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My name is Tweet. Don’t laugh. Trust me, whatever joke you can think of about my name, I’ve heard it a thousand times. I don’t know what my parents were thinking when they named me that. I think they thought it was sweet, but it’s really not.

Tweet the bat. Have you ever heard anything so ridiculous? It doesn’t exactly strike terror into your heart. Bats are meant to be scary and fearsome, creatures of the night, with long, sharp fangs.

You try scaring someone when your name is Tweet.

“Oh no! It’s Tweet the bat! Run away!”

Nope. Even if you say it in a spooky voice, it is impossible to be frightening when you’ve got a name like Tweet.

It doesn’t help that I’m really small for my age, either. When people see me, their instant reaction is “Oh! Isn’t he cute?” And if I try to snarl at them, they laugh and try to tickle me under the chin.

That’s why these days, whenever I see a Minecraftian coming towards me, I fly away as fast as I can.

I wish they’d see me for the terrifying beast I really am.

There’s only one good thing about being the smallest bat in the cave. People forget I’m there. I can sneak up to the other bats, and listen in to their conversations. I heard all sorts of interesting stories just by sneaking around. Did you know that Clyde stole the last piece of chocolate cake left in the cave by an adventurer?

Everyone thought it was Tilly who took it, including me, until I heard Clyde boasting to his friends about how he got the cake, and nobody knew.

If only I’d been able to prove it.If only

As it was, being the smallest bat in the cave, nobody would listen to me. Poor Tilly spent ages trying to prove her innocence, but when I said that Clyde had confessed, he just shouted at me and everyone believed him when he said that I was just jealous and trying to get him in trouble. 

It’s not easy being the smallest bat in the cave.
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When you have a name like Tweet, and you are the smallest bat around, you have two choices. You can either become the butt of everybody’s jokes, or you can go out and make a name for yourself in the world. For as long as I can remember, people have been laughing at me. Today was the last straw.

It happened when I had decided to leave the cave and go out looking for some food. Just as I left the entrance, I heard someone call my name.

“Hey! Tweet!”

I turned to see Clyde coming towards me, some of his cronies snickering next to him.

“Want a cookie?”

I wasn’t sure what to say. Clyde had never given me a cookie before, and since I’d tried to expose him as the cake thief, I couldn’t see why he was being nice to me now. Something told me that accepting his offer would be bad.

At the same time, if I said no, I had a feeling that Clyde wouldn’t be very happy about that.

“What’s taking so long to make up your mind, squirt?” sneered Clyde, flying closer. “Don’t you want a delicious cookie? Freshly stolen this morning!”

“I knew that you stole the other cookie!” I gasped.

“Yeah I took the cookie too, and lucky for you, nobody believed you about the cake. If they did, you’d be in a whole world of pain.” Clyde bumped into me, accidentally on purpose.

I stumbled forward, only just managing to save myself from falling over completely.

“Okay, boys,” called Clyde. “It looks as though Tweet here can’t make up his mind about the cookie, so we’ll have to make it up for him. Get him!”

I tried to fly away, but they were too fast. They jumped on top of me, pinning me down, so Clyde could sit on me.

“Here’s your cookie, tattle tale!”

Clyde rammed a cookie into my mouth, before getting up and flapping away with his friends.

Yuck! It was disgusting! I don’t know what they’d put in it, but it tasted foul. They must have made it especially for me and filled it with the nastiest things they could find.

“And if you ever try to tell on me again,” Clyde called back over his shoulder, “there will be more than just a rotten meat cookie waiting for you.”

I spat out the cookie, wishing that I was clever enough to think of a quick retort, but nothing came to mind.

Sadly, I flew to the stream, drinking lots of water to try and get rid of the nasty taste in my mouth. It took ages and I could still taste the bitter cookie by the time I ate my dinner.

At that moment, I made a promise to myself. I was never going to let Clyde or anyone else walk all over me ever again.
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Step one of my plan meant that I needed to toughen up. Just because I was small, didn’t mean that I couldn’t be strong. I decided to start a new exercise regime. By the time I was finished, I would have the strongest muscles in all Minecraftia. People would see my incredible physique and stare.

