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Day 1




My name is William McAllister Theodore Valerian Billy Bob Bob Smith Michaels. It’s a proud family name. My father has the same name, as did his father and his father before him.

Everyone calls me Al for short.

I’m a shepherd in our village, just like my dad. And my uncle. And my brothers, cousins, nephews. All of us, basically. 

As you can tell, my family doesn’t have much imagination. 

They all like things to be the same, all day, every day. Luckily for them, when you look after sheep, that’s exactly what happens. 

Every morning, I get up, go fetch my sheep and take them out to the fields. I watch over them all day to make sure they don’t do anything stupid and as the sun sets, I take them back home again.

Boring.

That’s why I decided to start a diary. It gives me something to do while I’m out there, watching the sheep. I can write my thoughts down and make up stories about the flock.

Sometimes I imagine that they are talking to each other.

“Hello Betty! Fancy meeting you in this field that we go to every day.”

“Yes, Daisy. It’s a real coincidence. What are you doing?”

“Oh, I’m just eating this bit of grass here. It’s really nice grass. Tasty. A bit like the grass I had yesterday.”

“Ah, yesterday’s grass. That was delicious!”

Sheep don’t exactly have much to talk about.

I never wanted to be a shepherd, you know. I always dreamed of being a weapon smith, but when I told my dad, he said not to be silly. I was going to be a shepherd, just like all the Michaels.

So here I am, out with the sheep, imagining being a weapon smith. How cool would that be? I could make swords and axes all day. I’d get to meet all the visiting Minecraftians as they passed through the village and they could let me know all about their fights and battles. I’d give them weapons that would help them be even better at fighting creepers.

I might even get to explore Minecraftia, selling my creations to anyone who needs them. I’ve always wondered what the world was like outside the village. One of my weapons could save the day in a battle! That would make me responsible for saving the world!
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But shepherds don’t get to explore and they don’t get to save Minecraftia. No, we just have to stay in fields with sheep.

So I’ve made a decision. I’m not going to tell my family, but I’m going to ask Bert, the village weapon smith, to give me lessons in making weapons. Dad won’t be able to stop me being a weapon smith once he sees the amazing swords I make. They’ll be the best in Minecraftia and everyone will come from all around to buy one of my swords. I’ll make so much money that I’ll be able to pay someone else to look after the sheep. 

That way, Dad can take a break from standing in the fields. He never says anything, but I bet he finds it just as boring as I do.


Day 2




Today was the day I attempted to put the first part of my plan into action. I asked Gary, my cousin, to look after the sheep so I could have some time to myself. 

Gary was very suspicious. He asked all sorts of questions about why I needed him to look after the sheep. I told him that I was getting a haircut and ran away before he could remember that villagers don’t have any hair.

I didn’t want him to know that I was going to see Bert. It’s going to be hard enough telling my family that I’m leaving the village to become a world famous weapon smith after I’ve finished my training, but they won’t have any choice by then. If they discover my plan before I’m ready, they’ll stop me leaving and then I’ll be stuck with the sheep forever. 

I cannot be a shepherd for the rest of my life. I need some excitement! At least if I can show them my cool weapons, they’ll understand that this is what I should be doing.

It was very strange walking into the village without my sheep. I felt free. Once I’m a famous weapon smith, I’m never going to have anything to do with sheep or stand in any fields.

As I walked into town, I went past a building with an open door. Even though I didn’t have much time, I couldn’t resist. I went over and shut the door. 

It made such a cool sound when it shut that I opened it just to be able to shut it again.

Open. Shut. Open. Shut.

I could have stayed there all day with that door. The way it moved was incredible. And the noise! Such an interesting sound. Just thinking about it makes me want to go back and close it one more time.

Still, door or no door, I was a man on a mission and nothing was going to stop me from going to talk to Bert. Not even the best door in the whole wide world. I managed to pull myself away and head over to the village weapon smith.

Bert was just trading with a visiting Minecraftian when I arrived at his shop. I couldn’t believe my eyes when I saw how many emeralds the player gave him. If I had all those emeralds, I’d be able to buy a horse and leave the village.

When the Minecraftian left, I saw my opportunity and went over to Bert.

I smiled my brightest smile, hoping that I looked like the perfect apprentice. “I want to be a weapon smith and you’re just the man to teach me everything I need to know.”

Bert laughed. And laughed. And laughed and laughed and laughed. He laughed so much that he dropped the weapon he was working on and rolled around on the floor. Laughing.

“You? A weapon smith? Never in a million years! A shepherd can’t be a weapon smith!”

I left his shop, the sound of his laughter still ringing in my ears. Still, even though Bert can’t see my potential, that doesn’t mean I can’t be a weapon smith. I just need to figure out another way of making my dreams come true.


Day 3




Plan A didn’t work so it’s time for Plan B. Since Bert isn’t going to teach me how to be a weapon smith, I’m going to have to teach myself. 

Obviously, I can’t set up an armory in the field, so I’m going to have to spy on Bert until I figure out a way round that.

There’s only one small problem with my plan. The sheep. They’re not exactly quiet and I can’t ask Gary to look after them every day. If anyone sees sheep around Bert’s shop, it’s going to be pretty obvious that I must be close by.

I thought about leaving them locked up for the day, but if dad found out that I’d left the sheep inside, I’d get into a lot of trouble.

My next idea was to disguise them. I got together a few resources and made some masks for the sheep so that they’d look like villagers.

Do you know how hard it is to get sheep to wear masks?

I couldn’t get them to stand still long enough to fix the masks to their face and when I finally managed to get a mask on one sheep, she shook it off and then started eating it! All that work for nothing.

There’s nothing else I can do. I’m going to have to train the sheep to be quiet while I’m watching Bert. Maybe I can teach them how to play hide and seek.

It’s going to be tough spying on Bert with a flock of sheep around me, but if I want to be a weapon smith, there’s no other choice.


Day 4
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I started training the sheep today. I figured it would be best to start with one sheep and work my way up to the whole flock, so I picked the one I thought was the smartest.

Oh. My. Goodness. 

I knew sheep were dumb, but I didn’t think they were completely stupid. Turns out I was wrong. 

I got a handful of grass and held it out to the sheep to get her to follow me. She walked two steps and decided that it was easier to eat the grass on the ground than try and snatch it from my hand. 

Once she started eating the grass, she lost all interest in what I was doing, so I had to try another sheep.

This time, I started playing peekaboo with the sheep. After all, if I want them to hide on command, then I needed to get them used to the idea of me disappearing and coming back again.

I felt like an idiot putting my hands in front of my face and then yelling ‘peekaboo!’ when I took them away. The sheep turned its back on me and farted. Not exactly what I was expecting.

What was even worse was that Gary came along just when I was pulling a silly face at the sheep to try and get it interested in the game.

“What are you doing?” he asked. “You look like an idiot!”

“Oh, nothing. Just trying to have some fun.”

