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My name is Plucky and I’m a chicken. I’m also a hero. At least, I will be one day. I have big plans. No scratching around in the farmyard for me. I’m going to be famous and everyone will talk about me for years to come. 

I always knew that I was going to be special from the moment I first hatched from my egg. I looked around me and saw a strange black and white creature. 

“Are you my mom?” I asked.

“Moo,” came the reply. Obviously my mother was an extremely multi-talented creature, capable of speaking strange languages with very little effort.

I hopped after her as she made her way around the farmyard, taking large mouthfuls of grass wherever she went.

I tried some, but it tasted disgusting. Still, if that’s what my mom was eating, then it must be good and I carried on trying to eat it, just to be polite.

“What are you doing?”

I looked up to see a bird laughing at me.

“Eating grass, just like my mom,” I replied proudly.

“Your mom?” The bird burst into raucous laughter. “That’s not your mom. That’s just a dumb old cow! You’re a chicken like me, and chickens eat worms, not grass.”

“Worms?”

“Yes, just like that juicy creature wriggling over there.”

The chicken suddenly lunged forwards and I could see something slimy hanging down from the corners of its beak before it was swallowed down.

“Mmm! Delicious!”

I looked around and saw what looked like a worm. I pecked at it.

“Aargh! You stupid bird! That’s my foot!”

A human started jumping around, holding the foot I’d hurt. Apparently, what I thought was a worm was really a shoelace.

How was I supposed to know the difference?

The chicken who’d told me about worms laughed even harder as the human started chasing me around the farmyard.

That’s how I knew that I was destined for greatness. Nobody could create such excitement the moment they were born and not be someone special.


Day 2




 I watched the other chickens scratching about in the farmyard and sighed. It was all so boring. Is that really all there is to life? No wonder all the farm animals are so miserable. You’d be miserable too if you were forced to live on a farm.

This is what my days are like. Every single one, always the same. 

Walk around a bit. Scratch the dirt. Cluck. Find a worm. Eat it. Cluck to celebrate. Go have some corn for dessert. Cluck to make sure everyone knows I’ve eaten some corn. Start walking again.

Dull, dull, dull, dull, dull!

“Hey, Plucky. Guess what the farmer is having for dinner tonight?”

I looked over to see Lionel the horse.

“What?”

“He’s eating CHICKEN for dinner!”

I frowned and shook my head. “No. It can’t be. Everyone knows that you only eat chicken eggs. Why would he want to eat a chicken and stop having all those eggs?”

“Look around you.” Lionel nodded at the farmyard. “See how many chickens he’s got already? He’s not exactly going to miss one when he’s got loads more, is he? He can enjoy a nice, juicy chicken drumstick and still have boiled eggs for breakfast.” 

I gazed around the yard. Lionel was right. There were an awful lot of chickens meandering about.

This wasn’t good. This wasn’t good at all.

“It’ll be your turn soon,” Lionel warned me. “So make the most of the sunshine while you still can because one day in the not too distant future you’re going to be smothered in herbs and slow baked until you’re melt-in-the-mouth delicious!”

A shudder ran down my spine. There was no way I was going to end up on some farmer’s dinner plate. I was far too special and important. I was Plucky the hero!

“Cheer up,” said Lionel. “It’s not that bad of a life here on the farm. You get plenty of food and somewhere safe to sleep at night. And the farmer is very good at killing chickens, you know. You won’t feel a thing!”

That was little comfort when you’d just found out that you’d only been born so you could be someone else’s dinner.

“Shut up, Lionel,” I snapped. “You’re only making things worse.”

“Pardon me. I was only trying to help you prepare for when the time comes.” Lionel jumped away from the fence just in time to stop me from pecking him.

That was it. I decided then and there that my quest to be a hero was going to have to start immediately. Nobody was going to eat the Great Plucky!
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The first step towards becoming a great hero was to escape the farm. There aren’t many opportunities for being a hero when you’re surrounded by sheep, pigs, and cows. Unless I could somehow stage a robbery I could foil, I needed to get out of the farm to find my destiny.

But how? The farmer had a high fence all around us and there were prison guards patrolling the farm limits. Well, they weren’t prison guards exactly. Just a couple of iron golems the farmer had hired to keep thieves away from his crops. But even so, they were big and scary, and they could crush me with one blow. I saw them make mincemeat of a pig once. It wasn’t pretty.

The more I thought about it, the more I was worried. How could a little chicken like me take on an iron golem or two? How could I get past them?

And then it struck me. One chicken might have problems sneaking out by themselves, but a whole flock of us would be unstoppable!

“So, Madge. Fancy going on a stroll round the fields?” I asked one of the chickens casually.

“No thanks. I’m busy picking up every last kernel of corn.”

“Hey Helen. Want to see what the view is like from the other side of the farm?”

“I’m all right here, thanks. I’m playing spot the worm. Every time one of them sticks his head above ground, I peck it off!”

“Don’t any of you chickens realize that the farmer is going to eat us?” I wailed in frustration.

Silence.

All the chickens stopped what they were doing to stare at me. Then they all burst into laughter. “Eat us? Don’t be silly! We lay the eggs he has for breakfast. He’s never going to eat us!”

“That’s what I thought,” I protested, “but Lionel told me that I was wrong. That’s why the farmer has so many chickens. He’ll never miss one or two of us if he fancies roast chicken for dinner.”

“Give it up, Plucky,” booed the chickens. “Everyone knows Lionel is a liar.”

They went back to their all-important chicken business leaving me sad and alone. Lionel might like telling tall tales, but I really didn’t think that this was one of his stories. Not like the time he said that zombies burst into flame in the sunlight. That really was ridiculous. Everyone knows that zombies don’t exist!

I was going to have to come up with another way to get the chickens to assist me with my great escape. If they weren’t going to help me by choice, then I’d have to trick them into helping me.


Day 4




 I was up all night thinking about how I was going to escape the farm. I came up with one plan after another, discarding each when I realized how flawed it was. I couldn’t fly out of the farm because my wings had been clipped and I wouldn’t be able to get enough balloons together to make up for the lack of flying skills.  I couldn’t disguise myself as a Minecraftian because I couldn’t get my beak on any clothes. I couldn’t dig myself out because I didn’t have a shovel and even if I did, where would I hide all the dirt?

It was only when Darren the rooster crowed in the dawn that it finally hit me. The perfect way to get out of the chicken enclosure. And it was so simple!

I waited for the farmer to come to the chicken coop with our morning feed. Timing was crucial to my plan.

As soon as he opened the door, I yelled “Look! Over there! In the field! The biggest, juiciest worm the world has ever seen!”

“Cluck? Cluck?”

Chickens all around me turned and stampeded towards the field, knocking over the farmer in their race to be the first to catch the worm. I ran along with them, safely concealed in the middle of the group.

Once in the field, the chickens scattered in all directions as they tried to find the elusive worm, little knowing that it was just a figment of my imagination.

“Golems! Catch my chickens!” roared the farmer.

