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Oink! Grunt! Squeal! Cough, cough!

Excuse me. I must have had something caught in my throat just then. It’s much harder to talk when you’re trying to cough and as a pig, it’s very hard to do anything but grunt and snort at the best of times.

Still, I have worked hard to learn the Minecraftian language and I hope that by being able to open up communication between pigs and Minecraftians, I will be able to develop better relationships between the two species and we can become friends. 

After all, if you’re friends with someone, it’s a lot harder to eat them for dinner. I’m not stupid. I know what you Minecraftians do with pigs. I know where pork chops come from and I have no intention of ending up on someone’s plate as a tasty snack.

My name is Parsley and I live on a farm with my brothers and sisters called Sage, Rosemary, and Thyme. I think it’s the farmer’s idea of a joke, but I don’t think it’s funny. How would you like to be named after different herbs as a permanent reminder of your destiny with a dinner date?

I remember the innocent days, back when I was a piglet. I thought Fred the Farmer was a friend. I used to go running up to him every morning, wagging my tiny tail and snuffling with delight as he brought us breakfast. But then one day, one dark, dark day, I followed him back to the farmhouse, hoping for some more food. He didn’t see me coming up behind him, so he didn’t know that I saw him turn my Uncle Peppermint into pork chops.

After that dreadful moment, I made sure to stay well away from Fred and I never ate as much food as my brothers and sisters, hoping that he wouldn’t want to eat me if I was skinny and lean. But saving myself wasn’t good enough. I had to save my fellow pigs too and that’s why I decided to teach myself how to speak Minecraftian in the hope that I could show the farmer how intelligent pigs are and persuade him to let us live.

I’m sure pigs can be useful in other ways around the farm. We could pull the plow or give visiting children a ride on our backs. Let the farmers eat the chickens. Save the pigs!


Day 2




I tried to talk to Fred today, but I don’t think my Minecraftian is good enough for him to understand yet. I speak with a strong piggy accent and I think he thought I was just oinking at him.

“Hey, Fred!” I greeted.

“Hi Parsley.” This was a good start. He was saying hello back, so he must have understood me.

“It’s a lovely morning, isn’t it?”

“Would you like some food?” 

Hmmm. Fred ignored my question. I tried again.

“The sun is shining. Don’t you think it’s perfect weather to go for a little walk?”

“All right, Parsley. I’m getting your food as quickly as I can. Move out of the way and I can pour it into the trough.”

“I don’t need food right now, Fred. I just want to have a chat about the weather.”

“There you go, Parsley. Some lovely mash and scraps for you. Eat up!”

“But Fred! I wanted to talk to you!”

“See you later, Parsley.”

“Fred! Come back, Fred! Fred!”

Fred walked off to go and feed the sheep, ignoring me completely. 

I definitely need to work on my Minecraftian if I’m going to persuade him not to eat us pigs. I don’t know how long I’ve got either. Uncle Peppermint was only two when Fred ate him. That’s not much older than I am now.

Perhaps if I teach the other pigs how to speak Minecraftian, we can all get together and make Fred take notice of us.


Day 3




I started trying to teach the other pigs Minecraftian today. It didn’t go very well. They just don’t seem to understand how important it is that we show Fred that pigs are really intelligent.

“Come on, Rosemary! Say it after me: Hel-lo.”

“Oink,” said Rosemary.

“You try, Sage. Eve-ning.”

“Grunt,” said Sage.

“All right, Thyme. I know you can do this. Say Fred.”

Thyme didn’t even bother to try.

The more I tried to get the other pigs to speak, the more they ignored me.

“Give it up, Parsley,” adviced Oakwood, the horse. “You might as well face it. Pigs are pigs and it won’t matter how hard you try to change things, Minecraftians like their pork too much to want to give it up.”

“I can’t give up, Oakwood. These are my family’s lives we’re talking about. Wouldn’t you do everything you could to save your family?”

“I don’t need to,” shrugged Oakwood. “Everyone knows that horses are really useful for farmers. They’re not going to eat us. Besides, who would want to eat a horse? Ugh!”

“Well, I’m not going to give up. I have another idea to try. I’m going to save the pigs if it’s the last thing I do.”
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There’s a good reason I started writing this diary. You see, I realized that if I couldn’t talk to Fred, then maybe I could write to him. I’ve been practicing my letters and spelling and I just know that I can get Fred to listen to me if I write him a note.

I didn’t have any paper, so I decided to scratch a message on the muddy farm floor. It took me forever!

Hello Fred!

This is Parsley the pig.

Please don’t eat us. Pigs are friends, not food.

We can work on the farm for free.

We like living here.

Your BFF,

Parsley

When I’d finished, I sat back and read what I’d written. Perfect. Fred was going to have to pay attention to a pig who could write such a wonderful letter.

Now all I needed to do was get Fred to see it and the pigs would be saved. I would be a pig hero!


Day 4




Fred didn’t even glance at the note I wrote for him yesterday. He just walked straight over it, scuffing out most of the message. I had to start all over again.

I decided to write something shorter this time.

Hi Fred!

It’s Parsley!

Don’t eat me!

Thank you!

Short and to the point. Fred couldn’t possibly miss it.

Just as I was writing the last couple of words, a few drops of rain splattered on my nose. I looked up at the sky, hoping it wasn’t going to rain.

No such luck. A moment later, the clouds opened and rain came pouring down. It was as though someone had a great big bucket in the sky and they’d tipped it over us, only the bucket never emptied.

“Parsley! What are you doing out there? Get inside, you stupid pig!”

Fred came rushing over to me, urging me to get into the shed as thunder rumbled.

“Fred! I wrote you a note!” I said, but Fred wasn’t listening. He was too busy racing around the farmyard, trying to get all the animals into shelter before the storm got worse.

“Parsley! Go inside!” Fred yelled at me, flapping his arms at me. Sadly, I trudged into the shed. Fred was never going to see my notes.

I stood by the door, miserably watching as Fred ran backwards and forwards, stomping all over my carefully crafted words. It was no good. I couldn’t just sit back and let him destroy my work like that.

I ran out into the rain and sat down by my letter.

“Fred! Look at what I wrote! It’s important!”

I nodded my head at the ground, but as I looked over to where I’d been working, I couldn’t believe what I saw. There was no trace of my note. All the words I’d spent so long scratching into the ground were gone. I was going to have to start again.

Grabbing a stick in my mouth, I started tracing over the words again.

“Parsley! What are you doing? You need to get inside! It’s not safe out here. There’s a storm brewing.”

Fred started pushing me, urging me to move along, but I dug my feet into the ground. Fred was going to see what I was doing if it killed me.

“Parsley! There’s lightning! Parsley!”

Fred gave up trying to get me inside and ran away to the farmhouse, bolting the door behind him.

There was a loud clap of thunder and I jumped, startled by the noise, my stick dragging across the ground right through the letters I’d just retraced.

Maybe I should go into the shed.

I started trotting towards shelter, but suddenly the sky was lit up by lightning. I looked up and saw it heading straight for me.

BAM! 

The lightning struck me square in the face and everything went black.


Day 5




Slowly, I blinked open my eyes. For a moment, I had no idea where I was and then I remembered. I’d been standing in the middle of the farmyard when I was struck by lightning.

