomes a little scared. What could a big, strong bear like Bart be scared of?
 
   They move along and quickly find out, because in the distance, they hear a loud noise.
 
   Boooom!
 
   “Wha-what was that?” Bambam asks.
 
   “I am not sure,” Bart says. “But whatever it is, I don’t want to go and see.”
 
   “Then let’s move along,” Indy says. But before she can say anything else, a green monster runs at them with great speed.
 
   “Creepers!” Bruno yells. “Step aside! Those things can explode!”
 
   The creeper speeds at Indy and Bruno pushes her aside, after which the creeper misses and bangs into a tree.
 
   Boooooom!
 
   The tree explodes and evaporates into a million pieces.
 
   “Quickly!” Bruno the dog says. “Let’s run! Let’s get out of this forest.”
 
   The chickens jump on Indy’s back to ride along, and the other animals follow the big bear, who tries to estimate the right distance and direction that leads to the other side of the forest.
 
   “Watch out!” Indy says.
 
   Another creeper comes running at them, this time at the cat. Indy runs at Oliver and pushes him aside. That was close. The creeper explodes about 20 feet away from them.
 
   “Thank you for saving my life,” Oliver says. “I didn’t see that creeper coming at all.”
 
   “You’re welcome,” Indy says as she looks around her for more creepers. “These woods are the most dangerous place I have ever been in.”
 
   Fortunately, the group of animals has no more encounters with these explosive creatures anymore. When they see the edge of the forest, they sprint towards it and take a breath when they leave the last tree behind them.
 
   They are panting, all of them. And none of them is looking up, because they are too tired to do so.
 
   “That…” Indy says, “… that was something I never want to go through again.”
 
   Suddenly, the bear takes his hands off his knees and stands up.
 
   “Well, would you look at that!” he shouts excitedly.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_6__Hills]Chapter 6: Hills
 
    
 
   They have reached the hills with the purple flowers. The whole group of animals is looking up now. They are amazed. The meadows are fresh and colorful, with purple being the dominant color. Other flowers are yellow, white, and red, standing between the lush green blades of grass. The sun hits the far hill in the meadows with such an angle that it makes them stare at it for a while. The view is breathtaking, like a little paradise on earth.
 
   “There you go,” Porky says to Bambam. “Now we can go home. You reached the purple hills. Good luck.”
 
   “Oh, come on,” Indy says. “We have to take him to his mother. We can’t just leave him here.”
 
   “You can leave me here,” Bart says. “I am going to be fine now. See you later, guys.”
 
   Well, that was sudden. The bear waves and says goodbye as the others watch their most protective predator take off. Great. Now what?
 
   “Let’s just start looking,” Indy suggests. “We’ll just head in that direction and eventually, we will bump into his mom.”
 
   “You are such an optimist,” Bruno says.
 
   But he doesn’t have a better plan, so everybody follows Indy again. They walk through the flowers and the grass, feeling more alive in this vibrant environment of the best nature has to offer. However, no matter how lovely and peaceful everything around them seems, they can’t help but feeling tired. The chickens are on Indy’s back, Oliver looks exhausted, and Bambam can’t take another step, or so he says. Indy talks with Bruno and decides it is time for a break. It’s getting late anyway. The sun is setting.
 
   “Where shall we sleep?” Bambam asks.
 
   “We can just sleep in the grass,” Indy says. “I wouldn’t mind it.”
 
   “But one of us should stand watch,” Bruno says. “It’s not safe. There may be deer around here, but I don’t believe that they are the only ones. This piece of nature probably is just as attractive to predators as it is to you guys. But who should stand guard? That’s what we need to determine.”
 
   The others simply stare at him. The chickens start smiling. Indy shows a smirk on her face. Porky oinks, and even Oliver raises one eyebrow while keeping his eyes half-closed. Bruno knows what they’re thinking.
 
   “Oh no,” he says. “I didn’t even sleep enough last night. Besides, I am not the most dangerous animal in this group. I won’t be able to alert you or defend you. And my nose isn’t as good as it used to be.”
 
   The others still stare at him.
 
   Everything Bruno says is just making it worse, because his reasoning is flawed. Each sentence only confirms that he would be the best one to stand guard…
 
    
 
   … It’s midnight. All the animals are sound asleep… all, except for Bruno. He still mumbles random complaints, but nobody is bothered by it. They are happy and comfy, with sweet dreams about flowery meadows and beautiful skies.
 
   Bruno is sitting there, looking around, looking at the floor, looking at the moon… he can’t focus. It’s getting so late, and now he has to skip the night, making sure that the others are safe. He hates it, but they convinced him to do it. Well, actually he convinced himself by not shutting up when he had to. Either way, he is the one who is awake. That’s the only thing that counts.
 
   He thinks about delicious bones, about the yummy dog food he got at the farm, about his comfortable pillow in the dog house the farmer had provided for him. His stomach is growling. Breakfast has been a while; and although he isn’t starving, he could definitely go for a snack. Even the sleeping chickens trigger his carnivore instinct a little when he looks at them.
 
   Suddenly, a sound interrupts his thoughts. The rustling of leaves shouldn’t bother anyone in the meadows, with sporadic trees offering shelter to the bypassing visitors, and decorative green bushes covering some of the empty spots where flowers and certain cannot grow; but for some reason, an intuitive feeling worries him. Indy feels it too. The sound wakes her up.
 
   “What is it?” she says. “I just have this hunch. Something may be wrong. I don’t trust it.”
 
   “I will go see,” Bruno says. “Stay here.”
 
   Indy watches the dog sneak towards the bush the sound is coming from. Bruno bends down and gets ready to pounce whatever is in there. But then he sees it. He relaxes and walks towards it.
 
   “Well, what do you know? I never would have thought I would see you here,” Bruno says.
 
   “Who is it?” Indy shouts. Then she just decides to go towards the two talking animals.
 
   It is the donkey.
 
   “What the…?” Indy says. “I thought you never went anywhere because you were happy with the life you had. How come we end up finding you here?”
 
   “Okay, let me explain,” the donkey, whose name is Gus, says promptly. “I always pretended I didn’t want to leave the farm so nobody would suspect anything. But every night, I snuck out for at least a few hours. Sometimes, when you weren’t looking, I even escaped during the day. But this time, I have gone farther than what I am used to. But I know a shortcut, so whenever you’re ready to go back, I can help you. You obviously took a detour, since I haven’t see you all day.”
 
   “That would be nice,” Indy says. “Well played. But now we know your secret.”
 
   “Ah,” Gus says. “You’re right, so in that case, I will only help you return home if you promise not to tell anyone.”
 
   “I was just joking. I wouldn’t tell anyone, just like you won’t tell anyone we were out here, right?”
 
   “Yes. I mean, no, I won’t tell anyone.”
 
   “Good,” Bruno says. “This secret binds us. But first, we have more important matters to attend to. We found a baby deer. His name is Bambam and he is completely lost. Do you have any idea where to look?”
 
   “No. I guess we can just comb the meadows.”
 
   “Do what?” Indy asks.
 
   “You know, comb the meadows… look everywhere… search as much as we can. That kind of thing.”
 
   “Ah, I get it. No problem. Let’s go back to sleep and start looking in the morning.”
 
   They all go back to sleep. The donkey joins them in their night’s rest.
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   The six animals wake up and enjoy the bright light of the rising sun. They each stretch their arms and legs and blink rub their eyes.
 
   “Hey, look at this,” Porky says. “It was getting dark when we got here yesterday, so I never saw these here, but look at how clear they are.”
 
   He is pointing at tracks in the sand.
 
   “Interesting,” Indy admits. “They look like deer tracks. It wouldn’t surprise me if your mother came by here not too long ago before we arrived, Bambam. Let’s follow these tracks and I am sure we will find your mom in no time.”
 
   “Yay!” the little deer exclaims.
 
   “Hey, Bruno. Wake up,” Indy says. “The sun is up. We are going to find Bambam’s mom.”
 
   Bruno stays asleep. He is dead tired because of staying up all night. Indy shakes him back and forth by pushing him a little.
 
   “Wake up, sleepy head!” he says. “Come on! Get up!”
 
   Some of the animals scratch their heads, wondering what to do. It looks like nothing will wake up this sleeping dog. But they need to wake him up or they will be split up and get lost. But Gus has an idea. He stands very close and inhales.
 
   “Heee-haaaaaw!!!!!”
 
   The noise wakes him up instantly. Still startled and tensed a little, the dog yawns and agrees to join them on their search. 
 
   It takes a few hours, but eventually, they feel it in the air. There is somebody else there, another animal. And according to Bruno, it could be a deer. They walk up the hill, and there she is, along with a dozen other deer.
 
   “Mom!” Bambam yells.
 
   “Bambam!” his mother yells back after looking down.
 
   They both run towards each other and cuddle a little bit before Bambam tells her the whole story. He goes way too fast, since that’s what little kids do sometimes, but his mother is happy and patient enough to let him finish.
 
   “Mom, I got lost and ended up on these farmlands, and then the horse and the dog and the cat and the chickens came and pulled me out of the mud and said they would take me to you. And then we went on a train, and there was a bear, but he was stuck, so we freed him from his chains, so the train stopped but the men followed us. And then we crossed the dam the beaver had built, and one of the guys almost drowned. And then we got attacked by exploding creepers. It was really scary, but I didn’t cry. And then we found the donkey, and we were sleeping on the hill under a tree. And the…”
 
   “Yeah, yeah. We get it,” Indy says. “Anyway, we made it and you’re back with your mom. Now, if you don’t mind, I would like to go back home and enjoy some scrumptious hay again.”
 
   “Sounds like a plan,” Bruno agrees. “So, Gus, you know how to get us there without going through those dangerous woods, don’t you?”
 
   “I certainly do,” Gus says confidently.
 
   “Thank you so much,” Bambam’s mother says. “You have no idea how hard we have been looking for this little kiddo.”
 
   “You’re welcome, madam,” the farm animals answer.
 
    
 
   Not much later, Gus has led them back to the farmlands. On the way, they discuss their silly adventures, what could have happened to Bart the bear, and what they want to eat once they get home.
 
   After a few hours, they arrive at the farm and watch as the farmer happily greets them by waving his arms and shouting in the air. He is glad he hasn’t lost any of his precious animals and feeds them immediately.
 
   “You know,” Indy admits. “It was fun to leave the farm. It really was. And I am happy that I did, because now I realize I have everything I want right here. This is the life. This is great. I don’t ever feel like leaving again.”
 
   The others agree. Home sweet home.
 
    
 
   THE END
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   Do you ever wonder what goes around in the head of a cow? What is she thinking, eating that grass all day? What would she do if she were to escape, if she would be kidnapped?
 
   This is Betsy’s diary, the story that she remembers. She participated in the contest, she won, she was taken, and she got rescued by her hero, the bull, but what happened after that, is still a mystery to everyone who heard of the story, so read her account and find out what really happened.
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   Eat.
 
   Sleep.
 
   Stand in the field.
 
   Milk.
 
   Eat.
 
   Sleep.
 
   Stand in the field.
 
   Milk.
 
   This was my life, the life of a cow. Pretty repetitive, isn’t it? I mean, I was okay with it, but it became a little monotonous. Let me try to rephrase all that. Let me try to make this sound a bit more interesting. Ready?
 
   I would eat, then I would sleep, and then I would get up and stand in the field to eat again. Then I would be milked. After that, I would eat, fall asleep at night, and do the same thing the next morning.
 
   Does that sound better? I know; it still sounds boring, doesn’t it? Okay, let me give it one more try before I introduce myself. Here we go… last try.
 
   Once the beautiful morning sun showed its shiny face, a new day began. The wonderful life of the cow waiting in the barn was extended by yet another opportunity to reshape the world around her. Delicious fresh blades of grass were waiting, as it were, to be devoured by the herbivore and become the nutritious resource they were meant to be. The courageous cow stepped forward and faced the initial stages of the summer heat, pretending to not care about the tedious routine she was bound to be thrown at. She bent over and opened her mouth while reaching for her next meal. The blades were scrunched to pieces by her targeting teeth. Her stomach stopped growling and her countenance shone with satisfaction as she betook herself to her resting quarters to lie down after being milked by the diligent farmer who had taken care of her for years.
 
   That sounds a lot more intriguing, doesn’t it? Okay. Fine. I won’t bother you with all these difficult, descriptive words. The point is that I did nothing else. My purpose was to sleep, eat, and be milked. The rest didn’t matter. But I wanted it to matter, and I was a little frustrated about my narrow perspective. Simply said, I wanted more. I wanted to experience LIFE!!!
 
   I mean, don’t get me wrong. The farmer was nice. He always took care of me, cleaned up the… well… stinky stuff that I left on the field. And he made sure that grass would grow there at all times. My life was definitely something to be jealous of, that is, if wild cows would get jealous, but I don’t know if they do.
 
   Before I forget, my name is Betsy, and I will tell you the story of what happened when I was at the Cow Show.  That’s right. I said the Cow Show. It became number one… okay, I won’t get ahead of myself. I am glad you’re reading this, because a lot of people were confused what happened in the factory I was that night. But I know the truth, the REAL truth. Not the false truth. 
 
   Well, you get it, don’t you? And the funny thing was that it was exactly what I dreamt about… fine… almost exactly, but close enough. It was a dream that came true.
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   So this is what I dreamt that night. I was having a boring day, as usual, but my dream exceeded my expectations. It was one of the best things I had ever dreamt about.
 
   I was alone. I didn’t have any friends near me. It was in the middle of nowhere. It certainly wasn’t in the field near the barn; more like a desert or something similar to it; it was like a desert with some plants in it… desert plants I guess.
 
   Anyway, here I was, standing in the middle of the desert with plants (Ha, that sounds kind of weird), and what do I see? A big factory, a HUGE factory, one of those buildings with all kinds of chimneys and lots of smoke and supposed environmental pollution. But what a smell! It smelled delicious. It smelled like a dairy product. Funny because I probably produced some of that milk myself, or so I assumed.
 
   The scent attracts me, it interests me. I love it and I already feel addicted to it, so the only thing I could do was head towards it, following my sniffer. And since there was nothing else but plants in that half-empty desert, it was the smartest thing to do in the first place, don’t you think? So yes, I did. I went to the factory and tried to open the door.
 
   Stuck.
 
   Bummer.
 
   Now what?
 
   I tried to head-butt through it, but it still wouldn’t budge. That would give me a headache for some time. Ouch.
 
   I decided to go around the back. I walked around the tall building and was in awe because of its well-constructed functionality. I was more curious than ever to discover what kinds of deliciously-scented products this factory was hiding inside its walls.
 
   I tried the door on the back of the building and opened it. Finally inside!
 
   There it was.
 
   It was like heaven.
 
   In front of me I saw the inside of the biggest ice cream factory in the country, maybe even in the world. I slowly walked past the machines and observed the way they all joined each other in processing all those substances into the yummiest food I would ever taste.
 
   There were so many different flavors: Cookies and cream, chocolate fudge, caramel, fruit mix, passion fruit, pineapple, strawberry, almond, cherry, lime, and double chocolate, to name just a few.
 
   The finished packages were all lined up, ready to be shipped in beautiful boxes. I approached this creation of milk and other added elements that resulted into the best of all creations. And no, I couldn’t resist. I opened one of the boxes and licked the ice cream with my big tongue.
 
   Wow! So good!
 
   I decided to taste another flavor.
 
   Wow! Even better!
 
   After that, it was just a matter of eating as much as I wanted, with the greatest variety in my choices applied to the marvelous moment I was in.
 
   Ice cream heaven, that was my dream. When I woke up in the morning, I had a super smile on my face that wouldn’t disappear for another hour. That night made my day, if you know what I mean. If only it were real though…
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   Perhaps it was the dream that made my milk so good and tasty that day in the first place, which made me end up in the factory in the end. So without giving away too much of the story, let me just think here for a moment… yes, that’s it. I think this is one of those things they call a “self-fulfilling prophecy.” It’s weird, because the reason I won the show was most likely because of the milk I produced that was more positive and healthier than usual, because of my dream, and because I won, I ended up in the very factory I had dreamt about. Yes, that must be it, although it seems strange to me.
 
   Anyway, back to what happened. Don’t let my weird sequence of thought distract you from following the storyline closely.
 
   Like I said, the day I dreamt about the ice cream factory was the day the Cow Show was held. It was a joyous occasion, and farmers from around the country all participated with their various cows to brag, win a medal, and take home some money. 
 
   Not all of them would be so lucky, but what is winning without being able to laugh at the losers, right? Okay, that sounded a little harsh, but what I am trying to get at, is that I was happy that we won for once. You see, I had gone to that show for years and never won anything, but this year was going to be different.
 
   The farmer took me to the show, along with a few other cows from his farm. We were on a leash, tied together by a piece of rope. There was a big tent, the one that you often see when you enter a circus. And although this wasn’t an official circus, it certainly looked like one.
 
   We were put to the side and were obligated to stand next to each another. Twelve cows were standing there, waiting for the people to determine who was going to be the lucky “cow of the year.”
 
   “Ladies and gentlemen,” the director of the show began. “We will judge these fine cows according to their appearances, their milk, and their responses to their owners.”
 
   He announced a lot of other mumbo-jumbo, but those first words were the most significant ones. The rest was all meant to entertain the one thousand plus visitors who attended the Cow Show.
 
   I usually enjoyed the Cow Show, and this year was no exception. But this year, I was a little happier than in the previous years, because I just had had a wonderful dream.
 
   So perhaps it was the adrenaline, the dopamine, the endorphins, or any other happiness hormones that got me so excited, whatever takes place in the body and mind of a cow… but this year I felt great. I was in a good mood, and nobody could spoil it, not even some evil men who… sorry, just got ahead of myself again. I will tell the story in chronological order.
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   I have to admit that there was something else that might have contributed to my enthusiasm. I met a guy, well… a cow guy: A bull. While I was waiting behind the stage, I saw him standing there, with his strong muscles, the masculine torso of this torro, and the fierce, piercing look in his eyes.
 
   “Wow. Did you work out or something?” I asked.
 
   “Greetings, my name is Boris,” the bull said. “And yes, I have been working those muscles a little. Thanks for noticing.”
 
   “I am Betsy,” I said.
 
   “Pleased to meet you Betsy. So what brings you all the way here? I’ve never seen you before.”
 
   “Oh, but I come here every year,” I said. “I don’t know why I never met you. Maybe because I was always put in the back and I never won the show.”
 
   “That may be why,” Boris said. “But trust me when I say this: With your looks, I think you should have won a long time ago.”
 
   “Are you saying that I am getting older?” I asked, feeling a little insulted.
 
   The bull looked confused. “No, that’s not what I meant,” he said. “What I intended to say, is that someone as beautiful as you deserves to win a prize.”
 
   “Ah, that sounds more like it,” I said, feeling relieved.
 
   I could hardly believe this gorgeous male was flirting with me, but at that time, I wondered if he just did that with all the cows. After all, he was a bull and was naturally attracted to the other gender. So it made me a little skeptical at first, but as we kept talking, I began to trust that he had a particular preference to get to know me better, something that was enormously flattering.
 
   “Tell me about your life,” Boris said. “I would like to learn more about you.”
 
   “Ha-ha! As if there is anything to know about me. Trust me, big bull, I have no life. I do the same thing every day. I don’t feel like it is going anywhere and there is nothing interesting about it. I eat, sleep, and provide milk to my farmer. It’s pretty useless.”
 
   “That doesn’t sound useless to me,” he said. “It just sounds repetitive, that’s all. But not all repetition is useless. Some things are so important that they need to be repeated numerous times.”
 
   “I guess you’re right. So how about you? What do you do?”
 
   “Well, I usually do about the same thing, except for the milking of course. I stand in the field, sleep in the barn, and sometimes they use me for heavy objects. Nothing more. But I try to make the most of my time. When the farmers aren’t looking, I exercise. I work my muscles and make sure I stay in shape. That way, the farmers will see I am healthy and strong. If life isn’t interesting, you can make it that way yourself, don’t you think?”
 
   So many wise words from such a strong bull! I corrected myself for thinking that he was shallow or lazy. He was one of the best bulls I had ever met. Fine, I admit, he was the only bull I had ever met. Too bad I couldn’t come closer and feel his muscles. The fence kept us separate.
 
   Our conversation was interrupted. We were taken away by the farmers, back into the other room. They were calling us inside, in front of the big crowd. After that, it was all just a matter of going through the motions. The same milking took place, the same little trick of the owners calling their animals (us, the cows) and hoping that we would run towards them; and the same judges walking around us in circles, focusing on what we look like to give us a number according to our beauty and comeliness.
 
   The end of the contest was near. They were going to announce the winner. I was a little nervous, since I had already noticed the constructive reactions of the judges when they tasted my milk. They had made positive comments about the way I looked, and I had reached my owner faster than the other slowpokes.
 
   “And the winner is…”
 
   There it was. He was going to say it. Was it going to be me this time? Boris certainly believed I deserved it. I listened, I watched his mouth when he uttered the words.
 
   “… BETSY!!!”
 
   Wow! I won! For the first time in my uhm… career as a cow I won the contest, the show, the whatever! I was so excited that I started jumping up and down a little, kind of like a little dance, despite the fact that there was no beat.
 
   But I didn’t need real music. The earsplitting noise of the crowd going wild was enough to energize me.
 
   I stepped forward and closed my eyes. It was one of the greatest moments of my life. The usher led me to the center of the big tent and placed a gold medal around my neck. Everybody clapped. People whistled. I felt honored and respected. I was the cow of the year!
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   The show was over. Some other stuff happened while I was taken to the back and put in a special place for winners. Farmers had replaced my water and had given me some fresh food. The straw was nice and soft, and I fell asleep with a smile on my face.
 
   Big mistake.
 
   I should have stayed awake.
 
   But I didn’t, and I was about to face the consequences.
 
   When I woke up, three men were carrying me into a wagon. Apparently, the area behind the tent was completely deserted. All the visitors were inside and the farmers were chit-chatting in front of the main entrance. But there was nobody in the back. I was left to these robbers and didn’t know what to do.
 
   I mooed, trying to alert anyone… ANYONE to come and help me, but to no avail. No one heard me. They were all too busy celebrating and talking. Even my muscled man, the bull, didn’t hear me. He must have been asleep or something.
 
   The three men had taken me, and no matter how much I struggled, they succeeded in putting me in their wagon and taking off to a distant terrain. When we arrived there—and of course they didn’t blindfold me, a cow—they quickly “unloaded” me and put me behind a fence in one of their barns.
 
   The criminals were talking. I eavesdropped and could hear everything they were saying.
 
   “This is the cow the boss wants. He was very clear. ‘Only the winning cow,’ he said. So watch her and make sure she doesn’t go anywhere.”
 
   “Understood. But wait, what are we going to do with her?”
 
   “Are you stupid or something? This cow won the annual contest. That means it’s worth a fortune now. We’ll squeeze the owner out of his money by threatening to kill her if he doesn’t pay up. It’s as simple as that.”
 
   “Ah, got it. But hey, what if he doesn’t pay us? Are we really going to kill a cow?”
 
   “Of course, you blockhead. It’s just a silly cow. It won’t make any difference to anyone.”
 
   “Sure. Whatever you say.”
 
   Those were their last words before they walked away. 
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   This the account I got from the strong bull that was flirting with me. He told me later, and I included it in my diary:
 
    
 
   I woke up with a jolt. It was as if something was telling me to take action. The words “kill a cow” were ringing in my head. It felt like I heard someone say it, even though there was nobody near me. 
 
   By the way, the other words ringing in my head, probably from a somewhat humorous nightmare, were “you blockhead.” Where that was coming from, I didn’t know.
 
   I couldn’t resist the urge to break free. I had to do something. Besides, where did Betsy go? Was she all right? I thought she won the contest, didn’t she? So where did she end up then? It made no sense.
 
   I felt it. I had to do it, so I did.
 
   Craaaack!
 
   I bulldozered against the fence that was holding me hostage. I bashed my bull horns against the wood, so that it would break. One more try and again…
 
   Craaaack!
 
   I was free!
 
   Now, where was Betsy, the cow of my dreams? I had to find her. There was no way I would ever find a more beautiful cow than her. She was friendly and sweet, and hot, and well… practically perfect. You get the point.
 
   I stormed out the barn and looked around. I let my masculine senses take over. A scent came from a certain direction the wind was blowing in. It was vague though; but then I saw something that would be most helpful: Tracks.
 
   They were caused by wheels. A wagon had stopped here not too long ago. The tracks were still fresh. They were easy to follow. I didn’t wait any longer. I was about to head-butt some serious criminal butts with my sharp horns.
 
   I ran and ran, following the tracks to the barn Betsy was at.
 
   I heard her mooing. It was a terribly sad sound, coming from such a lovely lady. But not for long! I was going to free her no matter what. Nobody should kidnap an innocent cow like that.
 
   I gazed around for a few seconds. Nobody was there. This was it. I wasn’t going to hesitate or linger. It was going to be hard and fast. I rushed at the sturdy fence with my head forward. It was speedy, it was efficient, and I hit it.
 
   Craaack!
 
   Another fence broken. Mission accomplished.
 
   “Hi, Betsy. Good to see you again,” I said a little awkwardly.
 
   “Boris! You came for me!” she exclaimed.
 
   I felt proud and I lifted up my head. “Of course. You’re my girlie. I couldn’t leave you in the clutches of these evil villains. I will always be here, ready to rescue you. Just remember that.”
 
   “Yes, I get it. Let’s go before they discover us.”
 
   But it was too late. The robbers had already discovered us. We couldn’t escape anymore. They were waving their pitchforks at us and blocked our way out. But they were about to PAY for the wrongs they did.
 
   My instincts took over. The testosterone levels in my blood rose dramatically. The skyrocketing energy in my body was ready to explode into a raging outburst. I put one of my feet on the dusty ground and rubbed it a few times as to prepare myself to run at them. I squinted my eyes, and had a more determined facial expression than a wolf hunting for a prey. Steam was blowing from my nose, my ears were tightening up. These criminals didn’t know what fate would befall them.
 
   They were about to get CREAMED!
 
   I dashed at the first one. He nervously held his pitchfork in front of him, trying to impale me.
 
   But he failed miserably.
 
   Dodging his pathetic attempt to defend himself, I avoided his pointy weapon and banged his stomach so hard he fell over and ended up rolling in the sand.
 
   Knockout.
 
   Now the next one. He was looking even more worried than the first villain after he saw what I did to him. His hands were shaking, his pitchfork went back and forth, but none of these distractions were able to do me any harm. I had a mission, and I was going to show him who was boss.
 
   Bang!
 
   Another one bit the dust. Stupid criminal. That will teach you to threaten my lady.
 
   Anyone else?
 
   The last one was so scared I thought he would give up. He didn’t look as confident as he did before I beat the other two to the ground. I slowly walked towards him. His pitchfork fell. He couldn’t cope with the overpowering presence of a real hero, a real bull with spunk and the strength like a lion. He DID give up, because when he saw me approaching him, he screamed like a little girl. Then I watched him run away in panic, leaving the two of us behind as the only ones left standing.
 
   “My hero,” Betsy said.
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   Back to my writing. Yes, this is Betsy again. Glad to see you back. Anyway, isn’t Boris amazing? He came especially for me. He rescued me from those men. But the day was not over yet. I will tell you of the havoc and chaos in the moments following the kidnapping, because the danger wasn’t over. 
 
   In this world, there are certain creatures to be feared and avoided. You don’t want to see them, and you definitely don’t want to get close to them.
 
   You see, the kidnapping was bad enough, although it resulted into being together with the handsome bull I had met earlier. But even after all of that was over, we weren’t left alone by the local problems the population in this region was typically facing.
 
   I had heard of zombies earlier, but never seen one in real. Well, here was my chance, because this day was getting even crazier.
 
   They appeared within minutes, probably at least 50 or so. They came from the woods. I saw them and told Boris, “Ah, the villagers found out about our location.”
 
   “Those aren’t just villagers,” he responded. “Those are zombies!”
 
   “What?”
 
   “They will attack us and eat us if they can,” Boris said. “Let’s run away as quickly as we can.”
 
   And so we did. The hordes of zombies were running after us, but we already reached the back of the barn and ran through the woods, trying to preserve our lives.
 
   “Wraaah!” we heard the zombies moan behind us.
 
   Boris huffed and puffed, like bulls typically do. But I couldn’t run as fast as he did, so I fell behind. Eventually, I really fell… into the sand.
 
   “Ouch!”
 
   “Betsy!” he shouted when he looked back.
 
   The zombies were close now; they were about to jump on me and start nibbling my skin. I was incredibly scared. They were within only a few feet distance now. One of them already leaped into the air, ready to land on me. I closed my eyes, but I didn’t feel him land. What was happening?
 
   I opened my eyes and saw my rescuing hero head-butt away several zombies. They were all over Boris, and although he got wounded in the process, he kept hitting and kicking the zombies.
 
   “Go!” he yelled. “I’ll be there soon! Don’t worry about me, just find a place to hide.”
 
   I got back on my feet and ran away. I felt terribly guilty leaving him behind like this, so I couldn’t resist looking back a few times. However, since he basically said he could handle it, I wasn’t going to question his judgment.
 
   And then I saw it.
 
   There it was: The building from my dream.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_8__Happy]Entry 8: Happy Milk
 
    
 
   I know there is no such thing as “happy milk,” since milk cannot really experience any emotions, but I decided to call this entry that way anyway, since we were totally happy when we tasted those dairy products we found. 
 
   I went around the back of the ice cream factory, just like in my dream, and discovered the door was open… just like in my dream. Was this a coincidence, or was I, in some way, able to predict the future?
 
   I shut the door, but what happened next, was different from what I had seen in my dream. After only a few seconds, I heard a loud banging sound.
 
   BANG! BANG! BANG!
 
   I didn’t know if I wanted to open up. What if the zombies were trying to get in? I hesitated, and then I asked, “Who is it?”
 
   “It’s me, Boris!” the voice said.
 
   It sounded like him. I trusted it, so I opened the door and there he was.
 
   “Quickly,” he urged me. “Close the door and lock it. They are right behind me.”
 
   I did as he said and we looked around. This was it, the beautiful ice cream factory I had seen in my dreams. But we didn’t feel safe yet. The danger hadn’t left. So we waited in anticipation. If any zombie would enter the factory, we would fight for our lives or run away.
 
   We waited and waited.
 
   After some time, the noises from the zombies were gone. We later learned, after a day or two, when the farmers would find us in the factory, that they had killed the zombies with their pitchforks and shovels, and that the plague had been eradicated from the area.
 
   But for now, we were in heaven, and nobody knew we were in here. So we made the best of it. We looked at each other and started laughing when we saw the flavors in all the containers.
 
   We opened them, ate cookie flavored ice cream, brownie flavored ice cream, and all the fruits you can imagine that were mixed together in there.
 
   “Do you think some of these ice cream containers have some of your milk, Betsy?” Boris asked.
 
   “I most certainly do. Some of the best milk in the country, isn’t it?”
 
   “Yes, I love it.”
 
   “Let’s stop talking and eat more,” I suggested
 
   “Good idea.”
 
    
 
   THE END
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Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
   I take reviews seriously and always look at them. This way, you are helping me provide you better content that you will LOVE in the future. A review doesn’t have to be long, just one or two sentences and a number of stars you find appropriate (hopefully 5 of course). 
 
   Also, if I think your review is useful, I will mark it as “helpful.” This will help you become more known on Amazon as a decent reviewer, and will ensure that more authors will contact you with free e-books in the future. This is how we can help each other.

 
 
   DISCLAIMER: This information is provided “as is.” The author, publishers and/or marketers of this information disclaim any loss or liability, either directly or indirectly as a consequence of applying the information presented herein, or in regard to the use and application of said information. No guarantee is given, either expressed or implied, in regard to the merchantability, accuracy, or acceptability of the information. The pages within this e-book have been copyrighted.
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[bookmark: _Introduction_33]Introduction
 
    
 
   A corrupt government, an evil dictator, and a new law mess up Wesley’s life. He has been hunting in the woods for a living, but now, his future gets taken away by the greed of the ruler and an unforeseen betrayal.
 
   Banished under false accusations, he finds himself desperate and alone. But when he meets others who think the same way, they prepare for an invasion. Rebellion is at hand, and there is no stopping it. Wesley is determined to end this thing for good.
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[bookmark: _Entry_1__Archery]Entry 1: Archery
 
    
 
   The forest was dark and dreary. I could feel the tension in the air. A chilling wind was piercing through the marrow in my bones. I didn’t like hunting in this particular area, but a lot of the game had evacuated and made this their habitat. The most difficult part of hunting, was when you knew they were hunting you back.
 
   Giant bears had been spotted. The deer were gone. Hunting had become a new challenge, with only one of the two opponents becoming victorious: Either I would get eaten or I would eat my enemies. It was a cat and mouse game.
 
   I snuck around in anticipation. My keen senses were at its sharpest. Every rustling leaf, every gush of wind was carefully observed and analyzed in my brain. I could not allow myself to mess up or to lose focus. This was a matter of life or death.
 
   What was that?
 
   Oh, it was just a branch falling from a tree.
 
   I turned around and pulled back the bow.
 
   Oh, it was just a squirrel.
 
   Mmm… perhaps I could have squirrel for dinner. No. Not today. I had my mind set on something bigger, something that would satisfy our taste buds for a longer time period. I longed to see those bears they had been telling me about. 
 
   I took another step. The crackling sound of breaking branches and other small stuff on the ground gave me away. I didn’t like it, but there was nothing I could do about it.
 
   Snap!
 
   Another branch broke in half.
 
   Something was going to happen. I had a hunch. It didn’t make sense. The bears were supposed to be in this area. Did I make a mistake? Was I misinformed?
 
   I kept going, fearing that something might overcome me and take me by surprise. Unfortunately, I was right...
 
   As I was thinking about the possible danger, a huge bear jumped on me from behind. 
 
   “Rooaaar!”
 
   I still don’t know why I didn’t see it before, but it overpowered me, pressing me down and holding one of my arms. I kicked and struggled and punched it. The bear let go a little, but I was still unable to free myself. I have to admit I was a little scared. The last moments of my life seemed right in front of me. I was about to die. The bear went for the kill. It suddenly moved its open mouth with sharp teeth towards me. As soon as it did that, I evaded his bite by moving my head to the side and putting both arms behind his head instantly.
 
   THUD!
 
   I banged its head on the ground. The dust rose up, and the bear screamed in anguish. It must have been very painful, because it completely loosed its grip from me.
 
   As soon as I was able to stand on my two feet again, I jumped to the side to grab my bow and arrow. I snatch it from the ground as fast as I could, placed the arrow in the bow and shot an arrow into the bear.
 
   “Groooowl!” the bear said.
 
   Two more shots did the trick. This beast was humongous, so I made sure it was dead when I walked over.
 
   This was the killing stage, but now I still had to carry the bear to the village. I wasn’t looking forward to that. And even though I had trained my muscles in the previous years, I didn’t like carrying such a heavy bear all the way down the hill. Yes, that was the only good part: At least it was downhill.
 
   After a few hours of heavy lifting, I arrived at my tiny home. I lived by myself. I was fine that way. It had been my lifestyle for quite a while now. The village was small, and there weren’t that many new people to meet. I knew every name by heart. All the farmers and guild masters were in their specific shops and fields to exercise their profession. Life was a routine. It was peaceful and everyone tried to keep it that way. I always wondered if it would remain that way, or if something or someone would disturb this precious peace. But then again, that’s all I could do: Wait and wonder.
 
   One of my friends walked by as I pushed the bear forward.
 
   “Hey, Wesley,” he said. His name was Jack. “Looks like you caught a good one. How many arrows did it take you?”
 
   “Just three,” I said.
 
   “Three?! Sounds like awful lot to me,” he said.
 
   “Well, I have to admit it was a bit of a challenge, but I did it, and that’s what counts, isn’t it?”
 
   “You’re right. Okay, see you later, Wesley. Enjoy that bear for supper.”
 
   “Oh, don’t you worry. I will.”
 
   I went inside and shoved the big animal into the living room of my home. I had already decided what to do. I could sell some of the meat, as well as the bear skin, and I would keep a little meat for myself. With that thought in my mind, I rested for a few minutes and then went to work.
 
   It was a great day. I was successful; this prey I caught and the money I would get for it would keep me alive for a while. 
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_2__The_5]Entry 2: The Ruler
 
    
 
   Like I said, the village was peaceful. We never bothered getting involved into the politics of the big cities in the vicinity. They had their own problems and we had ours. However, I found out through the sad intervention of the corrupt ruler, that we couldn’t stay aloof from all these national issues. They wouldn’t leave us alone.
 
   It all started with the messenger. A shady guy on an ornamented horse rode into town, yelling his lungs out and announcing the new rules of the new ruler. We all came together. Since nothing ever happened in our tiny village anyway, this was big news. Children came to watch with big eyes and observe the elegant horse. Women stopped their cleaning and cooking and gathered in the town square, still holding pans and barrels. Men interrupted chopping wood, molding steel or milking cows. It was the event of the month, perhaps of the year.
 
   “The king has been murdered,” the messenger said. “We mourn for his departure to the next world. But do not fear, loyal citizens. We have a new king, a rightful heir to the throne, and it will be in your best interest to follow him. His name is Bartholomeus, and his new policy is the following:
 
    
 
   1 Every household will be inspected. The king will see to it that only the bare essential are left behind. The rest belongs to the royal house.
 
   2 The king’s knights are allowed to stay in each home during their travels, and they are to be served according to their needs and wants.
 
   3 The king will claim part of your lands. Specific details will follow.
 
   4 Protestors will be locked up or executed.
 
    
 
   These are the king’s new rules. Now, bow to his royal messenger and we will spare you from the consequences.”
 
   Everybody bowed.
 
   Everybody… except for me.
 
   The king’s messenger stepped off his horse and walked towards me. His face was only a few inches away from mine. He tried to be intimidating, but I stayed calm. Then he opened his mouth and slowly asked, “Why aren’t you bowing?”
 
   “I do not believe in such ridiculous rules,” I said. “Moreover, we don’t even know this king. Just who does he think he is? We should be FREE!!!”
 
   As I raised my voice at the end of my rebellious little speech, some of the farmers and villagers lifted their heads and looked up a little. But when they saw the rage in the messenger’s eyes, they quickly bowed their heads again.
 
   “You think you are above the law? Do you want to be an outlaw? Is that it? Do you know what we do to outlaws?” he asked.
 
   “Enlighten me,” I said with squinted eyes and a sarcastic tone.
 
   “They are punished by the king’s court. You can count on the most miserable days of your life after that. Mark my words.”
 
   “I wonder if that king of yours has any idea of the poverty of these good people,” I said. “Do you have any idea what would happen if you take their means to survive?”
 
   “Ha!” he laughed. “They’re peasants. They don’t have any rights. We are of noble birth. Tell these commoners they have to do something and they will obey. They don’t know any better, and they shouldn’t. And now that I think of it, neither should you.”
 
   With that, he grabbed my arm and was about to arrest me, but he was by himself, so I wasn’t afraid of him. I deflected his move and held his arm behind his back, twisting it so that he would be unable to go anywhere.
 
   “Aw! Stop it! It hurts!” he said.
 
   “Listen to me, messenger. I don’t care who you are or what status you think you have. I never want to see you in this village again. You can go tell the king that he needs to change his policy or he will regret it.”
 
   “You are nuts. You will be punished for this. Don’t you see that this will make you a fugitive? You have offended the royal messenger. You won’t get away with this.”
 
   “Perhaps not,” I said. “But for now, there is nothing you can do about that, is there. Now, I am going to let go in a few seconds, and you’re going to walk towards your horse and leave. Understood?”
 
   “What? I don’t think I will… Ouch! Okay, okay, understood.”
 
   I let go of his arm and he looked at me. I could tell he hated me, but I didn’t care. I was acting in behalf of the village, or so I thought. He turned around and shook his head. I knew he was going to be back, but by that time, I would be long gone.
 
   We all watched him ride his horse out of the village. Some of the men and women came to me and urged me take back my words and solve it. We discussed the matter, and unfortunately, none of them wanted to stand up and fight. They were willing to submit to the king’s evil rules. So I decided to leave.
 
   When everyone went back to what they were doing before, Jack came to me and said, “I admire your courage, Wesley, but don’t you think it’s unwise to stand up to the king like this? I can already see him commanding a hundred soldiers to invade our homes and take our possessions. We simply do not have the man power to fight back.”
 
   “I know, Jack. I know. But what else are we supposed to do? The king has already enforced his new rules on us. He is going to take away a lot of what we have anyway. We cannot allow this. Something needs to happen.”
 
   “Well, whatever you end up doing, I support you, Wesley. You can count on me.”
 
   “Thank you, my friend. My next plan is to go to the city and sort things out. I will be careful. I will take my disguise.”
 
   He wished me luck and left. I thought I was alone, but then I saw someone else, someone I had never seen before.
 
   Hey, what a pretty face. She was hiding a little behind one of the walls near the town square, but she was clearly looking at me with big eyes.
 
   “Hello there,” I said, showing her that I saw her.
 
   “Oh, hello,” she said sheepishly. “I wasn’t sure whether to approach you or not. How are you? My name is Isabella.”
 
   “Wesley. Nice to meet you.”
 
   She was beautiful. When she appeared from behind the walls, the pupils in my eyes got bigger, seeing her brown skirt and white top. She had some fancy boots, which made me wonder where she got them.
 
   “I am from the city,” she began.
 
   Ah, that explained it.
 
   “I came here to visit, nothing more. I have some relatives here, so I thought I would stay here for a day or two and then go back.”
 
   I was a little mesmerized by her gorgeous appearance, so my stubborn, rebellious attitude had already changed a little into a softer, more tolerant one.
 
   “That’s great,” I said. “Who is your relative?”
 
   “Uhm… J-jack,” she stammered.
 
   “Jack? The one I just talked to?”
 
   “Yes, that’s the one. Jack.”
 
   “Odd. He never mentioned you,” I said. “But when I look at you, I cannot imagine why not.”
 
   She blushed a little. “Thanks,” she said. “It’s probably because I live somewhere else. But anyway, I wanted to talk about something else with you. You are planning on going to the city, is that right?”
 
   “I am.”
 
   “Well, do you think you can take me there? I am a young, vulnerable woman and who knows what evil robbers or predators could do to me?”
 
   “I see your point, Miss.”
 
   “Please, just call me Isabella. If you want, you can even call me Bella.”
 
   “Isabella is fine. It’s a beautiful name,” I said, happy that I would be able to guide her back to the city.
 
   “What time are you leaving?” she asked.
 
   “Oh, tomorrow in the morning somewhere. I will be taking the back roads though, if you don’t mind. The king’s guards will be looking for me, so I would rather sneak into the city without any hostile encounters. But also know that I will be armed and will protect you when you need me. Don’t worry about that.”
 
   “That makes sense,” she said. “Thank you for doing this. I will knock on your door tomorrow.”
 
   “Sounds like a plan. Good night, Isabella.”
 
   “Sweet dreams, Wesley.”
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_3__Banished]Entry 3: Banished
 
    
 
   The next morning, I woke up with a smile. I couldn’t stop dreaming of the beautiful Isabella I had just met. Perhaps I was getting ahead of myself, but I was secretly dreaming of us getting married. I didn’t dare say I loved her, but she certainly caught my attention with her smile and her curved body.
 
   Knock! Knock!
 
   There she was! I was excited to open the door, so I jumped out of my bed and ran towards the front the room. I opened up and saw her. She looked even better than in my dreams, maybe because I had forgotten and the image was imperfectly impressed upon my memory.
 
   “Good morning,” she said. “Are you ready to go?”
 
   “Hold on,” I said. “Let me put away some stuff and pack a few things. By all means, come in and make yourself at home. Sorry about the mess.”
 
   “Oh, no problem. I am a little sloppy myself sometimes.”
 
   She stepped inside and I put away some of the meat from the bear. I grabbed my bow and arrow and put them, along with some other necessities, in a big bag. She snooped around a little, and picked up an item or two in my room.
 
   “Aha, you’re a hunter, aren’t you?” she said.
 
   “Yes, I am.”
 
   “I love that. I bet it makes your strong. Does it help you build muscle?”
 
   I felt a little awkward answering that question, but I am sure she just said it to flirt with me. She already made some suggestive gestures, so it seemed like she was into me. I affirmed what she said—the building muscle part of course—and I got my stuff together.
 
   “Shall we go?” I asked.
 
   “I am ready if you are.”
 
   “Okay. Let’s go.”
 
   We walked to the edge of town and waved at a few villagers. We kept walking up, out of the valley where our village was located. On the way to the city, we passed through pinewoods; we crossed creeks and helped each other up, climbing over the mountain and descending on the other side to reach the city. We avoided the main roads, which sometimes meant that she felt completely lost and depended on my intuition. But I had been hunting in these forests for years and I knew exactly where we were every minute of the trip.
 
   Meanwhile, we had a pleasant conversation.
 
   “So tell me about your childhood,” she said.
 
   “My parents didn’t live very long. I was only a teenager when my father passed away. He was about ten years older than my mom when they got married. She died a few years ago, so that left me wandering on my own.”
 
   “And you never get married?” she asked.
 
   “To whom? I don’t know if that is my mission in life, but we’ll see.”
 
   “Yes, we’ll see,” she said with a smile.
 
   I was head over heels. I really liked Isabella. I wondered if it could really be true, if I had found my partner. Perhaps, but I stayed cool. I played it smoothly. Even though I was tempted to jump to conclusions, I tried to resist and be patient.
 
   We talked about many more things: Politics, hunting, relationships, family, and the village. It was a lot of fun. I hadn’t had this much fun for a long time. Eventually, we arrived at the city. I knew my way around, so I guided her to a secret passage and we hid amongst the crowds. There were thousands of people on the streets, so it was easy to hide.
 
   “Let’s go to my home,” she suggested. “You can stay the night there. The guards don’t know me. You’ll be safe there and you’ll be able to plan your next move. How does that sound?”
 
   “Perfect. Thank you so much.”
 
   “Oh no, thank you. If it wasn’t for you, I don’t know what would have happened on the way here.”
 
   We weaved our way through the foot traffic and walked to her house by cutting the corners of a few streets and going through some narrow medieval alleyways. She showed me the way, but I insisted… I wanted to open the door for her like a real gentleman.
 
   She walked in. There we were… just the two of us. It was quiet.
 
   “I will make you some tea,” she said. “It will help you relax.”
 
   I was fine with that. There were lots of herbal teas I liked, so I was curious what kind of tea she would serve me. She went into the kitchen and came back a few minutes later.
 
   “Drink,” she said after blowing on my cup.
 
   I drank it all up in one sip; that’s how thirsty I was.
 
   “Very tasty,” I said. “What’s it made of?”
 
   “Oh, just some kind of seasonings and a little peppermint,” she answered.
 
   “Ah, I thought I tasted peppermint. Thank again.”
 
   I don’t remember much of what happened after that for a long time, because I was overcome with fatigue. First, I became a little drowsy, then I felt dizzy, and after that, I fell over on the bed I was sitting on. I don’t know how long I was out, but one thing was for certain: There was something wrong with that tea.
 
   When I woke up, I was surrounded by the king’s guards. I was startled and looked for a way out. Isabella was standing near the exit, talking to one of the guards. She noticed I had woken up and looked at me with big eyes. Then she shrugged her shoulders and left the room.
 
   I knew exactly what was going on. She had betrayed me. She put me to sleep with that tea and then got the guards to arrest me. I knew at that moment she didn’t have any relatives in the village. She was just sent there to spy on us. The king wanted to make sure everybody would obey his stupid rules.
 
   “Traitor!” I yelled. “How could you do this to me? I trusted you?”
 
   But she was already gone. I couldn’t believe I fell for her charming personality and then have her wrap me around her finger like that. I was so angry. I was furious! She was going to pay.
 
   The guards took me away and brought me to the castle where the king resided. He was a pig… not literally… he was human of course, but he surely didn’t behave like one. His filthy bones and leftover food was all over the floor, and he was drinking wine when I was dragged before him. His red mantle was way too big for his figure, and his crown was halfway over his one ear. He had an enormous beard and interrupted his drinking with a piece of chicken he chewed on.
 
   He looked at me.
 
   “What is the meaning of this?” he demanded to know.
 
   “Your highness,” one of the guards began. “This disobedient rebel has defied you. He must be punished.”
 
   “Ah, one of those, huh?” the king said. “Remind me. What did we do with the last one?”
 
   “We threw him in prison,” he answered.
 
   “Fine. Uhm… let’s be creative here. Have him…”
 
   I was getting a bit scared now. What if the king would have me executed right there and then? He had the power to do so, and I was certain he had already killed several citizens before me. My fate was in his hands, no matter how much I hated it. Why did he have to think so long? Why did he hesitate? Let’s just get this over with. It was driving me crazy.
 
   “… banished. Yes, banish him forever from this country. That will teach him.”
 
   Pfew. At least he didn’t say “executed” or something. The guards followed his orders immediately. They put a chain around my neck and carried me into one of their wagons. A strong horse pulled the wagon and led me out of the city, to an area I had never set foot in.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_4__The_3]Entry 4: The Wilderness
 
    
 
   We were far away now. It had been four days since I last saw the city. The landscape was deserted and it didn’t look like anyone would or could live here. There were some green hills we passed by, but the more we traveled, the dryer the climate became. Eventually, it looked like a bunch of rocks and desert plants. The occasional small tree gave me hope that there might be life here, but my future looked pretty dire at that moment.
 
   They stopped and pulled me out of the wagon. Finally.
 
   One of the men set me free and push-kicked me, so that I fell with my face on the sand.
 
   “Good luck,” he said. Then he laughed out loud and got back into the wagon with the other men. They rode away immediately, and I was left alone.
 
   I looked around me.
 
   It was fairly empty. Not a soul to be seen.
 
   I decided to walk back. This was it! I had had it. Women. Ugh… why did I trust that lovely lady? She was too good to be true. I should have seen it coming. Why was I such a blockhead?
 
   Oh well. There was nothing I could do about it now. I had to get back to the city… set things straight, and show them not to mess with me or the people in this country. But the determination I had, did not suffice. I was tired and thirsty. The guard hadn’t withheld their water from me entirely, but it hadn’t been a real picnic either. I lacked sleep, food, and water. If only I could find a source…
 
   I moved on and found some branches. I tried to break them, but they were somewhat sturdy. Perfect for a bow actually. After a few hours, I also found my way to the green hills and saw a little creek. As fast as my legs could carry me, I ran towards it and started drinking.
 
   Aaaaah… that was delicious.
 
   At least I had enough strength to keep going now. This gave me hope. I was going to survive, and I was going to avenge myself and get rid of that lazy, filthy king.
 
   I knew I was going to do it, but I just didn’t know how.
 
   It would soon become apparent though…
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_5__The_3]Entry 5: The League
 
    
 
   I pressed forward, aware of the changing environment and relieved that it wasn’t as far as I thought it would be. I came close the forest, and that was the first step on my way back to the kingdom.
 
   I was exhausted though, and I was looking for a place to spend the night. As I kept searching, I stepped into a trap.
 
   Whooosh!
 
   A rope had closed around my foot and had lifted me up in the air. Now I was dangling upside down, with one foot stuck in the loop the rope had formed, more than ten feet about the ground.
 
   It didn’t take long before the ones who had set the trap arrived. They stared at me with big eyes, and one of them scratched his head.
 
   “Look at that, Marty.”
 
   “That’s weirdest elk I have ever seen. Hey, buddy! Hang in there. We’ll get you out of that thing.”
 
   I didn’t respond. They looked at each other and one of them whispered something in the other’s ear. Then they cut the rope and I fell on the ground. After helping me up, the guy named Marty got in my face and yelled, “CAN YOU HEAR ME?!!!”
 
   “Whoa, what are you doing?” I asked. “I am not deaf.”
 
   “Oh, I thought you would be. You didn’t respond the first time we shouted.”
 
   “I heard you, but I just didn’t know what to say.”
 
   “Okay. Well, you look like you could use some food and rest. Would you like to stay in our town?”
 
   “What is the name of your town?” I asked.
 
   “It’s Tree Town. Not very original, I know. But basically, that’s what it is. Our homes are mostly built in trees.”
 
   “Interesting,” I admitted. “I haven’t heard of your town before.”
 
   “Ah, that’s just because we tried to avoid taxes. We never trusted the royal house in the first place, so we hid in the forest and we’re not on the map. By the way, I am Rusty.”
 
   “The name is Wesley. Good to meet you.”
 
   We headed towards their Tree Town, and passed several hills covered by trees, forming a thick, dark forest. It certainly looked like a good hideout, with all that shelter and all those hills. No wonder the king had never found this people.
 
   I looked up and saw the tree houses. There were dozens of them. The curious workmanship of the floors, walls, and roofs were most impressive. They used leafs, wooden boards, and even some metal. Many eyes were staring at me as I walked into their territory. Men, women, and children came to watch their visitor. I smiled to some of them, and several kids shyly hid behind their mothers.
 
   The leader of the Tree Town stepped forward.
 
   “Who is this?” he asked.
 
   “This is Wesley. We found him in the forest,” Rusty said.
 
   “Yep. No moose this time. Bummer,” Marty added.
 
   “And what are you doing so far off the beaten path, Wesley?” the leader asked.
 
   “I was banished from the country.”
 
   He smirked. “What did you do?” he asked.
 
   “I stood up to the king’s messenger. The old king has been murdered, and he has been replaced by some slob named Bartholomeus. I had the pathetic privilege of meeting his monster, and he is nothing but trouble. I was banished because I defied his ridiculous new tax laws, and I am on my way back to avenge myself.”
 
   “How are you going to do that?” the leader asked suspiciously.
 
   “Well, I was wondering if you could help me.”
 
   “Ha-ha-ha-ha!” the leader laughed. “And why do you think we would risk our lives to help you out?”
 
   “Sooner or later, the king will find you,” I began. “He will enforce his taxes on you, or worse, destroy your little tree village. Do you really think you can hide from him?”
 
   “It has worked so far. Why would it change?” the leader asked.
 
   “Haven’t you heard?” I asked. “The new king has sent scouts all over the country to discover who is trying to evade taxes. They will start looking here soon, and when they do, you better be ready for them.”
 
   Of course I was bluffing, but they didn’t know that. It seemed to be working, because he rubbed his chin and looked a lot more serious all of a sudden. After being in thought for a few seconds, he turned to a few men behind him and told them they would discuss it. I watched them walk away and have a little meeting in one of their homes.
 
   I hoped for the best. If I could get them on my side, I would certainly be able to get to the king and get rid of him.
 
   Time would tell…
 
   They came back. Their leader introduced themselves and told me about their plan.
 
   “We will help you,” he said. “But only if we do it our way.”
 
   “Okay, I am listening. What’s your way?”
 
   He explained it to me. It was obvious that they didn’t want any big confrontations, especially not in the big city. Their way was sneakier and more secrete. It sounded better than what I had in mind, so I went along with their plan. It was going to happen the next day, or the next night actually. We were going to strike fast and hard, but in secret nonetheless.
 
   I slept well that night. I mean, what would you expect after such a long day? They also fed me and took care of me. Their hospitality was beyond my expectations. But the next day was going to be tough, and I knew it.
 
   We were preparing ourselves by collecting weapons, practicing archery, and putting on our masks and dark clothes. We were going to be assassins. It needed to be done.
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   That evening, we entered the city. We passed by the guards easily, pretending to be some vendors with certain goods and merchandise. They didn’t even check when we pulled in a wagon with pieces of wood and some axes. They simply believed us.
 
   Good.
 
   We put on our hoods and masks in a dark alley, making sure we wouldn’t be recognized. There were ten of us, and we were on a mission. We would all split up and find the king. And when we would find him, we would assassinate him.
 
   “You go over here,” the leader said. “I will go there. You, you, and you… spread out quickly. Let’s kill this fat dictator.”
 
   We each went separate ways.
 
   I snuck into the backside of the castle. It took me a little climbing and some effort to pull myself up and get over the edge of the tall wall, but once I got there, I had a great overview of the whole place. The castle had four towers, each on a different corner. My gut instinct told me to look at them for a few minutes and analyze which one would be most likely to contain the king’s sleeping quarters.
 
   I chose. I went to the west tower. It had more ornaments and more guards, a predictable combination that showed how much they valued that tower. I came closer and closer. Nobody saw me. My dark clothes and mask protected me from their sights. There was a ladder, a very steep one. I didn’t think the king would climb this ladder each time he would retire to his room, but perhaps it would help me find a detour and end up in the same place.
 
   I waited.
 
   I saw a guard walk by, so I hid behind one of the walls. He walked by. His footsteps became louder. I held my breath.
 
   “Hey, Magnus. Have you seen any intruders? I think there may be someone here, but I don’t have anything to prove it.”
 
   “Oh, just leave it alone,” the other guard said.
 
   “But what if someone is here?”
 
   “Then just sound the alarm as soon as you see them. I don’t want any disturbances unless you have evidence.”
 
   “Fine,” he grumbled.
 
   He kept walking. I am glad he didn’t hear me, because I had dropped one of my arrows while he was discussing his senses with the other guard. I slowly picked it up and put it where it belonged. Then I climbed up the ladder.
 
   When I was in the top part of the tower, I found a hatch. I lifted the lid and climbed down the ladder.
 
   There I was: In the king’s bedroom.
 
   I looked at the bed, but there was nobody there. Wasn’t the king supposed to sleep here?
 
   “Nice job,” I heard from a shady corner of the room. The king stepped forward and was clapping as he moved towards me.
 
   I immediately bent my bow and aimed at the evil dictator.
 
   “Hold on,” he said. “I am not as bad as you think. What do you think these people need? A strong fist. A ruler. Someone who tells them what to do. They don’t want freedom; they want guidance. So spare yourself the melodramatic ethics you are fighting for and help these people by letting them have a powerful man who leads them to success?”
 
   “You’re full of nonsense,” I said.
 
   “It’s just a matter of perspective,” the king said.
 
   “I am not here to listen to your speech,” I added.
 
   “But you know I am right.”
 
   He smirked and kept silent. He knew he wasn’t going to convince me. Then he yelled as loudly as he could, “Guards! Seize this man!”
 
   With that, I let go of my arrow. I shot the king! It pierced him through the heart. This lazy, arrogant tyrant wasn’t going to harm anyone anymore. I made sure of that. He died instantly, an almost painless death. But unfortunately, I had to get out of there fast, or I suffer the same fate.
 
   I leaped up the ladder and looked at the yelling guards on the castle walls. They were everywhere. I looked down. It was steep, at least a few hundred feet high. There was no way I would jump into a haystack or a mote from there. Too high.
 
   But I had a great overview of what was happening, so I observed their movements and took my chances. I went descended to the castle wall, the same shady corner where I had hid before.
 
   Suddenly, I heard a sound.
 
   “Pssst… Wesley. Over here.”
 
   It was Isabella!
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_7__Escape]              Entry 7: Escape
 
    
 
   I couldn’t believe it. What was Isabella doing in the castle? That treacherous wench! How dare she talk to me again? I aimed my bow and arrow at her and was ready to shoot.
 
   “Give me one good reason why I shouldn’t kill you right now,” I said.
 
   “Please,” she begged. “I didn’t have a choice.”
 
   “You couldn’t choose to not have me banished or maybe even executed? Am I supposed to buy that? Why should I trust you?”
 
   “They threatened me,” she began. “My husband was imprisoned. They demanded that I would spy on the villages, wherever the messenger went. All I had to do, was play along and inform the king of traitors or disobedient citizens.”
 
   I lowered my bow and arrow. “Is your husband still imprisoned?” I asked.
 
   “No, they let him go. But the king wanted me to stick around. I don’t know why, but that’s the reason I am still in the castle. Please, you have to believe me.”
 
   Her story seemed somewhat plausible, and my aggression had become less. I decided to believe her. If she was still lying, she would only have to face her own guilty conscience. If she told the truth, she was just as much a victim of the tyranny as I was. But maybe she could help me. Maybe she could lead me out of the castle.
 
   “Get me out of here and I will let you off the hook,” I said.
 
   She thought for a moment and said, “All right. I think I know a secret passage. Follow me.”
 
   I stayed alert. What if she would lead me into the hands of the guards? I still didn’t trust this woman, but I figured she was the only way to escape. She led me into a small door, where we had to duck. This made me feel more comfortable, because it really did look like a secret passage. We went down a narrow hallway with a winding staircase, all the way to the bottom. I think we even went below the main floor. When she opened the little door below, I noticed I was right. It was the cellar. Bottles of wine, juice, and other drinks were carefully displayed in cabinets, and barrels with water were stored into the corners.
 
   “Where to now?” I asked.
 
   “This way.”
 
   When we opened another door, she pointed the way out. There was a long, dark tunnel that led outside. I could see the shadows of the trees and the shiny moon through them.
 
   “Go,” she said. “If the king finds out I helped you, he will murder me.”
 
   “I doubt it,” I said. “I just put an arrow through his chest.”
 
   “Either way, I still think it would be better if I stay here for now.”
 
   “Makes sense. Perhaps we will meet again. Thank you for helping me instead of betraying me.”
 
   She was silent and waved at me. I looked back for a second and then moved forward. I ran as fast as I could towards the woods, where I would be safe.
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   The king was dead. Commotion was the result. I went back to the place we had agreed to meet. There I saw the team of assassins from the Tree Town. They had heard the news. The guards had been shouting it for hours. The announcement that the king was dead spread like wildfire.
 
   I went back to the Tree Town with them and celebrated. Occasionally, one of us would go back to the city to find out which political changes had been made. When the new leader was chosen and the country’s policies appeared to be pure again, I returned to my home village within a day or two.
 
