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I polished the already gleaming sign hanging over the door of my store.

Mr. Awesome the Armorer.

I was very proud of my store. Anyone who came to Mr. Awesome’s knew to expect spotless surfaces, neat and tidy workbenches, and most importantly, the best armor in all of Minecraftia. 

Satisfied that there were no smudges left, I went inside the shop to make sure that everything was exactly where it was supposed to be before I opened up for the day. I was absolutely obsessed with perfection. It was why my armor was such high quality. A tidy store means a tidy mind that’s able to focus on creating armor. I hated it if I saw something even slightly out of place and I couldn’t rest until it was put it away. It was the one downside of having plenty of customers, thanks to my great reputation. They always seemed to like to handle the armor before they bought it, but so few of them put it back where they found it, expecting me to clean up after them as if I were some kind of servant.

If I didn’t love making armor so much, I’d really hate my job. As it was, there was nothing like crafting the perfect piece of armor, making the seams as invisible and strong as possible, weaving in an enchantment to give it that extra layer of protection. There were times when it practically broke my heart having to sell one of my creations. My armor was like my family, an expression of my creative side, and I took pride in knowing that whenever a Minecraftian wore one of my pieces, I was personally responsible for keeping them safe whenever they encountered a monster. 

So effective was my armor that I was always getting letters and cards from satisfied clients to display around the shop and today was no different. As I opened up my mail, I couldn’t help but smile at the latest thank you notes.

To the best armorer in the world! Thanks to you, I managed to defeat an entire troop of skeletons all by myself. 

To Mr. Awesome, the armorer who truly deserves his name. Your armor made the difference between defeating a creeper and the creeper blowing me up. I wouldn’t be alive today if it wasn’t for you.

To my favorite armorer. Your helmets are amazing! The best I’ve ever worn. I’ve been hit on the head so many times by monsters that I’ve lost count, but thanks to your helmets, I don’t have a bruise, scratch, or scar. I’m going to be coming back to your village very soon and your armory will be the first shop I visit.

Just as I tacked the last of the cards up onto the wall, I heard the door to the store. Turning, I saw my first customer of the day.

“Good morning, sir. What can I do for you?”

“I need a new helmet. My old one has lasted me for ages, but it’s getting a little worn out, so I think it’s time to replace it.”

I looked at him, mentally sizing up his head. “Wait here a moment. I’ve got just the thing.”

I headed out to the back of the shop to fetch a selection of helmets for him to try on and when I returned, there were two more customers waiting for my help.

It was shaping up to be another busy day in the store, which was just how I liked it.
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“I need a new chest plate.”

Without looking up from the customer I was fitting for boots, I replied “Not a problem, sir. Just let me finish here and I’ll be right with you.”

“I need a new chest plate now.”

Sighing, I shook my head. There always that one customer who believed that they were more important than the rest of the universe. “I’m sure you do, sir, but this gentleman was here before you.”

“He won’t mind if I go before him, will he?”

The man who was buying boots looked up at him and then down at me. “Er… n-no, I guess?”

“I mind,” I said firmly. “As soon as this customer has chosen his boots I will be with you and not a moment sooner.”

“Don’t bother,” huffed the annoying shopper and stomped out of my store.

“I’m terribly sorry about his bad manners,” I apologized to my boot-buying customer. 

“It’s not your fault,” he reassured me, “but I wouldn’t have minded if you’d served him. Do you know who that was?”

“No. Should I?”

“That was Russ Tyler.”

“Are you kidding?” I recognized the name immediately. There wasn’t a person in Minecraftia who wouldn’t. Russ Tyler was one of the most famous adventurers in the world. It was even rumored that he’d faced Herobrine and won. 

“No. It was definitely him. I’d recognize him anywhere”

“Well, I don’t care if he was the King of Minecraftia. Nobody comes into my shop and tells me what I should be doing.”

“You need to be careful,” the customer warned me. “Russ doesn’t like it when people say no to him.”

“What can he do to me? I’m Mr. Awesome! Everyone loves my armor. He’ll be back when he realizes that he can’t buy the same quality anywhere else.”
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Despite my customer’s dire warnings, the next morning dawned bright and early with no sign of an angry Russ descending upon my store to get revenge. He didn’t come back to buy any armor either, but I wasn’t worried about that. There were always plenty of people who needed armor. Even my finest enchanted pieces would eventually wear out if you fought enough monsters, although I was constantly working on ways to improve the quality of my armor to make it as long lasting as possible.

By the time I turned the sign on the door to closed, I’d traded plenty of armor for lots of lovely gems. I knew that I didn’t have anything to worry about from that Russ. He was just a rude Minecraftian who was used to getting his way all the time because he knew how to swing a sword. Well, he’d just had a lesson in manners. 

Russ should have known better. You could never beat an armorer.  They are far too well defended. 
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I’d just finished trading with an adventurer for some new leggings when I heard my door open. Of course, this was nothing new. My store door opened and shut all day because I had so many customers. However, this time, when I turned to smile at my new customer, I was surprised to see Adrian, the village leader, standing there.

“Adrian,” I beamed. “I don’t often see you in my store. Village leaders don’t usually wear armor, but I’m more than happy to fit you with the perfect suit of armor. What were you looking for? Coverage from head to toe or just a helmet?”

“Nothing for me today, thank you Mr. Awesome.” Adrian’s expression was grim.

“Well if you don’t need any armor, what can I get for you?”

“A better attitude.”

“A better attitude?” I echoed, hardly able to believe what I was hearing. “I don’t understand. My customer service is second to none. I’ve never had any complaints, but I do have plenty of letters and cards telling me how, well, awesome I am.”

“Did it ever occur to you that people are too afraid of you to say anything directly?”

“Afraid? Of me?” I couldn’t help but laugh. I was the nicest person in the village. Nobody could possibly be scared of me.

“That’s right. One of your customers the other day was so upset by how you treated him that it’s taken him two days to be able to talk about it.”

“The other day?” I laughed again and rolled my eyes. “You must mean Russ. Yes, I will admit that I treated him terribly badly. Refusing to drop everything immediately just because he ordered me to must have been extremely traumatizing for him.”

Apparently sarcasm was lost on Adrian.

“That’s exactly it and I will not tolerate that kind of behavior. Our town is reliant on adventurer trading as you know and I will not allow you to chase away visitors. I don’t want to hear any more about you being rude to customers.”

He stormed out of the store before I could protest. 

Oh well. If that’s the worst Russ could do, it wasn’t that bad. 
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I sighed inwardly when Russ stomped into my shop the next day, but I wasn’t going to let his bad mood make me give him anything less than my usual high quality customer service, especially after Adrian’s warning yesterday.

“Yes, sir. What can I do for you?”

“I want a full suit of enchanted armor.”

“Of course. What kind of enchantment would you prefer? General protection or something more specific?”