I should have listened to Fred and gone into the shed sooner. Now I have the most horrible headache and my body is sore and stiff all over.

I reached a hand up to rub my head.

Wait – hand??

Carefully, I sat up, wincing as the movement sent pain shooting through my body. I looked down at myself and I couldn’t believe what I saw. I had legs! Well, I’ve always had legs, but now I only had two and they were really long and thin! I had arms! And hands!

I was a Minecraftian!
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Pulling myself to my feet, I couldn’t believe my luck. I wasn’t going to have to persuade Fred not to eat us pigs after all. Now that I was a human, I could just tell him to leave us alone. This was going to be easy.

I lurched towards the farmhouse. The sooner I could talk to Fred, the sooner my family was safe.

I caught a glimpse of him peeking out through one of the windows, but he ducked out of sight as soon as he realized I’d seen him. Well, he wasn’t going to get out of talking to me quite so easily. I was on a mission to save the pigs and he was going to listen to me now whether he liked it or not.

“Fred! Let me in, Fred!” I banged on the door, but he didn’t answer, which I thought was strange. Usually, when a Minecraftian knocks on the door, Fred lets them in. I thought Fred loved visitors!

“Fred! It’s me, Fred! It’s your best pig, Parsley! I just want to talk to you. Open the door, Fred!”

“Go away!”

Did I really hear that? Did Fred just tell me to leave? 

I couldn’t believe that Fred wanted me to go. He was probably just worried about getting wet and didn’t realize that the storm had passed.

I suppose it must be strange for Fred seeing me look like a human, so I decided to come back tomorrow. Maybe by then he’d be used to the idea that I wasn’t just a pig any more.


Day 6




How on earth do Minecraftians manage to walk around on two legs? I’ve been trying all day to master it and the best I seem to manage is a slow sort of shuffle, lurching about from side to side as I move around.

I went back to the farm to try and talk to Fred again. This time, I was determined not to leave until I’d got him to talk to me.

As I shambled through the farmyard, I saw Fred feeding the pigs. Luckily, all my family was still there and hadn’t been eaten, so I knew I could save them from being dinner if I could only get Fred to listen to me.

The problem was that as soon as Fred saw me, he screamed and ran into the farmhouse, slamming the door behind him. It was very odd, but I wasn’t going to give up. Not this time. Fred was going to listen to me and free my pig family.

I made my way to the door and started banging on it.

“Let me in! Let me in!”

“Go away!” shouted Fred from inside. “I have a sword and I’m not afraid to use it!”

Why would Fred want to use a sword on me? “I just want to talk to you. I can’t do that through a closed door. Let me in!”

Bang, bang, bang, CRASH!

Suddenly, the door exploded into a million splinters and I stepped through into the farmhouse.

For a moment, I looked around in wonder. I’d never been inside the house before and it was amazing. Much, much nicer than the shed us pigs have to sleep in. Why can’t we have nice furniture and an open fire to keep us warm? Fred should be taking better care of us.

“Get OUT!”

Slowly, I turned my head to see Fred cowering behind a chair, jabbing it towards me to keep me away.

“I thought you said you had a sword?”

“Get out, you horrible creature!”

I moved towards Fred. Maybe I could shake some sense into him. 

I reached out to grab his shoulders.

“Please, don’t hurt me,” he begged. “You can take anything, anything you like, just please, leave me alone and go away.”

“Anything I like?”

This was it! The perfect opportunity to save my family. So what if Fred couldn’t understand me? He’d just told me I could take whatever I wanted and I knew exactly what to do.

I turned and shuffled out of the farmhouse, moving over to the pig shed.

“Parsley? Is that you?” snorted Thyme when I looked through the door. “You’ve really changed.”

“I was struck by lightning,” I told him. “That’s why I look so odd. I’m sure I’ll go back to normal soon though.”

“I wouldn’t be so certain.” Thyme shook his head. “You’ve got arms! That’s so weird.”

“Yes, well, you can worry about my arms later,” I replied. “Fred has told me that I can take whatever I want as long as I leave the farm, so I came back to rescue you.”

“Rescue us?” grunted Thyme as all the other pigs started laughing. “We don’t need rescuing! We’re fine just where we are. It’s out in Minecraftia where it’s dangerous. No, we’re not going anywhere.”

“You have to come with me,” I pleaded. “Fred’s going to eat you.”

“Eat us?” All the pigs started rolling around in the mud, kicking their hooves about as they laughed hysterically. “Fred would never do that. He’s our friend. That’s why he feeds us to keep us nice and plump. He’s our best friend.”
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“Come with me now, before Fred changes his mind,” I begged, but it was no use. The pigs were determined to stay where they were and I couldn’t carry them all out. I only had two arms and I wasn’t quite sure how they worked yet.

Sadly, I hung my head and turned to leave. As I slowly walked through the farmyard, I looked around, trying to memorize everything around. Who knew when I’d be able to come back here again?

“I’ll come with you, Parsley.”

I turned to see Cinnamon, one of the newest piglets following me. “Are you sure, Cinnamon? After all, the other pigs say that it’s dangerous out in Minecraftia.”

“I’m sure. I never liked Fred. I always thought there was something strange about how he gave us lots of food and would weigh us to see how big we got. And then one day Grandma Tarragon disappeared. Nobody could ever tell me where she’d gone. No, I think I’m much safer with you than I am here on the farm.”

“All right then, Cinnamon. Let’s go.”

I might only have saved one pig, but one was better than nothing and now I had some company with me out in Minecraftia.


Day 7




“How long are we going to walk for, Parsley? I’m tired.” Cinnamon flopped down on the ground. I looked at her. The poor little thing was only a baby.

“I’m sorry, Cinnamon. I didn’t want to tire you out. I just wanted to get as far away from the farm as possible, for both our safety.” I didn’t tell her that I’d seen Fred come out of the farmhouse with an axe in hand, heading towards the shed.

I hope the rest of my family are all right.


Day 8




“Look over there! Carrots!” 

Cinnamon raced over to a field that was filled with juicy carrots swaying in the breeze and started digging them up with her snout, snorting joyfully as she wolfed them down.

Slowly, I followed her, but when I picked a carrot and held it up to my nose, it smelled AWFUL!

“Bleurgh!” I threw it away from me, where Cinnamon happily snapped it up. What was wrong with me? Carrots were my favorite food.

Still, Cinnamon was just a baby. She probably didn’t know what a good carrot was supposed to taste like. Maybe that one was rotten.

I picked another and took a bite.

“Yuck!”

It tasted DISGUSTING! 

“These carrots are the best I’ve ever had,” smiled Cinnamon, munching away. 

“You have a strange idea about what makes a good carrot then,” I sniffed.

“Are you kidding me? They’re so juicy. They just melt in your mouth! I could stay in this field eating carrots forever.”

“Well, we’d better not eat all of them. Fred wasn’t exactly happy with me when I left the farm. I don’t want to give him any excuse to come after us.”

Cinnamon burped loudly. “I’m full!” she announced. “Can we take some of the carrots with us? Who knows when we’ll find another field as good as this?”

“All right.” 