   I went inside my house. It smelled delicious. What could that be?
 
   “Hello there,” I heard a voice say.
 
   I peeked around the corner of my kitchen.
 
   “Jack!” I said. “I am glad to see you. Is everything all right?”
 
   “Of course,” he said. “Apparently, somebody killed the king. The new king has pulled back all the high tax rates and the oppressing rules. He rules the country in righteousness. It’s been wonderful.”
 
   “Oh,” I said innocently. “I am happy to hear that. I was on a long journey. Don’t ask me where, but it’s good to know that everything in this country has turned back to normal.”
 
   “Exactly.”
 
   “So what are you making?” I asked.
 
   “Well, I saw you coming when you came down the mountain and decided to cook you a little welcoming meal. It’s the bear you shot, remember?”
 
   I had totally forgotten about that, but now that he mentioned it, I was eager to eat some of that barbecued meat.
 
    
 
   THE END
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   One castle, two sides.
 
   They are family, they are brothers. But something goes wrong, something that completely destroys their trust and loyalty towards one another. Read about the epic conflict of two Minecraft brothers who love and hate each other, who fight and make peace, who find a traitor and deal with him. 
 
   The castle they live in has two sides: A black and a white one. Being raised on two different ends of the castle has shaped their perception of reality and opinion of it. Can these two brothers come to an agreement? Or will they fight to the death.
 
   Come to a better understanding of the conflict between these two honorable but imperfect knights.
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   The Fannay Castle is a beautiful… well, at least one side is. The other is quite the opposite. The place is divided, separated into two, yet both halves are connected. Everything looks peaceful, but something is about to go wrong… terribly wrong.
 
   Ambrosius and Esclabor are friends. They are even more than that actually; they are brothers. Born of the same mother and father, they grew up in this controversial castle. 
 
   They are young men now. Ambrosius is 23 and Esclabor is 26. Their friends call them Ambro and Essy. And they have gotten used to these nicknames themselves. Their parents are divorced. It’s sad but true, they grew up in different sides of the castle; Ambro grew up in the white part and Essy in the black part. 
 
   And that is what the castle looks like. It is like a mask, or a chessboard or something. Half of the castle is painted with black. It has black walls, black curtains, grey trims on all sides, and dark brown wooden structures in it. The bricks are even a lot darker than the white stone used on the other side. Black knight’s armor pieces are set up in the hallways and dark paintings ornament the walls. The dark half of the castle has kind of a gloomy feeling to it. Its spikes and curvy hooks make it look like a devil’s castle, well… half a devil’s castle. Everybody notices it when they see it.
 
   The white side of the castle, on the other hand, looks more like a palace. Each corner is decorated with elegant statues and with either a little elf or fairy, a baby angel or large seraphim with curvy wings, or a sophisticated painting of a flowery landscape. Almost everything is white; the only things that aren’t, are the tiny edges of some sloppy job the painters did, a speck or two here and there that they missed. Other than that, it looks similar to a mirage, too good to be true.
 
   Ambro and Essy hate the fact that their parents got divorced. Ambro lives with his father, who insists on tidiness and perfectionism in his white habitat. However, Essy’s mother covers up everything with curtains and blocks out the light. Neither adult is willing to talk to the other. They are stubborn and pigheaded. Their two sons, though, don’t even know how it started. Their parents don’t talk about it. They just never do.
 
   Sometimes, once a year in most cases, their parents come together for a forced “family tradition” that enables them to at least sit down and celebrate the New Year by having dinner together. And although the brothers love each other and both their parents, the awkward atmosphere in the room becomes apparent when they notice the silence or the snobby remarks their parents make.
 
   One time, for instance, they were all sitting together at their father’s dinner table. Food was being served by the castle servants, and there was plenty to go around. The two brothers and their parents were there with a few aunts and uncles. The conversation started out well, but it certainly didn’t end that way.
 
   “I like the onion soup they served here tonight,” their mother says.
 
   “Ah, thank you. That’s because I have some of the best cooks in the country.”
 
   It was quiet for a minute.
 
   “Are you saying that they are better than my cooks?” their mother asked.
 
   “No. It’s not just that. I think they also enjoy cooking here more. That probably comes back in the delicious flavor they embellish in their dishes.”
 
   “So what you’re saying is that they feel more at home here?”
 
   “Well, it’s kind of obvious, isn’t it?” the dad said.
 
   “Dad,” Ambro interrupted. “Let’s just change the topic. Do we really have to discuss this?”
 
   “I know you’re trying to help, son, but I am just saying what we are all thinking here,” his father answered.
 
   “Oh, and what is that?” the mother sneered.
 
   “That your side of the castle looks like a graveyard. It’s a dark and dreary place. I cannot imagine the servants feeling at ease there, which is why my cooks are way better than yours. There. I said it.”
 
   “Are you serious?” Their mom was extremely offended. “If you are so sure about your cook’s capacities, then why don’t we have dinner at my place next week? I will show you what they can do in the kitchen. And then you will beg your servants to never cook their pathetic dishes again.”
 
   “Mom,” Essy said. “You don’t have to do this.”
 
   “You’re on!” the father said. “I will see you next week.”
 
   Of course it didn’t happen. They couldn’t stand each other, so they looked for numerous ways to cancel the appointment.
 
   Anyway, the two brothers are feeling trapped between their parents, although they get along great with each other as brothers. They wish their parents would get along better, even if they don’t end up being back together, which is something they have already given up dreaming about.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_2__Brotherhood]Chapter 2: Brotherhood
 
    
 
   When Ambro and Essy were young, it was already clear that they had a different personality. 
 
   Ambro was a perfectionist. Everything had to be flawless in his opinion. Essy sometimes called him an “overachiever” sometimes. He was too hard on himself when he failed. He worked hard, he was all about goals, and sometimes his mother wondered if he took life too seriously, something she accused her ex-husband of as well.
 
   Essy usually had a more “laid-back” attitude towards life. He didn’t want to be pressured by anyone, and his motto was just to “have fun or quit doing it.” He didn’t consider achievements such an important aspect. He loved just being a little random or spontaneous, and he never liked it when his brother called him lazy. However, whenever he did, he would always shrug his shoulders and tell him that that was the reason why they had servants. He hardly ever cleaned up, and was often a little late when he agreed to meet his brother somewhere.
 
   Imagine these two playing together. It had quite the interesting effects.
 
   One Saturday afternoon, for example, back when the two brothers were only 9 and 12 years old, they were playing in the castle’s courtyard.
 
   “We were knights,” the 9 year old Ambro started saying. “You were the black knight and I was the white knights.”
 
   “Sounds about right,” Essy added.
 
   “I was going to free the country and you were going to help me.”
 
   “Sure,” Essy said.
 
   Sometimes it annoyed Ambro how agreeable his older brother was, as if he didn’t care. This was important! They were going to save the country! Why couldn’t he acknowledge that this was a matter of life and death?
 
   Ambro dashed forward with his wooden toy sword and looked at his slouching brother waving his wooden sword in the air like a nonchalant hobo. Ambro got a little frustrated, but he didn’t want to show it.
 
   “There were hordes of enemies,” he continued. “They were coming from all sides: Black, roaring endermen, giant whither skeletons, and explosive creepers…”
 
   “And how about a red mooshroom? That sounds like fun, doesn’t it?” Essy added.
 
   “Are you crazy?” Ambro protested. “Mooshrooms aren’t that dangerous. Besides, they look goofy. This is serious, Essy. We were trapped by all these hostiles and had no place to go.”
 
   “Whatever you say,” Essy said laughingly.
 
   “Come on! We have to defeat them,” Ambro said as he tried his hardest to stab and slash the invisible enemies he was imagining.
 
   Essy went along with it and said, “Yeah, yeah. And when we were done killing them, we all went to town and had a big party.”
 
   Ambro looked at him with big eyes. “No, that just sounds dumb,” he said.
 
   “Well, why is everything I say crazy or dumb and whatever you say is right?” Essy asked.
 
   “Because…” 
 
   Ambro didn’t know. 
 
   Then he thought for a moment. 
 
   “Because it has to be a desperate situation, a life or death struggle, an obstacle so big that we are barely able to do it. Our determination will carry us through. That’s how it has to be.”
 
   “You know, Ambro,” Essy said. “It’s impressive how big your vocabulary is for your age, but I just don’t see why everything has to be so grim. Can’t we just enjoy ourselves?”
 
   Ambro couldn’t take it anymore. They were going to free the country and all his brother wanted to do, was party. How did that make any sense? There was no way they could play together anymore, he thought. And so, this particular make believe drama turned into a real one.
 
    
 
    
 
   On another occasion, Essy tried was sliding down the hill in his pajamas. He thought it was the coolest thing ever. But when Ambro arrived, he hesitated.
 
   “Come on,” Essy said. “It’s a lot of fun. I promise.”
 
   “I don’t know,” Ambro said. “I just don’t like the yucky mud. And my pajamas will get dirty. Dad will kill me if he sees me.”
 
   “Too bad your dad is so uptight about things like that,” Essy said. “Mom doesn’t care. She even said she might join us later. Come on. I will show you it’s done.”
 
   “Go ahead. I’ll watch.”
 
   “Okay. Suit yourself,” Essy said as he took off and slid down the hill, ending up in the filthy mud. “Hahaha! That was awesome! Are you coming or not?”
 
   “No, I think I will go back to the castle now,” Ambro said.
 
   “Fine. Be boring. At least I am having fun,” Essy said.
 
    
 
   It has always been a dilemma; the one too serious, the other not serious enough. They both have their strengths and weaknesses, and that’s okay. But soon it won’t be. Their personalities will clash more than ever before.
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   The two parents tolerate each other but they basically hate each other nonetheless. And even though it hasn’t been the same way for their two sons, a deceitful servant doesn’t like the peace. He wants more property and more freedom, more power as a servant, and more authority. A bigger castle would mean all those things.
 
   Meet Gareth, a slick servant who is planning to throw spanner in the works. He contrives a plan to cause contention between the two brothers. His scheme involves theft and lies, and an object that seems less valuable than they make it appear.
 
   It’s a lovely morning. Birds are singing, butterflies are fluttering, and the sun shows its smiling face yet again.
 
   The 23 year old Ambro gets up and stretches his arms and legs. He gazes round. His beautiful room is tidy and clean, just the way he likes it. But something is different. When he looks at the corner of his room, he sees a sword he hasn’t seen before. 
 
   It’s new and it’s shiny.
 
   It’s also black.
 
   Hey, isn’t that a sword from the other side of the castle? Ambro walks towards it and picks it up. There is an inscription on it that reads, “To the bravest knight in the kingdom." Ambro looks puzzled. Who would have given him such a gift? It makes no sense, so he takes the weapon to his father.
 
   “Dad,” he says. “Look at this sword. Is it yours?”
 
   “I don’t know,” he says. “It doesn’t look like it is mine.”
 
   “I will ask Essy if it’s his.”
 
   “Sure. I want nothing to do with those savages, but you can go ahead.”
 
   No sooner said than done, Ambro walks to the other side of the castle, the dark, gloomy side. He goes up the stairs and meets his brother, dragging the heavy blade to his room.
 
   “Hey, Ambro. What’s up?” Essy asks.
 
   “Just this sword,” he says. “Is it yours? It was in my bedroom.”
 
   Essy turns around and takes a long, hard look at the object. He rubs his chin. “No, I’ve never seen it before,” he says. “Weird. Hey, what’s that inscription over there? The bravest knight in the kingdom? What’s going on?”
 
   “I don’t know. Like I said, it was just there when I woke up.”
 
   Their mother walks in. “Ambro, what are you doing here?” she asks.
 
   “Is this sword yours?” Ambro asks.
 
   His mother looks at the sword. “No,” she says. “Somebody must have given it to you. Why does it say that you’re the bravest knight in the kingdom? What about Essy?”
 
   “Yes, what about me?” Essy asks.
 
   “I’m sorry. It’s implied, but I didn’t write it.”
 
   “Sure you didn’t,” his mother says. “It’s probably a trick from that old goat I used to call ‘husband.’ He is trying to show off with his son’s heroic skills by exaggerating and handing out random gifts. I have had it with that man. Come on, Essy. Let’s go talk to him.”
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   Ambro isn’t really happy with this sudden mood shift in his mother’s and brother’s brains, but he follows them anyway. With determination in her footsteps, his two family members cross the border of the two castle halves and barge into the white side, demanding to speak to Ambro’s father. Along the way, they bump into the sketchy servant, Gareth, who quickly comments on the “beautiful and fitting inscription on the sword,” which angers the brother’s mom even more.
 
   “You mean old goat,” their mother says. “You just needed to let everyone know how much better the son is you’re raising than the one I have under my care, didn’t you?”
 
   “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” dad says. “But if you’re suggesting that Ambro is braver and more valiant, then what else is there to discuss? Everybody knows it’s true. Essy is a lazy bum.”
 
   “You take that back,” Essy says. “Come on, dad. You know I work hard.”
 
   “Yes, but your brother has excelled in every field. You never took life seriously enough,” the father responds. “You never amounted to anything, and I blame that mean old wench you call ‘mother’ for it.”
 
   “Oh you…” the mother says.
 
   The heat of the moment has powerful effects. Both parents are boiling up inside. The two brothers haven’t become particularly fond of each other by these contentious words either. They are standing face to face, looking at one another with spiteful gazes. Things are about to go terribly wrong. The fight is escalating, the amplitude of their voices has increased. Yelling and more yelling… louder and louder…
 
   “Your son is a dumb perfectionist!” the mother yells, typically referring to Ambro as someone else’s son when she doesn’t want to feel connected to him.
 
   The father does the same. “Your son couldn’t even harm a fly. His precision and fighting skills are like those of an Endermite: Weak and feeble.”
 
   “Well, if you’re so convinced, why won’t you find out and let them fight?” the mother asks.
 
   They both look at their two sons. Ambro and Essy are not sure what to do, but their pride has taken the best of them too. 
 
   Essy looks down on the younger Ambro and says, “I don’t think that would do anything. I know I would beat Ambro in a heartbeat. I am older and bigger. How could he ever defeat me?”
 
   At first, Ambro is surprised by his brother’s sudden arrogance, but then he feels some rage too. He can’t stand all this nonsense, and he is confident about his abilities, so he takes the challenge.
 
   “Fine,” Ambro says. “Give me your best shot.”
 
   “I will,” Essy says. “Show me what you’ve got!”
 
   Without further hesitation he storms at his younger brother and starts beating up on him. Ambro deflects some of his attacks and avoids his fists, causing Essy to punch the floor.
 
   “Ouch!” Essy cries. “That hurts!”
 
   Ambro starts kicking his younger brother as their parents watch and shout and cheer them on. The two brothers both have a set of abilities that enable them to make the fight last longer. None of them are victorious but both get the inevitable injuries. 
 
   After a few minutes, the servants, startled by the noise, walk in and ask what is going on. Both brothers look up and realize what they are doing. Ambro lets go of his brother and gets up. Essy groans and gets up too. A little embarrassed by their uncontrolled impulsive behavior, they tug on their collars and try to appear dignified.
 
   “Is there something we can help with?” one of the servants asks. “We heard noise and thought any of you were in trouble.”
 
   “Oh, that’s all right,” Ambro says. “I was just about to leave.”
 
   “Can we accompany you, sir?”
 
   “Yes, let’s do that. Pack your things. We are moving out for a while. Come on, dad. Let’s get out of this wretched place.”
 
   “Fine,” the mother says. “Go. We don’t need you here. We’ll finally be by ourselves without your oh-so-glamorous white and gold decorations and your stuck-up attitude.”
 
   “Fine,” the dad says as he turns around and walks away. “Any place will be better than in the same building with you.”
 
   Some hateful looks are exchanged between the brothers and parents, but Ambro’s decision to move out for some reasons doesn’t come as a surprise. It is as if one of them just had to take the initiative.
 
   With a handful of servants, Ambro and his father leave the castle grounds. They look back one more time at what used to be their castle, holding a grudge against their other side of the family. It’s sad to leave, but it feels necessary, Ambro thinks. It was bound to happen.
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   They arrive at the forest. A cozy little cottage is waiting for the group to be occupied. When they get there, it is freezing inside. Ambro’s father commands his servants to fetch some wood and prepares the fireplace for a warm fire. Other servants are getting the ingredients out of their bags for some hot soup.
 
   “Well, this is it,” Ambro says. “I am so angry at my brother right now. I cannot believe he thinks he is so good.”
 
   “What is your plan?” his father demands to know.
 
   “Just to sit it out for at least a few days. We’ll decide what to do after that.”
 
   And that’s what they do. None of them know what to do now. The fight has become too big. Feelings have been hurt. It has all blown up into something ugly.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_5__Ethics]Chapter 5: Ethics
 
    
 
   Ambro and his father reside in the cottage for days. They are feeling angry and depressed. They are confused. The wind is blowing against the weak structure, making a howling sound and creating chilling shivers into each person’s body who steps outside. The fireplace is warm and lit up 24/7, but the atmosphere is grim.
 
   Ambro and his dad stare at each other. They have been silent for a while now and they have been bottling up all their rage inside. Ambro can’t take it anymore. He is so frustrated that he gets up, walks towards the door, opens it, and slams it as hard as he can behind him. One of his servants runs after him.
 
   “Sir Ambrosius,” the servant says. “It is freezing out here. Please return to the cottage.”
 
   “Oh yeah?” Ambro asks. “It feels hot to me. Besides, this will give me the necessary exercise to get all that aggression out.”
 
   He picks up an axe and starts chopping wood. The snow from the wood sticks onto his axe, making it slippery at times, but he doesn’t care. He just wants to destroy something he won’t regret later. As he keeps hitting the wood, he expresses some kind of war cry each time the axe falls down.
 
   “Sir Ambrosius,” the servant says after watching him for several minutes. “I have an idea. Why don’t we go inside and discuss what we will do with the situation. We all may have some valuable insights, but you and your dad can lead the discussion.”
 
   Ambro looks at him. “That’s actually not a bad idea,” he admits. “Let’s do it.”
 
   He follows the bright servant and tells his father of the idea. 
 
   Not much later, they do what they have planned. Approximately ten servants are sitting around the table, as well as Ambro and his father.
 
   “So what are we going to do about this?” the father asks.
 
   “If I may propose an idea, sir,” one of the servants says. “I think we should just go back and apologize.”
 
   “Apologize?!” the dad asks. “That’s outrageous! Didn’t you see that Essy started fighting? He started it. He drove us out!”
 
   “I completely agree,” Ambro says.
 
   “But perhaps it would be better just to keep the peace, sir.”
 
   “No,” the dad insists.
 
   Another servant agrees. “I am right behind you, sir. I saw the way they handled the conflict. We should just drive them out. This castle has been rightfully ours for the past decades, but they act as if they can take over and do whatever they want with it.”
 
   “Besides,” another servants says. “Their half looks awful and gloomy. Why not dominate the castle with our sense of style.”
 
   Most of the servants seem to agree with each other. Ambro is quietly listening to the responses of the surrounding helps. After a while, he stands up. Everybody is silent, ready to finally listen to what he has to say.
 
   “We will get them!” Ambro says. “We will show them how it should be! And we will crush their arrogance with our swords, beginning with this one.” He holds the gifted sword in the air and slams it on the table. “Are you with me or not?”
 
   Most of the servants cheer courageously. Some of them already leave the table and gather weapons and armor. The plan to storm in and take what is theirs pleases them, especially after having been in the cold cottage for days.
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   Ambro and the servants cut through the woods and arrive at the castle grounds. There they sneak into the back of the castle and go inside. The armory is right there. Besides the few pieces of armor and the weapons they already had with them, they now have the opportunity to be armed to the teeth. Secretly staying in the shadows, they find the treasure of armor, along with swords, bows, arrows, shields, and all kinds of other weapons.
 
   “Get whatever you want,” Ambro says. “We will suppress these fools and show them who is in charge around here, and we’ll do it by force, if necessary.”
 
   His father arrives after everybody else does. “I am a little out of shape,” he says. “Why couldn’t you have waited for me?”
 
   “Sorry, dad. But you’re here now. No worries, right?”
 
   “Actually,” his dad begins. “Something worries me about this place.”
 
   “Oh?” is Ambro’s reaction. “And what is that?”
 
   “See how some of these weapons have already been taken away? What if your brother and mother are armed as well?”
 
   Ambro looks at the armory. His father is right. Some of the weapons are gone. Somebody must have been in here already. But this isn’t going to stop Ambro. He is determined to take a stand.
 
   “Well, if they are armed,” he says with contempt in his voice. “Then they have brought this upon themselves. We will go in and defeat them.”
 
   His father agrees and picks up a spear from the room. Together they go up the stairs and seek out their family members.
 
   It’s quiet.
 
   Dead quiet.
 
   Something isn’t right. Where is everyone? Ambro tells the servants to search the castle, only to have them return and report 10 minutes later, claiming that they didn’t find anyone there.
 
   At first, Ambro is astonished. But then he says, “Ha! No people? Easier for us to take over. Let’s go have a feast, boys!”
 
   The whole group walks to the white side of the castle and sits down at the dinner table. They put their weapons down, and a few servants go to the kitchen to get some delicious food. They are smiling and leaning back, feeling free and happy about their decision. The threat it gone, isn’t it?
 
   Big mistake.
 
   After a while, even before the servants come back from the kitchen, they hear a thump.
 
   Craaack!
 
   The door to the dining room falls down, kicked in by Essy and his henchmen. They storm in with their clubs and axes, beating up the table and chairs, and a few of the defending servants that sat there. Ambro and his father quickly reach for their weapons and start fighting back. The chaos is immense. Everybody is beating up on each other, but fortunately, the death toll is still zero.
 
   Ambro kicks a henchman away and stands in front of Gareth, the evil schemer. “Greetings, young Ambrosius,” he says in a sinister voice. “I knew my gift would make you think. Now, let’s see if you are really the bravest knight in the kingdom.”
 
   “Wait, what?” Ambro asks, but before he can say another word, the sneaky snake already dashes at him and stabs in his direction. Deflecting his move, Ambro steps back and holds his shield in front of him. “What are you talking about?” he asks.
 
   “Oh nothing, just that your ego is so big. It didn’t take much to get to you,” Gareth says as he attempts to slay his enemy again.
 
   It all starts making sense now. Ambro has finally come to understand what happened. This guy has tried to create conflict so he could have more space and power in the castle. All he had to do, and did… was to make his brother jealous with a stupid gift. Ambro is coming to his senses. He wants this silly fight to end. Why did he fall for such a treacherous plan? But everybody around him is fighting. Then he just takes action and decides to take a risk as well.
 
   “STOOOOOOOP!” he yells as loudly as he can.
 
   Some of the servants stop fighting. Essy looks at him with his eyebrows up.
 
   “Stop!” Ambro says again. “Stop fighting!” He walks over to his brother and throws his sword on the floor. “I surrender,” he says. “I don’t care. Lock me up, kick me out, whatever you think you need to do to me. But before you do, think about how all this nonsense began. It was all because of this sword.”
 
   He points at the floor, where the sword with the inscription lies, the one he just threw down.
 
   “This guy over here,” he continues, now pointing at Gareth, “This traitor has set this up. He gave me the gift. He wanted you to become jealous and me to become conceited. If you want to punish anyone, punish him. You can do what you want with me.”
 
   Essy looks at Gareth, who is trying to get away but is being stopped by some of the servants. Then Essy looks at Ambro.
 
   “You are my brother,” Ambro says. “I don’t want to do you any harm. Besides, I think you’re probably better than I am, but that’s not important at this moment. Let’s just stop fighting and get along like old times.”
 
   Essy drops his weapon and takes off his helmet. He walks towards his brother and embraces him.
 
   “I am sorry, brother. Let’s try to make this work,” he says.
 
   They both turn around and command their servants to quit and clean up. The servants complain a little but then shake hands and clean up the mess.
 
   “And as for you,” Essy says after a determined walk towards his servant Gareth. “You will be banned from the kingdom. I will see to it that you will be chained and released from your bonds only after you have crossed the border. You will pay the price for trying to break up this family.”
 
   “It was already broken, don’t you see?” Gareth says. “All I did, was open your eyes. You’ve been hating each other from the beginning. I was helping you. Don’t you dare take this out on me. I have nothing to do with your family.”
 
   “Yeah, sure. Take him away,” Essy says as he waves to the servants. Essy turns around and sees his mother and father stare at each other. They look like they are feeling guilty, which he esteems as a good sign.
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   After the mess is cleaned up, the parents decide to have dinner again, just the four of them, and nobody else. Okay, a few servants who provide dinner… okay, all the servants, just to make it a bigger feast.
 
   Waiting at the dinner table, they watch various hard working men bring in Turkey, bowls of fruit, potatoes, rice, bread, and a bunch of delicious deserts. It looks wonderful, and it makes them smile.
 
   Ambro and Essy are sitting next to each other. They don’t want to sit across from each other anymore. They are tired of all the little symbolic gestures that separate them. But one of the best things, is that it forces their parents a little to sit next to each other again.
 
   “Sorry about the mess we caused,” Ambro says. “I love you, mother. I just had a hard time getting over myself.”
 
   “Oh, it’s okay,” his mother says. “I know you practice a lot, and you’re proud of your achievements. You certainly deserve some credit, so don’t be too hard on yourself.”
 
   “I am really enjoying this meal,” Essy says. “And now that I think of it, having a common enemy helps to create a union.”
 
   “Ha-ha!” his father laughs. “Has the order been carried out yet?”
 
   “Yes,” Essy answers. “Gareth is being taken out of the country. I heard from my best servants that he complained in jail all night and said he would come back to haunt us.”
 
   “Ha-ha-ha-ha!” the four of them laugh in chorus. They don’t believe such a dumb guy will ever have the power to harm them.
 
   “So what are we going to do about the castle?” Essy asks.
 
   “I don’t know,” Ambro says. “Maybe we should just live on opposite sides, just to feel what it’s like to be in the other person’s shoes. My dad and I can go live on the dark side, and you and your mom in these white chambers. This way, we can both get used to each other’s taste in interiors and slowly start liking each other more.”
 
   Essy agrees. That’s a good idea.
 
   “Or,” their father says with a smile, “we could move into one bedroom. That would work too, wouldn’t it?”
 
   Ambro and Essy look at their mom and dad. Both of them are smiling. Hey, are they holding hands underneath the table? That’s a first.
 
   “Uhm… of course,” Essy says. “What do you suggest?”
 
   “How about I move into the white side of the castle with your father, and you two can have the black side? Does that sound okay to you?”
 
   A sense of relief comes over the two brothers. Half a castle, just for the two of them? Sounds awesome! Besides, they haven’t seen their parents like this for years. Only time will tell what will happen to their parents’ relationship, but for now, they are happy to see some sign of affection.
 
   “Yes, of course,” the two brothers agree. “Thanks, mom.”
 
    
 
   THE END
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   In this story about a Minecraft witch, you can read or listen to the troubles of a young woman, an aspiring witch who struggled with her inability to get it “just right.” She had been experimenting for a long time, and she was about to go crazy. But then she met her nemesis, the opponent that she despised yet needed in order to accomplish her long-desired goal: The perfect potion.
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   I was almost there; the perfect potion was within my reach. What is the perfect potion? Well, the one that grants you eternal youth of course. I knew it existed. I had heard of it many times before, but it was as if it was some secret recipe handed down throughout generations. I am sure a lot of witches had already used it and were now enjoying the wonderful effects of living forever. But I wasn’t…
 
   I got up that day. It was a sunny morning, and I have to admit I was a little irritated because the light had woken me up. I yawned, I stretched my arms and legs, and in my underwear, I walked to the bathroom. I looked in the mirror.
 
   “Holy guacamole!” I exclaimed.
 
   I had just discovered the terrible state my hair was in. It was a huge mess. And even though I wouldn’t go out to meet anyone today, I always considered taking care of myself a huge priority.
 
   Oh, did mention my name? I totally forgot. Let me introduce myself. I am Walata and I am 18 years old. My mom and dad love me, but they were a little strict.
 
   Yeah, not good.
 
   They were so uptight that they made sure I was always on time; I always had to look like a doll; I always had to watch my manners at the table; I always had to get good results in school; I always had to… okay, you get the point, don’t you? They were perfectionists. But not me. Because even though I am looking for the perfect potion, I really don’t care about perfectionism. Not everything has to be exactly right. You can be a little off and still manage to do fine, don’t you think?
 
   That’s how it was with me. I was always a little off. I fell asleep during witch classes. Oh, did I mention my mother is a witch. Well, there you go; I said it. She is. And she insisted on my career as a witch as well. She constantly told me about the benefits of magic, real magic, as she used to say. My dad agreed, of course, so I was sent to various schools in the district that taught the art of witchcraft. And when I say “witchcraft,” I am obviously referring to the good kind.
 
   No, I don’t do that evil, dark stuff. “Black magic” is simply not an option for me.
 
   Anyway, so I was saying something about being “off.” Here is the thing: I was dyslexic, which means I have a hard time reading. I thought the letter “p” and the letter “q” looked the same, and I could never grasp the difference between the letters “d” and “b” if you know what I mean. It’s a miracle my diary isn’t full of spealling mystakes, or is it? Oh, who cares, as long as you can read it, right?
 
   Another thing that was a little “off” about me, was my lack of concentration. The world is beautiful. I was so happy to see colors, hear sounds and music, and perceive all the different smells around me. It was hard for me to block everything else out and focus on one task. It was like an overload of the senses.
 
   With these quirks, I wasn’t suitable for school. I transferred from one school to the other, only to find myself in another classroom with all kinds of girls who were supposed to be the smartest ones in town but didn’t even know how to look good.
 
   I knew how to look good.
 
   A lot of guys were interested in me. They always looked when I walked by, and some of them whistled. When there was a dance, each boy would stand in line to take me there. I could pick easily between them, and the other girls watched in awe, incredibly jealous of the flirtatious behavior that just came naturally to me.
 
   So yes, I was a real looker, but I just didn’t feel smart. I felt like dumb. I felt as if I belonged at a school with a bunch of models, but not witches. Witchcraft (again, the good kind) was hard! Each time I tried to put the elements together that I thought were in the old, dusty books, I ended up making some stupid mistake which caused the entire brew to boil over or turn into the wrong color.
 
   But it was over now. I had given up on school. I was going to do it mySELF! When I told my parents, my mother encouraged me and wished me luck, but my father was as stern as ever.
 
   “You better come back with something worthwhile,” he said when I left.
 
   I assured him I would, but I had no clue how it was going to work out. I left town and went to live in a quiet hideout on the other side of the mountains. It was a cozy cottage, so I didn’t mind, but it was awfully lonely sometimes.
 
   However, I was determined to demonstrate the best formula and the best potion to my parents. They would be proud of me… super proud! Yep. That was my motivation: To show my parents. I think we all have that a little bit; that our whole purpose in life is to get our parents’ attention.
 
   So here I was in my cottage, putting together the toe of a creeper, an enderman’s hair, and a few magic mushrooms. The cauldron was big. The smells from it weren’t very good anymore, but I was following the instructions in the big magic book and was stirring heavily to get these fluids going.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_2__Boom_]Entry 2: Boom!
 
    
 
   When I looked for the lemon pepper, I bumped my head.
 
   “Ouch!” I said.
 
   Then I heard another sound, “Meow!”
 
   “Hey, Zimbab. What are you doing here? I thought you were hunting mice.”
 
   “Meow,” was the answer.
 
   If only I had invented a potion to speak “cat.” That would have been helpful. Now Zimbab was purring. He was getting in the way a little.
 
   “Okay, that’s enough,” I said. “You can go do something else now.”
 
   The cat kept rubbing its side against my leg. I wasn’t too pleased with it, and I felt like kicking it away.
 
   “That’s enough!” I shouted. “I am busy! Sorry, Zimbab. Some other time will be better.”
 
   But Zimbab wouldn’t go away. Instead, he became fussy and started meowing louder and louder. He ran around in circles and wouldn’t leave the room even after I opened up the door.
 
   “Go already!” I yelled.
 
   Clumsy cat! It walked backwards and knocked me over, so that I fell over and bumped into the cauldron. The fluids in the cauldron flowed over and dropped into my shirt.
 
   “Ouch!” I said again. “This is it! You are leaving. NOW!”
 
   I took the cat and held it in front of me. I quickly walked to the door, said, “Cat-a-pult!” and threw him out the door. Did you know cats don’t always land on their paws? Ha-ha! Poor Zimbab landed on his face.
 
   Thud!
 
   Oh well, that’s what she got for letting me trip and getting hot fluid in my shirt. I am just glad it didn’t actually burn my skin.
 
   I decided to look at the damage. I grabbed a rag and cleaned up the rest of the mess. Luckily, it wasn’t really bad.
 
   I continued with the formula, the descriptions and the complicated chemical explanations in the book I was using. The book was of ancient origins. It was made a few thousand years ago and handed down to me. Witchcraft isn’t easy. You can’t just create a magical item or drink. It all has to be done according to specific steps, and the exact extract of each additive is required to make it work. In other words, it was quite difficult.
 
    
 
   Take 2 teaspoons of vinegar, mix it with a snake’s tail, an end of 11 inches, put a golden drop from the high mountains in it, stir frequently, and then sprinkle three particles from the explosive effects of a creeper before adding an enderwither’s eye. 
 
    
 
   And that’s just one of the 20 paragraphs I had to read for one recipe. But this was the ultimate recipe! And fortunately, I had most of these ingredients anyway. You may wonder where you can find an enderwither’s eye or the particles from a creeper, but I have to admit I was impressed with the schools’ inventories and how much they were willing to sell to me at a low price. All I had to do, was combine them.
 
   “Okay, a little bit of this… and then that… it’s coming. I think I am almost done.”
 
   I added the last ingredients.
 
   BOOOOOM!!!!
 
   The fluids blew up and splattered all over my room. The entire floor was disgusting; it was everywhere. I was disappointed and covered in a hot kind of soup. Yuck! But more than anything I just wanted to find out what had gone wrong.
 
   I flipped through the book again, going over all the steps I followed. Enderpearls… check… fish bone… check… 20 grains of salt… check… oh such perfectionism! But what was that? Only 2 teaspoons of vinegar? Oh no! I put 5 in! It’s that stupid dyslexia I am struggling with. Why did the one who invented the alphabet or numbers or something make the 2 and the 5 look so similar? Ughh… now my potion was ruined and I had to start all over again.
 
   Another day, another mistake. Back to the beginning… it was all part of my routine. But someday, I would master this thing.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_3__The_3]Entry 3: The Counterpart
 
    
 
   I didn’t know what was in store for me… what was going to happen… until that dark day arrived. It was my nemesis, a woman from one of the witch schools who was bitter and angry. Her name was Myranda. She was always nagging, and she wasn’t very nice. I remember that whenever I had class with her, back in the days that I still went to school, she would take me apart and embarrass me in front of the whole class.
 
   One time, for example, she made me bend over and touch my toes. I had no idea why, but I obeyed blindly. Afterwards, I knew that she just wanted me to mess up my hair I had so carefully done that morning, but instead of everyone laughing at me, I got some attention from boys who were looking closely, and were somewhat hypnotized by my beautiful body. I don’t think I want to talk about that a lot, but all I can say, is that some of them came to me after class and asked me on dates. It only gave me more attention, and I saw Myranda, my teacher, become green from jealousy. 
 
   She hated me. Why? Because I was attractive and she wasn’t. Her face wasn’t very symmetrical, she had a gigantic nose, and her black hat didn’t go along with her outfit… I could tell, especially with my sense of fashion.
 
   So one day, I was just minding my own business in my tiny cottage, fiddling with the ingredients I had and re-reading the formula in my book, when I heard a knock on the door.
 
   I opened up.
 
   “Whaahaa! Yeehee!” she said.
 
   There she was, not even waiting for me to talk to me. She knocked me over and I fell on the floor. It seemed to happen a lot lately. First by the cat, and then by… oh well, anyway, she ran towards my books, snatched the ancient book with the formula from the table, and exclaimed evil witch sounds. 
 
   I always knew there was something fishy about her. But when she said that she wanted the formula for eternal youth to reverse it and make everyone ugly, so that she wouldn’t be considered as such, I really knew she was messed up in the hat.
 
   In a way, I felt for her, but the other half of my conscience told me to intervene.
 
   “Give it back!” I shouted.
 
   “No way, you annoying ‘beauty queen,’” she said sarcastically. “I am going to do the opposite of what’s in this book, and when I have figured it out, you will be the first one to turn ugly.”
 
   “What did I ever do to you? Are you really that bitter that you want to turn everyone ugly?”
 
   No response. She stepped on her broomstick and flew away. I ran back inside and grabbed mine. The chase had started.
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   That evil witch. How dare she steal my recipe book? How dare she devise such evil schemes? I was focused and angry. I was going to stop her once and for all.
 
   When I grabbed my broomstick, I saw Zimbab standing in the corner. He looked at me with pitiful eyes, as if he was apologizing for the previous accident he had caused. Poor cat. Maybe I could take him with me. He could come in handy.
 
   Oh, what was I saying? He would just be in the way, just like before.
 
   But then I looked into those big, cute eyes and I couldn’t resist. I picked him up and put him at the back of my broomstick.
 
   “You better behave,” I told him.
 
   Then I took off.
 
   Flying through the air is a lot of fun. It’s one of the great benefits of being a witch. I have always loved it. And this time, I had to go faster than ever, because I was chasing my nemesis, the annoying Myranda with all her self-esteem issues, the one who took out all her problems on me, even though I never did anything on purpose to make her feel bad. It was ridiculous, and it just wasn’t fair.
 
   I saw her. She had become a little dot in the distance, and I don’t know if she saw me following her, but one thing was for sure: I knew where I was going. It took about 20 minutes until I saw her descend to the earth and land somewhere in the woods. I decided to keep my distance, so I landed somewhere else. From afar, I spied on her. I noticed she had a little cottage herself, but hers was deep into the forest, not just visible for everyone to see, like mine. It felt more secretive this way, and I was curious what she was hiding in there.
 
   I snuck closer. She had already gone inside.
 
   “Meow,” Zimbab said.
 
   “Ssshh…” I said, holding my finger in front of my mouth and looking at him.
 
   I was talking to a cat. I felt a little stupid.
 
   Together, we came to the cottage but we still hid outside. I peeked through the window and saw Myranda staring at the book. I didn’t know yet how I was going to get the book back, but I knew I would come up with something. I always did.
 
   I looked at Zimbab. Then I looked through the window.
 
   I looked at Zimbab again. I looked through the window again.
 
   Ha! I knew what to do. I just needed a distraction. Zimbab didn’t look pleased when I squinted my eyes and had a smirk on my face. He slowly started walking away, but I was faster.
 
   “I am sorry, Zimbab,” I said. “It’s nothing personal.”
 
   I pulled back my leg and kicked the cat as hard as I could.
 
   “Meowowowow!” the cat said.
 
   He flew through the air and ended on his paws this time. Fortunately, this caught Myranda’s attention. She looked over and came through the door. When she came outside and looked the other way, I quickly snuck around the back and went through the back door to steal my book back. She was still looking around, wondering where the crying cat sound came from.
 
   Good.
 
   This was good.
 
   I had the book. I was going to take it home, and she would never find out how it disappeared, or would she?
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_5__Clumsiness]Entry 5: Clumsiness
 
    
 
   I tripped! When I was going out the back door, I tripped and fell, taking pots and pans down with me.
 
   Cling! Clang! Clingeling!
 
   The noise was deafening. Oh no, she would discover me!
 
   “Hahah! I’ve got you now,” she said.
 
   She walked over quickly and pulled the book out of my hands.
 
   “You won’t be in my way anymore,” she said.
 
   “Wait, why do you have to be this way?” I asked. “It doesn’t make any sense, Myranda. You don’t have to punish everyone because you feel bad about yourself.”
 
   “Ha! Are you trying to talk me down? That’s not going to work. Everybody hates my face. They deserve to know how it feels.”
 
   “No, they don’t,” I said.
 
   “Oh, it’s so easy for you to say,” she said. “You were always popular and wanted. I never had any of that. People think I am ugly.”
 
   “But what if we could make your face prettier? Wouldn’t that make it better? Then you wouldn’t have to bug anyone else. You could just leave them the way they are.”
 
   “Apparently you don’t know anything about these formulas. The eternal youth potion only helps you stay young, but it doesn’t improve your face.”
 
   “Well, isn’t there a potion that can help you become beautiful?” I asked.
 
   “There is,” she said calmly. Then she put her head down and became very sad. I noticed she had been struggling with this issue for a while now. It was consuming her, and she couldn’t let it go.
 
   It made me think of how important it is to people to be considered attractive. When they think they’re ugly, even when they are not, it can really damage their self-esteem. I was hoping I could do something to help, so she wouldn’t take out her frustration on others.
 
   “And?” I asked. “Where is the recipe?”
 
   She sobbed. “It’s right there in this book.”
 
   “Oh. Then it shouldn’t be a problem. Here, let me look it up.”
 
   I began flipping through the pages of the book, trying to find the formula for the beauty potion. I couldn’t find it, so I looked in the content page.
 
   “It’s on page 254,” she said, interrupting me. “I already looked at it.”
 
   “Ah, so you are familiar with it. How come you haven’t brewed it yet?”
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_6__That]Entry 6: That Ingredient
 
    
 
   Myranda looked sad again, as if she had been trying her whole life and had been failing at every attempt. She buried her face in her hands. I put my hand on her back on rubbed her back a little. I apologized for not understanding and asked her again why she hadn’t made it yet.
 
   “I have every ingredient I need,” she said.
 
   “Let’s do it then!” I said excitedly.
 
   “Except for one.”
 
   “Oh. What is it?”
 
   “It’s an enderpearl,” she said.
 
   “Really? I have enderpearls in my cottage. I can just go get them.”
 
   “No,” she said. “The ones you have are purple. You can find those anywhere. The enderpearl the recipe requires is red.”
 
   “A red enderpearl? I’ve never heard of that.”
 
   “It’s because they are so rare. You can only find them in the Distant Lands. And they are guarded by enderdragons.”
 
   “Sounds dangerous,” I admitted.
 
   “It is, and that’s why nobody I know has ever created that beauty potion yet. None of the witches I know want to risk their lives to look better. Besides, most of them look prettier than me anyway.”
 
   I thought for a while. If I would brew that potion, I wouldn’t just help Myranda and make sure she would stop harassing me, but I would also have the opportunity to take it home and show my parents I made one of the most desired, hardest to create… potions in the country, perhaps even in the world!
 
   “I’m in,” I said. “I will go and get the enderpearl for you.”
 
   “Oh no,” Myranda said. “I can’t ask you to do that.”
 
   “You’re not asking me. I am offering my services to you. I want this potion as much as you do.”
 
   “Why? You already look great. You don’t need it.”
 
   “Oh, I have my reasons. Trust me.”
 
   “Okay, just be careful out there. I am not coming along. I feel too old for adventures with dragons and rocky roads.”
 
   “It doesn’t matter. But I want you to do me a favor as well.”
 
   “Oh, anything,” she said. “If you are willing to get that pearl for me, just ask what you want.”
 
   “Could you take care of Zimbab? I’ve been a little mean to him, but I am sure you will find some yummy milk for him to drink.”
 
   “That’s all? Yes, of course.”
 
   “Thanks. I will see you later.”
 
   Those were my last words at the time. I walked outside, jumped on my broomstick and took off, flying though the sky, ready to face some real dangers.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_7__The_3]Entry 7: The Distant Land
 
    
 
   The Distant Lands were grim and empty. When I arrived there, I couldn’t believe a place like this existed. The chilling wind wasn’t enough to scare me. However, when I saw dead animal carcasses and flies buzzing around them, I started doubting if I made the correct decision to come here. 
 
   Was beauty really worth all of this? Perhaps it was harder for me to understand anyway, since I had been beautiful all my life. I didn’t know any better than receiving compliments and attention from everyone daily.
 
   I flew and flew. It was a vast area of rocks and canyons, but no life. The occasional tree gave me hope, but when I noticed that even the bushes were as dry as the desert itself, it gave me the creeps. A black fog emerged from the distance, making the place look eerie and gloomy, taking away all my self-induced reassurances and made-up confidence I had been talking myself into having. What an awful place! No wonder Myranda was so reluctant to come here.
 
   I knew where the enderdragons were. It actually wasn’t that difficult to find them, since they were always spitting fire and smoke evaporated from the areas they lived in. So all I had to do, was follow the smoke. I gazed at the horizon while hovering above the ground on my broomstick. I guess I should have floated a bit higher, because at that moment, an ocelot jumped at me! I don’t know why I didn’t see it coming. Maybe because it was hiding between some blades of high grass before it attacked me. Either way, it jumped on my broomstick.
 
   I figured I had become kind of good at kicking and throwing cats anyway, so an ocelot was no different.
 
   “Get off, stupid ocelot!” I yelled, trying to spin my broomstick in a way it would let go.
 
   It didn’t let go, so I flew around. I went upside down, and made circles to the left and to the right. I spun in the air and shook back and forth.
 
   “Growowow!” the ocelot said.
 
   It held on for a while, but eventually, it had to let go. I was making too many quick maneuvers on my broomstick to lose him. When I went straight up and dashed down again, only to skim the surface and fly back up again, the ocelot couldn’t hold anymore and fell on the ground.
 
   THUD!
 
   Finally.
 
   Now I could continue on my journey. Better to stay high in the sky, unless there were dangerous birds that could attack me. Imagine that. Ughh…
 
   I put my hand above my eyes and scanned the terrain, looking for smoke. Aha! There it was. Evaporating smoke from behind the mountain range… that’s where I could find the enderdragons. I didn’t wait any longer and headed into that direction.
 
   When I arrived, I couldn’t believe my eyes.
 
    
 
    [image: C:\Users\Vincent\Documents\Amazon ebooks\Minecraft first 50\minecraft-354461_640.png] 
 
    
 
   There was lava everywhere. Little lights in the sky and gravity-beating objects were floating above the volcanic rims as if nature didn’t have anything to say against it. It was breathtaking and perilous at the same time. Now I really wasn’t sure if I wanted to go on, but I did.
 
   I flew over one of the volcanoes and discovered an enderdragon. It was black and purple, but mostly black, which made it even harder to follow its movements as it flew away. Another chase, another pursue… I was going after it.
 
   I flew as fast as I could on my broomstick. The enderdragon flew up into the foggy clouds and back down to the surface. With every move, I copied its exact pattern. I still didn’t know where the pearls were though. I had been looking for them since I came here, but I didn’t see a dragon’s nest or a cave or anything. The only thing I could think of, was to keep observing the enderdragon.
 
   So I waited.
 
   Hiding behind a rock, I waited and waited.
 
   Suddenly, a large shadow fell over me. It startled me, and I turned around to see where it was coming from. It was another enderdragon!
 
   “Aaaah!” I screamed in fear, going up into the sky on my broomstick. The enderdragon chased after me and sped through the air. I zigzagged to get rid of him but ended up in a foggy cloud. It was gone.
 
   Pfew! That was close. Where did it go? Well, hopefully it wouldn’t come back. I think I made a smart move hiding in here.
 
   I waited for another 20 minutes or so before I had to guts to descend to those scary areas again. When I did, I finally saw it.
 
   There it was: A red enderpearl.
 
   But it wasn’t easy to get it. It was impossible, or so it seemed.
 
   Remember those floating pieces of burning objects I was talking about? That’s where the enderpearls were. I flew closer and took a keen look at one of them. The red enderpearl was exactly in the core of the burning fire. It didn’t make any sense to me how this could be, but there was nothing I could do about it.
 
   Now what?
 
   I couldn’t take the whole flaming blaze, could I?
 
   Or maybe I could reach inside it, grab the enderpearl, and pull it out. But then I would burn my hand! I wasn’t going to do that! That would be crazy!
 
   I flew to a few other ones to check if they were just as hard to get. Each and every one of those pearls had the same problem. They were all deep inside the core of a hot, burning object. I figured it was because that was the way they came to existence in the first place: They were naturally and slowly forged by the fire in those things. Interesting, but how was I going to get them out? It was driving me nuts. I flew from the one to the other, making sure there wasn’t an easier one to get a hold of.
 
   There wasn’t.
 
   Then I did something I have often wondered about later. I regularly asked myself in the following years if it was the best solution, or if it was plain stupidity, because looking back, I shiver when I think of the pain I went through at that moment.
 
   A quick thought entered my mind: If I would reach inside and grab it, I would burn my hand, but I could take it home, create the potion and heal my hand with it. The potion grants the ultimate beauty, so drinking it would heal my flawed hand immediately. I was doubtful, but taking courage, I decided there was no other way.
 
   I close my eyes, took a deep breath, and opened my eyes again.
 
   This was it.
 
   I was going to voluntarily burn my hand to help Myranda become beautiful.
 
   I couldn’t even imagine the agony I was about to face, but it was necessary and I was going to bite through it.
 
   I reached as quickly as I could and grabbed the red enderpearl with my left hand.
 
   “Ouch!” I screamed in pain, after which I dropped the pearl and started blowing on my hand. “Owowowow!” I continued, crying in the meantime.
 
   I don’t think I had ever felt that much pain before. It was awful. But I had succeeded. The enderpearl was out of the flaming object. It had fallen to the ground and was now cooling off, so I could put it in my pocket and go home.
 
   I waited a little while, occasionally testing the heat emanating from the red pearl. When I noticed it had become colder, I picked it up, took it with me and whooshed as fast as I could towards the deserted lands I had passed through.
 
   Oh, my hand hurt soooo much! But I knew that if I could reach the cottage, it would all soon be over. 
 
   After an hour or so, I saw the forest. This was my rescue. Now we just had to create the potion.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_8__Beauty]Entry 8: Beauty Begins
 
    
 
   When I came to Myranda’s cottage in the forest, I jumped off my broomstick and barged in.
 
   “Myranda!” I shouted. “Let’s get that potion going. Now!”
 
   Myranda was startled. She didn’t understand why I was in such a hurry. But then she saw my hand and put her hand in front of her mouth.
 
   “What happened?” she asked.
 
   “Only that your precious little pearl was in an excruciating burning flame,” I said while flapping my left hand up and down.
 
   “Okay, okay,” she said as she was stressing out. “Give me a few seconds. The recipe book. Over there. Okay. The ingredients. Where is the…”
 
   And that’s how it went on for some time. I walked back and forth, trying to forget the pain and assisting her when she needed me. I gave her the red enderpearl from my pocket and we added every little ingredient we had to, according to the instructions in the book. Finally, we put some sage and eggplant in and watched as the fluids in the cauldron turned into a red orangey color.
 
   “Well, this is it then, isn’t it?” Myranda asked. “This should be right. Let’s hope for the best. After you.”
 
   She took the big spoon, dipped it in and handed it to me. I didn’t wait another second and drank everything. Suddenly, I felt better. I got a tingling feeling in my hand and I saw it heal rapidly. Some other little imperfections in my appearance changed, but I mostly stayed the same.
 
   “Oh, that feels soooo good!” I said, being relieved that it was working.
 
   Myranda was smiling. She was hopeful. I had never seen her this delighted before. I gave her the spoon and she took a big sip herself. I watched as her countenance changed into that of a pretty young woman. She wiggled her fingers and toes and picked up a mirror.
 
   “Wow! Is that me?” she asked. She was happy as a clam. “I am gorgeous! This is amazing!”
 
   “I agree, look at you!” I said.
 
   She kept admiring herself in the mirror for a while. Then she turned to me and embraced me.
 
   “I am sorry for all the hard times I put you through,” she said. “I was just jealous, and I realize I was wrong. You went so far to help me out and you even got your hand burned to get the red pearl. Thank you for all you’ve done.”
 
   “Oh, it’s okay,” I said. “You’re welcome.”
 
   I was proud of myself. I was happy. I had actually helped someone feel better about herself. It was like a magic makeover. We were like best friends all of a sudden. We chatted a little before I went home, and I made sure I got some of the potion in a giant, glass bottle to take with me. She gave me back the book and I put Zimbab the cat on my broomstick. We flew to my cottage and I went to bed.
 
   The next day, I traveled to my parents. They had a big house. Zimbab was left at the cottage. He would just be a drag to take with me. I landed in front of their yard and walked to the door. I knocked and my mom opened up.
 
   “Welcome!” she said. “You look great!”
 
   Apparently, she hadn’t been expecting me, and she even noticed the slight changes
 
   We gave each other a hug and she let me in. My dad was standing in the hallway. He looked at me with a serious expression on his face. I looked back. It was a little awkward.
 
   “So what did you make?” he asked.
 
   “I made a beauty potion,” I said proudly.
 
   I pulled the bottle out of my bag and showed it to them. My mom had already become fairly old, and the wrinkles on her face were showing. So when I mentioned a “beauty potion,” she seemed very interested.
 
   “I’d like to try it,” she said.
 
   My dad looked intrigued too. I came closer and took a long, hard look at the potion, as if he could tell how effective it would be just by looking at it. My mom opened it up and drank a little sip.
 
   My father stepped back. “Whoa,” he said. “What is happening?”
 
   My mother’s wrinkles disappeared immediately; her whole appearance became more youthful and smooth. As she felt the rush from the effect of the fluids, a smile appeared on her face.
 
   “It feels great,” she said.
 
   “Wow, honey,” my dad admitted. “You are… I can’t even find the words for it.”
 
   “Pretty good, isn’t it?” I said.
 
   “Walata, my daughter. This is the most impressive thing you’ve ever made. I am proud of you.”
 
   “Thanks, dad.”
 
   “Now if you’ll excuse us, I think I want to give my wife a kiss or two.”
 
   “Uhm…”
 
   I didn’t know what to do, but before I knew it, they were kissing each other elaborately.
 
   “Okay, have fun. I am outta here,” I said as I rushed upstairs.
 
   It was a great day. My parents were proud of me. They were happy with each other, and EVEN my dad was proud of me.
 
    
 
   THE END
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Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
   I take reviews seriously and always look at them. This way, you are helping me provide you better content that you will LOVE in the future. A review doesn’t have to be long, just one or two sentences and a number of stars you find appropriate (hopefully 5 of course). 
 
   Also, if I think your review is useful, I will mark it as “helpful.” This will help you become more known on Amazon as a decent reviewer, and will ensure that more authors will contact you with free e-books in the future. This is how we can help each other.

 
 
   DISCLAIMER: This information is provided “as is.” The author, publishers and/or marketers of this information disclaim any loss or liability, either directly or indirectly as a consequence of applying the information presented herein, or in regard to the use and application of said information. No guarantee is given, either expressed or implied, in regard to the merchantability, accuracy, or acceptability of the information. The pages within this e-book have been copyrighted.
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   Introduction
 
    
 
   This is not like an ordinary book. In this Minecraft self-adventure, you will face monsters and demons that could cost you your life. If you are courageous enough to start reading this adventure, then go ahead. Start at the first chapter, but just know that I warned you. It’s not going to be easy. You will have to make choices that affect your destiny. You decide the outcome.
 
   So this is how it works. Read the first chapter, make a choice, and then go to the number the choice leads to. That way, your adventure will continue and you will choose your own path. If you are reading the E-book version, you can simply click on the links of your choices. If you are reading a physical copy, just flip through the pages to get to the right number.
 
   Good luck!
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   [bookmark: self1] 
 
   [bookmark: the1]1
 
   You are a treasure hunter. You have heard of the valuable items hidden in the large pyramid here in the middle of the desert. You are anxious to get your hands on it; as soon as you heard it mentioned, you acquired more details and went on a long journey to the empty sand lands to make it yours
 
   Now, you are thirsty and stuck with a heavy backpack. You’ve roamed the desert for more than a day, according to the guide’s awful directions, and you’ve just had it. Everywhere around you, you see sand… sand… sand… and more sand. Its vast, rolling hills are driving you nuts. You follow the direction of the sun, since your sense of North and South is at least somewhat above average.
 
   After another hour, you get to the top of another sand hill. You look forward and cannot believe your eyes. The pyramid is in sight!
 
   There it is! The pyramid the guide talked about, the one on your map, the one with the TREASURE in it! You shout for joy and continue walking towards it. Soon you’ll be rich.
 
   When you get closer, you notice that the entrance is a heavy door that can slide right open. And with “right open,” you discover, is meant an exhausting effort to move it inch by inch, only by using all your strength. You’re not sure if you want to go down that road. That takes a lot of energy. You scratch your head and decide.
 
   To open the door anyway, go to 23
 
   To walk around the pyramid and look for another door, go to 55
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   You go closer and take a look at your reflection. It looks odd, as if your reflection is being distorted or something. There is something not quite normal about this mirror. Having concluded that, what are you going to do next?
 
   Touch the mirror, go to 13.
 
   Do your hair, go to 39.
 
   Break the mirror into a thousand pieces, go to 59. 
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   You try again. Maybe this time, your fat butt will actually move, so that you can still escape. You realize at that moment you shouldn’t have eaten all that kabob you got from the locals. You wiggle and wiggle, trying to move backwards.
 
   Ngngngng!
 
   Got it!
 
   You’re out! Come and get me now, creeper!
 
   Boom!
 
   The creeper explodes, but since you dive away, you evaded the dire consequences of the explosion.
 
   That was close. Glad you missed that one.
 
   Go to 16.
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   “Could you please leave me alone?” you ask.
 
   No reaction. Do these zombie-mummies, whatever they are, speak English, or do they speak at all?
 
   “Could you leave me alone?” you ask again.
 
   They don’t seem to react.
 
   You can ask them again, go to 98.
 
   You can reach for a giant knife in your backpack, go to 67.
 
   You can scare them away with your torch, go to 53.
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   Yellow seems like a good choice, since the hieroglyph shows the sun is yellow, isn’t it? So you push the yellow button. Nothing happens. Odd. Okay, let’s try another one. Which one next?
 
   The red one, go to 29.
 
   The orange one, go to 89.
 
   All three at the same time, go to 62.
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   You are so thirsty, so a little sip couldn’t hurt, could it? You drink it and start coughing. Yuck! It tastes like sulfur or sand or something. Luckily it didn’t kill you. You spit it out and have a disgusting look on your face. Next time, it may be better not to just drink any water and assume it’s potable.
 
   Go to 66.
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   Sheepishly, you back off a little and tell him that you are okay with leaving the treasure to him. You were just about to go home anyway.
 
   “I don’t believe you,” he says. “So perhaps I should kill you for lying.”
 
   O-oh. Now he is really angry. 
 
   What are you going to do?
 
   Ask him where the treasure is, go to 95.
 
   Attack him with your dagger, go to 76.
 
   Tell him to come and get you, go to 42.
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   You move aside and hold up your torch to light up the wall with the writings about the coffins. It clearly has the symbol of death all over it, with skulls, downward spirals, and the Egyptian god of death, Anubis. That doesn’t sound good, but if there is danger near you, you want to know about it.
 
   You read out loud, “Who wants enter door, raise dead.”
 
   What?!
 
   “Whoever wants to enter the door, must raise the dead?” you ask. “That’s ridiculous. I can’t raise the dead. I don’t even want to raise the dead. What if they start attacking me?”
 
   You read it again and draw the same conclusion. It truly says you must raise the dead to enter the door. You look to the center of the enormous room, where the tombstone and coffins are. Shivers go through your body, but you decide to go take a look anyway.
 
   Go to 40.
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   You make another attempt to fend off the fireballs from the ghasts with your pickaxe, but you can only hit so many of them until one of them hits you again.
 
   “Aaaargh!”
 
   You’re dead. Start over. Game over.
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   You kick the creeper, as if it is a football game.
 
   Thud!
 
   Whoosh!
 
   The creeper shoots through the air and explodes. You cover your face and sigh that it’s over.
 
   Go to 51.
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   The other door is too far away anyway, so you figure it’s better to go through the door you came from. You turn around and open it. Oh, good. It opens up. You enter the room you came from and close the door. That was definitely the wrong room. Better try the other door.
 
   Go to 90.
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   You get your dagger and stab the stupid scorpion. One stab isn’t enough, so you stab again and again. The purple blood flows out of its body and it remains dead on the ground. The little bugger has scared you. Glad that is over.
 
   You look up and open the only door in front of you, so go to 25.
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   You stretch out your hand and touch the mirror, but your hand is going THROUGH the mirror. Whoa! That is strange!
 
   But hey, if your hand goes through it, then so will your body. You decide to just walk through it and are amazed when you find yourself transporting through a portal to another room.
 
   In that room, you see another door, on the side, not straight ahead of you. You walk towards it, but suddenly, an eerie sound echoes through the air as you feel the ground shake.
 
   Out of the ground appear specks of dust, and from that dust, skeletons are formed, four of them. You shiver when you look at the mean look in their eyes. Quickly! You have to think of something!
 
   Reach for your dagger, go to 41.
 
   Ask them for directions, go to 99.
 
   Throw a rock at them, go to 78.
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   You skip all the nonsense in this room and go straight to the door. You put your hands on the handle and pull.
 
   Nothing.
 
   You pull again.
 
   It just won’t budge. Well, that’s annoying. What are you going to do now?
 
    
 
   Try to read the writings on the wall. Go to 87.
 
   Take a closer look at the tombs. Go to 40.
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   You decide to go through the right door. It opens up and you enter the hallway. But what is this? It’s wet. You can feel the water streaming through your shoes. Weird, something like this in the middle of the desert. Where does all this water come from?
 
   You investigate where it’s coming from, go to 32.
 
   You drink it, since you’re that thirsty, go to 6.
 