“Sheep don’t like playing games like that.”

I felt really stupid. 

Gary came into my field. “What you need are some carrots.”

“What do you mean?”

“Sheep don’t like playing games unless there’s a carrot involved. Look.”

Gary took out a carrot from his pocket and dangled it in front of the sheep. It immediately stopped eating grass and looked at the carrot. I could see it drooling as it edged towards the food, hoping to take it from Gary.

“Not just yet.” Gary put up a finger in warning and the sheep stopped moving.

“Now sit!” Gary held the carrot high and the sheep immediately sat.

Some of the other sheep in the field looked over and when they saw Gary had a carrot, they trotted over and sat next to the sheep.

“Turn around!” Gary waved the carrot around in a big circle. The sheep stood up and started walking around in a circle.

“Stop!” Gary held the carrot still and all the sheep instantly stopped walking, their eyes fixed on the carrot.

“See what I mean?” Gary grinned as he broke the carrot up into little pieces and tossed them to the sheep. They gobbled up the pieces of vegetable as if they hadn’t eaten in days.

I looked at him in amazement. “How did you learn how to do that? I thought only pigs and rabbits liked carrots.”

“It’s so boring standing around in a field all day. I had to do something to pass the time! I had a spare carrot with me one day and I offered it to one of the sheep. It went nuts! After that, I started teaching the flock tricks and all it took was a little bit of carrot to get them to do whatever I wanted. You should watch my sheep climbing up into a pyramid. You’ve never seen anything like it.”

Gary had no idea but he’d just helped me on my way to becoming the next big weapon smith.


Day 5




I am so glad that Gary showed me the trick with the carrot. It makes things so much easier.

The first thing I had to do was get a good stash of carrots. Luckily, mom made some rabbit stew the other night, so there were some carrots left over from that. I managed to smuggle them out without mom noticing. She’d have insisted on making me a sandwich instead and I’m pretty certain that sheep don’t like bacon.

The sheep went nuts when they realised I’d brought carrots! When I walked into the field, they came running over, all trying to get close enough to steal one from me. They rushed at me so fast they almost knocked me over!

I pulled a carrot out of my pocket and held it high in the air. “Sit!” I yelled. 

All the sheep sat without my needing to ask twice. I couldn’t believe it. Gary was right. All I needed was some carrots.

“OK then, sheep. Let’s play follow the leader.”

This was the first real test of the carrot technique. 

I walked round in a circle. All the sheep followed me. Pretty cool, but I needed more if I was going to be able to spy on Bert.

I started skipping. At first, the sheep didn’t seem to know what to do, but gradually they figured it out and I looked over my shoulder to see all the sheep skipping around in a circle!

I hopped. They hopped.

I jumped. They jumped.

I stood still as a statue. They stood so still, they didn’t even blink.

My plan was coming together! Soon, I’d know all of Bert’s secrets and I’d be free from sheep.
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I couldn’t wait to start spying on Bert, so I got up bright and early the next morning so I could take the sheep into the village and hide them all without being noticed.

I sang a little song as I went into the kitchen. “You’re in a good mood today,” remarked mom. “Normally I have to come and drag you out of bed. What’s making you so happy?”

“Oh, nothing,” I replied. “I’m just looking forward to going out with the sheep today.”

“That’s what I like to hear.” Dad came into the kitchen. “I always knew that you’d be a great shepherd one day. I’m glad you’ve forgotten all that nonsense about being a weapon smith. Bert told me that you went to see him the other day.”

I blushed. I didn’t think that dad and Bert were such good friends. “Sorry, dad. I just wanted to know what it was like to make weapons. It seems so interesting.”

“You don’t need to know what it’s like,” retorted dad. “You’re a shepherd, just like me and all the other Michaels. Looking after sheep is good enough for me and it’ll be good enough for you. Shepherding is important work. Wool and mutton are vitally important to the village. What would we sleep on if we didn’t have wool for our beds? How could we get any delicious mutton without the sheep? What would we train the wolves with? No, Al. You’re a shepherd and a shepherd you’ll stay for the rest of your life.”

“We’ll see about that,” I muttered, but not loudly enough for dad to hear me. 

After I finished my breakfast, I went to fetch my sheep. “Let’s go over to the field, sheep,” I said loudly so that anyone listening would think I was doing what I did every day. “There’s lots of delicious grass waiting for you there.”

I started leading the sheep in the direction of their field, but when I was out of sight of my house, I took a carrot out of my pocket. “Listen up, you scruffy lot,” I said to the sheep. “We’re on a top secret mission today. I don’t want to hear a single bleat out of you until we’re done, do you understand?”

“Baa!”

“I told you that I didn’t want to hear any bleating!” I broke off a piece of carrot and popped it in my mouth.

“Baa!” The sheep looked devastated as I started to chew.

“Yum! This is the juiciest carrot I’ve ever had! And I’ll eat the rest of it too if you don’t pay attention. Let’s try again. We’re on a top secret mission today. I don’t want to hear a single bleat out of you until we’re done, do you understand?”

The sheep just stared at me, their eyes as big as saucers as they gazed at the rest of the carrot, hoping desperately that they’d get to eat it.

“Good. Follow me, sheep!”

The sheep fell into line behind me, walking perfectly in time as we marched into the village. 

As we moved between the buildings, I had to be careful that nobody saw us. Whenever I saw a possible hiding place for a sheep, I told them to stay there, promising them some carrot if they managed to hide without anyone finding them. This was the most important game of hide and seek of my life and I had no intention of losing.

Finally, I reached Bert’s armory. After finding places for the rest of the flock, there was just one sheep left, so I figured it might as well stay by my side. If anyone spotted me, I could claim that I was supposed to be meeting a Minecraftian to make a trade.

“OK, sheep. Let me stand on your back so I can watch Bert through the window.”

The sheep stood there obediently as I scrambled onto its back to get a good look at Bert.

Bert really knows what he’s doing.

Watching him make an axe, I couldn’t help but be impressed. For someone whose hands are attached, he moved round the workshop with incredible skill and agility and it wasn’t long before he had completed the weapon. I saw him run his finger along the blade and draw a little bit of blood from the sharp blade.

“Diamond and stick,” I muttered to myself, trying to remember every little detail. “Got it!”

“Who’s there?”

I ducked down out of the way so that Bert wouldn’t see me peering through the window. I twisted my ankle as I fell, but I didn’t dare cry out in case he caught me.

I put my finger to my lips to remind the sheep to be quiet. I needn’t have worried. The promise of a carrot made sure that it didn’t bleat. It was barely breathing, it was so desperate for a treat.

I crouched down, hoping that Bert wouldn’t see me kneeling below his window. All it would take would be for him to look outside and down and I’d be discovered. 

After what seemed like an eternity, Bert went back to his work and I decided that I’d seen enough for my first day. 

I tried to stand up, but my ankle was too painful, so I leaned against the sheep for support as I limped back to the field, gathering the rest of the flock along the way.