I helped Cinnamon gather carrots, stuffing them into my pockets, trying not to let their nasty smell bother me too much.

Good thing I wasn’t feeling very hungry anyway. If I ate these carrots, I had a feeling I’d be very, very ill.


Day 9




“Where are we going, Parsley?” asked Cinnamon as we continued to travel down the path.

“I have absolutely no idea.” And it was true. I had never thought about what was going to happen after I’d rescued my family from Fred. All I wanted to do was make sure that they didn’t end up on the dinner table and it seems as though I was going to fail on that.

Unless…

“How would you feel about going back to the farm?” I asked.

“What – and become Fred’s breakfast? I don’t think so,” scoffed Cinnamon.

“Don’t worry. I’m not going to let that happen. No, I was thinking about scouting out the farm and making plans to kidnap the pigs. Whether they like it or not, I’m going to save them!”

“As long as Fred doesn’t see me,” agreed Cinnamon.

I thought for a moment. “There are some hills round the back of the farm. We should be able to hide there and have a really good view of what’s going on.”

“That’s a very long walk,” complained Cinnamon.

“Ah, but think of all the carrots I can get for you if we’re close to the farm.” I pulled out a carrot from my pocket and dangled it in front of Cinnamon’s nose. She trotted along to try and catch it, but every time she got close, I stepped a little further away so she had to follow me.

“Parsley! Give me the carrot!” she begged.

“Just a little further,” I coaxed, going a few more steps.

At last, I gave Cinnamon the carrot and pulled out another one to make her walk a little further. It took all afternoon, but at last we were up in the hills behind the farm, looking for somewhere for Cinnamon to hide safely.

“I wish I knew how to build a shelter,” I complained. “Fred’s house is so nice. I wish I knew how to build things.”

“You have arms and hands,” Cinnamon pointed out. “Why don’t you try? You never know – you might be a brilliant builder.”

“Good idea!” I looked around for something to start building with. “There’s nothing for me to make a shelter out of though.”

“Silly!” giggled Cinnamon. “We’re surrounded by trees. And what is Fred’s house built out of?”

“Wood!” I gasped, as I lurched over to the nearest tree.

I started pulling at it, trying to yank it out of the ground, but it wouldn’t move. Then I started hitting at it, but although a few chips of wood flew out, the tree stayed solidly in the ground.

“It’s no use, Cinnamon,” I panted. “I’m not going to be able to get us any wood. We’ll just have to find a bush to hide you under.”

We started pushing through the undergrowth, looking for a good spot to conceal Cinnamon in.

“Parsley! Come quickly! I’ve found something!” I rushed over to Cinnamon as fast as I could go and found her staring at something very peculiar.

It looked just like a door to nowhere. Where the door would be was a strange purple glow instead of wood.

I walked all the way round it, but the door didn’t seem to go anywhere and I couldn’t see anything through the purple light.

“How odd,” I said. “I wonder what would happen if I walked into it?”
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“Parsley, no!” cried Cinnamon, but it was too late. I stepped through the door and everything went black.


Day 10




Slowly, I blinked my eyes open. At first, everything seemed black.

“I’ve gone blind!” I cried, desperately flailing my arms around to try and grab on to something to pull myself up. However, a few moments later, my eyes adjusted and I realized that I wasn’t blind. I was just in a very weird place.

Standing up, I took a look around. Now that my eyes were used to the light, I could see that this place was really cool. I was in a large cavern, torches casting a weak glow which struggled to reach where I was. A portal that looked exactly like the door I’d just stepped through was set into the wall and I guessed that this was how I’d been transported here, even though the door looked like it wasn’t going anywhere.

It was lovely and warm and as I started to wander around, I realized that there was a large pool of lava not far from where I arrived. Everyone knew that lava was very, very hot and I hadn’t escaped from the farm to become bacon by accident, so I made sure to stay as far away as possible.

I heard a strange sound.

ZAP!

I turned to see Cinnamon pop out of the portal. I raced over to where she was lying motionless. 

“Cinnamon! Cinnamon! Wake up!” I shook her and gradually she opened her eyes.

“Parsley? Where are we?”

“I don’t know,” I replied. “But it’s somewhere really cool and safe from Fred. I’m going to go exploring. Do you want to come with me?”

“A-all right.” 

I could tell that Cinnamon was really nervous, but the brave pig followed me as I headed away from the portal.


Day 11




This place is amazing! So many creatures I’ve never even heard of before, let alone seen.

As we walked through this new place, a strange floating beast made its way past us. It was white with long, trailing tentacles. 

“Excuse me,” I said, as Cinnamon cowered behind me. “Would you mind telling me where we are?”

“Why, you’re in the Nether!” screeched the creature.

“The Nether? I’ve never heard of it. What’s it like here?”

“You call yourself a zombie pigman and you’ve never heard of the Nether?” The creature let out a strange sound a little like a kitten’s purr that I guessed was its version of a laugh and went off on its way.

“That was very peculiar,” I said to Cinnamon. “What’s a zombie pigman?”

“I don’t like it here,” whimpered the piglet. “Can we go home now?”
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“Soon, soon,” I promised, but I knew that I wasn’t going to leave this place until I knew more about it. There was something that called to me here, making me feel at home. I’d never felt anything like it before.

I saw another floating beast up ahead and I went over to talk to it.

“Hello! It’s good to see you here in the Nether.”

The creature frowned. “Of course I’m in the Nether. Where else would I be?”

“Do you mind if I ask you a question that you might think is a bit strange?”

“You can ask. I can’t promise I’ll answer.”

“What are you?”

“I’m a ghast!” wailed the monster. “You’re a zombie pigman. You should know that.”

“People keep saying that to me. I don’t know what it means.”

“I would have thought it obvious,” whined the ghast. “You’re a cross between a zombie and a pig. I’m stunned that you could be down in the Nether and not know that. There are plenty of your kind down here.”

“Plenty of my kind?” I couldn’t believe my ears. I wasn’t alone? There were more zombie pigmen like me?

“Yes. If you head down that corridor, you’ll come to the lava lake they like swimming in. You’re bound to see zombie pigmen there.”

“What other creatures are down here?” asked Cinnamon, as I tried to take in what the ghast had just said. There were heaps of zombie pigmen here. I saw how afraid Fred was of me and I was just one zombie pigman. Imagine what I could do if there were lots of us together! I could rescue my family.

“Blazes, of course.”

“Blazes?” 

“Creatures made of fire. They’re big show offs if you ask me, always shooting out fireballs all over the place. Then there’s the wither skeletons and the magma cubes. You don’t see many of the cubes out and about though. They like to keep to themselves. They’re very shy, so if you see one, don’t frighten it or it will attack you.”

“Woah.” This place sounded brilliant!

“That’s a juicy little piggy you’ve got there,” moaned the ghast. “Are you up for sharing it with me?”

“No!” squealed Cinnamon, hiding behind my legs.

“I’m sorry, but she’s not for eating right now,” I apologized. “Maybe later.”

“Suit yourself,” whined the ghast and floated off.

“Don’t let anybody eat me!” cried Cinnamon.

“Don’t worry,” I assured her. “I’m not going to let anyone come near you. But it might be better if we took you back up to the farm and found somewhere safe for you to hide up there.”