   You decide to keep walking, go to 66.
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   After your encounter with the creepers, you are extra cautious when you go through the crawl space. Luckily, that was the last of them, because before you know it, you’re in another room. It’s a tiny, yellow room with some writings on the walls. But since there are two doors, you don’t want to bother reading them. The way is clear, right? Or should you see what it says anyway?
 
   To go through the left door, go to 27.
 
   To go through the right door, go to 90.
 
   To take a minute to read the writings, go to 34.
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   You choose the pickaxe. The fireballs keep coming at you. It’s too hard to do anything about it. This is not an effective weapon against those things.
 
   “Ouch!” one of the fireballs hits you in the stomach, reducing your energy by a lot.
 
   This is it. You have to decide what next. If you get another hit like that, you will die.
 
   To try the sword, go to 64.
 
   To keep using the pickaxe, go to 9.
 
   To use the shield, go to 49.
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   “Okay, there we go,” you tell yourself as you touch the complicated patterns on the altar with your fingers. As soon as you touch it, something strange happens. The ground begins to shake, the room becomes unstable, and you fall backwards, looking at the statue that is rising and rising.
 
   The rising statue turns into a real black dog, a huge, monstrous creature with serious muscles and a head with pointing ears and sharp teeth, growling at you as if you are intruding his territory.
 
   “What are you doing here?” the big dog asks, standing on its two legs and clenching his fists.
 
   “Uhm…” you stammer. “I am seeking the pyramid treasure, just to put it to good use.”
 
   “The treasure belongs to me!!!!” the dog yells while drooling from the side of his mouth.
 
   Interesting; so there IS a treasure. But now what? This dog or ancient god or whatever it is, is standing in your way.
 
   What are you going to do?
 
   Ask him where the treasure is, go to 95.
 
   Attack him with your dagger, go to 76.
 
   Tell him you were just about to leave, go to 7.
 
   Tell him to come and get you, go to 42.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self19][bookmark: the19]19
 
   You try to run via the wall, something you’ve seen all those cool guys in video games do. If they can do it, you can do it, right?
 
   Wrong! 
 
   It’s not as easy as it looks. The wall is slippery, you don’t have much grip with your shoes, and you awkwardly end up in the pitfall, impaled by the spikes in the floor.
 
   You’re dead. Start over.
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self20][bookmark: the20]20
 
   The room you end up in looks fairly empty. It surprises you that there are torches burning, and where that gush of wind came from, is a puzzle by itself. You walk around a bit, and you see another opening, a crawl space, just like the other one.
 
   You duck again and are about to go crawl through it when a creature creeps out.
 
   “Whaah!” you yell, being startled completely.
 
   The creeping creature is a creeper. It just crawled through and is coming at you. Its green skin and fiery eyes creep you out.
 
   It’s lit up! Aaaah! It’s going to explode!
 
   What do you do?
 
   Step aside, so that the creeper bumps into the wall, go to 92.
 
   Kick the creeper away, go to 10.
 
   Try to light up the torch with the creeper’s fire, go to 35.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self21][bookmark: the21]21
 
   “Left sounds good,” you think. You open the door and enter a bright room with torches. Again, you wonder why the torches are lit up, seeing that the pyramid should have been deserted. But you brush the thought aside and keep walking. At the end of the hallway, there is a puzzle. A hieroglyph shows on the wall, the image of a sun. There are three buttons: A red one, an orange one, and a yellow one. Which one do you decide to push?
 
   The red one, go to 29.
 
   The orange one, go to 89.
 
   The yellow one, go to 5.
 
   All three at the same time, go to 62.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self22][bookmark: the22]22
 
   “You have to do better than that!” the giant dog with the big muscles says. The wires in your brain are starting to work and you have some new ideas.
 
   You can:
 
   Throw rocks at him, go to 81.
 
   Stab the altar, go to 38.
 
   Hide behind a boulder, go to 73.
 
   Throw your dagger to the corner of the room to play fetch, go to 50.
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: the23][bookmark: self23]23
 
   With all your might, you push aside the entrance door. “Umpf!” you moan after huffing and puffing and panting. The entrance is clear. Awesome! It’s pitch black. You cannot see anything in front of you. Ah, but you have a solution for that. You figured this would be the case. After all, you cannot expect a bunch of light bulbs in an ancient pyramid, can you?
 
   You reach inside your backpack and take out a torch and some matches. You light it and hold the torch up after placing the matches back into the bag. Wow! Interesting place.
 
   The walls are covered with ancient Egyptian writings and hieroglyphs. The room is filled with tombs, at least 20 of them. It’s a really big room, and you watch in awe as you walk forward and let your hands glide over the dusty tombstones. What do you do?
 
   Try to read the writings on the wall. Go to 87.
 
   Take a closer look at the tombs. Go to 40.
 
   Look for another door to exit the room. Go to 14.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self24][bookmark: the24]24
 
   You are in the middle of these fighting skeletons; they are swinging at you with their weapons, but still you yell, “Stop! I just want to know where I am going!”
 
   The skeletons pause for a moment, but then they start swinging at you again, catching you off guard. The final blow kills you.
 
   You are dead. Start over.
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self25][bookmark: the25]25
 
   You are in a giant room. Decorations are all over the place. Egyptians characters and drawings are on all the walls, torches are burning, and boulders and rocks are piled up in the corners.
 
   In the middle of the room, there is an altar, something that looks like it would be used to sacrifice items to idols or Egyptian gods. A statue is placed behind it, in the form of a black dog that has some kind of pharaoh clothing.
 
   You approach the statue and the altar. There don’t seem to be any doors in the room, and most importantly, no treasure.
 
   What will you do?
 
   Touch the statue, go to 33.
 
   Touch the altar, go to 18.
 
   Investigate the boulders, go to 69.
 
   Look at the paintings on the wall, go to 54.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self26][bookmark: the26]26
 
   “Yay!” you shout joyfully. You start swimming in the gold, and throwing it up in the air. The zombie horse has a surprised look on its face, watching you go nuts because of all the riches you have just discovered.
 
   Okay, that was fun. What next?
 
   You can leave the horse for what it is and leave with the gold in your bag, go to 82.
 
   You can release the horse, go to 72.
 
   If you want to make sure it won’t hurt you, you can also kill the horse with your dagger; in that case, go to 79.
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self27][bookmark: the27]27
 
   You decide to take the left door. You look at it. It has the symbol of an eye on it. It easily opens up after you push it in. After entering it, you find yourself in a long, narrow hallway, the kind that can make you feel claustrophobic. You move on, holding up your torch.
 
   Suddenly, the walls on the two sides come closing in. No!!!!
 
   This must be one of those Egyptian booby traps. Now what?
 
   Try to make it to the other end by running forward, go to 48.
 
   Go back through the door, go to 11.
 
   Push the walls back with your powerful strength, go to 68.
 
   
 
   [bookmark: self28][bookmark: the28]28
 
   You want to get out of this hallway, with all the traps lying in wait to kill you. There! The door is on the other side, but you hold back. Another trap like that could really be the last thing you end up seeing. You carefully look around and tip-toe to the door. 
 
   When you open it, you enter a large room with all kinds of objects in the corner. There are golden swords, pickaxes, and shields. There are vases, pearls, and boxes. Nothing spectacular. It all looks pretty plain and inexpensive, but the weapons may come in handy.
 
   Hey, what is that? Something is taking shape in the air in front of you. At first, you can’t put your finger on what it is, but then you see it.
 
   It’s a ghast! 
 
   It’s one of those ghosts that spits fireballs. You’ve heard of them. They are extremely dangerous. But before you come to your senses and realize what just happened—a ghast forming out of thin air—you see another ghast appear, and another… and another… more are coming until there are ten ghasts in front of you, hovering about the ground. One by one, they attack you by spitting fireballs.
 
   To pick up the pickaxe, go to 17.
 
   To wield the sword, go to 74.
 
   To use the shield, go to 49.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self29][bookmark: the29]29
 
   Sunset… that’s when the sun is red, so it must be that one. That’s what you think, but then it turns out it does nothing. You push it a few times, almost getting a little frustrated, but it was wrong. Which one now?
 
   The orange one, go to 89.
 
   The yellow one, go to 5.
 
   All three at the same time, go to 62.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self30][bookmark: the30]30
 
   With a determined look in your eyes, you increase your fighting speed, stabbing another skeleton here and one there. After a few moves, they’re all dead. Good job for hanging in there. You just needed a little persistence.
 
   You look satisfied at the dead skeletons, the dead undead actually, or whatever. Either way, they cannot harm you anymore.
 
   You step over them and walk towards the door. When you go through it, you can hardly believe your eyes.
 
   Go to 52.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self31][bookmark: the31]31
 
   You jump, but it becomes your death. A few sharp arrows speed through the air, hitting you in the chest and killing you instantly. If only you would have ducked, you would have been safe. Sad.
 
   Start over. You are dead.
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self32][bookmark: the32]32
 
   It’s obviously coming from the side. There is a hole in the wall through which the water is lightly streaming. It’s too small to do anything with it though. So just leave it alone.
 
   What will you do next?
 
   You drink it, since you’re that thirsty, go to 6.
 
   You decide to keep walking, go to 66.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self33][bookmark: the33]33
 
   You touch the statue. Its surface is slick and smooth. Strange, because everything else around it is rough. It seems to be made out of some marble mixed with cement, but in a sophisticated way.
 
   After touching the statue, you decide to touch the altar.
 
   Go to 18.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self34][bookmark: the34]34
 
   You decide to take a minute to read what’s on the wall. Perhaps it will say something about which door to pick. Let’s see… “The skull leads to life, but the eye… leads to death. Well, that’s ironic. That doesn’t make any sense.”
 
   You look at the doors. One has an eye and the other a skull symbol on it.
 
   You trust the writings on the wall and go through the skull door, go to 90.
 
   You go against it, and choose the door with the eye, go to 27.
 
   
 
   [bookmark: self35][bookmark: the35]35
 
   You hold the torch about the creeper’s head, trying to light it. It worked! But wait, why did you do this in the first place? You should have just lit your torch by using the torches on the wall. Now the creeper is really close and is about to explode in your face. What do you do now?
 
   Step away anyway, go to 92.
 
   Kick the creeper away, go to 10.
 
   Hit the creeper with your lit up torch, go to 43.
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self36][bookmark: the36]36
 
   You try to shake it off, but it has its claws stuck in you. You shake your leg again, but it isn’t working at all. What do you do now?
 
   Squeal like a little girl, go to 91.
 
   Stab it with your dagger, go to 12.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self37][bookmark: the37]37
 
   While holding one hand in front of you and another a little lower, you try to feel your way through the thick darkness. You can feel walls, stones, and a soft breeze. If the wind is coming into the room, there should be opening somewhere.
 
   Aha!
 
   There it is. The wind is stronger in this corner. You put your hands against the wall and squat. There is a tiny opening, not more than a few feet high, that has wind coming through. This may be your best way out. You duck and crawl through the eerie space.
 
   At the end of the tunnel, you enter a room with a few torches on the walls.
 
   Go to 20.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self38][bookmark: the38]38
 
   It sounds crazy and useless to stab an altar, but for some reason, it feels like it could do something, since this pyramid is filled with strange auras and magical powers anyway. With your dagger, you stab the altar and thrust through the cracks of the marble substance.
 
   “Aaargh! How did you know?” the dog says, burning completely, as if he is controlled by the powers of the altar.
 
   “I didn’t,” you say proudly. “I just guessed, but it was the right guess.”
 
   You watch as the dog turns to ashes and shows no signs of life whatsoever. Then the altar moves aside and a winding staircase going down appears. Interesting. It’s a hidden path, probably leading to the treasure somehow.
 
   Go to 60.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self39][bookmark: the39]39
 
   You do your hair and smile. You are such a good looking guy. Wow. The female mummies will be impressed.
 
   After some moments of vanity, you put your comb back in your bag and decide what to do next. You can:
 
   Touch the mirror, go to 13.
 
   Break the mirror into a thousand pieces, go to 59. 
 
   Take a closer look, go to 2. 
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self40][bookmark: the40]40
 
   You approach the tombs and read the inscriptions on them. Obviously they are just some Pharaohs who were buried here. Nothing special. Hey, but what’s that?
 
   Some evil symbol: A cross with a blade and a bone through it. You have no idea what it means, but whatever it does, it can’t be good. So 20 tombs. Does this mean that 20 mummies will just pop out if you say a certain spell or something?
 
   Crick crack…
 
   You hear a noise. It sounds as if it is coming from one of the other tombs. Holding up your torch, you find your way through the dark and curiously get closer to the sound you heard.
 
   CRAAACK!
 
   “Whaaaah!” you scream.
 
   A giant, decaying hand just shoved itself through the thin wooden wall of the coffin. The hand goes into a fist and another hand comes out, taking off the lid and helping the one lying there climb out.
 
   Crack! Crack!
 
   Other sarcophagi soon follow, revealing the rotting corpses held inside. The 20 tombs are empty now, and all that is left, is a few zombie-like mummy creatures wandering towards you.
 
   You are cornered. You are surrounded. What are you going to do?
 
   Scare them off with your torch, go to 53.
 
   Reach for a giant knife in your backpack, go to 67.
 
   Ask them to leave you alone, go to 4.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self41][bookmark: the41]41
 
   You reach for your dagger and attack them. But it’s hard to resist their blows. Each of the skeletons swings at you with a sword, and the only thing you have, is that dagger. It’s not really working. What do you do now?
 
   Use your dagger anyway, just to give it another try, go to 30.
 
   Ask them for directions, go to 24.
 
   Throw a rock at them, go to 78.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self42][bookmark: the42]42
 
   You put your hands next to your head and go “Blehblehbleh!” just to taunt him. He gets angry and comes at you. Whoosh! He misses you with his swing, trying to hit you with his arm. That went okay. But you still haven’t knocked him out or killed him yet. This creature dog, or whatever it is, is getting on your last nerve.
 
   Go to 22.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self43][bookmark: the43]43
 
   You hit the creeper with your torch. “Take that, filthy monster!” you shout as you bash the creeper’s head with your fiery weapon. However, the fire triggers the explosion and the creeper explodes in your face. This was not a smart decision.
 
   BOOOOOM!
 
   The both of you die instantly. 
 
   You are dead.
 
   Start over. The game is done.
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self44][bookmark: the44]44
 
   Another room, another adventure. This pyramid is huge! Well, better keep moving or you won’t get anywhere. There IS a treasure in this building. You can feel it.
 
   But as you keep contemplating your journey, you feel something crawl on your leg. You look down. It’s an enderscorpion!
 
   You’ve heard of endermen and enderdragons, and other endercreatures, but never of an enderscorpion. This black arachnid has a purple tail and purple eyes, and it’s about to sting you. Awful little creature. Yuck!
 
   What do you do?
 
   Shake it off, go to 36.
 
   Try to stab it with the dagger in your backpack, go to 12.
 
   Squeal like a little girl, go to 91.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self45][bookmark: the45]45
 
   The right door opens up. The next you know, you are standing in a bright hallway, with some kind of sunlight coming through a small opening in the roof. This is one of those Egyptian wonders, the way they work with the light in those amazing pyramids.
 
   Another thing they are famous for, is their booby-traps, something you thought of earlier but kind of forgot about. You keep walking and accidentally trigger a trap. You know it’s a trap, because you almost trip over a tight string, attached to the walls of the hallway. The string breaks, leaving you only a fraction of a second to decide how you are going to evade whatever is coming.
 
   To duck, go to 57.
 
   To jump, go to 31.
 
   To step back, go to 94.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self46][bookmark: the46]46
 
   You press the first button again. It doesn’t hurt to try twice, does it? Well, it doesn’t, but still, nothing happens. You look around and find a third button. 
 
   You can press the second button, go to 96.
 
   You can press the third button, go to 88.
 
   
 
   [bookmark: self47][bookmark: the47]47
 
   You step back and watches a big boulder drop from the ceiling. Whoa! That almost crushed you! How dangerous! Fortunately, you were smart enough to step back. You take a deep breath after just realizing you almost died and climb over the boulder, moving on slowly to the other side of the hallway.
 
   Go to 28.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self48][bookmark: the48]48
 
   With the exercise program you have been following at home, you estimate that you are the perfect sprinter. You run and run as if your life depends on it. And actually, your life really is depending on it, because the walls are closing in. It’s getting tighter and tighter. You can see the other door in front of you.
 
   “Aaaaah!” you scream as you run forward, but you’re not going to make it. You get stuck. It was too far away to begin with. You should have just turned around.
 
   You are dead. Start over. The game is over.
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self49][bookmark: the49]49
 
   Excellent choice. You take the shield and hold it in front of you. The fireballs blast against the protective shield, so that no harm is done to you. Slowly, you walk foreward with the shield in front of you until you get close to the ghasts. You lift up the shield and strike back.
 
   BANG!
 
   THUD!
 
   STOMP!
 
   Within a few seconds, you kill every ghasts floating in your way, with the sharp edges of your heavy shield. Again, you pat yourself on the back for making such a smart choice.
 
   Go to 56.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self50][bookmark: the50]50
 
   You throw your dagger to the corner and say, “Fetch, dog!” He laughs at you. You look a little pale. That was the dumbest idea you’ve ever had. Now you just lost your only weapon. He comes closer and looks down on you, then he focuses and bangs you on the head. You don’t remember waking up, because that is the last thing you see.
 
   You’re dead. Start over.
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self51][bookmark: the51]51
 
   You certainly got rid of that one. Aren’t you glad it didn’t explode in your face? You go back to the opening in the wall where you saw the creeper crawl from. This time, you’re a little more careful. You bend over to see if there is another creeper.
 
   Nothing.
 
   Oh wait, no! Another one! This time, you’re too late. You’re already stuck in the crawl space. Why didn’t you just have a bit more patience? Maybe you can still get out. 
 
   If you want to climb out, go to 58.
 
   If you are going to hit the creeper with your fist, go to 71.
 
   If you want to blow at the creeper, so that it won’t be lit up anymore, go to 84.
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self52][bookmark: the52]52
 
   You are in a room full of gold and silver. For at least 10 feet high, coins and valuable objects are piled up, glittering and glistering with their sparkling surfaces. You are amazed. This is it! The treasure you have been looking for is right in front of you. But wait, how are you going to carry all that stuff with you?
 
   You figure you will be happy to take as much as you can. Just a few of these items will make you rich anyway, since they are made of pure gold, silver, and diamonds.
 
   And the exit is behind the pile of treasure. What! Did you just go through that entire period just to find out there is a hidden exit? How stupid is that! If only you would have known about this! Oh well, there is nothing you can do about it now. At least you don’t have to go all the way back.
 
   You look again and shake your head. Yes, that’s a ray of sunshine coming from above, with a diagonal hallway leading up towards it. Strange that you didn’t find out about that in the first place.
 
   But then something else catches your eye. Is that a horse in the corner of the room?
 
   You walk around the big pile of gold and silver and get a little closer. Yes, it’s a horse, but not just any horse. It’s a ZOMBIE horse! It’s tied to a rope, and even though it’s noticing you, it doesn’t really react, since it knows it is stuck anyway.
 
   So now what?
 
   You can swim in the pile of golden coins, just for fun, go to 26.
 
   You can leave the horse for what it is and leave with the gold in your bag, go to 82.
 
   You can release the horse, go to 72.
 
   If you want to make sure it won’t hurt you, you can also kill the horse with your dagger; in that case, go to 79.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self53][bookmark: the53]53
 
   You wave your torch at them. “Ha! Whah! Go away, evil creatures from the dead! You are not welcome here.”
 
   Some of the zombies are affected by it, moving back as they are scared off by the fire. Still, they appear to insist on getting you. They approach you slowly. As you keep waving your torch back and forth, you are drawing the conclusion that this only keeps them away for a moment. But this gives you just enough room to jump between them and escape to the other side of the room. Perhaps after raising the dead, now the door would open? You have nothing to lose, so you decide to run over there.
 
   Go to 75
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self54][bookmark: the54]54
 
   The figures on the wall have something to do with some monster rising from the grave. It gives you the shivers. You watch the engravings underneath it, but they are obscure in their meaning. The image of a giant creature shows on the walls. It doesn’t comfort you to see that. What are you going to do now?
 
   Touch the statue, go to 33.
 
   Touch the altar, go to 18.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: the55][bookmark: self55]55
 
   You walk around the pyramid. It’s huge. It takes a long time to see all sides, but you cannot find any entrance. Apparently this was the only entrance. Well, great. Now you just wasted all this valuable time and you took more footsteps in the burning sand underneath the scourging sun. You should have just been happy with what you had. Oh well, guess you should try that entrance then.
 
   Go to 23.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self56][bookmark: the56]56
 
   You exit the room where you defeated the ghasts and enter a new room. The room is more like a small hallway, with two doors. “Great, another choice to make,” you think. What will you do?
 
   Take the left door, go to 21.
 
   Take the right door, go to 86.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self57][bookmark: the57]57
 
   Instinctively, you duck. You don’t know why, but you just do. Whoosh! You hear something flying over your head. You look up and see three arrows stuck in one of the walls. Apparently they would have hit you in the head if you would have just stood there. Luckily, you were smart enough to do something. Good job for reacting.
 
   Go to 80.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self58][bookmark: the58]58
 
   You try to climb out, but you’re really stuck. The creeper is crawling towards you. Hitting it with your fist, would be useless, since it’s already so close. You only have two choices left:
 
   Try to climb out again, go to 3.
 
   Blow at the creeper, as hard as you can, go to 84.
 
   
 
   [bookmark: self59][bookmark: the59]59
 
   You take your bag and bang it against the mirror. “Take that, mysterious mirror!” you shout. It breaks, and the glass is all over the floor. Great. Now what? The hallway was a dead end, remember? There is nothing else here, so go back up the stairs and take the other door.
 
   Go to 15.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self60][bookmark: the60]60
 
   You go down the stairs. It’s dark. You snatched one of the torches from the wall anyway, seeing that they were there and you might as well use them to guide you along the way.
 
   When you are at the bottom of the stairs, you bump into two doors. All these options. It’s such an adventure. Okay, left or right? Left or right? Ugh… which one do you think is best this time?
 
   The left door, go to 97.
 
   The right door, go to 15.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self61][bookmark: the61]61
 
   You decide to go through the left door. You walk forward and open it up. You end up in a pitch black hallway. Luckily, you have your torch.
 
   But then a gush of wind quenches the flame on your torch. Oh no! Now what? You have to have light, don’t you?
 
   What are you going to do?
 
   Try to light the torch again, go to 70.
 
   Try to find your way through the dark, go to 37.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self62][bookmark: the62]62
 
   You figure that the sun could be red, orange, or yellow, depending on the time of the day. So you press all of them at the same time. Two with your hands, and another with your elbow. It would be nice to have three hands, but this is working too.
 
   The door opens up.
 
   “Yes!” you say. You had the correct answer. Proudly, you walk through the door.
 
   Go to 44.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self63][bookmark: the63]63
 
   You duck, but that was exactly what you shouldn’t have been doing. A large boulder drops out of a hatch from the ceiling and pulverizes your bones. Ouch!
 
   You are dead. Start over.
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self64][bookmark: the64]64
 
   You put the pickaxe away and use the sword to hit the fireballs back to the enemies they came from. Thud! You hit one of the fireballs back, but they keep coming at you. The sword is too thin. You can’t hold them off anymore. Another fireball hits your face, and you die immediately.
 
   You’re dead. Start over.
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self65][bookmark: the65]65
 
   You run as fast as you can and…
 
   JUMP!
 
   The other side is far, farther away than you expected it to be, but luckily, you reach it… barely. You hang onto one hand; you groan and slowly lift yourself up. Panting heavily, you sit on your knees and hands and look at the door in front of you. That was close. Next time you see an Olympic athlete, you’re going to tell him or her how far you jumped here.
 
   After a minute of rest and recovering, you stand up and open the door.
 
   Go to 44.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self66][bookmark: the66]66
 
   You walk forward, but because of the water, everything is slippery. You fall and end up with your bottom in the water. But the clumsiness doesn’t end there. You slide all the way down, as if it was made to be a slide or something.
 
   “Whaaaah!” you scream, not knowing where you’re going. It’s pitch black and eventually, you hit your side against a wall. 
 
   “Ouch!”
 
   The wall is a door. Hey, how convenient, but where is the water going then? You decide to not care and just open the door. When you enter the next room, you can hardly believe what you are seeing.
 
   Go to 52.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self67][bookmark: the67]67
 
   You grab a knife from your backpack. It’s not just any knife, but a huge dagger. You have always loved that dagger, which is why you took it on your trip. You hold it in front of you and tell them you will stab them if they come any closer. 
 
   The mummies aren’t listening, so you slash in the air and cut off one of their arms. There is no blood. It’s a mummy, right? But it seems to be working.
 
   However, it’s too hard to take them on all at once. There must be a better way.
 
   Slash! Slash! You chop off one of the mummies’ heads, wounding another. The other ones are really close now. You glance around and see an opening. There! As quickly as you can, you dash through the mummies, avoiding their assaulting arms completely. Now what? Aha. The door!
 
   Go to 75
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self68][bookmark: the68]68
 
   You are going to show these pathetic walls what you’re made of and push back. But to no avail. The walls are too big and heavy to push back. You are panting heavily, wondering if this was the right choice. You can do two things:
 
   Run back, go to 11.
 
   Run forward to reach the other side, go to 48.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self69][bookmark: the69]69
 
   You look at the boulders on the side. They’re just rocks, big ones. Why were you investigating those in the first place? Nothing to it. Maybe not waste your time and do something more important.
 
   You can touch the statue, go to 33.
 
   You can touch the altar, go to 18.
 
   Or you can look at the paintings on the wall, go to 54.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self70][bookmark: the70]70
 
   Weird that your flame would be gone like that. Where could the wind come from in the first place? Oh well, let’s just light it again. You reach inside your pocket and find the match box, but as soon as you light the match, another gush of wind comes. Whoosh! It’s pitch black again. That was useless. Maybe you should just try to find your way through.
 
   Go to 37.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self71][bookmark: the71]71
 
   You hit the creeper with your fist.
 
   Bang!
 
   The creeper gets shoved back into the crawl space and explodes.
 
   Boom!
 
   Awesome. It’s gone. Now, let’s check before you crawl through there again. This thing is full of creepers. You never know.
 
   Go to 16.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self72][bookmark: the72]72
 
   This poor horse has been here for so long. It must be anxious to get away. You decide to trust it. Besides, even though it is a zombie horse, it still doesn’t look that creepy. You loosen its bonds and the rope, and the horse walks around freely, neighing happily.
 
   Then you get an idea. You can put some of the bags on the horse and have it carry more treasure for you. When you think of it, you become much exited. What a brilliant idea! Immediately, you start collecting materials to bind more bags and other things that carry treasure on the horse, tying it all up with the rope. The zombie horse cooperates. It’s fine with whatever happens, now that it is free.
 
   Once you are done, you wonder if you should mount the horse too, or if you should walk next to it as you lead it outside.
 
   If you want to mount it, go to 83.
 
   If you want to walk next to it, go to 100.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self73][bookmark: the73]73
 
   You hide behind a boulder in one of the corners of the room. But of course he is watching you as you are hiding. With his big muscles, he removes the boulder and reveals your hiding place. Well, that was pointless. Let’s try something else.
 
   Throw rocks at him, go to 81.
 
   Stab the altar, go to 38.
 
   Throw your dagger to the corner of the room to play fetch, go to 50.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self74][bookmark: the74]74
 
   “No better weapon than a sword,” you think.
 
   You pick it up, and with your great fighting skills, you start hitting some of the fireballs, returning them to where they came from. One of the ghasts gets hit, but the other ones are spitting so many fireballs at you that you can’t take it anymore. The blade is not effective enough. What now?
 
   To pick up the pickaxe, go to 85.
 
   To use the shield, go to 49.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self75][bookmark: the75]75
 
   Now that you are farther away from the mummies, you have more time to make an attempt to open the door. You pull as hard as you can, and… it opens up! Yes!
 
   Without further ado, you hurry through the door and close it behind you, making sure it stays shut. You look at the room you’re in. It’s a small, room with two doors.
 
   If you take the left door, go to 61.
 
   If you take the right door, go to 45.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: the76][bookmark: self76]76
 
   You are coming at him, storming at him with your dagger in front of you. He moves aside and you dash into the wall.
 
   “Ouch!”
 
   He laughs, ridiculing you because you were so slow. You make another attempt. It’s futile. You miss again. You really have to figure out something else to do.
 
   Go to 22.
 
   [bookmark: self77]
 
    
 
   [bookmark: the77]77
 
   Holding up your torch a little closer, you bend over and look. The woman has a stick in her hand, holding it above her head. The baby is in her other arm, and the soldier seems more like a Pharaoh. “When… you… make… the… girl… no wait, it’s a woman, or maybe a wife. Yeah, it has to be a wife. So when you make the wife… what’s that word? Unhappy? Yes, the opposite from the Egyptian character of joy, upside down. And then… you… and then the same character. Huh?”
 
   You think for a moment. Then you get it.
 
   “When you make the wife unhappy, you will be unhappy. Ha! Such wisdom by a Pharaoh who had arguments with his wife, isn’t it?”
 
   You look again. The image because clear. The wife is holding a crying baby and beating up the Pharaoh. You chuckle. Apparently those Pharaohs were only as powerful as their wives let them be.
 
   Okay, enough nonsense. Let’s hope the other writings are more serious.
 
   Go to 8 to read the one with the sarcophagi, the Egyptian coffin.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self78][bookmark: the78]78
 
   You pick up a rock from the floor and throw it at one of the skeletons. Bang! In the head! Bull’s eye! It’s dead.
 
   “Let’s do that again,” you think. The slow skeletons don’t get very far, because with one rock being thrown after the other, you kill each and every one of them instantly, just like that. You are proud of your throwing skills and step over the piles of bones. Then you open the door in front of you.
 
   “Wow! This is it!” you say when you enter the room.
 
   Go to 52.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self79][bookmark: the79]79
 
   You take the dagger out of your bag and walk towards the horse. Slash! You stab it again and again, making sure it won’t get up. The horse is dead. This leaves you no other option than to just take some of the gold, as much as your backpack can hold, and leave.
 
   Go to 82.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self80][bookmark: the80]80
 
   After that booby-trap, you take greater caution. With every step you take, you look everywhere for wires, loose stones, or anything that could be suspicious. But you didn’t see that the next tile on the floor you step on, is different. As you take another step, it budges a little, as if you are pressing a switch or something. The tile slowly moves down. You have to act as fast as you can. What do you think would be best?
 
   Move forward, go to 93.
 
   Move backwards, go to 47.
 
   Duck, go to 63.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self81][bookmark: the81]81
 
   “Ouch! Ouch!” he says as you throw rocks at his face. Some of the rocks are misses, but the majority hits him.
 
   “Oh, you little…”
 
   The dog is even angrier than before and storms at you. Whoops. Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea. You dive away and run to the other side of the room. Time for another idea. You could:
 
   Stab the altar, go to 38.
 
   Hide behind a boulder, go to 73.
 
   Throw your dagger to the corner of the room to play fetch, go to 50.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self82][bookmark: the82]82
 
   “Stupid zombie horse,” you say. Then you choose to just ignore it and fill up your bag with gold and jewels. Wow. This will help you have a fun, pleasurable life.
 
   You walk up and exit the pyramid with about 100,000 dollars’ worth of gold in your bag. So much money! At least this trip paid off. Nice.
 
   Now you just have to make it back to civilization. Ughh… what a long walk. You cannot wait until you can get home and drink some real water. Perhaps you could have had more, but you didn’t see any other way to carry it. Maybe you’ll come back later.
 
   You finished the game. Congratulations!
 
   THE END
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self83][bookmark: the83]83
 
   You start riding the horse, but when you are about to go through the hallway that leads outside, you bang your head against the ceiling. You fall off and rub your skull. That hurt a lot!
 
   When you look at the ceiling, it’s obvious that the horse can walk through it, but that the horse with you on it, is too high. Not so smart. If you would have figured that out earlier, it would have saved you a big headache.
 
   “Oh well,” you say. “Let’s just walk next to it then.”
 
   You take the horse and guide it outside.
 
   Go to 100.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self84][bookmark: the84]84
 
   You blow at the creeper, trying to quench its flame. Seriously? That won’t help! What were you thinking? The creeper gets closer and closer. There is nothing else you can do. You cover your face, but it is only inches away from you.
 
   Booom!
 
   You’re dead. Start the game over.
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self85][bookmark: the85]85
 
   You decide to try the pickaxe, after the sword didn’t prove to be effective enough. The pickaxe is even harder to handle.
 
   Boom!
 
   A fireball hits you.
 
   Boom!
 
   Another one hits you. This was a bad decision. How can you defend yourself against fireballs with a pickaxe?
 
   The last fireball that hits you, is lethal.
 
   You are dead. Start over.
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self86][bookmark: the86]86
 
   You open the door on the right. Strangely enough, as soon as you enter the somewhat obscure room, the door closes and locks itself behind you. O-oh. That can’t be good. You look in front of you. A large pit is only a few feet away from you. You look down and see the spikes sticking out of the floor beneath. Clearly a booby trap. But how to get across it… now, that’s the question. You analyze the situation by looking at the walls, the ceiling and the distance to the other side. What are you going to do?
 
   Try to wall run across, using the sides to put your feet on quickly, go to 19.
 
   Step back, run and just try to jump over it, go to 65.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self87][bookmark: the87]87
 
   You hold up your torch and try to read what is being written on the wall. Ancient Egyptian characters and images are everywhere. There is one of a king and a bunch of crocodiles, another of an empty throne, and another of a river and the sun shining brightly above it. You recognize some of them, while others leave you puzzled. Slowly walking next to the walls, two different writings catch your eye: One with a woman, a soldier, and a baby, and another of a sarcophagi.
 
   Go to 77 to read the one with the woman, the baby, and the soldier.
 
   Go to 8 to read the one with the sarcophagi, the Egyptian coffin.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self88][bookmark: the88]88
 
   The first two buttons didn’t work, strangely enough. You kind of wonder why they are there, but you give the third button a try. Again, nothing happens. Then you try again. Nothing. Maybe if you press the first button, the second one, and the third one at the same time. You maneuver into an awkward position and manage to press the two buttons on the right with your hands and the third with your foot.
 
   Rumblebumble!
 
   The wall slides aside. This is exactly what you hoped would happen. See? You know how these pyramids work. Piece of cake.
 
   Go to 25.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self89][bookmark: the89]89
 
   “Orange,” you say. “Let’s try orange.” You press the button, but nothing happens. Booooring! Okay, let’s try another one. Which one then?
 
   The red one, go to 29.
 
   The yellow one, go to 5.
 
   All three at the same time, go to 62.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self90][bookmark: the90]90
 
   You take the right door, the one with the skull symbol on it. It’s a little stuck, but after some maneuvering, you manage to open it. A clear hallway with torches lit up appears in front of you. You walk through it, but there is no door on the other side. What is up with that? Where is the door? You take a closer look at the wall, but find nothing. Then you decide to search the adjacent walls, and the corners of the hallway.
 
   Ah! That must be something.
 
   Something catches your eye. It’s a button of some sort, a stone sticking out more than the others around it. It must be something. Why else would this stone stand out like that?
 
   You push it with your finger.
 
   Nothing happens.
 
   Odd.
 
   You look around again. Hey, another stone is sticking out.
 
   What do you do?
 
   Press the same button again, go to 46.
 
   Press the other button, go to 96.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self91][bookmark: the91]91
 
   You cry like a little kid, since scorpions scare you to death. The pitch of your voice is so high that the scorpion let’s go immediately. As soon as you see that, you lift up your foot and…
 
   SPLUT!
 
   You squash the scorpion. It’s as flat as a pancake. You start to laugh, because you never expected the scorpion to be so scared of your voice. But hey, it worked, and you don’t have to be embarrassed, since there is nobody else around you to hear it.
 
   Then, you look up and open the door in front of you. On to the next room.
 
   Go to 25.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self92][bookmark: the92]92
 
   You step aside and the creeper keeps running until it hits the wall behind you.
 
   Boom!
 
   The creeper explodes into a million pieces. You look back and see pieces of creeper on the ground. Yuck. Oh well, let’s move on then, shall we?
 
   Go to 51.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self93][bookmark: the93]93
 
   You move forward and watch a giant boulder drop from the ceiling, ready to crush you. “Whraaah!” you scream in fear. Then you leap forward and roll over the floor as the boulder drops to the ground and shakes the whole pyramid. That was close. If you would have reacted any later, you would have been reduced to powder.
 
   Go to 28.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self94][bookmark: the94]94
 
   You step back and see three arrows fly from one side to the other. They barely miss you, leaving you startled and stiffened, as life just flashed before your very eyes. That was close. Better move on carefully, as there may be more booby-traps in this hallway.
 
   Go to 80.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self95][bookmark: the95]95
 
   “So where is the treasure then?” you ask.
 
   “Ha-ha-ha! Do you really think I am going to tell you that? You must crazy, which is why you probably came here in the first place. This place is full of traps and deadly monsters, including me. Now, do you have any last words before I shred you to pieces?”
 
   Attack him with your dagger, go to 76.
 
   Tell him to come and get you, go to 42.
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self96][bookmark: the96]96
 
   You decide to press the other button, since nothing happened with the first button. But that one isn’t working either. Nothing is working. You start looking for other buttons and find a third button.
 
   Go to 88.
 
   
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self97][bookmark: the97]97
 
   You take the left door and enter another room. In the room, there are more stairs going down, deeper and deeper. At the bottom of the stairs, you see a mirror. There is nothing else.
 
   “What is a mirror doing here?” you ask yourself.
 
   What are you going to do?
 
   Touch the mirror, go to 13.
 
   Do your hair, go to 39.
 
   Break the mirror into a thousand pieces, go to 59. 
 
   Take a closer look, go to 2. 
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self98][bookmark: the98]98
 
   The mummies are coming closer and closer, but you insist on reasoning with these monsters. Surely they must have some humane part in them left, since they, too, were once like you?
 
   “Could you please leave me alone?” you ask in your best voice.
 
   They don’t react, except for the fact that they are coming closer. You reach inside your bag, but it is too late. One of the mummies already reaches out his arms and starts strangling you. You try to hit him, but it’s useless. You should have defended yourself when they were still far away from you. You are losing your breath, and the last sight is that of a few ugly eyes and some sloppy bandages that look like toilet paper.
 
   You are dead. Start over.
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: self99][bookmark: the99]99
 
   “Can I just ask you where the treasure is?” you say. “I have no intention in disturbing you. I am just looking for some valuable objects to take home with me.”
 
   They look at you as if they don’t understand you. Then they slowly move towards you. O-oh, probably not a good idea. Better think of something else.
 
   Reach for your dagger, go to 41.
 
   Throw a rock at them, go to 78.
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: the100][bookmark: self100]100 
 
   As you guide the horse with the treasures outside, you are glad to be out of the pyramid. You smile, knowing that you just piled up more than 100 million dollars’ worth of treasure on that horse, along with the stuff you put in your own backpack. You are happy you thought of this, and that now you don’t have to walk through the hot desert, but that you can ride a nice zombie horse and speed up your trip. You are filthy RICH!
 
   Life is great!
 
   You just finished the game. Congratulations.
 
   THE END
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Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
   I take reviews seriously and always look at them. This way, you are helping me provide you better content that you will LOVE in the future. A review doesn’t have to be long, just one or two sentences and a number of stars you find appropriate (hopefully 5 of course). 
 
   Also, if I think your review is useful, I will mark it as “helpful.” This will help you become more known on Amazon as a decent reviewer, and will ensure that more authors will contact you with free e-books in the future. This is how we can help each other.

 
 
   DISCLAIMER: This information is provided “as is.” The author, publishers and/or marketers of this information disclaim any loss or liability, either directly or indirectly as a consequence of applying the information presented herein, or in regard to the use and application of said information. No guarantee is given, either expressed or implied, in regard to the merchantability, accuracy, or acceptability of the information. The pages within this e-book have been copyrighted.
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[bookmark: _Introduction_36]Introduction
 
    
 
   This is a Minecraft story book, not a tricks guide to secrets in the game. This Minecraft story is about all the little secrets a small town was hiding. They were beneath the surface, and seeing how everybody in that town was related, it will all make sense in the end.
 
   Read this fun, engaging compilation of short stories, accounts from several people living in Minerstown, who reveal the most secretive things they did, the most covered up, questionable dilemmas they faced, and the conclusion in the end.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Secret_1__The]Secret 1: The Baker’s Daughter
 
    
 
   It all started with a girl named Clarissa. She was a brunette, and she was the baker’s daughter, his only daughter actually. She was 18 and had been helping her mom and dad in the bakery for years. She knew of no other life, so she accepted it the way it was.
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   But she liked adventure. Sometimes, she snuck out and nobody knew where, only to return early in the morning, just in time for the next baker’s session. She didn’t lack any sleep, or so it seemed, and those who had seen her out in the middle of the night, wondered how that could be. But no one asked, and her parents never found out.
 
   That is… until, one day… somebody did.
 
   He was up, and he followed her.
 
   “Clarissa,” he said silently to himself.
 
   He watched her as she put one foot out the window, then another, and looked around her, making sure all the villagers were asleep. Minerstown was out. They were sound asleep, and she knew it. She had no clue, however, that someone was watching her.
 
   In her white dress, she walked through the snow and left the village. She crossed a few fields and went into the woods. There, she unbuttoned her hoody and let her dark hair flow in the wind. She took a little bag out of her pocket and began looking around, foraging for something… something it still needed… but what?
 
   Aha! That could be it.
 
   “Chanterelles,” she said out loud. “I know these will do the trick. Now just a few more items and it will be completed.”
 
   She wandered through the woods, picking up little things on the ground, like branches, berries, and certain leafs. She put all of them in her tiny bag and placed the bag back in her dress. It was chilly in her dress, but because she walked and she had a thick coat over it, she was feeling okay. She looked in the distance. Hey, did she see something there? What was that? It appeared to be a shadow of some sort. Clarissa got a little scared.
 
   “I-is anyone there?” she stammered.
 
   Then she heard a loud screech, “Eeeeaaah!”
 
   “Who is there?” she said out loud.
 
   Now she was really scared. She didn’t like this at all. She liked adventure, and she loved what she was doing, but this was creeping her out. And although the nighttime was a time that she could keep her activities a secret, she committed right there and then to never go out at night again. Next time she would be foraging for mushrooms, she would try it during the daytime.
 
   “I’m out of here,” she told herself and she ran homewards.
 
   Back in the village, she panted and looked around her, slowly catching her breath. What could that screech have been? Oh well, it was gone now. Who knew what kinds of dangerous animals were lurking in the woods? It wasn’t safe anymore, she thought. At least she got what she needed, though. She walked home and snuck into her parents’ house through the same window.
 
   She walked up the stairs and closed the door of her bedroom. Quickly, she gathered the necessary items, like the magic book, the beakers, and a few powdered substances. The chanterelles and leafs she had found in the forest were perfect for the potion. She stirred and mixed everything together. Then she drank it.
 
   “Mmmmm…” she said before realizing she had to be quiet.
 
   It invigorated her. It gave her new life. She felt a rush through her body that made her younger and allowed her to go without sleep for yet another night. This stuff was the best!
 
   “Tomorrow again,” she thought. “Before you know it, I will live eternally.”
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Secret_2__The]Secret 2: The Lonely Knight
 
    
 
   He had always had a crush on her, the knight in shining armor… well, that is… if his armor would still be shining. He was only a few years older, but he had already been to the battlefields on the outskirts of the country, where courageous soldiers like himself had been fighting off hordes of enderdragons, creepers, skeletons, and ghasts.
 
   Morolius had been a brave soldier, but after he got wounded, he had to retire at such a young age, the age of 21. His young life had been taken away by a single action.
 
   It had all started with the invasion of a skeleton horde. Wither skeletons had started an offensive against the border troops. Thousands of skeletons were storming at the tents and camps the soldiers had set up. Since it all happened so quickly, the soldiers had little time to prepare for battle.
 
    
 
    
 
   “Alaaarm!” Morolius yelled when it happened. “We are being attacked!”
 
   “From where?” one soldier asked.
 
   “From the west,” Morolius answered.
 
   “Not true,” another soldier said. “They are coming from the north.”
 
   “I see them coming from the south,” the general added.
 
   Sadly enough, it was true. They were being surrounded. The wither skeletons were assaulting their camp from three different sides. Each skeleton ran with sword in hand and started slashing down tents and structures, stabbing soldiers, and setting posts and towers on fire. It was total chaos. Soldiers were running all over to make an attempt to protect their friends and comrades. But they didn’t stand a chance, and after considering the losses, the general had enough.
 
   “Pull back! Now! Let’s get out of here,” the general yelled.
 
   Morelius looked over, and because he unintentionally got distracted by his commanding officer, a skeleton came from behind and stabbed him between the ribs.
 
   “Aaargh!” Morolius exclaimed.
 
   He fell. His vision got blurry as the war cries and the sounds of clashing blades still echoed through his mind. He slowly lost his perception of reality and passed out. When he woke up, the wither skeletons were already gone. The army’s medics were laying him on a stretcher and took him to the doctor, who had his hands full treating other patients.
 
   There he lay, Morolius the soldier who had fallen in battle, patiently awaiting his turn to be healed, which came after some long hours of inward suffering.
 
    
 
    
 
   That was his story, the end of his service in the army. He was able to walk and basically do everything, but the doctors had told him he was dismissed. Now he had arrived at this village, where they had secured a home for him. 
 
   And he had nothing else to do besides watching this gorgeous baker’s daughter serve customers and sneak out at night. It was almost as if her beauty had put a spell on him, but she hadn’t. The only spells she was using were for herself.
 
   He was too shy to talk to her. Being brave on the battlefield and being confident enough to approach a pretty young woman are two different things. And in his case, he was lacking one of those qualities. He kept hoping he would take courage someday and just introduce himself.
 
   That evening, he saw her again.
 
   “Oh my, she is so beautiful,” he told himself. “Even from afar, the moonlight reveals the splendor of her figure, and her sweet face reflects the bright light.”
 
   He couldn’t get enough of watching her, but he knew he had to move in order to keep track of her. He didn’t just do it to see what she was up to. He knew better than being a dirty stalker of some kind; he also followed her because he was concerned. A girl that age shouldn’t go out in the middle of the night by herself. If something or someone would threaten her, he could intervene and prevent her from being harmed. 
 
   With these thoughts, he watched her go into the forest, and he followed within a distance.
 
   “What is she looking for?” he asked nobody in particular.
 
   He didn’t know about her potions, but he was always curious enough to find out what she would be putting in her bag.
 
   But then, he bumped into a shady creature. What was that? He saw it from a few feet away. Was it sleeping? Morolius pulled his sword. This thing better not go after Clarissa. He slowly walked closer and closer.
 
   Then it woke up. It was an enderman. The enderman looked at him and screeched. Morolius took a stab at him, but his enemy was too quick and teleported away.
 
   Clarissa… was she okay?
 
   He ran towards her, but she was already gone. Where did she go? Then he looked to the fields, right outside the forest. There she was, running back to Minerstown. The poor girl probably got scared. Stupid enderman. Why did he have to show up there? Oh well, hopefully she was safe now.
 
   Safe… but not with him.
 
   Morolius put his sword back and walked home. 
 
   He was still hoping.
 
   Maybe someday he could speak with her.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Secret_3__The]Secret 3: The Hidden Enderman
 
    
 
   The enderman in the woods had a secret himself, a sad secret he had been carrying with him for years. His name was Robbie, and he had been searching for them for so long… the silver swords that would save his family and his entire colony.
 
   The dark colony he belonged to, deep in the world called “the End,” was in desperate need for these swords. They were the only swords that could kill the creepers, or… that’s what they thought. They didn’t know there were other ways, but legend had it that those were the only weapons that were effective against those explosive, green monsters.
 
   Creepers had been attacking the colony for weeks now, sporadically, so that it was hard to predict. Each creeper destroyed part of their gigantic cave, causing the walls to collapse and the enderwomen to panic. It was a disaster these endermen and –women had been coping with for all that time, and they had sent this particular enderman to look for the legendary weapons.
 
   At this moment, Robbie was searching for it in Minerstown. He had been on a long journey, with wolves and dragons attacking him, well, one dragon actually, and the wolves were no threat at all.
 
    
 
   This is what happened: He was simply walking through the woods, on his way to the village the other endermen had heard of, the one that supposedly had the silver swords. But when he looked up, an enderdragon was flying over his head.
 
   “Maybe he can’t see me,” Robbie thought, reasonably assuming this because he was black and it was dark.
 
   But the dragon had a strong nose, and even stronger senses, feeling the waves in the air, seeing through trees and sensing a small body heat difference in its direct environment. The enderman didn’t think of all this, so he ignored the dragon’s presence.
 
   Suddenly…. WHOOOSH! The dragon flew lower, almost snatching the enderman off the ground.
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   The enderman was startled. He didn’t know what to do.
 
   “I almost died,” he thought. “Now what?”
 
   He thought of what to do next. Perhaps he could jump away at the right moment and have the enderdragon dash into a tree. That would do the trick, wouldn’t it?
 
   He watched the dragon fly up again, ready to dive down and attack him once more. Robbie waited and waited. He just stood there, in front of a tree. The dragon flew at him. He flinched, he blinked, his muscles tightened.
 
   Now!
 
   He jumped away and evaded the dangerous dragon, which flew head first into the tree behind him.
 
   “Yes!” Robbie exclaimed.
 
   He proudly climbed on the enderdragon and jumped off. That was the scariest moment of his life, even scarier than the attacks by the creepers.
 
   Later that day, a pack of wolves was attacking him, but they were easy to get rid of. All the enderman did, was scream and moan when they came too close. The wolves were pretty confident at first, but after such a brutal sound, they howled and yelped and ran away in fear. Not nearly as impressive as the dragon, that was for certain.
 
    
 
   Back to the village. Robbie had been searching all day but had found nothing. He had already visited the blacksmith and any person he thought would have those silver swords. He tried his luck, but the opposite happened: People were chasing him away.
 
   “Get out of here, enderman! We don’t want you here,” had been the common expression wherever he went.
 
   Robbie was sad. He was disappointed, but he was sure that the silver swords were in this village somewhere, so he didn’t give up. He would hide in the woods during the day, so that he could search the village during the night.
 
   But that one night was different. It wasn’t even that dark yet, at least in his mind. He was used to a pitch black environment, so he waited a little longer, until the moon would hide its shiny face. He was about to wake up from a long nap when some knight with a sword (not a silver one) disturbed him.
 
   Robbie got scared and yelled at him, but he wouldn’t go away. So he decided to teleport to a different place. It was that simple. 
 
   Would he ever find those silver swords?
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Secret_4__The]Secret 4: The Silver Swords
 
    
 
   Rumor had it that the silver swords were forged by an entire army that lived in the same area where Minerstown was built. According to those spreading the rumor, it occurred more than two hundred years ago, but it was still significant enough to talk about.
 
   Back in the day, the farmers were hungry. Their harvest turned out badly that year and they needed something else to rely on. So some of them searched for new land and traveled abroad. One farmer, after a long journey, had stumbled upon a creeper colony and ran homewards, as fast as his legs could carry him.
 
   “Creepers! Creepers!” he yelled, arriving at the village.
 
   “What?” another farmer asked.
 
   “Creepers! You know, those explosive creatures we’ve heard people talk about.”
 
   “They’re real? Are you serious?”
 
   “Yes, and they saw me. It’s terrible, because I think they followed me here.”
 
   “You idiot! It would have been better if you hadn’t bumped into them at all.”
 
   “I know, I know. I didn’t do it on purpose. But we have to solve it now. How are we going to defeat them?”
 
   “Let’s go to our blacksmith. He’ll know what to do.”
 
   They both visited the blacksmith, who gathered all the villagers and instructed them how to forge the silver swords. According to him, the silver would penetrate through the creepers’ skins and kill them instantly while preventing an explosion by the silver seeping into their powdered intestines. 
 
   It sounded complicated, but it turned out he was right. The creepers attacked the next day, but by that time, every villager, every farmer had become part of an army of defenders. They slashed and dashed and stabbed the creepers, crushing their futile attempts with their bravery and skills.
 
   That day, the villagers triumphed. Wives kissed their husbands, children played in innocence, and giant feasts were prepared to celebrate their victory. It was a great day for everyone, except for the creepers of course.
 
   What happened to the silver swords afterwards was a blur. The current villagers in Minerstown talked about their ancestors all the time, but whenever somebody asked where the swords went, no one could answer.
 
   “They were thrown on a large stack and molded into jewelry,” one villager claimed.
 
   “I heard they handed them to the king to support his soldiers,” another said.
 
   “Perhaps they hid them on a hill, just to preserve them for future generation,” the baker’s wife had said.
 
   With all these conflicting messages, it was hard to say if Minerstown was even the best place to look for them, since they might have disappeared completely.
 
   The only trace left, however, was the statue in the town’s center; it was a statue of a farmer with a sword, holding it down and leaning on it with a small smirk on his face. The statue had a date underneath it, which was about two hundred years ago. Besides that, only stories were good enough for anyone to assume that these silver swords, perfect for killing creepers, were even real.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Secret_5__Elementary]Secret 5: Elementary
 
    
 
   On the outskirts of Minerstown, there was an elementary school. It was a fine looking building, finished up on the outside and warm and cozy on the inside. The brown roof went along perfectly with the surrounding green landscape, and the overall atmosphere of the location felt peaceful and serene.
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   But there was something only a handful of people knew about: This elementary school was built next to a graveyard, an ancient graveyard that had been covered up since people stopped caring. Only a few villagers knew about it, because it wasn’t even visible anymore. The gravestones were gone and the soil had been piled up on the graves, creating an extra layer of ground to build upon.
 
   Moreover, the only villagers who knew about it didn’t want anyone else to realize what lied beneath, since this would only trigger the superstitious imaginations of the parents, who would thus refuse to send their children to this beautiful school.
 
   But every once in a while, delicate kids would sense vibrations in the air that would give them the chills, waves that were not from their worlds, not from their dimension.
 
   The spiritual realm was a mystery, and the only children who had expressed their worries in that school building, would be interrupted, ignored, or ridiculed. So after a few years, even the ones who felt the truth would doubt their own perceptions of reality.
 
    
 
   Clarissa was such a girl, the same baker’s daughter who snuck out of the house. When she was 12 years old, so only 6 years ago, she knew something was wrong about that place, but at first, she didn’t have the guts to speak up.
 
   She walked around with that awful sense of awkwardness and wondered if there was something wrong with her, but when someone else talked about the soil’s history, she let go of all doubts in her mind.
 
   “Hey, have you heard?” her friend, Sasha, asked her.
 
   “Heard what?” Clarissa asked.
 
   “That there are ghosts in the school. You can hear them at night, as if they are haunting you if you sneak into the building without asking.”
 
   “That’s ridiculous. How can there be ghosts?” Clarissa said.
 
   “I heard it’s because before this school was built, there used to be a graveyard right next to it.”
 
   “I heard it too,” Myranda added, another of Clarissa’s friends. “They spotted a kid the other day who said he heard voices. It didn’t make any sense, but when I found a bone on the other side of the playground, I knew it was true.”
 
   “You found a bone?” Sasha asked.
 
   “Of course,” Myranda bragged.
 
   “Show us.”
 
   “Well, uhm… I handed it over to the teacher. She said it looked more like a branch.”
 
   “So did you get to keep it then?” Clarissa asked.
 
   “No,” Myranda said. “The teacher said she wanted to hold onto it.”
 
   “See? Something’s up,” Sasha said. “Let’s sneak into the school tonight and get spooked out. I am totally up for it. How about you, Clarissa? Are you in?”
 
   “Yes, of course. Sounds exciting,” Clarissa said.
 
   “What are you girls up to?” they suddenly heard a voice say. It was Tom, a boy at school who had a reputation for bullying and teasing.
 
   “Oh, nothing,” Clarissa said immediately. “We are just going to see the ghosts at the school when it’s dark, but you’re probably too scared to come along.”
 
   “Ha! That would just be a waste of time,” Tom said. “I don’t believe in ghosts, so if you’re trying to scare me, then better luck next time.”
 
   “Fine,” Sasha said. “We’ll go by ourselves, and then we can tell you all about it, loser.”
 
   Tom walked away. Clarissa and Sasha stuck out their tongues, but Myranda wasn’t too sure if it had been a good idea to tell Tom.
 
   That evening, the trio came together in front of the school building. They all told their parents they were sleeping over at somebody else’s place and it seemed to work, because they had fallen for it.
 
   There they were, staring at the front door, three thrilled but scared little girls. It was dark outside. There wasn’t even much moonlight, just barely enough to see a hand in front of their eyes.
 
   “This is so cool,” Sasha said.
 
   “Let’s just go through the window,” Myranda suggested. “You know one of them always gets left unlocked.”
 
   “Good idea,” Clarissa agreed.
 
   So they tried several windows, and after the 8th window, they were able to slide one open. Secretly and quietly, they put their feet inside the classroom and closed the window.
 
   “Sshh…” Myranda said.
 
   “What? Why do we have to be quiet?” Sasha asked. “These are ghosts. If they are real, then they already know that we’re here anyway. So let’s make some noise! Awoooo!”
 
   “Yes, but what if somebody catches us?” Myranda whispers.
 
   “We don’t want to wake any of the villagers up,” Clarissa added.
 
   “Who cares?” Sasha said. “The village is 10 minutes walking from here. There is nobody who could hear us.”
 
   But then they were all startled by a sound they didn’t expect.
 
   “Awooo!” they heard.
 
   They all held onto each other.
 
   “Wha-what was that?” Sasha asked.
 
   “I don’t know,” Myranda said.
 
   “Let’s get out of here. I believe there are ghosts here. I don’t need to see them,” Clarissa said.
 
   “Okay, okay. We’re leaving,” Sasha said. “I’ve witnessed enough. They are real. They are here.”
 
   Suddenly, they saw a white cloth coming at them. The three girls screamed in fear. If they had been a little less naïve, they would have seen it was just Tom dressed up as a ghost, trying to scare them. But they were so in the moment that they took it seriously and opened the window as fast as they could.
 
   “Awooo!” Tom shouted.
 
   “Let me out! Let me out!” Sasha said, pushing Myranda’s butt through the window after Clarissa had already stepped out.
 
   Tom came closer.
 
   “Aaaaah!” Sasha screamed, as she climbed out and ran after the others. Tom laughed. He thought it was hilarious.
 
    
 
   The next day at school, the girls were teased by the other kids in their class. They all heard from Tom how the girls had been running away and how scared they were when Tom made ghost souns.
 
   “Hey, Sasha,” some said, “I heard you were afraid of a little boy dressed as a ghost.”
 
   “Oh, shut up,” Sasha would answer.
 
   Myranda and Clarissa were also teased, but they didn’t have the temper that Sasha did, so they didn’t react to it as much. And so, because of this little prank, nobody would ever mention graves or ghosts near the school again. No one wanted to be teased like they had been.
 
   But Clarissa still believed there was something to the story that wasn’t absolutely untrue. She felt it. The spirits of the dead were in the air…
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Secret_6__Explosions]Secret 6: Explosions
 
    
 
   Back to the current time, the time when Clarissa was 18 and had been sneaking in and out of the forest to get ingredients for her potions. Back to the time when the lonely Morolius followed her and was confronted with Robbie the enderman, who had been searching for the silver swords.
 
   Perhaps throughout the story, you might have wondered what all these things have to do with each other. Perhaps you asked yourself, “Where is this story going? Why am I reading about a young girl who was brewing potions, a knight who had a crush on her, and enderman who looks for certain swords, and a school with a secret graveyard?”
 
   Well, in this chapter you are about to find out how all these elements and individuals come together, like jigsaw puzzle’s final pieces. Ready? Here it goes.
 
    
 
   The elementary school was open. It was Monday, and the children were happily playing, or listening to a boring teacher who was letting them read along on the blackboard. It appeared to be a regular day at first. The sky was blue and the sun was shining. Recess was over, and every child was disappointed to be back inside.
 
   But being inside was the only safe thing, something they came to realize within minutes, when they heard one of the loudest sounds they had ever heard.
 
   Boooom!
 
   “What was that?” one of the teachers asked.
 
   The children in the classroom were scared. The teacher told them to hide under the tables while she would inquire what was going on. She ran to the hallway and saw the other teachers there.
 
   “What is happening?” she asked another teacher.
 
   “I don’t know. An explosion, that’s what it sounds like.”
 
   But before they could say another word, another explosion echoed through the building.
 
   Boooom!
 
   “We are being attacked!” the principle yelled as he ran into the hallway with the other teachers. “Gather all children in the central hall. Keep everything and everyone away from the windows and the outside walls. Let’s go! Let’s go! Let’s go!”
 
   The teachers left to their own classrooms and urged all the children to follow them. About 100 children were now gathered together in the main hall, and to calm them down, some of the teachers started practicing children’s songs with them.
 
   While they were singing, the occasional explosive sound repeated, but each time from a different direction. The school principle had left. He was checking the classrooms for kids that may have been left behind.
 
   “Get some help,” he ordered one of the teachers. “Tell them we need weapons and men to defend the school. We are all in very real danger.”
 
   The teacher ran off to Minerstown to warn the parents. It wasn’t long before the entire village heard of the explosions, and by now, hundreds of villagers were heading towards the school, including Clarissa with her parents, and Morolius, the lonely knight. Even Robbie the enderman had been alarmed and was checking out what all the commotion was all about.
 
   They arrived at the school and could not believe their eyes. In front of them, a large horde of creepers was lined up. Numerous green monsters, waiting for their turn to storm at the school and use themselves as self-destructive bombs, were standing and screeching there.
 