Once we were safely in the field, I gave all the sheep some carrot, giving an extra piece to the sheep who’d let me stand on her. 

It was going to take a while, but at last I was on my way to becoming a weapon smith.
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I was planning on going to watch Bert again today, but as we made our way into the village, it started raining.

Everyone knows that you have to take cover when it rains, so the sheep and I raced for the nearest building. They hate it when their wool gets wet.

We ended up in the library. I was bored waiting for the rain to stop, so I started looking through the shelves for something to read. I found an amazing book. It was called ‘Diary of a Villager Weapon Smith.’ 

One day, I could be writing a book just like that.

I decided to borrow the diary so I could read it and find out what life is really like as a weapon smith.

By now, lots of villagers had come in to shelter from the rain, so it was difficult to find somewhere to sit and read. I ended up perched on the back of one of my sheep as the room became more and more crowded. 

Still, it wasn’t as bad as the last time I got stuck in a building during a storm. So many people came in that I ended up with my nose stuck right up Tom the butcher’s armpit. I have a very sensitive nose and I couldn’t forget the stench for weeks. It was so bad, that I started to go to Sam’s butcher shop to trade instead because I couldn’t bear to be around Tom anymore. Sam lives right on the other side of the village. It’s a lot further to walk and he doesn’t give me as much money for mutton, but at least he doesn’t stink.

The book was really good. The life of a weapon smith sounds really exciting! The man who wrote the diary doesn’t just make weapons. He goes out and fights too! 

There was one time when his village was threatened by creepers. He ran out with an enchanted sword he’d just finished making and beat them off all by himself! He was a hero. 

I’m going to be a hero one day. I’ll fight creepers, skeletons, even the Ender dragon. Everyone will want to know how I’m such a good fighter and I’ll tell them it’s because of the brilliant weapons I made. Then they’ll all want to buy my swords and I’ll be the richest man in the whole of Minecraftia.
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I’ve read ‘Diary of a Villager Weapon Smith’ three times already. There’s so much I have to learn about being a weapon smith. It isn’t enough to know how to make weapons. I’m also going to need to learn about how to make good trades. 

Trading isn’t exactly one of my strengths. Dad got really cross with me once because I gave away three emeralds for two planks of wood. It wasn’t my fault. I thought the wood would be useful for building a shelter for the sheep.

He pointed to the trees growing in our garden.

Still, I thought that he’d have been happy that I was thinking for myself and trying to help out the family. He told me I should never try to think for myself.

Ever since then, I always have to have dad around when I make a trade. It’s so embarrassing. None of the other shepherds have their parents standing over them when they trade with Minecraftians.

I’m also going to have to learn how to use weapons if I want to travel the world saving villagers. That’s the tricky part. All the carrots in the world aren’t going to get my sheep to stand up on their hind legs and wave a sword around. Besides, I might get hurt or I might hurt the sheep. Dad would be really angry with me if I hurt one of the sheep.


Day 9




I was really naughty and made a trade all by myself today. 

I saw a Minecraftian walking by the field. I wanted to know if he had any news from outside the village, so I went over to talk.

“There’s been a lot of creeper activity out to the west,” he told me. “It was a good thing I had my enchanted axe with me. I would never have got past them without it.”

“An enchanted axe? Can I see it?”

I held my breath as he pulled the axe out of his backpack. He even let me hold it! I couldn’t believe my luck. It felt as light as a feather and when I swung it through the air, it made a strange swooshing noise. 

“That’s amazing,” I said as I gave him back his axe. I really hated having to let go of it.

“It’s pretty cool, isn’t it?” he grinned.

“I wish I could have an axe like that.” 
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“I’m sorry, but that’s my only axe.” The Minecraftian thought for a moment. “I’ll tell you what. I don’t have a spare axe, but I do have this really great stick that looks a lot like an axe.”

He took the stick out of his backpack to show me. He was right. It did look a lot like an axe. It had a large bulge at one end and if you squinted your eyes, you could pretend that it was the head of an axe. 

“If you hit something with this, it would really hurt,” the Minecraftian explained. “I’ve been keeping it in case something happened to my weapons, but you seem like a nice lad. I’d be willing to trade you something for it. That’s if you want to.”

Did I want to? He didn’t have to ask twice.

“Maybe.” I tried to act all casual, the way I’d seen dad behave during a trade. “What would you want for it?”

“Three sheep and five emeralds.”

“Hmm.” I thought about it, trying not to let him see that I didn’t have a clue where I could get that many emeralds. Actually, I didn’t have a clue where I could get any emeralds.

“What about if I give you four sheep and the bacon sandwich my mom made me for lunch?”

The Minecraftian narrowed his eyes. “Can I see the sandwich?”

I gave him the sandwich. He lifted the top layer of bread and sniffed it. “My mom makes a great sandwich,” I assured him. “You’ll never taste anything as delicious.”

“Make it five sheep with the sandwich and we’ve got a deal.”

 “Done!”

We shook hands and I selected five sheep to give to him before taking my precious stick. I made sure that they were the plumpest so that the Minecraftian wouldn’t think he’d got a bad deal.

Luckily, I’m very good at getting the sheep to breed, so dad never noticed that there were some missing when I went home at the end of the day.

That stick was the best trade ever. It was worth going without lunch to get it.


Day 10




When I got home last night, I hid my stick under my bed when I slept so that I had it close by if zombies attacked the village. There were no zombie attacks last night, but it’s good to know that I’m prepared if one comes in the future.

After I took the sheep out to the field, I let them roam free while I practised fighting moves with my stick. I found a tree that looked a bit like a creeper and I started to hit it with my stick. 

Overarm. Pow!

Backhand. Crunch!

Roundhouse. Snap!

Unfortunately, it turns out that I’m way too good at fighting trees. My stick broke in two and neither of the bits that were left was big enough to fight with.

I looked at the pieces of wood in my hand and felt like crying. I’ve been working so hard to become a weapon smith and it feels like I’m wasting my time. It’s not fair that I’m still stuck in the fields with the sheep.


Day 11




I took ‘Diary of a Villager Weapon Smith’ back to the library. “Did you enjoy it?” smiled Mary the librarian when I gave it to her.

“It was very educational,” I replied.

 “There’s a whole series of diaries detailing the lives of different Minecraftians. I’ve read all of them,” Mary told me.  “My favorite was the one about the iron golem. It was so exciting! Why don’t you check it out?”

“I don’t know. I was hoping that there was another one about weapon smiths.” I’d really enjoyed the diary and the others were bound to be amazing too, but right now, I was focused on my dreams. If there was a second diary of a weapon smith, I could pick up all sorts of tips from that one as well.

“I’m sorry.” Mary shook her head. “Right now, that’s the only diary about weapon smiths. But there are a whole heap of diaries by different Minecraftians. If you liked that one, then I suggest you go to the section over there. We’ve got lots of others for you to choose from.”