“Good idea,” nodded Cinnamon.

She rushed back to the portal, so desperate to escape that I struggled to keep up with her.

“Slow down, Cinnamon!” I called, but she’d gone too far ahead to hear me.

Suddenly, I heard a terrible squealing.

“Cinnamon!” I cried, angry at the fact that I couldn’t move very fast.

“When I reached the portal, I saw Cinnamon surrounded by a group of Minecraftians.

“This is a bit of luck, boys,” one of them cried. “Some fresh, juicy pork just when we needed it.”

“Squeak, piggy, squeak!” shouted another, prodding Cinnamon with his sword, who screamed.

“Leave her alone!” I ordered, moving in to attack the Minecraftians. They swung round, swords at the ready, but when they saw me coming towards them, they turned pale and raced for the portal.

“Yeah, that’s right! And don’t come back!” I shuffled over to Cinnamon, scratching her behind the ear. “It’s all right, girl. I’m here to protect you now.”

“Er… Parsley. I don’t think it’s you they were afraid of.” Cinnamon nodded to something behind me and I turned to see what it was.

My jaw dropped when I realized that a horde of zombie pigmen were standing right in front of me.


Day 12




The zombie pigmen were really excited about meeting a new zombie pigman. I was inundated with questions ever since we’d met.

“What’s your name?”

“Where are you from?”

“Why haven’t we seen you in the Nether before?”

“What is that thing and why is it following you around?”

Surprisingly, the zombie pigmen didn’t seem to know what a pig was and Cinnamon was very nervous about being around them, so in the end, I took her back to the portal.

“I’ll take you to somewhere safe on the farm and then I’m coming back here,” I told her. “Something tells me that the key to saving the pigs lies in the Nether, so I’m going to stick around until I’ve figured out a plan.”

“All right,” said Cinnamon, clearly relieved to be leaving the Nether.

“I’ll be back soon guys,” I called, waving to the other zombie pigmen as I stepped into the portal behind Cinnamon.


Day 13




Cinnamon and I waited until nightfall before creeping back towards the farm.

“Are you sure you have to go back to that awful place?” asked Cinnamon. “There were monsters there.”

“I’m one of those monsters,” I reminded her. “I’ll be perfectly safe and if we can find a way to save all the other pigs, it’s got to be worth it.”

“But where are you going to take everyone once you’ve got them away from the farm?” asked Cinnamon. “You can’t go back to the Nether with all of them. They’ll be monster food in five minutes.”

“I’ll figure something out,” I assured her, although secretly, I was just as worried. The monsters seemed to love the idea of pork and I couldn’t take the pigs down to the Nether, no matter how much at home I felt there.

We reached the outskirts of the farm and I looked around for somewhere for Cinnamon to hide. 

“Over there! It’s perfect!” I pointed to a shed that Fred didn’t use very much except for storing old farm tools. “Fred never goes in there and even if he does, there’s plenty of places for you to hide. You can sneak out at night and get some food from the pig sty.”

“All right, Parsley. But don’t be too long. If Fred finds me waiting here, I’ll be cooked for sure.”

“Don’t worry, Cinnamon. I’ll be back for you real soon,” I promised, as I headed back to the Nether portal and my newly found friends.


Day 14




It’s really cool roaming the Nether with a big band of zombie pigmen. They’re all so friendly! Nobody bothers us because they’re all afraid of us. If I could just figure out a way of getting the pigs down here and persuade the zombie pigmen to guard them, my family would be safe forever.

“Do you want to come swimming, Parsley?” asked Leif, one of my new friends.

“I don’t know. I’ve never been swimming before.” Pigs weren’t exactly known for their skill in the water. “What if I drown?”

“You won’t drown, silly,” laughed Leif. “Zombie pigmen can’t drown. Jump in the lava and see for yourself.”

He dove into the lava and was soon splashing around. “Come on, Parsley. Jump in! The lava is lovely.”

I watched him swimming. It did look like a lot of fun. 

“Promise me you’ll save me if I start to drown?” 

“You won’t drown!” urged Leif. “But if you’re that worried about it, then yes. I promise I’ll save you.”

“All right then.”

I closed my eyes and held my nose. “One… two… three!”

I leaped high into the air.

SPLASH! 

I landed right in the middle of the pool of lava.

“Help! Help! I’m drowning!” I splashed around, desperately trying to find my footing, while all the other zombie pigmen laughed at me.

“Stop being so stupid, Parsley! All you have to do is lie down and the lava will support you.”

I tried to calm down and kicked my legs out so that I was floating on my back.

“Oh my goodness! This is amazing!” The other zombie pigment were right. I did just float!

I could have spent all afternoon lying there in the warm lava. Although I thought molten rock would be too hot, it was the perfect temperature for a zombie pigman, and swimming in the lava was just like being wrapped up in a snug blanket.

“I told you it was fun,” smiled Leif, as he came swimming up next to me. “It’s a great life as a zombie pigman.”

“It certainly is.”
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Day 15




“We’re going to play lava polo,” said Fleur. “Do you want to join in, Parsley?”

“I’ve never played it before.”

“Then you’re in for a lot of fun,” she smiled. “We use a rock for a ball and you have to stop the other team from getting the ball into the goal. Oh, and all this while you’re swimming in the lava.”

“Anything which involves swimming is fine by me,” I grinned. I’d spent all day yesterday floating about in the pool and it had been the best day ever. 

“Come on then. You can be on my team.” 

Fleur led me over to the lava pool where a large group of zombie pigmen were gathering, ready for the game.

“Listen up everyone!” she said. “Parsley here is going to be on our team. He’s never played lava polo before, so be gentle with him, OK?”

“Sure!”

“Nice to have you on our team, Parsley!”

“Do your best and you’ll be fine!”

The other zombie pigmen crowded around me to welcome me onto their team. I felt like I could burst with happiness at how nice they were all being to me.

“OK, I’m going to put you in at defense Parsley,” said Fleur. “All you have to do is try and stop the other team getting close to the goal. Ted, here, is our goalkeeper and it’s his job to defend the goal, but you try and make sure that his job is real easy and make sure that nobody reaches him.”

“Keep the zombie pigmen away from the goal. Got it,” I nodded. 

“And if you get a chance to take a shot at their goal, take it!” advised Ted. “You never know – you might get lucky.”

“Shoot for the goal. All right.”

I could feel a little nervous knot tightening in my stomach as I lined up next to the zombie pigman I was defending against, ready for the start of the game. 

“On your mark… get set… play!” 

The referee blew his whistle and the game was on!

Lava polo is really fast and at first, I struggled to keep track of where the ball was as it was thrown about from player to player.

“Parsley! To your right!” I turned my head, but I was too slow and the rock hit me right in the face!

“Ow!”

“You’re going to have to be faster than that,” laughed my opponent as he scooped up the rock and threw it at the goal.

“One point for the Zombie Zippers!” cried the referee as the rock hit its target.

“Oh no.” I could have stopped him if I’d been a little quicker.

“Don’t worry, Parsley. You’ll get him next time,” Ted reassured me.

We lined up again for the next round and I was determined that I was going to stop the other team from getting any more goals.