This was the trickiest part of my plan – avoiding the iron golems. Luckily for me, they were slow moving and as soon as the chickens realized they were being chased, they raced away, trying to stay just ahead of the golems in their desperation to catch the worm.

I headed over towards some hedges and ducked under them. Once there, I resisted the urge to flee. If I went out into the fields beyond, I’d soon be spotted and caught. No, the best thing for me to do was stay exactly where I was until the fuss had died down and sneak away after dark when there was less chance of me being seen. If I was lucky, the farmer wouldn’t even notice that he was one chicken down until it was too late.

It seemed like an eternity until the sun went down, but finally it was dark. Cautiously, I stuck my head out from underneath the hedge and looked around.

No sign of the golems.

I crept out from my hiding place, stretching my wings after a day spent squished into a tiny space without moving. Then I ran as fast as I could away from the farm, over the fields and far away.

I was never going to be somebody’s dinner. I was free!


Day 5




Nothing can describe the feeling you get when you’re on the road, your own boss, and answerable to no one. I skipped along the path, knowing that with every step I was getting closer and closer to my heroic destiny.

Escaping the farm was just the start. Yes, it was an impressive feat for a mere chicken, but it was hardly the stuff of legends. Who cared if one chicken escaped the dinner table? I needed to think big if I was going to go down in history as the most adventurous chicken who’d ever lived.

I heard some voices to one side of the path and I decided to head towards them. I was starting to feel peckish and everyone knew that humans were a good source of food.

As I drew closer, I could see that they had a campfire going.
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Even better!

“So I went in there with an enchanted axe and hit him so fast that the zombie didn’t realize he was under attack until it was too late!”

“Ha ha ha ha ha!”

“Zombie?”

The Minecraftians gathered round the fire turned to look at me.

“I’m sorry to interrupt.” I walked forward into the middle of the group. “But I thought you’d just said that you’d fought a zombie. I thought that zombies didn’t exist.”

“Oh zombies exist all right,” one of the Minecraftians told me. “But not for long once they meet me and my axe!”

The other Minecraftians laughed along with him while I pondered what he’d just said. If zombies really did exist, then that meant that Lionel had been telling the truth all along and if he’d been telling the truth about that, then he’d definitely been telling the truth about the farmer planning on eating all the chickens.

And if the farmer was going to eat the chickens, then these humans probably wanted to do the same!

Realizing my mistake, I started edging away from the Minecraftians.

“Well, thank you for clearing that up, but I’m really going to have to be on my way,” I said, plastering a fake smile across my face, hoping they wouldn’t notice that I was about to run. “Worms to eat, ground to scratch, you know how it is.”

“Not so fast, little chicken!” One of the Minecraftians dived forward, catching my legs and holding me upside down high in the air, my wings flapping furiously in an ineffective bid to get away. “Look at what we’ve got here, lads! Chicken dinner!”

My heart sank as the Minecraftians cheered their good luck. I’d escaped one dinner table only to wind up in the hands of other hungry humans.


Day 6




I watched the Minecraftians packing up their camp. I was lying on my side, my legs firmly trussed together. I’d tried and tried, but it was absolutely impossible to free myself, so all I could do was lie there as they got their things together around me, waiting for the inevitable moment the axe would come down on me.

“So where are you going next?” I asked. “I always wanted to explore Minecraftia, you know. I’d love to see the world with you!”

I figured that if I could keep them talking, they would forget to eat me. After all, who wants to eat someone they’ve just been having a great conversation with?

“We’re looking for a stronghold,” came the reply. 

“Why?”

“Because we’re going to get to The End and fight the Ender Dragon.”

“The Ender Dragon?” My heart beat fast in excitement. This sounded like just the sort of thing a heroic chicken should be involved in! “That sounds scary.”

“Not for brave Minecraftians like us,” boasted one of them.

“Brave Minecraftians – and a chicken!” I corrected.

The Minecraftians burst into laughter. “A chicken? What on earth could a chicken do against the mighty Ender Dragon?”

“Lots,” I retorted. “I can run distraction, fly higher than you can jump, co-ordinate the battle from the sky, you name it! I’m a very, very useful chicken to have around in a fight. I could be the difference between success and failure.”

“Is that right?” The Minecraftians were still laughing at me, but I could see that one or two of them were thinking about what I’d said.

“It certainly is. My name is Plucky. Plucky by name, plucky by nature! What are you all called?”

“Don’t tell him!” ordered one of them. “You don’t introduce yourself to the dinner!”

“Oh come on, guys. You can’t seriously mean to eat me, can you?” I begged. “I’m too useful. If nothing else, I can bring you an endless supply of worms. I bet you’d love them fried with a little bit of bacon.”

“Worms? Gross!”

“Well you could at least use the worms to catch fish, couldn’t you? I’m far too valuable a chicken to eat. Let me go and I’ll prove it to you.”

“To be fair, a talking chicken is a bit of a novelty,” pointed out one of the Minecraftians. “We could sell her at the next town we come to and buy three chickens instead. One for each of us.”

“Exactly! Eat those other three chickens!” I nodded vigorously. I hated betraying my fellow hens, but if there was any way I could persuade them to let me go, then maybe in the future I could find a way of saving the other chickens once I was safe from the humans.

“My name is Spencer. This here is Craig and that’s Graham.”

“Oh no. You introduced us to the dinner,” groaned Graham. “That’s it. We can’t eat her now. Thanks a lot, Spencer. I was really looking forward to some roast chicken. It’s been ages since I’ve had a nice, tender drumstick.”

“Don’t worry, Graham,” I reassured him. “I’ll make sure that you have plenty of other food. You won’t regret letting me go, I promise.”

Spencer untied my legs and I stretched them to ease the stiffness after spending so long trussed up.

“So tell me more about this stronghold that we’re going to,” I asked. “How do you get to The End from it?”

“We fight our way through countless numbers of silverfish until we find the room with the End Portal in it,” explained Craig. “Then we activate it and jump through. And presto! We’re in The End. All we need to do then is find the dragon and kill her and we’ll be able to get her egg.”

“And that’s good is it?”

“Dragon eggs are the rarest things in all Minecraftia,” Spencer told me. “We get one of those and we’ll be rich beyond our wildest dreams.”

Rich, eh? I liked the sound of that. I could definitely see myself as a rich chicken hero in the not too distant future, living in a mansion fit for a chicken, surrounded by my friends and family.

I was going to get that dragon egg if it was the last thing I did.


Day 7




“Are you sure it’s around here, Graham? We’ve been digging around for ages and there’s no sign of a stronghold,” complained Craig.

“Yes, I’m positive,” replied Graham, as he carried on digging away at the dirt with no success. “All the maps say it’s here and I’ve checked and double checked with my Eye of Ender. We’re in the right place for certain.”

Surreptitiously, I crept away. Chickens are experts at scratching around in the dirt and I could tell from the different textures that they were digging in the wrong place.