I went over to the area she’d pointed to. There were lots of diaries about different Minecraftians. I had no idea that there were so many. Once I was a weapon smith, I’d come back and read them all.

Deciding that it was worth pretending to follow Mary’s advice, I grabbed one from the shelf. If I borrowed one of the other diary books, she would never guess that I was trying to learn about making weapons.

“Are you interested in learning about making weapons?” remarked Mary as she checked out my books.

“What makes you say that?”

“You’ve taken out ‘Tips for Making Swords’, ‘How to Enchant an Axe’ and ‘Learning about Making Weapons,’” she said. ‘It seemed like a reasonable guess that you wanted to learn about weaponry. Are you getting bored being a shepherd?”

“No, no.” I couldn’t believe that she’d guessed my secret! What would I do if she told mom and dad? I’d get into major trouble. “I’m just looking for something new to read while I’m watching the sheep. I’ve read so many of the other books that this seemed a bit different, you know, give me something to daydream about while I’m out with the flock.”

“I always thought being a shepherd must be a wonderful life,” sighed Mary, resting her head on her hand. “Imagine being able to be outside in the sunshine instead of stuck inside the library. And all that time to read! You can do whatever you like all day. Sheep don’t answer you back, unlike some of the people I get in here. Honestly. You would not believe the rudeness of some people. Only the other day, I had someone come in here and get ever so angry with me because I didn’t have a book about the Far Lands. Nobody’s ever been to the Far Lands and returned to tell the tale. How could we have a book about it?”

I made a mental note to go and visit the Far Lands once I am a qualified weapon smith. If I wrote about what it was like, maybe I could become a bestselling author too!


Day 12




I’ve been making notes about all the things I’ve read in the new books from the library. I thought it would be useful to put together a list of interesting facts about weapons to memorise. 

From what I’ve read, I don’t think Bert knows as much as he says he does. For example, you can put two damaged swords together and come up with a super strong sword. I bet Bert doesn’t know that. He’s too busy making new weapons and charging far too much money for them. It’s got me thinking that when I get started as a weapon smith, maybe I should charge less than he does so that everybody comes to me to save money.

I’m learning a lot more from these books than Bert could ever teach me. I’m glad he refused to train me.


Day 13




I took the sheep back down to Bert’s today. Although the books have been very useful, there’s nothing like watching someone make weapons in real life to see the theory put into practise. 

I got all the sheep to hide along the way again. I think they quite enjoy hiding. One of them did a very convincing impression of a bush, if a bush was white and woolly instead of green and leafy.

I kept one sheep with me to stand on so I could see through Bert’s window. Why do his windows have to be so high? It gets really uncomfortable standing on top of a sheep after a while. I don’t know how Gary manages to get his to form a pyramid.

I have to admit that Bert is a really good weapon smith. But I’m going to be the best. I watched him putting together a sword and I’m sure that if I had my own workshop, I’d set it up in a more efficient way. He has his crafting table to one side, but I’d have it right in the middle of the room so I could reach all my tools without having to go too far. 

Watching Bert is definitely giving me a lot of ideas.

When a Minecraftian came in to trade for a sword, I decided that I’d seen enough and I jumped off the sheep’s back and headed back to the field.

When I got there, dad was waiting for me. He did not look happy. 

“Where have you been?” he yelled. “I’ve been looking all over for you.”

I tried to come up with a good answer, but I got distracted by a sheep trying to steal a carrot from my pocket. I shoved it away, hoping that dad wouldn’t notice the vegetables.

“And what are you doing with carrots in your pockets?”

I thought fast. “I’ve been fishing. With carrots. The fish love them and I thought it would be good for the sheep to have a change of scenery. They must get bored in the fields all day.”

“Fishing?” Dad frowned and folded his arms. “So where are all the fish you caught?”

I blushed. “I didn’t catch any.”

“I thought you said the fish loved carrots?”

“They do. It’s just that they ate them too quickly for me to be able to catch the fish. They’d take a nibble of a carrot then swim away before I could get them.”

Dad looked at me, narrowing his eyes. I knew that look. It meant that he suspected that I was lying, but he couldn’t be sure.
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Was he going to give me the benefit of the doubt?

“Well, you’re here now, so you’d better come with me. I need your help with a trade.”

A trade? I quickly followed dad to where a Minecraftian was waiting. 

“Thanks for waiting. This is my son, Al. He’s going to make the trade for me.”

The Minecraftian held out his hand for me to shake and I took it. I couldn’t believe what I’d just heard. Dad was going to let me make the trade?

“Pleased to meet you, Al. I need some wool.”

“Wool? You’ve come to the right place. We’ve got lots of wool here. Just give me ten emeralds and you can have as much as you like.”

“Ten emeralds?”

My palms began to sweat with the pressure. “OK, five.”

“Five emeralds?”

I gulped. “All right, two.”

“Two emeralds?”

“Since you drive such a hard bargain, why don’t you give me some carrots and take as much wool as you need? I’ll even throw in a couple of bits of mutton.”

Dad groaned and slapped his forehead. “That’s enough. Thanks for stopping by, Harry. I appreciate your help.”

“Any time.” The Minecraftian walked away, leaving me confused. 

“Don’t you want your wool?” I called after him.

“He never wanted any wool in the first place,” dad explained. “He was doing me a favor. I wanted to see if you were ready to make trades on your own. Clearly, you’re not.”

He turned and walked away, leaving me feeling ashamed of myself.


Day 14




I wasn’t in the mood to study weaponry today, so I decided to do what I told dad I did yesterday. I took the sheep fishing.

Funnily enough, it turns out that sheep really do enjoy going fishing.

I tied a carrot to the end of a piece of string, dangled it off a stick and threw it into the water. Before I knew it, the sheep had jumped into the water to get the carrot! I knew they liked carrots, but I didn’t realize they liked them that much!

At first I was worried about how I was going to get the sheep out of the water again, but they didn’t have any problems jumping back out, so after a while, I let them do whatever they liked while I lay against a tree, thinking about what I should do next. They splashed in and out of the water, having a great time.

If only there was a way to convince Bert to train me. If only I could find better books about weapon making so I didn’t have to get Bert to train me. If only dad would let me stop being a shepherd and tell Bert that he has to train me.

My dreams of being a weapon smith seemed further away than ever.
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The only good thing about today was that when the sheep came out of the water, they were all carrying fish in their mouths. Mom was really happy to see how much food I’d brought home. It made a change from mutton for dinner.


Day 15




We have a witch in the village! An actual, real life witch! 

It turns out that when we had that storm the other day, one of the villagers got struck by lightning and turned into a witch. It was Mrs. Jones, the leatherworker’s wife.

I overheard mom say that she always thought that Mrs. Jones was a witch anyway. That wasn’t very nice of her, but I must admit that Mrs. Jones always was a little odd and her laugh did sound a bit witchy, so it’s not that surprising that she turned into one.