“To me! To me!” called the zombie pigman who’d scored the goal and I hurled myself in front of him as his teammate passed him the rock.

Curses! I’d mistimed it and the rock flew over my head, right into his waiting arms. Once again, I’d let a goal slip right past me.

“Two points for the Zombie Zippers!” announced the referee.

This was no good. I was letting my team down. I had to do something to pull things back.

As the whistle blew to start the next round, I decided to try something different. I surged forward through the lava, racing towards the ball instead of trying to stay next to the attacker I was shadowing.

“What are you doing?” 

“Where are you going Parsley?”

I ignored all the cries from my team mates, my focus firmly fixed on the rock.

As a zombie pigman threw the rock across the pitch, I jumped out of the lava, grabbing it from the air. Before I’d even splashed back down, I threw it at the opposite goal.

“One point for the Pigman Predators! The Zombie Zippers lead, two points to one! Half time!”

As the whistle blew for the half time break, my team mates crowded around me.

“That was incredible!” gasped Fleur. “How did you do that?”

“I just imagined that the goal was Fred the Farmer and my teammates were the pigs,” I replied. “I’d do anything to help my family and right now, my team is my family.”

“Well, all I can say is that I’m glad that you’re part of my family right now,” said Ted. “Keep this up and we might win this game.”

When we lined up for the second half, Fleur called me forward. “You’re wasting your time on defense,” she told me. “I want you to go straight to the front. You’re our main attacker now.”

“Thanks, Fleur. I won’t let you down.”

I moved to take my new place just before the referee blew the whistle for the second half.

The game was fast paced and furious and now that everyone had seen my goal, the other team gathered around me to stop me scoring any more goals like the one I had in the first round. It was difficult for me to get around them, but Fleur saw an opportunity. While all the other team’s defenders were focusing on me, she grabbed the ball and headed for the goal.

“She shoots! She scores!” crowed Fleur as her rock hit the target.

“Two all!” announced the referee. “It’s a tie game!”

As the game wore on, both teams fought hard to pull ahead, but every time one of us scored a goal, the other side matched it.

“One minute left and the score is seven all,” called out the referee as we lined up after yet another goal.

“Come on, Parsley. We can do it,” urged Fleur.

I was tired, but I wasn’t going to let my team down. As the whistle blew, I knew that I was going to have a lot of defenders target me, so once again, I tried something different, and I ran backwards, away from the goal I was supposed to be aiming at.

“What are you doing, Parsley?” yelled Ted. “The goal is the other way!”

I didn’t answer because I could see the rock coming towards me and I’d left the defenders behind.

Leaping out of the water, I grabbed the rock and then slid forward as far as I could through the lava. Just as the defenders started to gather around me, I pushed myself up and tossed the rock at the target.

“Goal!” cried the referee. “And it’s all over! The Pigmen Predators have won, eight points to seven!”

My team gathered around me, cheering and patting me on the back. Suddenly, they lifted me up and put me on the shoulders of a couple of pigmen, who carried me out of the water, parading me round.

“Parsley! Parsley!” they all cried and even the other team was cheering my name. 

Lava polo is the best game ever!


Day 16




“So tell me about the pigs.” Fleur and I were walking along together and I was trying to tell her what life was like back in the farm. “They seem like really strange creatures.”

“You’re half pig,” I pointed out, “and you’re not strange.”

Fleur laughed. “I suppose so, but we don’t have any pigs in the Nether. Although I have heard of Minecraftians talking about pork and how delicious it is.”

I shuddered. “And that’s exactly why I have to get my family away from the farm,” I told her. “Minecraftians think that pigs are only good for eating and they’re not. Pigs are really intelligent and smart and great company. I want to make sure that my family is safe from the Minecraftians.”

“So bring them down here,” Fleur suggested.

“The problem is that when Cinnamon came down here, all the monsters seemed to be just as keen on eating her as the Minecraftians.” I sighed. “I don’t know if there’s anywhere that pigs can be safe.”


Day 17




We played another game of lava polo today and it was just as much fun as last time. Or at least it would have been if I’d been able to focus on the game. After my talk with Fleur yesterday, I can’t stop thinking about Cinnamon and the rest of the pigs. Is she still safe? Are my family all alive?

I’m going to have to go back to the farm and check on them. I can’t stay in the Nether until I know what’s happening back home.


Day 18




“Come up to the Overworld with me, Fleur,” I said. “I’d love to show you what it’s like on the farm.”

“Go up to the Overworld?” Fleur shuddered. “I don’t think so. It’s full of Minecraftians and they love fighting zombie pigmen. I’d rather stay down here with all my friends. At least that way, if someone attacks, my friends can come and help. Unless…”

“Unless what?”

“It’s Halloween in a couple of days,” she said.

“So?”

“It’s the one night in the year when zombie pigmen can walk among Minecraftians and nobody notices. All you need is a jack o’lantern and everyone thinks you’re just some kid in a costume. We always go up to the Overworld for Halloween and scare people. The look on their faces when they realize it’s not a costume…” Fleur laughed as she remembered the last time she’d left the Nether.

“Fleur is right,” said Ted. “Halloween is a great time to go up to the Overworld. We could all go together and see your farm.”

I thought about it. Another day wasn’t likely to make any difference. “All right,” I said. “We’ll go up to the Overworld for Halloween.”


Day 19




All the zombie pigmen were busy getting ready for Halloween. Everywhere I looked, there were zombie pigmen carving pumpkins or putting together costumes. It seems like everyone was excited for the big day.

“We never celebrated Halloween on the farm,” I said to Fleur. “Fred always said it was a load of nonsense and he was too busy dealing with farming to worry about going trick or treating. Anyway, it’s not as though he would have taken any of the pigs with him. We’re just dumb animals as far as he’s concerned. Even when I tried to write him a letter, he couldn’t think of pigs as anything other than walking slabs of meat.”

“Well, you won’t have to worry about Fred by the time we’re finished,” Fleur reassured me. “That’s the whole point of trick or treating. If they don’t treat us, we play a trick and I don’t think Fred will like the kind of tricks we’re going to play!”

I laughed with her. I was starting to really look forward to Halloween. It was going to be the most fun I’d ever had on the farm!


Day 20




“Everyone ready?”

A whole horde of zombie pigmen gathered around the portal up to the Overworld and we all nodded and cried out to let Fleur know that we were ready for the annual trip up to Minecraftia to go trick or treating.
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“Then let’s get started!”

The zombie pigmen started trooping through the portal and when we came out on the other side, it was night time. 

“The witching hour!” giggled the zombie pigmen.

“Come on – the farm is this way,” I said.

“Not just yet,” Fleur said. “We’re going to go trick or treating in the village first. The farm is our last stop of the night. You want to get lots of candy don’t you?”

Candy? “Count me in!”

We swayed from side to side, moaning and groaning as we made our way to the village.

“Moan louder!” cried Leif. “Remember – we’re supposed to be fake zombie pigmen. Minecraftians think we do nothing but groan. Play it up!”

HURRRR! We all lifted our voices, a whole troop of zombie pigmen pretending to be zombie pigmen.