I found a place where the earth seemed ever so slightly different. Most humans wouldn’t be able to tell the difference, but I could see that the soil was a richer texture, clearly concealing something beneath it.

I started digging and soon uncovered what looked like the top of a building. 

“Over here, guys! Over here! I’ve found it! I’ve found it!”

The Minecraftians came running over. 

“I don’t believe it,” breathed Spencer. “The chicken really has found the stronghold. Well done, Plucky! See, Graham? I told you that we were doing the right thing by not eating her!”

“We still have to beat the Ender Dragon,” Graham huffed. “When the chicken does that, then I’ll agree that she’s worth keeping around.”

“Don’t worry, Graham. I’ll defeat that foul fiend with one wing tied behind my back!”

The Minecraftians laughed. They thought I was joking.

I wasn’t.


Day 8




“Sword?”

“Check.”

“Axe?”

“Check.”

“Soul sand?”

“Check.”

I watched the Minecraftians prepare for battle. Nobody knew exactly what we would find when we went into the stronghold, but one thing was certain – there were going to be plenty of monsters to fight. 

I felt a ball of nervous excitement tie itself in knots in my tummy. This would be my first time fighting monsters, and it was time to prove that I was the hero I’d always known I could be.

Craig dug through the last few blocks and that was it. We were in the stronghold!

I flapped down after the three Minecraftians, looking around the dark and dingy building. We’d landed in a small store room with sacks of food lying about and one door leading out. Cautiously, Spencer crept forward, quietly opening the door to see what was on the other side.

“I think we need to go this way.” Spencer headed down a corridor in the direction he thought the End Portal was.

“What’s that?” I asked, as a little silver creature came slithering down the corridor towards us. “Hey, little fellow. How are you doing?”

“A silverfish!” yelled Graham. “Attack!” 

Before I could protest that the tiny beast wasn’t going to do any harm to anyone, Graham had pulled out his sword and was hacking away at it. Why do Minecraftians always have to be so aggressive?

That was it. Suddenly silverfish were swarming at us from all directions. Chaos ruled!

I didn’t want to fight the silverfish. We’d come into their home, after all, and they’d seemed really sweet before Graham had attacked it. Come to think of it, it was Graham who had wanted to eat me. Maybe Graham just liked killing things for the sake of it. 
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I decided that I wanted no part of this fight and I edged away down a corridor, hoping that the Minecraftians wouldn’t notice that I was leaving them to fight alone. I couldn’t trust Graham not to stab me in the back at some point and this was probably the best opportunity I’d ever have to escape the three Minecraftians.

Besides, I didn’t need their help. I could fight the Ender Dragon all by myself.

I wandered through the stronghold, the sounds of fighting fading into the distance. I opened doors, curious about what would be lurking inside. I found all sorts of interesting rooms. Libraries, rooms filled with treasure chests (although I couldn’t open the chests to see what was inside), rooms with fountains in the middle. I couldn’t think why someone would put a fountain in the middle of a room, but it was pretty cool the way the water splashed about in the light.

And then I found it. The room that the Minecraftians had told me about. The End Portal room.

There was no mistaking the End Portal. It glowed and pulsed with an eerie light and as I drew closer, I seemed to hear voices coming through it, calling to me to go through.

If I was ever going to be a hero, then this was my chance. I’d go through, find the Ender Dragon, and slaughter it long before the Minecraftians could catch up with me. Once I had the dragon’s egg, I could prove to everyone what a hero I was.

Nobody would think of eating me ever again. Plucky the dragon slayer has a nice ring to it, don’t you think?

I edged towards the portal, getting ready to go through it.

Crash! The sound of something falling over made me jump. The fighting was getting closer. If I was going to find the dragon before the Minecraftians did, then I was going to have to get a move on.

I stood at the edge of the portal and closed my eyes.

“One, two, three!”

I jumped through the end portal into the great unknown.


Day 9




It took me a long time to get used to the after effects of going through the portal. I felt as though my legs had turned to jelly and my tummy had been turned inside out.

Maybe chickens weren’t meant to go through portals.

I scratched around in the dirt, looking for a tasty worm to help settle my nerves, but I couldn’t find anything. This wasn’t good. What was a chicken supposed to eat in The End?

I was going to have to explore if I wanted to find something. Now that I thought about it, I couldn’t remember the last time I’d eaten. The Minecraftians didn’t have any corn with them, so I’d had to make do with what I could forage, but it was very clear that there was nothing to forage in The End.
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I picked a direction at random and started wandering. It didn’t seem to matter which way I went. It all looked the same in The End. Dull, gray, and boring. It was hard to believe that anything worth having could be found down here in this dreary pit of tediousness.

I saw something on the ground up ahead and I rushed forward to discover a backpack abandoned by a Minecraftian. What had happened to them? Had the dragon eaten them?

Opening it up, I was amazed to find a whole heap of vegetables. Quickly, I stuffed as many as I could in my mouth, eating until I couldn’t eat any more.

At last, I sat back, patting my full tummy in satisfaction and burping. I decided to rest to let my dinner go down before going to look for the Ender Dragon. I was going to need all the strength I could get if I was going to defeat it.


Day 10




Why did nobody tell me how big Ender Dragons are??

She swooped over me today on her way to wherever it is that Ender Dragons go, and I thought for a moment that the sky was falling on my head! She was huge!

I’m still not going to give up on my quest to defeat her. But now that I know how big she is, there’s a part of me that wishes that Graham were here with his enchanted axe.

But heroes aren’t afraid of anything. So I’m going to have to think of a new plan. So what?

I’m still going to be the first chicken in history ever to kill a dragon.


Day 11




I’d been up all night, thinking about ways to destroy the Ender Dragon. I hadn’t been hit by a stroke of genius. At the same time, looking back, all my best plans had been very simple. I had escaped the farm by using the other chickens as a distraction. I had talked my way out of ending up on Graham’s dinner plate. I had run away from the Minecraftians while they were busy fighting silverfish.

So far, every challenge I’d faced I’d passed with flying colors. I was going to do the same with the dragon.

I couldn’t sit around in The End much longer. For starters, there really wasn’t anything to eat here. I had to get back to Minecraftia, and from what Spencer, Graham, and Craig had said, the only way to do that was through the Ender Dragon.

There was no way around it. I was going to have to face the dragon without a plan and figure it out as I went.

What could go wrong? It was only a dragon after all! Okay, so it was a dragon with big teeth. And big claws. And a big tail it could use as a club.

But it was still just a dragon, a living, breathing creature who could be defeated just like the rest of us. Once it had faced the wrath of my beak, it wouldn’t know what had hit it!


Day 12




I waited until the Ender Dragon had left its nest to go on its early morning flight around The End. I’d been in The End long enough to get a feel for its daily routine, and every morning she went on patrol around The End before coming back to her nests for rain.

Well today was going to be different. This time, when she came back, she was going to find me waiting for her.

Let the might of a thousand chickens fall upon her from upon high!

I snuck up the hill to her nest. I had to admit that it was a much nicer nest than anything the other chickens had made it home. I could probably learn a thing or two about nest building from her.