Now we have a witch to worry about and nobody knows what to do. Apparently there’s some talk about a group of villagers storming her hut, but so far, nobody’s been brave enough to step up and lead.

This is it! This is my chance to be the village hero!

First thing I need to do is get a weapon. I don’t know if Bert will let me have one of his swords, but maybe I could get the sheep to create a diversion so I can steal one. 

Once I’ve got a sword or axe, I’ll go and find the witch’s hut. She’ll never expect an attack from a humble shepherd. She’ll be so surprised, she won’t have time to defend herself. Victory will be mine!

Imagine what everyone will think when I’ve defeated the witch. There’s no way dad will make me stay with the sheep after that. He’ll understand that I’m wasting my talents standing in a field all day. 

Bert will have to train me after that. I’ll become the greatest weapon smith the world has ever seen!

I’m so glad that Mrs. Jones got hit by lightning. This is my big chance and I’m not going to blow it.


Day 16




I blew my big chance. 

I should have known it was all going to go wrong when the sheep wouldn’t behave going into the village. It was as though they knew I was going to fight a witch and they were spooked. They wouldn’t stay quiet when they were hiding, bleating at me to come back and when I tried to walk away, they came out of their usual hiding places to follow me.

In the end, I had to let the sheep come along while we went over to Bert’s. We must have looked really funny, the sheep trotting along behind me in single file. 

Of course, because I had all the sheep with me, all the villagers could see where I was going. Everyone called out hello and I had to smile and wave back or they’d know something was up. It was impossible to sneak over to Bert’s, so in the end, I had to give up on attempting to steal a weapon to use against the witch.
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I should have given up the whole stupid idea, but I was absolutely convinced that I could show everyone in the village that I was more than just a shepherd. In the end, I took the sheep with me and headed off in the direction mom said the witch’s hut was.

As I headed away from the center of the village, things seemed to get spooky. The sheep huddled up against me and I could barely walk because they were so close to my legs. It was like they were trying to stop me confronting the witch.

I wish I’d listened to them.

As I drew closer to the witch’s hut, I could hear her talking to herself, cackling and muttering strange incantations. My heart started beating faster, but I was determined that I was going to save the village from the witch and nothing was going to stop me.

“Ah, one of the villagers. At last, one of you has the courage to come out to see me.”

I jumped at the sound of the witch’s voice. She was standing right behind me. I was sure that she hadn’t been there a moment before. 

The sheep bleated and huddled even closer to me. 

“Foul crone!” I cried. “You must leave the village now before I’m forced to make you leave.”

“Make me leave? I’d like to see you try.” She stood there, arms folded.

I hated the smug look on her face. I wanted nothing more than to wipe it off. 

“You got it!” I started to charge at her, but one of the sheep moved in front of me and I tripped over. I lay sprawled on the ground, as the witch stood over me, laughing.

People seem to laugh at me a lot. Maybe I should go for a career as a comedian.

“You fool!” she sneered. “You’re just a shepherd. You haven’t got a hope of defeating me. You should never have come here. You’re never going to leave here alive.”

My heart was pounding. I was sweating. This was not how it was supposed to go! It should have been the witch prone on the floor!

She pulled out a potion from her pocket. “Prepare to die!”

I squeezed my eyes tightly shut and prepared myself to die, just as the witch suggested.

Suddenly, there was a loud bleating. My sheep! 

They crowded around the witch, biting at her clothes so that she couldn’t get a clear shot with her potion. 

“Get off! Get off!” The witch batted my sheep away, but they wouldn’t leave her alone. “Gah! All right! I won’t use a potion on him. Now get out of my sight before I change my mind.”

I didn’t need telling twice.

I pulled myself to my feet and raced back to the village, the sheep following close behind. 

The only good thing about my disastrous attempt to confront the witch was that nobody knew about my plans. At least I won’t have to put up with the embarrassment of everyone knowing that I was almost killed by a witch.


Day 17




I swear that the sheep think I’m an idiot. They keep looking at me and I’m sure they’re remembering what happened yesterday. If the sheep hadn’t been with me, then I’d be dead by now or worse. 

I can almost hear them saying “You’re an idiot, Al. Fancy thinking you could defeat a witch all by yourself. You didn’t even have a weapon.”

Now, if I’d been able to train as a weapon smith, I could have made my own sword and not had to rely on trying to steal one of Bert’s. Yet another reason why I hate being a shepherd. What’s the point of sheep? OK, so they saved my life yesterday, but apart from that, what are they good for?

Still, I must admit that being bored is a better option than having a witch throw a potion at me. 

I decided to see if I could get the sheep to climb into a pyramid. After all, if Gary can do it, then so can I.

Do you have any idea how hard it is to get sheep to climb on top of each other, even with carrots? It’s impossible! 

Gary came along while I was trying to coax one of the sheep to clamber onto two others. “You’re not trying the pyramid trick, are you?” he chuckled. “Good luck with that.”

I ignored him, focusing on the sheep. “Come on, girl. You can do it.”

“You’ll never do it like that,” Gary told me after I spent another fifteen minutes trying without success. “Here. This is how you do it.”

He took the carrot from my hand and made a few gestures. As if they’d been doing it all their lives, the sheep obediently got into formation, five standing in a row to form a base with four on top of them, then three, two and finally one standing right at the top. 

“Ta-daa!” Gary looked really proud of himself as I clapped my hands. I had to hand it to him. He really knows how to handle sheep. I don’t think I’ll ever be able to get the sheep to behave for me the way they do for him. 

I must be the black sheep of the family. Ha ha!


Day 18




I’ve been trying to think of ways I can beat the witch. I think the problem was that I had the sheep with me. Never take sheep with you when you’re on a mission to save the village. They only get in the way.

What I need to do is sneak out at night when everyone’s in bed. That way, the witch will be asleep too and then I can tie her up before she can get to her potions. I can then carry her into the village and throw her into the bottomless pit. 

It’s such a simple plan! It’s genius! I don’t know why I didn’t think of it sooner. OK, it doesn’t involve swinging swords around and I was really looking forward to showing everyone how good I am with weapons after all that stick practice, but if I save the village from the witch, dad will have to let me do whatever I want.

No more sheep for me!


Day 19




That was a really stupid plan. I don’t know why I thought it would work. I’m beginning to feel like I’m too dumb to even be a shepherd. The sheep have got more sense than me.

I waited until it was dark and mom and dad were in bed. I crept down the hallway and looked in on them to make sure they were definitely asleep.

Dad was snoring so loudly the walls were shaking.

I went to the front door and opened it. It was dark outside. I shut the door straight away. The dark is really scary. 

I took a deep breath and opened the door again. If I’m going to be a hero, then a little bit of darkness shouldn’t be enough to frighten me. If I can’t cope with the dark, how am I going to face a creeper?

I tiptoed outside and made my way through the fields. Suddenly I heard a groaning noise. 