“Just give me your most expensive.”

I shrugged and went to collect everything Russ wanted. Placing it on the counter, I asked him “and how would you like to pay?”

“Pay?” Russ laughed. “Who said anything about paying? This is compensation for how badly you treated me the other day. You’re going to give this to me or I’m going make things very difficult for you.”

“Give this to you?” It was my turn to laugh as I started to put the armor away. “I’m sorry, but this is a store, not a charity. I don’t give armor away to anyone, especially not adventurers who think they can bully me.”

“You give me that armor or your life won’t be worth living,” growled Russ.

“Right. That’s it. I’ve had enough. Get out of my store and don’t ever come back. I’ve never banned anyone from my store, so you have the privilege of being the first person ever who is not welcome here. Don’t ever come back or I’ll call for the village iron golems.”

“You’re making a big mistake,” warned Russ as he stomped out.

“Yeah, whatever,” I muttered as I tidied up after him.


Day 6




Shutting up my store for the day, I couldn’t wait to get home. I’d decided to treat myself to my favorite pumpkin pie for dinner and I’d been looking forward to it all day.

I needed something to look forward to. It had been quiet in the store and sales were down. I wasn’t too worried. No doubt it was Russ trying to make good on his threat and it wouldn’t be long before people realized that they couldn’t get armor as good as mine anywhere else, but it still wasn’t very nice to think that someone was talking about me like that.

Speaking of talking about me, I heard someone say my name. Turning to answer, I was surprised to find that there was no one there and I realized that I’d actually heard someone around the corner. Creeping to the edge of the building, I peered around to see two Minecraftians talking.
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“I was really looking forward to getting some new armor, but when I learned that it was Mr. Awesome trading in this village, I decided to wait until the next town to trade. I’m not giving my hard won gems to someone as nasty as him.”

“Yeah. I don’t know why he thinks that Mr. Awesome is a good name. Mr. Awful is more like it! Did you hear what he said to Russ?”

“Oh yes. He told Russ that he smelled and he wasn’t going to let anyone as stinky as him wear his armor.”

“He said that?” The adventurer gasped. “I didn’t know that. I heard that he told Russ that he was too fat for a chest plate.”

“Poor old Russ was really upset when he left the armory. He’s too proud to let anyone know when they’ve hurt him, but anyone would be hurt if someone spoke to them like that.”

“I say we leave the village right now and go find someone else to buy armor from. If we hit the road we’ll have enough time to make it to the next town before sundown.”

“Good idea.”

The two adventurers moved off to leave the town. I supposed I should have said something to defend myself to them, but I was too upset and by the sound of it, they wouldn’t believe me, even if I told them what had really happened.

How could Russ say such things about me? I thought he was supposed to be a powerful, brave adventurer, but bullies were cowards and he was nothing but a big bully.

I was going to have to be very careful over the next few days. Hopefully, if I kept a low profile, things would blow over and the adventurers would forget about Russ’ rumors. Things would go back to normal if I was patient.
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Walking from my shelter to the store, the town was strangely quiet. Normally, there were lots of Minecraftians walking around, going from store to store as they traded for their next adventure, but today, there wasn’t a soul to be seen other than the usual villagers going to their trading posts.

“I don’t know why I’m bothering to open up today,” complained Roel, the weapon smith. “It’s obvious that there’s no one around to buy my swords.”

“I heard the adventurers all left last night,” replied Harry, the shepherd. “They said that they weren’t going to stick around somewhere that isn’t welcoming to adventurers.”

Roel and Harry turned to stare at me and I blushed. It wasn’t my fault that the adventurers had gone, but I was getting the blame. It wasn’t fair. 

Still, I wasn’t going to let the bullies bring me down. I had done the right thing and Russ was going to have to learn that he couldn’t treat people the way he did. I didn’t care how many monsters he’d killed. Manners cost nothing.
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With the adventurers staying away, the store was quieter than I’d ever seen it, but I didn’t mind. It gave me the chance to experiment with some new armor designs. As much as I loved dealing with customers, there was something very soothing about working with various metals, figuring out which one was the best for a particular purpose, molding it into different shapes to come up with better, more effective designs.

I was so engrossed in my work that I didn’t hear someone come into the store and I jumped with surprise when I heard someone cough behind me. Turning, I saw Adrian standing in the middle of the store.

“Hello, Adrian,” I smiled. “What can I do for you today?”

He didn’t return my smile. “I’m going to get straight to business. I’m sure you’ve noticed that the town is unusually quiet at the moment.”

“I have. I was taking the opportunity to work on some new pieces. Could I interest you in a helmet, perhaps? You could help me test it out.”

“No thank you.” Adrian was tight lipped. “But there is a way in which you could help me.”

“Oh really? Well, you know me. Always happy to help.” I smiled winningly.

“I’m glad to hear it. Give me a suit of armor.”

“Excuse me? I mean, I’ll sell you a suit of armor, but as I explained to a customer just the other day, I can’t just give armor away. It is my business, after all.”

“This isn’t about just your business, though. As I’m sure you’ve noticed, the village is turning into a ghost town. We used to have countless adventurers passing through the town on a daily basis, but for the past couple of days, nobody has visited. And do you know why?”

I shrugged.

“Because you insulted the greatest adventurer Minecraftia has ever seen! You need to make amends and you need to do it now or this entire village will suffer.”

I drew myself up to my full height. “I’m sorry that you feel it is appropriate to give in to blackmail. Russ is nothing but a big bully. He’s stamping his foot because he didn’t get his own way and shame on you for giving in to him. If you want to buy a suit of armor and give it to him, then I’m not going to stop you, but I refuse to kowtow to someone just because he’s bigger than me.”

“You’re the one to blame for the state of the village. You’re the one who should pay to put things right,” protested Adrian.

“I’m sorry you feel that way, but I’m going to have to respectfully disagree and if that’s all you came here for, then I’m going to have to ask you to leave my shop. I’ve got work to be getting on with.”

Adrian stood there and for a moment, I thought he was going to say something else, but instead he turned and stormed out of my shop.

I hated going against the village leader like that, but it was a matter of principle. The only reason Russ behaved the way he did is because nobody had the courage to stand up to him and tell him that he was being unreasonable. Somebody needed to teach him a lesson and it looked like I was going to be that somebody.
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The door to my store opened and I rushed to see who was there, delighted that I finally had a customer. After days of no adventurers coming into town, imagine my surprise when I saw one standing by the counter. 

“Good afternoon, sir,” I beamed. “How may I help you today?”

“You can give me my gems back.” The adventurer pulled out some armor that was clearly mine and dumped it on the table, not caring if he dented it.

“I’m terribly sorry that you’re not happy with my armor. Would you mind telling me what’s wrong? I carry out any necessary repairs absolutely free of charge. I hate the thought that someone isn’t completely satisfied with my armor.”