Still, I wasn’t here to learn about nests. I was here to kill the Ender Dragon and I shouldn’t let myself be distracted from my quest.

I found a good hiding place and waited for the Ender Dragon to return. It felt like forever, but finally I heard the whomping sound of her wings beating. A light breeze came up, as she hovered overhead and finally landed in her nest, walking around a little, padding the nest the way she liked it before curling up to sleep.

“Die, foul fiend!”

The Ender Dragon didn’t stand a chance as I leapt up and started pecking her furiously all over her head.

“The death of a thousand pecks!” I screamed furiously as I darted about, moving too quickly for her to catch.

If I’d known how easy it would be to defeat the Ender Dragon, I would have done this a lot sooner.

I didn’t see it coming. Suddenly, the Ender Dragon lifted up her two front paws, and clapped them together, trapping me between them.

I froze, waiting for her to squash me like the bug I must have appeared to her.

“What do we have here?”

The Ender Dragon opened her paws a little, just enough to be able to see me in the crack, but not enough that I could fly away.

“I’m Plucky, the hero chicken!” I announced bravely. I wasn’t going to let her see how terrified I was, and I hoped that she couldn’t hear the sound of my knees knocking together.
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“Hi Plucky. I’m Ember. It’s nice to meet you.”

I frowned in confusion. The Ender Dragon was being nice to me when I’d just tried to kill her. Didn’t she realize what I was doing?

“Now I’m sure you had a very good reason for pecking at me like that. Maybe you thought there was a worm crawling all over my face. Maybe you were trying to clean the last remnants of my breakfast. You know, if you are hungry, all you had to do was ask and I’d get you some food.”

This was very strange. But now that she’d mentioned food, my tummy rumbled loudly. It really had been too long between meals.

“Are you hungry?” asked Ember. “I’m sure I have some mushrooms around here. I know it’s not the perfect chicken food, but would that help while I see what else I can get for you?”

“Err... Yes please.”

Ember carried me over to an area close to her nest that she clearly used as her larder. She placed me gently on top of a giant mushroom.

“There you go, Plucky. Dig in!”

I started pecking away, and I had to admit that this was one of the nicest mushrooms I’ve ever tasted.

“You’ll have to excuse me for a moment,” Ember apologized. “I hear some Minecraftians approaching, so I’m going to have to do deal with them. Don’t you worry. I’ll make sure they don’t hurt you. I know how much Minecraftians like eating chicken. If you don’t mind, I’ll just leave my egg here with you for safekeeping. I’m sure I can trust you with it.”

Before I could say anything, Ember had flown off, leaving me with the mushroom and a dragon egg close by.

Ignoring the mushroom for a moment, I went to get a closer look at the dragon egg. So this was what all the fuss was about. It hardly seemed worth it. It was black, and gave off a faint glow. I put my head up next to it, and jumped back when I heard a little voice coming from inside as if it was singing. I put my ear close to the egg again, but I couldn’t make out the words and although I tried to talk to the creature within, there was no reply.

The size of the egg made my chicken eggs seem tiny in comparison. But looking at it, I wondered whether Ember and I had more in common than I ever had with the Minecraftians. We both laid eggs after all!

It was at that moment that I realized I could never take Ember’s egg away from her. What had Minecraftians ever done for me? The farmer had only fed me to fatten me up for his dinner table. Graham hadn’t even wanted to do that much. In comparison, I’d attacked Ember and not only had she forgiven me, she’d fed me. Maybe she was planning to eat me as well, but something told me that she wasn’t, if only because I was so small I would barely be a mouthful of food for her.

“Sorry that took me so long!”

Ember flew down and landed next to me, dropping three backpacks on the ground.

“Hopefully there is something you can eat inside one of those,” she told me.

I recognized the bags. They belonged to Graham, Spencer, and Craig!

I decided not to ask what had happened to them. Some things you were better off not knowing.

“I sent the three of them running off down the hill towards the Enderman Theater,” chuckled Ember. “I’ll let Eli and his friends deal with them.”

I opened up the bags and found a whole heap of food. The Minecraftians had lied to me! They told me they had barely any supplies left, which was why I’d had to search for worms.

Knowing that they lied made me feel better about going through their things and helping myself to their food. However, I couldn’t rely on Minecraftians bringing me things to eat. I was going to have to get out of The End if I was going to survive. Clearly, my heroic destiny lay elsewhere.

“I don’t get many visitors down here,” said Ember. “Whilst I’m sure you’re probably keen to get on your way, would you mind staying with me for a day or two, just to keep me company?”

I looked at her. The Ender Dragon was the kindest creature I’d ever met.

“Of course I’ll stay,” I told her. “It would be my pleasure.”


Day 13




The Ender Dragon took me on a flight around The End. At first, I insisted on flying myself, but it soon became clear that she was much faster and more powerful than me, capable of flying much higher into the air, so at last I agreed to climb onto her back so she could show me what dragon flight was really like.

“This is amazing!” I whooped, as she climbed high into the air, then dove down, pulling up just before she hit the ground.

No chicken had ever flown like this before.

When we got back to her nest, Ember brought out some more backpacks for me. “I just remembered that I had these lying around from the last group of Minecraftians that tried to steal my eggs. Hopefully they’ll be enough food in there to keep you going until you decide you want to go.”

Looking at the bulging bags, I knew that she was going to keep me better fed than the Minecraftians ever had.

“Ember, do you mind if I ask you something?” I asked.

“Of course not!”

“Why do the Minecraftians always try to steal your eggs? I mean, I suppose you could make a really big omelette out of them, but why don’t they just stick to chicken eggs?”

Ember laughed. “That’s a good question, Plucky. I’m not entirely sure to be honest. I think it’s partly because they’re just so rare. Minecraftians seem to like taking things, especially things that very few other people have. It’s also possible that they do it because they’re trying to escape The End. The silly things think that the only way to create a portal back to Minecraftia is by killing me and they know that I’ll defend my eggs with my life. So I guess they’re trying to kill two birds with one stone - or I guess I should say two dragons!”

“The only way to get back to Minecraftia is to kill you?” I gasped. “But how am I going to get back? I don’t want to kill you!”

“It’s okay, Plucky. You don’t have to kill me to get home.” It was nice of Ember to pretend that I had a chance of fighting her. “I’m always happy to open up portals for my friends. Heck, if the Minecraftians just asked nicely, I’d open one up for them as well, but for some reason they never do.”

“So I could go home right now?”

“You could,” nodded Ember. “But I have been enjoying your company, so would you mind staying just one more night, and I’ll send you back to Minecraftia tomorrow?”

“Anything for you,” I smiled. Who would have thought that an Ender Dragon would be a chicken’s best friend?


Day 14




Ember did everything she could to make sure that my last day in The End was special. She took me to the Enderman Theater to see The Enders perform. They were amazing! And then she made me her very own special mushroom stew for dinner.

I’m really going to miss her.