A zombie!

I shrieked and ran to hide behind a tree. Then I realized it wasn’t a zombie I’d heard. It was just a sheep bleating. Somehow it had been left outside when I put the others to bed for the night.

“Oh well, sheep. You’d better come with me then.”

The sheep trotted obediently beside me, nudging my pocket hopefully every now and then. “Sorry, sheep. No carrots today.”

The witch’s hut was even more spooky at night. I clutched the rope I’d brought with me tightly. This was my moment. This was when I was going to save the village.

“Looking for me?”

I whirled round. The witch was standing right in front of me, the wart on the end of her big nose throbbing with anger.

“I thought you would have learned your lesson from last time. You got lucky then. You won’t be nearly as lucky this time.”

She pulled a potion out from her sleeve and threw it at me. 

I closed my eyes, bracing myself for whatever wicked spell she’d cast. 

There was an agonised “baa!” I opened my eyes to see that my sheep had jumped in front of me, the witch’s potion hitting it right on the head.

“Sheep!” I rushed to its side. “Speak to me, sheep!” The poor sheep lifted its head and tried to bleat, but it was too weak. 

“Pathetic.” The witch shook her head and disappeared off into the night.

It was a real struggle to get it onto my shoulders, but I eventually managed to heft the sheep onto my back and start the long, slow walk back home. She seemed to weigh more and more with every step and I felt as though my back would break with the weight, but eventually we got back to the farm and I put her in the shed with the rest of the flock.

I hope she’s recovered by morning or I’ve got a lot of explaining to do to dad.


Day 20




The sheep was looking very sorry for herself when I went to let them out the next morning. She could barely walk and when she saw me, she tried to lift her head to bleat at me, but she was too weak.

I’m so lucky I had her with me last night. She saved my life. Now I have to save hers.

I didn’t have any choice. I had to go and tell dad that she was ill. 

I was expecting him to shout at me, but he was just worried about the sheep. He sent me into the village to trade for a potion of healing.

It shows how worried dad was about the sheep that he trusted me to go trading.

I rushed into town looking for a visiting Minecraftian. Of course, knowing my luck, I couldn’t see a single Minecraftian who might have a potion of healing with him.

“What’s the problem?” Bert called to me from his armory. 

“I’ve got a sick sheep. It got hit by a potion last night.”

“How did it get hit by a potion?”

“Oh.” I thought frantically for an explanation that wouldn’t make me look stupid. “She got lost and ended up by the witch’s hut.”

“She was a long way from home.”

“Yes, she was.” I blushed, hoping that Bert wouldn’t know that I was lying.

“Wait here a moment. I might be able to help you.”

He disappeared off into the armory and came back with a potion of healing. “I happen to have this one lying around. You’re welcome to take it.”

“Thanks. What do you want in trade?”

Bert waved me away. “Just take it.”

“Thanks, Bert!”

I raced back to the farm where dad was still tending to the sheep. “Here’s the potion, dad.”

Dad lifted the sheep’s head and helped her drink. At first, I didn’t think anything would happen, but a few moments later, the sheep started moving about and bleating and before I knew it, she was up on her feet as if nothing had happened.

“No more late night missions to see the witch, all right?”

Dad stalked off, leaving me open-mouthed. How did he know I’d gone to fight the witch?
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Day 21




It was a quiet day today. I figured that I probably ought to keep a low profile after all the drama recently. My attempts to become a weapon smith haven’t exactly been successful and I don’t want to see any more of my sheep get hurt.

Gary came over to see me. He’s taught his sheep a new trick. He can get one sheep to balance on the other’s shoulders and then they walk around as though they’re a human! It was so funny!

He got all the sheep paired up and then they strolled around the field bleating hello to each other.

Gary and I were laughing so much, tears ran down our eyes.

It was good to spend time with Gary, just hanging out. Maybe being a shepherd isn’t all bad after all.

When I went home for dinner, mom had made my favorite rabbit stew. Mom’s cooking is the best. 


Day 22




There’s a hero in the village. His name is Steve. I hate him.

He came waltzing into the village yesterday, full of stories about how he’d fought off creepers in one village and destroyed a whole heap of zombie villagers in another village. I bet they’re all made up. Nobody could do all the things Steve says he’s done.

It wouldn’t be so bad if everyone didn’t think he was so amazing. But ever since he arrived, it’s been nothing but “Steve says this” and “Steve says that” and “Steve is so wonderful.” 

Just because Steve defeated the witch.

He was riding into town when he noticed the witch’s hut through the trees. He got off his horse and went to take a closer look when the witch jumped out at him from behind.

Steve whirled round. He didn’t even have time to get his enchanted axe before the witch threw a potion at him.

He jumped back, just managing to avoid getting any of the potion on him. He retreated behind a tree, taking out his enchanted axe as the witch drew closer.

As she came by the tree he was hiding behind, he leaped out and swung his axe straight at her.

Crack! He hit the witch on the head, knocking her out!

Steve tied the witch to his horse and led her into the village, where everyone could see that he’d defeated her. My sheep don’t have to worry about being hit with potions ever again.

The witch was locked in the village jail and everyone wanted to throw a party for Steve. Mom made him her rabbit stew and Steve had so many present from the villagers that he couldn’t fit them all on his horse. 

Bert gave him another horse.

It’s not fair. It should have been me getting the presents. I tried so hard to defeat the witch. I had so many plans. I was going to lock the sheep up so none of them could follow me before finding a really good stick to defend myself with. I was going to watch the witch every night to see what she did so I could plan the best course of attack. 

All it would have taken was a few more days to figure out the details and I would have been the hero, but no. Steve had to come to the village before I could save the day.


Day 23




Steve came out to the fields today. He came up to where dad and I were working. “Hello! I need some wool to make a bed. I figured I’d stay in the village for a while, so I wanted somewhere comfortable to sleep.”

“You’ve come to the right place,” smiled dad. “We’ve got lots of wool. I can give you as much as you want.”

“Dad!” I hissed. “Don’t just give him the wool. You need to trade for it!”

“But Steve saved the village, Al. If it wasn’t for him, we might not have any sheep at all, especially with you taking them to see the witch all the time.”

If Steve wasn’t there, I’d have been really embarrassed about being reminded of my failed plans. But since he was, I was just angry that dad had let him know that I’d tried to be a hero.

“You went to see the witch? You’re brave!” Steve beamed at me and I didn’t feel so stupid after all.

“Yeah, well, somebody had to do something about her. She was so mean and witchy. It was really scary thinking about her living at the edge of the village. She could have attacked the village at any time.”

“Your dad must be so proud of you,” Steve said. “Are you proud of him?”

“Of course!” 

I didn’t believe that dad really meant it. I’m sure he only said it because Steve was there. Still, it was good to hear him say something nice about me.

Maybe I could get Steve to convince him to let me be a weapon smith.


Day 24




Steve came round to see me again today. “How are you doing, Al?”