“Oh, there’s nothing wrong with it,” said the adventurer. “I just refuse to trade with anyone who treats my good friend, Russ, as badly as you did.”

“Russ?” I had to bite back the sarcastic retort on the tip of my lips. “Look, whatever you think happened with him, you’re mistaken. It’s all been a big misunderstanding.”

“So I can go back and tell him that you’re going to give him free armor for the rest of his life?”

“Free armor?” I shook my head. “I don’t think so!”

“Exactly,” sniffed the adventurer. “You don’t care about Russ’ feelings at all. And I don’t want to give my business to someone that cold hearted and callous.”

“I’m afraid you should have thought of that before you traded with me.” I struggled to remain calm and polite, reminding myself that the customer was always right. “I cannot give a refund on the basis that you don’t like me anymore. If there was a fault with the armor, I wouldn’t hesitate, but as it is, there’s nothing I can do.”

“Oh really?” The adventurer picked up the helmet and deliberately bashed it against the side of the counter, leaving a large dent in it.

“No refunds when you cause the damage!” I yelled after him as he walked out of the store.
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As I walked to the store that morning, I ignored the other villagers whispering about me behind my back. Just as Russ had promised, the adventurers were avoiding the town and the other traders were feeling the impact on their business.

In contrast, I could see a long queue of adventurers waiting outside my store for me to arrive. Maybe I could share some of my profits with the other villagers so that they wouldn’t be so mad at me.

I opened the door and the adventurers crowded in after me, all desperate to get my attention.

“All right, all right, one at a time please!” I shouted, trying to get them to line up neatly. 

“Give us our money back!” yelled one of them.

“You treated Russ badly! We don’t want your armor!” shouted another. 

“Give us our money! Give us our money!”

The adventurers started chanting, pulling out their swords and waving them aggressively in the air. I began to feel afraid and I grabbed some armor from a nearby shelf, pulling it on, just in case. 

“Oh, so you want a fight, do you?” said the nearest adventurer, hitting me on the head with his sword.

Ouch! Thank goodness I had a helmet on, but I couldn’t fight back. I was an armorer, not a weapon smith and I didn’t keep any swords in the store. I’d never needed them before. I was going to have to get out of here and fast or I was going to get seriously hurt.

Crouching down, I pushed through the crowd towards the door.

“Help! Help!” I cried. “Iron golems! I need assistance!”

I could hear the familiar sound of iron golems rumbling towards the store, but that didn’t stop the adventurers piling in on me. Fists rained down on me and a couple of adventurers even kicked me.

“Help! Why won’t someone help me?”

I knew that there were villagers nearby, but none of them stepped up to stop the adventurers. How could they abandon me like this? Did they really believe Russ’ lies?

At last the iron golems arrived to restrain the adventurers, but if I wasn’t such a good armorer, I would have been seriously injured. As it was, it was only my armor that had prevented me from being badly hurt as the iron golems chased the adventurers away.

This was ridiculous. All this drama just because I wouldn’t drop everything for one spoiled adventurer.
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If you’d have thought the crowd of adventurers who’d attacked me would stick around and buy things from the other traders, you’d be wrong. Walking through the village, there wasn’t a single adventurer to be seen. Our once lively, bustling trading center was now empty and the villagers weren’t happy about it.

“This is all your fault, Mr. Awesome!” yelled one of the villager children. “Mom says that if you were a decent armorer, we wouldn’t have any problems.”

“That’s not fair!” I protested. “I’m an amazing armorer.”

The child threw an apple at me in response, hitting me on the head with it before he ran off, laughing.

All the way through town, people sneered and jeered, all blaming me for their lack of business and unfair though it was, they had a point. It was my bad luck that Russ had walked into my shop, but I guess that I probably could have dealt with him more diplomatically and then the town wouldn’t be abandoned.

The final straw came when I reached my store. Someone had thrown dye all across the front, ruining my beautiful, shiny sign. Tempers were running high and if I didn’t do something to sort out this mess, who knew what else they might do to my store?

I decided to go and speak to Adrian. I found him at the outskirts of the village, talking to some of the farmers about ways to attract business back into town.

“Mr. Awesome. We were just talking about you,” he said.

“I can imagine,” I replied. “But you don’t have to worry anymore. I’ve decided that you’re right. I should have been nicer to Russ. I’m going to find him and make amends. By the time I return, all the adventurers will come back. You’ll see.”

“They’d better,” warned Adrian. “Our town can’t survive much longer without any trading. Already I’ve had people asking me to banish you, so I’m afraid that if you don’t sort things out with Russ, then you might as well not bother coming back.”

I gulped. “I’ll sort it out. I promise.”
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Hefting my bag onto my back, I turned to take one last look at my beloved village before hurrying away. I’d asked around to find out which direction Russ had gone and I hoped that I would be able to catch up with him soon. I didn’t like being away from the town and my store. I’d done my best to scrub off the dye before I left, but you could still see some stains and I worried about more vandalism if I wasn’t there to keep an eye on the place.

I had to stay focused on the big picture. It was pointless fretting about my store if the entire village was abandoned due to lack of customers. 

I didn’t understand why people were doing what Russ told them to do. He wasn’t a particularly nice person. So what if he’d defeated a whole heap of monsters? Anyone could do that.

MOO!

I jumped at the noise behind me, scrambling for a weapon before I realized that it was just a cow. Silly me! Still, it was good to know that if it had been a creeper, then I was prepared and I waved my sword around a few times to show that I meant business if there were any monsters waiting in the bushes to jump out at me.

Ouch! I dropped the sword and it landed on my foot, making me hop around in pain. If there were any monsters watching, I hoped that they didn’t see that. Clearly I had more work to do if I was going to master sword fighting.

Sheathing my sword, I carried on down the road. I didn’t know how adventurers coped with life on the road. I’d only been walking for ten minutes and already my feet were sore and I wanted nothing more than to go home and rest. It was only my determination to save the village that kept me going.
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It was raining and I shivered as I hurried down the road. I was cold, wet, and miserable, so when I saw smoke from a campfire up ahead, I rushed towards it, desperate to get warm.

“Oh look who it is,” sneered a familiar voice.

“Hello, Russ.” I smiled tentatively. 

“That’s Mr. Tyler to you,” he corrected.

“Mr. Tyler. Sorry.”

“And what are you doing this far away from your village? Aren’t you supposed to be making more of your useless armor so you can con innocent adventurers into giving you gems you don’t deserve?”

“My armor isn’t useless,” I protested before I could stop myself. Russ was deliberately provoking me, trying to start yet another argument to give him an excuse to cause me more harm. “I mean, you’re right. I shouldn’t charge people so much. Everyone deserves to have reasonably priced armor so they can protect themselves.”