Soon we saw the lights of the village before us. “Right. We knock on each door and try to say ‘trick or treat.’ We should get candy from every house, but if anyone is mean and doesn’t give us anything, we’ll play a trick, OK?”

HURRR! The zombie pigmen all shouted their agreement with Leif’s plan and we hurried down towards the village, hoping to get lots of candy.

“Trick or treat!” we yelled at the first door we came to. The house was decorated with skulls and the owner opened the door with a big bowl of candy in his hand. 

“There you go. I must say that your costumes are very impressive. A whole group of zombie pigmen! It must have taken you hours to get ready. You look very realistic.”

“Hurrr!” Ted nodded as we all reached out to grab a handful of candy.

“How funny!” laughed the villager. “You’re even pretending you can’t talk! Such dedication to your character. Hope you get lots of candy tonight – you deserve it.”

We moved onto the next house where a villager was sitting on her porch waiting for us.

“My, my. Don’t you look good?” she smiled. “I especially like the rotting meat dripping off your skull.”

Ted groaned at her, pretending to lunge forward to grab her.

“Ha! Ha! You kids are such a scream. Here you go. Help yourself to candy.”

The villager held out her bowl and we all took handfuls of candy. I popped one into my mouth, grinning as the sugary treat dissolved on my tongue. We never got anything like this when I was a pig on the farm. Halloween is fun!

It was the same everywhere we went. Villagers couldn’t wait to give us candy and I saw lots of other Nether monsters wandering the village, all pretending to be Minecraftians so they could get free candy. 

At last, we’d visited all the houses and it was time to go back to the farm.

“This way, everyone!” I cried, as I took the zombie pigmen back up to the portal and then past it to go to the farm. 

“I just want to check on Cinnamon first,” I said as we drew near to the farm. “I left her in the shed over there.”

We went to the shed and I pushed open the door. “Cinnamon? Are you in here Cinnamon?”

Nothing. She didn’t reply.

“Cinnamon? Where are you?” 

Still no answer.

I was beginning to panic when I heard a little oink from high up. I looked up to the window at the top of the shed and saw Cinnamon’s snout poking out. “Parsley? Is that you?”

“Yes, it’s me, Cinnamon. I’m here with some of the zombie pigmen.”

“I heard lots of people coming and I got scared. That’s why I hid,” Cinnamon explained. “I thought you might be Fred with some of the other farmers trying to get me back. I keep hearing Fred wandering around the farm, calling my name. So far, I’ve managed to hide from him, but I’m worried that he’s going to discover me soon.”

“Don’t worry, Cinnamon,” I soothed. “I’m working on a plan to get you out of here along with the rest of the pigs. Just sit tight and I’ll come back to get you as soon as I’ve figured out a safe place for you.”

“Thanks, Parsley.” She looked at the bowl I was carrying. “You haven’t got candy, have you?”

“We’ve been trick or treating,” I told her. “I’ve got so much candy. I’ll be eating it for a month!”

“Could I have some?”

“Of course!” I tossed up a handful of treats and Cinnamon deftly caught them all in her mouth. She breathed a sigh of happiness as she crunched them up. “Thanks, Parsley. You’re the best.”

“Well save that thought until I’ve saved you all, OK?”

“All right, Parsley.”

Cinnamon ducked back into the shed and I could hear some bashing and crashing while she hid behind the spare machinery inside.

“OK, let’s go and see Fred.” 

I led the zombies towards the farmhouse. Unlike the village, there were no Halloween decorations hanging up and the door was firmly shut.

I banged on the door, being careful not to smash it this time. “Trick or treat! Trick or treat!”

“Tell him to smell your feet,” suggested Ted.

“Why?”

“Then he has to give you something good to eat,” Ted explained.

“Smell my feet!” I yelled. “Smell my feet!”

“What’s all this noise?” Fred flung open the door and he paled when he saw all the zombie pigmen standing on his doorstep. “I thought I put up a sign saying no trick or treaters? Go away, the lot of you!”

“Trick or treat,” Ted said.

“Smell my feet,” I added.

“I’m not giving anything to you.” Fred slammed the door in our faces. We all looked at each other grinning.

“Guess he wanted to go for the trick then,” said Fleur.

Have you ever seen a zombie pigmen riot? It’s the most fun in the world!

The zombie pigmen spread out through the whole of the farm, causing as much mischief and mayhem as they could, wherever they went. I heard the crash of smashing windows and Fred shouting at the zombie pigmen to get out. He didn’t seem to realize that we weren’t just Minecraftians in costume. I don’t think he would have been so keen to yell at us if he did.

I hurried over to the pig sty, wanting to see if everyone was all right.

“Parsley? Is that you?” Rosemary stepped forward from where all the pigs were huddled in a corner of the sty. “What’s going on? It’s so noisy.”

“Oh, it’s just a few friends of mine,” I replied. “We came to teach Fred a bit of a lesson.”

“You leave Fred alone!” Thyme ordered. “He’s started doubling our food. He’s giving us so much to eat now. It must be because we are his favorite animals.”

“How can you be so stupid, Thyme?” I cried. “Fred is going to turn you all into pork chops! He’s feeding you more so that he can have even more pork chops.”

“It’s not true! Make him say that it’s not true!” squealed one of the new piglets. “Fred is nice to us.”

“Of course it’s not true,” Thyme reassured the piglet. “Parsley has always been a big storyteller. Don’t listen to a word he says.”

Thyme rushed forward, butting me in the stomach to knock me over. “Get out of here, Parsley! We don’t want you here anymore, scaring the piglets like that.”

I knew when I was beaten. “All right. I’ll go. But when Fred decides he wants pork for his dinner, don’t come crying to me.”

I shuffled out of the sty and stopped dead in my tracks when I saw the damage the zombie pigmen had done. Everywhere I looked, animals were running around, sheds and huts destroyed. The farmhouse had been smashed up and Fred was angrily rushing around the farmyard waving his axe around.

“Get off my farm!” he yelled. “Go on – get out of here, the lot of you! Just wait until I tell your parents what you’ve done.”

“Come on, guys,” I called. “I’ve seen the pigs. There’s no need to stay here any longer.”

The zombie pigmen got in a few last hits at the farm buildings and then they slowly started shuffling back in the direction of the portal.

Fred was going to be too busy cleaning up to worry about pigs for a while. But I needed to figure out something and soon because time was running out for my family. How was I going to get them to listen to me?


Day 21




“Didn’t we have a great time last night?” Fleur smiled. “Best Halloween ever!”

“It was good,” I sighed.

“All right, Parsley. What’s up?”

“It’s the pigs. I’m really worried about them. They still don’t believe me that Fred is going to turn them into pork chops, but even if I did get them to leave the farm, where could they go? It doesn’t matter whether they’re in the Overworld or the Nether – people want to eat them.”

“If you’ve done your best to persuade them to leave, you can’t really do anything else,” Fleur pointed out. “If that’s what they want to do, then that’s their choice.”

“Maybe.” I couldn’t help thinking that if I could just find the right words, I’d have my family with me right now.

“Anyway, you shouldn’t worry about them. They’re big pigs. They can look after themselves. Why don’t you come to the lava pool? We might be able to get together a few zombie pigmen for a nice game of lava polo.”