However, I had to get back up to Minecraftia and find my heroic destiny, as well as proper chicken food. Ember had done her best for me, but I was missing corn and worms.

At last, the time had come for me to go.

“Have you got everything you need?” Ember asked.

I patted myself all over. “Yes,” I nodded. I didn’t actually have any supplies with me, but that was because I was a chicken and once I was back in Minecraftia, I could forage for everything I wanted.

“OK then. Let’s get you back home.”

Ember began to flap her wings, hovering a little bit off the floor. Closing her eyes to focus, she began to sing a peculiar song, the words like no language I’d ever heard.

The air began to hum, as if lightning were about to strike, but no clouds were in sight. Starting as a tiny black dot, then gradually getting larger and larger, a vortex opened up before Ember. Through it, I could see what looked a lot like the Minecraftian sky.

“Hurry, Plucky! Go through before the portal closes again!” Ember called.

I waved goodbye before I stepped through the vortex.

Everything went black.


Day 15
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Slowly I blinked my eyes, trying to adjust to being back home again. After the dim glow of The End, the sunlight hurt my eyes, and I lifted up a wing to shield them.

I felt a little queasy. Going through portals really took it out of you. But at last, I felt well enough to start exploring my surroundings.

I was in a forest, a forest that I didn’t recognize. Wherever Ember had sent me, it was far away from the stronghold I’d used to get through to The End.

After my experiences with the Minecraftians I’d met, I decided that this time I would stay as far away from them as possible.

Humans were nothing but trouble.


Day 16




It has to be said that there’s no place like home. As I made my way along the path, I found myself singing a little song out of sheer joy from being alive.

“My name is Plucky

And I’m very, very lucky, 

Very, very lucky indeed.

I’ve been to The End

And I’ve made lots of friends

What more could any chicken need?”

I was so caught up in my singing that I almost didn’t hear the noise at first. But then it hit me.

Groan!

What was it? A Minecraftian in danger? Well they weren’t going to get any help from me. Not this time!

I hurried along the path, wanting to get as far away from the Minecraftian as possible. I wasn’t going to end up as anybody’s dinner.


Day 17




Ever since I heard that noise, I’d been on high alert. I couldn’t even sleep properly because of all the noise. There was moaning and groaning all night long coming from all directions.

In the end, I decided to hide until the Minecraftians had moved on. I managed to find a tree with a large hole at the bottom, so I dug myself in and settled down to stay there for a day or two. There were some juicy termites living in the tree trunk, so I had plenty of food to last me for a while. Hopefully the Minecraftians would soon move on.

If not, they’d feel the might of Plucky raining down on them! I might not be big enough to kill a dragon, but after all my adventures, I’d learned a thing or two about fighting and I wasn’t going to be caught easily.

Anybody who discovered my hiding place was in for a very nasty surprise.


Day 18




Those annoying Minecraftians still haven’t gone away! It’s most peculiar. I haven’t actually heard them talking with each other at all. In fact, they’ve barely said a word, apart from the odd cry for brains.

What would they want with brains? Are they finally realizing that humans aren’t nearly as intelligent as chickens and are trying to make up the difference?

I can’t say I blame them. It must be hard for them, knowing that birds could easily outthink them. But even so, what would they do with the brains when they got them? How do you add more brains to your head?

It’s a real mystery.

There have been some other noises as well. Oinking, only it doesn’t sound like any pig I’ve ever known and there were a lot of pigs on the farm.

They kept me up all night again. I thought they would have gotten bored and moved on by now, but if anything, there seem to be more and more Minecraftians gathering in the forest.

I’m not sure what to do. I can’t stay in the tree forever, but I don’t want to be eaten by Minecraftians. 

I’ll give it one more night. Hopefully by then the Minecraftians will have moved on. But if not, then it will be time for another one of my super special plans.

So far, I’ve always come up with a way to get out of whatever danger I’ve faced. I’m going to have to trust that I can find a way to get past all of these Minecraftians as well.

I just had to figure out where to go next. I need to stay away from towns and other places where humans gather. But if I’m going to do heroic deeds, I need to go where the adventure is.

It’s a conundrum and I’m not sure what to do.

It’s just so hard to think when you haven’t had a decent night’s sleep, and ever since I hid in the tree, the groaning noises have been keeping me awake.

Maybe I should run around clucking when they’re trying to get some sleep. Let’s show them what it’s like when someone keeps you awake and see how they like it!


Day 19




My third day in hiding and there’s still no sign of the Minecraftians moving on. There’s no way around it. I’m going to have to try and get past them without them seeing me.

I waited until after dark to give myself the best chance of sneaking away without being spotted.

I dozed during the day, knowing that I would need all my strength to escape, but it was difficult to relax properly knowing that I was surrounded by humans who would roast me if they found me. By the time the moon rose, I was cranky and tired.

Any human who got in my way when I was in this bad a mood was going to be in trouble!

Cautiously, I poked my head out of my hiding hole. I looked left; I looked right. I couldn’t see any Minecraftians, so I crept forward, being careful to watch out all around, just in case they had a trap set up for me.

Groan! Oink! Groan!

I froze at the sound. Maybe it was a human taking his pet pig out for a walk in the middle of the night.

As soon as I had the thought I dismissed it. Who walked a pig in the middle of the night? Everyone knew that pigs were lazy creatures that preferred to lounge about in their sty. They certainly wouldn’t want to be out at this time of night when all sorts of monsters were roaming around looking for a tasty, meaty snack.

I couldn’t see who was making the noise, so after what seemed like an eternity, my heart pounding so fast I thought it would burst out of my chest, I began walking forward again.

Groan! Oink! Groan!

There it was again, coming up behind me! 

I spun round, holding up my wings ready to karate chop the human.

Nothing. There was still no one there.

I was beginning to wish that I’d stayed in my nice, safe hole in the tree. Maybe all that time hiding had driven me mad. Perhaps I was just imagining the noise.
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GROAN!

“That’s it! Whoever you are, show yourself! I’m not afraid of you!”

I stood in the middle of the clearing, ready to fight the Minecraftians I was sure were stalking me.

I couldn’t believe my eyes when I saw what was really in the forest.

Lurching from side to side, strange creatures came towards me from all directions. They looked like a nightmarish mix of pig and human, their flesh rotting away in places to reveal the skeleton beneath.

“What the-?”

It was all too much for me to take in. I couldn’t help myself.

I fainted.


Day 20




“Are you all right, little chicken?”

I felt someone slapping me on the face, and instinctively, I batted their hands away with my wings, opening my eyes and leaping back away from my attacker.

“Stay away! I know chicken kung fu!”

I held my wings up in a threatening stance. Of course, I didn’t know chicken kung fu at all, but I did know that confidence was everything and as long as I didn’t show them that I was afraid, hopefully the creatures would be even more afraid of me and what they thought I might do to them.

“It’s all right. We’re not going to hurt you. My name is Gloria and this is Stephen.”