“That’s more like it,” nodded Russ. “Now you look cold. Did you want to come and sit by our fire to dry off from the rain?”

“Yes, please.” I moved to sit by the flames, but Russ put out a hand to stop me.

“Did I tell you that you could come and sit with us?”

“But I thought-”

“Exactly. This is just another example of you thinking that you’re better than the rest of us, that you somehow deserve special treatment.”

I looked at him wide eyed. I didn’t think that at all. He was the one who thought he was entitled to everything he wanted! However, I’d learned my lesson and I bit my tongue, not saying anything that might annoy the adventurer.

“All right. You can go and sit over there.” Russ pointed to a spot that was right at the edge of his encampment. The heat from the fire barely reached it, but I was so grateful to be close to any kind of warmth, I didn’t care.

“You didn’t answer my question,” Russ said. “What’s an armorer doing so far away from home?”

“Looking for you.”

“Oh really?” Russ laughed, the other adventurers laughing with him. “Let me guess. You’ve realized the error of your ways and now you want to apologize?”

“Something like that,” I nodded.

“Well go on then.” Russ stretched out a leg. “Kiss my boot and tell me that you’re sorry.”

“Kiss your boot?” I wasn’t going to do that. It was demeaning.

“Then don’t.” Russ shrugged and pulled his leg back. “I will say that if your village thinks they’ve been going through some tough times recently, it’s nothing compared to what will happen if you carry on thinking you’re above the rest of us. If I have to teach you a lesson in humility, I will.”

“No, no, there’s no need for that.” I rushed forward and took hold of Russ’ foot, hurriedly pecking the top of his boot. 

“That’s better,” Russ grinned. “Now what do you want to say to me?”

“I’m sorry that I was rude to you.”

“And?”

“I’ll never do it again.”

“And?”

“I’ll be more than happy to repair any armor of yours at a reduced rate.”

“Really? That’s the best you can offer?” Russ arched an eyebrow and I sighed.

“All right. If you come to my store, I’ll fit you with a bespoke suit of armor, completely free of charge.”

“That’s more like it. Now be off with you. Go back to your village and tell them that Russ Tyler has accepted your apology. I’ll be along shortly to collect my armor.”

“Thank you.” I bowed to the adventurer, a little touch that I thought he’d appreciate, before heading off in the direction of the village. It would have been nice to be able to sit by the fire for a little longer to warm my weary bones, but the less time I spent in Russ’ company, the better and the villagers would be very excited to hear that the adventurers were coming back.
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I opened up my store early, wanting to be sure that I was ready for Russ when he arrived. I didn’t know what type of armor he’d prefer, so I made sure that I had plenty of stock of the different metals I used and checked that I had lots of potions so that I could add the enchantments he wanted.

As I started to work on a helmet, I heard a loud cheer outside. I rushed to the door and saw Russ leading a procession of armorers into the village.

“Good villagers,” he cried. “We have returned! Your foolish armorer, Mr. Awful, has seen the error of his ways and I have graciously accepted his apology.”

“My name is Mr. Awesome,” I protested, but nobody could hear me over the roar of the crowd. 

“He has offered to give me a free suit of armor in an attempt to make things up to me,” Russ continued, “but I have decided to decline his generous offer.”

He wasn’t going to take any of my armor? Fantastic! I’d always hated the idea of giving that brute anything. My joy was shortlived, however, when I heard what Russ proposed instead.

“I have decided that Mr. Awful needs to face me in a duel! Let him wear as much of his own armor as he likes. I’m going to prove that it’s completely useless and once I have, that charlatan will have to stop trading. With my help, your town will become even bigger and better, just as soon as you’re free of Mr. Awful!”

The villagers cheered, but I was stunned. He had called me terrible names and everyone was supporting him! Well, I didn’t care what threats he made this time. There was absolutely no way I was going to fight Russ, just to prove that my armor was as awesome as my name.
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“Mr. Awesome.” Adrian came into my store, a big smile on his face. “Well done. Thanks to you, all the stores are doing a roaring trade. The adventurers are back in force. See? All it took was a little apology to put things right. Now I’ve made arrangements for you to fight Russ tomorrow, so you’ll need to come to the village square at midday. Everyone is so excited. We’ve sold countless tickets for the event. All the money we make from the fight will more than make up for the business we lost due to your stubbornness.”

“Well, you’re going to have to give it all back.”

“Why? What do you mean?”

“I’m not going to fight Russ.” I folded my arms defiantly. 

“Oh yes, you are. You promised that you’d do whatever it takes to sort out the mess you made. A fight is what Russ wants and a fight is what you’re going to give him.

“I can’t fight him!” I protested. “I’m an armorer, not a fighter. Have you seen the size of him? He’s going to make mincemeat out of me!”

“If your armor is as awesome as you claim, it won’t be a problem,” shrugged Adrian. “You will be at the village square at midday tomorrow, fully kitted out in armor that you’ve made, or else.”

“Or else what?”

“Or else you’ll be banished from the village. I’m not risking keeping a troublemaker like you around. Either you do what Russ wants you to do or you’re finished around here.”

I opened my mouth to argue further, then closed it again. What was the point? Adrian had clearly made up his mind and I didn’t really see that I had any choice.

“All right,” I sighed eventually. “I’ll fight him.”

“Excellent news,” beamed Adrian. “I shall see you at midday tomorrow then. Make sure you’re on time or I’ll have to send the iron golems out to fetch you.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll be there,” I said miserably.

Adrian practically skipped out of the shop, but I couldn’t share his joy. Russ knew that armor wouldn’t matter if he fought me. I was going to be black and blue by the time he was done.


Day 16




Pulling on my diamond helmet, I gazed at my reflection in the mirror. I’d enchanted everything I was wearing with a powerful protection enchantment. My professional reputation was at stake and I was going to show that my armor was worth every penny, even though I was under no illusion that I actually had a chance against Russ. I couldn’t even fight a cow without hurting myself!
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I headed out of the shop and over to the village square where hordes of villagers and adventurers were gathered, all eager for the fight. When they saw me approach, they booed, the sound cutting through me like a knife. These were my friends, people I’d lived in the same town with all my life, and now they’d turned on me because some adventurer told them to.

“Glad to see you, Mr. Awesome,” Adrian whispered out of the side of his mouth. “I thought I might have to send the iron golems after you.”

“No,” I sighed. “I said I’d be here, so here I am.”

“Great. Let’s get started then.”

Adrian walked into the middle of the village square and held up his arms for silence. “Ladies and gentlemen, boys and girls, I’m very proud to be able to welcome you to this special event, a fight between esteemed adventurer, Russ Tyler, and our very own armorer, Mr. Awesome. Russ claims that Mr. Awesome’s armor is of poor quality, so let’s see if he’s right. The winner takes all!”