“You go on without me, Fleur,” I replied. “I just want to be alone for a while.”

“All right, Parsley.”

Fleur shuffled off to the lava pool, leaving me desperately trying to think of what I could do to save the pigs.


Day 22




 The other zombie pigmen were still riding high on a sugar rush after our trip to the Otherworld for Halloween, but I was finding it hard to stay happy after seeing Cinnamon so frightened and knowing that the other pigs were going to be killed very soon. 

Fleur tried to distract me with trips to the lava pool, but I couldn’t even enjoy floating in the lava. I was too stressed to relax. I was a zombie pigman on a mission and it looked like I was going to fail. 

I briefly considered getting rid of Fred. Maybe I could get one of the skeletons to go up to the farm and chase him away, but as soon as I had the idea I dismissed it. Even if Fred wasn’t on the farm any more, someone else would soon come to take his place. As long as pork was the most delicious food known to Minecraftia, none of my family was safe.

There must be something I could do. Think, brain, think!


Day 23




“Parsley! Come quickly! There’s an emergency!” 

Ted came rushing up to me, a panicked look on his face.

“What is it, Ted?”

“There’s a pig in the Nether and it’s asking for you. The problem is that the Nether monsters can smell fresh meat and they’re gathering around the pig. Fleur and Leif are keeping them away from the pig for the moment, but it’s only a matter of time before something eats the pig. You have to come quickly!”

I rushed after Ted, back to where the portal to the Overworld was. Standing in front of it was Sage, looking very, very scared.

“Back off, monsters!” I snarled, as I moved to stand between Sage and the Nether creatures.

“Parsley, you better take the pig back to the Overworld,” advised Fleur. “Some of these monsters are really hungry and I don’t know how long we can keep them back.”

“All right.” I turned to Sage. “Let’s go back through the portal and then you can tell me what was so important that you risked your life to come and see me.”

The moment we stepped through the portal, Sage turned to me in a panic. “It’s Cinnamon! Fred discovered her hiding in a shed and he says he’s going to butcher her in front of the rest of the farm to teach us all a lesson in knowing our place. Ever since you zombie pigmen destroyed the farm, Fred has been in a terrible mood and now he’s taking it out on poor Cinnamon. This is all your fault! Pigs and farmers were always good friends until you stuck your snout in.”
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“Sage, didn’t you ever wonder where pork chops come from?” I sighed.

Sage looked at me blankly. 

“It’s all pig meat, Sage,” I explained patiently. “It’s why the farmer likes us all so much. What he doesn’t eat, he can sell on to passing Minecraftians.”

“I don’t believe you!” cried Sage, but I could tell from the look on his face that he knew I was telling the truth.

“Do you really want to wait until Cinnamon is Sunday dinner before you admit that I’m right?”

“No,” whispered Sage, hanging his head in sorrow.

“Right. So we’re going to have to come up with a plan that doesn’t just save Cinnamon. We’re going to save all the pigs.”


Day 24




Sage and I hid in the forest, plotting, but we still couldn’t come up with a way of keeping the pigs safe for good. 

“Take me to Cinnamon,” I said at last. “At least if she knows that help is on the way, it might help her cope with being locked up.”

Sage led me to the farm and pointed to a tiny little shack right in the middle of the farmyard.

“Fred built that especially for her,” he whispered.

I looked at the shack. It was going to be difficult getting a message to her, but not impossible. I just needed to find someone who would let her know that I was nearby.

A-ha! The perfect person!

“Hey! Chicken! Come over here a minute!”

The chicken that was scratching around in the yard took a moment to see where Sage and I were hiding, but at last she came over.

“The name is Mrs. Yellow,” she sniffed haughtily.

I felt like telling her exactly what she could do with her name - didn’t she know that Cinnamon was in danger? - but I wanted her to help me, so I bit my tongue. “I’m sorry, Mrs. Yellow,” I said. “But one of my family is in danger and I desperately need your help.”

“I suppose I could take time out of my busy day for that.”

Busy day? All chickens ever did was cluck and eat worms!

[image: Image]




“Cinnamon is stuck in that tiny shed. Could you please tell her that Parsley is here and I’m going to save her?”

“Cinnamon? Is that her name? Oh, that poor pig. All us chickens have been talking about her. She’s going to be turned into pork chops. We’ve all been saying how lucky chickens are that humans don’t eat us.”

Humans don’t eat chickens? Are all farm animals stupid?

“Anyway, could you go and tell her to stay safe and I’ll come rescue her soon?”

“Yes. I’ll do that right now.”

Sage and I watched as the chicken headed back to the shed where Cinnamon was being kept. A moment later, Cinnamon’s face showed behind the bars across the window and she smiled weakly at me.

“Don’t worry, Cinnamon. I’m going to save you if it’s the last thing I do,” I whispered, even though I knew she couldn’t hear me.


Day 25




Seeing Cinnamon locked up like that made me determined to save my family and I had the glimmer of a plan. Now that the pigs knew that I was telling the truth about Fred, they all wanted to leave the farm, which meant that I didn’t have to worry about how to persuade them to come with me when I rescued Cinnamon.

The big question was where I was going to take them? There had to be somewhere pigs could live peacefully.

And as I thought about it, I finally had an idea. In fact, it wasn’t just an idea. It was THE idea, the idea that was going to save all the pigs on Fred’s farm.

I had to get back to the Nether. I was going to need all the zombie pigmen to help me. Together, we were going to be the saviors of pigkind.

“Sage, I want you go back to the other pigs and tell them to be ready.”

“Ready for what?”

“You’ll know it when it happens. I’ll be back in a few days, but if Fred looks like he’s going to hurt Cinnamon sooner than that, come straight back and get me. I’ll make sure there’s a zombie pigman on duty by the portal at all times, so if you jump through, someone will be able to come and get me straight away.”

“All right, Parsley. And Parsley?”

“Yes?”

“You make sure you stay safe. We’re all counting on you.”

“Don’t worry about me,” I grinned. “I’ve got an army on my side.”


Day 26




Back in the Nether, I hurried to find Fleur.

“Parsley! There you are. We’ve been looking all over for you. We’re going to play a game of lava polo and we need our top goal scorer.”

“Sorry, Fleur. I haven’t got time for games right now. I’ve got some pigs to save and I need your help.”

“Pigs?” Fleur looked shifty. “Look, Parsley. I get that you still think that you can help the pigs, but I was there, remember? They don’t want to be saved. They’re happy right where they are, counting down the days before they become somebody’s dinner.”

“That’s not true, at least not any more. Fred has got Cinnamon. He’s going to hurt her and all the other pigs. They want to escape from the farm.”

“Really? Well good luck with that. I’ve got a game of lava polo waiting for me.”

Fleur shuffled off. I couldn’t believe that she could be so heartless. I thought the zombie pigmen were supposed to be one big happy family?

“Don’t worry about her.” Turmeric came up beside me. “She was born a zombie pigman. She doesn’t know what it’s like to be a pig.”

“And you do?”

Turmeric grinned. “Why do you think I’m named after a spice? I’m from Fred’s farm too!”

I gasped at Turmeric. 

“Don’t just stand there with your mouth open,” he laughed. “I thought you had a plan?”