   The villagers were perplexed. None of them knew what to do now. Morolius suggested to just use their pitchforks and run at them.
 
   “But what if we get killed in the explosions?” one of the villagers protested.
 
   “We have to do something,” another villager said. “Our children are being attacked.”
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Secret_7__Raising]Secret 7: Raising the Dead
 
    
 
   “I have an idea,” Clarissa said. The brave brunette in her white dress ran forward, towards a patch of land next to the school. As she went there, a creeper noticed her and started running towards her. Clarissa didn’t see it, so she knelt on the ground and began doing who-knows-what. Somebody had to interfere.
 
   “No!” Morolius yelled in despair.
 
   He ran as fast as he could and stormed at the creeper that was about to take his beloved’s life. With sword in hand, he stabbed the creature and before it exploded, he kicked it away. The creeper was only a second away from exploding, so Morolius put his arms around Clarissa to protect her.
 
   Booooom!
 
   Clarissa looked up. Morolius became extremely shy again.
 
   “Hey handsome, you just saved my life,” Clarissa said with a smile.
 
   Morolius couldn’t utter a word. This was the first time this beautiful girl spoke to him. He was speechless.
 
   “What’s your name?” she asked.
 
   “Mo-Morolius,” the soldier stuttered.
 
   “Thank you, Morolius. My name is Clarissa,” she said.
 
   “Oh, I know your name already,” Morolius admitted.
 
   “How did you…? Never mind. We’ll have to continue this conversation later,” she said. “Now, please back off a bit as I try to save the school.”
 
   The villagers all looked in awe when they saw this young woman do her thing. She raised her arms and threw some kind of powder on the ground around her, speaking formulas and strange words.
 
   “Strabashkafulika!” she finally said.
 
   Nobody knew what it meant, but after she said it, they were all witnesses of the same miracle.
 
   Out of the ground, decaying arms and rotting heads popped up.
 
   “She’s a necromancer,” her dad said with a surprised look on his face. “My daughter is a necromancer.”
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   After the odd words that came out of her mouth, Clarissa stood up, still raising her arms, and hundreds of foul-smelling zombies came out of their long-forgotten graves. But the most mysterious feature of these zombies appeared only a few seconds after they were raised from the dead: They were all holding shiny swords in their hands.
 
   “The silver swords,” Robbie whispered.
 
   “Protectors of Minerstown,” Clarissa said, “I command you to kill these creepers once and for all.”
 
   The zombies all listened to her. They were the ancestors who had defended the village once before, and now they were obeying her orders.
 
   Morolius’ mouth fell open. This girl was even more incredible than he suspected. She had power over zombies! But then he realized this was the perfect chance to show his bravery. He turned around and encouraged the villagers to participate.
 
   “Don’t just stand there! Let’s go help them!” he shouted.
 
   Led by the zombie army and the brave former soldier, the male villagers rushed forward and joined the ranks, fighting back to drive the creepers away, while the women ran towards the school to make sure their children were safe.
 
   Hacking and slashing with their rakes, their pitchforks, and bashing creepers’ heads with their shovels, most of them were still bedazzled when they watched the sharp silver blades do their work. Hundreds of zombies were clashing with the many creepers that had threatened their great-great-great grandchildren.
 
   The battle only took a half hour, in which hundreds of creepers were prevented from exploding and stabbed to death by this army combination of the living and the undead.
 
   When everything seemed safe, Robbie went to Clarissa and talked to her.
 
   “Hey, an enderman. What are you doing here?” Clarissa asked.
 
   “Back off,” Morolius said. “This creature was trying to kill you in the woods.”
 
   “You saw me sneaking into the woods?” Clarissa asked.
 
   “Uhm… yes. I just wanted to make sure you were safe.”
 
   “But what were you doing there?” Clarissa asked the enderman.
 
   “I have been looking for those silver swords for a long time,” Robbie said. “Our colony is being attacked by creepers, so we need them. I just didn’t know they were buried with the dead.”
 
   Clarissa looked at Robbie and then looked at the zombies, who were still waiting for her orders. “Take them,” she said. “How many do you need?”
 
   “Only a few, but just enough for the guards to fend off the creepers. They come one by one, so I don’t need all of them.”
 
   Clarissa walked towards a couple of zombies and took their silver swords. She handed them to Robbie, who thanked her elaborately. After that, he teleported away with his newly acquired possessions, happy as a clam.
 
   The mothers and children were joined with the fathers, and the entire village was discussing what to do next, how terrified they were, where all the zombies came from, etc.
 
   When Clarissa was done, the zombies returned to the ground, taking their spots back. Clarissa’s dad came to her and embraced her, telling her that he was proud of her and thanking her for protecting the children.
 
   “So you’re not angry at me for practicing magic?” she asked.
 
   Her mother smiled and shook her head. Her father gave her a hug again and said, “As long as you practice the right kind of magic, you can do whatever you want. And if I am not mistaken, there is an anxious young man there, who I think just saved your life and is now waiting for you to give him some attention.”
 
   He was pointing at Morolius. Clarissa walked towards him and they started talking. Everyone was relieved. The village was safe again.
 
    
 
   THE END
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Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
    
 
   I take reviews seriously and always look at them. This way, you are helping me provide you better content that you will LOVE in the future. A review doesn’t have to be long, just one or two sentences and a number of stars you find appropriate (hopefully 5 of course). 
 
   Also, if I think your review is useful, I will mark it as “helpful.” This will help you become more known on Amazon as a decent reviewer, and will ensure that more authors will contact you with free e-books in the future. This is how we can help each other.
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[bookmark: _Introduction_37]Introduction
 
    
 
   This is a Minecraft murder mystery book. If you like solving the puzzle, like detective Stalfoid does, then you should definitely read this fun adventure. In his journal, he describes all the people he suspects of the murder. He is not quick to jump to conclusions, but he certainly wants to get to the bottom of this. A thrilling adventure with lots of questions unanswered until the very end.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _About_Me]About Me 
 
    
 
   My name is detective Stalfoid. I am the main detective in this town. You see, everybody here knows me, and I basically know everyone else, but there are many things happening behind the screens, and I am the one to expose them.
 
   I have always loved puzzles. A puzzle means there is a question. The answer can be discovered by lining up clues and drawing the correct conclusion. Unsolved puzzles are mysteries. They are those things nobody understands just because they lack the necessary knowledge.
 
   I am all about finding the knowledge, and I have the means to pinpoint what happened… what REALLY happened. Whenever I interview people, they always have their own version of what took place. I kind of like playing a human lie detector. I watch people’s eyes, their posture, their body language, and I add up the details of their stories and conclude what sounds most plausible. And then it’s up to me to go after some hard evidence.
 
   Anyway, I am just rambling about my job. But I just wanted to make clear what I do. I am observant, I am about facts, not fiction. I have a strong desire to find the truth, and that means I must do crazy things sometimes. 
 
   I am 24 years old, so some people consider me a rookie, but I have studied how to be a detective for years now, and I know what I am doing. I am single, and someday I will meet the right woman I am sure, but for now, I just focus on work. I love it, it loves me. It’s a good bond. Ha! Just listen to me… talking as if my job is an actual person.
 
   Welcome to my life. There is always something going on. It’s a thrilling adventure.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _The_Murder]The Murder 
 
    
 
   It was pretty nasty when we found her. And with that, I mean more nasty than pretty. The village police was all over it. They saw her body on the floor. There was blood and stuff, but I won’t bother you with the gruesome details of the scene. Let’s just say she was dead and that it was obvious somebody had stabbed her. The blade was gone of course, so it appeared to be a smart enough criminal who figured out hiding the weapon would leave him or her undiscovered.
 
   “Looks like homicide. What do you think?” the police officer asked.
 
   His name was Barnes, and he had been solving cases with me for years now. Most of them were theft, robbery, or some complicated paperwork confusion, but a murder in this tiny village was almost unheard of, so both of us were horrified.
 
   “I don’t know,” I answered. “But it certainly seems to be a stabbing. Perhaps with a dagger, seeing the size and depth of the wound.”
 
   “Well, I am going to look around in the rest of the house,” he said. “We might find some other things that can lead to evidence.”
 
   “Good idea. Just let me know if you see anything suspicious.”
 
   “Will do.”
 
   I bent over and observed the rest of the body. She was lying down on her side, stabbed in the chest, just once. But I knew these kinds of things weren’t always that simple. If I could find other marks, scratches, or wounds, it could indicate a struggle, some material or dust, or something else that would give me another clue about the killer.
 
   “So tell me more about the victim,” I said to one of the police officers.
 
   “Well, her name is Lucy, but you already knew that, didn’t you?”
 
   “Yes, I know most people by name here, but what I want, is details. I want to know about her life: The people she was seeing, her partner, her routine… everything.”
 
   I searched a little longer in the house and found some scratches on the walls. Some blood, but not much. It didn’t seem like the victim had struggled for a long time. I also saw a feather. Odd. Where did the feather come from? I picked it up, looked at it, and put it in my pocket.
 
   “I couldn’t find anything,” Barnes said as he came downstairs. “You?”
 
   “Just a few items,” I said. “But I don’t think we’ll see any other clues in here. I am ready to start questioning some of the villagers. How about you?”
 
   “We should start with the husband,” he suggested.
 
   “I completely agree. He must know more about the victim than anyone else. After all, it is his own wife. And if he hasn’t done it, he could point a few fingers.”
 
   “True. But we cannot assume he hasn’t done it. There have been plenty reports from other towns of abusive husbands who murdered their wives for some reason.”
 
   “You are absolutely right, Barnes. Until we find hard evidence that he is innocent, he is still a suspect.”
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Suspect_1__Argus]Suspect 1: Argus
 
    
 
   It was afternoon. Lucy’s husband was working in his workshop. He was a blacksmith and had a fine reputation as a qualified blacksmith. We both went, Barnes and I; and we found the husband banging his hammer on a piece of metal.
 
   “Good day, Argus,” I said.
 
   “Good day, gentlemen,” he replied. “What can I help you with?”
 
   “We are here to gather information about your deceased wife.”
 
   “Murdered,” he corrected us.
 
   “I’m sorry?”
 
   “My murdered wife,” he said bitterly. “She didn’t just die by accident. Did you actually see the body?”
 
   “Uhm… yes we did. And you are right. We suspect it was a stabbing.”
 
   “And if I get my hands on whoever did it, he is going to pay,” he added, after which he started banging his hammer on the steel again. I could see his frustration, but I could not exclude him from being a suspect yet. I needed a motive, an alibi, a reason for innocence.
 
   BANG! BANG! BANG!
 
   “Excuse me,” I said. “Could we please have a word with you?”
 
   He looked at me and said, “I have nothing to say. I didn’t do it.”
 
   “Yes, that may be true, but by asking you some simple questions, we could dig deeper into the matter and perhaps find out who did.”
 
   At first, he was reluctant to cooperate, but then he put his hammer down and invited us to sit on a chair behind him. I noticed, when we went inside, that it was a lovely workshop. The steel was sufficiently organized, and the results of his hard work were hanging on the walls. If anyone would have a murder weapon, it would be this man. The knives, swords, and axes he created were sharp and strong, and my eye caught a glimpse of a knife with blood on it. However, I wasn’t going to point it out immediately, as I didn’t want him to feel like I was accusing him of anything, so I decided to hold my tongue for now.
 
   “Tell us about the night of the murder,” Barnes said.
 
   “Well,” Argus began. “I was out in the bar with my friends. You know, I just do that every weekend to have some fun. I stayed later than usual, and I have to admit that I didn’t come home until 5 in the morning. Most times, it’s not like that though.”
 
   “Go on,” I said.
 
   “And then she was there. I thought she had just passed out, but when I tried to wake her up, I saw the blood and discovered she was dead.”
 
   “What time was it when you found your wife?”
 
   “It was a little after five, like I said.”
 
   “Your story makes sense, Argus, except for the fact that you got the police at 9, so 4 hours later. How come you didn’t get the police right away? Seeing your wife dead on the floor seems like an emergency to me. Didn’t you think it was urgent enough to notify us?”
 
   “Oh, well, the thing about that is… uhm… I couldn’t find the police station.”
 
   “You couldn’t find the police station? How many years have you lived here?”
 
   “Come on, guys, it was dark and you know how all these streets look the same.”
 
   “Still, Argus, it only takes 20 minutes to get there. Would you mind explaining us why it took you 4 hours?”
 
   He was silent. It was obvious that he was hiding something. His hands started fidgeting and he didn’t look me in the eyes anymore. I didn’t know if that made him more of a suspect than anyone else or if something worse was going on.
 
   “Argo,” I said again.
 
   “Fine,” he said in an agitated voice. “I fell asleep, okay? I drank too much and when I saw my wife, I lost my balance and crashed out on the bed. Are you happy now? I am sorry that I didn’t get anyone, but that’s just what happened.”
 
   “I disapprove of your drinking behavior, but knowing that you fell asleep makes you less of a suspect, so it’s important that we know these things.”
 
   “I didn’t do it! Are you getting that in your fat skull? Am I making any sense? Why would I kill my own wife?”
 
   “That’s a good question,” I said. “Can you tell me more about your relationship with her?”
 
   “Oh, now you want to know about my marriage. Well, let me tell you… it’s none of your business.”
 
   “There is a murderer in town,” I answered. “So yes, it is our business. If you don’t cooperate, we have permission to arrest you. So answer the question, please.”
 
   He became even more frustrated. Poor guy. He banged his fist on the table and blurted it out.
 
   “It was bad! It was really bad! We have been married for 25 years now and something happened. I don’t even know what I did wrong, but each time I went to the bar in the weekend, I found her with some other guy in our home.”
 
   “Do you think she was cheating on you?”
 
   “Yes, I suspect so. I don’t know for sure, but I always saw him with her and they were laughing and talking… I never knew what to say about it. And if I brought it up, then she sneered I shouldn’t go ‘off with the boys to drink,’ and leave her there on her own.”
 
   “And who was this man?”
 
   “His name is Quinto. He lives two blocks away from here. I can’t stand him, so don’t say ‘hi’ for me.”
 
   “Okay, I think I know enough,” I said. “Just one more question. Could you tell me whose blood that is on the knife in the corner?”
 
   “Knife? What knife?”
 
   “The knife over there.”
 
   He looked at where I was pointing and said, “Oh, that. That’s just from the… hey, you don’t think that I killed my spouse with knife, do you? I already told you I was innocent. That’s just from the meat I prepared about an hour ago.”
 
   “Okay, thank you for your cooperation, Argo. I promise you, we will hurry and solve this case as quickly as possible.”
 
   With those words, we left the husband’s workshop and walked towards Quinto’s house.
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   The next stop with another motive: Quinto. He was the cobbler in town. Everybody who had shoes, went to him, and it gave him a great monopoly. I don’t think I have to mention he was well off financially. I mean, nobody knew how to repair shoes except for him, and since there were almost a thousand people in town, with lots of farmers and craftsmen, shoes needed to be replaced often. But I think all of that is beside the point, because his most important motive, the drama that had just been revealed to us, is that he was a potential cheater.
 
   Quinto greeted us at the door. Apparently, he had nothing else to do this afternoon, which could mean something, but I didn’t want to jump to conclusions.
 
   “Good afternoon. Come in.”
 
   Barnes and I went inside and observed the luxurious place he had somebody else build for him. Sapphires were on the table, as well as enderpearls and diamonds, red curtains ornamented the walls, and the table looked like it was made out of glass.
 
   “Nice home,” I said.
 
   “Oh certainly. Make yourselves at home. I designed everything myself. Care for a drink?”
 
   “No, thank you,” I said.
 
   “Come on,” he insisted.
 
   “I will have some. Doesn’t matter what,” Barnes said.
 
   I was okay with my partner taking a drink from this suspect, but I had heard of too many poisoning tales and toxic tea situations to put my trust in anything liquid during an investigation. Quinto went to the kitchen and came back with three drinks.
 
   “I told you I didn’t want any,” I said friendly but firmly.
 
   “Oh, I know. It’s there, just in case you change your mind.”
 
   It smelled delicious. “What is it?” I asked.
 
   “It’s an apple cinnamon mixed with some vanilla.”
 
   “Sounds wonderful,” I admitted. “However, I am not here to chitchat with some hot party drink. We know you knew Lucy very well, and since she has just been found dead this morning, we are here to get to the bottom of this.”
 
   “I didn’t do it,” Quinto said.
 
   “Well, we are not accusing you of anything just yet, but we do need to get some more information from you. First of all, where were you last night?”
 
   “I was with her,” he admitted. “I just swung by to say ‘hi.’ My wife said she needed some help, so I went to check if she was all right.”
 
   This guy was just lying in my face, but I expected nothing less. Of course his wife hadn’t told him to go there. It was because he was seeing Lucy’s when the husband was gone. But it didn’t matter as much as his alibi, so I kept questioning him.
 
   “And then? You went there and came home, right?”
 
   “Uhm… yes, that’s right.”
 
   “Did she do or say anything that made you suspicious?”
 
   “No, she was okay,” he said.
 
   “How long did you stay there?” Barnes asked.
 
   “For about 3 hours… uhm… minutes I mean. I just went, talked with her for a minute or so, and then I left. She said one of her shoes had been ripped, so she was going to take it in today, but now that she is not here, of course that’s not going to happen. It’s terrible.”
 
   This guy was so full of it, but I was still looking for hints of suspicion.
 
   “What time did you leave?” I asked.
 
   “I don’t know. Perhaps midnight.”
 
   “And your wife was okay with that?”
 
   “Well, she didn’t know about it.”
 
   “But you just said she sent you.”
 
   “Oh, did I? Well, yes, she told me about it yesterday, but I couldn’t go because I was too busy, so I just went late in the evening.”
 
   “And when you went home, you…”
 
   “I just went to sleep.”
 
   I dug deeper. “How did you find out about the murder?”
 
   “Well, in this small town, if somebody gets killed two blocks away, you kind of hear about it,” he said.
 
   I had to admit it sounded plausible. News spread fast in this town. I had no further questions, so I just started some small talk until Barnes finished his drink. I stood up and was about to walk out, but then I realized something. If Quinto’s wife knew about him cheating with Lucy, she must have been pretty angry. This could be a motive for her to kill Lucy, just to prevent her from seeing her husband ever again. When I thought of this, I turned around and said, “One more thing, Quinto.”
 
   “Yes? Anything.”
 
   “Can we talk to your wife?”
 
   “My wife? No problem. She is upstairs. Can I come with you?”
 
   “Absolutely not,” I said.
 
   “Fine. Go ahead and talk to her. I don’t care. She probably knows nothing anyway.”
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   Barnes and I went up the stairs. Barnes looked at me a little surprised and asked me why I didn’t want to interrogate Quinto anymore.
 
   “His wife has more motive than he does. If he was cheating with her, then why would he kill her? It doesn’t even make any sense. I know he was lying about a lot of things, but he doesn’t appear to lie about that,” I said.
 
   “I understand,” Barnes admitted.
 
   We knocked on the door of her bedroom.
 
   “Come in, honey,” she said.
 
   “Uhm, madam, we are not your husband. Are you decently dressed?”
 
   “Oh, sorry. Wait a minute.”
 
   We heard some cleaning up and some messing around going on from behind the door. I was hoping she wasn’t hiding anything that had to do with the murder, for her sake, but then again, if she was, then our search would be over soon.
 
   She opened the door in a brown summer dress.
 
   “You may come in,” she said as she held the door open for us. “Have a seat on the bed, gentlemen. I will sit on that chair, and then you can explain me what this is all about.”
 
   We sat down and began.
 
   “We are in the middle of an investigation about the murder that has been committed last night.”
 
   “Murder? Who got murdered?”
 
   “Lucy, the woman that lives two blocks away from you. I am surprised you didn’t hear anything about it. Your husband did.”
 
   Her eyes were big, as if I had just announced the biggest event in history. Then a slight grin appeared on her face.
 
   “Lucy is dead?” she asked.
 
   “Yes, she is. She was found stabbed in her and her husband’s bedroom.”
 
   She had a hard time fighting her feelings. It was as if she was happy this woman was finally out of her life. But she faked it… she faked it pretty well. Even Barnes was confused whether she was happy or sad.
 
   “That’s terrible!” she exclaimed after a few quick changes of facial features. “Who did this? Who could have done this? That poor, wretched woman!”
 
   “I know, Mrs. Famelia. It’s sad,” I said calmly.
 
   She still had a hard time not smiling, so she buried her head in her hands, covering up her face completely. We patiently waited until she was done being emotional, either one way or the other.
 
   “Excuse me,” she said. “I am just so upset about it.”
 
   “Obviously,” I said somewhat cynically. “Now, if you don’t mind, we have a few questions for you. We just want to know what you know. Is that okay?”
 
   “Oh, of course,” she said.
 
   “What do you know about Lucy?”
 
   “Ha!” she laughed. “Not that much, except that she is the dumbest wench in town. She hasn’t even gone to school, and did I mention she isn’t very smart? Yes, she always skipped class when I was younger, and then she would flirt with the boys, ALL the boys in class. I don’t think it matters now, because I married a richer husband than she did. Serves her right.”
 
   “Ahum. So she flirted with all the boys?” I asked.
 
   “Yes, all the boys.”
 
   “Including your husband?”
 
   She became silent.
 
   Very silent.
 
   I noticed this was a touchy subject.
 
   “Famelia, we have reason to suspect that she was cheating on her spouse with your husband. What do you think about that statement?”
 
   She was still silent.
 
   Then she spoke up. “He has been going there every night for the past few months. It was driving me nuts. I didn’t even know what to say. I just didn’t have the guts to bring it up.”
 
   “Do you realize this gives you motive?” I asked.
 
   “What? You’re thinking that I killed that little…?”
 
   She held back her words, because it seemed like she was about to swear or call the murder victim names.
 
   “No!” she said. “I would never do that! I hated her, but I am not a murdered.”
 
   I calmed her down and said, “We believe you, Famelia. And we feel for you, seeing the situation you’re in. But just for protocol’s sake, would it be okay if we searched your room for a few minutes, so we can report to the office that you are innocent?”
 
   “Pfff… Go ahead. I have nothing to hide.”
 
   We searched for a few minutes and said goodbye. If she wasn’t the killer, then at least she was the happiest person to hear of the victim leaving to the afterlife.
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   “Where are we going now?” Barnes asked as we left Quinto’s and Famelia’s house.
 
   “I have a couple of suspects I still want to visit. The first is Lucy’s uncle. Supposedly, they were pretty close. I don’t know if he has some information for us, but I just want to make sure I am not missing out on anything worthwhile. Does that make sense?”
 
   “Of course,” Barnes agreed.
 
   We walked to the other side of town. It wasn’t even in town really, but barely outside, after crossing a few roads and farmers’ lands. There it was: A giant villa fit for a retired millionaire. It had the whole package: Pillars, fountains, and golden borders on the balconies. Barnes was impressed, since he had never seen this place before.
 
   “Whatever he did for a living, that’s what I might look into,” he said.
 
   I chuckled. “Let’s go talk to him, silly,” I said.
 
   We strolled to the front door and knocked. An old man opened up.
 
   “Detective Stalfoid,” he said with a smile. “I have been expecting you.”
 
   “Good. We are here for some questioning,” I said.
 
   “I figured you would come. I heard of the murder. It’s awful.”
 
   “Uhm… yes it is. And we are here to sort out what happened.”
 
   “Well, come in and have a seat.”
 
   The inside of the house was even better-looking. Barnes leaned over and whispered that he suddenly didn’t think Quinto was rich anymore, compared to this guy. I laughed again. It was funny to notice how impressed Barnes was with all these rich people. I could care less. I knew wealth had its pleasure but also its problems. Once everyone starts fighting over your money, it can cause some real dramatic scenes, and I suspected this millionaire’s wealth might have been connected to the murder somehow.
 
   “Ask me anything,” the old man said.
 
   “So, Sorius,” I said. “You are Lucy’s uncle, her mother’s brother. Am I correct?”
 
   “Yes, that’s right.”
 
   “And is your sister still alive?”
 
   “No, she passed away a few years ago.”
 
   “What about your wife or children? Are any of them still alive?”
 
   “No.”
 
   “Interesting,” I said. “So after you die, who will inherit all your possessions?”
 
   “Well, that would have been Lucy, I guess,” he said. “It’s all written in my will. She was the next person I thought of.”
 
   “And now that Lucy is dead, who will be next in line to receive what you have?”
 
   “Oh, it’s in the will too, but I don’t know exactly what it says. It’s been so long ago. Perhaps if she had any children, they would be next in line, but she and Argus never had any little ones.”
 
   “So that creates a dead end, doesn’t it?” I said, a little puzzled. “I am sure a lot of people would love to have your money, but now it’s unclear who will inherit it, isn’t it?”
 
   “I suppose you’re right,” he admitted.
 
   “I think I know enough, Sorius. Thank you for cooperating.”
 
   We stepped outside and returned to the village. In the meantime, I talked to my partner and told him about our next suspect, someone who had been spotted near Lucy’s house in the night of the murder, a sketchy figure nobody in town trusted.
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   I made sure Barnes was with me that late afternoon, since I was always a little scared going to the creepy place we were going to. It was a terrible looking place, a broken house that was barely kept up to accommodate the woman some called “the village witch.” I hated going there, but I had received a report from another officer that she had been seen at the murder scene.
 
   “Here it is,” I said, pointing to the house.
 
   “It gives me the shivers,” Barnes said as he looked at the spikey sides of the house and black front door.
 
   We knocked.
 
   She opened up.
 
   She was scary indeed: A woman with sloppy, curly hair and a brown scarf around her neck. She was wearing large, round earrings, a bunch of bracelets, and a purple dress. Behind her were skulls and jars with who-knows-what lined up on shelves. She looked at us awkwardly.
 
   “Yes?” she said in her squeaky voice.
 
   “Can we come in? I am Detective Stalfoid and this is my associate, Barnes. We would like to ask you some questions about the murder that happened last night.”
 
   “Sure. I certainly don’t know anything about that, but I can try to help out.”
 
   We went inside and sat down in what appeared to be the living room.
 
   “Would you like some tea?” she asked.
 
   “No!” Barnes suddenly exclaimed.
 
   “Oh, okay. I was just offering it. Let me know if you want any. It’s not a problem. I can make it in a heartbeat.”
 
   I smiled, because I realized Barnes had a harder time trusting this woman’s drinks. He probably thought her stuff was brewed in some kind of cliché cauldron or something. She sat across from us and looked at us with big eyes.
 
   “So last night,” I began, “you were found at the murder scene. Could you tell me where you were last night and what you were doing?”
 
   “Oh, I always do my rounds,” Cheliqua said. “I take a walk each night, just around midnight, to make sure no evil forces are drawn to the village.”
 
   Barnes and I looked at each other. She was a pretty big weirdo, I thought, but as long as she could give us clues, it could be helpful.
 
   “So were you near Lucy’s house yesterday?”
 
   “Yes, I was.”
 
   “What were you doing there?”
 
   “I felt an evil force.”
 
   “Really? Could you tell me more about that?” I asked.
 
   “It was evil… EVIL I TELL YOU!”
 
   Barnes and I flinched and leaned back as she was coming forward and waved her hands in the air. She continued, “There was an aura, a dark atmosphere, a wicked spirit who was going to haunt this place. I didn’t understand. I couldn’t comprehend. There was too much. I couldn’t stop it. Strange things… evil lurking underneath the ether. It wouldn’t go away. Blood… there was blood, bones, and skulls… monsters... creepers and endermen and ghasts… skeletons, everywhere, from the Nether…”
 
   Her whole story became scarier than the murder itself, but I had the feeling that it was all in her head, although she might have somehow sensed something was about to happen that evening. We listened to the rest and thanked her. Barnes just thought she was crazy, and I couldn’t find any clues whatsoever.
 
   “Was anyone else there?” I finally asked.
 
   “There were three men, just drunks, coming home from the bar,” she said.
 
   “Who were they?”
 
   “Oh, I don’t know. One of them was my ex-husband. And I felt my daughter’s presence. She is always with me. Valerie is connected to me, you see, even in her sleep.”
 
   “Sure,” I said.
 
   She did sound crazy, but just to be sure, I was going to interrogate her daughter and ex-husband. We thanked her and left the house. We were both happy to be out of that place.
 
   “Don’t you think she did it?” Barnes asked.
 
   “She hasn’t left my pool of suspects yet,” I answered. “But it doesn’t make any sense. She is pretty crazy, but she doesn’t have any motive. She isn’t even related to Lucy, so if something happened between them, we’d still have to find out about it.”
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   Cheliqua’s daughter was more of a delight to be around. We quickly noticed that, even before we met her. The house was neatly trimmed with lovely colors and delicate paint. The outside looked warm and inviting. It looked tiny, like any young, starting person would have, not like a retired millionaire or anything, but cozy nonetheless.
 
   Her front yard was a little more chaotic, but that was just because of the chickens. She had about 10 chickens that were roaming around freely.
 
   We walked past the chickens to the front door. When we knocked, she opened up and let us in. I gazed at her beautiful appearance. She was in her early twenties, obviously, and her long, blonde hair reached down to her hips. Her peach-colored dress had something of an angelic tint to it, and her smile was to die for. If she couldn’t help us with the case, I would be sure to visit her again sometime, that is, if she didn’t have a boyfriend already.
 
   Barnes and I sat down and started our conversation.
 
   “I hope we aren’t invading on your privacy,” I politely said. “Your mother, Cheliqua, said she saw you outside last night. Lucy is dead, and we are looking for any clues or anyone who may more about that.”
 
   “Oh, that’s okay,” Valerie said. “You’re fine. Yes, I was outside yesterday, but I’m afraid I can’t tell you much. I don’t know anything about it.”
 
   “What were you doing there anyway?” I asked.
 
   “Well,” she explained, “I was very concerned about Cheliqua. She has become crazier lately, and yesterday she was just moping around about evil spirits and enderdragons and such. It made no sense at all. So I quietly followed her and observed for a little bit. Besides, there were some drunk men in the streets. I wanted to make sure she wasn’t going to get in trouble with those.”
 
   “Still, it’s a little odd for a young woman like yourself to be up that late. Don’t you think it was a little unsafe to follow her by yourself?”
 
   “Now that I think about it, it might not have been the brightest idea, but I care about Cheliqua. Fortunately, nothing went wrong… well… except for the murder. But that was something else.”
 
   “Do you always call your mother Cheliqua?” I asked.
 
   “Uhm… yes, sometimes. She is proud of her name. She thinks it’s cute.”
 
   I didn’t know what to think of that. Perhaps she wasn’t really proud to be Cheliqua’s daughter, seeing that she was a little nuts, so maybe that’s why she called her by her first name. But I wasn’t going to suspect anything.
 
   “Your mother said her ex-husband was there. Did you see him as well?”
 
   “Yes, I think he was there. He was just partying with the guys. My dad likes to do that in the weekend, but I don’t think he did anything wrong.”
 
   “Do you ever call your dad by his first name?” I asked, noticing how she referred to him differently.
 
   “What? Oh, uhm… of course. His name is Borus. If you want, you can question him too. I don’t know exactly what he was doing that night, but I am sure he is not a murdered.”
 
   “What makes you so sure about that?” I asked.
 
   “Nothing in particular. I just don’t think he could have done it. I mean, he doesn’t even have a motive, does he? You always need a motive to kill someone.”
 
   “That’s true. We’ll go talk to him.”
 
   We left her place, but I was sad to leave. My questions had been sharp and thorough, but inside, I felt mesmerized by her beauty and was secretly hoping for something more in the future.
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   Next, we visited Borus, Valerie’s dad and Cheliqua’s ex-husband. If he was near the murder scene that night, he may have seen something and could give us some more clues, so we could figure out who committed this crime.
 
   Borus’ house was simple. It looked like it belonged to someone who didn’t take life too seriously, at least not anymore. The exterior was nice but not extravagant. The door we knocked on was made out of strong wood. But it did not open immediately. We heard footsteps.
 
   “Who is it?” we heard a male voice ask.
 
   “It’s Detective Stalfoid and Barnes. We are here to investigate the murder.”
 
   It was quiet for a while.
 
   “I didn’t do it,” he said.
 
   “We know,” I said, bluffing as if I actually trusted him and making him feel at ease. “But we know you were there that night, so we just want to know what you might have seen.”
 
   “I saw nothing,” was the answer.
 
   I didn’t know what to say anymore. I looked at my colleague. Then he stepped forward and said, “It doesn’t matter. We still want to come in. If you don’t let us in, we’ll come back with a warrant. Would you rather have that?”
 
   Then we heard a lot of clicks. It sounded like he was unlocked a dozen locks. Very distrusting person, this Borus character. He peeked around the corner of his door and said, “Okay, come in, quickly.”
 
   We stepped in and sat down on one of the chairs in his simplistic living room. He sat across from us and showed a certain fear in his eyes. I don’t know if this was normal, or if he got extra skittish after what had happened last night, but I started.
 
   “We would just like to know what you were doing last night and if you saw anything,” I said.
 
   “I was just at the bar and walked through the streets with my two friends,” he said. “I saw my ex-wife there. She was sitting down on her knees and throwing her hands up in the air, chanting some weird spells of some sort. That woman creeps me out. Why do you think I got divorced?”
 
   “Ah, yes. But we’re not here to ask you about your previous marriage,” I said. “We are just looking for clues. What else did Cheliqua do?”
 
   “She patted her hands on the floor and then cursed the heavens for bringing down evil upon us. Then she went home and made some other weird sounds. I didn’t stick around for too long, because I didn’t want to be embarrassed in front of the guys.”
 
   “Did you see Valerie there?”
 
   “My daughter? Was she there? I didn’t see her. What was she doing outside that late?”
 
   “Perhaps following her crazy mother who was chanting spells and making noises,” I said.
 
   “Oh, but Cheliqua is not her mother,” Borus said.
 
   “Excuse me?”
 
   “Cheliqua is not Valerie’s mother,” he repeated. “I am her father, but her Cheliqua is her stepmother. She hated her. That’s why she won’t ever see her.”
 
   “I am sorry? Did you just say that she won’t ever see her? But she said she was following Cheliqua that night because she was concerned,” I said.
 
   “That doesn’t sound right,” Borus said. “She has always been bitter towards her real mother because she dumped her with me and that freak.”
 
   “Okay, okay,” I said. “It’s starting to make a little more sense now. Could you enlighten us with some more information about your family structure, please?”
 
   “Certainly. You see, when Lucy and I split up, she was already pregnant with Valerie. But when Valerie was born, she gave her to me, saying she didn’t have the means to take care of her. Valerie grew up with me and Cheliqua, but she always hated her. Furthermore, she hated her own mother even more. She kept it a secret, but I knew how bitter she was when she found out that Lucy was her mother and had dumped her to be raised by Cheliqua.”
 
   A light bulb lit up in my brain. It seemed so far-fetched. Lucy did have a daughter, but she never told anyone about it. Valerie would inherit all her great-uncle’s riches, and since she had always despised her real mother for abandoning her, she just became a suspect with two motives.
 
   Barnes was paying close attention to Borus’ story. He was beginning to connect the dots as well. When we left, we went into an alley to discuss the matter.
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   “Do you really think a young, beautiful woman like that would kill her own mother?” Barnes asked me.
 
   “It’s too bad that she is young and beautiful,” I admitted. “But she has two motives: The hate for her mother Lucy, who abandoned her and put her with that weird woman, and the inheritance of her great-uncle. There is no doubt in my mind she is the one who did it.”
 
   “And what about evidence?” Barnes asked.
 
   “Let me think,” I said.
 
   I thought.
 
   And thought.
 
   “Aha!” I suddenly shouted. “I’ve got it! The feather! The chickens! It all makes sense now. The feather I found at the murder scene came from Valerie’s chicken coop. But we need more. Let’s go. You get the police and I will go to her house.”
 
   “Uhm… I don’t know if that’s a good idea,” he protested. “If she is a murderer, then you shouldn’t go there by yourself.”
 
   “We don’t want her to escape either, do we?” I asked.
 
   “No, of course not.”
 
   “Okay, then I will stay outside, in front of her house, just to make sure she doesn’t come out.”
 
   “That sounds like a better plan,” he admitted.
 
   I ran towards Valerie’s home with a heavy heart, feeling the sorrow for such a tragedy and family drama. If she really was the killer, then one life had already been ruined by all the collaborating circumstances. It was awful. Besides, now there wouldn’t be a future for me with that beautiful girl anymore, so maybe that’s also a loss I lamented a little.
 
   I stood there and waited for the police. When a few officer came, we all went to the door and barged in. We looked everywhere, and eventually, we found a knife set, one of which was probably the murder weapon. But Valerie was gone.
 
   “Go to the backdoor!” I commanded.
 
   Barnes and another officer hurried outside.
 
   “There she is!” he said.
 
   We all ran after her. We saw her zigzagging through the narrow village streets, trying to get away from her accusers, but it was pointless. One of the officers cut her off and grabbed her.
 
   “It wasn’t my fault! It was all my mom’s fault! She abandoned me! It wasn’t fair! She was never there for me!” she yelled as she got caught and cuffed.
 
   She was taken to jail, and after a trial, more evidence was found. On the one hand, I was happy that the case got solved; on the other hand, I felt a little sorry for her. Was her hate for her mother her greatest motive, or was it the greed for her great-uncle’s treasures? I guessed we would never fully understand, but apparently she had already been a victim of life since her childhood. This was the part I hated about my job: Seeing all the psychological harm caused by people every day.
 
   It became apparent again, something I had always contemplated, that we sometimes hear of crimes and wars, but that the real drama, the hidden feelings and the hurt, are right beneath the surface. The biggest flaws of society are those that aren’t always visible until something drastic happens.
 
   I stood there, staring at her lovely home one more time. I saw the chickens, which would soon be confiscated by the state. I imagined the warm interior where we had such an enjoyable discussion. It was sad.
 
   “Let it go,” Barnes said as he put his arm around my shoulder. “Someday, she may be healed. There is still hope. Don’t worry. And there is still hope for you too.”
 
   I smiled. Good old Barnes, always there to cheer me up.
 
   “Thanks, partner,” I said quietly.
 
   We left and went to the police office. Who knew what else I was going to bump into? On to the next case…
 
    
 
   THE END
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Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
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   Steve has two friends: Freddy and Tyrone. They go on an adventure to the woods, where they camp out and have a fun time together. But when they run into an unknown object, their future is about to change.
 
   They return to the village they came from and discover the importance of this strange item they just found in the forest.
 
   Find out more about Steve’s experience in this short Minecraft story, his diary, and be surprised by the outcome of the secret powers his friends and he have unleashed.
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   Entry 1: Exploring
 
    
 
   This is Steve. I am 15 years old… well, I don’t know how else to start a diary, or journal… whatever. This is the first time. I just want to write down what happened recently. It was amazing, but it was also incredible, and by that I mean that it would be hard to believe unless I explain every detail, and even then there may be doubters.
 
   What I experienced with my friends, goes beyond the normal and the natural. It was supernatural; that was for sure. We actually didn’t believe it ourselves at first.
 
   So let me just get to it, or I will just keep rambling about how unbelievable and weird it was.
 
   It all started when we decided to explore the environment. You see, our village is surrounded by gorgeous mountains, but we just never went there, partially because our parents were so busy and we didn’t want to go by ourselves. My friends, Freddy and Tyrone, were about the same age at that time and were happy that their parents finally agreed to let them go off on their own, with me of course. So we did. We planned a camping trip.
 
   First, we packed our bags, the tent, and some cooking equipment. It was exciting. My dad was proud of me, since this would mean I would become more mature, being self-reliant and all. My mom was a little worried, but she gave in and let me go. She knew that it would be safer it there were three of us.
 
   It was a hot summer day. We met in front of my house and took off after hitting each other on the shoulder (like guys do).
 
   “What do you want to do first?” Tyrone asked.
 
   “I just want to go towards the mountains,” I said. “When we get there, we’ll decide what to do first. If we do all kinds of things first, it may be dark already when we arrive at a good spot. So let’s find a spot first. After that, we can have as much fun as we want.”
 
   “Sounds like a plan,” Tyrone said.
 
   “Maybe we can eat some rabbits,” Freddy said.
 
   We both looked at him. That comment was completely misplaced. Tyrone was a pretty smart kid, but Freddy…? Sometimes we wondered what was up with him.
 
   “Uhm… yes, maybe,” I said.
 
   We were all silent. For some reason, we just didn’t have anything to add, so we all kept packing our stuff.
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   We put our backpacks on our backs. We said goodbye to our families and started our journey. As we walked towards the mountains, we passed by beautiful orchards, farmlands, and forests. At the foot of the mountain, we paused.
 
   “That looks like a long way up there,” Freddy said.
 
   “Not so,” I said. “We’re not going all the way up there, just halfway. It will be good enough. That’s where we’ll pitch our tents.”
 
   We started climbing up. We were lucky there was a clear path, but it was steep. Every once in a while, we rested, being severely fatigued after such a tough climb. But eventually, after a few hours, we came to an area where the road wasn’t so steep anymore. We discovered a creek and some lush, green bushes and trees.
 
   “Let’s move up a little more and then pitch our tent near the creek somewhere,” I suggested.
 
   My friends agreed it was a good idea. 
 
   After another half hour, we picked a spot and pitched our tent. It was tricky, and we noticed how much clear communication mattered when you’re working together as a team. Freddy was too clumsy to put the pins in the ground, Tyrone was complaining about the wind, and I just couldn’t find some of the tiny items that make a tent complete. When we were done, we put our backpacks in there, laid out the sleeping bags, and took a look at the creek.
 
   “I bet you can’t beat my record,” Tyrone said.
 
   “What’s your record?” I asked.
 
   “Skipping a rock 27 times on the water.”
 
   “No way!”
 
   “It’s true. So what do you say, Steve? Are you up for a challenge?”
 
   “Bring it on.” With that remark, I picked up some flat rocks and started skipping them on the water.
 
   1…. 2….. 3….. 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 10, 11, 12.
 
   “Twelve!” I said. “That’s not bad, is it?”
 
   “But it’s not 27,” Tyrone said.
 
   “Well, if you skip a rock 3 times 12, it will be 36,” Freddy added. “So all you have to do, is do it two more times and then you beat his record.”
 
   We both looked at each other and rolled our eyes while smiling.
 
   “That’s not how it works, Freddy. It has to be with the same rock.”
 
   “Oh,” Freddy said. “Then maybe you could get the rock from the bottom of the creek and use it again. You know, like recycling.”
 
   We couldn’t stop laughing. Freddy and his simple logic… sometimes we actually learned something from his way of thinking. It made more sense than some of the complicated matters adults come up with.
 
   “Sure, Freddy,” Tyrone finally said.
 
   After some fun skipping rocks, we got our fishing gear out. “Fishing is one of the most boring things in the universe,” Tyrone said.
 
   “I couldn’t agree with you more,” I said. “But I heard there is some good trout in this creek, so let’s just give it a try.”
 
   We split up. I stayed with the fishing rods and the other two went to fetch some wood for a camp fire. When they came back, I proudly presented a big trout I caught. They were impressed. I was happy to see they made themselves useful too.
 
   “Let’s get this fire going,” I said.
 
   It was great. We roasted fish and marshmallows and hotdogs. Freddy kept burning the marshmallows, even after we tried to show him how far away he should hold them from the fire.
 
   “Have you guys ever wished to perform some heroic deed?” Tyrone asked when we were just chilling at the fire.
 
   “What are you aiming at?” I asked.
 
   “Just… you know, do something that you’re proud of, something that means something to other people.”
 
   “Yes, I have,” I said after a little thinking. “I once had a dream that I rescued some girl. She was being attacked by endermen and guardians, but I came to snatch her away and put her to safety. And then I fought the enemies one by one. It was a pretty spectacular dream, to be honest.”
 
   “Ha! And who was the girl? Olivia? Katherine? Silvia?” Tyrone asked.
 
   “Oh, come on. Do I have to reveal to you who I think is the hottest girl in our class?”
 
   “Yes. Of course.”
 
   “I kind of like Silvia,” I admitted.
 
   “Oooooow!” the two boys shouted with a grin on their faces, teasing me a little. “Steve has a crush on Silvia!”
 
   “Shhh… I don’t have a crush,” I said.
 
   “Sure. It’s okay. Nobody can hear us here in the mountains.”
 
   “Well, what about you? I asked. Who do you like?”
 
   Tyrone blushed a little but then he told me. We were just having discussions boys have, about girls, about cool stuff, kids we hated, sports, etc. When we were full, especially with the delicious fish I caught, we went into the tent and slept all night. It was peaceful, with the sound of the flowing water in the creek and the rustling leaves on the trees.
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   The next day, we climbed some trees and prepared another meal. We all went swimming, despite the fact that the water was a little cold. And in the evening, we sat around another campfire.
 
   Then I saw something.
 
   “Hey, what’s that?” I asked.
 
   Tyrone and Freddy came to look. It looked like another pebble, but it was purple. I had never seen a purple pebble before. I picked it up and held it in front of me.
 
   “Weird,” Freddy admitted.
 
   “Perhaps it is an ender pearl,” Tyrone said. “I have heard of those. They’re always purple and shiny. They can be found in the mountains and they make you do strange things.”
 
   “Yeah, it looks like it,” I said. “It’s almost like it is magical or something. Here, let me rub off the dirt.”
 
   I started getting it smooth by rubbing it with my T-shirt. Something happened. I don’t know what. But before we knew it, we were at the campfire again. Everything looked the same.
 
   “Have you guys ever wished to perform some heroic deed?” Tyrone asked when we were just chilling at the fire.
 
   “Wait, what?” I asked.
 
   “Just… you know, do something that you’re proud of, something that means something to other people.”
 
   “Hold on… what did you say?”
 
   “Didn’t you hear me? It’s just that… I thought of how cool it would be to prevent some disaster, or to do something that would serve humanity.”
 
   “No. That’s what I mean,” I said. “I heard you, but it just doesn’t make any sense. You already said what you said.”
 
   He raised one eyebrow. “You’re the one who is not making any sense,” he said.
 
   I was confused. Didn’t he already ask the exact same thing yesterday? Why would he ask that question again? And why did it look like Freddy was burning the same marshmallow in the same way as the day before?
 
   “You asked me the same question yesterday,” I insisted. “Have you forgotten that?”
 
   “Okay, you’re starting to freak me out, Steve,” Tyrone said. “I didn’t even see you yesterday. So how could I have asked that question a day earlier?”
 
   “What? But we were here, at the campfire! You were asking me this and then I told you that I liked Silvia, and we talked about other things.”
 
   “You like Silvia?” Freddy asked. “Ha-ha-ha-ha!”
 
   Tyrone smirked. “Well, thanks for telling us that, but we really weren’t here yesterday. I think you’re going a little nuts.”
 
   Then I looked at the ender pearl. Did I just go back in time? Maybe the magical power of this strange pearl was to go back in time. But how would I know for sure? I thought and thought while Freddy and Tyrone were chatting away.
 
   Then I had it.
 
   “What’s today’s date?” I asked.
 
   “Huh? It’s the 23rd of course,” Tyrone said.
 
   There was my proof. I had gone back a day. When I rubbed the pearl, it shoved me back in time for a whole day. Our conversation changed. We didn’t talk so much about girls or sports anymore. I showed them the ender pearl I had found uhm… well the day after actually… and we tried to find out what it could do.
 
   “Guys,” I said in all seriousness, “This is a magical object.”
 
   They both looked.
 
   “Oh, I’ve heard of those. They’re ender pearls,” Tyrone said.
 
   “Yes, and it sent me back in time.”
 
   “It did what?” Tyrone asked.
 
   “It sent me back in… stop! That hotdog is going to fall into the fire!” I warned Freddy. But it was too late. The hotdog fell.
 
   “Hey, how did you know it would fall?” Freddy asked.
 
   “That’s what I have been trying to tell you. I went back in time.”
 
   “Oh yeah? Then what am I going to do now?” Tyrone asked.
 
   “Well, I don’t know everything that’s going to happen,” I explained. “But I rubbed the pearl and went back a day.”
 
   “That’s so cool,” Freddy admitted.
 
   “Hold on. Hold on. Let’s say you are right. What are we going to do with it?” Tyrone asked.
 
   “Let me figure that out later. I am open to suggestions, but let me just say that we have a very powerful pearl here, something we can use to change lives, including our own.”
 
   “Time travel…” Tyrone said while rubbing his chin.
 
   We talked some more, including about some of the possibilities this newfound power could give us. However, we didn’t come up with a lot of ideas that were both ethical and useful. We were going to keep it and think of it later.
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   The next day, the two boys went swimming and climbed some trees. I didn’t really feel like joining them, because I felt I had already done those activities the day before. So I just sat there and contemplated the influence this ender pearl would have on our lives.
 
   “We need to use this for something good,” I said while my friends were splashing water at each other.
 
   “But what?” Tyrone asked.
 
   “I don’t know. Prevent crime. Help those in need. Something like that.”
 
   “Nothing ever happens in this village anyway.”
 
   “I know. So maybe we should just hide it away until something does.”
 
   “Sounds good to me,” Tyrone said as he shrugged his shoulders.
 
   “Just don’t tell anyone, okay?” I said.
 
   “Okay.”
 
   “Freddy?”
 
   “Tell what?” he asked.
 
   “Never mind.” I thought that if he didn’t know, then he probably wouldn’t tell anyone.
 
   I asked them to do something else, since watching them play in the water had become a little boring. We went to look for berries, so we just left the tent there with our gear, considering it safe enough for the moment.
 
   We took off and started searching. Tyrone said he had heard of blueberries being up here, but I was eager to find some raspberries. Those were my favorite. Freddy wasn’t clear about what he wanted. He put a pinecone in his mouth and even tried to eat a leaf. We both kind of laughed about his silly experiments. He said he wanted to prove that you could eat leafs, which he did, but it didn’t look like he was enjoying it, and that’s why we cracked up.
 
   When we went up the mountain a bit more, Tyrone suddenly stopped me and said, “Don’t… move… a muscle.”
 
   He was staring in the distance. I tried to see what he was looking at. Then I saw it. It was a bear! It was huge! I was as silent as I could be. This bear was brown and looking mean. But it didn’t notice us. What was it doing?
 
   “It’s eating our berries!!!!” Freddy said as if he heard my thoughts somehow.
 
   “Quiet, you idiot,” Tyrone sneered.
 
   But it was too late. The bear had picked up the sound of Freddy’s voice and was quickly moving towards us, growling loudly and showing its teeth.
 
   “Run!” I said.
 
   We all tried to run downhill, which I have to mention is really hard to do without tripping. I mean, I don’t consider myself a very clumsy character, but this time, I just got my foot stuck behind a tree branch and fell forward. I saw the giant bear coming at me. It was getting closer. It swung at me with its sharp claws and…
 
    
 
   When we went up the mountain a bit more, Tyrone suddenly stopped me and said, “Don’t… move… a muscle.”
 
   Huh? Is this where we were? In desperation, I had just rubbed the ender pearl a little, trying to place us back in time so we could avoid being chased by a dangerous bear. The bear was staring at us. It was looking for berries, but I already knew that Freddy was going to be stupid enough to open his mouth. So I jumped towards him and covered his mouth with my hand. I held it there and made sure he couldn’t say anything.
 
   When I let go, he quietly said, “How did you know I was going to say something?”
 
   “I’ve been telling you guys that I have went back in time yesterday. So that’s what I just did.”
 
   “Wait, you went back in time tomorrow to tell me to be quiet now, which is exactly yesterday for you?” he asked.
 
   Freddy was making things needlessly complicated.
 
   “No,” I whispered. “I just went back to the time we were watching the bear because I was almost becoming its lunch. Now, let’s get out of here before the same thing happens all over again.”
 
   “That’s weird, man,” Freddy said after thinking for a while.
 
   My friends and I left and went back to the tent, which was a lot farther away. Just to be safe, we left the mountains that day, because we didn’t want the bear to find us.
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   We came home and our parents greeted us. They asked about our adventures mountains and we just told them about swimming, campfires, and berries, but not about the bear, since that would cause them to be worried. Nor did we tell them about the ender pearl with its magical powers. That would just confuse them. Besides, I didn’t know what I wanted to do with it yet. It sounded so powerful but so bad if it would fall into the wrong hands.
 
   I would soon find a way to use it though.
 
   The next day, we met in school. As we were sitting there, the teacher asked everyone what they did last weekend.
 
   “I went on a pony ride,” one girl said. It sounded a little childish, but then she explained that she trained horses and that she learned a lot about guiding them by rewarding them with carrots and such.
 
   “We worked on the farm,” another kid said. He told us how they milked the cows, stacked the hay, and gathered the water from trenches and wells in the ground.
 
   “We went camping,” I said when it was my turn. I told the class about our hike up the mountain, our campfire, and climbing trees. Tyrone told a similar story, just adding little bits and pieces to what I was already saying, from his perspective.
 
   Then it was Freddy’s turn. “We found a magical stone that turns back time,” he said bluntly.
 
   I buried my face in my hands.
 
   “Oh, that sounds interesting,” the teacher said. “Please tell us more about that.”
 
   “Well,” he started. “We were attacked by a bear and then Steve told me to shut up because I was making too much noise, but the bear didn’t see me, so it was okay, and the stone looked purple. It was more like a pearl, a purple pearl. And at the campfire, Steve predicted the future because I dropped my hotdog and he just knew it was going to happen, so that’s when we decided to not tell anyone about it, but I just did…”
 
   He realized what he just said.
 
   I expected the worst.
 
   “Whoops,” he said softly.
 
   The entire class looked at me. How was I going to talk myself out of this one? Why couldn’t he just keep his mouth shut about the ender pearl? I knew we couldn’t trust him. He couldn’t help it.
 
   “Well?” the teacher said.
 
   At first, I looked worried, then sheepish, and then confident. I was going to pretend to lie by telling part of the truth. My sarcasm had no boundaries; everybody knew that. So I would use it to my advantage.
 
   “Oh, he is totally right,” I said with a funny tone in my voice. “We found this magical rock that helps us turn back time. We can even travel to the future and turn your nose into a pig’s nose.”
 
   Everybody laughed… everybody except for Freddy.
 
   “It can do that too?” he asked with big eyes.
 
   “Yes, I just didn’t want to tell you because I wanted to pull a prank on you. I was going to sneak up on you in your sleep and give you a pig’s nose, just for fun. But now that you discovered my secret… oh, me and my big mouth. Sorry, I spoiled it. Maybe I could still do it to someone who doesn’t know about that special feature.”
 
   Freddy looked happy. He was probably relieved that I wasn’t going to give him a pig’s nose anymore. And the rest of the class didn’t take me seriously at all. They thought it was all just a big joke.
 
   “That sounds very funny, Steve. I am sure you can make up a lot of stuff about all kinds of ‘magical’ objects, but we are trying to have a serious conversation about what we did in the weekends here.”
 
   “Sorry, teacher,” I said.
 
   “It’s okay. Let’s hear it from someone else.”
 
    
 
   After class, I didn’t even get angry at Freddy. Like I said, I didn’t think he could help himself. He was just a little different. Tyrone came to me and told me what a genius I was for talking my way out of that one.
 
   “Thanks,” I said. “Have you thought of what we could do with this yet?”
 
   “We could win the lottery,” he said.
 
   “I guess so, but I don’t know if that’s what this was intended for. Let’s think about it a little more. It’s not like we desperately need money. Besides, that would be kind of dishonest, wouldn’t it?”
 
   “Only if you get caught,” Tyrone said.
 
   I laughed. That Tyrone and his way of justifying everything. I knew he meant well, but sometimes, he crossed the moral line a little in my eyes.
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   I came home and listened to my mom and dad having a discussion. They were pretty worried, to say the least.
 
   “Endermen are about to attack the village,” my dad said. “They have been spotted outside the village terrain and some of them were particularly hostile. They attacked a couple of villager, and now the whole town is anxious and upset.”
 
   “How many do you think there are?” mom asked.
 
   “I don’t know. Some have mentioned a few, others dozens, and one of the villagers even said he saw hundreds of them, hiding in the forest.”
 
   “What are they after?”
 
   “Oh, you know. They are uncivilized, vicious beasts. They don’t have to have a reason. They simply want to destroy our town, I am sure.”
 
   My mom looked scared, and my dad noticed he went a little overboard.
 
   “But,” he said quickly, trying to soothe my mom’s mind, “I think that if we just leave them alone, they won’t come any closer. Maybe they just want to perform a few simple acts of violence and then head back to where they came from. Who knows? Besides, we live in the town’s center. They will probably attack the homes at the town borders first.”
 
   “I sure hope so,” my mom said.
 
   I couldn’t sleep that night. I just knew I had bumped into this mysterious ender pearl for a reason, and now the village seemed to be in peril. I didn’t know how at the time, but perhaps I could make myself useful in some way. If I could utilize the pearl’s magical powers, I would be able to save lives.
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   They came one by one. It was hard to stop because it was so sporadic. The endermen that attacked the village were vicious and ruthless. A little battle here, a little killing there… it was unstoppable.
 
   One of the endermen that attacked the village, was a small, sneaky one. The Burgess family had been living on the town’s borders for a long time, but now they were seriously thinking about moving. When the sneaky endermen snuck into their home, it destroyed all the fruits in the basement and all the vegetables in the shed. After that, it came after them.
 
   “Dad! Dad!” the little girl screamed. “Where are you?”
 
   “Come on, honey,” the mother told her while holding on to their newborn baby. She came running out of the house, trying to protect her offspring but fearing for the life of her husband.
 
   They left, looking back and seeing something happen on the window through the window. But they didn’t have time to stay. The father would meet them at his brother’s place, but he never made it.
 
   The next day, there was a funeral, but during the ceremony, an entire horde of endermen made this moaning sound and attacked the attendants. Many were harmed, few were killed.
 
   That same evening, a giant enderman, at least 15 feet tall, entered the village and began bashing walls and hitting monuments. When the town’s people fought back with pitchforks and pickaxes, they were simply smashed to the ground. People were kicked hundreds of feet away by this gigantic monster; others were simply stepped on or pinned to the wall of one of their homes. It was mayhem. It was awful.
 
   Reports from deaths by endermen or losses through those assaulting enemies were all over the place. People were distressed. The village held a council meeting which my dad attended. He brought me along, just to observe what was going on, and maybe because they were so desperate they could have used advice from anyone willing to add an insight of some sort, even teenagers.
 
   “Our village is dying,” the mayor said. “We have come together because we cannot hold back the endermen any longer. Their random riots and assassinations have become too much. This should have never happened. If we don’t do something, we will all be exterminated.”
 
   “Let’s burn the forest,” someone suggested.
 
   “Then they will only be forced to come out and kill more of us,” another disagreed.
 
   “Maybe we should attack them,” my dad suggested. “They would never see it coming.”
 
   “Sounds like an idea,” the mayor said. “But even if we could kill some of them, we wouldn’t have the manpower or the fighting skills to get rid of them completely. We have heard reports of hundreds of these terrible creatures, lurking beneath the shadows. How are we ever going to match that?”
 
   “We should find out what they want,” I said.
 
   Everyone turned to me.
 
   “Who is this?” the mayor asked.
 
   “Uhm… this is my son,” my dad said proudly.
 
   Then the mayor turned to me and asked, “And how are we going to do that, young man? They don’t speak our language. They don’t even talk. They simply come in and start pillaging our village. How do you suggest we find out about their motives?”
 
   I was silent.
 
   “I don’t know,” I admitted. “But if we could somehow discover that, they might leave us alone after that.”
 
   “We will keep it in mind,” the mayor said. “Any other ideas?”
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   When we came home from the meeting that evening, I was sad. I mourned because of the families who had lost loved ones. People who had been brutally murdered by those disgusting monsters… it just wasn’t fair. We didn’t even know why they were attacking us. Usually, endermen would leave us alone if we didn’t look them in the eyes. We always had to make sure we didn’t bother them, and they wouldn’t respond. But this time it was different. They were angry. They were after something.
 
   I sat there in the middle of the night, thinking about the causes of all these unusual events.
 
   Then I thought of the only thing I could do, the only thing that made actual sense: I was going to go back in time and find out about the root causes of all this. If I could only get close to the endermen and search for a motive, I might be able to prevent all these tragedies.
 
   I decided.
 
   I was determined to solve this.
 
   This was the reason I found the ender pearl.
 
   I took it out of my pocket and rubbed it. I rubbed it hard, just to make sure it would work.
 
   Before I knew it, I was back in the living room. It wasn’t night anymore, but during the afternoon. My parents had a discussion. They were pretty worried, to say the least.
 
   “Endermen are about to attack the village,” my dad said. “They have been spotted outside the village terrain and some of them were particularly hostile. They attacked a couple of villagers, and now the whole town is anxious and upset.”
 
   “How many do you think there are?” mom asked.
 
   “I don’t know. Some have mentioned a few, others dozens, and one of the villagers even said he saw hundreds of them, hiding in the forest.”
 
   I recognized this conversation, and it was before it actually all happened. Nobody had died yet, and I was going to make sure it would never happen. I told my parents I had to go outside and ran out. Then I went to Tyrone’s house.
 
   “Psst, Tyrone,” I said while looking up.
 
   He opened his bedroom window. 
 
   “What’s going on?” he asked.
 
   “Want to follow me into the forest? I have the feeling we can really use this weird pearl we found.”
 
   “Sure. Give me a second and I will be right there,” he said.
 
   A little later, he stood next to me in front of his house.
 
   “So what have you learned?” he asked.
 
   “These endermen are going to kill villagers,” I said. “It already happened… well, in the future, I guess, but I went back in time, to the present time, to stop it.”
 