He stepped back, as Russ came forward, swinging his sword around and gesturing to the crowd to cheer him on. They went wild. Everyone seemed to love him and there was a part of me that was tempted to deliberately lose the fight because I didn’t think people would be very happy if I beat him.

Adrian nodded at me and I stepped out, holding my sword firmly in my hand so that I didn’t drop it. As much as I would have loved to do something impressive, I didn’t want to lose over something ridiculous.

“Right, you two. I want a good, clean fight, OK?” ordered Adrian. “We go until the first person draws blood. This is NOT a fight to the death, do you understand?”

I gulped. I hadn’t even considered that Russ might think it was.

“Are you ready, then? Three… two… one… fight!”

As Russ ran towards me, roaring, it took all my courage not to turn around and run away. Instead, I dropped my sword, put my hands over my head and closed my eyes, 

BANG! 

Russ whacked me right over the head. Although the impact reverberated through my body, my helmet held.

“You should be knocked out!” roared Russ, coming after me again, but I was feeling brave now that I’d survived the first hit and I scooped my sword off the floor, bringing it up just in time to block him. 

The swords clashed and I felt as though my arm would fall off from the impact, but again, my armor protected me. Russ should have realized that it wasn’t going to be easy getting past my work. I am the best armorer in Minecraftia!

Emboldened by holding my own against Russ, I decided to attack. 

“Charge!” I screamed, and for a moment, I saw fear in Russ’ eyes. I don’t think anyone had ever stood up to him before. Unfortunately for me, I tripped over a rock, falling forward and bashing my nose on the ground.

“Mr. Awesome sheds first blood!” cried Adrian. “I declare Russ the winner!”

The crowd started to cheer, but Russ shook his head angrily. “This isn’t right. I was supposed to shatter his armor. You can’t end the fight just because he was stupid enough to fall over. Look at his armor. It doesn’t have a scratch on it!”

“What do you think, Mr. Awesome?” asked Adrian. “Are you willing to continue to fight, even though you’ve already lost?”

One look at Russ’ face was enough to convince me that it was more than my life’s worth to go against him again.

“Sorry, Russ. You win.”

“This isn’t over,” raged Russ. “I’m going to see to it that no adventurer ever comes here again – and this time, I mean it!”

He stormed out of the village, leaving the rest of us anxiously wondering if our town was doomed.


Day 17




Everywhere I went, I could tell that people were talking about me behind my back. Instead of being excited that Russ had won, they were just worried that he would carry out his threat and certainly no new adventurers had come to town today.

I hadn’t solved anything. I’d only made the situation worse. Russ was far too angry to listen to reason, even if I gave him free armor for the rest of his life.

Adrian saw me and hurried over, pulling me to one side. 

“Why did you have to lose the fight like that yesterday? You didn’t fall over on purpose, did you?”

“No! Of course not. I’d never do a thing like that. Besides, how was I to know that Russ would react like that?”

“Yes, well, we’re in serious trouble now. I’ve had a lot of people come up to me and ask me to make you leave and I have to say that I’m tempted.”

“You can’t do that, Adrian,” I protested. “This is my home.”

“I said I was tempted,” he replied. “I haven’t made up my mind yet. Given Russ’ mood yesterday, I’m not convinced that it would make any difference now anyway.” He sighed. “It could be that we ALL have to leave and find new homes.”

As he went off to try and calm the villagers down, I couldn’t help but worry. There were dark times ahead for all of us.


Day 18




BOOM!

The whole village shuddered with the impact of the explosion. I rushed out of the store and gasped in horror at what I saw.
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A witch was walking through the middle of the town, throwing potions in all directions.

“Come on, Mr. Awesome!” yelled Roel, the weapon smith. “We have to fight her!”

I might not be a great fighter, but I knew that this was one time when I had to do my best to defend my home. Quickly strapping on some armor, I grabbed my sword and ran out to where the witch was surrounded by villagers, frantically trying to stop her doing any more damage.

Villagers are not good at fighting. Even though there was only one witch, this was not a fair fight. If only there were some adventurers still in the village. This battle would be over in no time. 

Thinking back to my fight with Russ, I decided to try some of his moves. Lifting my sword high above my head, I raced towards the witch, yelling a fierce war cry. 

The witch was so stunned that she froze, so I hit her over the head. Seeing me succeed gave the other villagers a big boost to their morale, and they redoubled their efforts. 

Soon, the witch realized that she was outclassed and outmatched and, throwing one final potion of poison at the villagers, she ran away. The villagers cheered, but I couldn’t share in their celebrations. 

What was a witch doing in the village like that? This was very unusual behavior. It couldn’t be a good thing. Was it a sign of more trouble to come?


Day 19




“Zombies! The zombies are here!”

I was startled awake from a deep sleep by the terrified cry. Pulling on my armor, I grabbed my sword and ran outside where I was confronted by a horrific sight.

Zombies had overrun the village. They were banging on all the shelter doors, trying to get in to the panicking villagers. 

Where had they all come from? Why had they decided to attack now when they had always kept to the forest before? 

Whatever the answer, now wasn’t the time to worry about it. There were zombies in town!

GROAN!

I whirled round to see a zombie approaching from my right. It was sheer luck that my sword hit it on the shoulder, sending it stumbling back. Adrenaline pumped through me, giving my strength a boost as I hacked and slashed at the zombie.

It didn’t stand a chance in the face of my anger. One zombie down, countless to go! 

I rushed over to help a group of villagers who had some zombies cornered. Between us, we managed to defeat them all and we gradually made our way around the village, destroying any zombies we came across.

As the sun started to rise over the horizon, the zombies began to lurch towards the forest.

“Don’t let them get away!” ordered Roel. “They’ll only come back again tomorrow.”

Seeing that some of the zombies had already disappeared into the trees, we knew that he was right and the villagers ran as fast as they could to catch up with the retreating zombies to finish off as many of them as we could. 
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“All right, everyone. I think that’s enough now,” sighed Roel at last, standing over a fallen zombie. “There can’t be many left to come back and if they do attempt to return to the village, at least we know that we can beat them.”

“Why did they come in the first place, though?” I wondered. 

“Who can say?” shrugged Roel. “Maybe they heard about your amazing armor and wanted to see if it was really as good as everyone says.”

I couldn’t help but feel that he was hinting that the zombie attack was my fault and that wasn’t fair. I’d been making armor in this village for years and it was only now that the zombies attacked. 

There was definitely something suspicious going on, but it wasn’t because of me.


Day 20
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“Help! Help! The skeletons are here!”

Skeletons? Impossible! This couldn’t be happening. Three attacks in a row? 

Besides, skeletons never attacked the village. They were too afraid of the iron golems to even try. There must be some kind of misunderstanding. Perhaps some of the villager children were trying on Halloween costumes for a prank. If it was a joke, it was in poor taste.

THUNK!