“I’m just going to teach the sheep a new trick,” I replied. “Do you want to come and help?”

“Sure.”

Steve followed me out to the fields where the sheep were grazing.

“You should see my cousin, Gary, working with the sheep,” I told him. “He can get them to do some really cool tricks. I used to think that sheep were stupid, but actually they’re rather smart.”

I decided to give Steve a bit of a show, so I got the sheep moonwalking in a circle before they broke into a little dance. They paired up to do the tango, dancing cheek to cheek while they bleated a little song.

For the finale, they climbed up into the pyramid. I took out a carrot from my pocket and broke it into three pieces. “How many bits of carrot do I have?” 

“Baa! Baa! Baa!”

I took out another carrot and broke it into four pieces. I held up the seven chunks. “How many bits of carrot do I have now?”

“Baa! Baa! Baa! Baa! Baa! Baa! Baa!”

“All right, sheep. Do you think you’ve earned yourself some carrot?”

“Baa!”

“All right then.” I carefully laid out a row of carrots, enough so that every sheep in the field could have one. “Wait for it… wait for it… Go get your carrot!”

The sheep dashed to the waiting treat and all you could hear was the sound of satisfied sheep chewing away, followed by contented bleating as they enjoyed the juicy carrots.

“That was incredible!” gasped Steve. “You could go all around the world with that! People would pay good money to see sheep do tricks!”

“Do you really think so?”

“Definitely.”

I wasn’t convinced, but it was nice of Steve to say that. They were just sheep, after all.


Day 25




Steve and I are becoming really good friends. He came to hang out in the fields again today.

“What’s it like out in Minecraftia?” I asked him. “I’ve always wanted to know what it was like outside the village.”

“It’s really cool,” Steve told me. “There are lots of places to explore. I’ve even been down to the Nether.”

“Really?” I gasped. “I heard that it’s really dangerous down there. Is that true?”

“It is,” nodded Steve. “And really hot as well. There’s fire everywhere. I don’t go down there very often, but there’s some great resources down there and it’s a good place to practice my fighting skills. One time when I was there, I had to fight three skeletons at the same time. One of them jumped out at me from behind and when I was busy fighting him, the other two came along. If it wasn’t for my trusty sword, I wouldn’t have stood a chance.”

“What happened?”

Steve pulled out his sword to re-enact the fight. “The skeletons were circling round me, getting closer and closer. I tried to keep them all in my sights, but it was impossible. I knew that if they jumped on me I’d lose.”

He crouched down in a fighting position, looking round as if the skeletons were still there. 

“What did you do?”

“The only thing I could do. I pulled out a potion of slowness and threw it at two of the skeletons. As soon as it hit them, I rushed at the remaining skeleton and pushed him into the lava. I then spun round and zip! Zap! I cut them to pieces with my sword.”

“Wow.” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Steve was amazing! “If I came across some skeletons, they’d probably eat me for breakfast.”

“What? A brave shepherd like you? I don’t think so.” Steve held his sword out to me. “Here. Take that and see how it feels.”

I couldn’t believe it. Steve was letting me have a go with his sword!

It was heavier than I expected and I struggled to hold it up. Gripping the hilt with both hands, I finally managed to get the sword to a position where it felt comfortable.

“OK, now try a few passes.”

I swung the sword from side to side. This was harder than I thought it was going to be.

“Now imagine there’s a skeleton standing in front of you and jab the sword at it.”

I lunged forward, yelling a war cry. 

“Well done,” laughed Steve. “Any skeletons in the area better watch out when Al’s around.”

I gave his sword back. “I don’t know about that. It seems that being a hero is harder than it looks.”

“Of course it is! That’s why they call us heroes. But you’re the shepherd who went after a witch! There aren’t many who’d do that.”

“Dad said I was stupid to do that.”

“Stupid, maybe, but you saw a threat to your village and you tried to fight it. That makes you a hero in my eyes.”

Steve’s awesome.


Day 26




There have been reports of zombies coming out at night. Dad’s really worried that they’re going to eat the sheep, so he’s reinforced the door to the shed and he’s sleeping with the sheep to make sure that they’re safe. 

I think we should do more than that. Why wait around for the zombies to come to us? I want to go and find them and make sure they can’t cause us any problems. 

When I said this to dad, he told me not to be stupid. “You’re a shepherd! Shepherds don’t fight zombies. You need to stay home and help me reinforce the doors. We’ll do what we always do when there are zombies. Hide and hope they’ll go away.”

That’s not good enough for me. 

I went to find my friend, Steve. He was talking to Bert, the weapon smith.

“Al! Just the shepherd I was talking about!”

I couldn’t believe that Steve had been talking about me. “Really?”
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“That’s right. I was telling Bert here how brave you are. I said that he should take you on as an apprentice.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Steve? Telling Bert he should train me? 

I couldn’t stop grinning. If anyone could persuade Bert to teach me, it would be Steve.

My happiness was short lived.

“I’m not taking on any apprentices right now,” Bert said. 

Ah well. At least Steve tried.

“Have you heard about the zombies?” I asked him.

“I have,” nodded Steve. “The whole village is talking about them.”

“I was wondering…” Now that I was standing in front of Steve, I felt all shy.

“Whether I should go and fight the zombies?” He grinned. “I was thinking the same thing myself. But I can’t face them all by myself. I thought that the best person to help me fight them would be the bravest shepherd in Minecraftia.”

“You mean?”

“That’s right, Al. Will you come and help me defeat the zombies?”

“Of course!” 

I never believed that a famous hero would ask me to help them.

Best. Day. Ever.


Day 27




Steve said that we needed to plan carefully before we went out to face the zombies. We didn’t want to become zombies ourselves.

Imagine what it would be like as a zombie, lurching from side to side, groaning and moaning as you roamed through the village. It must be horrible. Even worse than standing around in a field with sheep all day. 

Steve said that we should try to cure the zombies. Apparently they used to be villagers too. 

I had no idea.

You cure villagers with a splash potion of weakness and golden apples. After Steve captured the witch, he got lots of potions from her hut, so we should have enough to tackle the zombies. 

What we needed were lots of golden apples.

Steve only had a couple, which wouldn’t be enough to cure a zombie horde, so we spent the whole day making golden apples.

I learned so much! Steve taught me how to make a crafting table and then he showed me how to mix the ingredients together to make a golden apple.

It was hard work. After a while, it got really boring, but Steve wouldn’t let me stop. 

To be honest, I started to wish that I was back in the fields with the sheep. At least outside I can do whatever I like. I can take the sheep to a different field. I can read a book. I can teach the sheep a new trick. I can go fishing. 

Instead, all we’ve been doing is putting apples and gold on tables to get a gold apple.

This must be what being a weapon smith is like. Making stuff all day. I didn’t think it would be so dull.


Day 28




Today’s the big day! Steve and I are going to wait until it gets dark and then we’re going to go zombie hunting.