   “That is so awesome!” Tyrone said. “So you are from the future?”
 
   “Yes, well, I know what’s going to occur. And now I want to make an attempt to prevent a disaster from happening. Does that make sense?”
 
   “Of course. Shall we get Freddy too?”
 
   “Let’s leave Freddy where he is,” I said with a smile. “Let’s just go together, just the two of us. I am sure we’ll get to the bottom of this.”
 
   We ventured to the forest with the ender pearl. To be honest, it was kind of spooky, with the fog and the eerie sounds we heard. We couldn’t see much, so we stayed close to each other. The fog was so thick that we could only see about 15 feet in front of us, if that. As we slowly approached the open space in the middle of the forest, which was a place where I thought we had the biggest chance of encountering endermen, we heard the sound of feet. Like I said, we couldn’t see much, but we were certain that we were being followed. We turned around but saw nothing. When we turned around again…
 
   “Wraaah!” Tyrone and I screamed.
 
   A creepy enderman was right in front of us, staring in our eyes from only two feet away. Where did that one come from all of a sudden? But he wasn’t the only one catching us by surprise. Before we could say another word, we were surrounded by endermen. They were all coming closer and staring at us.
 
   Why weren’t they trying to kill us?
 
   I didn’t understand any of this.
 
   “Quickly,” Tyrone whispered. “Get the ender pearl. Maybe we could go back to the time before they snuck up on us.”
 
   I took it out of my pocket, but that brought about a reaction I didn’t expect. As soon as these mean-looking endermen saw the ender pearl. They all kneeled down. What was happening? Were they worshipping this item or something?
 
   One of the endermen wasn’t kneeling. It looked like their leader. He came forward and made a gesture as to say, “Hand it over.”
 
   Then it clicked in my mind. Perhaps they lost this precious pearl and were about to start their killing spree out of anger. Perhaps they were just looking for it in their desperate attempts to search the place. Perhaps giving it back to them would stop this nonsense before it even happened.
 
   “What are you doing?” Tyrone asked. “Don’t give that to them. It’s our only way out.”
 
   But he missed the point. He didn’t get it, so I ignored his advice and handed the ender pearl to the enderman. He gladly accepted my gift. When he held it, he looked at it with joy. The other endermen were still kneeling. Then he held it up and expressed some weird sounds I had never heard before; it was probably in their language, or so I figured.
 
   When he was done talking, the endermen stood up and followed him. They were headed into the direction of the mountains, away from the village.
 
   We both stared at the departing, black creatures, trying to make sense of what had just happened.
 
   “This is awesome!” I finally said. “They are gone. GONE! They won’t ever come back. All they were doing, was searching for their pearl. It’s so simple if you think about it.”
 
   “So that was it then?” Tyrone asked. “They just wanted their pearl back.”
 
   “Yes, and remember you said you wanted to perform a heroic deed? Now you did! We just prevented the deaths of numerous villagers. We just prevented a war! Aren’t you proud of yourself?”
 
   “A little,” Tyrone said. “I just pictured it to be different. You know, with sword fighting and swinging and picking up a beautiful girl to save her from the scourging flames of a fire, or to be carried on the villagers’ shoulders and have an after-party.”
 
   “Oh, come on. You have to admit this was cool. It doesn’t matter that nobody saw it. We know what we did, and that counts for something.”
 
   Tyrone was still a little upset when we walked home. He didn’t get the same heroic feeling as I did. We talked some more, going over the events that had been taking place since we found that mysterious pearl. 
 
   Then, suddenly out of the blue, he said, almost crying, “But we could have won the lottery!
 
    
 
   THE END
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Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
   I take reviews seriously and always look at them. This way, you are helping me provide you better content that you will LOVE in the future. A review doesn’t have to be long, just one or two sentences and a number of stars you find appropriate (hopefully 5 of course). 
 
   Also, if I think your review is useful, I will mark it as “helpful.” This will help you become more known on Amazon as a decent reviewer, and will ensure that more authors will contact you with free e-books in the future. This is how we can help each other.

 
 
   DISCLAIMER: This information is provided “as is.” The author, publishers and/or marketers of this information disclaim any loss or liability, either directly or indirectly as a consequence of applying the information presented herein, or in regard to the use and application of said information. No guarantee is given, either expressed or implied, in regard to the merchantability, accuracy, or acceptability of the information. The pages within this e-book have been copyrighted.
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[bookmark: _Introduction_39]Introduction
 
    
 
   This Minecraft diary belongs to Noob, a fast, thorough guy who thought he was weird. Other kids in class called him names. And even when he defeated an elder guardian that was attacking the city, nobody respected him. Harsh…
 
   He wasn’t sure if there was something wrong with him, if his brain was messed up, but when he found his gifts, he realized that there was a reason for the fact that he was bouncing up and down all day.
 
   Read about the courageous Noob, who defeated a threatening enemy but didn’t get the praise he deserve, and then took his personality and turned it into a success story.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_1__Confrontation]Entry 1: Confrontation
 
    
 
   “Whoa!”
 
   He missed. 
 
   The elder guardian missed. I was lucky. Usually they are pretty accurate. But this time, I was the smarter one. I had already been hiding behind those pillars for a few minutes, and when I popped out my head, it was a close call.
 
   Now he was going around the corner, trying to spot me and attack another time. He was—I am assuming it was a male—didn’t care. He just wanted me out of his territory. But what I was doing, was important. It was crucial for the setup of my business. But more about that later. 
 
    
 
    
 
    [image: C:\Users\Vincent\Documents\Amazon ebooks\Minecraft first 50\fffdgdf.jpg] 
 
    
 
    
 
   I was fighting with an elder guardian. Can you believe it?!! An elder guardian! I thought those were extinct, but apparently, there was at least one left in this vast ocean.
 
   The reason for my appearance here? I had heard of the treasures in this monument underneath the sea surface, and now I was attempting to dig them up. But this creature wouldn’t let me. He was chasing me everywhere.
 
   So here I was, swimming around with a mask and in swimming shorts, feeling very… well… unprotected. I had no weapon, not even a clue what to do against those awful monsters. And the elder guardian wouldn’t give up either. He would follow me everywhere, staring at me and attacking several times, swinging his short tentacles at me.
 
   I was startled at first, but after some time, I realized what his trick was. The elder guardian was used to certain routines, to habits and paths. They followed a route from chamber to chamber. The ruins through which we were swimming only gave way to the sizes of particular creatures, and I knew this smart little bugger was trying to trap me.
 
   But I wouldn’t let that happen.
 
   No way.
 
   I stayed out of the narrow spaces.
 
   BANG!
 
   The elder guardian bashed his head against the wall, but only because I was quick enough to evade his attack.
 
   I couldn’t talk, since I was swimming deep beneath the surface, but in my mind, I was sick of it, and I said, “That’s it, you stupid elder guardian. I am going to bring you down!”
 
   I swam and swam, until I came to an area in the building that was unstable. I saw a large boulder leaning on a small piece of brick, ready to fall with the slightest movement of the current. I went towards it, waited until the elder guardian attacked again, and quickly swam into the other direction.
 
   The elder guardian hit the boulder with his head and sunk to the bottom of the ocean.
 
   Huh.
 
   Funny.
 
   I actually expected the boulder to fall down, but this worked too, I guessed. Either way, this weird creature was not going to bother me anymore. Now I had all the time in the world to investigate the ancient ruins.
 
   I swam inside with my flashlight. I had heard of mysterious treasure that could locate resources in the soil of our lands, but they had been hidden and put away by the owners, who thought that nobody should have that much power in their hands. The magical object was supposed to be in these ruins.
 
   I looked and looked.
 
   I found nothing at first, but when I entered a room with engravings on the walls and strange symbols on the floor, I couldn’t help but notice a shiny object in the distance. It was a pickaxe, made out of diamonds. It looked amazing, especially with my flashlight reflecting the smooth surface of the pickaxe. It was truly a remarkable object, which I noticed right away when I swam closer.
 
   I put it in my pocket and took off, back to the boat that was floating on the water. When I reached the boat, I took off my mask and climbed in. I pulled the pickaxe out of my pocket and looked at it again. If this thing could really bring to pass the wonders I had been hearing about, then I was a lucky man as of now.
 
   I rowed back to the coast and tied up my boat to a dock. When I was done, there was a crowd of people watching some preacher give a sermon. He talked about religion, politics, and about the monsters of the sea that had been terrorizing fishermen.
 
   “We have to do something,” he said. “We cannot allow these monsters to stop us anymore. We need to catch enough fish to get the business in this town going. What else could we do? The farmlands provide only a scantly meal to the average commoner. We do not have many visitors, and resource are scarce in this region. But the monsters are invincible. We cannot harm them. What are we to do? I will tell you what we have to do. We have to pray. That’s the only way we can escape this madness.”
 
   I was listening to this guy going on and on about the impossibilities of the fishermen’s trade, but some of the things he said weren’t true, so I felt like I had to speak up.
 
   “I just defeated an elder guardian,” I said.
 
   Everybody turned around. They were staring at me with big eyes. And although I was fairly proud of myself for beating that evil monster, I still had that little awkward way of talking to people, especially when I got a little nervous, so I talked fast and most people didn’t really understand what I was saying.
 
   “Well, I was in the ocean, and I was looking for… never mind that… when this big creature with small tentacles came at me and tried to kill me and eat me and destroy me, but you know me: I evaded his attacks and I went to the other side, but then he came at me again and I had to swim away and the boulder didn’t crash on him but he still bumped his head and I just knew that I was victorious because I got rid of him and I never saw him after that.”
 
   Everyone still looked at me with big eyes.
 
   “Uhm… what?” one of the civilians quietly said.
 
   So I started again. “It just happened when I was in the ocean that an elder guardian attacked me but he couldn’t hurt me because I was too fast, so I knew when to swim away and not have him drive me into a corner so I would be trapped and…”
 
   “No, wait a minute,” the man said, interrupting me. “I heard what you said. I am not deaf. But… what? You defeated an elder guardian?”
 
   “Yes, that’s what I said.”
 
   “Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha!”
 
   All the people around me were laughing. I could see that they didn’t believe me. They thought I was weird enough, with the way I was telling the story.
 
   “Where is your proof?” a woman asked.
 
   But before I could answer, other people were firing away questions at me.
 
   “Then why didn’t you take the body?” another said.
 
   “How come you can defeat those lethal monsters and none of us can?” a guy asked.
 
   “And why do you talk so funny?” a little girl asked.
 
   I was shaking. 
 
   I was nervous. 
 
   I was hyper.
 
   I didn’t like being ridiculed, but I didn’t have an answer to their questions, so I just left. They kept laughing as I turned around the corner of a nearby house and put fingers in my ears so I didn’t have to listen to their belittling comments.
 
   Someday they would see that, no matter how weird I was, I could make something happen.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_2__Hyperactive]Entry 2: Hyperactive
 
    
 
   I had always been hyperactive, even when I was little. I don’t know why, but I just had too much energy in me. I would bounce up and down on the bed, run back and forth through the living room, and drive my mother crazy with my endless stories that were more like random rambling races against time. I had this thing with getting as much information into as little time as possible when I was saying something.
 
   “Did you feed the chickens?” my mother asked me one time.
 
   “Yes, mom. I went outside and took the chicken food, but when I saw the chickens, they were all in their coops and they didn’t want to come out, so I took a pan and a spoon and started banging on it. BANG! BANG! BANG! BANG! BANG! And then they got scared because they didn’t see it coming, since it startled them and when they came out, I gave them the food, and after a while they ate it and they liked it. So that’s what happened when I tried to feed them.”
 
   “Thank you, Noob. Glad you told me.” My mom was so patient.
 
   On another occasion, there were guests. I was super excited, but I didn’t control myself very well. We had a slightly small toy car, on which my younger sister could sit. An adult could carefully push her and drive her around, as long as she would hold on to the wheel.
 
   I loved my little sister, but being careful was not a word you would often hear me use. I liked adventure and action and anything that wasn’t boring, like all those boring things you have to do for school.
 
   So here I was, and my sister asked me to push her around. There were about 20 people in our living room; they stood there and chatted about life and homes and finances and all that grown-up stuff. I didn’t care, though. I was going to show my sister the time of her life. I asked her if she was ready.
 
   “I am ready!” she said excitedly, bouncing with her bum on the little car seat.
 
   “Then let’s go!” I said.
 
   I pushed her hard.
 
   It went WAY fast.
 
   I didn’t put much thought into what I was doing. I zigzagged through and around the legs of all the grownups, while my sister was happily screaming and making car sounds.
 
   Left.
 
   Right.
 
   Through the legs.
 
   Left again.
 
   It went so fast that my mom came after me and tried to stop me, but it was too late. We were being stopped by the forces of nature. Not paying attention to one of the distinguished gentlemen who was one of my dad’s associates, I tripped over the man’s foot and landed on the floor. I held onto the little car and tipped my sister, who flew 5 feet high into the air and with her head into the wall.
 
   “Ouch! Wheeeeeh!”
 
   “Noob, what did you do?”
 
   “I am sorry. I was just playing. But we went superfast, and then we went around the woman’s legs and through the legs of the man in the suit, and before we knew it, we were going like race cars and then…”
 
   “Go to your room this instant!” my mom said.
 
   “Okay.”
 
   Yes, I was hyper. I talked too fast and I moved too fast. It must have been hard to deal with me as a kid.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_3__Annoying]Entry 3: Annoying
 
    
 
   I am going to reflect on one more story from my childhood. It’s not a happy one, but it was part of who I had become later in life.
 
   It was at school. Of course it was. It just had to happen at school. A lot of kids didn’t like me anyway, since I was always talking their ears off and couldn’t control all my hyperactive energy. But this time, it was worse than ever. I just couldn’t stay focused. There were so many distractions.
 
   “You have ADHD,” a girl told me at school.
 
   “AD-what what?” I asked, but she was already gone.
 
   Anyway, there was a play at school. I was the donkey, and the hero and the princess roles were given to the most popular kids in class. Go figure. Some children were chosen to be trees, and others were servants in the king’s castle. I don’t even really remember what the main point was, what the play was all about. All I remember, is that I didn’t like the story, and that it was super hard to concentrate.
 
   The play started.
 
   “Where art thou, oh torturer of my soul? Give me thy afflictions and I shall face thee with courage,” the kid who played the prince said.
 
   They already lost me at the word “thou.” All that old English was driving me nuts. So I spaced out. I stared at the one hundred plus parents who were proudly watching their children make a fool out of themselves.
 
   There were fat parents, skinny ones, some that looked rich, others with huge families and crying babies, and some that looked like the grim reaper. But looking at all these adults became boring too quickly. There was too much happening.
 
   I wandered off. I had a donkey suit, but now I was checking out the lights behind the stage.
 
   “Psst… Noob, come back here,” the teacher said.
 
   I didn’t listen. I was too busy observing the lights and trying them out. Then I was distracted by the song they were singing. I knew that song. So I stood up and looked. It was like a sensory overload: The singing, the spectators, the costumes, the lights, the pressure, the stage… there was so much to see, feel, listen to, and do.
 
   Most people didn’t pay attention to me when I was walking around between the children, going to the piano and playing a few notes just for fun, then hopping back on the stage again and feeling the surface of the floor. After that, I checked out one of the parents who was eating out of his nose. Yuck! Why would he shamelessly do that in public? Disgusting.
 
   Oh well… hey what was that over there? I saw a thick rope hanging next to the curtains. It looked cool. I wanted to pull it. The teacher saw it coming. She already knew I couldn’t focus on one thing at the time. Seeing my eyes wandering, she had observed every move and had just calmly let it go, but now she was concerned.
 
   “No! Noob, don’t pull the…”
 
   That was it. I didn’t care. I just wanted to know what would happen if I would pull the rope down. It was hanging there so peacefully that it had sparked my curiosity.
 
   I pulled.
 
   THUUUUUUD!!!!
 
   Apparently, the rope was attached to the curtain. Well, I actually already concluded that from looking at it. But I didn’t know that it would make the entire curtain drop on the stage. My mouth fell open. I had interrupted the play. I had destroyed everything. What did I do?
 
   “Aaaah!” some children screamed.
 
   “Wheeeh!” others cried.
 
   They were all covered by the thick, red curtain that was now detached from the ceiling. Kids were struggling and moving underneath it, trying to find their way back to a space that would provide them some oxygen.
 
   “I’m choking!” one of the boys yelled from underneath the curtain. Of course he was exaggerating, but it just added to the drama.
 
   “Get those children out of there!” one of the parents shouted as he stood up.
 
   Now all the parents were standing up and walking towards the stage. Some of them had already climbed up there and were pulling children out of the covering curtain. Girls were crying, boys were fighting, fathers were accusing teachers, mothers were panicking, and the piano guy played was so startled that he played a few wrong notes before passing out on his stool. 
 
   It was chaos. 
 
   Total chaos.
 
   When all the children had safely ended up in the arms of a caring parent or teacher, the curtain lay flat on the floor. Everybody stopped talking and looked at me. No one said anything, but I still remember the expression of their faces and the hate in their eyes. I had failed them. My hyperactive, unfocused tendencies had become their annoyance. They were all angry at me; all I wanted to do, was hide under a rock.
 
   I was speechless. I am just glad that I didn’t try to explain what happened. The slur of words that would have come out of my mouth, would have made it worse anyway.
 
   Still, it was an awful moment I would never forget. How was I ever going to deal with my lack of concentration and my excess of energy? At the time, I had no idea.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_4__I_1]Entry 4: I Quit
 
    
 
   Back to what happened recently… I was an adult. I had just defeated that elder guardian but since there were no witnesses, I didn’t get any recognition for it. But I knew that those creatures could be slain and that we had nothing to fear, despite of the crazy words of that old preacher.
 
   All of this was beside the point, however, because here I was, picking up fish and throwing them on different piles.
 
   That’s right. I worked at the docks. There were no other jobs. I wasn’t even a fisherman. I was a fisherman’s assistant. Can you hear the pathetic tone in my underappreciated profession? I didn’t even have the status of perfecting a trait. I had to assist those who did, and not only that, but the trait wasn’t that impressive in the first place. Going out, catching fish, and then organizing them into piles, wasn’t what I was hoping to do for the rest of my life. Even if I would get a raise or become some expert at it or something… it still would be tedious. 
 
   It was awfully boring.
 
   I hated my job, but there was nothing else. At least that was something the preacher was right about: The town’s economy was based on fish. No fish meant no money. 
 
   It was not that I hated fish. I loved the taste of it, but hauling them in each day and then going through the healthy ones, the small ones, the big ones, and the ones we didn’t want to sell, and that’s after going through all the big cobweb of green, yucky seaweed… could you see that I wanted to do something else?
 
   So one day, I just quit. I told them I was done. I put the fish down and said, “I am finished.”
 
   My employer came to me and said, “Finished? You aren’t finished. Look! There is a whole pile you haven’t done yet.”
 
   “No, I am finished,” I insisted.
 
   “What? You’re finished for the day? If you are leaving, then you can kiss that monthly bonus goodbye.”
 
   “I am not finished for the day, I am finished with the job,” I said.
 
   “You’re quitting? Well, good luck finding another job in this town,” he chuckled.
 
   I knew he was right. There was nothing here. But for some reason, I just knew I would go crazy if I would do this for another day. I wasn’t meant to perform tedious tasks. I wasn’t meant to go through a routine. I like variety and newness.
 
   But I didn’t know what to do. I had always been dreaming of starting my own company. I wanted to be in charge of the way things went. I wanted to get paid for results, meeting goals, challenges… that sort of thing, not just for how many hours I was there. That was different.
 
   Now I was left on my own. But I had a plan. I was going to find out every little trick I could do with that diamond pickaxe I had found.
 
   I went home and got it. I looked at it. What was I supposed to do with this thing? Perhaps just dig into the ground, or into the mountain and see what would happen. After a quick lunch, that’s what I decided to do.
 
   I took my backpack and headed towards the mountains.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_5__Black]Entry 5: Black Gold
 
    
 
   I was anxious to find out what I could bump into with this newly acquired item from the bottom of the ocean. I was walked on the plains in the direction of the mountain range far behind it. The plains were dry. They consisted of rocky and sandy grounds with only the wind to accompany you.
 
   It was a long trip. The mountains looked so close, but in reality, it would take hours to walk over there. I became restless. I was too eager to know what I could do with this pickaxe.
 
   I couldn’t take it anymore, so I pulled it out of my backpack and swung it high up in the air, only to have it land on the ground within a second or two. The ground burst a little. There was nothing. It was all dry. I tried again. Maybe something would happen. I didn’t know what I was expecting, but I was just hoping for a miracle.
 
   I tried again.
 
   And again.
 
   And again.
 
   I tried about 50 times, but nothing special happened. I was about to give up. I had counted to 50, so this would be the 51st time I would thrust in my pickaxe. 
 
   “Sure, one more time,” I mumbled.
 
   The pickaxe cut into the soil.
 
   Beep beep beep!
 
   What was that? As if some kind of alarm went off inside the tool I was using. Did it mean something? Did I find something? I didn’t see anything in the ground, so what was that all about?
 
   “Well, let’s try it again,” I said.
 
   I hit the ground one more time.
 
   Again… beep beep beep!
 
   “There must be something here,” I assumed.
 
   I did it one more time and before I knew it, a black liquid was gushing out like a fountain. I was covered in it. Yuck. Disgusting stuff, like mud or something.
 
   I smelled it. Then I tasted it. It wasn’t mud. It was OIL!!!
 
   Oil? In this region? Near our village? My mouth was wide open. I was astonished. This was awesome! Oil was something everybody needed. It had been used as fuel for years for so many things. I could make a ton of money with this discovery.
 
   But I couldn’t tell anyone about it.
 
   Not yet.
 
   I had to be smart. I had to play it right.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_6__Success]Entry 6: Success
 
    
 
   This was amazing! If this pickaxe would beep every time I would be near some oil, I would only have to use it every once in a while to find another area, and then I would be able to reap the benefits.
 
   I went home and washed myself. Then I took two small pieces of diamond that I picked off the pickaxe and put them in my pocket. It was okay, I thought. There was plenty of I hid the pickaxe and went to some city building that takes care of property and real estate.
 
   I entered the room.
 
   “I want to purchase some land,” I said without beating around the bush.
 
   “Sure. What would you like to buy?” the guy behind the desk asked.
 
   “This,” I said when pointing at the map.
 
   “I’m sorry? What?”
 
   “I want to buy that piece of land.”
 
   He looked at what I was pointing at. Then he looked at me as if I was crazy.
 
   “Sir, it’s a desert. Why on earth would you ever want to buy that?”
 
   “I have my reasons,” I said. “How much does it cost?”
 
   He laughed. “Sir, the price isn’t too steep. You are probably buying the cheapest piece of land in the county. Actually, I have to check with my superior if it would cost anything at all. They might just be happy that someone will be held accountable to take care of it. You’re talking about miles and miles of desert land here. Nobody cares about it.”
 
   “Well, I do,” I said.
 
   “Okay, let me ask my boss,” he said.
 
   After a while, he came back from the other room he had been in and said, “It will cost you a little. How much do you have?”
 
   I showed him the two diamonds. He looked at them in amazement.
 
   “Yes. That will be more than enough,” he said. “Just sign the papers, and it’s all yours.”
 
   I signed and kept my copy of the contract. Then I went to a few guys at the docks who were organizing fish. I walked up towards them and said, “I will pay you double of what you earn now if you start working for me.”
 
   They smiled and happily accepted my offer. My former employer didn’t care either, since there were so many unemployed people in town that he could easily find some replacements.
 
   After I had gathered a group of people, I led them to the desert and ordered them to start digging. It became a success within no time.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_7__Millionaire]Entry 7: Millionaire
 
    
 
   This was what I loved to do. I was managing personnel, taking risks, finding new resources, and making money.
 
   After investing in materials, I scaled everything up, discovered new places with oil, and hired new people. My company became bigger than the fish industry within a few months. People from all over the country came to buy my oil. Big reserves were hiding away all the resources and fuels they were interested in. I was proud of myself, but I hadn’t invited my parents yet.
 
   My parents lived on the other side of the country. They were so busy that it had been hard for them to visit me in all that time. I was hoping they would be able to come soon. If they wouldn’t, I would just take a break and visit them.
 
   “Say, boss,” an employee said as he entered my office. “Here are the stats of the last payments.”
 
   I looked at it and couldn’t believe my eyes. Our company had surpassed one million in revenue! I was a millionaire! Who would have ever thought that the little boy who pulled down the red curtain on the stage would be someone respectable, someone people would look up to? Dozens of people were now employed by me. My company was the biggest in town and gave the local economy an enormous boost. But still, something was missing… I still wanted to prove myself.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_8__Still]Entry 8: Still Hyper
 
    
 
   I still wanted to prove that the fishing industry could do better too. People were still too afraid to go fishing at certain times of the day. There were still poor people working for low wages. I wanted to improve the quality of living in our village, but fear was holding its citizens back. What was I going to do?
 
   Then I got an idea. The elder guardian! That was it! That’s how it all started. If I could only show them that the creatures from the deep could be killed, people would gain more confidence and would be willing to go fishing more often and in better areas.
 
   I was determined. Now that I was rich and financially free, I wanted to give something back. Of course I didn’t like some people in particular, but I didn’t want to hold a grudge. I wanted to help, despite their demeaning comments when I was younger.
 
   I bought a harpoon at a small shop, put on my diving mask and took the rowboat that was still tied up to the dock. When I was at the place I assumed the ruins would be, I took my chances and dove into the water.
 
   I went down and down, deeper and deeper. The ruins were in sight. I came closer and saw all the places I had been before. And then I saw it.
 
   It was the same elder guardian from so long ago. He was back! He hadn’t died. But this time, I was going to take care of it.
 
   He saw me and stared at me for a few seconds; then, the ugly creature didn’t hesitate any longer and came straight at me.
 
   Whoosh!
 
   He missed, but he was turning around for another dash. I was ready; I held my harpoon in front of me.
 
   “Come and get me, punk!” I thought.
 
   The monstrous guardian sped at me and swam right into my harpoon. He was impaled and dead. Finally I was able to swim through these waters without feeling like something wanted to kill me all the time. I didn’t feel like searching for more treasure in the ruins. I was rich anyway. I didn’t do this for the money. I just wanted to show everyone that the ocean was safe enough, that there was a way to deal with these dangerous monsters.
 
   I swam back and rowed to the shore. Again, I tied my boat to the dock and went to the place where the preacher was doing his thing again.
 
   “We cannot go fishing between 4 and 8,” he said. “We cannot go fishing at night. We have to be consistent. It’s dangerous out there. Monstrous, invincible creatures are roaming in this vast ocean.”
 
   I laughed. Finally, I could silence this man with all his superstitious nonsense. I dragged the elder guardian behind me and put it in front of me. A couple of people looked at it and were in shock.
 
   “Here is your invincible creature!” I shouted.
 
   Everybody looked at me again. But this time, they didn’t laugh. They didn’t talk back to me. The dead elder guardian, pierced by my harpoon, was enough evidence that it was true: They could go fishing anytime as long as they had something to defend themselves.
 
   The preacher was speechless. He became silent and retreated to his quarters. People came at me and started asking me all kinds of questions. They wanted to know how I did it, where I found it, and, most of all, if this meant they could go out to fish more often.
 
   “You can go fishing anytime you want,” I assured them. “And if any of you are really without a job, you can come work for me. We’ll squeeze you into our company roster. But now that you know the truth, you may not have to anymore.”
 
   My speech was controlled; I didn’t blurt out all kinds of nonsensical details anymore. But a certain someone threw me back into my childhood patterns.
 
   “Good day, son,” I heard a voice from the back of the crowd say.
 
   “Dad?”
 
   My mom was there too. And it all came back to me. I felt comfortable with them, so I just couldn’t help myself.
 
   “Mom, dad! I just went to the ocean and I said wow! And the elder guardian came at me, but I was too fast and then he attacked but I avoided him and I just started a new company and I am already a millionaire and the town is doing so much better. So now that I am financially free, I just wanted to show the civilians here how safe the ocean is by killing the elder guardian and I did. I DID! It was super scary but I did it. And now they aren’t afraid to go into the water anymore, so everything is okay, and I am happy to see you.”
 
   “We love you too, son,” my mom said. “We are very proud of you.”
 
   It was a happy day.
 
    
 
   THE END
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   [bookmark: _Introduction_40]Introduction
 
    
 
   Salem the Spider gets washed away by the rain. He loses his home and is confused about what he should do. He has been trying to create the perfect web for a long time, but he hasn’t succeeded yet. What will it take? The perfect web? Or is there no such thing?
 
   Along his search for truth, Salem bumps into all kinds of challenges and perilous situations. His survival instinct kicks in when he needs to eat but has a hard time finding a prey.
 
   The perspective of a spider is clearly visible in this Minecraft book about a critter that often gets ignored or stomped on. Read or listen quickly to find out what Salem does to find his identity and accept the world around him.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_1__Rain]
Chapter 1: Rain
 
    
 
   The rain is dripping.
 
   Drip. Drip. Drip.
 
   Oh, now it’s pouring. It’s like a waterfall. Salem hates days like this. They drive him crazy. All the drops from the rain are hanging in his web. He spent hours creating it, and now it’s getting soaked by the rain. Well, that’s just great.
 
   Anxiously and compulsively, Salem tries to hit the raindrops, so that they will fall out of his web. His web was so good, and now it’s messy. It stinks. Besides, every time he makes a raindrop fall out of his web, it takes his web apart a little bit. It’s not working. There is no other option than to leave them there and wait until the sun dries the water drops.
 
   He sits and waits. He watches the rain in the fields from underneath a branch on a tree. The branch provides him some shelter. It’s at least something.
 
   What Salem doesn’t know, is that the rain won’t stop any time soon. He is fairly new in this world, and his memory doesn’t allow him to think back that far. Even though he has already withstood the tropical rains in the monsoon season, he doesn’t remember it at all.
 
   So he waits and waits. He wants to see the rain end. But it won’t stop.
 
   It’s getting worse!
 
   Big drops are falling out of the sky and destroying his web. He buries his head in his 8 hands and starts complaining.
 
   The rainstorm doesn’t end. It goes on for days. Salem is hiding, but it’s no use. He gets washed away by the rain. Giant streams of rainwater are coming down the hill, sweeping him off his feet and causing him to be dragged down by the current. He falls over and has a difficult time getting up. “Stupid rain,” he thinks.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_2__Flies]Chapter 2: Flies
 
    
 
   He climbs into the tree, away from his web. He is making that he is high and dry, but for some reason, climbing seems to be more enjoyable than he expected it to be.
 
   He climbs down.
 
   He climbs up.
 
   Climbing has become so much fun! Perhaps he is meant to climb, he thinks
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   When the rain settles down, when it slowly starts to rain less, he leaves the tree entirely and goes to a nearby building. It consists of a bunch of ruins left by some builder who didn’t finish his project. The ruins are made out of some gravel and stone blocks, but he also notices some bedrock and sandstone blocks. It definitely is a mess, so he doesn’t think there is anyone there, or that there is anyone going to appear soon.
 
   But this is exactly what he is looking for: A place to climb walls
 
   Climbing walls is the best thing in the world! Salem loves it! He climbs up and down the cement rocks and the bricks.
 
   At least… at first. His mind is a little scatterbrained, because after a while, even though he knows he is good at it, he is sick of it. That was fun, but now the fun is over.
 
   But what’s that?
 
   He sees a fly, and another, and another. A whole swarm of flies is flying around the ruined structures.
 
   Looks yummy.
 
   “Let’s get them!” he decides, saying it out loud.
 
   He jumps into the air, trying to snatch one of the flies away from the swarm.
 
   Missed.
 
   Well, this is frustrating.
 
   He lands on the wet soil and looks up. There they are… the flies. He has been feeling hungry for the past hour, so it’s time to get a decent meal. But the flies are quick. They swirl around and don’t follow any patterns. They are so random that it’s hard to predict where they are going next.
 
   He jumps again, and again, with no success. He misses every fly in his sight.
 
   “Oh, come on!” he shouts. “Stay still already. I’ve got to eat something. I am hungry!”
 
   But the flies don’t feel like getting caught. Aimlessly they fly around like he isn’t even there, and after a while, they disappear. Salem is too hard on himself. Why can’t he just catch a fly with jumping up, or with a web? Perhaps he needs to look at a different way to get food; perhaps he isn’t meant to get flies. Why not? Salem loves about everything that walks, flies, or swims. His hunger drives him to the village, where he will devour his next prey, or so he hopes…
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_3__Hunting]Chapter 3: Hunting
 
    
 
   He is a hunter; he has decided to become the one chasing his prey. If the prey won’t go into his web, then he has to take some initiative. These are the thoughts that go through Salem’s mind.
 
   He enters the village. It’s quiet, because of the rain that has started again. Nobody wants to be outside for this. It’s terrible.
 
   But hey, what’s that? A villager is walking around in this awful rain. Strange. Salem doesn’t care, however. All he cares about is having lunch ready. And his lunch seems to be walking around in the streets of the little town, all prepared to be eaten.
 
   Salem sneaks up on him and jumps on him. But what he didn’t expect, is that the villager sensed it. He saw it coming.
 
   “Aaah! You filthy spider,” the villager screams while kicking Salem to the wall.
 
   “Ouch!” Salem says. It isn’t as easy as it appeared to be at first. But unlike the flies, this villager is big and cannot fly away.
 
   Another attack. Salem pounces on the villager, but the villager knows how to defend himself. He already grabbed a pickaxe in is now swinging it in front of him, fending off the eight-legged animal. Salem whacks the pickaxe out of his hands after a few hurtful blows. 
 
   This is it.
 
   Finally, he gets to eat something.
 
   The villager is holding up his hand in front of his face, begging for the spider to save his life, but Salem wants to eat… he HAS to eat. And to him, that’s just life, no matter how unfortunate and unfair it is to the villager.
 
   Great, let’s take the first bite. No more danger, no more threat. He gets to eat, and not just anything, but a delicious villager.
 
   Right when he is about to take his first bite, though, he gets hit on the head.
 
   “Ooof!” he exclaims.
 
   What just punched him?
 
   He shakes his head and squints his eyes, trying to forget the pain that just hit him like a freight train. Within seconds, he opens his eyes and looks up.
 
   Whoa!
 
   A giant iron golem is standing in front of him, towering over him and looking very angry. Salem is scared as a rabbit. He doesn’t want to take on this guy! No way!
 
   As the villager keeps cheering his protector on, the iron golem moans and roars, getting ready to repeat a similar move to kill Salem. The iron golem swings his long arm at him again, this time hitting him so hard in the opposite direction that he flings the poor spider 100 feet into the air.
 
   Salem flies through the rainy sky, only a little conscious of what just happened to him. When he lands, the unstable roof of a deserted house breaks his fall. He groans. This hurt so much! How is he going to get away from this lethal assailant? He gets up and tries to find the big iron golem that just crushed his bones a little.
 
   Bang!
 
   The iron golem broke the wall of the vacant house. Salem falls off the roof and hits the ground. The iron golem is coming at him with his fists clenched. As soon as Salem gets on his feet, he runs away as fast as his eight legs can carry him. The iron golem isn’t giving up; he chases the terrified spider, knocking down everything standing in his way and stomping heavily on the shaking ground.
 
   What is Salem to do?
 
   He looks around him after exiting the village. “There!” he says.
 
   He runs towards the river. Maybe iron golems won’t be able to swim, since they are so heavy and big. It’s a guess, but it is Salem’s best shot for now.
 
   He runs towards the water and starts swimming, unwilling to look back, hoping for a chance of safety. Faster, faster! He swims and swims until he climbs onto the shore on the other side of the river. Then he looks back. The iron golem is just standing there, not moving a muscle. Obviously, he doesn’t want to pursue the spider through the water. Just as Salem suspected. The iron golem is made of iron, and iron doesn’t go well with water. Besides, he would probably sink immediately if he would try to swim.
 
   “Good,” Salem says.
 
   He continues his way and heads towards the forest, a little disappointed that he couldn’t get his hands on a crunchy, yummy villager.
 
   Maybe he’ll try catching smaller preys with webs again. The rain has stopped anyway.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_4__Webs]Chapter 4: Webs
 
    
 
   Back in the forest, Salem has decided to start creating webs again. First, he needs to find a better location. He carefully observes the wind, the trees, and the branches. He looks at the open spots and the ones full of trees. He is picky, because this time, he wants to get it right.
 
   “Hey, what are you doing here?” he suddenly hears.
 
   He turns around.
 
   “I’m sorry,” the spider says that just talked to him. “Let me introduce myself first. I am Roger, Roger the Spider. What’s your name?”
 
   “Salem.”
 
   “Sounds like a nice name. So what are you doing all the way out here? I’ve never seen you here before.”
 
   “My web broke because of the rain. And then I tried to eat a villager, but he was protected by an iron golem. It was awful. I nearly died.”
 
   “Oh. Yeah, you don’t want to mess with those,” Roger said. “Iron golems hate spiders. They will crush you if you let them. I never come near them when I see them.”
 
   “I wish I would have known that,” Salem says.
 
   “Well, you probably didn’t see him coming, did you? Some villagers have a big guard like that because they know of the dangerous mobs and monsters in the forest. It makes sense. I would probably do the same if I were a villager.”
 
   “Yes,” Salem says.
 
   It’s silent.
 
   “Uhm… so what are you up to?” Salem asks.
 
   “We are having a web contest,” Roger answers. “You should participate. It would be awesome!”
 
   “Sure,” Salem says. “How many contestants are there?”
 
   “Many,” Rogers says. “Like, seriously, you don’t even want to know. But it doesn’t matter. You don’t have to win. It’s fun enough to compete. You get to show off your web to the ladies and learn a lot about creating webs along the way.”
 
   “Sounds like fun,” Salem says. “Let’s go.”
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   After a few minutes, they arrive at the location where all the spiders in the forest have gathered to compete against each other. Salem looks with big eyes at the scene in front of him. There are hundreds of spiders in the trees, all of which are diligently creating webs with shapes and patterns Salem has never seen before. Some have triangles or square patterns in their webs, while others made an effort to impress the judges by swirling their webs around branches in certain ways or putting a symbol of some sort in the middle.
 
   “This is amazing,” Salem says.
 
   “Pretty impressive, isn’t it?” Roger says. “Let’s go tell them that you’re here to be in the contest.”
 
   “Okay.”
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_5__The_2]Chapter 5: The Perfect Web
 
    
 
   Roger helps Salem sign in and is assigned a spot in one of the trees. 
 
   The judges make sure Salem gets fed, since he hasn’t eaten all day. They feed him some flies they caught with their webs and tell him to start creating his web when he is done.
 
   He says a temporary goodbye and Salem gets to work. He starts designing: difficult patterns and beautiful swirls are part of his web. He adds some twists by attaching certain threads to objects like rocks and flowers, trying to stand out from the rest.
 
   “It has to be perfect,” he tells himself. “It has to be perfect, or else, I won’t win.”
 
   His web is low to the ground, something that gives him the benefit over the other contestants. Still, he isn’t satisfied with what he has made so far.
 
   “Nice job,” Roger says as he walks by.
 
   “Well, I am not proud of it,” Salem admits. “It’s not good enough, but I don’t know what it is missing.”
 
   “I like it; but hey, what do I know? If you want some ideas, why don’t you go check out some of the other webs and see if you can emulate their patterns?”
 
   “That’s a really good idea,” Salem says. “I am glad you mentioned that. I can just copy what they are doing.”
 
   He leaves his web and walks around, looking at what others are doing. He is surprised by their creativity, but none of them are perfect. Some of them are elegant, some are spikey or round, and others are just big, but NONE of them are PERFECT!
 
   Salem knows what to do now. How can these spiders overlook the fact that more is better? None of them have it all, so if he just integrates all the patterns he has seen into one web, then he will definitely beat the competition. With this plan in mind, he continues creating his web.
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_6__Perfectionism]Chapter 6: Perfectionism Destroyed
 
    
 
   “Wow, you are going big, aren’t you?” Roger says as he walks by.
 
   “Yes, it will be perfect,” Salem says.
 
   “There is no such thing,” Roger disagrees. “Designing a web is an art. Everybody has their own style. You can try to perfect your web all you want, but that doesn’t mean it’s better. It also depends on the taste of the judges. If they don’t like it, then you won’t win.”
 
   Salem shakes his head. He doesn’t think Roger is right. Perfection is possible, and he knows it. If he can put all the patterns of the other ones in one, then he is lacking nothing, and his web must be better.
 
   It makes complete sense to him. How could Roger not see it this way? Oh well… he shrugs and keeps working at it as hard as he can.
 
   After a while, the web begins to become a little unstable.
 
   “It’s going to break,” one of the spiders says.
 
   “Oh… no, of course not. It’s perfectly fine,” Salem says, denying what he is actually seeing.
 
   His web contains more than a hundred patterns, which makes it hard for the branches to hold up. It’s too heavy, and the branches that are holding it, are already bending down. Salem is a little annoyed, but he doesn’t want to admit that this was a bad idea. He keeps working at his web; he keeps strengthening it wherever he can.
 
   But then something really frustrating happens, something none of the spiders could have predicted.
 
   It is a chicken.
 
   A chicken is running through the forest as if it lost its head, randomly bumping into trees and jumping over branches.
 
   “Watch out!” one of the spiders yells.
 
   But there is nothing Salem can do about it. Helplessly he watches as the chicken runs right through his delicate web and causes it to fall on the sandy ground.
 
   “Nooooooo!” Salem exclaims.
 
   The chicken gets stuck in one of the sturdier webs and gets captured and eaten by the other spiders. But despite the piece that gets distributed to Salem, this discouraged spider is not happy. He lost his web, the web he worked on for hours and hours and hours! It’s gone. It’s all gone!
 
   Salem feels like crying.
 
   Then his friend Roger approaches him and puts one of his eight legs on his back, trying to comfort him.
 
   “How can I ever get it perfect if things like this happen? What a stupid chicken!” Salem says.
 
   “Well,” Roger says, “I hate to be the one to tell you the bad news, but your web was already breaking anyway. It was too complicated, too elaborate, and most of all, too heavy.”
 
   “But that is the only way I knew how to make it. What am I going to do now?”
 
   Roger stares in the distance. He has to think about that for a minute.
 
    
 
   Too big, too complicated, collapses because it’s too heavy, too many patterns
 
   Friend tells him to just give it his own twist.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

[bookmark: _Chapter_7__Being]Chapter 7: Being Himself
 
    
 
   Roger thinks a little and says, “Why did you mimic other spiders? Don’t you have your own twist you can give to it?”
 
   “I guess so, but I just wanted to make sure I wouldn’t lose,” Salem answers.
 
   “I think your fear of losing made you become obsessed about getting every pattern in there, but you don’t have to do what others do. And it doesn’t even matter if you lose. There is no prize anyway. It’s just for fun.”
 
   “Really?”
 
   “Yes, really. There will be a party buffet afterwards. Some of the spiders have already hunted down some animals to devour. It’s going to be great, but the winner gets nothing extra.”
 
   “That changes it,” Salem says. “You are right. I just have to do my own thing, create something beautiful without worrying that it will beat everybody else’s web. Thanks, Roger.”
 
   With that being said, Salem goes back to work. There are still a few hours left until the judges decide who wins the contest, so Salem focuses hard. When time is up, Salem stands next to his work with a proud smile on his face. The judges walk around and take notes, doing their best to determine which of the hundreds of webs deserves to win. After about an hour and a lot of observations, they choose a winner.
 
   It’s not Salem, which is too bad. But now, after his friend’s little pep-talk, he doesn’t care. It wasn’t all about winning, and he has come to understand that.
 
   “Nice web,” one of the female spiders says when she walks by.
 
   “Thanks,” Salem says happily.
 
   “See?” Roger says. “I told you we were going to impress the ladies. That’s what it’s all about.”
 
   Salem smiles. He doesn’t think the same way as Roger does, but the compliment does make him realize that he has created something worth looking at. He looks at the patterns in his web and even walks around a little to look at the webs made by the other spiders.
 
   “Yes, this was the best way, just to make something beautiful, just for art’s sake,” he thinks.
 
   After the final decision, there is a great party. All spiders in the forest have come together for the feast. There is dancing and singing and lots and lots of eating.
 
   When the feast is over, Salem goes to sleep. He feels at home in this new colony of spiders. He makes many friends, climbs trees and walls, creates all kinds of different webs, and helps catch all kinds of animals to eat. His tummy is happy, and he is proud of his accomplishments.
 
    
 
   THE END
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   The somewhat large village is situated on mountain tops, connected by bridges and the citizens who take care of each other. But corruption is present in the Miners Mountain town. Some politicians disagree about certain valuable objects and the distribution of wealth and lands. Will the main character be able to lead an army against these greedy exploiters? Or will he give up and run?
 
   Find out by reading more about a hero, an army, and a town divided by avarice.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_1__Corruption]Entry 1: Corruption
 
    
 
   It was late. It was already dark in Miners Mountain, a town built on protruding rocks and towering mountaintops. The middle-sized village wasn’t like a lot of towns in the region. Its construction was unique. About 100 rocks the size of large fields were standing tall, being shaped by some past earthquake, and someone once decided to build his home here, starting the tradition and legacy of Miners Mountain’s strange homes.
 
   The homes look like regular houses, but what was so weird about them, was that some of them were built close to abyss, bordering a lethal fall of anyone coming too close the edge.
 
   The town’s 100 rocks were connected by a few hundred binding bridges that reached across the large gaps in the landscape. The bridges were sturdy and safe, and Miners Mountain’s citizens were proud of their designs and sophisticated handiwork. Each day, thousands of people crossed these bridge in order to get to their various destinations. They considered it a pleasure and a privilege, letting their hands slide on the railing and looking down at the vast depth they were mastering by walking over it.
 
   But with these rocks, after a while… there were divisions. The rich clotted together and the poor were kind of separated into somewhat lower areas and other rocks as if they were outcasts. The elite of the village, after some time, existed only on certain rocks, which were places where the poor in this town were hardly being found. And although the governing village council consisted of both rich and poor representatives, the town’s elite was getting more aggressive and power hungry every day.
 
   It was getting out of hand…
 
    
 
   Stanley was walking home. He whistled a simple tune and looked around him. 
 
   Thud!
 
   A man ran into him, almost knocking him over.
 
   “Hey!” Stanley shouted. “Watch where you’re going!”
 
   He looked at the running man, who looked back at him. The man’s mouth was covered by a clothed, and so was his nose. And there was enough light that Stanley could see a scar on his face, right below his left eye. The man had a blade, a knife which shined in the moonlight for a second before he disappeared around the corner.
 
   “Well, that was strange,” Stanley said. 
 
   He turned around and bumped into a soldier.
 
   “Hold it. Where are you going?” a soldier asked, pushing him back with one hand.
 
   “I am just going home. What’s wrong with that?” Stanley said.
 
   “Okay, you can continue on your way, but one of my soldiers will accompany you.”
 
   Stanley looked at him with a surprised expression on his face. He agreed to let the soldier guide him home and went on. After a few blocks, they arrived at his house. He turned around and told the soldier, “Thank you. This is where I live. You may go now.”
 
   “Just don’t let it happen again,” the soldier said.
 
   “Let what happen?”
 
   “Wandering the streets that late without permission from the elite.”
 
   “What? Since when did this become a law?” Stanley asked.
 
   “Since today. Now go inside and don’t talk back to me, so I don’t have to report you.”
 
   “Okay, okay. I’m already gone. Goodnight.”
 
   Stanley entered the house and was welcomed by his three daughters and three sons. The youngest ones ran towards him and were lifted up by the faithful father. His wife came towards him and kissed him quickly.
 
   “Hi, honey. How was it?” she asked.
 
   “It’s not safe out there,” he answered.
 
   “Why? What’s going on?” his wife asked.
 
   “Did you know about the new curfew?”
 
   “No, I knew nothing about it. Is there a curfew?”
 
   “Yes. The soldiers will arrest people who can’t explain to them where they are going. I am afraid that if I will be outside beyond the curfew too, they will arrest me anyway.”
 
   “That’s terrible,” his wife said.
 
   “Rosita, things are changing. I don’t trust the government anymore. We only have about 10,000 people in this village, but I think something strange is about to happen. Stability has been removed from this small society.”
 
   “I know what you’re talking about,” his wife, Rosita, said. “I noticed it myself when all the children had to stand in line at the school and I don’t know what they were doing, but it was an unusual ceremony. And when I came home, they asked me for my identification card. Can you believe that? I don’t carry an identification card around. It’s at home. Soldiers are roaming the streets every day, as if some authority is trying to enforce stricter rules.”
 
   “I know. Let’s hope it won’t come down to a rebellion or a war or something,” Stanley said.
 
   “I am not going to count on things getting better. I don’t want to get my hopes up.”
 
   “I understand.”
 
   “Dad, I made a drawing and it looks like you,” one of his daughters suddenly said.
 
   “Oh, show me. I want to see it,” he said, winking at his wife as if to say that they would continue this conversation later.
 
    
 
    
 
   It was a dark night indeed, a lonely, quiet, dark night with a mischievous individual who had no conscience. It was one of the elite, and his name remained unknown. But his deed didn’t, his evil act of cowardice, something that would trigger more disastrous events.
 
   The man was covered in black clothes, and his face was covered. He didn’t have to go far. Being an elite citizen made him eligible to this part of town anyway. He found himself on the rock with the least homes in the village, since that was where the orders and rules came from.
 
   From one street corner to another, he tiptoed past the wandering guards and hid in the shadows of the homes next to the government building. There he would find his mission.
 
   It didn’t take much for him to break in and head towards the government seat. One might have wondered what the mayor of Miners Mountain was doing up this late in the first place, but nobody would ever find out, because his life ended right there and then.
 
   The ninja-like figure snuck up to the mayor and grabbed the ruler, slitting his throat and watching him fall on the ground. 
 
   The blood and stiffness of the body within seconds told him what he wanted to be sure about: The mayor was dead… assassinated.
 
   And there was no one around to see it. His mission was complete. He left the building. The night was dark indeed… darkened by the stain of an act of crime…
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   There they were, arguing about little changes in the law. Half of them were elite members. The other were considered “lower class” by the general population. And there were none that would budge. They all had their opinions.
 
   About 20 representatives of the people of Miners Mountain were gathered in the village hall, the very building the mayor had been stabbed in the previous night. However, nobody had entered the room it had happened in, so they continued their political discussion as usual.
 
   “It’s preposterous,” one of the politicians said. “Enforcing rules on the poor. How dare you?”
 
   “The poor should be ruled by the rich,” one of the richer people in that room said. His name was Raefus. “They have worked their way up to financial freedom. They know what they are doing, and they are the best leaders this town has to offer.”
 
   “Just because you got lucky, doesn’t make you a better leader,” another one said.
 
   “I wouldn’t be so quick to judge. Have you learned how to manage a firm? How to find the most profitable ways to make a living? We are the elite because we are smarter. And isn’t leadership all about wisdom and knowledge?”
 
   “It totally disagree,” another poor politician said. “I think we should ask the mayor before we jump to any conclusions.”
 
   But right at that moment, a servant came into the room. “The mayor is dead!” he yelled. “I found him stabbed to death in front of his governing seat!”
 
   The politicians got up as quickly as they could and ran towards the room where it had happened. There he was, lying in his own blood, the victim of a heinous crime… a secret crime. But these men lost all reason at the sight of this scene.
 
   “See? That’s what you get if you don’t control the impoverished,” Raefus said. “Before you know it, they start killing the elite and taking over the government.”
 
   “Who says this is done by someone who isn’t part of the elite?” one of the poor representatives asked.
 
   “Oh, come on. Why would we kill one of our own?”
 
   “Your own? We are all citizens of this town. What are you suggesting?”
 
   “I am suggesting that we stop talking and start acting. Guards!”
 
   The most dominant rich guy ordered the guards to arrest the poor representatives. At first, the guards didn’t know what to do, but when he kept yelling and insisting, they obeyed like dogs. After all, their jobs were on the line, and they were afraid.
 
   “You can’t do this!” the poor representative yelled. “People will rebel. They will crush you. You won’t get away with this.”
 
   “I already have,” Raefus said. “Take them away, boys.”
 
   And this was just the beginning…
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_3__Rebellion]Entry 3: Rebellion
 
    
 
   They were in bed, sleeping in. They had told the kids to just dish themselves up some breakfast, since this was Stanley’s day off. But their little daily sleepover got interrupted by sounds coming from the village.
 
   “What’s going on, Stanley?” Rosita asked when she heard the noise.
 
   “I have no idea,” Stanley admitted. “But I will check it out.”
 
   “Careful,” Rosita said.
 
   Stanley got dressed within seconds and ran downstairs. He said “hi” to their six children and opened the front door. Some guy was running around like a lunatic, and Stanley was wondering if he should take it seriously.
 
   “The mayor has been murdered!” the announcer yelled. “The elite has taken over the government!”
 
   “Wait… what?” Stanley said, stopping him.
 
   “He is dead. The elite representatives have locked up the other ones. They require all poor citizens to come outside and stand against their homes, so they can search them and identify them.”
 
   “I’m not doing that,” Stanley said.
 
   “I am just the messenger, suit yourself,” he said, and he continued running and announcing.
 
   “If I may be so kind,” Stanley’s neighbor said when he overheard the conversation, “I would just do what they are telling you. They are in charge, and they have most of the weapons. If you don’t cooperate, you’ll be thrown in jail or killed.”
 
   “We’ll see,” Stanley said.
 
   But not too much longer, he saw a patrol of soldiers walking through the street.
 
   “Everybody stand against your homes, facing the wall,” he said. “We are going to search you for weapons. After that, we will enter your homes and search your property.”
 
   “I would do as they say,” Stanley’s neighbor said.
 
   “You!” one of the soldiers said. “Go get your family and put them against the wall.”
 
   “And what if I don’t?” Stanley asked.
 
   “Then we will stab you in front of your wife and children. Is that what you want?”
 
   Stanley was shocked. He didn’t know things had become this bad. He didn’t know they would do that in front of the whole neighborhood, without shame. The situation had gone terribly wrong.
 
   “Okay. Fine. I will get them,” Stanley said.
 
   After a few minutes, he got Rosita and the kids outside. It was humiliating, but they had no choice in the matter. Following the soldiers’ command, they turned around and faced the wall. The soldiers were searching Stanley by letting their hands glide over their bodies, looking for anything that would look like a weapon or interesting object.
 
   Then they came to Stanley’s wife. One of the soldiers touched her on the back and slowly went down her lower back.
 
   “That’s enough!” Stanley said. “She has nothing. Stop touching her.”
 
   “Oh, but we’re not finished yet,” the soldier chuckled. “We have to search thoroughly.”
 
   He didn’t stop touching her. Stanley got angry. He was furious. He couldn’t take it anymore. He got off the wall and walked towards the soldier who was touching his wife.
 
   “Enough I said!” he yelled as he punch the soldier to the ground.
 
   “Rebel!” the other soldiers said. “Kill him!”
 
   Stanley picked up the sword the soldier on the ground was carrying. He held it in front of him and stood ready to face his offenders. Rosita and the kids hid behind him. One by one, sometimes two at the same time, the soldiers attacked Stanley. But Stanley was a skilled fighter. He dodged a sword being swiped over his head, stabbed one of the soldiers, used him as a shield, and then jumped to the side to have two soldiers accidentally stab each other.
 
   Only two left…
 
   One of them dashed at him. He step aside and hit the soldier on its back, killing him instantly.
 
   A pile of dead soldiers was next to him. People in the neighborhood had come to watch the fighting scene. The last soldier looked at Stanley’s previous victims and started running away.
 
   “Get him!” Stanley shouted. “Don’t let him get away!”
 
   But it was too late. The soldier had already broken through the crowd. Stanley turned to his wife and children. 
 
   “Are you okay?” he asked.
 
   “Yes, we are,” Rosita said with a worried face. “But now what? You’ll be hunted down. Do you know what you have started?”
 
   “I couldn’t have him touch you like that,” he said. “Besides, it was bound to happen. We have to stand up for each other. We won’t wait any longer. I want you to leave this place. Take the women and children and go towards the end of the highest mountain. I will meet you there.”
 
   “But what about you?” Rosita asked.
 
   “I will lead the men against the oppressive soldiers,” Stanley said.
 
   “Please don’t die,” Rosita begged him with tears in her eyes. “You have to promise me you will meet me on the other side of the mountain. Promise me!”
 
   “I promise. Don’t worry. I will be all right,” Stanley said before he kissed her.
 
   Then he turned to the crowd that had gathered around him.
 
   “Citizens of Miners Mountain,” he said. “Don’t be surprised. This had to happen. There is no other way to preserve our freedom. We have to fight for our rights. Take the weapons of these dead soldiers and anything else you can find, and follow me to the government building. We shall beat the corruption out of them and get our village back. Please have your wives and children follow my wife. She will lead you out of town. Now, let’s get to it!”
 
   Some of the men were cheering. It was like they had been suppressing their feelings of hate towards the arrogant elite for a long time, and now they finally had the opportunity to strike back.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_4__Summoning]Entry 4: Summoning Evil
 
    
 
   “Sir! Sir! The poor people in town have conspired against us. They have formed an army and are headed this way.”
 
   “Fools. They are walking towards their own deaths,” Raefus said.
 
   The soldier had brought the message. The town’s leaders were listening. They knew what to do. It was simple. They couldn’t hold back on their secrets anymore.
 
   “Go get the wizard!” Raefus said.
 
   Stanley gathered the people from amongst the suburbs of the poorest area of the village. The rocks that mainly consisted of the indigenous came with pitchforks, pickaxes, shovels, daggers, and even a few wooden, stone, and iron swords.
 
   But they didn’t get far. They didn’t know what was awaiting them at the other rocks, the rocks where the elite had gathered.
 
   The army of poor people crossed the bridge to the rock where the town’s hall was located. One by one, they came to the square and assembled around the magnificent building.
 
   But then something happened they didn’t expect.
 
   Out of the building, a more than a hundred soldiers came, armed with swords and spears, attacking the crowd.
 
   “Forward! Kick them back into their corrupted building!” Stanley said.
 
   A big fight happened. People were being stabbed. Bodies were being sliced, brave citizens and soldiers fell on both sides. The death count was something to be lamented, but the poor citizens were being led to victory. Dozens of soldiers died and the impoverished in Miners Mountain were taking courage. That was…. until…
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   … the wizard came out of the building. He stretched his arms and chanted incomprehensible words.
 
   “Samastamastuuu! Rhaka! Rhaka!” he shouted.
 
   Within seconds, out of the depths from beyond the railing on the sides of the rock, hundreds of ghasts flew up and started spitting fireballs at the rebellious army. Some people were burned, others fell on the ground in fear. The ghasts flew in circles and crisscrossed through the air, making it almost impossible to get hit by the armies’ short-distance weapons. Their numbers were overwhelming, and it seemed best to cancel the entire operation.
 
   “Pull back!” Stanley yelled. “Let’s get out of here!”
 
   He ran across the bridge and others followed. They looked back and saw some of the ghasts pursue them, but most of them stayed at the square.
 
   Suddenly, one of the ghasts spewed out a fireball at one of the civilians. He missed but hit the bridge. The other ghasts, apparently, thought it was a good idea to cut off their enemies from the rock. So after that, other ghasts did the same thing. They were spitting fireballs by the dozens now, destroying the bridges in the process.
 
   “No!” Stanley said, but it was too late. The bridge fell, and a few of the “good guys” fell into the abyss. Fortunately, most of the other ones had reached the other side of town safely by now, but the bridges were gone. There was no way back to the rock, or was there?
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   Stanley and his men went into the opposite direction of where they were attacking. They walked around the mountain and met their wives and children there. Everyone was all right. Stanley’s wife came running at him and gave him a hug.
 
   “I am so glad you are unharmed,” she said.
 
   “Yeah, well… there have been a lot of deaths on our side,” Stanley said.
 
   “That’s horrible,” Rosita said. “What happened?”
 
   “There were ghasts,” Stanley answered. “We were winning actually, but then they had this wizard, and when he appeared, he summoned hundreds of ghasts. They spat fireballs at us and burned the bridges to the town’s hall. I don’t know what to do.”
 
   “Well, perhaps we have no way to get there, but they can’t get out either, can they?” one of the men commented.
 
   “That’s not entirely true,” Rosita said. “There are ladders and stairs to that rock. It’s the only rock that they added stairs to, just because the rich people could afford to build them. So either way, they aren’t stuck. But going up the stairs would probably be a death trap.”
 
   “That’s what I think too. It would be suicide to go up the rock that way,” Stanley said. “Let’s discuss tactics later. For now, we’ll heal the wounded and settle down for a while until we know what to do.”
 
    
 
    
 
   That night, they were sleeping under the stars, and the numerous campfires were lighting up the sky, as it were, protecting the families from the cold air and the darkness. Stanley’s wife came to him as he was standing there, watching his children fall asleep.
 
   “Why does it have to be you?” she asked. “Why can’t you just let some other guy lead this army of rebels? You have me, and you have six children to care for. We cannot lose you.”
 
   “The men look up to me. They see me as their leader. If I don’t go first, what kind of example will that set?”
 
   “But someone else could easily do it.”
 
   “Who? I don’t see any of these men being as courageous as I am right now. I’ve had training. I am capable of fighting. I am as important as any of these men to defend our village. I am sorry, and I understand what you mean and trust me, if I could have it any other way, I would. But it doesn’t look I have a choice. Other men have families too. I shouldn’t be selfish.”
 
   “I love you,” his wife says. “Watch yourself. I don’t want to lose you.”
 
   “I won’t do anything stupid.”
 