An arrow sped past my ear, narrowly missing my head to bury itself deep into the wall of my store. 

“Be careful!” I shouted, going out of the store. I couldn’t believe what I saw. There really were skeletons! So many skeletons I couldn’t count!

Dashing back into the shop, I quickly pulled on my armor and snatched up as much as I could carry. The villagers would need extra protection if they were going to stand any chance against the fearsome monsters.

“Here! Put this on!”

I ran through the village, throwing helmets, chest plates, and leggings at anyone I saw fighting the skeletons, ducking and diving to avoid the arrows whizzing about the town. After two days of fighting witches and zombies, the villagers were tired and struggling to stand their ground against the skeletons, let alone push them back.

Where were the iron golems? It was their job to defend the village, but they were nowhere to be seen. It wasn’t right to leave the villagers to do all the fighting. Everyone knew that villagers were useless in a battle.

Up ahead, I could see Roel fighting three skeletons single handed. I could tell that he was getting tired, his attempts to block their blows growing weaker and weaker. 

“Hold on, Roel!” I called to him. “I’m coming to help!”

I ran towards him, hitting one of the skeletons on the back of its skull, sending it tumbling to the ground. Now that there were two of us to fight, Roel took charge, shouting commands at me so that I could fight without getting in his way.

We fell into a rhythm, hitting, hacking, and cutting at the skeletons as we worked through the village, offering support to the other villagers we found. The battle seemed to go on forever, but at last the final skeleton was smashed to smithereens.

“This can’t go on,” said Roel grimly, shaking his head. “The village can’t withstand another attack.”

I said nothing, but I knew that he was right. Our village was in serious trouble.


Day 21




“Mr. Awesome out! Mr. Awesome out!”

As much as it was a positive change to not to be woken up by the screams of frightened villagers, hearing my name chanted by the crowd marching through the village wasn’t much better. 

Villagers gathered around my store front, the chant getting louder and louder until I went out of my store to confront them.

“What’s the problem?” I asked.

Adrian stepped forward. “Mr. Awesome, as much as we appreciated your help and armor during the recent attacks on our village, there has been a meeting of the town council and I’m afraid that I have grave news for you.”

“Which is?” I tried to keep a brave face, but inside I was quaking with fear at what he was about to say.

“We have determined that the recent attacks were because the monsters have realized that there are no more adventurers in our town and the reason the adventurers have stayed away is because of your recent behavior. Russ had good reason for being upset-”

“Good reason?” I gasped. “How can you say that? The man is a bully!”

“Russ had good reason for being upset,” repeated Adrian firmly, “and we feel that the best chance we have for getting back to normal is if we banish you from the village.”

“Banish me?” My heart sank. “But this is my home! I’ve never lived anywhere else. Where am I supposed to go?”

“That’s for you to figure out,” replied Adrian. “Just make it far away from the village. We don’t want Russ to think that we’re still giving you help. If this town is to stand any chance of surviving, we need to have nothing more to do with you.”

He lowered his voice and leaned towards me. 

“I really am sorry about this, Mr. Awesome,” he whispered. “I tried to argue in your favor, but the decision was out of my hands. People are scared and frightened people aren’t thinking straight. Maybe if you wait for things to calm down a bit, you could come back to the village one day, but right now, there really isn’t any choice. You need to leave.”

I sighed. “All right. Can I at least have a bit of time to get my things together and say my goodbyes?”

“Of course,” nodded Adrian. “You have 24 hours. But if you’re not gone by tomorrow evening, I’ll be forced to get the iron golems to escort you out of the village and I’d really prefer it if I didn’t have to do that.”

“I understand.”

Adrian smiled sadly at me, before turning to the waiting crowd. “Move along!” he ordered. “There’s nothing to see here. Mr. Awesome will be gone by tomorrow night and we can get back to normal.”

I could hear people muttering about me, but I was too miserable to bother answering back. I’d been banished from my home and I had nowhere to go.


Day 22




I took one final look around my armory. I’d spent years building up my business and it broke my heart to have to leave. If only Russ had chosen some other armory to go into, I’d be happily tinkering away, crafting new armor and helping my customers stay safe while they adventured.

At last, I could put it off no longer. It was time for me to say goodbye to the only home I’d ever known and find somewhere else to live.

Packing a final few tools into my backpack, I left the store, closing the door behind me. I didn’t know who would be the new village armorer, but that was Adrian’s problem, not mine. 

Speaking of the village leader, I saw him walking towards me, flanked by two iron golems.

“Mr. Awesome,” he greeted. “I was just coming to see how your packing was going.”

I looked at the iron golems on either side of him, raising an eyebrow. “I’m all done, thank you for your concern.”

Adrian ignored my sarcasm. “I thought you might like some company on your way out of the village.”

“What – do you think that people might attack me?” I joked.

The look on Adrian’s face told me that it was no laughing matter. “There are a lot of strong feelings among the villagers right now,” he said, as he fell into step next to me. “I’d love to think that one day you can come back and start supplying us all with armor again, but the way that the villagers are talking right now, that may not be possible. I’m really sorry, Mr. Awesome. You know that I’ve always been a fan of your work.”

“Oh well,” I sighed. “It’s not your fault. I just hope that one day Russ meets a creeper he can’t defeat. It’s about time that big bully was taught a lesson.”

We reached the outskirts of the village and Adrian reached out to shake my hand. After a moment’s hesitation, I clasped his hand in mine. 

“Thank you for all your hard work over the years,” he said. “And I wish you the best of luck in your new home, wherever that may be.”

“And I hope that things improve for the village,” I replied. “If the monsters continue to come, you won’t have my armor to protect you anymore.”

Adrian paled, but said nothing as I hefted my bag onto my back and started walking, without looking back.


Day 23
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I was glad that I’d worn a full set of diamond armor. The forest is filled with monsters! 

Since I’d been involved in so many fights defending the village recently, I was a better fighter than I’d ever been and when a zombie lurched out of the trees towards me, I fought it off easily. When another zombie tried to grab my head and eat my brain, my diamond helmet shattered its teeth! It was the funniest thing I’d seen in a long time.

Once I’d defeated the zombies, it got me thinking. Why should I find another village to live in? It would be difficult to find a village that didn’t already have its own armory and I didn’t want to upset anyone else by stealing their customers.

Why didn’t I just build a shelter in the forest and open an armory right here?

The more I thought about it, the more it made sense. Adventurers came through the forest all the time and they were bound to find it useful being able to trade for armor without having to go all the way to the village. After all, the forest was filled with monsters and if they’d had to fight their way through them, their armor would be falling to bits by the time they reached the town.

 Filled with inspiration, I bustled about the forest, clearing a space for my new armory and gathering together resources to build a shelter. I’d have to start off with a simple wooden construction, but I could always add to it as my armory became more successful.