Standing before me were two of the strange creatures I’d seen in the clearing. Seen up close, they were more frightening than they’d appeared the night before. They were smiling, which I guessed was their attempt at trying to put me at ease, but instead, it just made them look even more fearsome, as if they would bite my head off with their bare teeth.

“What are you creatures?” I blurted out before I could stop myself. Normally, I wouldn’t dream of asking such a rude question, but I’d never seen anything like them before.

“We are zombie pigmen,” laughed Gloria. “Haven’t you ever heard of zombie pigmen before?”

“No,” I shook my head. “I’d heard of zombies, but I didn’t think they existed.”

“Oh they exist all right,” Stephen told me. “My uncle Eric is a zombie. But us zombie pigmen have a lot more fun.”

“Yes, we get the best of both worlds, human and pig!” said Gloria.

I couldn’t think of anything good about being human, but Gloria seemed very happy with herself, and since their teeth were so very pointy, I wasn’t going to argue with them.

“So what brought you into our forest?” Stephen asked me. “We don’t usually get many visitors round here. They’re all far too afraid of zombie pigmen to come into the woods. The witch comes into see us once in a blue moon, but that’s usually because she’s trying to put together a zombie army. I can’t remember the last time we saw a chicken!”

“The Ender Dragon sent me here,” I replied.

“The Ender Dragon?” gasped Gloria and Stephen.

“Yup,” I nodded proudly. “Ember is a good friend of mine, so when I needed to get back to Minecraftia, she was more than happy to open up a portal for me.”

“Wow. You’ve met the Ender Dragon,” breathed Gloria. “I’m jealous! I’ve always wanted to see a dragon. She sounds amazing. I wish I was as big and strong as her.”

“She is pretty cool,” I agreed.

“Tell us all about her,” Stephen said. “I want to know everything.”

I started to tell the two of them all about my adventures in The End. They hung onto my every word and before we knew it, it was morning.

“Come on, Plucky.” Stephen motioned for me to follow him. “We can’t stay out in the sunshine. We have an allergy to sunlight that makes us burst into flames. But we have a really comfy shelter and you’re more than welcome to stay there with us. We never get bothered by Minecraftians there, but if they do come, I’ll make sure you’re safe.”

I didn’t even need to think about his offer. “Thanks!” I replied, as I followed the two siblings to their home.


Day 21




Zombie pigmen are delightful creatures! I can’t believe that I ever could have been afraid of them. Sure, they look like demonic nightmares, but they’re the sweetest, kindest people you could ever want to meet.

Furthermore, they don’t eat chickens! The only meat they eat is brains. Human brains to be precise. Apart from that, they’re strictly vegetarian.

I’ve never felt so safe in my life.

It’s a bit strange sleeping during the day and going out at night, but I’m sure I’ll get used to it. It’s worth it to be able to play with Stephen and Gloria. We’ve had such great games! We’ve played tag, hide and seek, blind man’s bluff, and squeak piggy squeak, although they renamed the game to groan piggy groan because of the actual noise that zombie pigmen make.

Their mom and dad are really cool too. Stephen and Gloria can do whatever they like and their mom and dad don’t mind. Jump on the bed? No problem! Scribble on the walls? Absolutely fine! Pull down the shelter?

Well, actually, we did get into a little bit of trouble for pulling down the shelter, but only because of their sun allergy. We soon rebuilt it well before daybreak, and we even put in some new features, just to make the shelter even better than it was before.

I think I finally found my home.


Day 22




“Have you ever heard of a chicken jockey, Plucky?” asked Stephen.

“No, I haven’t. What’s that?”

“Oh, chicken jockeys are the bravest and the best of all zombies and zombie pigmen,” sighed Gloria, a dreamy look coming over her face as she thought about them. “They’re the first into battle when Minecraftians attack and they are fierce warriors. In fact, you could call them the heroes of the zombie pigman world!”

“Heroes, eh?” This sounded very intriguing.

“Yes indeed. Everyone is still talking about Chas, the chicken jockey who led the great attack on the local village. It was thanks to Chas that we were able to feast on brains for months afterwards.”

“This Chas sounds like a very cool guy,” I remarked.

“He is, but he would be a nobody if he didn’t have his trusty chicken, Julia by his side.”

“A chicken? What do you mean?” 

“The clue is in the name, silly!” giggled Gloria. “A chicken jockey rides on a chicken!”

“It makes perfect sense if you think about it,” said Stephen. “Chickens can fly, so they can help you get a good view of the battleground. They’re fast, so they can help you get away from the evil Minecraftians. And they’re clever, so they can help you plan your attack.”

I nodded slowly. “This is all very true. Chickens are the ultimate steed.”

“There’s only one problem with being a chicken jockey,” Stephen told me.

“What’s that?”

“Only baby zombie pigmen can be chicken jockeys,” explained Gloria. “Once we reach adulthood, we are far too big to ride on a chicken - unless we wanted to break the poor bird’s back!”

“You wouldn’t want to do that,” I shuddered.

“Anyway.” Gloria and Stephen exchanged glances. “We always dreamed of being a chicken jockey and we were wondering whether you would let us have a ride on your back so that we could pretend that we were real chicken jockeys.”

“Of course! I’d do anything for my friends. You know that.”

“Hurray!”

Gloria and Stephen cheered as they raced towards me, both desperate to be the first to have a ride on my back.

“Careful, careful!” I cautioned. “There’s plenty of time for you to both have a turn, but I can’t carry both of you my back.”

Stephen and Gloria looked at each other. “Rock, paper, scissors?” suggested Stephen.

Gloria nodded and a moment later, it was decided. Gloria got to have the first turn riding with her masterful choice of scissors against Stephen’s paper.

We had so much fun that afternoon, racing round the clearing while Gloria and Stephen took turns pretending to be the evil Minecraftian the chicken jockey was fighting. Time and again, the chicken jockey won the fight.

When it was time to go to bed for the day, none of us wanted our games to end. We’d all had far too much fun.

“Never mind,” I said. “You can ride on my back again tomorrow. Promise.”

That night, my dreams were filled with visions of myself leading an army of zombie pigmen, giving the Minecraftians the fright of their lives.


Day 23




Once again, Gloria, Stephen, and I went to our favorite clearing and started playing chicken jockey. This time, I decided to take things one step further, and I started jumping over fallen logs and rocks, making Gloria and Stephen laugh so hard, they almost fell off my back!

At last, I needed to take a break, and just as we were all sitting down to rest, we heard someone clapping from the side of the clearing.

“Bravo! Bravo!”
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We turned to see Derek, the zombie pigman leader coming towards us.

“I have to say that I never thought we’d see another great chicken jockey, not after Chas,” he told us. “But watching the three of you together, I honestly believe that I’m seeing greatness in front of me. The way that the three of you work together, helping each other out, getting past those obstacles. It’s something very, very special”

“Why, thank you Derek,” I blushed.

“In fact, I was so impressed that I was wondering if you would like to join us at the meeting of war tomorrow.”