   He didn’t sleep much that night. The loss of the men in the previous battle was haunting him. It made him more resolute and frustrated. This had to be solved. These corrupt leaders in Miners Mountain had to be removed from their positions. He kept thinking about it, but he didn’t know what to do.
 
   The next day, he gathered the men and asked them what they thought. They came with different ideas. Some of them said they should climb the walls on the other side of the rock.
 
   “Sounds like an option,” Stanley said, “although I wouldn’t want anyone to die simply by falling off because it’s too steep. Any other suggestions?”
 
   “Ghasts can be killed with arrows,” someone said.
 
   Stanley became extremely interested. “Go on,” he said.
 
   “Well,” the guy said. “It’s pretty simple actually. Ghasts fly around, which is why we have a hard time killing them with our swords. They are too far away, but if we shoot some arrows into them, I am sure we can win this war.”
 
   “How many arrows does it take to kill a ghast?” Stanley asked.
 
   “If I am correct, just three.”
 
   “Three? That doesn’t sound very simple. But I like the idea.”
 
   More discussions opened the way to a specific strategy that day. All people—men, women, and children—went deeper into the forest and collected wood, rocks and materials for arrows. Within two days, thousands of bows and arrows were created, preparing the men for war against the corrupt government.
 
    
 
    
 
   It was the end of the week. A thick fog was covering the nether parts of the area. The evil dictators were comfy in their luxurious homes and town’s hall. They didn’t suspect anything; but that morning, ten of Stanley’s men were climbing up the walls of the elite rock. Slowly and carefully, they took one step after another and snuck up the tall wall on the other side of the rock.
 
   “Let’s stay together,” Stanley whispered. “We have to take out whoever or whatever is guarding the stairs.”
 
   And there they went, sneaking into the small part of town that was still occupied, heading towards the stairs area.
 
   “There,” he whispered. “See those guards? Let’s get them.”
 
   With the other nine, they snuck up on the guards and killed them. The stairs area was free. It was easier than expected.
 
   “I didn’t think it would go so fast,” one of the men said.
 
   “Neither did I,” Stanley admitted. “We will wait here. You go get the rest of the army at the bottom of the rock.”
 
   After a while, the man came back with the rest of the army. They were mainly armed with boys and arrows this time, realizing that the ghasts might still be around. When they all arrived at the town’s square, they saw it.
 
   The hundreds of ghasts were piled up in front of the government building’s entrance. They were vast asleep, but when one of the men came too close, they woke up. Suddenly, they were all up in the air, flying up one by one and circling around their enemies.
 
   “Archers, get ready!” Stanley commanded. “Shoot!”
 
   Hundreds of arrows sped through the air, with a big percentage hitting their targets. Ghasts dropped on the ground by the dozens, spitting back fireballs whenever they could. But they were being defeated. Their numbers decreased slowly, reducing their monstrous army and paving the way for Stanley to enter the building.
 
   He opened the door and went inside. He would end this thing once and for all.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_7__Come]Entry 7: Come Off Conqueror
 
    
 
   When Stanley opened another door, a villain jumped on his back, trying to knock him over. Stanley threw him on the floor and looked at him. His assailant had a scar below his left eye.
 
   “You,” he said. “You are the one I saw that night. You murdered the mayor, didn’t you?”
 
   “It had to be done to convince the rest of the elite to take over,” he said. “It was the only way.”
 
   “I don’t buy that,” Stanley said. “But if you are so stuck on getting people killed, how about you come here and show me that you can fight someone you’re not sneaking up on from behind?”
 
   “I will take that challenge,” the sneaky assassin said, after which he came at Stanley.
 
   Stanley evaded his blow and stabbed him with his sword. It was fast, it was sudden, and it was effective. He didn’t say a word and just watched the murderer drop to the floor. But then he heard clapping.
 
   Clap! Clap! Clap!
 
   “Well done, poor guy,” he heard a voice say.
 
   Stanley looked the other way and stood face to face with his worst enemy: Raefus. Next to the evil leader was the dark wizard clapping with him, having a wicked smirk on his face.
 
   “Who are you?” Stanley asked. “Are you the one terrorizing this town?”
 
   “I didn’t terrorize anyone,” Raefus said. “I just showed them who to follow. The rich are to be in charge. They have more experience and more intelligence. It’s how it should be.”
 
   “You’re crazy,” Stanley said. “And you’re going to die for having all my men killed.”
 
   “I don’t think so,” Raefus said. 
 
   And with those words, he signaled the wizard to get rid of me. The dark wizard was ugly. His head looked somewhat like a skull, his cape was black, and his shirt and robe were dark purple. When he came at me, he held his scepter in front of him and shot some kind of electric balls at me. I jumped over one, ducked and avoided another one, and then… the third one hit me.
 
   “Ouch!”
 
   I fell backwards on the floor, still feeling a little electrocuted by the magical electric ball he just shot at me. In the corner, there was a shield. When I felt a little better, I reached over and grabbed it. Another electric ball came at me, but I held up the shield to protect myself.
 
   Kazziiiing!
 
   My shield deflected the electric ball.
 
   “Aaaaaah!”
 
   What just happened? I looked over and saw Raefus being electrocuted by the ball. He was on the floor, choking slowly. I didn’t hesitate. I reached for my sword and picked it up. Zigzagging through some more electric balls and deflecting some other ones, I ran as fast as my legs could carry me. I came to Raefus and stabbed him with my sword.
 
   “You will never be the rightful ruler of this village,” I said.
 
   But I wasn’t paying attention. Another electric ball hit me, this time in the back.
 
   “Aaargh!” I shouted.
 
   The wizard came closer and closer, ready to finish me off.
 
   “Pity,” he said in an eerie voice. “I kind of liked Raefus, but since you killed him for me, I guess I will just have to govern the village now. I was going to get rid of him anyway, but now that you did it for me, I almost feel like I should thank you.”
 
   “You… awful… monster,” Stanley said, struggling to get back up after such a shock.
 
   “Call me whatever you want, but you won’t see the light of another day. Goodbye, poor citizen.”
 
   Stanley closed his eyes, waiting for the final blow that would end his life. But all of a sudden, he heard the wizard scream in agony.
 
   “Ooooorrrrghhh!”
 
   He opened his eyes and saw the wizard drop on his knees with an arrow in his chest. Then he looked at the door. Could it be true? He blinked his eyes and shook his head as to try to wake up. 
 
   No. 
 
   Really?
 
   It was his wife!
 
   “Rosita, what are you doing here?” he asked, feeling relieved that he had just cheated death.
 
   “We put the children under the care of some of the women in the village and encouraged the others to take a bow and some arrows and help defend their husbands. So I volunteered immediately, knowing that if I could do anything to help you, I would regret not doing it.”
 
   “Well, you came at the right time. A few more seconds and I would have been dead.”
 
   “You’re welcome,” she said proudly. “What did you think of my accuracy?”
 
   “Oh, great accuracy,” Stanley said as he came closer and gave her a kiss.
 
   Then the other men came in.
 
   Stanley laughed. “You’re a little late, guys. But luckily, I have an amazing wife.”
 
   “Is anyone in here still?” one of them asked.
 
   “Go ahead and look in the basement. I am suspecting them of locking up the rightful future rulers have been locked up there or something. How is it outside?”
 
   “All the ghasts are dead or have escaped. The men are victorious.”
 
   “Let’s free the prisoners and celebrate!” Stanley said.
 
   The party went on pretty late that night. Stanley played with his children, the representatives figured out the new way to rule the village, and everybody was happy.
 
   “I love you,” Stanley told Rosita. “Thank you for rescuing me.”
 
   “It was the least I could do, being the wife of the bravest warrior in town.”
 
   She winked at him and he laughed.
 
   The village called “Miners Mountain” was free at last.
 
    
 
   THE END
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   Gardiff is an ordinary guy, a young guy who is still looking for his identity. He lives in a small village, but he has an innate desire to explore the world around him. That desire only increases when he finds out about the prophecy: A prophecy predicting that a young hero will rise to save the entire nation, signed by someone with the same last name.
 
   It sparks his curiosity, and he embarks on a journey to find some answers. On his quest, he comes across magical items and dangerous enemies. Is the prophecy true? And will he ever find out what’s behind it?
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   The first time he saw it, he brushed it off like it was nothing. He thought it was a joke, a trivial piece of paper with no meaning to it. But when he looked at it again, after giving it much thought, he realized the significance of the words on that scroll.
 
   “Unbelievable,” Gardiff thought. “It can’t be.”
 
   But it was true, no matter how strange it seemed.
 
   Gardiff was the son of a poor mother in the village, but he was smart. He learned how to read and write, and how to analyze things in detail. His father had left about a year ago. He didn’t know where he had gone. But his mother didn’t want to talk about it much. She always got upset whenever he brought it up. So he usually didn’t mention it.
 
   But now he got curious.
 
   In his hands was a small scroll, a piece of paper, as it were, with letters written in ink. He read it over and over again. Incredible. Where did this come from? He had to show his mother. There was no doubt in his mind that this had something to do with his father’s disappearance. The library he worked for was small, but this scroll wasn’t part of it. Somebody had put it there to be found. And now he found it. Was it destiny? Or was it just a coincidence?
 
   When he got off work, he went home, as usual; but this time, he hurried. He couldn’t wait to tell his mother, who was waiting for him with the dinner she had prepared.
 
   “Mother,” he said when he rushed in.
 
   “What is it, Gardiff? Was work okay?”
 
   “It was fine. But I have to tell you something.”
 
   “What is it?” she asked surprised.
 
   “Here, read this,” Gardiff said.
 
   She took the scroll from him and started reading. This is what it said,
 
    
 
    
 
   A brave hero shall rise from the depths of civilization, preventing calamity and exterminating evil. By the hand of his sword, all nations shall be freed. Mine Valley… thy name be praised, thy legend be told. Do not deny us the scar of thy eye. Come out and defeat the destructive ones.
 
   D. Prestagon
 
    
 
    
 
   “This is impossible,” Gardiff’s mother said. “Where did you get this?”
 
   “I found it at the library,” Gardiff said. “It was hidden between some of the books I was organizing. It looked as if someone had just put it there.”
 
   His mother looked worried. She didn’t know what to think of it. She kept shaking her head and started eating nervously. She was silent, until Gardiff said something.
 
   “Mom, I want to know what this means. Can you help me?”
 
   His mother was still silent.
 
   “Why is my dad’s name on this scroll? Did he write it? Do you know anything about this? Or does the letter ‘D’ stand for something else? Please, I need to know.”
 
   “Okay,” his mother finally said. “I will explain to you whatever I know, even though I would rather not talk about it.”
 
   “I am listening. Whatever it is, you can tell me.”
 
   “Well, your father always was a little bit in his own world. I didn’t mind that. I married him because I loved him, and I still do. But sometimes, I just didn’t understand him. He would babble about all kinds of nonsense and he would dig into books all day. At one point it even caused him his job, because he didn’t show up for work. Whenever I would ask him, he would talk about visions, dangers, and the end of times. It never made any sense to me, so I would just calm him down and change the topic.”
 
   “Yes, I know he was a little strange that way. What do you think he saw?” Gardiff asked.
 
   “I don’t know. I just don’t. But at a certain point, he talked about you. He said you didn’t know your own potential, and that it would become apparent someday. When I wanted to know what that meant, he just told me not to worry and kept it at that. That is the whole truth.”
 
   “What happened to him? You never talk about it.”
 
   “True. I am just sad about what happened, and I can’t explain it. So that’s why I just kept my mouth shut. I was hoping to be able to clarify things later, but I didn’t find the answers in all that time.”
 
   “So how did he disappear?”
 
   “He was kidnapped,” Gardiff’s mother said.
 
   “Kidnapped? By whom?”
 
   “That’s just it. I really don’t know. They just came in here and grabbed him. He yelled and struggled, and I did too, but there was nothing we could do. They were armed to the teeth. They weren’t from around here; I knew that. Their clothes were dark, and their shields had a skull on it. It was creepy. I had never seen something like that before.”
 
   “And they just came in and captured Dad?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “That’s terrible! I have to find him. I want him back, and I want to know why he wrote this.”
 
    
 
   “I understand,” his mother said. “And I want him back as much as you do. But don’t you think that would be dangerous? Who knows what those men might do to you. We don’t even know if he is alive. And where would you start looking?”
 
   “The prophecy mentions Mine Valley, so that is where I will begin looking,” Gardiff said. “I made up my mind, mom. I cannot let this go unsolved. I need answers and I want my father back.”
 
   With those words, they ended their conversation and finished their meal. It became a restless night for Gardiff, full of questions and lying awake.
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   Gardiff had no idea where Mine Valley was, so the next day, he went back to the library. He had to work there anyway, so he figured that he might as well make use of his job to find answers.
 
   When he had some time off, he dug deep into the books about Mine Valley. He found a lot about its history, the two groups of people divided there, and some cultural background. Some of the shields stood out particularly.
 
   “That’s the one with the skull on it,” he said, thinking out loud. “Hey, what’s that other one?”
 
   He observed two coats of arms on shields: One with a white skull on a black background; green flames were coming from its eyes and an evil smirk was on its face; complicated patterns were found around it as decorations, making it a sophisticated piece of work. The other was a zombie head, an ugly face with empty, hollow eyes, big black bags underneath its eyes, and a drooling mouth; streams of blood were covering random pieces of skin on its face, and the background looked green with less difficult but equally impressive patterns.
 
   “Interesting,” Gardiff said.
 
   But he couldn’t find anything about the symbols’ significance. It just didn’t make any sense. Were those just to divide the people from each other in the valley? Or was there some darker, supernatural side to it? The books didn’t explain it. He had to figure it out when he would get there.
 
   He looked for maps in the topographical section of the library.
 
   “Whoa, three days walking!” he said when he calculated the distance between his village and Mine Valley.
 
   That was discouraging.
 
   But it wasn’t the first time he had gone on a big hike, so he decided right there and then that he would make the trip. It was too important.
 
   When he found everything he needed, he went to his boss to ask for permission to leave. It was an old woman, who was fairly flexible and took it easy every day. She was an avid reader and she was often polite.
 
   “Yes?” she asked.
 
   “I would like to resign for a temporary, limited amount of time,” Gardiff said.
 
   “Okay. I am open to that. Would you please explain why?”
 
   “My father has been kidnapped. I am going to get him in Mine Valley.”
 
   “Oh my…” she said. “That… is definitely an important reason. Well, I wish you all the luck. Let me now when you get back. And be careful. I’ve heard bad things about the people in Mine Valley.”
 
   “I will. Thank you,” Gardiff said.
 
   He left the library and went home. Then he gathered some food, a sleeping bag, a knife, a few bottles of water, matches, and some other survival items and put them in his backpack. He said goodbye to his mother and left.
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   Gardiff had been walking for a few hours. The sun was shining, the grass was green, and everything looked safe and secure. But some things were still bothering him. What was meant by the hero who would save all nations? And was up with the scarred eye? Why did his father write this, and how did he know about it? It just still didn’t make sense.
 
   He walked up the mountain in front of him. The path was easy to tread. It was clear and simple. At least many had gone before him, so it shouldn’t be a problem for him, at least, that’s what he thought…
 
   When it was evening and the sun went down, he became a little afraid. He was on his own, and that made him an easy target for robbers, muggers, and animal predators. He grabbed his knife from his backpack, just to make sure. With that, he continued for another hour until he heard some loud noises.
 
   “Let’s get him!” a voice said.
 
   Just like he predicted; they must be robbers.
 
   Gardiff dropped his backpack and stood firm, ready to counter the attacks by these assailants. Three robbers jumped out of the bushes and came at him with much aggression.
 
   “Wraaah!” they yelled.
 
   Gardiff took courage and withstood their blows. The rough, barbarian attackers had clubs, with which they tried to hit the young fellow. They missed. Gardiff stabbed one of them. It was his first kill. At first, it terrified him. He was shaking, he looked into the robber’s eyes and felt horribly guilty. But it was self-defense. He knew that if he wouldn’t kill them, they would take his life instead. So he chose to forget the sudden change of events and draw from his adrenaline, fighting back like a beast.
 
   Another robber came at him. Gardiff ducked and stabbed this one too. However, his knife got stuck. The robber fell on the ground, screaming in agony but taking the knife with him.
 
   “Heheheheh!” the third robber said. “Lost your weapon, huh? Well, that’s too bad. Looks like you’re going to die here, buddy.”
 
   He pulled the knife out of his dead friend and sliced Gardiff’s skin.
 
   “Aaargh!” I cried.
 
   It was right his my face. Gardiff felt lucky that he hadn’t died yet. The knife had just barely scratched the surface of his skin. He was bleeding, but he wasn’t done with this guy yet. He reached over and picked up one of the clubs.
 
   “Come and get me,” he said courageously.
 
   The robber yelled and made a few stabbing motions in Gardiff’s direction, but Gardiff was quick and agile. He evaded his attacks and banged him on the head with the club he had just acquired.
 
   THUD!
 
   Whether the robber was unconscious or dead he did not know, but the threat was eliminated, and that was enough. His heart was pounding like a drum, his hands were shaking, and he almost shed a few tears. He just killed some people! He knew it was the right thing to do, but he still felt a little empty inside. 
 
   Hopefully he would get used to it soon.
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   He wanted to find a place to hide, a safe place he could spend the night. After the traumatic event that had just occurred, he needed to make sure he got away from the path that had so deceptively appeared secure in the first place.
 
   After a while, he found a small cave.
 
   “Perfect,” he thought. “I can spend the night there.”
 
   He walked up and checked the area. Everything seemed safe. Then he sat down on a rock and touched his face. It wasn’t bleeding much, but the cut could turn into a scar. It was painful, and he didn’t have anything to take care of it except for some water. He cleaned the wound, which was right underneath and above his left eye.
 
   Strange. Was this part of the prophecy? How did his dad know this would happen? It was mind-boggling.
 
   Then he saw something else. The cave wasn’t completely empty. A shiny object was reflecting the vague moonlight from outside the cave.
 
   “What is that?” Gardiff asked himself.
 
   He got up and walked toward the glimmering item. It was a sword.
 
   “Wow!” Gardiff said. “A sword! This way I can really defend myself. This was awesome! He looked at the blade. It was sharp and it had a fine handle, with decorative gems and beautiful patterns. When he was done looking at the blade and put it in its sheath that was next to it, he looked around him again.
 
   Hey, there was something else too. After putting the sword away, he walked towards the other wall of the cave. 
 
   It was a TNT block; it probably got left behind by some of the miners in that area. 
 
   Strange.
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   Moreover, it had a hole in it that the sword would fit in perfectly. Gardiff didn’t hesitate. He was too curious to see what would happen. He stepped back and grabbed the sword, pulled it out of its sheath, and stabbed it into the hole in the TNT block.
 
   What happened after that, was something he would never forget. The sword attached to the TNT block and shocked him as he was holding it. He felt a vibrating power go through his body. It was sudden and startling. It was one of the strongest things he had ever felt. Did this sword just turn into some kind of explosive sword or something? Time would tell… 
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   In took two more days to get to Mine Valley. When he arrived, he noticed why people had been warning him against it. From the top of the mountain, he saw two towns, one on each side of the valley. They both had big walls around them, as if to protect themselves from the others. Gardiff could immediately tell which village he should go to first, since one of them primarily consisted of black and white houses, and the other of dark green ones.
 
   His mother had told him that his dad was captured by people with skull symbols. And because the coat of arms with the skull was mostly black and white, it made sense to go to the village with the same colors.
 
   He descended down the mountain and turned left, following the path to the town with the skull symbol. As he came closer, he got an even worse feeling about it.
 
   The front gate was covered with skulls, and a big flag with their coat of arms was hanging on top of the entrance. It was huge. Guards with skull helmets were standing there, holding weapons and shields to defend the village.
 
   “Hold it right there,” one of them said. “Who are you? What do you want?”
 
   “I am just visiting from the mountains. I live in a tiny village on the other side, three days away from here.”
 
   “Show me what you have in that backpack.”
 
   Gardiff pulled out all his stuff. 
 
   After unpacking everything, the guard asked, “What are you going to do with that sword?”
 
   “Probably sell it,” Gardiff lied. “I found it in a cave, so it may be worth something.”
 
   The guard raised his eyebrows and then finally said, “Okay. You’re good to go.”
 
   Gardiff went inside and was amazed at the sight of the village. Most people looked pretty regular, but occasionally, there was a person clothed in black or white entirely. It was like they were proud of wearing their colors. There were all kinds of trades and guilds in the village: Blacksmiths, bakers, butchers, carpenters, and more. Men and women dressed up in casual clothes, but some of them looked really weird, with white and black checkered robes or hoodies, or a skirt and shirt that were completely white or black. Gardiff kind of liked seeing it, feeling like a tourist.
 
   Then someone in particular caught his eye. It was a guy with a beard, dressed in black, with skulls all over his mantle. He looked as if he was up to no good; if the skulls weren’t creepy enough, then the look on his face topped it all. He slightly tilted his head all the time when someone talked to him, never looking straight at someone, and the smirk on the right side of his face made him appear as some confident evil villain, plotting to do something terrible.
 
   He left, and Gardiff was determined to follow him wherever he went. Gardiff just had this gut feeling that he was going to take him to his dad somehow.
 
   He kept his distance and saw him enter a basement underneath some old building. Gardiff walked over there slowly opened the door. It was a large, spacious, dark room he entered, and he hid in the corner immediately.
 
   “So what is our next step?” the guy with the hood asked.
 
   “We will release the army against the green village and exterminate them.”
 
   “Won’t they do the same?”
 
   “Maybe, but if we act quickly, we’ll be ahead of them.”
 
   “Let’s do it then.”
 
   This was awful. Gardiff almost bonked his head when he heard it. Were they really going to exterminate the entire village? He knew he had to look for his father sometime, but this seemed to have become a priority. He had to warn the other village. As fast as he could, he disappeared, going back the way he came and walking through the village to the entrance. He tried to act as if there was nothing going on, but he knew something terrible was going to occur. The guards let him out and he started running towards the other village, the one with all the green houses.
 
   The same scenario took place: A big guard asked him why he was there, as he was standing in front of the village gates, decorated with the huge flag that had the zombie coat of arms on it.
 
   “I want to speak the to the village leader,” Gardiff said.
 
   “Well, you’ll have to explain yourself first,” the guard said. “Not everyone is supposed to see the leader. Why do you want to see him?”
 
   “Something big is going to happen, something horrible. The other village… they are talking about destroying this village. I have to let your leader know about that, so he can prepare for it.”
 
   “Fine. I will guide you to the government building. Willis! Take over please.”
 
   “Aye aye, sir.”
 
   The guard showed Gardiff the way. They walked through the streets of the green town, which had as many people in green clothes as the black and white town had people in black and white clothes. Apparently, they were pretty proud of their color too.
 
   “Wait here,” the guard said after a while. “I will go and ask if he will see you.”
 
   “Sure,” Gardiff said.
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   Gardiff waited outside. He wasn’t allowed into the building yet. He waited and waited. Ah, finally. There he was.
 
   “You may enter,” the guard said.
 
   Gardiff went inside. The guard stayed outside. The building was highly decorated, but it gave him the shivers. There were paintings with zombies in it, dark arches and shapes that looked like claws, and a weird mirror with leaded glass on the top. Gardiff was almost wondering if it would be such a bad thing to have the village be destroyed with all that ugly art and architecture. But he cared about human life. He cared about the innocent being protected, and so he wanted to give these people a chance.
 
   When he came into the main room where the ruler was, the door behind him shut automatically.
 
   “Come in, come in,” the ruler said. “Put your sword on the floor, please. I would hate to have you arrested for threatening me.”
 
   Gardiff put his backpack and his weapon down and walk forward.
 
   “The guard told me you wanted to tell me something urgent. Speak up. I am listening.”
 
   “Well, I was at the other village, the black and white one, and people there were talking about raising an army to attack this town. They were saying that they wanted destroy this place.”
 
   “That must be an army of skeletons they were talking about,” the ruler said.
 
   “An army of what? Skeletons?”
 
   “Yes, of course.”
 
   “Is that why they have skeletons on their flags and shields?”
 
   “You’re a pretty smart cookie, aren’t you?”
 
   “I am sorry, sir. I am new to all of this. If they are raising an army of skeletons, then what are you going to do about it?”
 
   “Oh, it’s very simple. We will raise our own army. We have our own wizards and necromancers. But our army will consist of zombies. Zombies are a lot stronger; at least that is my opinion. So we just have to be ahead of them or strike back when they come at us.”
 
   “Y-you have wizards that can… uhm… raise the dead?” Gardiff stammered.
 
   “Yes. What’s it to you?”
 
   “Oh, uhm… nothing. I guess that you have it all covered then, don’t you?”
 
   “Of course. We will push them back and do the exact thing they were planning to do with us.” The ruler became a little angrier and clenched his fist. “We will let them know not to mess with us any longer. We will unleash the zombie army and take over every town in the country. Then it will be us, the most powerful people in these lands, that will rule. Everyone will submit to us or die. And this will be the beginning of a new era.”
 
   “Really. Th-that sounds great. Yes! Go zombie village!” Gardiff said a little sheepishly. He was already seeing the craziness of both towns, and he figured that it would be unwise to question this lunatic’s plans.
 
   “Thank you for notifying me,” the ruler said. “I will take it from here.”
 
   “You’re very welcome,” Gardiff said as he slowly left the room.
 
   When he came outside, he scratched his head. All kinds of things went through his head. Somehow, he had to stop this thing from happening, but what was he going to do?
 
   He walked outside the village walls in the direction of the black-and-white town. When he came to the middle, right in between the two towns, he found himself on a large, empty field. There were a few random bushes, but for the most part, there was only sand and rocks and some patches of grass. Seriously? Was this going to be the battlefield? Gardiff wondered what would happen if this clash of these two clans, these people, was going to be real, if it would just affect them or if it would spread across the world. The ruler of the green village said they would take over every country with their zombie army. If that would be the case, then this disaster had to be prevented somehow.
 
   As he kept thinking about it, he almost didn’t realize that there were too armies coming at him, both from a different direction. They were still far away, appearing only as little dots in the distance, but they were increasing in speed. When Gardiff turned both ways to take a look, it sunk in what was happening. It just became real. 
 
   The two armies had been summoned.
 
   At the head of each army stood a necromancer, a dark figure with a cape or mantle and a rod in their hands. They were holding up their rods and shouting at their armies, encouraging them to press forward and attack. Hundreds of zombies were coming from the right side, and an equal number of skeletons were approaching him from the left.
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   He turned left.
 
   He turned right.
 
   He was stuck in the middle. These two armies of the undead would soon engage in battle and crash at him. It was going to be a slaughter. Gardiff became extremely nervous. He was clueless and terrified.
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   But then he remembered that he had a sword to defend himself. He pulled the weapon out of its sheath and held it up. A powerful force with an intrinsic feeling went through his spine. There was something strange about this sword that he had injected into the TNT block earlier. He sensed it. It became stronger and stronger. It was as if it was loading up explosive energy.
 
   “Wraaaaaah!” he yelled, feeling the power and intensity of the sword.
 
   The armies were close now. They were clearly visible and immensely creepy to look upon. It would only be seconds until the necromancers and their rotting, decaying armies and undead corpses would plant their weapons in the innocent hero, as well as in each other.
 
   But then Gardiff felt a compelling force that made him crush the sword down and stab it into the ground.
 
   Kaboooooooooooooom!
 
   After thrusting it into the soil, an explosion emanated from the center of the sword, spreading in circles like a rapid wave to all the combatants and destroying every form of life around it. The perimeter expanded quickly and powerfully, causing the whole area between the two towns to explode. It was the most impressive, intense moment in their history. Smoked evaporated from the scene for a while, making it impossible to see what had just occurred.
 
   When the smoke was gone, Gardiff was still sitting on one knee, tightly holding onto the sword that he had stuck into the soil. He looked down, as if he had just experienced a severe shock. It was lifeless around him. There was no movement. When he finally came to his senses, he stood up, pulled out the sword, and look at the fields.
 
   All skeletons and zombies were dead. They were heaped up on various small piles, and so were the two necromancers. Some of their bodies were still burning while others were completely incinerated and left to ashes.
 
   “Wow,” Gardiff said softly.
 
   He didn’t expect this to happen. What a powerful sword!
 
   But then it all started to make sense. A feeling of pride and relief came over him when he realized that he had just saved all the nations from these undead armies, just like it said in the prophecy. He touched his face and felt the scar that was left from the fight with the robbers. It was amazing how all these events had come together.
 
   And now, there was only one thing left to do: Rescue his father, if he was still alive.
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   Gardiff stepped over all the corpses and went to the skeleton town. The guards were gone.
 
   Odd.
 
   He noticed, as he was walking through the streets, that everybody else was gone too. Where did they all go? The big crowd of villagers that he had seen earlier had completely disappeared.
 
   Gardiff kept walking and saw a bunch of eyes staring at him through the windows of the houses. Ah, so that’s where they all went. They were all hiding. They must have known about the upcoming fight and decided to stay in their homes. Such corrupted villagers! If they knew about it and didn’t do anything, then they probably approved. Ughh… what was he going to do with these incorrigible people? 
 
   He was sick of it. 
 
   He wanted answers.
 
   And since he was the only one who had the guts to be outside, he assumed the villagers were scared of him. At that point, it would be good to use that to his advantage. So he looked around and then tried to go inside one of the houses. When he noticed it was locked, Gardiff kicked in the door and stormed in, holding his sword in front of him. A shaking little family was hiding in the corner of the room.
 
   “Where do they hold the prisoners in this town?!” Gardiff yelled. “Tell me! Now!!!”
 
   “Uhm… they are underneath the town building, in the center,” the father said. “Please don’t hurt us. We didn’t summon the skeletons. The wizard did.”
 
   “I don’t care,” Gardiff said. “They are all dead. You can come out now. Your pathetic little army exploded in one move. Get a life and stop bothering the people in the other village.”
 
   With those words, he walked out and headed towards the town center. A similar scenario took place in that building, having the new warrior storm in, threaten a few guards and acquiring the keys to the cells in the basement.
 
   He left the terrified guards where they were and went down the stairs. It was a dark, humid place, a damp prison for those who opposed the views of this town.
 
   “Dad?!” Gardiff shouted.
 
   At first, he heard nothing, but then a small voice from a shady corner answered.
 
   “Is-is that you, son?”
 
   “Dad!” Gardiff said as he approached his cell. 
 
   His father was in tears. “I knew you would come,” he said. “It was destiny.”
 
   “Dad, let me get you out of here. We’re going home.”
 
   When he opened the cell door, his dad embraced him and held him for a little while. Then he followed him up the stairs and out of the building. Together, they watched several citizens carefully come out of their homes while leaving the village. On the way out, Gardiff gave his father something to eat before heading up towards the mountains.
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   “Why were you captured?” Gardiff asked his father.
 
   “I was onto them,” his father answered. “I knew what they were planning to do. I saw it in a vision, and I told people about it in town. But nobody believed me. They even started gossiping about me. I thought it would be important to know, but all they were saying, was that I was falsely making up doomsday ideas. But really, this is what I saw. At first, though, I didn’t realize it would be you who would save the day. But now that I see the scar on your face, it makes a lot of sense. Where did you get that scar?”
 
   “Oh, I got robbed, but I defended myself and survived. No big deal, you know?”
 
   His father laughed. “You talk about it as if it was nothing.”
 
   “Yeah, I was just kidding. It was intense, and I hope it will never happen again, because I almost lost my life. But dad, you still haven’t answered my question. How come they kidnapped you?”
 
   “Someone in town was related to one of those barbaric people in the skeleton town and told them about it. When they became aware of my visions, they simply barged in and took me away from your mother and you. It was one of the worst days of my life.”
 
   “I can imagine. It was the same for me. I just suddenly lost my dad and my mom didn’t want to talk about it.”
 
   “That will be one person who will be glad to see me,” his father said while staring in front of him.
 
   “I am sure she will,” Gardiff said. “What do you think will happen to those two towns in Mine Valley now?”
 
   “I don’t care,” his father said. “Let them fight over it. At least they won’t be threat to us, since their wizards are gone. They are gone aren’t they? And oh… that reminds me… could you explain what happened there? I still don’t understand. You mentioned something earlier about an explosion? How did you do that? I heard it from my cell the whole ground was shaking.”
 
   “It was the sword,” Gardiff said.
 
   “The sword?”
 
   “Yes. I thrust it into a TNT block and only moments later, it was filled with power. When the two armies were about to dash and slash into each other, I stabbed the sword into the ground and it caused a giant explosion.”
 
   “Wow. That’s impressive. I didn’t know you could do that.”
 
   “I didn’t know about it either, but apparently it works.”
 
   “Well, son, I am proud of you. And now that I think of it, I guess my prophecy wouldn’t have come true if I hadn’t written it down.”
 
   “You’re right. It only happened because I read it and decided to come to this valley. Your prophecy didn’t just predict it; it made sure it would happen.”
 
   “Strange.”
 
   They both laughed.
 
   “A self-fulfilling prophecy. Pretty strange indeed,” Gardiff said.
 
    
 
   THE END
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   In this Minecraft apocalypse story, you will find out what happened when a small group of young survivors combines forces and tries to fight off the hordes of zombies coming at them.
 
   Flashbacks of the pre-apocalypse era bring variety to the story, and the start of a new civilization is the goal of these heroic tough guys and girls. Read an action-packed diary about the struggles of some members of a former, destroyed society who are on their way to rebuild everything from the beginning, a new beginning… 
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[bookmark: _Entry_1__Desolation]Entry 1: Desolation
 
    
 
   Dear diary… 
 
   No, no, no… that’s not how I should start. I am a tough dude for crying out loud! Let’s start over, because it may be diary but that doesn’t mean I have to sound like a wimp. These are hard times, so let’s put it in a way that will get the adrenaline in your blood going.
 
   Look, we had just barely arrived at the stupid barn, but as soon as we got there, the zombies were already pounding at the doors. They just wouldn’t go away. A constant howling, gnashing of teeth, and wailing were heard. Their noises were renting the air, as it were, and the reeking odor of dead corpses entered our senses each day we fled.
 
   There were hundreds of them… THOUSANDS of them. I lost count of how many I already killed. Two of my friends were keepings score though. I think one of them already reached number 843 or something. It was a cool hobby if you ask me; something to keep them busy and help them focus on other things.
 
   Not me though. Such trivial activities didn’t occupy my mind. I was only obsessed with one thing: Finding civilization. I just knew there were others out there like us. Others who had survived the disaster and were now waiting for a rescue or were building up their society the way it used to be.
 
   But listen to me rambling about this or that. I am sure you get the picture. We were stuck in a barn, surrounded by zombies, thinking that we would be safe but finding out that quite the opposite was true. Let me introduce myself and my team to you.
 
   There were four of us:
 
   First there was me.
 
   My name is Mike. I am 23 years old. I had been fighting zombies for a whole year and it was almost as if I did nothing else in life. Of course I was just a student when the whole thing came crumbling down on us and panic arose, but that’s another story. Let me assure you that my favorite weapon was a golden sword. Don’t ask me how I found it. I just did; and besides, that too, is another story.
 
   Then there was Harvey. He was 19. He still had a hard time adjusting to the situation, and he showed off all the time because his hormones went up and down all day. The fact that there were two girls and two guys made him go a little crazy sometimes, and he definitely liked the brunette. Either way, they flirted back and forth all the time, which put me and the other girl in an awkward position. Harvey’s favorite sword was an iron axe. He got it from a barn just like this one, and he never parted with it since.
 
   The third member of our little made-up team was Samantha. She was only 18 years old and had just finished high school when the zombies attacked. Her brown hair and blue eyes made her a target for many flirtatious guys in school, and the fact that she had been a cheerleader all that time made it worse. All she ever talked about, was make up, hair, clothes, and nails. She wore short skirts and tight shirts all day, and I doubt that she ever got good grades in school, because I’ve seen her handwriting and spelling… Awful… Like I said, she flirted a lot with Harvey—the only guy in the vicinity that would show interest in her—but I often wondered if she was really into him or if she just liked the attention. By the way, she often used a stone shovel to defend herself. Sometimes I caught her throwing a bottle of perfume or nail polish remover in a zombie’s face. Ten points for creativity every time.
 
   The last one in our group was Lilly. In my eyes, she was a lot smarter than the brunette, and contrary to the popular opinion about her hair color, this blond was a bright, strong survivor. With her iron pickaxe, she would bust the heads of countless zombies and pull out her weapon within seconds each time as if she had been fighting all her life. It was always a pleasure to watch her from the corner of my eyes, especially when her hips swung one way and her arms the other… it was just amazing how she… well… anyway, I am daydreaming here. Lilly was 21 and she had a cute face, but she didn’t put a lot of effort into beautifying herself. She was in survival mode, and she just had a way to get things done quickly, working on solutions and quick ideas to get us to the next place.
 
   So there we were, discussing what to do and where to go. It was a dilemma, because we thought we had lost them, and now we had to move again.
 
   “How far is the village?” Lilly asked.
 
   “If I am correct, it should be about 10 minutes from here,” I said.
 
   “Let’s go then,” she said.
 
   “But how?” Harvey asked.
 
   “Through there,” she said, pointing to a crack in the back of the barn.
 
   “Do you think there are any zombies there?” Samantha asked.
 
   “I don’t know,” Lilly admitted. “But I hear sounds from all sides of the barn. All the doors are being smothered while it seems like that opening may actually help us sneak out. It’s our only chance.”
 
   We all agreed that it would be the best way to get out of there, so we rushed towards the crack. It was at the bottom, so we had to lie on our stomachs and crawl through it. Lilly was the first one. She lay flat on her stomach and started crawling through. We all waited and then we heard a whisper, “Guys, it’s safe. Just keep quiet and follow me.”
 
   I went second. I crawled through and safely made it outside. There I noticed Lilly hiding in the bushes and signaling with one hand to go to her. Harvey went after me and soon joined us in the bushes, away from the barn with zombies. Samantha was the last one to crawl through, but when she stuck her head through the crack, a zombie appeared and yelled in her face.
 
   “Wraaaaah!”
 
   Samantha quickly pulled back and screamed, “Eeeeeh!”
 
   “She didn’t make it,” I said, burying my face in my hand.
 
   “Well, don’t just stand there! Let’s go get her!” Lilly said.
 
   She rushed towards the barn and smashed the zombie in the head with her pickaxe. His screech alarmed the zombies on the other side, who came running at us within seconds. Lilly helped Samantha crawl through while the two of us were fending off a few zombies with our weapons.
 
   “Let’s go! Let’s go!” I shouted.
 
   We all ran as fast as we could. I noticed immediately who was out of shape and who wasn’t, because there I was, running and observing Lilly’s backside, who was way ahead of all of us, sprinting her lungs out and reaching the village long before we did. Impressive. What a woman!
 
   Samantha kept up with me, but it was sad to see that Harvey, the one who showed off so much, couldn’t really back up his mouth by running fast. He fell behind, though still ahead of the zombies, and I actually cracked a smile when I saw him panting heavily and arriving late.
 
   “Ugh… ooof… owowow…. Heeesh… hey, guys. What’s the hurry?” Harvey said. “It’s not like those zombies are the fastest on the planet or something.”
 
   “Sshhh…” Lilly said, “… there may be zombies in this town too. I say we head for the church tower. A lot of those towers have hatches that lock. If we can make it there, the zombies will eventually give up, or we can descend with this rope from my backpack and slide down via the roof.”
 
   “That sounds like an excellent idea,” I said.
 
   No sooner said than done, we tiptoed to the church and went inside.
 
   No zombies.
 
   Good.
 
   Our next move was to climb the stairs to the bell tower and hide there. We even found some food hidden in one of the rooms in that building. When we arrived, it was beginning to get dark. We closed the hatch and all fell asleep. It had been a long day.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_2__Where]Entry 2: Where It Started
 
    
 
   It was all a big accidents. At least, that’s what we heard. Not too far from one of the bigger villages in the Miner’s Country, there was an experimental lab. I didn’t think our scientific research had advanced this far yet, since we all lived under relatively primitive circumstances, but apparently, they knew how to create inexplicable substances.
 
   One of those substances was the Y412, a chemical green slush that was supposed to cure patients from certain diseases. Instead, it did the opposite. When they tested it on rats, it didn’t seem to do anything, so the biggest mistake they made, was assuming that it would be harmless for humans too.
 
   And then it happened.
 
   The man lying down on the bed was injected with the Y412.
 
   Immediately, he arose and attacked one of the scientists. The patient jumped at him and started choking him while the others were kicking and punching him, trying to prevent a murder. 
 
   But this made it worse.
 
   It stirred the aggression in the patient’s brain. He became even more wild and ferocious than before. His nails turned into claws and his teeth into fangs within seconds. As the drool from his mouth hit the floor, the newly-bred monster attacked the other scientists as well, biting and scratching every one of them.
 
   Before they knew it, they were all the same: It only took seconds before they turned into zombies themselves and began wrecking the place. They broke out and terrorized the village the scientific center was at.
 
   There was a soldier there, Ruben, a retired hero who heard of the outbreak. He didn’t hesitate and grabbed his silver sword. Then he stormed out of his house and opened his mouth in awe. Dozens of zombies were quickly running through the streets, breaking homes and biting victims along the way. He had never seen anything like this.
 
   “Let’s fight back!” Ruben yelled. “Fight back! We cannot let them take the village.”
 
   He banged his sword on the doors of those who were still unaware of the situation. The civilians slowly came out and looked at the ongoing chaos.
 
   “Get your weapons!” Ruben shouted. “Let’s kill these guys!”
 
   Some of the villagers grabbed pitchforks and shovels. Others armed their children and wives with hammers and knives, but most of them ran away in fear.
 
   “Come on!” Ruben shouted as he stabbed one of the zombies in the stomach. “We can win this!”
 
   He stabbed and yelled and slashed. He fought back with all his might, but the zombies were becoming too numerous; they were growing exponentially. They were dashing through windows and turning everyone in their way into zombies. Panic was everywhere.
 
   “We can beat these monsters!” Ruben kept shouting. “We can beat… ”
 
   THUD!
 
   Some zombie punch him in the face. It knocked him out and left him there, being stepped on by various zombies but allowing him to remain human. Who knows what happened after that… ?
 
   I heard it didn’t take long before the whole town turned into zombies and dead people. From there, the disease spread across the country. This was the beginning.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_3__The_5]Entry 3: The Note
 
    
 
   I woke up by the sound of snoring. Harvey was lying on his back and sounded like a saw cutting through a log. It wasn’t the best way to wake up, but I noticed the sun rose anyway, so it made sense to start looking around.
 
   Lilly was covered up with a blanket, and so was Samantha. They were so tired from the day before that they kept sleeping, despite the incoming rays from the sun.
 
   I just sat there for an hour. I was going to leave them there, because I knew they needed it. Besides, I enjoyed watching Lilly sleep. She was so pretty. I wondered if she even knew that I was so impressed by her. Probably not.
 
   Samantha woke up.
 
   “Whe-where am I?” she asked.
 
   “We’re in a church tower,” I answered. “We’re safe here. No zombies.”
 
   I guess the word “zombies” woke Lilly up, because she instantly rose from her sleeping position and reached for her weapon. “Zombies? Where?” she said.
 
   “Don’t worry,” I said. “We locked the hatch, remember?”
 
   “Oh yeah,” she said as she rubbed her eyes and yawned. “So what is the plan?”
 
   “We should look for any clues to find a colony of survivors,” I said. “There is only so much we can do by ourselves, but if we join others, we can withstand all the zombies.”
 
   “Well, how about waking up this sleepy head?” Lilly said, pointing at the snoring Harvey.
 
   “Sure,” I said. “Hey, Harvey, time to wake up.”
 
   No response.
 
   “Harvey!” I yelled. “Wake up! It’s time to wake up!”
 
   Nothing.
 
   “I can poke him with my pickaxe,” Lilly said.
 
   “Amateurs,” Samantha commented. “Let me show you how it’s done.”
 
   She leaned over and softly whispered something in his ear. It seemed to penetrate through his brain immediately, because his eyes opened and he stood up, looking at Samantha with big eyes.
 
   “What?” he asked.
 
   “Oh, nothing,” Samantha said.
 
   “What did you tell him?” Lilly and I inquired.
 
   “Don’t worry about it. Isn’t the most important thing that he is up?” she said.
 
   “I guess so,” I said.
 
   Harvey was trying to get his hair straight. “What now?” he asked.
 
   “Let’s go downstairs,” I suggested. “We’ll search the homes for any indication that people left and gathered somewhere. We can’t stay here for long. We need to find others.”
 
   After carefully opening the hatch, we went down the stairs and searched the church. Luckily, we didn’t have to look anywhere else, because on one of the benches, there was a note that read, “Meet us at Utopia. Turn left at the Creeper Rock.”
 
   When I picked it up, we all stared at it for a while.
 
   “Dude, that’s awesome,” Harvey said.
 
   “Where is Creeper Rock?” Samantha asked.
 
   “It’s on the other side of the country,” Lilly said a little disappointed. “It’s not that awesome. All we have, is a note and some vague directions. And it’s far. It will take at least a few days to walk there, if I’m not mistaken.”
 
   “But it’s a chance,” I said. “Before this, we had nothing. Now we have a goal.”
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_4__Journey]Entry 4: Journey across the Land
 
    
 
   We took the note and looked for other supplies. None of the zombies in the area were alarmed by our sneaking around the village. Fortunately, they were all gone or hiding from the light.
 
   Something that I had been seeing before, was that the zombies seldom came out during the day. They were immune to light and sometimes they did appear in the daytime, but most of them hated the light. They stayed in the shadows until the sun would set.
 
   This would give us some time to load up on stuff. So we did. We found food, water, and blankets; and we packed everything that was useful.
 
   Then we left town.
 
   On our way to the supposed colony that we hoped would exist.
 
   The plains were dangerous. If there would be any zombies there, they would have seen us by that time, but there weren’t. I was just hoping none of them would be smart enough to take a peek there.
 
   And since there was nothing else to do, Harvey got into bragging mode, like always.
 
   “You know, Samantha,” he said. “It’s good we came back for you or you would have been bitten and turned into a zombie.”
 
   “Yeah, that would have been awful,” Samantha admitted. “Thank you for rescuing me.”
 
   “Of course, if you had gone first, then one of us would have been in danger. It was just a coincidence,” Lilly said.
 
   “Still,” Samantha said. “Harvey was brave to come back.”
 
   “No, he wasn’t,” I said. “He just came back because Lilly told us to go back.”
 
   “But I would have gone anyway, whether she said it or not,” Harvey insisted.
 
   “Sure,” I said. “I still think you should be thanking Lilly instead of Harvey, Samantha.”
 
   After that, it was silent. We all sensed it. Samantha was just looking for a reason to flirt with Harvey and Harvey was just bragging again, even though he was the last to arrive in the village because of his slow pace.
 
   Lilly and I exchanged looks. It was kind of like teaming up against the weirdos in the group or something. By having two people to make fun of, it was as if we connected better. We both smiled and shook our heads.
 
   “So where did you get that golden blade?” Lilly asked.
 
   “Well, let me tell you,” I started.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_5__Survival]Entry 5: Survival Stories
 
    
 
   This is the story of how I found the golden sword. The simple truth is, I had been looking for a weapon for days after the outbreak. My parents tried to defend me, telling me to hide in the basement when the zombies attacked. When the noises had disappeared, I came out of my hiding place and discovered an empty house. After all that time, I still didn’t know what had happened to them. Perhaps they had turned into zombies, or perhaps they had just died. Nevertheless, I still had a vague hope of finding them in the colony, which was why I was so motivated to find it.
 
   I really hoped my parents were still alive somewhere.
 
   Anyway, I climbed out of that basement and found the entire village to be empty. I knew there were zombies lurking beneath the corners of the homes, so I hurried to a nearby castle.
 
   The castle was owned by some rich lord who had settled in this village, and some of the townspeople had worked at this place to make a living. I knew that if I wanted to find a valuable weapon somewhere, it was going to be in that building.
 
   When I came there, corpses were all over the floor. It was terrible. The sight of it was horrifying. And I think I even got a little nauseous when I saw them. I stepped over them and entered the castle. The bridge was wide open, and so was the gate. I looked around and tried to determine where the best place would be to find a weapon to defend myself. 
 
   I went downstairs and looked some more until I found the armory. Racks with axes, spears, and bows were leaning against the walls, making my dream come true.
 
   “Oooh, nice,” I said when I picked up an axe with ornaments and a shiny surface. I put it down and looked for the perfect weapon to wield. I was going to be very picky, because I knew I couldn’t take all of them with me.
 
   But then I heard something. The door opened up and a creepy zombie stood in front of me. It was the first time I had seen a zombie. It was a terrifying experience. I have to admit that I wasn’t entirely prepared for this. It was a female, and the flesh on her face and arms was hanging loose. It was super gross and it was the least attractive image of a woman I would ever see. And now it was out to kill me. She came right at me.
 
   “Creeaaaah!” she screamed, holding her arms and claws in my direction.
 
   She knocked me over.
 
   I fell backwards.
 
   The female zombie was on top of me, trying to bite me, but then I managed to get my feet up and push her in the stomach, away from me, so that she would fall backwards. Before I could blink my eyes, I saw a blade from the armory impale her. She had fallen onto it and had now become a dead zombie, if that isn’t a paradox.
 
   I stood up and brushed off the dust from my body. Then I looked at the weapon that had killed my assailant.
 
   It was a golden sword.
 
   It was beautiful.
 
   I didn’t know why I hadn’t noticed this blade earlier, but now that I had, I fell in love with it. It would become my main weapon, especially since it had accidentally saved my life. I put the sheath on my back and looked like a real warrior. I practiced pulling it out and putting it back in for a few minutes and went outside.
 
   And then I saw her… the complete opposite from the monstrous beast I had just destroyed.
 
   The elegant girl standing in front of me was the ultimate beauty. Her long, blonde hair was waving in the wind and she was leaning on one hip with a pickaxe in her hand, dripping with blood. She looked at me, and I knew at that moment that the extreme ugliness I had witnessed in the castle was hell before heaven. Wow! Could there be any creature on the face of the planet who looked more gorgeous than this girl?
 
   “My name is Lilly,” she calmly said. “Nice sword. Where did you get it?”
 
   “At the armory,” I said. “There are more weapons if you want any.”
 
   “I’m good,” she said. “Thanks though. I have just become pretty good with this pickaxe, and I am starting to like it.”
 
   She looked down at a zombie that was trying to get up, moaning heavily.
 
   “I told you to stay down and die!” she yelled as she thrust her pickaxe in the zombie’s neck.
 
   After that, he made no more noises. I was surprised. For a girl this cute she certainly had experience when it came to killing zombies.
 
   “You’re pretty brutal,” I said laughingly.
 
   “Yeah? Well, I’ve been doing it for a while. In case you haven’t noticed, they are everywhere.”
 
   “I have actually, but I just made my first kill.”
 
   She laughed a little. I wasn’t certain if she was being sarcastic or friendly, but it was kind of funny. “Congratulations,” she said. “Get ready to kill more of them. There is no shortage of these disgusting monsters.”
 
   “Sounds about right,” I said. “By the way, where are you going? If you want, we could travel together.”
 
   “Sure,” she said. “But you better not get in my way. And if you turn into a zombie, I won’t hesitate to chop your head off. Nothing personal.”
 
   “Oh, I understand. Well, I am trying to find a colony of survivors.”
 
   “Good idea,” she said. “You never know if somebody else might be out there.”
 
   And that’s the moment the other two showed up.
 
   “Oh my, did you just kill those zombies?” Samantha asked when she walked towards us.
 
   “Some of them, yes,” was Lilly’s answer.
 
   “Are-are you guys warriors?” Samantha asked.
 
   “I’ve been training a lot since the outbreak,” Lilly said. “But he just got his first kill.”
 
   “Nice,” Harvey said. “I started killing some yesterday. It’s a thrill, and I don’t even feel guilty about it.”
 
   “I don’t want to kill,” Samantha said. “Why is this happening?”
 
   “Well, honey, you’ll have to, whether you like or not,” Lilly said. “If you don’t kill them, they will kill you. It’s as simple as that. Here, take a shovel. Then you’ll at least be able to take them out when they run at you.”
 
   Reluctantly, Samantha accepted the weapon Lilly handed her. Harvey stood next to her and put his arm around her shoulder. “Don’t worry, girl. I will take care of you. I have an axe and it’s angry.”
 
   From that moment on, I already knew our whole trip was going to be like this. And that’s pretty much how we met each other.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_6__Unsafe]Entry 6: Unsafe
 
    
 
   Back to the plains. We were walking and walking… it took forever. We hid under a giant rock, taking turns standing guard at night. And we did the same thing the next day and the next day. We had enough water to get through these empty landscapes, but in the end, we had to be frugal, because our resources were running out.
 
   Eventually, we saw something though: The silhouette of a village.
 
   “Good,” I said. “Finally. Maybe we can fill up on water and food there.”
 
   “I’m tired. I long for a bed,” Samantha said.
 
   I could tell that Harvey was exhausted too by the way he was walking, but he tried to look tough and walk up straight in order to impress Samantha. Still, he was slouching a little. It was funny.
 
   When we came to the village, it was awfully quiet.
 
   “I don’t like it,” Lilly said. “Something’s wrong.”
 
   “It’s not that weird for it to be quiet,” I said. “We’ve been to many deserted villages. How is this one any different?”
 
   “I don’t know. It’s a hunch. Call it female intuition if you will, but there is something fishy going on here. Just be prepared for anything.”
 
   “I don’t feel anything,” Samantha said.
 
   We didn’t comment on that. We let it go and got our weapons ready. When we looked up, we saw it.
 
   Zombies were all gathered on the rooftops, lying in wait to attack us. They were everywhere… hundreds of them, and they all climbed up on the houses to ambush us. When they noticed that we saw them, they all jumped off immediately.
 
   “It’s raining zombies!” I yelled.
 
   “Let’s get out of here!” Harvey shouted.
 
   “To the other side of the village. Hurry!” Lilly said.
 
   We ran and ran, and evaded zombies that were falling out of the sky. Some of them hit us a little, making us deviate from our straight course, but most of them missed.
 
   “Ouch!” I said when a zombie scratched me with its claws.
 
   “Take that!” Lilly said, cutting him open like a fish.
 
   “Thanks,” I said.
 
   “Don’t mention it. Now, let’s keep going!”
 
   We kept running. I saw Samantha and Harvey kill a few zombies behind us, and Lilly was leading the way, trying to guide us through to escape this evil snare.
 
   “In there!” she shouted. She pointed to an airtight home with no windows and a steel door. We followed her inside and held the door shut. “Check if there is any way to get in upstairs,” she commanded. We went upstairs, but everything was sealed, as if someone was trying to be a hermit or something.
 
   “Nice house,” I said. “I wouldn’t want to live here though.”
 
   The others agreed.
 
   We could hear the eerie sounds made by the zombies outside the door. We put a beam halfway the door, just to lock it more tightly. We heard the zombies scratch and bite, but none of them could come in.
 
   “How long are we going to be here?” Samantha asked.
 
   “Until they leave,” I said. “And seeing how eager they are to get to us, that could be a looooong time.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_7__Newness]Entry 7: Newness
 
    
 
   We sat there for hours, thinking of ways to get out of the house unnoticed to bypass the zombie horde. But we couldn’t find a way. Even Lilly sat down and rested her arms on the pickaxe. She sighed. It was hopeless, and she knew it as well as everyone else.
 
   We just stared in front of us, not saying a word. This went on for a while.
 
   Then suddenly, when it started to become dark outside, we heard another noise.
 
   “Blasted zombies! You won’t get away from me so easily!”
 
   It was a harsh voice. It had to be a man. But we didn’t know who. All we knew, was that when we took a quick peek, we saw zombies being thrown up in the air and blood squirting all over the place.
 
   “Let’s help him out,” Lilly suggested.
 
   We all stood up and began fighting the zombies. When we slashed through a few of those monstrous creatures, we saw a guy with a sword.
 
   “The name’s Ruben,” he said. “Those evil scoundrels thought they had me, but I pretended to be dead and got my revenge. Now, let’s get out of here, before their little friends will jump off the roofs again.”
 
   It was obvious that not all zombies had been hanging around the front door, and that some of them had left. This gave us the opportunity to run out of town.
 
   “Do we know where we are going?” I asked.
 
   “I have a pretty good idea,” Ruben said. “Follow me!”
 
   He sprinted towards the other side of the village and showed us the rock in front of us.
 
   It was Creeper Rock!
 
   Ha!
 
   It looked exactly like a creeper. Weird.
 
   “We have to turn left,” Lilly said. “That’s where they said the colony would be.”
 
   “Well, how do you know it’s on the left side? I see a path leading to the other side,” the retired soldier said.
 
   “We found a piece of paper that said they would be there,” Lilly insisted. “So we have to go left.”
 
   “But what if they meant a left turn coming from the other side?” I asked.
 
   She scratched her head. I guessed she hadn’t thought of that before. She looked to the left. There was a vast, empty desert with more rocks in sight. Then she looked to the right. Trees had popped out of the ground, there was a little creek, and a path leading through the trees to an even greener area.
 
   “I have decided we should go right instead,” she said sheepishly.
 
   “Good decision,” we all agreed.
 
   We went left and looked back occasionally. The zombies were still after us. How were we going to survive this? Sooner or later, they would catch up.
 
   But suddenly, we saw little houses made out of wood. Villagers from the houses ran towards us and protected us.
 
   “Are you okay?” one of them asked.
 
   “We are fine, but the zombies are chasing us,” I said.
 
   When he looked, he ordered all capable men to get their weapons and march forward. I watched in awe as an army of villagers took their rakes, pitchforks, shovels, machetes, swords, and axes, and beat those pathetic zombies down. Our enemies didn’t stand a chance against these strong men. It was only a matter of minutes before the last zombie was slashed by a brave man from the village.
 
   “It’s good to have you here,” one of them said as they came back.
 
   But I didn’t pay much attention. I saw some familiar faces. Could it be true? No. Impossible. After all that hoping and fighting and running…
 
   “M-mom?” I said.
 
   One of the villagers turned around.
 
   It was mom!
 
   “Mom!” I exclaimed.
 
   “Mike!” she said as she embraced me.
 
   Shortly after, my dad came towards us.
 
   “I am proud of you, boy. You have grown up a lot, and I don’t just mean physically. I can tell.”
 
   “Thanks dad,” I said.
 
   Samantha and Harvey had already disappeared. Maybe they found some other villagers they knew, or maybe they just ran off to kiss or something. I didn’t want to know. I figured I would see them later.
 
   But Lilly was still there. She looked a little jealous when she saw me hugging my parents. She was quiet. I had never seen her this shy before.
 
   “Mom, dad,” I said. “Meet Lilly. She is my friend and she saved my life.”
 
   “So great to meet you,” my parents said. “And thank you for all you’ve done.”
 
   “Oh, it was nothing,” she said.
 
   “Can we take her in until she finds her family?” I asked.
 
   “Sure,” my dad said. “If she wants to. Is that what you want, Lilly? Or do you have some better place to go?”
 
   “No, I don’t,” she said. “Thank you for your hospitality. I would love to stay.”
 
   It was like a dream come true. The most beautiful girl in my house. Could you imagine?
 
   “Thanks, dad,” I said.
 
   “No,” Lilly said quietly. “Thank you, Mike.”
 
   With those words, she kissed me on the cheek. I melted away.
 
    
 
   THE END
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Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
   I take reviews seriously and always look at them. This way, you are helping me provide you better content that you will LOVE in the future. A review doesn’t have to be long, just one or two sentences and a number of stars you find appropriate (hopefully 5 of course). 
 
   Also, if I think your review is useful, I will mark it as “helpful.” This will help you become more known on Amazon as a decent reviewer, and will ensure that more authors will contact you with free e-books in the future. This is how we can help each other.
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[image: C:\Users\Vincent\Documents\Amazon ebooks\Minecraft first 50\46-Minecraft-Prince.jpg]
 
    
 
   
[bookmark: MinecraftPrince]Minecraft Prince
A Minecraft Prince Diary
 
   
By Billy Miner
 
    
 
   Copyright @2015
 
   All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any means without permission in writing from the publisher, Billy Miner.
 
   This book is or will also be available in audio form. I have hired professional narrators who do voices and make the story come alive.
 
   Do you want a free audiobook? Contact me at billyminer2@yahoo.com. I will send you a promo code so you can get the Audible version for FREE. Don’t wait too long, because I only have a limited amount of audible codes.
 
    
 
   Social Media:
 
   Pinterest Board: https://www.pinterest.com/vinnie1982/minecraft-books-by-billy-miner/
 
   Facebook Page: https://www.facebook.com/Minecraft-Books-875443765906131/
 
   Email: billyminer2@yahoo.com
 
    
 
   If you like my book, please leave a positive review on Amazon. I would appreciate it a lot. Thanks! This is the link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
    
 
   Contents:
 
    
 
   Introduction
 
   Entry 1: Royal Obligations
 
   Entry 2: Freedom
 
   Entry 3: Fighting for Fairness
 
   Entry 4: More than Friendship
 
   Entry 5: Changes
 
   Entry 6: Fight
 
   Entry 7: Princesses
 
   
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Introduction_44]Introduction
 
    
 
   Do you know what it’s like to be a prince? Alfred does, but he doesn’t like it for one bit. All those responsibilities and tasks, all those codes of conduct and manners… he decides to sneak out and experience life on the streets.
 
   But when he does, he meets a very special person, one who changes his life completely. Destined to fight an evil villain and rescue a girl, he sets forth on a political adventure that will alter the course of history and break through the traditions of the times.
 