Thank goodness I’d thought to pack my armor making tools. I could always get resources from the nearby mines to make armor, but it was going to save me a lot of time if I didn’t have to worry about replacing lost tools.

By the time the sun was setting and zombies began to roam, I had a cozy little shelter to keep me safe. As I snuggled down inside, I felt hopeful about the future for the first time in ages. I had a new home and I could make armor day and night without having to worry about what people like Russ thought of me. 

This would be my armory in my forest, so my rules. 


Day 24




Although I didn’t have a sign over my door to tell people that I was open, I didn’t care. It would take me a while to replenish my stock anyway.

Whistling as I started welding the different pieces of a chest plate together, I couldn’t remember the last time I felt so happy. This was all I’d ever wanted to do. Make high quality armor that would survive any number of battles to keep its wearer safe. 

I decided to experiment with decorating the armor, adding unique little designs to the chest plate. I started off with a skull. After all, that’s pretty scary. If you were fighting someone with a skull on his chest, you’d think he meant business, wouldn’t you?
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When I’d finished, I examined my work critically. This was a new thing for me and it wasn’t quite perfect, but it didn’t look bad at all. 

I decided to hang the chest plate up outside my door so that passing adventurers would know that an armorer was working here. Maybe someone would come through the forest and snap it up and I figured that I could ask for a few more gems for custom work like this.

I spent the rest of the day making armor, adding nose protectors to helmets and spikes to leggings to create really unusual pieces. By the time I was done, I had a few complete sets of armor and once word started to spread that I was open for business again, I knew that people would be banging down my door to get my armor.

As it was, the sun was setting and I took all my work back inside my shelter. For the moment, the only people banging on my door would be zombies to get at my brains and I wasn’t going to risk the zombies damaging my hard work in their desperation for dinner.

As I packed my armor away, I was sure I saw someone peering through the bushes at me.

“Hello? Can I help you?”

There was no reply, but the bushes shook, as if someone had darted away. It was very strange, but I wasn’t going to worry about it. I was safe in my shelter for the night.


Day 25







When I opened my door the next morning, I was surprised to see Roel standing on my porch.

“Roel! What are you doing here? Don’t you have weapons to sell?”

“I do,” nodded Roel. “That’s why I came here so early. You see, I need some new armor. Adrian hasn’t been able to get a new armorer for the town yet, and even if he had, I still wouldn’t go to their armory. Everyone knows that you make the best armor.”

I blushed. “That’s very kind of you to say, Roel. Come inside and let’s get you fitted out.”

I led Roel inside and brought out my new designs. The look on his face when he saw what I’d done filled me with pride.

“These are amazing!” gasped Roel. “I love what you’ve done here. Can I get a suit of armor with creepers all over them?”

“You can get whatever you like,” I replied. “I can customize any piece of armor with a design of your choosing. You just have to tell me what exactly you want and I’ll make it for you right now in my workshop.”

Grabbing a basic set of armor, I started making little creepers out of diamonds, using one as a nose protector and adding two more across a chest plate in a skull and cross bone inspired image.

“That’s perfect,” beamed Roel when I presented him with the finished armor. “How much do you want for it?”

“For you? Nothing.” I waved him away as he took out his wallet. “But if you could start telling people that Mr. Awesome is open for business again, I’d appreciate it. Let them know that my armor is better than it’s ever been and I’ll be right here in the forest for the foreseeable future. Mr. Awesome’s shop is still the place to come for all your armor needs!”

“Don’t worry – when people see my new creeper armor, they’ll be lining up for hours to get their own,” Roel told me. “I’m really glad that you stayed close to the town. It just isn’t the same without you there. I hope you come back soon.”

“To be honest, I’m loving the peace and quiet of the forest,” I said. “I can make as much armor as I like and nobody can tell me to leave. I think Russ did me a favor getting me banished.”

“Well, let me do you a favor and get you more business,” Roel smiled. “You deserve to be successful after everything you’ve been through.”

He turned and headed off towards the village, while I started work. If Roel did as he promised, I was going to have a lot of business soon and I wanted to have plenty of armor in stock so that I wouldn’t disappoint my customers.


Day 26




“Hello? Are you Mr. Awesome?”

I looked up from making some leggings to see an adventurer standing in the doorway.

“I am indeed,” I smiled. “How can I help you?” 

“I saw someone wearing some awesome armor yesterday and he told me that you made it. I wondered if I could get you to make some for me?”

“Of course you can! Come in, come in. I’ve got all sorts of armor and they can all be customized with whatever design you like. By the time I’m finished with you, you’ll be the best looking adventurer in all Minecraftia!”

The adventurer stood patiently as I measured him up for his suit and then started to add the skeleton design he’d requested so that it looked as if he was a golden suit of bones.

“That’s even better than I expected!” he gasped when he saw my finished work. “You really are a very talented armorer.”

He gave me a handful of gems, looking around conspiratorially. “Please don’t tell anyone that I came to you for this.”

I arched an eyebrow. “And why is that, exactly?”

“I don’t want Russ to know that I bought armor from you. He’s really scary! I’m more afraid of him than I am of the Ender Dragon.”

“But won’t he know when he sees what you’re wearing?”

The adventurer looked down at his suit. “I can tell him that I found it. And don’t worry. I’ll make sure my friends all come to you. Armor like this deserves to be worn. Just don’t tell Russ that I came to you. Please?”
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I sighed and shook my head. “All right. I’ll keep your secret. But make sure that you get all your friends to come and see me. I stock the best armor in all Minecraftia, you know!”

“I know,” grinned the adventurer, as he headed out of the store.


Day 27




It was shaping up to be another busy day at the armory. Already I’d customized three suits of armor and I could hear more people outside, so I prepared myself for more requests for new designs. The strangest one was the person who wanted a pumpkin head helmet, but it was his armor, so he was welcome to have whatever he liked.

Hearing voices, I went to the door, but I couldn’t see anyone outside. Frowning, I went in the direction of the sound and I was stunned at what I found.

Russ! 

I ducked down behind a bush, not wanting the adventurer to see me. The one problem with being so far away from the village was that I didn’t have any iron golems to protect me and I knew that if I got into a fight with the adventurer again, I wouldn’t live to tell the tale.

“He’s set up a new armory just over there!” Russ complained. “This isn’t going to be good for our plans.”

“Don’t worry,” soothed someone else. “He can make as much armor as he like. It still won’t stop us from taking over the village.”

I recognized the voice, but I couldn’t believe that it really was him until I peeped over the bush. 

Roel!

What was the weapon smith doing talking to Russ?

“Look, the villagers have already voted you in as leader, just as I told you they would,” said Roel. “That final attack by the creepers was enough to convince them that they needed a strong leader like you to protect them. Mr. Awesome being out of town meant that he couldn’t share his armor with them and now you’re village leader, we can do whatever we like.”