“I did. I do. It’s just that I need lots of zombie pigmen to help me and if they’re all like Fleur then I don’t stand a chance.”

“We’re not all like Fleur,” Turmeric pointed out. “There’s quite a few of us who used to be pigs, you know.”

“Enough for an army?”

“Enough for an army.”


Day 27




I looked at all the zombie pigmen lined up in front of me. It wasn’t the thousands of zombie pigmen that I knew lived in the Nether, but it was still a good sized troop and more than enough zombie pigmen to put my plan into action.

“Right, men!” I barked. “I’m going to lead you into battle in the Overworld. Our piggy brothers need our help and we’re the only ones who can save them. Are you with me?”

“Hurrr!”

“I said, are you with me?”

“Hurrr!”

“ARE YOU WITH ME?”

“HURRR!” The groan that rose from the assembled zombie pigmen could have raised the Nether roof. 

I nodded in satisfaction. I had my army and nobody could stand against us.


Day 28




It took a while for all the zombie pigmen to make their way through the portal and this time we had to be careful that no passing Minecraftians saw us. Halloween had been a special day. Now that it had passed, anyone with a weapon would attack us for the monsters we were and I needed my troops intact if my plan was going to go off as quickly and painlessly as I hoped.

I led the zombie pigmen to the edge of the forest and motioned to them to stop in the shade of the trees. “That’s our target down there,” I told them, pointing at the farm. “The shack in the middle of the farmyard is where my friend Cinnamon is being kept, so I need it destroyed as quickly as possible without harming Cinnamon. Team A – that’s your job.”

The zombie pigmen who were in Team A all nodded their agreement.

“The rest of you know your targets. Do you need me to go over the plan again?”

“Don’t worry, Parsley. You can trust us,” reassured Turmeric. 

“I know,” I smiled. “You’re good zombie pigmen. I’m lucky to have you by my side. Now I suggest you all get lots of rest tonight because first thing in the morning we go into battle, the likes of which Minecraftia has never seen before and probably will never see again.”

The zombie pigmen started to cheer, but I motioned them to silence and their celebrations became hushed whispers. I didn’t want Fred to have any chance to get together his defenses. If he thought that Halloween had been devastating for his farm, he hadn’t seen anything.

By this time tomorrow, he wouldn’t have a farm at all.


Day 29




A rooster crowed to announce the dawn of the sun, but since zombie pigmen don’t really need any sleep, we were all already awake. 
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“Ok, troops, this is it. You all have your targets. Best of luck. I know you’re not going to need it. Fred is not going to know what’s hit him.”

I gave the signal and zombie pigmen started lurching around the farm until we had it surrounded. Once everyone was in position, I made my way into the middle of the farmyard and called out to the farmer.

“Fred! I know you’re in there Fred! Come out now and nobody needs to get hurt!”

I waited for a moment, but there was no reply. “Fred! I know you can hear me! You need to come out where we can talk.”

“Go away,” came a voice from inside the farmhouse. “I’ve got some Minecraftian guards in here with me and you’ll be sorry if you try any more of your tricks.”

“He’s lying,” called the rooster. “There aren’t any Minecraftians in there. I heard Fred say that he spent all his resources repairing the damage you did to the farm last time you were here. He can’t afford any guards.”

I suspected that might be the case. Fred was such a liar. 

“Last chance, Fred.”

“I don’t know what you want and I don’t care. Get away from my farm or you’ll regret it.”

Even as a zombie pigman, it seemed that Fred couldn’t understand a word I said. Well, he’d had fair warning. He had no one but himself to blame for what was about to happen.

“Zombie pigmen – attack!”

I made my way to the farmhouse door, banging on it to get in. I could hear Fred crashing about as he tried to get a weapon, but he didn’t stand a chance against so many of us.

Behind me, Team A worked hard to release Cinnamon and I heard her prison collapse just before I beat Fred’s door down. Around me, zombies were pulling down sheds and letting the animals go free. The air was filled with the sound of moans and groans, panicked animals and Fred screaming in terror.

Zombie pigmen followed me inside as I worked my way from room to room, looking for Fred. As I moved, the army smashed up all the furniture in his house. No human was ever going to live here again.

At last, I found Fred cowering under his bed upstairs.

“Get up, Fred. Now!” I commanded.

Shivering, Fred put his hands in the air and slowly stood up. “Don’t hurt me.”

“I’m not going to hurt you. Even though you were going to slaughter my whole family, I’m better than you.”

At last, Fred understood me. “Parsley?” he whispered.

“That’s right. It’s Parsley and I’ve come back to set my family free.”

“Fine. Take all the pigs. Just leave me alone.”

I shook my head. “It’s too late for that. You’re the one who is going to leave. This farm now belongs to the zombie pigmen.”

“What? You can’t! This is my farm! I built it myself. You can’t just take it from me.”

“I can and I will. Your choice is very simple. Either you leave and walk out of here alive or I’ll sic the zombie pigmen on you and by the time they’re finished, there won’t even be enough of you left to feed the pigs.”

Fred paled. He could tell from the look on my face that I was serious.

“Can I just-”

“Get out, Fred. Get out NOW!”

Fred knew that there was no time to waste. He raced down the stairs, through the farmyard and out of the farm for good. 


Day 30




I looked around the farm and smiled as I saw zombie pigmen and the farm animals working together to repair the damage from the attack on the farm. If Fred hadn’t left when he did, we had been prepared to reduce the entire farm to rubble. I was glad he’d seen sense. I didn’t like fighting. 

“Thank you so much for saving me,” said Cinnamon as she came to stand by my side. “Fred was going to butcher me yesterday evening. If you didn’t come when you did, I’d have been pork chops.”

“Well, you’re safe now and so are all the other farm animals.”

“But won’t Fred come back with other Minecraftians to take his farm back?”

“Let him,” I shrugged. “He’ll find that he has such a fight on his hands that it’s not even worth it. The zombie pigmen are building a high wall around the farm that nobody will be able to get through and there will be zombie pigmen on patrol here at all times. We’re also putting a Nether portal in the middle of the farm so if we’re ever attacked, the farm animals can all go and hide in the Nether until the battle is over. We’re creating a special safe place in the Nether so the monsters there will leave you alone until it’s safe to come back.”

“You’ve thought of everything,” marveled Cinnamon. “You’re the best zombie pigman in all of Minecraftia.”

Cinnamon bounded off to join the other pigs while I patrolled the farm, making sure that the defenses were coming along the way I’d planned. Cinnamon was right. One day, Fred was bound to come back. He must hate the fact that a pig had outwitted him. Worse – an undead pig.

But whenever Fred came, he’d find we were waiting for him. This place was a Minecraftian-free zone and a sanctuary for farm animals everywhere. Once word got out that animals could live here without anyone trying to eat them, more pigs were going to come and that was fine by me. 
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As the pigs gathered around Cinnamon to celebrate, I couldn’t stop smiling. All my dreams had come true and even if I wasn’t exactly a real pig any more, I’d saved my family, which was all I’d ever wanted.

Now if I could just figure out how to put a lava pool into the farmyard so I could play lava polo with the zombie pigmen, everything would be perfect…
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