I began by going for a long flight to build up my stamina. I started off as quickly as I could, but I was soon out of breath and I had to take a break.

Getting fit was going to be harder than I thought.

Still, I was determined to change my life, so as soon as I got my breath back, I started again, a bit slower this time. Soon I’d settled into a rhythm, and was able to keep going this time.

I was so focused on trying to fly for as long as I could, that I didn’t notice that I’d flown straight into the middle of a camp!

[image: Image]




As soon as I realized I was surrounded by shelters that could have hundreds of Minecraftians, I knew I had to get away without anyone seeing me. Holding my breath, trying not to make any noise, I edged backwards out of the camp, but because I wasn’t looking where I was going, I fell over something.

I pulled myself up and looked at what I’d tripped over. It was very strange. A long, metal bar, with round weights at either end.

I crept closer to get a better look, wondering what it was for, when I heard voices. Quick as a flash, I ducked behind a tree, so they wouldn’t see me.

“Reginald has got me on a new diet,” said one of the voices. “It’s supposed to build up muscle quickly. It better work. I’ve got the regional heats coming up, and if I can’t lift more weight by then, I don’t stand a chance of moving forward in the competition.”

“You’re lucky he’s just changing your diet,” complained the other. “Reginald is making me do all sorts of strange exercises. I’m absolutely exhausted by the end of the day, and my body aches all over. The man is a slave driver!”

I watched as two strongmen came into view. One of them went over to the strange metal bar and picked it up, lifting it over his head as if it were as light as a feather.

So that’s what it’s for!

I watched the men go through a wide range of exercises, making notes to myself about how I could use them in my own quest to get stronger. I could learn a lot from these guys. 

How lucky I was to have found their camp.
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I decided to go back to the strongman camp today. Spending some time watching them would help me with my own fitness routine.

I got there nice and early, looking for somewhere safe to hide. I was surprised to find that they were already hard at work, despite the fact the sun hadn’t come up yet. One was doing push ups, while another was pulling himself up so that his chin was over a high bar, before letting himself down and starting all over again.

It looked very difficult, but I could see how it would help develop strong arms, so I decided to try it for myself.

I found a branch and used my claws to hold on as I dangled down. Grunting and groaning, sweating and straining, I tried to pull myself up so that my chin was level with the branch.

It was impossible!

I dropped down to the ground, where I could see that the man doing chin ups was now doing it with just one arm. How on earth did he get so strong?

“Show off!” I muttered.

I heard someone coming through the undergrowth, so I quickly ducked under a bush before they stumbled over me.

“Morning, Reginald,” greeted the strongmen, taking a break from the exercises to wave hello.

So this was the infamous Reginald.  I’d heard a lot about him. Now I could see him in action.

“What are you doing?” exclaimed Reginald. “I thought I’d taught you better than that. Never stop exercising just because I’ve arrived. Get back to work so I can assess your progress.”

The two men started working out again, and Reginald went over to watch their technique.

“Very good, Mick,” he nodded, as the man doing push ups switched to horizontal handstands.

“You can do better than that, Horace,” he urged the man doing chin ups. “One-handed isn’t good enough. By now, you should be doing them holding on with just one finger!”

Horace groaned, but did as he was told. I watched in amazement as he began pulling himself up to the bar using just his finger.

I stayed there all morning, ignoring how the sun hurt my eyes, as Reginald put Mick and Horace through their paces. The man was like a drill instructor, and he certainly knew how to get results. No matter how tough his orders were, Mick and Horace obeyed him without question, knowing that Reginald would help them be the best they could be.

I needed to find someone like Reginald who could train me. If I just had a little help, I could do so much better.


Day 5
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I started my day with a nice flight around the lake. It had become part of my fitness routine, and even though I had only been doing it for a few days, I could already feel the difference.