“I suppose so,” nodded Russ grudgingly, “Although I’m still not comfortable with Mr. Awesome being so close to the village.”

“He can’t do anything now,” Roel reassured him. “We’ve created a strong market for weapons and adventurers. Everyone’s going to want to come to the village of monsters to improve their fighting skills. We’ll gradually make sure all the villagers move out and then we’ll have our very own monster arena. It will be epic!”

“It certainly will,” laughed Russ, “Although I still say that you should let me go and trash the armory, just to teach Mr. Awesome a lesson.”

“Don’t waste your energy,” Roel advised. “You’ve got a big fight tonight, remember? I’ve got a whole team of monsters coming in, just so that everyone can see how much they need you to take care of them. Mr. Awesome will be nothing but a dim and distant memory.”

As the wicked pair moved off, I was seething. So they thought that I couldn’t do anything to protect my town, did they? We’d soon see about that. I was going to stop them from turning my beloved village into a monster town if it was the last thing I did.


Day 28




Shutting up the store for the day, I marched in the direction of the village. Although I was banished, if Roel was going out and rounding up monsters for Russ to fight, I’d be able to see him leave and then I’d make him put things right.

Hiding behind a tree at the village outskirts, I didn’t have long to wait before I saw Roel coming down the road.

“Stop right there!” I ordered, standing in the middle of the path to block his way.

“Not now, Mr. Awesome. I haven’t got time.” Roel shook his head and tried to push past, but I held my ground.

“I know all about your evil plans,” I told him. “You’re coming back to the village with me right now and telling everybody what you’ve done.”

“No, I’m not,” laughed Roel. “And you can’t make me.”

He pushed me and I stumbled over a rock, falling to the ground.

“See? You can’t even stand up straight! And you think that you’re going to be able to boss me and Russ around?” Roel sneered. “Face it, Awesome, you lost. You were beaten before you even knew that there was someone for you to fight against. You should have taken the hint and found another village to live in, but since you’ve decided to set up shop in the forest, we’ll let you stay there. You’ll have to watch your home falling into the hands of the monsters while Russ and I become rich from all the adventurers paying to stay in the monster village. I’m going to let a family of creepers live in your old store and if they decide to blow it up…” He shrugged. “Oh well. It’s not like it’ll be any loss, will it?”

“You won’t get away with this!” I protested.

Roel put his face close to mine. “I already did,” he whispered.

He stomped off to fetch the monsters, leaving me lying helpless on the ground. I was going to have to do something and fast. The villagers wouldn’t stand a chance against Roel and Russ.

And then it came to me. The only thing that I could do to make Russ confess.

Pulling myself up, I scurried back to my new armory. I was going to need the strongest armor possible if my plan was going to work.


Day 29
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Covered from head to toe with diamond armor decorated with pictures of all my villager friends, I strode into the middle of the village.

“I challenge Russ to a duel!” I yelled at the top of my voice.

All the villagers stopped what they were doing and looked at me. “Go home, Awesome!” jeered one of them. “Russ is our leader now. There’s no place for you here.”

“Bring Russ here! I’m going to fight him and if I lose, I won’t just leave the village, I’ll leave the area. I’ll move to the other side of Minecraftia and you’ll never see me again, I promise.”

It wasn’t long before Russ came striding towards me. I hated his big, smug face. The sooner I wiped that smirk off, the better.

“What’s all the fuss about?” he asked. “Awful! What are you doing here?”

“It’s Mr. Awesome to you.” I pulled myself up to my full height. “And I challenge you to a duel.”

“You? Fight me?” He burst out laughing, slapping his knee. “Don’t be silly.”

“I’m not. I’m going to fight you and if I lose, I promise that I will leave the area, never to return.”

“When you lose,” corrected Russ. “But let’s just say that some miracle occurs and you beat me, what happens if I lose?”

“You tell everyone the truth about your wicked plot with Roel.”

“Wicked plot? What’s he talking about?” I could hear the villagers murmuring to each other, wondering what I meant, but I could tell that Russ knew exactly what I was talking about.

“Very well,” he said at last. “I might as well agree to whatever you like, since there’s no way you’re going to win. In fact, I’ll give you an even bigger incentive to win. If I lose, not only will I make a public announcement to the village about whatever you like, I’ll come and work for you in your armory.”

“Deal,” I nodded.

“Very well then. On guard!”

Russ pulled out his sword and rushed at me, taking me by surprise. I fell back, but managed to hold my ground, dodging to one side as he took a swing at me. 

“There’s one thing you need to know,” I warned Russ as he turned to make another attack.

“What’s that?”

“I went to see the witch you sent into the village and she sold me a number of splash potions. I’m not the puny armorer you fought last time.”

Pulling out a splash person of slowness, I threw it at Russ. As he stood there in shock, I followed it up with a potion of harming.

“No!” he cried, staggering back. “This isn’t fair!”

“What isn’t fair is a big bully coming into my village and sending monsters to hurt my friends,” I cried, hitting him over the head with my sword. Since he was wearing ordinary armor and not something made by me, my blow sent him crashing to the ground.

I stood over him, pointing my sword at his throat. “Do you concede?” I asked. “Or do you want me to get out a potion of poison?”

“I surrender! I surrender! Please, don’t hurt me,” begged Russ, putting his hands up.

“Now tell everyone what you and Roel were doing. Say it nice and clear so that they can all hear you.”

“Roel and I planned it all. The witch attack, the zombies, the skeletons, everything. We wanted to get me elected village leader so that I could turn the town into a center for adventurers wanting to practice their fighting skills. It’s an idea I had a while back, but I could never find the right place to do it. After Mr. Awesome refused to serve me, I decided to get my revenge on him while making money at the same time. Roel was more than happy to help because he’d be able to sell weapons to all the visiting adventurers.”

“Speaking of Roel, where is he?”

“I don’t know,” shrugged Russ. 

“Find Roel! Find Roel!” 

The villagers all bustled about, trying to find the missing weapon smith, but there was no sign of him and he was never seen in the town again.


Day 30




I woke up to another beautiful day in the forest. The sun was shining, birds were singing and Adrian was village leader once more.

After Russ and Roel’s plan was exposed, I’d been invited to go back to the village, but I decided to stay in the forest. It’s so peaceful here and I can make armor all day without being disturbed. 

Besides, thanks to my duel with Russ, I now had an assistant who could run my armory in town! I’d fully expected the adventurer to run away at the first opportunity, but he’d surprised me by apologizing and promising to work in the armory for as long as I liked. I wasn’t sure that I could work with someone who’d been as rude as him, but ever since the duel, he’d really calmed down and a lot of adventurers came to the shop just so that they could say that they’d been served by one of Minecraftia’s most famous adventurers.

As I started work for the day, I couldn’t have been happier. Life truly was awesome!
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