   Read about the courageous Alfred, a prince who sees the value in others and shows the whole country how to be a true, noble human being.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_1__Royal]Entry 1: Royal Obligations
 
    
 
   7:00 a.m.: Get up and take a shower by throwing a bucket of water over my head, while all the royal servants stand ready to hand me towels and the clothes I am supposed to where that day.
 
   7:30 a.m.: I finally get that awkward moment over with and head to the study room, where I learn about Latin, a dead language, or the takeover of the villagers in Minersfield, a long-forgotten civilization.
 
   8:30 a.m.: More history and languages. I swear, if I study more dead languages, I might join the zombies in the graves sometimes and start communicating with them.
 
   9:30 a.m.: Breakfast, the much needed substances that keep my brain on track and give me the energy I need to pump more information in my head. I always hope for Elenor, the cook, because the other one is terrible at cooking. It’s a 50 percent change each day. Am I going to eat something disgusting or delicious?
 
   10:00 a.m.: Etiquette training. Sitting up straight, posture, speaking manners, working on my accent, and stirring a tea cup in the correct direction. That sort of stuff. Ughh…
 
   11:00 a.m.: Sign papers concerning this or that. My servants read them to me, and most of them have to interpret the complicated words they use on those documents in a way that it actually makes sense to me. If I feel like it, I can put my signature at the bottom and approve.
 
   12:00 p.m.: Discussions about the kingdom, mostly one-way conversations, meaning that I have to listen to my dad babbling on about the affairs of the kingdom. Sounds like a real party, doesn’t it?
 
   12:45 p.m.: Recite everything I learned that morning, so that they can check up on me and see if I am actually making progress or bribing the teachers.
 
   1:00 p.m.: Lunch, usually a lot smaller than breakfast. Again, I always hope for Elenor, the better of the two cooks.
 
   1:30 p.m.: Geography and science research.
 
   2:30 p.m.: Math, which I am actually kind of good at, but I still think it’s one of the most boring subjects in the world. Besides, the teacher has bad breath and he is hard to understand. And did I mention he is really ugly?
 
   3:30 p.m.: More math. Sometimes it seems like it never stops.
 
   4:30 p.m.: Art class or music studies. It depends on the day. When I played the violin, it sounded like someone grabbed a bunch of cat tails on a rocking chair, so they switched me to the trumpet. Art is awesome. It’s my one moment every two days that I can relaxed and apply my skills. The teacher says that I am a terrific painter, which motivates me even more.
 
   5:15 p.m.: Is art or music class already over? Oh man! I was just getting into it. Now I have to put my face into these dusty books again.
 
   6:00 p.m.: Dinner, and hopefully by the right cook.
 
   7:00 p.m.: A long list of royal duties I have to memorize. Every day, I have to recite them and practice them in front of my parents. I believe there are at least 1000 of them. Maybe more. And I always forget number 549, the one about being an obedient, loyal member of the king’s house. By the way, I always frown upon number 308, which says I have to marry a princess of a royal lineage from another country. Believe me, I want to get married, but this rule makes my choices a little limited, doesn’t it?
 
   9:00 p.m.: As you can imagine, we always have to take two hours for all these royal duties, so only at 9 o’ clock, I can finally do something fun, like sword training or something. My instructor is awesome. He knows every move and he teaches me new fighting tricks each day.
 
   10:00 p.m.: After the workout, I take another shower, just as awkward as the one in the morning.
 
   10:20 p.m.: I am expected to report to my dad. He goes over what I did that day. After that, I can do what I want, but that’s only for about 10 minutes or so. When I have to go to bed, my brain is fried. And when I sleep, I am sure that more than half of what I learned that day will be forgotten the next day.
 
    
 
   So there you have it. This is my schedule. My name is Prince Alfred. My parents are the king and queen, and I am an only child in a huge palace. Trust me, the environment is great. The palace is beautiful. But each day, I am wondering what this is all good for. As you may have noticed, the best times are when I have art class or fight training. I don’t care for a lot of other things I do.
 
   The routine is killing me. I want variety, some adventure, something new… And tomorrow I am going to figure out a way to get what I want.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_2__Freedom]Entry 2: Freedom
 
    
 
   Okay, so maybe I am not proud of myself, but I need a break, don’t I? So yes, I am sneaking out. It’s 5:30 a.m. So early! But I just knew I wanted it. I have been sitting in this palace long enough, studying books and reciting boring rules. I deserve it. Besides, my grades were excellent, so why would anyone complain?
 
   I get out of my bed and put on some clothes; not the colorful ones trimmed with gold. No, no, no… I am putting on some rags I found in one of the servants’ rooms. They always dress up when they’re here, but I don’t think they wear these fancy things outside the palace walls, so I snatched one of their outfits away and hid it in my bedroom until today.
 
   I look in the mirror and chuckle. Ha! I look as poor as a beggar on the street. Nice! Exactly what I was aiming for. I look to the corner of my room. 
 
   There is a cloak on a chair. I don’t know what it’s good for, but my dad put it there some time ago and never explained to me why. Oh well… leave it. I am on my way out.
 
   I grab some golden coins just in case and put them in my pocket. Then I put on a hat that will cover my face and slowly turn the key in my bedroom door. I look around and see nobody. Perhaps a few cooks or other servants are up already, but if I stay quiet, I won’t have any problem getting out of the palace.
 
   Oh, wait. The guards at the front gate. Whoops. I haven’t thought of those yet. How am I going to get past them? Mmm… well, maybe I’ll figure it out when I get there.
 
   I tiptoe through the hallways and exit the humongous palace through a small side door. I can tell why this door hasn’t been used much: The wood is rotting a little bit and it squeaks. When I step outside, there isn’t even a path to it… just bushes I have to hack my way through with a rod I found. 
 
   Then I get to the fence.
 
   Fifteen feet high.
 
   Yowch.
 
   The spikes at the top aren’t looking very inviting, but I decide to climb up anyway. The first fourteen feet or so are actually really easy, but then the spikes…
 
   I hesitate.
 
   What if the sp…
 
   Oh who cares? Let’s just do it!
 
   I climb over the spikes and hear a ripping sound. My pants and shirt ripped a little, but luckily not in the most embarrassing places. I jump down and run away through the trees surrounding the palace fence.
 
   FREEEE!!!
 
   Then I get to the city. I am amazed at what I see.
 
   “Coming through, coming through,” a man says, pushing me aside and holding a big cart with oranges and apples.
 
   “What do you mean? I just bought a permit! I have the right to set up my booth here!” I hear another man yell at some citizen across from him.
 
   “And then I told him that if he wanted me to look perfect, he should consider shaving for once,” I hear a woman tell another woman as they are walking past me.
 
   Ha! This is great! I actually get to see how it is outside the palace walls. Life is so different here. I have been longing for this for a while now, and I finally did it. Cheerfully, I walk past the marketplace and the commoners, observing the early morning hustle and bustle of the city. Dogs are barking, women are chatting, vendors are shouting and promoting their products, children are running around, and senior citizens are calmly sitting on benches and staring in front of them. This is city life, and I love it!
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_3__Fighting]Entry 3: Fighting for Fairness
 
    
 
   I look to the left and to the right. It’s so wonderful to finally get to see all the things they’re selling, the people who are talking and interacting with each other, and to just observe the somewhat impoverished homes in the background. As I keep walking, a lot of things go through my mind. There is so much to see that my brains cannot catch up with my eyes.
 
   And there she is… wow!
 
   Oh, I haven’t met her yet… not in this lifetime at least. But something is telling me that I have already known her for a long time. The moment I see her, I am not sure if that’s just because I just find her so attractive or that there really is a part of me that recognizes her face. But whatever the reason is, I can’t keep my eyes off her.
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   She has red hair, more like orange actually, and when I stare at her I realize I wasn’t always interested in girls with red hair, not in the ones I met at least. But this one… I don’t even know how to describe her. She doesn’t just move when she walks; she strides, taking big, elegant steps wherever she goes. Her hair reaches down to her lower back and her eyes… those green eyes… they sparkle in the sunlight, reflecting the innocence of her inner soul. She is slightly shorter than I am, and the brown, tattered dress and white top she wears don’t do her figure justice. Her face is more precious than the purest gold I have seen in the palace.
 
   “Hey, watch where you’re going, punk,” a guy tells me as he bumps into me.
 
   My first reaction is to say, “How dare you talk to me that way? I am the prince.” But then I realize that this would blow my cover; and that is the last thing I want to happen.
 
   “Sorry,” I say.
 
   “Yeah, you better be. People like you shouldn’t even be here. You drag down the whole economy.”
 
   “People like me? What do you mean?”
 
   “Beggars, scallywags, the poor leeches of society. You are giving this city a bad name.”
 
   Now I really feel like taking off my disguise and showing him who I am, but I am much more interested in what he has to say. He goes on for another minute, telling me that he works hard for his money, and that the poor people on the street are taking advantage of the generosity of some. He says it’s because that the beggars tell him there aren’t enough jobs, but then reassures me that if I would look hard enough, I may be able to find something.
 
   I thank him for the tip and turn my head towards the direction of the beautiful girl I saw.
 
   Hey, where did she go?
 
   I have to find her! She’s got to be somewhere around here. I walk to the spot where I saw her and take another look around. Aha! There she is. She is at some house, knocking on the door.
 
   Some might say it’s a little creepy I am stalking this pretty, young female, but I just want to get to know her and actually make some eye contact. At first, I observe her from a distance. The door she knocked on opens up. A fat woman comes out and says, “What do you want?”
 
   “I am here to pick up my payment,” the girl says.
 
   “Don’t be ridiculous,” the fat woman says. “You did an awful job this week. You’re not getting a dime.”
 
   “But I worked for hours every day. The place is clean. I saw it with my own eyes.”
 
   “Are you calling me a liar?”
 
   “N-no,” the girl stammers.
 
   “Look, you little tramp. I saw dust on the floor, filth in the chimney, and specks in the kitchen. If I would pay for that, I might as well do it myself. Now get out of here before I get the palace guards.”
 
   The fat woman slams the door and the poor girl sits down on the sidewalk. I watch for a few seconds as I see her bury her face in her hands and shed a few tears. 
 
   This was awful!
 
   It sounds like this girl worked all week cleaning this woman’s house and doesn’t get paid because of a few specks of dust.
 
   I get a little nervous. What should I do? Go over and put my arm around her? That would be weird… no, that wouldn’t do anything. Or should I wait until she is done crying? You can tell I don’t have a lot of experience with these situations. It’s something you don’t learn in the big history books, and not even in the sophisticated psychology classes I am taking.
 
   I take courage and approach the girl. When I stand next to her, I just say, “Ahum.”
 
   She looks up and waits for more words.
 
   “I saw what just happened. It doesn’t seem fair to me,” I said.
 
   She just stares, not knowing what to say.
 
   “Anyway, I think it’s stupid, and I want to compliment you for the work you did.”
 
   “Thank you,” she says quietly.
 
   “Well, uhm…” and then I get stuck. I have no clue what else I should say. And then I just blurt it out. 
 
   “I love your eyes,” I say.
 
   Oops. That sounded dumb and completely out of context. Is she going to slap me in the face? Is she going to walk away or look at me in a weird way?
 
   “Thank you,” she says.
 
   Oof! That was close. She is sweet. I already thought so when I saw her, but now it just got confirmed again. She noticed I am having a hard time with keeping the conversation going, so she decides to stand up and say something herself.
 
   “It’s okay now,” she says, as she wipes away her tears. “It’s not the first time this has happened. I’m already over it. I have three cleaning jobs, and this woman is the worst one. She doesn’t always pay because she claims it’s still filthy. But I have seen her husband and friends come over and get it dirty again, and then they say it’s my fault.”
 
   “That’s not fair at all,” I say. “I’ll go over there and show that lady how to justly deal with her employees.”
 
   “No, don’t do that,” she says. “You’ll just make her angry, and then she won’t let me come at all. It’s all right. Let’s just go into town. By the way, my name is Ivona. What is yours?”
 
   “Alfred,” I say, after which I suddenly cover my mouth, hoping that I didn’t say anything stupid.
 
   “Oh, that’s nice,” she says. “Just like the prince.”
 
   “Yeah, just like the prince,” I say, covering my face a little more by pulling my hat down. “Do you know him?”
 
   “Of course not,” she says. “I’ve never seen him. I just heard about him. I mean, doesn’t everybody at least know the names of the royal family?”
 
   “I guess so. But hey, tell me something more about yourself.”
 
   “Haha!” she says laughingly. “What else is there to tell? I have two little brothers and one younger sister. My parents live on the outskirts of town and I clean for a living. I don’t have much time left after that. I told you I have three cleaning jobs. It’s pretty time-consuming.”
 
   “So I assume you’re making a lot of money with those, right?”
 
   “Are you kidding? Those jobs don’t pay diddly-squat. I barely get by, and whatever is left, I pay to my parents to feed my siblings.”
 
   “That sounds very noble of you,” I say.
 
   “My conscious is clear,” she says. “I do what I can, but if I ever find a better alternative, I would certainly go for it.”
 
   “I see. That makes sense.”
 
   And then Ivona asks something I was afraid of.
 
   “How about you? What do you do for a living? It’s not like you’re radiating a high status either.”
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_4__More]Entry 4: More than Friendship
 
    
 
   This is the moment I dreaded. I don’t want to lie to Ivona but I don’t think it’s wise at this moment to reveal my identity. If she finds out I am the prince, she will look at me in an entirely different way. I like this girl, and I don’t want to blow it. I’ve heard of so many women falling for men because they are after their money. And even though this sincere, candid young woman only sends signals of purity and innocence, I don’t even want to take the risk.
 
   “Me?” I say sheepishly.
 
   “Yes, you. Who else? What do you do to get by?”
 
   “I… uhm… I do a little bit of everything.”
 
   “Like what?”
 
   “Well, uhm… combat training and music.”
 
   “Seriously? That sounds so awesome! Do you play on the streets and have people toss money in your hat or something?”
 
   “Uhm… you’re getting close.”
 
   “And what’s the combat training for? Are you trying to become a guard at the royal palace?”
 
   I am trying my hardest not to lie without revealing anything, so the best thing I can think of is, “I am trying to get to the palace someday. That’s for sure. There are lots of guards there.”
 
   “Sounds intense,” Ivona admits. “Can you show me some fighting moves?”
 
   “Sure,” I say. And we start practicing. I show her some sword defense moves, some locks, and a few standard sparring techniques. I am surprised how fast she is picking it up. It looks like she has a knack for it. 
 
   After some fun training and a great conversation on a bench, she thanks me and comes a little closer. I have to admit that the back alleys in the slums aren’t the most romantic place to have a moment together, but when I see her beautiful face, it’s like all the walls around me, and the rags hanging on the balconies, turn into one big, pink flowerbed.
 
   “So what’s your secret, Alfred?” she asks. “Are you as noble and intelligent as they say the real prince is?”
 
   “S-secret? Who says I have a secret?”
 
   “Well, you don’t have to tell me everything, but I’ve noticed you have been beating around the bush a little. It’s strange. I’ve never seen you in this area of the city before, and still you act like you’ve lived here all your life. You’re a really nice guy, but you’re too handsome to be nice. You seem confident, but you’re as poor as a rat. I was too focused on the loss of money I experienced, but when I looked up, it was like I already knew you. Does that sound weird? Something is a little off, but I can’t put my finger on it.”
 
   “It doesn’t sound weird at all,” I say. “And you’re right. I haven’t told you everything yet, but I will. Is that okay?”
 
   She gets really close. I see her lips coming at me to kiss me. Before she does, she softly says, “It’s totally fine with me.”
 
   After a few seconds in heaven, she lets go of my head and looks at me, deep into my eyes. At that moment, I know I will never want anyone else in my life. Too bad the moment doesn’t last that one, because suddenly, she turns the other way and says, “I’m sorry, but I have to go to my next cleaning job. I will see you later. Please keep hanging out here. I come here almost every day. We’ll definitely meet again, right?”
 
   “Oh, uhm… Ivona…”
 
   “Yes?” she says with a smile, turning her head and waving her long hair in the wind.
 
   “Please accept this small gift. I have to go to, but yesterday, I made some extra money. I want you to have it, just so your family can have a little more.”
 
   I hand her the golden coins in my pocket. Her mouth falls wide open. Then she says, “I knew there was something else about you. Are you pretending to be poor or something? You know what… never mind. I will gladly accept these and you can tell me later. Thank you so much!”
 
   I get another kiss, this time on the cheek. She takes the coins and happily runs off into another alley.
 
   Address… why didn’t I get an address? Oh well, she says she hangs out here a lot, so maybe I will still be able to find her.
 
   I almost jump for joy and hurry back to the palace, impatient to tell my parents about Ivona.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_5__Changes]Entry 5: Changes
 
    
 
   I run the palace gates and notice the guards are gone. What is that supposed to mean? They never get rid of their guards here. Something isn’t right. I just know it. So I keep running and open the palace doors.
 
   Still nobody there.
 
   It’s strange.
 
   I head to the main palace hall, which is behind the first hall you see when entering the palace.
 
   Aha! Everybody is here. But what are they doing?
 
   “Welcome, Prince Alfred,” a dark figure says while turning around. “I knew you would come sooner or later.”
 
   My mother and father are tied up with a rope, and so are the guards. They are all sitting on the cold floor, some of them knocked out and others just staring in the distance.
 
   “What is going on here, and who are you?” I ask.
 
   “I am not surprised you never noticed me,” the scrawny servant in its black coat says. “Nobody ever does. But now that you’re here, I will explain it quickly, so you’ll know why I am going to kill you.”
 
   “Kill me? What did I ever do to you?”
 
   “My name is Ragnus. I am the least appreciated servant in this palace. I was training to be a guard, you know. But because I was too small, they wouldn’t let me continue. Do you know what they did to me?”
 
   “I’m sure you are about to tell me,” I say with a sarcastic tone.
 
   “Little smarty pants. I will tell you what happened. They dumped me into the kitchen. Cleaning dishes was all I was good for. All day long I would scrub and work, and despite all that, I was being ridiculed by the guards. They said I was more like a woman, doing a woman’s work. They mocked me and laughed at me. And all because your stupid trainer wouldn’t accept me into his training gym. But I will show him; I’ll show you. I will show everyone that I can fight. There is more to fighting than a bunch of kicks and punches, you know. Just watch me!”
 
   I try to tell him that I believe him and that he doesn’t have to prove himself, but it is too late. This guy has been hurt from the moment he accepted a job at the palace. He is bitter and angry, and there is no stopping him now.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_6__Fight]Entry 6: Fight
 
    
 
   Ragnus spreads his arms and raises them above his head.
 
   “Endermen, arise!” he exclaims.
 
   A thick vapor of smoke emanates from the palms of his hands and takes shape far above his head. The smoke hangs there for a few seconds and then splits up into ten smaller vapors of smoke, which quickly descend and crash on the palace floor.
 
   From the dust on the floor, ten endermen slowly take shape and look straight at me with their glowing, purple eyes. Whoa! Creepy!
 
   How does this guy do that? Did he learn some magic spells or something?
 
   “Endermen, attack!” Ragnus commands.
 
   The endermen come towards me. I don’t have a weapon. What am I to do? I think and think. They are almost right in front of me. Then I make a decision: I decide to run.
 
   “Whaaaah!”
 
   I run the other way, towards the entrance of the big palace hall that I came through. In the distance, I hear a vague voice say, “Endermen, follow!” But I don’t care. I just want to get out of there.
 
   A weapon, a weapon… I need a weapon. Where can I find a weapon?
 
   Ah, my room. There is a sword behind my bed. I never told anyone about it, but it just made me feel safer.
 
   I run up the stairs, all the way to the highest palace tower where my room is located. I hear the footsteps of the endermen behind me. As fast as I can, I open the door and run towards the back of my bed. I pull out the sword and look at the chair in the corner.
 
   What the…?
 
   The cloak is gone!
 
   What is going on here?
 
   Then I think back. Does that evil Ragnus have the cloak? I remember seeing something on his back, but I didn’t get close enough to see what it was. For the moment, though, I don’t know of any other explanation than that he stole it. And if he has the cloak, then perhaps that is the magical item that empowers him to summon these endermen. Is it an endercloak?
 
   My enemies aren’t giving me any more time to ponder. They have arrived at the palace tower and are standing in front of me. There is no way out, so I decide to go back into my room and lock the door.
 
   After I lock the door, I look at my bed and get an idea. If I could tie the sheets and blankets on my bed to each other and to something sturdy, then I could swing out the window and end on one of the palace rooftops without breaking my neck.
 
   The endermen are banging on the door. It’s only a matter of time before they get in and break it. I have to act quickly.
 
   I get the sheets and tie them together, in the best way I know how, and then tie it to the bed. That should do the trick. Then I put the sword on my back and step a little over the edge.
 
   I look out the window.
 
   Yikes. That’s pretty high.
 
   But this is the best way to escape these evil monsters. I count to three. One… two…
 
   Craaaaack!
 
   The door opens up and the endermen flock into my bedroom. I better go now.
 
   “Three!”
 
   I jump out, hold onto the sheets as tightly as I can, and swing through the air. After swinging back and forth a few times, I find a window I can swing into. I sway one way, turn my body, and jump into the window, after which I roll to break my fall.
 
   “Yes!” I exclaim. “I did it! Now, let’s go find that treacherous servant of mine, Ragnus.”
 
   I get out of the room and find my way back down. I arrive at the palace hall and kick the door open.
 
   “It’s between you and me now,” I say in a low voice. “Come and fight me yourself, coward.”
 
   “H-how did you get past my endermen?”
 
   “I have my ways. Defend yourself, before I get really angry.”
 
   “Ha! Do you think I don’t know how? I’ve trained. I am familiar with the fighting techniques they teach in this palace. Come and get me.”
 
   Then he grabs his sword and an intense fight begins. He stabs, I dodge. I stab, he dodges… swords are clinging and arms and legs are going back and forth. But he doesn’t put up much of a fight, because it doesn’t take long before his sword ends up on the floor and I point my sword to him. He is sitting and leaning backwards, begging me for mercy.
 
   “Please,” he says. “I was only trying to help. You know what kind of a mess the organization of this palace is. Besides, the laws of this country could use some changes.”
 
   “Oh, I agree with that,” I say. “But you’re not going to be the one who will make those changes.”
 
   He is still trying to get away, and as he turns around and attempts to run away, I stab the sword in his cloak. For a second, he feels like he is choking, but then the cloak rips and Ragnus runs to the other side of the palace hall.
 
   The cloak is on the floor.
 
   “Interesting,” I say to myself. I put the cloak around my neck and raise my arms. I can feel the power. It’s something magical radiating from this piece of cloth.
 
   “Endermen, seize him!” I command.
 
   Within seconds, the endermen come through the palace hall door and follow Ragnus until they capture him and tie him up. Then I turn to my father and mother and ask them if they are okay.
 
   “Yes, son,” my dad says. “Thank you for rescuing us. I knew you could do it.”
 
   “I will untie you right away, dad.”
 
   “Where were you? We couldn’t find you anywhere.”
 
   “I was in my room to escape from the endermen,” I say.
 
   “No, I mean before that. You left the palace, didn’t you?”
 
   “Yes, dad. I’m sorry. I just couldn’t take it anymore… the routine, the duties. I just needed a day off.”
 
   “Well, I guess it’s okay for once. But tomorrow, you’ll go back to your studies, won’t you?”
 
   “Sure, but there is something else.”
 
   “What is it?”
 
   “Two things actually. First of all, I noticed that the city isn’t in such great shape. I was hoping we could do something about the unemployment rate or the poverty.”
 
   “Great! I was hoping you would get involved a little. After all, you’re going to rule the country in my stead someday. We’ll get to it and figure out what we can do to make a difference. And what about the other thing?”
 
   “Uhm… I don’t know how to say this, but do I have to marry a princess?”
 
   “Why wouldn’t you want to?”
 
   “It’s just that I met this girl in the city. And I understand the royal duty of keeping the kingdom in place, and the reason why she has to be a princess, but I also want to marry for love.”
 
   “Have you fallen in love with this girl?”
 
   “Yes… yes I think I have.”
 
   “Well, put it out of your mind. You should marry a princess. It’s been like that for hundreds of years. You can’t just go running off with some commoner, some pretty face from the populace.”
 
   “Dear,” my mom says.
 
   “No!” my dad says. “I will not have it. You cannot change the law.”
 
   After that, he storms out. My mom walks over to me and says, “Don’t worry. I understand; I will talk to him. Are you certain this girl likes you for who you are and not just because you are a prince?”
 
   “I am sure, mom. I haven’t even told her that I am a prince, which is why I am wearing these clothes.”
 
   “Okay, I will do what I can,” she says.
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   A month later, my dad has gathered all the princesses in the vicinity; some from castles, others from countries that take more than a day to travel. I just know he wants to make sure not to skip out on some royal, educated girl who has learned to behave in delicate manners all her life.
 
   The trumpets sound. The ceremony begins. I am standing next to the throne, with my father and mother sitting on their seats. He looks to the other side of the room. Twenty princesses walk in, dressed in beautiful gowns, looking sharp and making themselves eligible.
 
   “I am Princess Gabriella,” one of them says with a heavy accent.
 
   Another stepped forward and says, “I am Princess Veronica.”
 
   “Princess Magdalene,” another says while stepping forward.
 
   It continues like this for another 5 or 10 minutes, and although I must admit that they were all looking quite pretty, I just can’t choose one based on the outward appearance or some colorful dress.
 
   My dad turns to me and says, “Son, you may choose one of these fancy young ladies to dance with you. Whom is it you wish to get to know better?”
 
   “I’m sorry, dad. I love the way they look. They really did their best and I highly respect all these princesses, but I made up my mind a month ago. I cannot put the girl I met in the city out of my head. I have to find her.”
 
   My mom looks at my dad with a look that says, “I told you so,” and my dad sighs. He rolls his eyes and raises his hand. Then he says, “Fine, honey. Bring her in.”
 
   What? Huh? Bring whom in?
 
   My mother signals to one of the servants and the servant opens the door through which the princesses came.
 
   What happens then will always remain in my memory. She looks like an angel from heaven. There she is, Ivona, the girl of my dreams. My eyes open wide. I gaze at her walking in, striding in her lime green dress. I look at my parents.
 
   “What is the meaning of all this?” I ask.
 
   “Well,” my mom begins. “You’ve been talking about her so much this month that I made some of our servants do a search and find her. When they found her, they told her who you are and asked her if she wanted to come today, just in case you would choose her over all the others. She happily agreed, we dressed her up, and here she is.”
 
   “But don’t I have to marry royalty? Don’t I have to choose a princess?”
 
   My dad smiles and says, “Oh, that rule has been outdated.”
 
   This is the happiest day of my life. More enthusiastic than ever, I run towards her and lift her up in the air, spinning her round and round for several seconds. Her smile melts my heart, and just being with her is like a warm glow on a cold winter day. 
 
   I kiss her. 
 
   Then I say, “Mom, dad… I choose Ivona, the love of my life, if she will have me.”
 
   “Of course I will,” Ivona says.
 
   We kiss again and the music starts playing. The dance has started. The wedding will be magnificent.
 
    
 
   THE END
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Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
   I take reviews seriously and always look at them. This way, you are helping me provide you better content that you will LOVE in the future. A review doesn’t have to be long, just one or two sentences and a number of stars you find appropriate (hopefully 5 of course). 
 
   Also, if I think your review is useful, I will mark it as “helpful.” This will help you become more known on Amazon as a decent reviewer, and will ensure that more authors will contact you with free e-books in the future. This is how we can help each other.

DISCLAIMER: This information is provided “as is.” The author, publishers and/or marketers of this information disclaim any loss or liability, either directly or indirectly as a consequence of applying the information presented herein, or in regard to the use and application of said information. No guarantee is given, either expressed or implied, in regard to the merchantability, accuracy, or acceptability of the information. The pages within this e-book have been copyrighted.
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   Oliver is kind of a wimpy kid. But he is also very smart. A little too smart maybe, because when he discovers certain chemical processes, he accidentally opens up a world of darkness and horrors he should have foreseen.
 
   Read about the Minecraft kid, Oliver, who mixes up the four elements of nature and finds himself in a terrible duel, combatting with the very forces he has unleashed. This diary is his own account of what happened exactly.
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   So there you have it. I am a big nerd. My name is Oliver. I love science, research, books, and all that stuff. My social skills are lacking, but my parents have been telling me since the beginning that I am super smart.
 
   And that’s what counts; that’s what I think is more important anyway. All that chit-chat about nonsense between people who want to express their emotions doesn’t lead anywhere. Only science… pure science… knowledge is power, right? And so what if that makes you an introvert or an anti-social hermit? It will lead to better results and more discoveries, which will make the world a better place.
 
   Since I was little, I have always been interested in figuring things out. The rotation of a spinning wheel, the angle of the tip of a sword, or the gravity that pulls down heavy objects.
 
    
 
    
 
   One time, I wanted to know if a rock would fall faster than a woodchip. My friend—my only friend—and I went to the roof of my house and took the items with us. His name was Jack. 
 
   And to tell you the truth, Jack was a little skittish. I told him about my plan, but at first, he hesitated because he thought it was scary to climb on the roof. After a lot of convincing, he finally gave in and followed me up there.
 
   “See?” I said. “It’s not even that high. Nothing will happen.”
 
   “If nothing will happen, then why are we doing this?” he asked.
 
   “Because we have to test it. Makes sense, doesn’t it?”
 
   “But isn’t it obvious that a rock will fall faster than a woodchip? It’s so much heavier.”
 
   “I know,” I said. “But I want to know for sure.”
 
   We both climbed onto the roof.
 
   “Three, two, one, go!” I said.
 
   We dropped them at what seemed to be the same time, but I doubted. I turned to Jack and said, “Are you sure we dropped them at the same time? What if your reaction was a fraction of a second later than mine?”
 
   “Uhm… I don’t know.”
 
   “Let’s do it again,” I said.
 
   We went downstairs, grabbed the woodchip and the rock, and ran back upstairs.
 
   “Three, two, one, go!” I shouted again.
 
   This time, at least it looked like we dropped them at the exact same time. But I couldn’t see which one hit the ground sooner. Was it the woodchip or the rock? I assumed that it was the rock, but it was hard to see from up there.
 
   “Now are you convinced?” Jack asked.
 
   “Not really,” I said. “I am a little disappointed. How do we know which one hit the ground first?”
 
   “Well, you saw it. It was the rock.”
 
   “That’s just it. I didn’t see it. Someone has to stand down there and make sure.” I paused for a second and looked at the ground. I looked at Jack. Jack looked at the ground. Then he looked at the roof he was standing on. I smiled and closed my eyes halfway. Then Jack looked at me.
 
   “Oh no,” he said. “I know what you’re thinking, but I am not going to risk having a rock thrown on my head.”
 
   “Fine,” I said. “I’ll go, but then I will be the one who will know and I am not going to tell you.”
 
   He thought for a moment. “Okay then,” he said. “Fine. I’ll stand down there and observe which one is heavier.”
 
   He went downstairs and waved. “Ready!” he said.
 
   I counted down again. “Three, two, one… here we go!”
 
   I dropped them at the same time, but I didn’t aim very well.
 
   “Ouch!” Jack said, and he fell over.
 
   Whoops. That was unexpected.
 
   I rushed down and tried to patch him up, but he was knocked out for a few minutes and had a big bump on his head. His parents were furious and didn’t let me play with him for another month. My parents, however, were very patient and understanding. They knew my deviant brain always thought of crazy experiments like that, and all I got, was a light punishment and a warning.
 
    
 
    
 
   So yes, I experiment. I try things out. I combine enderliquids with lavapearls, and sand blocks with emerald ore or hardened clay. I like to mix mushrooms with red flowers and obsidian with cactuses. Strange, huh? Well, let me tell you what happened when everything backfired on me, when everything got out of hand… 
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   So I wasn’t being careful, I know. But I guess in the end, it all worked out. It’s not interesting to write about how it all worked out though, so let me elaborate on what all went WRONG!!!
 
   The four elements… they are fire, earth, water, and wind. And if only I had known how powerful it would be if one of those elements became dominant, I never would have started this experiment in the first place. But it was too late. My mind was made up. I was going to do it.
 
   I took the elements. I was building it in my basement. My parents didn’t know about it. I don’t think they would have approved anyway. I had all kinds of beakers and tubes, and I was separating the four elements into different ones.
 
   A had gathered fire in a tube. The tube was resistant to the heat and I kept putting in oxygen to fuel it.
 
   I had gathered earth in a tube. So easy… just take some sand.
 
   I had gathered water in another one. No explanation needed.
 
   And wind… well, I just had a tube that went in circles to create some wind. Not that complicated either.
 
   But then it happened… I added a fluid called zinbarkanishgraphtaybeebibee, “zin” for short. It was toxic, but I was wearing gloves, so I thought it wouldn’t hurt me. Well, it didn’t hurt me directly. However, the consequences of adding this substance were dire. And I am sorry to say that after the first add-on, I didn’t learn my lesson, nor after the second or the third. It was only after all four elements that I came to the realization that this was a terrible mistake, and that you shouldn’t mess around with the “zin” substance at all.
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   First, I added the “zin” substance to the fire that was blowing inside one of the tubes. The zin slowly seeped into the air and evaporated, burned up by the quenching flames. It made a cracking sound and then shot up in the air.
 
   A flame, burning, red hot flame shot up in the air and began to take shape. What did I just create? It looked amazing how the twirling, fiery winds were merging. First a head, then some other body parts. Pretty weird if you ask me.
 
   It was a…
 
   It was a…
 
   It was a blaze! Wow! I just created a blaze!
 
   O-oh.
 
   Blazes are hostile. They are dangerous.
 
   I have to get out of here!
 
   The blaze saw me. And even though it had cooled off a little bit, it briefly and quickly caught fire. It’s flame extended to the ceiling. It got ready and shot three rapid fireballs at me.
 
   Whaaaah!
 
   I ducked. That was close. It burned the sofa though. And although we didn’t care much about that piece of junk anyway, the blaze’s next move would be to shoot more fireballs at me. I couldn’t have that, not in here. So I sped out of the room and opened the front door.
 
   The blaze was following me. Good.
 
   I went outside and ran towards the fields outside our town. The blaze was still following me, which was still good. It was slower, which helped me outrun it. So every once in a while, I briefly stopped to have it catch up to me. Why did I do that? Because I knew how to defeat it. I knew it was hard to use anything against this hot creature and that there was something up in the mountains I could use.
 
   As I said, I am a nerd… I am a knowledge geek… and I love the facts. So I guess I wasn’t entirely helpless against such an enemy. I had previously studied every enemy, every weakness they have, and every skill or characteristic in the books. I knew about blazes, about endermen, creepers, ghasts, skeletons, and zombies. I knew what they were capable of, and I knew what their weak spots were.
 
   The blaze kept shooting fireballs, but it was hopeless. I almost felt sorry for it, as if I was kind of laughing at its futile attempts to incinerate me. But I kept going. I figured it was a pretty stupid creature, so it would follow me wherever I went. And it did.
 
   Eventually, I came to the foot of the mountain. I looked back and saw that it was still behind me. What an idiot. Ha!
 
   “Come on,” I said. “Come on and follow me. I won’t do anything to you.”
 
   Of course it couldn’t hear me say it, since it was still a few hundred feet away, but I mostly said it to myself, taunting it to come closer.
 
   After a while, I went up the mountain, still maintaining my distance. I climbed higher and higher on the path to the snow peaks. There, I grabbed some snow and made a large ball out of it.
 
   “Heh… heh… Now, let that dumb fiery blaze come here.”
 
   I looked around the tree.
 
   Hey, where did it go?
 
   I thought it was still following me.
 
   Maybe I missed something.
 
   I got a little scared. The tides had turned. I couldn’t see it anymore. Was it here already, or did it fall behind at the bottom of the mountain? Carefully and slowly, I moved forward. I held the snowball in my hand just in case. I looked behind every tree. The pine trees were thick and it was hard to see anyone if it wasn’t within a short distance.
 
   Where is it? Where did the blaze go?
 
   Suddenly, I turned around—and to this day, I am glad I did—and a huge fireball came at me, and another, and another…
 
   “Whoa!” I jumped behind a tree, barely evading the lethal attacks by this monster.
 
   How did it get over there? Did it take a shortcut?
 
   I smirked. I guess I underestimated this enemy. It had disappeared and left my sight to sneak up on me and get me anyway.
 
   Smart.
 
   But now it was my turn. I knew this thing was allergic to snowballs. I knew it couldn’t stand the freezing temperature of this fluffy substance. So I waited for the opportune moment and stepped aside, threw a snowball in its face, and stepped back behind the tree, bending over while creating another snowball.
 
   I took a peak.
 
   The blaze was hit. It was extinguished a little, but not all the way yet. Ha! It was working! The information I read in all those books was correct. Well, what was I waiting for?
 
   I hit it with another snowball. It fell to the ground and struggled to fly up again.
 
   “Floating in the air isn’t so easy when you have a couple of snowballs in your face, is it?” I asked.
 
   Then I took an incredibly large amount of snow and shoved it on the blaze. I heard it sizzling. The hostile creature was being quenched. Victory was mine!
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   After my tremendous triumph, I went back home. I took me a while to get all the way there, seeing that I climbed up on the mountain, but I have to say it was easier to descend down the mountain than to climb up, and I really enjoyed the view.
 
   When I came home, I snuck back into my little science room, and I have to admit that I am not proud of what I did after that. I took the “zin” substance and put a few drops in the tube with earth in it. I knew at the time that it probably wouldn’t be a good idea, because of what happened when I had added it to the fire; but I was just too curious. I wanted to know what it would turn into.
 
   And boy, did I know when it happened!
 
   The earth grew larger and larger, making sizzling sounds and shaking heavily. Within half a minute, a huge iron golem stood in front of me.
 
   Nice.
 
   At first, I thought this giant monster was on my side, as is often the case with iron golems. I had read all about them. They protect villagers and are generally friendly creatures. But this one looked different. It looked evil. Its eyes were glowing read and its eyebrows moved down in the middle, changing his facial expression into a mean one.
 
   Yikes! This iron golem was corrupt! It was an evil iron golem that was now going to crush me!
 
   I was terrified, so again… I ran outside. The iron golem followed me and smashed everything outside of the house that got in its way. I was just relieved that it didn’t break any of my parents’ stuff.
 
   But it came after me, and it was very angry. “Wraaah!” it said. Oh my… an angry iron golem. What now?
 
   See, I totally forgot if it had one specific weakness, since those creatures are usually one the people’s side. Maybe I could just defeat it with whatever I came across.
 
   I looked around me and saw a shovel leaning against one of the home’s walls. So I picked it up and swung it at the iron golem, which had already caught up with me. The iron golem grabbed the shovel I swung, as if it was nothing, and crushed it into a thousand pieces by banging it on the ground.
 
   Whoa.
 
   Now what? I had to do something, right? I took a pitch fork that was lying on the ground.
 
   Same result.
 
   The iron golem broke it in half.
 
   Okay, almost the same result then, but still… this was pointless! Where could I find something strong enough to defeat it?
 
   Then I saw it… I got an idea…
 
   Aha!
 
   I saw the blacksmith’s shop. He should have something that could help me. I ran as fast as I could and entered his shop. It was wide open, as if he didn’t even had a front door. I don’t if he used something to cover up his stuff or if he just trusted the villagers not to steal anything.
 
   “What’s going on, boy?” he asked.
 
   “It’s an iron golem! It’s following me!” I said in panic.
 
   “Oh, but that’s not a problem at all,” he said. “Iron golems are perfectly harmless. They don’t hurt us.”
 
   “But this one turned evil!” I said.
 
   He looked at me weird. “Sure,” he said. “Like that’s ever going to happen.”
 
   “No, believe me. It’s true!”
 
   And before we could end our conversation, the iron golem was standing right in front of us.
 
   “What the…” the blacksmith said. “What is wrong with its eyes?”
 
   “I told you. It turned evil. And now it’s out to get me.”
 
   “Quickly. Hide in the corner,” the blacksmith said. “I know how to deal with this.”
 
   I saw what he was doing, and we were lucky enough that it was there when we were being attacked, because between the blacksmith and the iron golem was a huge tank with lava in it, which the blacksmith had probably used all day to melt and mold the iron he used.
 
   “Stand back, boy,” he said as he put on his gloves and pushed as hard as he could. The tank fell over and the hot stuff spread all over the floor. He made sure not to touch it, but it certainly touched the iron golem. Its feet were the first to go, and as it slowly melted before our eyes, I sighed and was glad this evil creature had been taken care of as well.
 
   I thanked the blacksmith after seeing the last bit disappear: The iron golem’s head.
 
   “Don’t you get into any more trouble, boy,” the blacksmith said. “How did that monster turn evil like that anyway?”
 
   “Oh, don’t worry about it,” I said.
 
   “Should I inform your parents?”
 
   “No, I’ll tell them about it myself,” I assured him. “Thanks! See you later!”
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   Wow. What an adventure. First the blaze, then the iron golem, and then… well… there was still some water left and some wind blowing around in a tube. But why would I want to continue if all that would happen, was creating new monsters?
 
   I doubted for a second, but I was too curious. I just wanted to see what the water turn into. Besides, maybe one of them might not be evil and then I would invent some new medicine or something. I could become rich that way. So yes, I was going to try it again. You can call me dumb, it as stubborn as I was, I was not going to let this opportunity pass.
 
   I got a drop of zin and added it to the water.
 
   It exploded immediately.
 
   Boooooom!
 
   But it wasn’t fire. It was an explosion of water, and half of the basement was full with it. All of a sudden I was standing in water that came up to my waist.
 
   That was strange.
 
   No enemy?
 
   But I was wrong. There was an enemy. When I looked under water, putting my head underneath the surface, I saw an angry guardian staring directly at me.
 
   I had learned about their spikes. They could shoot them, and they always extended them when they weren’t swimming, but when they would swim, their spikes would retract. This one was shooting spikes at me though, and I wasn’t in the mood to get hit.
 
   “Pffff…” I said. “I’m not impressed. This is why we have a sewer system.”
 
   In the bottom of the basement, there was a pit, a drainage system that was clogged by a plug. So after evading his spikes for a few seconds, I dove under and swam towards it, pulling the plug within a short time period.
 
   Whoooosh!
 
   The water was draining. The guardian got sucked into the drainage, but it got stuck. It didn’t fit, since it was too big.
 
   It started squeaking and flopping around a little, but it didn’t seem to suffocate. Its spikes were extended, and I didn’t have the guts to pick it up.
 
   “Serves you right,” I said, “shooting spikes at me and all that… You deserve to die.”
 
   He really did.
 
   But I didn’t know how, so I looked around a little and saw a pitch fork in the corner. I walked towards it, grabbed it, and used it stab the guardian to death.
 
   “Pfew…” I said as I felt my heart beating.
 
   By the way, I always acted cool when confronted with an enemy, but the adrenaline was rushing through my blood, and each time, I had to talk myself into killing it. This time, it was harder than before for some reason.
 
   And now there still was wind…
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   I looked at the pathetic water monster I had just permeated with my farmer’s weapon. Then I looked at the tube with the wind in it that was going in circles. Was I really going to try and add that weird “zin” substance to another tube, to another element?
 
   Yes.
 
   I decided. I couldn’t resist the temptation, and perhaps this would be a success instead of a monster.
 
   But I was wrong again, or so I thought…
 
   When I added the zin, the tube got some bubbles and started to make some eerie noises, or actually, the eerie noises were coming out of the tube. It was super creepy, almost like howling.
 
   “Eeeeeehaaa!”
 
   I saw gushes of wind take shape and emanate from the tube like white fumes from a pipe.
 
   “Oooooaaah!” the ghost said.
 
   “Okay, no more experiments after this,” I said to myself. “Now, how do I get rid of this creature?”
 
   You can’t kill a ghost, not with anything physical at least, can you? As I was contemplating this for a few seconds, my mother came in.
 
   “What on earth is going on here?” she asked.
 
   “Well, it’s not exactly on earth, more like in the air,” I said calmly, pointing at the ghost that was hovering about the floor.
 
   “Eeeeeh!” my mom shrieked. “What is that thing?”
 
   “It’s a ghost. Do you have any idea how to kill it?”
 
   “Eeeeeh!” my mom screamed again, after which she ran upstairs and got my dad to come down.
 
   “What is it, son? Your mother is really upset.”
 
   “It’s a ghost,” I said.
 
   “Whoa!” he said when he saw it. But I was surprised that the ghost still hadn’t attacked me yet. All that time, it could have killed me here in the basement, but it was just floating. Why wasn’t it moving? Perhaps this was the element that wasn’t going to be hostile if mixed with the complicated “zin” substance.
 
   “It’s just floating there,” my dad said.
 
   “Can you talk?” I asked the ghost, although I didn’t have the guts to come closer.
 
   It didn’t respond. It just shook its head, which meant that it understood me.
 
   Wow! A ghost who could understand us! And it was friendly… or so we concluded.
 
   “Looks like you have a new buddy,” my dad said. “Just don’t show it to your mom.”
 
   But I wasn’t sure yet. “Are you going to hurt us?” I asked.
 
   Again, it shook its head. But that’s all it did: Shaking its head… so I asked, “Can you do anything else besides shaking your head?”
 
   The ghost nodded.
 
   Ah, okay. It did understand me. Good.
 
   “Take care of Oliver, okay?” my dad said. “I’m going back upstairs. You don’t seem to need me now.”
 
   My dad left, and I was alone with the ghost.
 
   “What’s your name?” I asked.
 
   The ghost made the shape of a finger and started writing in the air.
 
   “GEEBANEE” it spelled out.
 
   “Ha! That’s a funny name. I like it. Say, Geebanee, will you be my friend?”
 
   The ghost nodded.
 
   “Great,” I said. “I know some kids whom I can really scare with you. Would that be okay?”
 
   The ghost nodded again.
 
   From that time on, we were best buddies.
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   It seemed pretty ironic to me that an iron golem had turned into an enemy, although they usually were friendly, and that a ghost, a naturally hostile creature, turned out to be very kind. I just didn’t get it. It probably had to do with the mysterious “zin” that I had added. It has some strange effects indeed.
 
   I never told my mom about Geebanee. It was my friend and didn’t want her to freak out about it. So I just hid him in the basement. Whenever my mom would go to the basement, I would warn him by knocking hard on the basement door. Then Geebanee would hide and my mom wouldn’t discover him.
 
   Geebanee was awesome. We played together, created more chemical formulas together, and went places… and whenever I needed him, all I had to do was whistle. He recognized the tone of my whistle above all other sounds, and he would always appear within seconds when I whistled.
 
   It’s worked ever since.
 
   I also used him at school a few times. And before you start judging me for scaring a few innocent children, let me tell you about these kids first. Then you can decide whether or not I did the right thing.
 
   So these were bullies… they were mean to almost everyone. It was a trio, and they had stuck together for years, always terrorizing the geeks and the introverts. And I had just HAD it with them.
 
   One day, they were stealing someone’s lunch money again and beating up a child behind the school walls. The reason I knew about it, was because the girl I liked, Sariah, came running towards the teacher and us.
 
   “Harry, Larry, and Gary are beating someone up behind the school,” she said.
 
   But the teacher wasn’t listening. He was too busy talking to other kids and didn’t pay attention at all.
 
   “Teacher, teacher,” Sariah said again. “Didn’t you hear me? Three kids are beating up another kid behind the school!”
 
   The teacher still wasn’t listening. But then I tapped Sariah on the shoulder.
 
   “Oh, Oliver… what’s going on?” she asked.
 
   Wow. She knew my name. I had been staring at her so many times during school hours, but I didn’t know that she knew my name. I had always been too shy to introduce myself, but now, I had the feeling I needed to step up.
 
   “I will help you out,” I said.
 
   “You? But you can’t take these guys. They’re bigger and stronger than you.”
 
   “No worries. Just show me where they are.”
 
   “O-okay,” she said. “But don’t blame me if they beat you up.”
 
   I followed her around the wall and saw the three bullies beat up a smaller kid, a nerd I hung out with every once in a while. Someone needed to teach these boys a lesson.
 
   “Try doing that with me!” I said.
 
   They turned around.
 
   “What?”
 
   “You heard me!” I said. “Try beating me up, you cowards!”
 
   They let go of my friend and came at me.
 
   “What did you say, you little snot?” Larry asked.
 
   “Stop beating up kids or you will face the consequences,” I said courageously. Sariah was watching from a corner; she was afraid I was going to get whipped.
 
   Larry laughed, and as soon as he did, the other two laughed as well.
 
   “Ha-ha-ha! You dare to challenge me?” he asked. “Well, get ready to receive the beating of a lifetime.”
 
   “Okay,” I said. “Suit yourself.”
 
   I whistled and Geebanee floated towards us.
 
   “Aaaah! What is that thing?!” Larry said.
 
   “This is my friend. He is a ghost. And if he ever sees you do something wrong again, he will beat you up with his ghost hands. Show them, Geebanee.”
 
   The ghost formed a large fist and some muscles on an arm made from white smoke, threatening the boys.
 
   “Let’s get out of here,” Larry said, and they ran away.
 
   My friend thanked me and went back to the playground. Then Sariah came out.
 
   “I like your ghost. What is its name?” she said.
 
   “His name is Geebanee,” I answered.
 
   “Good job for being so brave,” she said.
 
   “Oh, it was nothing,” I bragged.
 
   “I thought it was awesome,” she said, and she kissed me on the cheek. Then she ran away to play.
 
   I smiled.
 
   “Thanks, Geebanee,” I said. If nothing else, combining the elements was worth it, especially after a kiss from Sariah. It was my lucky day.
 
    
 
   THE END
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Introduction
 
    
 
   Bart is a guy in a tiny village. He lives by himself and has a pet dog named Bruno. Together, they go for walks, greet the villagers, and play with sticks. But when some of the villagers are being killed, suspicion arises and he finds himself being threatened by his name on a symbolic wall. Will he die too, just like the rest of those victims? Or can he prevent his own death by taking on the evil enemies who are responsible for these heinous crimes?
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   My name is Bart. I come from a peaceful village. I am 18 and my parents live away from here. Nothing ever happens here. Everyone goes through the routines of the day. They do their job, they play with their families, and they go to bed with their marriage partners. Nothing out of the ordinary.
 
   Or so it seems…
 
   One day, I woke up. The roosters in this village made sure of that. I also enjoyed the sound of singing birds each day, which appear early each day, next to my window. Oh, and I am not the kind of person who has a hard time getting out of bed, because if I try to sleep in, another animal makes sure I don’t stay in my nest for too long.
 
   Bruno is my dog. He is a German Shepherd, and he is big. I love him to pieces. He is the best friend I’ve ever had. Well, not that I don’t have any friends whatsoever, but Bruno is there for me. He is my buddy. We go to the park and play fetch; I pet him when I don’t know what to do with my hands, and I talk to him when I am lonely.
 
   But recently, we were outside, just walking around, when Bruno sniffed and started barking suddenly.
 
   “Bark! Bark!”
 
   “What’s going on, Bruno?”
 
   “Bark! Bark! Bark!” he said again.
 
   Then he ran into a different direction. I ran after him, wondering what all the fuss was about. Then I saw it.
 
   Oh my goodness! It was a corpse!
 
   A tall man was lying behind a dumpster, bathing in his own blood, and looking as if he was cut up or bitten somehow. I came a little closer and tried to see who it was. I covered my mouth in amazement. 
 
   It was Joe!
 
   How could anyone kill Joe? First of all, he was the nicest guy ever, and second, he was so big and strong that it could have taken something very powerful to take him down.
 
   It didn’t take long before other villagers were gathering around the victim. The village police came and took over, and some of the villagers started talking.
 
   “Who could have done this?”
 
   “I bet it was his neighbor. He was always jealous of him.”
 
   “Yes, but to kill him? You can’t just start accusing people of murder. Besides, that would be gossiping.”
 
   “Gossiping? I am just trying to find out who did it. I am just brainstorming.”
 
   I was listening intently to all these conversations and assumptions. It worried me. If there was a murderer in the village, we wouldn’t be safe anymore. And we had no clue who to blame.
 
   But this was only the beginning…
 
   In that same week, three more murders took place: Two more men and one woman. They were gruesome, and I am glad that I only heard about them, because discovering another dead body would have been traumatic.
 
   Nobody knew, and everybody was guessing. People were playing the blame game. They turned against each other and accused others constantly. The whole atmosphere changed. It wasn’t pleasant.
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   With the dark aura that was cast over this town, people were afraid to go outside in the dark. They didn’t trust it. The murderer was out there somewhere, and I couldn’t blame them for not wanting to be the next victim.
 
   So yes, I stayed inside too, especially when the sun went down. But one evening, I just couldn’t take it. I had been inside a lot, and I noticed that Bruno was already peeing in the house. So I decided it was time to take him for a walk. At least I felt safe with him at my side. I took a knife from the kitchen and put it in my pocket, just in case anyone would try to attack me.
 
   Bruno and I walked through the alleys. There was an eerie fog in the air; it gave me the chills. I didn’t like the fact that I couldn’t see farther than a half block away. It was gloomy and obscure.
 
   Bruno didn’t care though. He was having a blast, finally being able to go outside and all. He peed in one corner, sniffed another, and ran towards the next street every time, making me lose sight of him.
 
   “Bruno, stay here please. Bruno!”
 
   He was gone. I was all by myself. I hated this. I even reached for the knife in my pocket and looked around. I knew the way, but I kind of appreciated him guiding me. Where did he go?
 
   Suddenly, “Bark! Bark!”
 
   “Bruno?”
 
   I couldn’t see anything. That annoying fog… ughh…
 
   “Bark! Bark!”
 
   I noticed from which direction it was coming, so I took courage and moved along, looking for my big German Shepherd.
 
   “Ah, there you are,” I said after a few minutes. “Don’t run away from me anymore. I don’t want to be alone with these things happening in town. What are you barking at anyway?”
 
   I looked at the wall he was barking at.
 
   “Whoa” was all I could say.
 
   It was the craziest think I had ever seen, and it was another clue to the puzzle. The wall was nothing but a regular wall, but on it, there were names written. Some of them were carved, and others were painted, but there were definitely names on there. And not just any names… the EXACT names of the people who were killed!
 
   “Are you thinking what I am thinking?” I asked my dog.
 
   “Bark! Bark!”
 
   “That’s what I thought. These were either written after the murders, to keep track of who died… or…” I shivered for a moment. “… or they were written before the murders to indicate who was going to die.”
 
   “Bark!”
 
   “I know, I know. I will tell the police about it tomorrow. Let’s go home. This place gives me the creeps.”
 
   After that, we went home.
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   The next day, I woke up by the sound of birds. I was anxious to find out more about the mysterious wall with the names, so I got some food, took my dog, and headed out the door.
 
   “Let’s go, Bruno,” I said.
 
   We ran to the other side of town, where we had seen the names on the wall. When we got there, the names were still there.
 
   “Ha! You see? There is Joe, and Melissa, and Roland, and Nery, and…”
 
   I paused.
 
   I couldn’t believe my eyes.
 
   “… and Bart,” I said quietly.
 
   “Bark! Bark!” Bruno said.
 
   My face became pale. My heart was beating faster. A million thoughts went through my within seconds, but they all came down to the same thing: I am going to die.
 
   What?! Why was my name on there? I wasn’t dead. I had nothing to do with these victims. What was going on here? This was getting freakier by the minute.
 
   My conclusion was the following: If my name was on there, and since I am not dead, then these must be the name of people who were going to die!
 
   Was I going to die? But by whom? And how?
 
   For a few minutes, the fear overcame my very being. I was drenched in agonizing anxiety and terrible terror. But then my survival instinct kicked in. I was going to prevent this! I wasn’t dead YET! And who was to say that I couldn’t escape my so-called fate?
 
   I became determined, eager to solve the puzzle, and to prevent my own death.
 
   I hurried home and took some of the brushes and magnifying glasses from my cupboard. These tools could help me establish who had been writing these names on the wall.
 
   Just a side note: If this was some kind of sick joke, then it certainly wasn’t funny.
 
   After grabbing the tools, I ran back to the wall. Bruno followed me there. I looked through the magnifying glass and brushed off a little dust, hoping to discover the materials being used and perhaps some other clues that would lead me to the perpetrator.
 
   But then Bruno barked again.
 
   “Bark! Bark!”
 
   “What is it, Bruno?”
 
   I looked behind me and saw a shady figure run behind another house. Hey, what was that person doing here? Was I being watched?
 
   “Let’s get him, Bruno!” I said.
 
   And the chase began.
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   With my dog, I chased the shady figure around through the alleys of my hometown. It was very early in the morning, so even in this village, there was nobody else up yet. Everyone was still sleeping, which was a bummer, because this meant I had to do it all by myself.
 
   Of course, Bruno was a lot faster than I was, but for some reason, this suspect was lightning fast as well.
 
   When we came to the town’s border, the shady figure was way in the distance, on the other side of a large farm field. How he got there so quickly was a mystery to me. But I didn’t give up, and neither did Bruno.
 
   “Let’s keep going!” I told my dog. “But stay with me. I don’t want to lose you.”
 
   I ran as fast as I could and Bruno made sure he didn’t get ahead of me too much. He was such a good dog. I love him. At the end of the field, entered a forest at the foot of a mountain. I immediately saw all the wood and the ore in the ground that we could use to build more in the village, but I wasn’t sure if the villagers knew about all these materials and building blocks. Anyway, if I would return, I would tell them about it.
 
   Listen to me… saying if I would return… I wasn’t really going to die, was I? No. That should be: when I would return, I would tell them about it. I was going to stop this from happening.
 
   After walking through the small forest, I saw a cave in the mountain. I assumed the shady figure was hiding in there. And when I would find him, I would beat the answers out of him, because this was getting ridiculous.
 
   The cave was dark, but there were a few torches on the walls, which made me realize this person had been living here all this time. With Bruno, I snuck into the main space of the cave, where I saw what had been observing me near the wall.
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   It was a witch! Odd.
 
   I didn’t know a witch lived here.
 
   The witch had a weird nose, purple clothes, and a black hat. She was dancing around a cauldron, not realizing that I had followed her all the way down here. She must have assumed I had given up, which benefitted me at the time.
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   The cave had all kinds of items in it. Torches were burning on the walls, and pickaxes, magical blocks and pearls were lying around on the ground. 
 
   This place was a mess.
 
   I covered my nose when I smelled the reeking odor that emanated from the cauldron, and looked in disgust at the rats that were nibbling on pieces of cardboard, and the cockroaches I saw hiding in the corners of this putrid place. Rotting apples and a half-eaten fish were covered by mold and flies, and some kind of fluid acid had been spilled all over the place, causing the floor to be somewhat uneven by the holes it had burned here and there. It was an awful sight, this cluttered, chaotic cave. She obviously didn’t know anything about housekeeping, but then again, maybe she just didn’t care.
 
   Bruno was growling a little.
 
   “Sssshhh…” I whispered. “Let’s just see what she does.”
 
   As the witch was jumping around, she snatched a little pepper here or another bottle of vinegar there, and tossed the stuff into the boiling substance in the cauldron. I didn’t really care what she was making though. I wasn’t liking this for one bit. This witch either knew who would die and how, or she was the one who was planning to kill me. The thought crossed my mind that she was going to poison me with this liquid stuff.
 
   I watched as she stirred and stirred, added in other ingredients, and laughed with an evil, squeaky voice.
 
   “Eeeh-heee-heee!”
 
   “Typical for a witch,” I thought.
 
   Then Bruno barked.
 
   “Bark! Bark!”
 
   The witch turned our way. “Oh, you were just the one I was looking for!” she shouted.
 
   “You evil monster… you were going to kill me, weren’t you?”
 
   “I am still going to kill you, Bart, and that stupid dog of yours too.”
 
   “I don’t understand. What did I do to you?”
 
   “Oh, it’s simple,” the witch said. “I’ve been living in this impoverished cave all my life. Nobody cared about me, and nobody gave me anything to hang in there. But I will give them something to be scared about. Perhaps now they will start caring.”
 
   “But that doesn’t make any sense. What are you trying to accomplish by killing the villagers?”
 
   “Fear,” she said. “If they become so afraid that they don’t have the guts to leave their houses, they will eventually all leave. And when they do, I am going to live there. Heeheehee! All their homes and buildings will be MINE!!!”
 
   “So all you’re trying to do, is scaring them off so you can move in there? That just sounds dumb. And furthermore, I… won’t… let you.”
 
   “Don’t be too confident, young guy. I may be old, but I know what I am doing. Here, take this…”
 
   She ducked and grabbed a splash potion. I chuckled and said, “Pfff… you’re going to give me a drink or something?”
 
   Then she threw it. It exploded!
 
   Boooooooom!
 
   Luckily, it exploded in front of me, and I had just had enough time to dive behind a rock. What the… what was that? Some kind of Molotov cocktail or something? This witch was crazy, throwing exploding splash potions and stuff.
 
   “Here, take another one,” she said as she threw one more.
 
   Boooooom!
 
   Another explosion. She missed again. Ha! But what was I going to do? I had to stop this evil witch from killing off the villages until they would leave.
 
   “Bruno!” I yelled. “Go get her!”
 
   Bruno didn’t need much more. He knew what I meant. This witch was throwing stuff at me, and he wasn’t liking it any more than I did.
 
   “Bark! Bark! Bark!” Bruno said as he stormed at the witch. He jumped at her and pinned her to the floor.
 
   “Aaarhghgh! That stupid dog of yours!”
 