Once I had finished, I went back to the strongman camp, just for one more day. I figured that I could practice alongside the strongmen, memorizing the exercises, so that it would be easier to do them by myself until I found my own coach.

Today, Reginald made Horace and Mick run up and down some hill slopes. Keeping a safe distance, I followed them on foot, trying to run as fast as they could. Sure, I could always fly, but I needed to be fit and strong from top to bottom, so I maintained pursuit, even though I knew that my legs would really ache by tomorrow.

“Right. That’s it for the warm-up,” announced Reginald.

Warm-up?? I was ready to drop dead with exhaustion!

Still, I dutifully went back to camp where Reginald made Horace and Mick go through a string of exercises. Star jumps, squat thrusts, sit ups, you name it. Horace and Mick did them all, while I did my best to copy them.

“Okay, keep it up,” instructed Reginald. “I’m just going to check on something.”

He disappeared off into the bushes, leaving Horace and Mick exercising. If I thought they would slack off without Reginald standing over them, I was mistaken. They continued to push themselves, so I jumped, stretched, knelt, and hopped with them.

“Got you!”

I’d been so engrossed in mimicking Horace and Mick that I hadn’t seen Reginald doubling back to sneak up behind me. I squeaked in panic as he carried me into the clearing.

“What have we here?” Reginald held me up peering closely at me.

“Please, Reginald. Don’t hurt me!” I begged.

“You speak Minecraftian?”

“Of course,” I nodded. “Just because I’m a bat doesn’t mean that I can’t talk.”

“Well that will make things easier. Don’t worry little fellow. I’m not going to hurt you. I’ve been watching you. You’ve been doing all our exercises, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” I said hesitantly. “Is that a problem?”

“It is when you’re a bat,” said Reginald. 

My heart sank. Clearly I’d broken some kind of law and I was going to be punished.

“You should be doing different exercises, more suited to a bat’s delicate frame,” Reginald explained. “You’ll hurt yourself if you keep that up.”

“I don’t want to hurt myself,” I said. “I just want to get fit.”

“You do, do you?” Reginald looked at me. “Well, it just so happens that I was looking for a bat to train. I’ve been wanting to expand my business into animal training and you could be the perfect advertisement for me. If you’re happy to take orders from a human, I can get you into shape in no time.”

“Really?” I couldn’t believe my luck. The great Reginald was actually offering to train me!

“I’ll train you for free if you promise to help me promote my business. Deal?”

“Deal,” I nodded.

“Be here at sunset,” he ordered. “This daylight must be hard on your eyes. I want to see what you’re really made of.”

“I will,” I promised. There was no way I was going to pass on an opportunity like this.

“And bat?”

“Yes?”

“What am I supposed to call you?”

I hesitated. This was the part I always hated. As soon as people found out my name, they always laughed. “Tweet,” I told him.

“I’ll see you at sunset,” said Reginald, not a smirk or a snicker in sight.

I liked Reginald even more than I had before.
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“Where do you think you’re going, squirt?”

I sighed and rolled my eyes, turning to see Clyde coming up behind me as I tried to sneak out of the cave to go and meet Reginald.

“None of your business.”

I know, I know. I shouldn’t have said it. I should have just ignored him and waited for him to get bored with teasing me. But I was determined to stand up for myself, and that included not putting up with any nonsense from Clyde.

“Really? Well, I guess we’ll soon find out. Go on. Off you go. I’ll just follow you.” 

Follow me? My heart sank.

“There’s no need to do that,” I assured him. “I’m only going to the lake. Nowhere exciting.”

“Don’t worry,” laughed Clyde. “With me around, I’ll make sure wherever you go, it’s always going to be interesting.”

I could tell from the expression on his face that his idea of interesting was nothing like mine.

Suddenly, I darted out of the cave, trying to get away from Clyde. All my hard training really came in handy, and there was a moment when I genuinely thought that I would outrun him. However, once Clyde got over his surprise, he soon caught up with me, and it didn’t matter how much I ducked and dived, I just couldn’t shake him.