Everyone in the village has heard about our plans. So many people have come up to me to say good luck. I just wish that they didn’t all sound as though they thought I was going to die. I’ve got Steve with me! I’m not going to die!

I’m going to die.

I mean, fighting the witch didn’t exactly go to plan and there was only one of her. This is a whole zombie horde. Who knows how many of them will attack us?

I’m beginning to think that dad has the right idea about hiding away. 

Steve says not to worry. He’s going to do all the fighting. All I have to do is feed the fallen zombies the golden apples and then drag them away from the other zombies to keep them safe. It’s an important job, probably more hard work than doing the fighting.

It’s a good thing that he wants to do the fighting. He’s let me have a few more turns with his sword and it’s so heavy that I can’t hold it up for too long. If I became a weapon smith, I don’t know if I would be able to carry the weapons around the armory. 

Anyway, I better go now. Steve found out where the zombies were seen last and it’s right at the north edge of the village. It’s going to take us a while to hike out there and we want to get there before nightfall so we can scout out the area and figure out the best place to attack the zombies.


Day 29




Wow.

I don’t even know how to begin to describe what happened last night. Steve came to pick me up an hour before sunset to give us enough time to get into position.

As we walked to the north side of the village, he told me more stories about his adventures in Minecraftia. I had no idea that the Ender Dragon was real! I’m really glad that there aren’t any dragons in the village.

There’s a forest to the north of the village. With the sun setting, the shadows in the trees looked just like zombies waiting to jump out. I tried not to let Steve see that I was afraid, but I kept close to his side, just in case.

“Shhh!” 

Steve pointed over to a clearing. I peered through the trees and I could see bumps on the ground. I thought they were rocks at first, but as my eyes adjusted to the dim light, I realized they were zombies. Lots of zombies. Too many zombies to count.

“This is good,” whispered Steve. “They’re not awake yet. We might be able to save a few of them before they wake up for the night.”

“OK.” My knees were knocking and my hands trembled as I took a golden apple out of my bag while Steve readied a potion of weakness.

He tossed it at a bunch of zombies at the edge of the clearing. It shattered right in the middle of them, hitting three or four with the potion.

“Right, Al. Now’s your chance. Go and feed them the apples while I work my way through the other zombies.”

Gingerly, I tiptoed towards the zombies hit by potion. I pried open the first one’s mouth and popped some apple into it.

The zombie shuddered, making me jump. Its skin flickered to pink and then back to green.

Remembering what Steve had said about other zombies attacking newly changed villagers, I dragged the zombie away from the others and then raced back to give the other weakened zombies some apple.

My fingers trembled as I fed apple to the sleeping zombies. I’d never been so close to such a disgusting creature. I never wanted to be so close again. 

My back was sore from dragging cured zombies away and I’d just taken a moment to stretch when I heard Steve yelling.

“Al! The zombies are waking up! Get ready to fight!”

I pulled out my sword. Or at least, I tried to. It got all tangled up in my belt and I ended up falling over it and landing on my backside. 

“Al! I need you! Come quickly!”

At last, I had my sword out and I raced over to where Steve was battling a group of zombies. The adrenaline rushing through my body made me forget how heavy the sword was and I raised it high over my head, screaming at the zombies as I charged at them.

The zombies were so surprised that they stopped fighting for a moment, giving Steve the chance to throw some more potions. 

“Take that! And that! And that!” I completely forgot all about the plan. I barged through the zombies, knocking them flying like skittles.

“Al! The apples! Feed them the apples!”

I ignored Steve, dropping my backpack on the ground as I turned to face the zombies.

“Come on then! I’ll fight you all!”

The zombies looked at each other, turned and started shuffling away, moaning in fear. 

“Wait! No! You can’t run away! Come back and fight!”

I wanted to go after the zombies, but Steve put a hand out to stop me.

“It’s all right, Al. You don’t need to fight anymore. The zombie horde has gone.”

“But I want to fight!” I protested.

“There are cured villagers who need our help,” Steve pointed out. “They’ll be feeling disoriented after turning back to normal. We’ll need to take them back to town.”

“OK. If we must.” I was disappointed, but what Steve said made sense. The other zombies better not come back this way though. Not if they know what’s good for them.

The former zombies were all back to normal and wanting to know what had happened. How do you tell someone that they’ve been a zombie?

Luckily I had Steve with me. “Come on,” he said. “Let’s get you back to the village where it’s safe. We can explain everything to you on the way.”

When we got back to the village, everyone came out to welcome the new villagers, even though it was night. There were tears as people were reunited with family members they thought they’d never see again, while the former zombies who came from other villages introduced themselves.

There were a couple of shepherds among them. Maybe dad will want some extra help on the farm.

Everyone started chanting Steve’s name, cheering, but Steve held up a hand to stop them. “The true hero is Al. He chased away the zombies.”

[image: Image]




“Al! Al! Al!” The villagers picked me up and carried me around on their shoulders. I couldn’t believe it. I was a hero!





Day 30




After all the excitement of the zombie fight, dad said that the best thing to do was to get back to normal, so he made me get up early to tend to the flock. I have never felt so tired, but he said that even expert zombie fighting shepherds have to do what their dad says, so I dragged myself out of bed to see to the sheep.

I hadn’t been out there for long when Steve came by with some of the villagers he’d saved. 

“I’ve come to say goodbye.”

“You can’t leave!” My face fell. Steve was my best friend. I didn’t want him to go.

“I have to. I need to get these villagers back to their homes and keep them safe. We don’t want them to turn into zombies again, do we?”

“I suppose not.” I sighed.

“Cheer up. I’ve got a little something for you. Call it a thank you for helping me.”

Steve passed me the sword I’d used last night.

“Seriously? You’re giving me your sword? But won’t you need it?”

“It’s all right. I can always get another one. I figured you’d like to keep it as a memento.”

He waved goodbye and walked off with the villagers, leaving me to marvel at my new sword. I couldn’t believe he’d given it to me. My very own sword!

After lunch, Bert came to visit me. 

“It would appear that I owe you an apology, young Al,” he said. “You’ve proven that you’ve got the courage to work with dangerous weapons and I think you’re made of the right stuff to become an excellent weapon smith. I would like you to train with me. The town could use a weapon smith like you and who knows? Maybe one day you might even take over my business.”

I didn’t even have to think about it. I told him no.

It’s so funny. If he’d asked me a few days to train with him, I’d have jumped at the chance. I’ve wanted to be a weapon smith for years. 

But now that I’ve had a taste of adventure, I’ve realized that being a weapon smith isn’t enough. I don’t want to make weapons for other people. I want to make weapons for me! And golden apples. And potions. And everything else a hero needs.

What I really want is to be just like Steve. The problem is that I can’t leave the village.

So for now, I’m going to stay in the fields, teaching my sheep tricks and practising my fighting skills. One day this village is going to need another hero and when that day comes, I’ll be ready.
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