   I came out of my hiding spot and ran at her. I had her. I finally had her, and she wasn’t going anywhere.
 
   “Good boy, Bruno. So, you wicked woman, what do you say now?”
 
   “You think you won?” she said. “You haven’t seen anything yet. Why do you think I wrote those names on the wall? I am going to summon the beast that devoured the others, and there is no escaping it. Hahaha!”
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   The witch pushed the dog away and quickly jumped to some soul sand she had in the corner. She put the soul sand into a T-shape and placed three wither skeleton skulls on top of the three blocks. The last block was a wither skeleton skull. Some air blocks were holding the soul sand block in place.
 
   And then it happened.
 
   It grew larger and larger. It was flashing blue. Before I knew it, a big wither skeleton stood before me, gnashing its teeth and kind of imploding or something.
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   The wither skeleton had three large heads and sharp teeth. Its piercing eyes looked straight at me.
 
   “Aaaah!” I screamed as I ran out of the cave. Bruno followed me, and so did my enemy. I hid behind a tree, panting heavily because of my previous quick sprint. I saw Bruno, but was the wither skeleton still there? 
 
   Had that witch just been writing random names on the wall, and then summoning the wither skeleton to send it out to kill them? That’s what it looked like at least.
 
   Anyway, I had to focus again. It didn’t matter for now, because in the meantime, this monster was still following me. I looked, with my head peeking around the tree trunk. Yep, it was still there, and getting closer and closer.
 
   Then I looked at Bruno.
 
   I looked at the tree.
 
   I looked at Bruno again.
 
   I had an idea. I bent over and picked up a branch from the ground and said, “Hey, Bruno. Do you want to play fetch?”
 
   “Bark! Bark!” Bruno said. These were happy barks. I could tell, because he had a big smile on his face and his tail was wagging.
 
   “Then go play fetch!” I said, as I threw the stick towards the wither skeleton.
 
   Bruno didn’t wait for anything to happen. He sped at the wither skeleton and jumped right through the bones towards the stick, scattering the evil enemy’s bones all over the ground. I ran towards them and look at it. The bones were slowly coming together, as if the wither skeleton tried to regroup or something. But then I had another idea.
 
   “Bruno, Bruno! Don’t be satisfied with the stick. Just get the bone!”
 
   I picked up one of the wither skeleton’s bones and threw it into the distance. Bruno happily ran after it and began to chew on it. And me? I kicked the skulls over and crushed some of the bones with my foot. Others I banged against the tree trunk to break them in half. It all seemed to work. 
 
   The wither skeleton didn’t get up anymore. The danger was over. Victory was mine!
 
   Oh, wait, but what about the witch?
 
   “Let’s get her, Bruno!” I said, but Bruno didn’t want to let go of the bone. He was having the time of his life chewing at that thing.
 
   “Come on, dog. You can take the bone with you. No problem.”
 
   Eventually, he just picked it up and followed me, especially since he noticed I was leaving without him. We ran inside and there she was, standing ready with another splash potion. “I wondered if you were smart enough to defeat my wither skeleton,” she said. “But now, I am going to blow you up with this potion. Say goodbye! Heeheeheeeee!”
 
   She threw the splash potion at me, but those things only explode when they hit the ground. I guess, now that I look at it, that I owe my life to my dog, because at that exact moment, Bruno jumped up and caught the splash potion, preventing it from hitting the ground.
 
   “Good boy!” I said. “Now give it to me.”
 
   But Bruno wouldn’t let go. He was having too much fun.
 
   “Let go, let go… down, boy.”
 
   We pulled and pulled, and eventually, I was able to rip it from his teeth. I looked at the witch and squinted my eyes.
 
   “This is for the villagers you killed,” I said in a low voice.
 
   I threw the splash potion back, which flew through the air and hit the ground right in front of the evil witch.
 
   “Nooooooo!” she screamed. But it was too late. The potion exploded in her face, causing the cave ceiling to break, after which huge boulders fell on the witch and crushed her. Big vapors of smoke evaporated from the scene, and I waved some of it away with my hand, coughing in the meantime.
 
   I looked.
 
   The witch was gone.
 
   There was no more witch.
 
   She had been buried beneath the rocks from the cave. Ironically, the home she so desperately tried to leave, became her grave.
 
   I hugged my dog. It was amazing how much Bruno had helped me in this adventure. Then I took one more look and went back to the village.
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   Back at the village, an enormous crowd is waiting for me. Well, as big as a crowd from my village can get of course. Maybe a few hundred people… maybe less. But suffice it to say that most of the villagers had gathered at the main square and were welcoming me back.
 
   “We were worried,” one of the women said.
 
   “You were gone for such a long time,” a man said. “We were afraid that you were the next victim. Besides, my son said he saw your name on the wall with the other victims. What is going on here?”
 
   I smiled. I felt right at home, seeing that the other villagers cared so much about me. I looked at my dog and at the multitude. They were all staring at me, waiting for an explanation.
 
   “Well?” one of them said.
 
   “Uhm… ” I started. “I don’t know if you even want to know everything that happened in that forest, and in the cave.”
 
   “What cave?”
 
   “Never mind.”
 
   I hesitated for a moment. Should I tell them about the witch, the wither skeleton, and the splash potions? Perhaps that would only scare them, knowing that such things existed in or near their village. There were kids staring at me too. One little girl even came to me and asked, “Mister, did you die?”
 
   “No, I didn’t die,” I said with a happy face. “I came close to dying, but all is well now.”
 
   Then I came up with the following, “Listen, everyone, I will tell you these three things: Number one, whatever or whoever it was that killed our fellow citizens is gone. That person will never bother us again. So please, feel free to go out at night again and stop being afraid. Number two, I don’t think you have any idea how much wood and ore there is outside your village. If some of you want to explore a little in that direction, please let me know and I will be happy to guide you there. And number three…”
 
   I raised Bruno above me, putting the faithful but heavy German Shepherd on my shoulders.
 
   “… Umpf… number three is that Bruno saved my life… and the village. If anyone deserves to be honored, it is him.”
 
   All the villagers looked astonished. Some of them were trying to understand what I was referring to, but others just cheered.
 
   “Hooray for Bruno! Hooray for Bart and Bruno!”
 
   What followed afterwards, was a giant feast to which the entire village was invited. People were happy. They felt safe again. They were reassured that nobody would die anymore. The joyful atmosphere of peace had been returned.
 
   And Bruno?
 
   He received a whole bowl full of bones and meat for himself. He deserved it.
 
    
 
   THE END
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   In this double diary, you’ll get a similar story from two different perspectives: One from a boy and one from a girl. Josh and Kimberley have just met, and one of them is already having feelings for the other one. The other, however, wants to have none of that “yucky stuff.”
 
   But as time moves on, the roles flip and their personalities develop. Will their friendship stay strong when the village gets attacked by zombies? Read or listen on and find out.
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   I still remember the first time I saw her. She was gorgeous. And at my age—I am fifteen years old—I didn’t even expect to fall in love right away. I had always shied away from girls, because I thought all they did was tease boys and other girls. But when I saw her, I knew we were destined to be together. Do you think that’s strange? Maybe. And then again, maybe not. I don’t know if it was just a crush, or if something higher was telling me not to let this one go.
 
   Her name was Kimberley. She had long, brown hair and beautiful brown eyes. Her hair waved in the wind when she walked out of the school building. The elegance in her steps surpassed all understanding. The surface of her eyes was reflecting the sunlight, and her smile made me melt like a candle. It was as if the whole world stood still for a second and then continued in slow-motion. Nothing could come close to such an esthetic transcendence. It was heaven, it was beauty, it was…
 
   “Hi,” she said. “My name is Kimberley. We have a science project together. The teacher paired up all the students, and he told me that you and I would make a good team. Does that sound like fun?”
 
   “Uh-huh,” I confirmed, nodding quickly.
 
   “Well then, I’ll see you later, Josh.”
 
   She waved with three fingers, a halfway kind of wave that’s typical for girls, and then she turned her head and continued talking to the other girls walking next to her.
 
   My mouth fell open.
 
   She talked to me.
 
   I mean, she talked to ME!
 
   And she knew my name!
 
   This was the best day of my life! Now I really knew this was destined to become more. I felt it with all my heart. I felt a tingling throughout my body, something a lot of people describe as “butterflies in your stomach.” It was something I had never felt before. My first time… my first crush… here I was, always acting so tough, and now this sweet, kind girl swept me off my feet completely. I was nervous and happy at the same time, and I felt like a total wimp, standing there with nothing else to say than, “Uh-huh.”
 
   I looked so dumb at that moment. If only I could have done those few seconds over! But it was too late, and maybe I was making it a bigger deal than it really was.
 
   I went home that day and did some of the most common things kids do when they are in love. I tried to draw her, but none of my limited skills did her tremendous beauty justice. I wrote down my name next to hers and drew a heart in the middle, tried to compare last names and see if they were a good match, and day-dreamed about holding hands and telling everyone at school about it.
 
   In the evening, one of my friends came over. His name was Darius.
 
   “Hi, Darius,” I said when he entered my room.
 
   “Hey, Josh. What’s going on?”
 
   “Not much? Did you like school today.”
 
   “It was all right. How about you?”
 
   “I loved it! It was one of the best days of my life.”
 
   He got curious. “Really? Why?”
 
   “Do you know Kimberley?” I asked.
 
   “I think so. Is that the brunette?”
 
   “Yes. That’s the one. She is beautiful, isn’t she?”
 
   “She’s not bad-looking I guess. Where is this going?”
 
   “I think we’re destined to be together,” I said. “I don’t know why, but I have this gut feeling. It’s something spiritual or divine of something.”
 
   He laughed. “Or you just have a crush on a pretty girl,” he said.
 
   I got a little angry. “You just don’t understand,” I said. “It’s more than that. I know she’ll like me back. She just has to.”
 
   “Okay, okay. If you want her to like you, just tell her that.”
 
   “Just go over and say that I like her? No, that wouldn’t work.”
 
   “Hey, at least then you’ll have a shot,” was the answer.
 
   That night, we played Swords & Heroes, a pretend game we made up, in which endermen and creepers were attacking the village, and we were the good guys, trying to defend our hometown. It was fun, but I couldn’t keep my mind off Kimberley. The name echoed through my head.
 
   Kimberley, Kimberley, Kimberley and Josh, Josh and Kimberley… sounds good, doesn’t it?
 
   I couldn’t sleep that night. Wow! The face I saw that day would change my life forever. Those breathtaking eyes, that wavy hair. That splendid voice. Such perfection!
 
   The next day, the science project started. I was a little anxious, because I would be close to the girl of my dreams. I would see her, smell her, talk to her, listen to her voice, and maybe even touch her hand. It would be amazing.
 
   I entered the classroom. There she was, sitting in the back, looking even more gorgeous than the day before. I quietly sat down and listened to the teacher’s instructions. Then we all got out the equipment and started experimenting.
 
   “Hi again,” she said. “Let’s get started. The teacher told us to create a potion of healing, a potion of fire resistance, and a potion invisibility. For the first one… it says it right here, we need some glowstone dust, nether wart, and glistering melon. For the second one, we also need a ghast tear and redstone, and for the third one, we need to add a fermented spider eye and a golden carrot.”
 
   I listened a little, but I have to admit that I was just staring at her face, imagining what it would be like to pick flowers, go swimming, or sit in a rollercoaster together.
 
   “Josh, are you listening?” she finally asked.
 
   “Huh? Oh, yes, of course. I got it. Let’s create the potion of healing first.”
 
   “Okay,” she said. “Good idea.”
 
   Good idea? Did she think my idea was good? It wasn’t even that good, so I was pretty sure she was flirting with me. It couldn’t be a mere compliment; she was into me. I knew it. My love was returned. YES!
 
   We started putting the glowstone dust and glistering melon with the nether wart, but for some reason, the amounts didn’t add up well enough. Maybe we misread it, or maybe the instructions were unclear, but whatever reason there was, it started sizzling.
 
   Not a good sign.
 
   “It’s gonna blow!” I shouted; and I pushed Kimberley over.
 
   I was right, because after a few seconds of sizzling, the mixture blew up.
 
   Booom!
 
   I mean, it wasn’t too big, but it was still an explosion that could have caused some harm. I landed on her. She was on the floor on her back and I was lying on top of her after rescuing her from the explosion. The rest of the class was looking at the ruined table. We were underneath it.
 
   She smiled and said, “Thank you for pushing me away and saving me.”
 
   That was it. I knew she loved me. This was the opportune moment. I closed my eyes and leaned forward, loosened my lips a little, and waited for her to get closer too.
 
   But instead, she moved away and pushed me off.
 
   “What are you trying to do?” she asked.
 
   O-oh. Did I misread the signs?
 
   She was standing up and I was the only one still lying on the floor. I looked up. She looked insulted. I wasn’t expecting that. The expression on her face told me to leave her alone, and after the stare, she walked out of the classroom. Some kids were laughing at my embarrassing endeavor to kiss her. Others continued with their own project or helped clean up the mess.
 
   After school, I was outside. I saw her walk down the stairs in front of the front entrance again. I looked at her, but she didn’t even see me. But that was okay. It wasn’t her fault I was standing in the shade under a tree. That same evening, I would declare my love again.
 
   I went to the store and bought some flowers. I wrote a poem… the only one I had ever written, so I am sure it wasn’t that great, but hey, it’s supposed to be romantic, isn’t it? And I had heard somewhere that girls like poems.
 
   Around 8 o’ clock, when it was dark outside, I snuck out of the house and knocked on her door. Then I left the bouquet with my note and ran away. I knew she would warm up to me after that.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_2__He]Entry 2: He Was Stalking Me
 
    
 
   My name is Kimberley. I am fourteen years old and I go to school with Josh. And that’s where the whole problem started. I thought I could easily hook up with him as a team. He was kind of a background figure anyway. It’s not like I looked down on him or something, but he just seemed like a nice guy; not the kind of boy that would be romantically interested in me immediately.
 
   You see, I had just seen my oldest sister breaking up with her boyfriend. It was awful. I had to listen to her stories while wiping away her tears. She talked about how guys can be so stupid and superficial, how they are too quick to assume things, and that hopefully, there would be a sensitive, caring guy out there someday who truly loved her.
 
   It made me suspicious, to say the least.
 
   I had a pretty face. I admit. I wasn’t arrogant about it, but I heard people say it. Friends and family who came over sometimes complimented on my facial features and my beautiful brown hair.
 
   But that wasn’t all. Boys already approached me when I was younger. It started when I was about 7 or 8 years old, which I consider extremely young for such matters. And it continued on from there. Boys would ask me to be their girlfriend, go on a date, kiss them, or hold hands with me. I guess there are less innocent ways to approach a girl, but I only found out about those later. I was always flattered, but also a little annoyed. I wasn’t ready for that kind of thing anyway, and seeing that everyone was just looking at how I looked, it didn’t appear to me that they truly wanted to get to know me.
 
   I still remember the day I met Josh. He was shy, but he seemed nice. After school, I went over, introduced myself, and I was confident that our chemistry grades would skyrocket.
 
   But that didn’t happen.
 
   Instead of a true partner who was sincerely interested in creating powerful potions, I got someone who was staring at my eyes all day. Sometimes I had to snap my fingers to make him pay attention. It was as if he was just daydreaming and wasn’t “all there.”
 
   That one time… oh, I still remember how embarrassing it was.
 
   We blew up the mixture. It was an accident. But I was glad he was there to push me to the ground.
 
   I don’t think it would have ended well if he hadn’t done that, so yes, I was grateful.
 
   “Thank you for pushing me away and saving me,” I told him.
 
   And then he didn’t even answer me. He just stayed on top of me. Hello! Get off me already! I’m okay! You don’t have to protect me anymore.
 
   And then, the worst moment of the day… he tried to kiss me. No way, dude. I am not that quick. I thought you were my friend, and now you’re abusing that relationship to get your own gratification, and in the middle of class, of all places. So I left class, but he didn’t seem to get the hint.
 
   That very evening, I received a bunch of roses and a poem in terrible handwriting. I appreciated the effort, but I wasn’t ready for that “yucky stuff,” and he didn’t seem to understand that. The note said the following,
 
    
 
   Dear Kimberley,
 
   This is Josh.
 
   I won’t try to sound posh.
 
   I love you for who you are.
 
   You are my heaven, my shining star.
 
   Please become my girl.
 
   I will end with a swirl (wait, that didn’t make any sense… oh well).
 
   You will be happy in my arms.
 
   I will be waiting at the farms.
 
    
 
   Was this guy stalking me? He didn’t actually expect me to meet him behind some farm and start kissing and holding hands, did he? Come on! We hardly knew each other. In my eyes, he was the same as all the other boys who were just interested in my looks.
 
   The answer to my question came the next day, and the next day, and the next day. He really was stalking me, because he kept sending me notes each day. I hated it.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_3__Oh_]Entry 3: Oh, If Only
 
    
 
   Oh, if only she would return my notes! I kept sending her notes by knocking on her door and leaving them on the doorstep. I couldn’t buy anymore flowers, since my money ran out, but that’s okay. I just had to take it step by step.
 
   I wasn’t sure if she was interested in me, seeing that she didn’t give me a lot of attention after that. She never said “hi” again or smiled when we walked out of the school. I didn’t understand it. I thought we were destined to be together. Was my first love going to end up in a broken heart and a lot of tears?
 
   No.
 
   Never.
 
   I wasn’t going to cry. I was just going to keep trying. I couldn’t do much more in chemistry class, because all she did, was talking about substances, potions, and other boring stuff. I just wanted to get to know her, you know, learn more about the amazing person she was. But she didn’t allow it. She didn’t reveal anything about herself. In fact, the harder I tried, the more distance I felt between us, as if she was avoiding me or something.
 
   I daydreamt so many times during those hours, listening to her going on about this or that potions, but secretly wondering what it would be like if we actually kissed, played on the same swing set together, or told everyone about our relationship. I was already picturing her in a bathing suit, in a ballroom dress, a warm winter jacket, a white top, and in some tight gym clothes… not necessarily in that order. But reality hit me every time she got “down to business” and created another successful potion.
 
   So I had to do something. This wasn’t going anywhere. I had to take action and stop messing around. The notes weren’t helping our relationship, and neither were the many suggestive remarks I made about her beautiful eyes during chemistry class. I had to go big!
 
   I went a little overboard. I got a megaphone, a trumpet, and a fancy outfit to go with it. I was going to surprise her in public. Then she would see how devoted I really was.
 
   That day, I stood on a huge rock when she walked out the front doors. It was unfortunate that it had rained a little and that it was slippery everywhere, but it wasn’t going to stop me from fulfilling my mission. 
 
   She was talking to her friends again, and she didn’t have a clue what I was going to do for her. I saw her, and my heart started beating faster. There she was; would she appreciate my gesture?
 
   “Kimberley!” I said through the megaphone.
 
   Everyone turned towards me. Any time there was something going on at the school, the kids would watch. Nobody had ever done this before, so I guess they thought it would be entertaining. Kimberley didn’t look very happy to see me though. But she listened nonetheless.
 
   “Kimberley I want you to know how much you mean to me! I love you with all my heart. That’s why I composed this song for you.”
 
   I put down the megaphone and picked up the trumpet. Then I played a cheerful tune on the loud instrument, with the hope to win her over and make her see my devotion to her.
 
   But it went wrong.
 
   It went terribly wrong.
 
   The muddy rock I was standing on turned against me… that evil, stupid rock. It made me slip! I fell and dropped the trumpet, ending up on the ground in a big pool of mud. All the children laughed, and when I looked up at Kimberley, who was standing on top of the stairs, I think I even noticed her giggling too. It was even more embarrassing than my failed kissing attempt in the chemistry room. I felt awful. I wished it had never happened.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_4__Made]Entry 4: Made Me Laugh
 
    
 
   I was getting tired of all of Josh’s notes. I had already been throwing them away, since they all said the same thing: That we were meant to be together and that he wouldn’t let me go. Well, that all sounded very romantic and all, but everyone could write a note like that. It didn’t prove anything.
 
   And then there was that one day, the day he decided to act like an idiot in public. I stepped out of the school and heard my name.
 
   “Kimberley!”
 
   What? Who was calling my name? Oh no, you’ve got to be kidding me. It was Josh. What was he DOING? He got out a megaphone and declared his love for me, after which he fell flat on his face in an attempt to play the trumpet.
 
   I felt a little sorry for him. Not much, but just a little. After all, it wasn’t his fault that it was so muddy that day, and he was trying to be sweet by performing his song for me. I felt flattered. I kind of liked what he did, but at the same time, it was pretty funny too when he slipped and ended up in the mud. He made me laugh, and I liked him for that.
 
   When I looked at his face, I couldn’t help but notice that he felt completely embarrassed. He didn’t know what to do with himself. Poor guy. Hopefully he would get over it soon, because he didn’t deserve to be laughed at.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_5__No]Entry 5: No More Drama
 
    
 
   I had HAD it. It was over. The moment I slipped on that muddy rock, I was discouraged and disheartened. Why was I going through so much effort to get a girl that wouldn’t even give me a chance? My heart was broken, and I have to admit I even had to fight back tears that evening. This gesture was supposed to be the one to convince her to love me back, and there she was laughing at my misery.
 
   It was over!
 
   No more Kimberley!
 
   I was going to let the pain settle and get over her. I didn’t need her in my life. Just because she had a cute face, didn’t mean she was meant to be my partner. Maybe it was just a crush, something that a lot of guys go through… a bunch of hormones playing with my brain and making me nervous.
 
   Who did this girl think she was for treating me like that? It wasn’t like she was any more special than the next girl. So yes, I was going to let it pass. It figured I would have to take some time to heal, but if that was how it was going to be, then I wouldn’t care.
 
   I didn’t care what she thought of me. I was handsome and nice and cool and smart. I didn’t need her to tell me that I was worth something. This was it.
 
   The very next day, some of the children still looked at me and laughed, but not everyone thought it was funny, which surprised me, to be honest. I entered the school hallway, and a couple of girls came to me and said, “We think it’s really sweet what you did for Kimberley. And the least she could have done, was help you up. We think she is mean, but you’re a nice guy. Just wanted you to know that.”
 
   Really? Did I just become popular for making such an embarrassing mistake? Maybe slipping and falling into the mud was the way climb the social ladder. I thought it was hilarious.
 
   But it didn’t stop there.
 
   A few minutes later, another girl came and said, “Hey, Josh. I thought it was really courageous what you did for Kimberley.” She handed me a note and said, “My name is Margie. If you want to come over sometime, then just go to this address. That’s where I live. It would be awesome to have you in our home.”
 
   Was she just doing this to mock me? Was she feeling sorry for me? Or was she actually sincerely interested in me?
 
   Girls… ugh… I didn’t understand them.
 
   But hey, I loved the attention. I mean, who wouldn’t have?
 
   And no, it didn’t stop there either, because after class, another girl came to me and did the same thing. She handed me her address and smiled, telling me to come play with her sometime. By the time school was over, I had collected 17 addresses from girls who had been approaching me.
 
   I was standing on the playground again, listening to Darius, who was telling me how lucky I was to be so popular with the girls. Some other friends reaffirmed the same fact and expressed their desire to be in my shoes. Within a few minutes, some more girls came to me and complimented me on my musical skills, my guts, and my fancy outfit of the day I fell in the mud. They said I looked “hot in a suit” and asked me questions about my hobbies and interests.
 
   Kimberley was exiting the school. I glanced at her from the corner of my eyes. She was looking back at me. But neither of us were smiling. There was nothing left. It was over.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_6__What]Entry 6: What Was Wrong with Me?
 
    
 
   The next day, I got mean looks from some of the girls in school. Did they blame me for not returning Josh’s love? Seriously? It wasn’t my fault that he made a fool out of himself, was it? No, I wasn’t going to have these girls manipulate me.
 
   But something else happened that shocked me. Josh got a lot of attention from some of the girls. They all went to him and told him how awesome he was after doing what he did for me. I just didn’t understand it.
 
   “Why is everyone so interested in Josh all of a sudden?” I asked.
 
   “Don’t you see?” my best friend Tara said. “Every girl would feel special if a guy went overboard like that to declare his love for her. What he did, shows that he was courageous and that he put effort into a romantic gesture. Do you know how many of the guys here at school have none of that?”
 
   “Yeah, I guess you’re right,” I admitted. But I still thought the girls exaggerated. I mean, it was just Josh. It wasn’t like he was that much more special than the other guys, or was he?
 
   I felt the green monster become stronger and stronger. Every time I saw Josh talk to another girl, I was boiling up inside. I didn’t mind him feeling a little better about himself. I mean, I thought he was a nice guy, so maybe he deserved the attention for once. But why did the girls make such a big deal out of it?
 
   I couldn’t stand it, and for some reason, I caught myself looking again and again, seeing if another girl would go up Josh, who had just found some new confidence in the popularity game. And although I had a hard time admitting it at the time, I even tried to look at him from the corners of my eyes when there weren’t any girls around him, just to see him. Maybe they were right. He was kind of handsome.
 
   Ugh… what was wrong with me? We’re talking about Josh here, the boy who was so desperately stalking me a few days earlier. Come on, Kimberley… get over yourself.
 
   That night, Tara came over.
 
   “So what is happening with Josh?” I asked.
 
   “Excuse me?” she said. “What are you talking about?”
 
   “Josh. Did Josh go to any of those girls yet?”
 
   She smiled. Then she laughed.
 
   “What?” I asked.
 
   “You are so in denial, girl,” she said. “You are into Josh.”
 
   “No, I’m not, I said, trying to hide my own smile.”
 
   “Yes, you are. You are falling for him. Ha-ha! I guess his little gesture with the trumpet worked, didn’t it?”
 
   I thought for a moment. I didn’t like that Tara saw right through me.
 
   “But to answer your question,” she continued, “I don’t think he went to any of those addresses. I think he’s still not over you. It takes time, you know.”
 
   “I guess so.”
 
   “So what are you going to do about it?” Tara asked.
 
   “Me? What do I have to do?”
 
   “Well, now that he is Mr. Popular with the girls, your chances have reduced significantly. Love is like chess. He made a move and you did nothing. It’s your move, Kimberley. So what are you going to do?”
 
   That was an excellent question. I didn’t know. I had barely discovered my own feelings for Josh, and still had a hard time admitting them.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_7__Not]Entry 7: Not Sure
 
    
 
   It was Friday. The school ended early. I wasn’t expecting much, besides maybe a few more names and addresses from girls, and even though the sun was shining, I encountered one of my worst fears.
 
   “We have to talk,” Kimberley said when she saw me.
 
   I didn’t really want to talk. I was done with her. She had insulted me, laughed at me, and left me alone when I was hurt. I wasn’t looking forward to this conversation, but I just went along with it.
 
   We walked around the school building and stood under a tree, away from the crowd and invisible to the other kids. For a personal moment, this was definitely the best spot.
 
   “I like you,” Kimberley said. “And I don’t just mean as friends. I didn’t realize it at first, and I guess I wasn’t open to your gestures and moves, but now I am, and I want you to know that.”
 
   “Uhm… okay,” I said. I felt so awkward.
 
   “So what’s it going to be?” she said.
 
   “You know,” I said. “You are very forward. I actually don’t know.”
 
   “What do you mean, you don’t know? You said you were in love with me. Everybody in the whole school heard you say it.”
 
   “Yes, but that’s before you laughed at me and rejected me,” I said. “Now I am not so sure if I want you anymore.”
 
   “But… but why?” she asked.
 
   I didn’t have an answer, but I saw that she was getting very upset. A few tears streamed down her face, and I almost felt bad for making her feel this way, but I had to stick to my principles. It was over. No second chances. If she didn’t want me back then, then why did she want me now? Was it just because she saw me with all those girls and became jealous? Did she just want what nobody else could have, so that she could show me off to her friends? Since her motives were questionable at least, I was reluctant to respond.
 
   “I will think about it,” I finally said, after which I went home and did what I said.
 
   So many things went through my head, and I don’t know if it was good timing, but my friend Darius showed up again.
 
   “So how have you been?” he asked. “Did you choose one of the girls from school yet? There are a lot who are interested in you. And since you have an entire list, you have the power of choice. Personally, I would go for Margie. She is super cute.”
 
   “Kimberley talked to me,” I said.
 
   “What?”
 
   “She wants me. She just said it. And now I don’t know what to do.”
 
   “Listen, Josh. I’ve known you for a long time now, and I honestly think you can do better than that. She rejected you and now she wants you? Sounds fishy to me. Just close the chapter already.”
 
   “But I really felt something. It wasn’t just a crush. I know it. I only put her out of my mind because she was so uncertain and had to warm up to me. Then again, you’re right. I don’t have to go for her. She didn’t want me and that’s what she gets.”
 
   We talked a lot more that evening, but you know how it is with boys. They don’t just talk, so we didn’t either. We played games, played sports, and sometimes made a few remarks about my controversial situation.
 
   I just didn’t know. It confused me. I was crazy about her and angry at her at the same time. How could those two emotions exist in the same mind? It didn’t make any sense.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_8__Come]Entry 8: Come On, Please…
 
    
 
   I wanted him back. Well, I never had him in the first place, but you know what I mean. I wanted him to love me again, even stalk me, if he liked doing it. I missed being flattered. I missed the attention. I noticed how jealous I was when other girls talked to him, and I couldn’t bear to think him being in a relationship with another.
 
   But that was not all. I had come to know him during all the chemistry projects. He was smart, he was sweet, and he certainly made me laugh sometimes. I guess I just didn’t see what kind of guy he really was at first, but now that he had opened my eyes, I didn’t want anyone else.
 
   I loved him.
 
   So after school, I went to talk to him. I opened up my heart. I was desperate to get another chance, to have him see me again for how he saw me at first. He kept saying that I had laughed at him, and that I had been ignoring and rejecting him. But why couldn’t he have given me some more time? If he had just been a little bit more persistent, I would have warmed up to him, which I eventually did anyway. Why was he so impatient that he needed me to return his love within days? I couldn’t make a rash decision like that. It’s not fair to ask that from a girl.
 
   Ugh…. Boys… Will I ever understand them?
 
   Anyway, I was heartbroken. I couldn’t believe he had to think about it. Now that I finally liked him back, what was he waiting for? He had been so eager to be with me and now he didn’t know what he wanted? It just didn’t make sense!
 
   I was sad… so sad that I wet my pillow that night. I cried for an hour. No boy had ever been so sweet and attentive. None of them had respected me the way he had done, and no other guy had been so creatively romantic as Josh.
 
   Oh, Josh. Why didn’t you want me anymore? Couldn’t you see that you just had to wait a little while? I would have given anything for another romantic note at the doorstep that day.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_9__Finally]Entry 9: Finally More than Friends
 
    
 
   This is Josh’s dad. I have been following this whole love drama between these kids a little bit, and I just wanted to finish it up to let the readers know what happened after these two were both confused. These are the things I heard, according to how everything unfolded.
 
   Things have a way of solving themselves, because who would have thought that the very same Saturday, another zombie horde attacked the village.
 
   I am saying “another” because it happened a few times before that year. They came in hordes and would start destroying stuff and beating people up. It was never pleasant, but we always killed them all off.
 
   That Saturday, a few hundred zombies came. Josh was outside, and when the alarm came, all the other villagers rushed outside. They were carrying rakes, pickaxes, shovels, and swords. The zombies were coming! And the villagers were ready to face them.
 
   “Here, son,” I said. “Now you can finally live up to all those moments you pretended to kill evil monsters.”
 
   I handed him a sword and he smiled.
 
   “Thanks, dad,” he said.
 
   He wielded it perfectly, as if he had some kind of special talent for it. He killed one zombie after another, along with the men who were making sure my son would stay unharmed. Sometimes I laughed a little somebody behind him would bang a zombie on the head and Josh wouldn’t even notice. Then he would look at the ground, see the zombie being knocked out, shrug, and keep fighting. Of course I did the same thing, helping out where I could, killing zombies and preventing any tragedies.
 
   There were no fatalities. A few wounded men, but these zombies were a piece of cake. However, after a while, they were all gone, from our street at least.
 
   “Dad,” Josh asked. “I made my decision. I have to protect my girl.”
 
   “Go ahead, son,” I said. I was proud. He understood what it meant to be a real man, although I wasn’t sure anymore which girl he was talking about, thinking of the more than dozen addresses and names he had on his bedroom desk.
 
   I wasn’t just going to let him leave. What kind of irresponsible parent would I be if I did that? So I followed him at a distance, making sure he wouldn’t see me.
 
   He went to Kimberley’s house and yelled, “Kimberley! Where are you?”
 
   “Pssst…” he heard from behind a dumpster. Kimberley’s family was hiding behind it, avoiding the hordes completely.
 
   “Oh, I am so glad you are unharmed,” Josh said. “I wanted to tell you something. I have been thinking about all the things that were happening between us, and I just wanted to say that I…”
 
   He stopped. Why did he stop talking?
 
   “Watch out!” he suddenly yelled.
 
   A big zombie was attacking the family from behind. They didn’t even see it at first, but Josh did. I was so proud of him. He ran over and stabbed the zombie in the chest. The zombie groaned and fell dead on the ground.
 
   The family was still shaking a little from the sudden surprise, but Kimberley was delighted. I could already see it coming. They were finally going to be more than friends.
 
   “Thank you for saving my life… again…” Kimberley said. “So what were you going to tell me?”
 
   “Well, I was just going to say that I love y..”
 
   But before Josh could end his sentence, Kimberley gave him a big, fat kiss, as if she read his mind and had become impatient. It was the “shut up and kiss me already” gesture that seemed to be a happy ending for this girl who had completely flipped. And Josh? He considered himself the luckiest guy in the word.
 
    
 
   THE END
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Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
   I take reviews seriously and always look at them. This way, you are helping me provide you better content that you will LOVE in the future. A review doesn’t have to be long, just one or two sentences and a number of stars you find appropriate (hopefully 5 of course). 
 
   Also, if I think your review is useful, I will mark it as “helpful.” This will help you become more known on Amazon as a decent reviewer, and will ensure that more authors will contact you with free e-books in the future. This is how we can help each other.
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[bookmark: _Introduction_48]Introduction
 
    
 
   Two boys, two journal entries, two opposite experiences… this is what you will read about in this Minecraft-based story. The friendship between the two boys has its boundaries. Steve and Steff have known each other for a long time, but their personalities differ, which gets in the way sometimes. Hurry up and read or listen to what they have to say about their days.
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[bookmark: _Entry_1__Loud]Entry 1: Loud and Rowdy, Just How I Like It
 
    
 
   My name is Steve. We had the greatest time of our lives yesterday. It was awesome! Okay, so we don’t get to do this very often, but this time, our moms allowed us to go by ourselves. You see, Steff and I are both 10 years old, and we are big sports fans. Steff and I have been in the basketball team, the baseball team, and the soccer team together (not all at the same time of course).
 
   He was usually a defender or a backcourt player, while I was the one who took all the risks and shot baskets, stayed at first base, and scored goals while trying to avoid that annoying “offside” call from the referee.
 
   I am a risk taker. I love adventure, and this was the perfect setting for me to go WILD!!!
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   When we arrived at the soccer stadium, Steff looked at me and said, “It’s pretty crowded. I didn’t expect so many people to show up.”
 
   “Isn’t it great?” I asked.
 
   “Sure.”
 
   We bought our tickets and took a seat in the bleachers. We walked passed the snack stands.
 
   “Oh, check it out!” I said. “They have Navajo tacos. I love those things! Let’s get some.”
 
   “Uhm… I don’t know,” Steff said. “They’re kind of expensive. I know a place where we can get them for cheaper. These are overpriced.”
 
   “Oh, come on. We can’t go to the place you’re referring to. That’s all the way on the other side of town. If we would go there, we wouldn’t even be back in time to see the game. And all that just to save a few bucks? I say let’s just do it.”
 
   “All right then. We’ll split one.”
 
   “Split one?... okay, okay… [sigh]”
 
   We bought one and split it in half with one of those breakable plastic forks. It was a challenge, but I was happy when I got it. Then we waited for the teams to show up. And when they did, I stood up and cheered loudly. “Whoohoo! Yeah! Go Miner’s Team!”
 
   “Do you have to be so loud?” Steff asked.
 
   “I don’t have to, but I enjoy it, okay? Actually… yes, we have to be loud. It’s a sports game, buddy. Just have some fun.”
 
   A soft “whoohoo” echoed from my friend next to me, who was still seated.
 
   Then the game began. It was super cool! The ball got kicked around and only after a few minutes, there was a score.
 
   “Goaoaoaoaoaoaoaoal!” I yelled.
 
   Steff was still sitting down, although he had a slight smile on his face.
 
   “Did you see how he did that? Did you see that? Did you see that?”
 
   “I saw it, Steve. Now, please sit down so I can see what else is happening.”
 
   What was wrong with him? He liked soccer, didn’t he? Why was he being such a stiff? Oh well… I enjoyed it at least. The game was to die for. It was extremely intense. The offensive players in my favorite team had some powerful moves.
 
   Then a player from the other team made someone trip.
 
   “Boooh!” I yelled with my hands next to my mouth. The others in the same crowd made similar noises. The referee didn’t do anything about it though.
 
   “Stupid ref!” someone yelled.
 
   “Yeah!” I said. “The referee is a NOOB!!! Noohoob! Noohoob! Noohoob!”
 
   I looked at Steff. He wasn’t very pleased with what I was doing. “Could you keep it down a little?” he asked.
 
   “Why? That should have been a free kick.”
 
   “I know, but there is nothing you can do about it. And yelling certainly doesn’t help.”
 
   “True, but it’s fun. Hey, do you have any of that Navajo taco left?”
 
   “Yes, but…”
 
   “Oh, thanks. I was still hungry.” While I said it, I took the leftover Navajo taco and stuffed it into my mouth.
 
   Anyway, I could go on and on about this awesome day, but let’s just keep it at that: It was awesome, it was Da Bomb!
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_2__Chaotic]Entry 2: Chaotic and without Structure
 
    
 
   Steve and I have been in the same sports teams for years. I am Steff, and I am 10 years old, just like my friend, Steve.
 
   The soccer team was great, but I mostly liked it because it helped me stay healthy and be more precise in the way I move. Soccer requires a lot of skill, and if you want to practice kicking the ball at the exact spot that you want it, then you can become a star. I never liked being in the spotlight, so for me to be at the defensive end suited me best. Then Steve could score all the goals and I could just be proud of him. I was the quiet savior when someone from the other team came close. That was my task and my strength.
 
   We went to this soccer game yesterday, and I was looking forward to it, but when I saw how many people there were, I already knew it would be a disaster. I didn’t like people yelling and screaming in my ear, even if they were cheering for the same team as I, so I wasn’t too sure about it after we bought our tickets and I saw all the people entering the stadium.
 
   And then there was the taco thing. I mean… are you serious? How can you buy a Navajo taco for more than 10 dollars? It’s insane! I knew a place in town where you could get it for 6 dollars. That’s almost half the price, and it didn’t even look that good.
 
   Eventually, I agreed to buy one together; then it would at least only cost us 5 dollars per person, which didn’t feel as much like a waste to me.
 
   So there we were, just waiting for the teams to enter the soccer field, and suddenly, he jumps up and starts yelling. Ugh… Steve is such a loudmouth sometimes.
 
   And that was not the end of it, because at a certain point, one of the players trips. But he totally just tripped over his own foot. I don’t know if others saw it the same way, but when I put my glasses on, right before it happened, it was clear as glass. This guy, even though he was part of my favorite team, was putting up a scene in order to get a free kick. And yes, it would have been nice if he got the free kick, because then there was a higher chance of our favorite team winning. But he certainly didn’t deserve it. So the referee did great by not doing anything about it.
 
   I was so embarrassed, because Steve stood up and yelled, “Boooh!”
 
   I didn’t think he saw what really happened. All he was focused on, was that one of the players from “his” team fell, and that he should have received a free kick. Not so smart if you ask me.
 
   But then something else happened. I was just taking my time, enjoying my taco… well, actually I was saving it for later. I don’t see the point in devouring something suddenly, and then ending up with nothing and feeling hungry again. It just didn’t make sense to me.
 
   But then Steve asked me if there was something left. Well, yes, of course; but that doesn’t mean we should eat it right away.
 
   I guess he disagreed, because then he snatched it away from me and ate it. Hey! That was mine! I really wanted to point out how rude it was what he did, but restrained my tongue. It would just lead to arguing anyway.
 
   What an awful day. I hated it.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_3__Boring_]Entry 3: Boring, Boring, Boring
 
    
 
   Hi, this is Steve again. I gotta tell you… even though the soccer match was great, the chess game we went to was terribly boring. I remember those geeky kids telling me that chess was considered a sport. How is chess a sport?! They don’t even move! It’s more like a board game… oh… correction, a BORED game, a game where you get bored, because… well, you get the picture.
 
   It was a sunny day, which bothered me even more, because we could have played outside instead. But I had promised Steff I would go to the chess club with him, and he seemed to have the time of his life.
 
   “Look how interesting this is,” he said.
 
   “Great, a bunch of pieces in black and white in different shapes moving over a checkered board.”
 
   “That’s just it,” he said. “It’s a whole science. You have to plan strategies, anticipate the opponents’ moves, and calculate the best ways to move a pawn, a bishop, or a rook to another square. If you think ahead and you do it right, it can be a lot of fun. You’ll see.”
 
   Well, I did see. How was this supposed to be fun? He hooked me up with another kid, another beginner apparently, who had only played chess about three or four times before. At least I had the luck that I wasn’t playing against a pro.
 
   “There,” I said. “Your move.”
 
   “You can’t do that,” the kid with the glasses across from me said. “You can only move your pawn forward.”
 
   “Seriously? Then why did you just move it diagonally? Huh? Care to explain that?”
 
   “Because when you take someone else’s piece, you can go diagonal.”
 
   “That doesn’t make any sense,” I said.
 
   “It’s in the rules.”
 
   “Who made those rules up anyway?”
 
   “I don’t know, but you can only move forward,” the kid said.
 
   What a smarty pants. Ugh… how could boys like that live with themselves? “Fine,” I thought. “I’ll do something else.”
 
   I moved the pawn forward. He thought and thought.
 
   “It’s your move,” I said.
 
   “I know, I know.”
 
   “Well, then move.”
 
   “But I’m still thinking.”
 
   I became more and more impatient. This wasn’t going anywhere. “THINK FASTER!!!” I finally blurted out. It startled him. He almost fell backwards. Then he shook a little, looking at my angry eyes, and with his trembling hand moved one of his pieces and took my queen.
 
   “What?! You can’t do that!”
 
   “Yes, I can. By moving your pawn forward, you just opened the way for my bishop to take your queen.”
 
   “Ah, this game is stupid. I quit,” I said.
 
   “If you quit, then I win,” the kid insisted.
 
   “You can have it,” I said while storming out the room.
 
   Most boring day ever!
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_4__So_1]Entry 4: So Interesting
 
   

This is Steff again. This day was going to nice. I hadn’t been in a chess tournament for a while, and it was time to get those brain cells working again. Steve didn’t have any experience, so I told him he could play Lodewick, a boy who was pretty new at chess too. We split up and I entered the smallest room in the building.
 
   There he was, my opponent. It was a boy with braces and a big smile on his face. He had dark eyebrows and messy hair. He looked a little odd, but I knew not to underestimate him. I had heard of this socially awkward kid. He was a chess champion. He was the best; and now I had the privilege of playing against him.
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   We sat down. The board was right in front of us. I looked at him. He was already planning his strategies. I could tell. He saw all these lines and math additions on the board. It was a big puzzle to him, waiting to be solved. I too, was seeing tactics and possible moves in my head.
 
   That’s what I love about chess by the way… there are so many possibilities, but the best way to plan is always some big mystery, and by practicing, you can become smarter.
 
   He moved his hand. What was he going to do? Aha! The pawn in the middle! He was going to move it two steps, right?
 
   Wrong.
 
   He moved it only one step.
 
   Why did he do that? Did he want to let his bishop out, or was he just taunting me? Did he have a step-by-step method to lull his opponent into comfort, only to snatch away both of his rooks later? Mmm… interesting…
 
   The game took a few hours. Each move was carefully pondered and planned. I really felt like this game could raise your intelligence. Obviously, Steve didn’t feel the same way, because I heard he had left early.
 
   And the end of that game? It was a draw.
 
   Yes! A draw with the former city champion. Niceness!!! I left that day, proud of myself and my accomplishment. Perhaps next time I would even beat that kid.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_5__Fun_]Entry 5: Fun, Fun, Fun
 
    
 
   It was another day at school. We all came into the class, ready for another boring day of lectures and math and homework. Yuck. But that day, we made sure to change the atmosphere a little.
 
   The only way this was possible, was by being by ourselves. The teacher was absent. She hadn’t entered the classroom yet. So we could do whatever we wanted. That’s what it came down to.
 
   “Wraaah!” Jeffrey, one of my friends said as he jumped on one of the table. “I am a zombie pigman. Come and get me, if you dare.”
 
   “I am a ghast,” I said. “I spit fireballs at people. My fireball will incinerate your flesh. Hahaha!”
 
   “No, it won’t,” Jeffrey argued. “Pigmen are immune to lava and fire.”
 
   “That may be so,” Reddick said, another kid in class, “but I am an iron golem, and I am going to defend these villagers until the day I die.”
 
   The girls in our class were just chit-chatting in a corner. They didn’t pretend play “Heroes and Enemies.” They always just gossiped, so it was okay for us to be boys and fight, as long as the teacher wasn’t there.
 
   “Here, eat my fireball,” I said to Reddick while throwing a crumbled up piece of paper at him.
 
   “Do that again, and I will kill you!” Reddick said.
 
   The game was on. The day went great, because when the teacher came in, we all quickly sat down at our desks. In recess, we played the same thing. I was the ghast, Reddick was the iron golem, and Jeffrey was the pigman. We fought with sticks and threw sand at each other.
 
   “Hey, watch it,” Steff said. “You got the sand in my face.”
 
   “Sorry,” I said. “We were just having fun. By the way, which enemy are you? Are you a guardian, an enderwither, a magma cube? Or do you want to be the hero?”
 
   “I don’t know. I don’t think I want to play, I guess. I was sitting on the slide and thinking about this book I read.”
 
   A book? How boring. Oh well, if he didn’t want to play, I wasn’t going to force him.
 
   “Steff wants to be the princess,” Reddick said.
 
   “Hahahahaha!” Jeffrey laughed.
 
   Steff looked hurt. He didn’t like being scolded like that. His facial expression turned into a mixture of sadness and anger. And before I could tell him to ignore those two idiots, he ran away. I felt bad, but I wasn’t going to let it ruin my day. I was having a blast.
 
   After school, we still played “Heroes and Enemies” for another hour before returning home. Steff didn’t play with us, which I thought was too bad, because I would have loved him to join us.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_6__Couldn_t]Entry 6: Couldn’t Wait to Get Home
 
    
 
   So here is Steff again. I decided to write something about the day I was incredibly frustrated. I just have to get it off my chest. We were in school. I was just trying to read a book, like the teacher told us to do if she wasn’t there yet.
 
   The book included sophisticated conversations between royalty and commoners. They were deciding what to do about the plague that swept over their country. The story started with attacks by enderdragons, which were scourging the land with their flames and pulling villagers out of their homes. It was an intense book, a novel written by Billy Miner, one of my favorite authors. But then Jeffrey jumped in front of my desk and screamed his lungs out.
 
   Hey, that wasn’t what we were supposed to do! The teacher had told us time and time again that we had to read a book until she came in. But now they were jumping and dancing all over the floor, and even on the tables. How could Steve join them? I thought he was more obedient than that.
 
   Anyway, I wasn’t going to have any of it. I tried to keep reading, but the words were mixing together with their loud noises. I was surprised the teacher didn’t even comment on it. Surely she must have heard them?
 
   I looked back and saw the girls in the corner of the classroom. They were standing in a little circle. One of them was pointing at me. I didn’t understand what she said, because the other boys were yelling so much, but I saw the other girls giggle and talk to each other again.
 
   What were they saying about me?
 
   I felt a little shy, but I still wanted to know. “Hey, what are you saying about me?”
 
   They giggled again.
 
   No answer.
 
   Later, one of the girls walked by my desk and said, “Miranda says you’re such a dork, and then you looked at us with this face like ‘Huh? What’s going on?’ and it even made it funnier.”
 
   Wow. That was mean. Girls… why did they have to be this way? Oh well, I wasn’t going to care about what girls thought of me. I had no interest in them anyway.
 
   But during recess, I discovered the only weakness left in me, the only part of me that hadn’t hardened that day: I still cared what my friends thought of me.
 
   Well, Steve was my friend, but the other two were just a bunch of morons. Even the biggest noob was smarter than they were. But still, I couldn’t take it when they asked me to play with them and that jerk Reddick said, “Steff wants to be the princess.” What?! I mean, what?! Are you saying I am a wimp? Are you saying I am a girl? Are you calling me feminine?
 
   I was hurt. It got to me. I couldn’t handle it. And maybe they thought I walked away because I was about to cry, but that wasn’t the case. I walked away because I was about to say something mean back and I didn’t want to lower myself to their level. So I just turned around and bit my tongue… again…
 
   I was glad when the school bell rang and I could go home.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_7__Lifeless]Entry 7: Lifeless
 
    
 
   This is Steve again. I have to tell you about the stupidest day of my life. There was nothing: No action, no movement, no wildness… just a bunch of boring pictures.
 
   We went to the art gallery. I wasn’t looking forward to it, to be honest, but I gave in when Steff begged me to come along and ensured me of the exciting drawings and paintings we would see. I guess I am okay with cool drawings, and I have even drawn some stuff myself in the past. But this was not what I expected.
 
   “Let’s go in,” Steff said. “The first piece of art is around the corner.”
 
   We walked around the corner and there it was.
 
   “Yep, that looks like something,” I said sarcastically.
 
   It was a frame with a completely white canvas in it, and with one dot.
 
   “Huh? No, you don’t get it,” Steff said. “The artist has put a lot of thought into this. The dot is only visible up close, but not from far away. Here, come stand over here.”
 
   I followed Steff to the other side of the room. It was true what he said. The black dot was so small that I couldn’t even see it anymore. But who cares! It’s a dot! How is that art? I could design something like that within two seconds and call it art.
 
   “Okay, let’s see the next painting,” I said.
 
   We went to another room and all I saw was a bunch of scratches and sloppy strokes by a colorful brush.
 
   “What’s this one called?” I asked.
 
   “It’s called ‘rainbow,’” was the answer.
 
   “Very colorful, but what is it supposed to be? It’s certainly not a rainbow.”
 
   “Ah, but that is just the title. You can see anything you want in it.”
 
   “That’s a lot of nonsense,” I said. “What was he trying to paint?”
 
   “Nothing,” Steff said. “That’s the beauty of it. He was trying to send the message that if you randomly combine colors, it will turn into a piece of art; and that the unplanned, spontaneous works always trigger a different response in each viewer.”
 
   Ughh… it went on like this for another hour. How could they sell this junk? None of these paintings were done by people who seemed to actually know what they were doing. They were all some impulsive messes that looked like a 2-year-old kid had been practicing his dynamic drawing skills. Everything was ugly, but Steff seemed to love it.
 
   After the art gallery, we went to the fields. Steff told me he wanted me to see something. So I went along and there we were.
 
   “See?” he said.
 
   “See what? All I am seeing, is a dumb mooshroom.”
 
    
 
    
 
    [image: C:\Users\Vincent\Documents\Amazon ebooks\Minecraft first 50\05wZU.jpg] 
 
    
 
    
 
   “That’s what I am pointing at, the mooshroom,” Steff said.
 
   “Don’t tell me you’ve never seen a mooshroom before,” I said.
 
   “Of course I have, but they’re really great. If you hold wheat in front of them, they will follow you everywhere. Here, watch this.”
 
   Steff took some wheat and went to the mooshroom. “Here, mooshroom, yummy wheat.”
 
   Yep, the mooshroom followed, and Steff loved it. He was guiding the mooshroom to the other side of the field and around it. All I did, was watching him with this mooshroom following him. And then it happened…
 
   I stepped in… YUCK! What was that!
 
   It was mooshroom pooh! Yuck! Ugh… I hated this place. It was like there were landmines all around me or something. Besides, it was getting cloudy, and I hated the rain.
 
   “Let’s get out of here,” I said. “It might start raining.”
 
   “That doesn’t matter,” Steff said. “I like the rain. It’s refreshing. Besides, it’s part of nature. You just have to enjoy it.”
 
   “Well, I’m not,” I said.
 
   I was right. It started raining, and I was too kind to leave. So I just kept standing there, feeling like there was water in my clothes, pooh on my shoe, and mud all over the field. Disgusting. Nature stinks, literally.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_8__Beautiful]Entry 8: Beautiful
 
    
 
   Hi guys, this is Steff again. This day was going to be fantastic. I had bought the museum tickets a long time ago, hoping for the perfect day to watch the beautiful perfection painted by the artists who were such geniuses. They were sharing their brilliant minds with us, so I was eager to find out what they created.
 
   We went inside and looked at the first painting. It was a dot, but it was pure and balanced. The dot was exactly in the middle, which made the painting look symmetrical when you were standing close to it but empty when you were far away from it. It displayed the power of simplicity in a unique way I had never seen before.
 
   Next, we went to the beautiful “rainbow” painting, but instead of following the rules of exactly how to paint a rainbow, the artist had deviated from the cliché patterns that society dictates upon us. He put his own twist to it, fully exploiting the ingenuity of the human spirit with his spontaneous twists and splashes, thus telling us what a rainbow could also look like. It was the creative work of a mastermind.
 
   Other paintings displayed a giant nose, which informed us of the significance of the sense of smell we all have; a black splash of paint, telling us that black is a color as well and is not to be left out; and a cube, the linear perfection of a shape that has never been ignored. I was just so overwhelmed by all these beautiful creations. I don’t even remember all the things we saw, but Steve hated it, so I had another surprise in mind: The peace of nature.
 
   “We’re going to the fields,” I told him. “We can enjoy the quiet serenity of the animals, the trees, and the forces in the sky.”
 
   “Sure, whatever,” he said.
 
   I knew he wasn’t excited at the time, but he would be.
 
   We came to the field and went to the mooshroom after I pointed at it. Mooshrooms are great. They are so innocent and friendly. Their appearance always reminds me of mushrooms… maybe that’s why we call them mooshrooms.
 
   The mooshroom just stood there, eating grass and feeling relaxed. But you can completely control them with food. It just goes to show you that all creatures need food, the basic element of survival.
 
   It was amazing how easy it was to have the mooshroom follow me. I was smiling all the way, leading it in circles and to the other field. This was the life! Just enjoying the cool breeze, the smell of the leaves that were flying around, away from the stinky city. The dung didn’t bother me at all. I mean, I got used to it within minutes the first time I came here, so why couldn’t Steve get used to it?
 
   He looked bored, but I was so in my element that I hardly paid attention to him. The mooshroom was what I was interested in, and being able to take care of it and having it follow me, was a beautiful thing.
 
   And then it rained. Even better. I could just splash around in the puddles and feel like a newborn baby. It was all so ideal. I loved it.
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Entry_9_][bookmark: _Entry_9__Getting]Entry 9: Getting Along
 
    
 
   Hi, this is Steve. I know that we are quite the opposite. Steff is interested in quiet stuff, like nature, art galleries, and chess games. I hate quiet. Give me some noise! I love having a good time! But maybe Steff is just what we call “an introvert” and maybe I am more like an extrovert. It’s okay that way.
 
    
 
   This is Steff. We talked about it. When Steve was feeling like he was drowning in the rain, I told him that I understood that he was different. He affirmed it and told me he wanted to go back to the city, with loud cars and lots of people, with friends and exciting sports games. He is just different, and I accept that.
 
    
 
   We work together a lot, both in school as in soccer and elsewhere. But now that we briefly discussed it, I know not to take him to the next rock concert I bought tickets for. Maybe I’ll bring Reddick… or actually, he was a jerk to Steff. Forget that. I’ll ask one of my other friends. Whoever makes fun of Steff gets to deal with ME!
 
    
 
   When I take care of the mooshroom or want some alone time reading or painting a picture, I know now not to take Steve. He is more outgoing and likes to do other things. And if I ever beat that chess champion, I’ll just tell him about it instead of taking him with me. But when it comes to soccer, we’ll play together.
 
    
 
   Steve here. I don’t think Steff plays soccer the same way I do anyway. He just secures the ball and then aims specifically at another player, considering all his options instead of just kicking it away as hard as he can. I just go for it… take the ball, improvise, and SCORE!!!
 
    
 
   It’s intriguing to see the difference in personalities. I must say I never expected one of my best friends to be the exact opposite, but we get along.
 
    
 
   We’ll always get along. We are buddies.
 
    
 
   Yes, we are. Let’s end this mutual diary.
 
    
 
   Peace! I’m out. Let’s go do something fun!
 
    
 
   THE END
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Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
    
 
   I take reviews seriously and always look at them. This way, you are helping me provide you better content that you will LOVE in the future. A review doesn’t have to be long, just one or two sentences and a number of stars you find appropriate (hopefully 5 of course). 
 
   Also, if I think your review is useful, I will mark it as “helpful.” This will help you become more known on Amazon as a decent reviewer, and will ensure that more authors will contact you with free e-books in the future. This is how we can help each other.

 
 
   DISCLAIMER: This information is provided “as is.” The author, publishers and/or marketers of this information disclaim any loss or liability, either directly or indirectly as a consequence of applying the information presented herein, or in regard to the use and application of said information. No guarantee is given, either expressed or implied, in regard to the merchantability, accuracy, or acceptability of the information. The pages within this e-book have been copyrighted.
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   Last notes from Billy Miner:
 
    
 
   Thanks again for buying my book. If you have a minute, please leave a positive review. This will help sales, ranking, and spread the word about this awesome book! I hope you enjoyed it. You can leave your review by clicking on this link:
 
   Leave your review here. Thank you!
 
   
 
   Also, if you want a FREE audiobook, just email me at billyminer2@yahoo.com. Then I will send you a code, if they are still available.
 
    
 
   And don’t forget to grab the free book “Minecraft Fantasy” by clicking on the image below.
 
    
 
   [image: Squeeze page Minecraft for book]
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Heheh… just in case, to make it easier for you, here are the audiobook links on Audible.com. This way, you can listen to the awesome voices of professional narrators:
 
    
 
   1 Minecraft Villager Diary: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B015CYKJ7W 
 
   2 Minecraft Zombie Diary: http://www.audible.com/pd/Teens/B015HQBJ5Q 
 
   3 Minecraft Kitten Diary: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B015NL2QVG 
 
   4 Minecraft Herobrine: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B017HXH46A 
 
   5 Minecraft Ninja: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B0160BCCX0 
 
   6 Minecraft Hero: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B016R1SZ5W 
 
   7 Minecraft Potions: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B016VBPGBO 
 
   8 Minecraft Bunny: http://www.audible.com/pd/Teens/B0161X5B8U 
 
   9 Minecraft Creeper: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B016J86MPS 
 
   10 Minecraft Heroine: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B016WZLWSA 
 
   11 Minecraft Superhero: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B016WZ5S3A 
 
   12 Minecraft Spy: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B017RZSVTC 
 
   13 Minecraft Enderman: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B017AB1RWQ 
 
   14 Minecraft Endermite: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B017MBSG1Y 
 
   15 Minecraft Enderzilla: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B017UZRDJ8 
 
   16 Minecraft Legend: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B017MTE7WS 
 
   17 Minecraft Adventure: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B017Y1GX6W 
 
   18 Minecraft Journal: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B017MT2SVU 
 
   19 Minecraft Story: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B0195IEUTO 
 
   20 Minecraft Tale: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B017OE030G 
 
   21 Minecraft Book: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B018UWIOQQ 
 
   22 Minecraft Pigman: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B0182TXDWC 
 
   23 Minecraft Mob: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B018UVUF82 
 
   24 Minecraft Wimp: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B01B5AM1GE 
 
   25 Minecraft Ender King: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B01A93BQ32 
 
   26 Minecraft Ender Dragon: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B01AAZYP6E 
 
   27 Minecraft Enderwoman: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B0195L43TS 
 
   28 Minecraft Girls: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B018UWOWXA 
 
   29 Minecraft Princess: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B018T6DYXQ 
 
   30 Minecraft Love: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B0198ZMA5A 
 
   31 Minecraft Wolf: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B01925K74C 
 
   32 Minecraft Horse: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B01A654TP0 
 
   33 Minecraft Cow: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B019CXKGCW 
 
   34 Minecraft Warrior: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B01923IIKE 
 
   35 Minecraft Knight: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B019S171L2
 
   36 Minecraft Witch: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B019Y8VNZO 
 
   37 Minecraft Self Adventure: (not available)
 
   38 Minecraft Secrets: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B01AC81UQM 
 
   39 Minecraft Mystery: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B01A936UI8 
 
   40 Minecraft Steve: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B01BGZN00Y 
 
   41 Minecraft Noob: (soon available)
 
   42 Minecraft Spider: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B01AMMBNJM 
 
   43 Minecraft Wars: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B01AMJQOXA 
 
   44 Minecraft Quest: (soon available)
 
   45 Minecraft Apocalypse: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B01AVDHDFK 
 
   46 Minecraft Prince: (soon available)
 
   47 Minecraft Wimpy Kid: (soon available)
 
   48 Minecraft Guy: (soon available)
 
   49 Minecraft Kids: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B01BI4O12O 
 
   50 Minecraft Boys: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B01B8FF5I2 
 
   51 Minecraft Fantasy: http://www.audible.com/pd/Kids/B018F4FYK8 
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