“Meeting of war?” Stephen, Gloria, and I looked at each other, stunned. We hadn’t heard anything about any war.

“Yes,” nodded Derek. “There have been some alarming reports of Minecraftians gathering to the West of the forest. As you know, this is our safe haven. We have spent many years building up a reputation for fierceness, so that nobody ever bothers us in our forest. If the Minecraftians were to defeat us, it would be a disaster, not only for the zombie pigmen who live here, but also zombie pigmen everywhere. Minecraftians would think that they have the right to attack us whenever they like. It’s up to us to stop them now by defeating them so strongly that they will never dare to come after us again.”

I pulled myself up straight and saluted. “I will be there,” I promised.

Gloria came to stand next to me. “So will I,” she said.

“And I.” Stephen joined us.

Derek smiled. “I’m glad to see that we have such bravery among our ranks. With people like you by our sides, I know that the Minecraftians won’t stand a chance.”


Day 24




“We have to get them before they get us!”

“This is our home! What right do they have to try and drive us out?”

“Why do the Minecraftians always have to spoil everything?”

“Calm down, calm down!” Derek held up his arms for quiet, as the gathered zombie pigmen made clear how worried they were about the gathering Minecraftians. “Don’t worry. We will be dealing with the Minecraftian threat, but we mustn’t do anything too hasty. If we rush into fight before we are ready, we’ll be giving the Minecraftians the victory. We need to plan. Right now, we don’t even know how many Minecraftians are coming.”

“What about the witch?” came a voice from the crowd. “Can’t we get her to help us?”

“We’d be a sorry excuse for zombie pigmen if we can’t deal with a few Minecraftians by ourselves,” yelled back another.

“Rest assured, we’re looking into all possibilities right now,” said Derek. “Personally, I’d prefer it if we dealt with the Minecraftians without Selma’s help, but if it looks as though we’ll need her, then we’ll get her on board. After all, the Minecraftians are a threat to her too. We all know that normal humans don’t like witches.”
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“Normal humans don’t like anyone!” called out a zombie pigman. “If they’re not trying to fight it, they’re trying to eat it. Nobody is safe when Minecraftians are around!”

“I have an idea!”

Nobody heard me, so I opened my mouth and did my best rooster impression.

“Cockadoodledoo!” Not bad for a chicken, even if I do say so myself.

It did the trick. The room was suddenly silent, all eyes on me.

“I have an idea,” I repeated. “What if I went and did some scouting? I can travel during the day as well as night, and because I’m so small, I can hide without the Minecraftians seeing me. I can find out how many are in their army and then report back. Once you know more about their plans, it will be easier for you to come up with a way to defeat them.”

“Good idea, Plucky,” nodded Derek. “All right. You can go and spy on the Minecraftians. But don’t put yourself in any danger, do you hear? You’re far too important to us for us to want to lose you.”

“Don’t worry about me,” I assured him. “I’ll be fine.”


Day 25




I stopped dead in my tracks. I was sure that someone was following me. Could the Minecraftians have found me already? I didn’t think I was anywhere near their camp yet.

When I didn’t hear anything, I started walking again. Once more, I was certain that someone was following me.

“All right you two. Come on out.”

There was a rustling in the bushes, and then Stephen and Gloria stepped out.

“What are you two doing?” I scolded. “You know that Derek told you to stay back at the camp. This is a dangerous mission.”

“Exactly!” protested Stephen. “It’s dangerous, so we wanted to make sure that you were all right.”

“Of course I’m going to be all right,” I said. “I’m Plucky, the hero chicken!”

“Even so, Plucky. You’re our friend. We worry about you.”

My heart melted. It was good to have friends.

“All right. You can come with me. After all, I guess I’d be wasting my breath if I told you to go back home, wouldn’t I?” 

Stephen and Gloria looked at me and grinned, nodding.

“Fine. But make sure you do whatever I tell you to do. And if I tell you to run away and get help, you run away and get help. Don’t worry about me. I can look after myself. I would never forgive myself if you guys got hurt.”

“Okay, Plucky. We’ll do whatever you say.”

“See that you do.”

We carried on walking in the direction of the Minecraftian’s camp. I just hoped that I was doing the right thing in letting Stephen and Gloria come with me. This was meant to be a covert mission. If the Minecraftians spotted them, they’d know that the zombie pigmen were planning a counter-attack.

I was going to need to tread carefully from now on.


Day 26




Stephen, Gloria, and I were crouched behind a tree overlooking the valley in which the Minecraftians were gathered.

“There are hundreds of them!” Gloria breathed. “Thousands, even!”

There weren’t thousands, but there was certainly a lot. More Minecraftians than zombie pigmen at any rate.

“There’s no way we can fight them all,” said Stephen gloomily. “We’d be better off going back to Derek and arranging an evacuation. If we can get the zombie pigmen away before the Minecraftians attack, then at least we’d be safe.”

“But why should we leave our home?” protested Gloria. “We’re not doing anybody any harm where we are. Why should we be the ones to leave? We need to get the Minecraftians out of here.”

“Brilliant idea, sis,” sneered Stephen. “But as you’ve already pointed out, there are far too many of them. What are we going to do? Ask them to leave nicely?”

“You two need to be quiet before you attract the attention of the Minecraftians,” I warned them. The last thing we needed was a sibling spat. They could get very noisy, very quickly.

But what Stephen said had given me an idea. It was a long shot, but if I could pull it off, it would make sure that the Minecraftians would stay away from the zombie pigmen for years to come.

“All right you two. We need to get back home,” I told them. “I think I have a plan and I want to talk it over with Derek.”

Casting one last long look over the Minecraftian army, I really hoped that Derek would approve of my plan. Without it, I couldn’t see how the zombie pigmen would stand a chance.
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“Come on, Gloria. Climb on my back. You two can take turns riding while the other one runs along. It’ll be the fastest way to get back to camp and looking at the way they were gearing up for battle, I don’t think we’ve got long before they’re going to attack.”

Gloria scrambled onto my back and I started running back home as fast as my chicken legs would carry me. Stephen did his best to keep up, but when I saw him starting to run out of breath, I told Gloria to get off and gave him a ride instead.

Soon, we could see the zombie pigmen territory up ahead and I raced to find Derek to tell him my idea.

There was no time to lose.


Day 27




“Right, folks. You heard the chicken. All baby zombie pigmen are to be evacuated. We’ve spoken to Selma and she says she’s happy to offer shelter to you in her swamp, so there’s a safe place for you to stay while we deal with the Minecraftians. As for the rest of you, I’ll want you to gather on the edge of the forest and await further instruction from Plucky.”

The zombie pigmen moaned and groaned, shuffling from one foot to the other.

“Now, people! We don’t have much time to lose. Plucky has come up with a brilliant plan to save us all, but until she comes back from her mission, we’ll have to fight for ourselves and if we’re going to stand a chance against the Minecraftian hordes, we’re going to need to be prepared.”

At last, the zombie pigmen got the message and they started slowly moving to where they needed to go, the babies off to Selma’s hut in the swamp while everyone who was going to fight back in the direction of the hill where I’d spied on the Minecraftian army.

“All right, Plucky. We’re relying on you now,” said Derek. “Take Gloria and Stephen with you just in case, and I’ll see you on the battlefield.”

“See you on the battlefield,” I echoed. “And stay safe, my friend. I want you all to be waiting for me by the time I come back.”

“Be as quick as you can,” urged Derek.

“I will,” I nodded, watching as Derek followed after his fellow zombie pigmen on his way to battle.

“So where are we going?” asked Stephen, as I led him and his sister back to where I’d first come through the End Portal.

“We’re going to see a dear friend of mine,” I replied.


Day 28




I scratched around on the ground in the area where I’d arrived from The End. 

“It’s around here somewhere,” I muttered to myself.

“What is?” asked Stephen. “If you could just tell us what you’re looking for, we can help you find it.”

“A-ha! Here it is! Start digging.”

Stephen and Gloria looked at each and shrugged before they started scrabbling around in the dirt alongside me. Soon they’d uncovered the top of a building.

“What’s this?” gasped Gloria. “I had no idea there was a building here.”

“It’s a stronghold,” I told her. “We need to go inside and find the End Portal room. And we need to do it fast – who knows what could be happening with that Minecraftian army?”

Gloria and Stephen started banging away at the bricks, the uncertainty of not knowing what was happening in battle giving them extra speed.

At last, we’d broken through and we dropped down into a stronghold that bore a striking resemblance to the one I’d been in before.

I looked around to get my bearings and spotted a silverfish rushing about.

“Excuse me!” I called. “Would you be able to point me in the direction of the End Portal room, please?”

“Anything for someone as polite as you!” came the reply. “You just need to go down that corridor, turn right, turn right again, and then it’s the last door on your left.”

“Thank you!”

We hurried down the corridor, following the silverfish’s instructions to get to the End Portal room.

“Wow!” breathed Stephen. “This place is amazing! Look at all this stuff!”

He and Gloria began poking around the room, eager to see what they could find.

“Guys, we don’t have time for this,” I urged, as I started the process of activating the portal. “I’ll bring you back here when we’re all done and you can explore for as long as you like, but right now we’re on a mission.”

“Sorry, Plucky.”

Gloria and Stephen came to stand next to me as I used the Eye of Ender I’d stolen from Graham’s backpack to activate the portal.

“Don’t worry. It’s perfectly safe,” I assured them, as I stepped forward to the portal, hoping that they would follow me into The End.

I had no time to see if they were with me, though, as my world turned upside down and I went through the portal.


Day 29
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“This place is great! The perfect place for a holiday,” remarked Stephen, looking around in The End.

“OK. When the battle is over, I’ll arrange a camping trip for us,” I promised. “I’ll even get you front row tickets to the show.”

“They put on shows here?” gasped Gloria. “Really?”

“Yup. There’s a famous group of Endermen and they sing and dance and everything. It’s quite a spectacle.”

“Cool!”

I could tell that Gloria wanted to stay and check out the theater, so I pecked her sharply on the foot to get her attention. “We’ve got no time for that, soldier!” I barked. “We’re on a mission and our destination lies at the top of that hill. Come on, the pair of you. There’s no time to waste!


Day 30




Chaos was everywhere. Everywhere you looked Minecraftians and zombie pigmen were fighting, and it was hard to tell who was winning. 

“Come on, Ember. Time to show the Minecraftians who’s boss once and for all! Charge!”

With Gloria riding on my back and Stephen riding on Ember, we raced down the hill to the battle. I rushed around, dealing deathly pecks to Minecraftians all around, while Ember used her powerful tail to knock Minecraftians off their feet.

Seeing the Ender Dragon on their side gave the zombie pigmen a big morale boost and they redoubled their efforts to fight off the Minecraftians.

Realizing they were outnumbered and outgunned, the Minecraftians threw down their weapons and ran away screaming.

“That’s right!” I yelled after them. “And don’t come back!”

I moved around the battlefield, helping up the zombie pigmen who’d been injured and gathering the troops together.

“Well done, Plucky. You’re a hero!” cried Derek when he saw me coming towards him.

“Thanks, Derek,” I blushed, “but I couldn’t have done it without Ember.”

“And Ember wouldn’t have come to help us unless you asked her to,” Derek reminded me. “If you hadn’t have been on our side, then I don’t know what would have happened.”

“Is everything all right now?” asked Ember, coming to hover over me. 

“Yes, thank you Ember. Having you fight for us made all the difference.”

“Any time, Plucky,” grinned Ember.

“Now will you join us for a post battle feast?” offered Derek. “You would be more than welcome.”

“I’d love to be with you, but I can’t,” Ember apologized. “If I land on Minecraftia, I’ll destroy it. Ender Dragons aren’t meant to live in this plane.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” said Derek. “We will have to drink a toast in your honor.”

“And if you’re ever in The End, come and see me,” Ember told him. “I will treat you to the best dinner you’ll ever have.”

“I might just do that,” smiled Derek, as Ember turned and started to sing the song that opened up a portal to The End.

The zombie pigmen ran away from the vortex as the wind from Ember’s wings grew stronger and stronger. It took more power to open up a portal large enough for Ember to go through, but eventually it grew big enough and Ember flew through, the portal abruptly closing behind her.

There was no sign that the Ender Dragon had ever been here.

“Those Minecraftians are going to think twice before they come back,” observed Derek.

“And a third and fourth time!” joked Stephen. “Now that the Minecraftians think that we have the Ender Dragon living with us, they’ll never bother us again.”

“And it’s all thanks to Plucky, here.”

Derek lifted me up and sat me on his shoulder. Now it was my turn to have a ride on someone else’s back as everyone cheered and called my name on the journey back to the zombie pigmen’s shelter. Messengers had run on ahead to the witch’s hut and all the baby zombie pigmen were waiting for us, families reunited once more now that the threat of the Minecraftians had gone.

“Tonight we will be feasting in Plucky’s honor!” announced Derek to the happy zombie pigmen hordes, as he lead me to where a large table had been set up for just this occasion. “Plucky, I’d like you to sit right at the head of the table. There’ll be brains for everyone!”

“Err… would it be all right if I have some corn and worms instead?” I asked.

“I can do even better than that,” grinned Derek. “A little dragon told me that somebody really likes mushroom stew, so I’ve got my best zombie pigmen cooks brewing something special up for you as we speak.”

Mushroom stew! If it was even half as good as Ember’s I’d be happy.

I took my seat at the head of the table, Stephen and Gloria sitting on either side of me. Looking around at all my zombie pigmen friends, I felt as though I would burst with pride.

I always knew that I was destined to be a hero and although I could never have predicted the way things had turned out, somehow, it felt right to be the savior of the zombie pigmen. 

My name is Plucky and I am a chicken jockey, a dragon’s best friend, and a slayer of Minecraftians. My name will go down in history!
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