In the end, I was forced to make a difficult decision. I decided not to go and meet Reginald. Instead, I went to the lake, just as I’d told Clyde I would.

“See?” I panted. “I told you I was only going to the lake.”

“If that’s all you were planning, then why did you run away?”

I had no clever retort.

“Stupid squirt.” Clyde pushed me into the water. “That’ll teach you to play stupid games.”

He flew away, leaving me to splash my way to shore, pulling myself out of the water and lying on the side in a wet puddle.

I really hated Clyde.
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“I am so sorry, Reginald.” I flapped into the centre of the camp, where Reginald was training Horace.

“Five, six, seven, eight.” Reginald ignored me, focusing on making sure that Horace’s crunches were perfect.

“I tried to get away, but one of the other bats followed me. He pushed me into the lake!”

“So?” Reginald finally turned to face me.

“So I was really wet,” I finished weakly.

“So we dry you off when you come to camp,” shrugged Reginald. “I don’t see the problem. Not showing up for training, however, now that is a big problem.”

“It wasn’t really the fact that I was wet that was the problem,” I try to explain. “It was more that I didn’t want Clyde to follow me.”

“What would be the problem if he had?”

I opened my mouth and then closed it again. I wasn’t sure that I could ever explain to Reginald about how Clyde had bullied me all my life and how I didn’t want to work out with Clyde watching and laughing.

“Let me guess. This other bat has been picking on you, am I right?”

I nodded miserably.

“And that’s why you want to train with me?”

I nodded again.
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“Well, I can’t train you to stand up to bullies if you don’t show up to training, can I?”

“No, but-“

“No buts, Tweet. No excuses either. At some point, people are going to know that you’re training with me. So it doesn’t matter whether it’s now or sometime in the future, you’re going to have to get used to people watching your training and telling you that you’re doing it wrong.”

“He’s right, you know,” said Horace, coming up to stand next to Reginald. “It’s all part of being an athlete. People always have an opinion, and there’s always someone to tell you how terrible you are. You need to learn to ignore it. Listen to what’s in here.” He leaned forward and tapped me on the chest, just above my heart. “As long as you know who you are, nobody else matters.”

I nodded, slowly.

All right, then. I’ll give you one more chance. Meet me here at sunset and we’ll begin your training. But I warn you, Tweet. Let me down again and there will be no second chance.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll be here.”
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This time, I was able to sneak out of the cave without Clyde seeing me. Despite Reginald’s pep talk yesterday, I still didn’t feel ready to face Clyde. I could imagine what he’d say if he saw me working out.

“Look at your weak muscles! Call yourself a bat! You’re barely a rat with wings!”

No, I wasn’t ready to work out in front of an audience.

However, when I reached the camp, I saw that I didn’t have any choice. Horace and Mick were sitting there with bowls of food, ready and waiting to watch Reginald put me through my paces.

I glared at them.

“What?” asked Mick innocently. “You watched us working out plenty of times. It’s our turn now.”

“It’s only fair,” nodded Horace, as he took a big bite out of a pork chop.

“Stop messing around,” ordered Reginald. “You came here to work, so let’s not waste time. I want you to fly round the clearing 10 times.”

I gritted my teeth in determination. I wanted to show Reginald just how fast I could be. I took a deep breath, and then set off, flapping as fast as I could.

“No, no, no. Stop right there!”

I could see Horace and Mick exchanging grins, as I flew over to stand in front of Reginald.

“You’re going about it all wrong,” Reginald told me. “You have one of the most inefficient flying styles I’ve ever seen. You’re all over the place! Look.”

He did an impression of me flying, and even I had to laugh. He did look funny, throwing out his arms at random, bounding around the clearing.

“Okay, before we can build on your core strength, we need to improve your technique. If we can get you flying more effectively, I think you’ll find that’s half your battle won.”

I listened intently as Reginald started talking me through various flying techniques. When he felt that I’d heard enough, he sent me flying round again.

“Slowly, this time,” he ordered.

It’s really difficult to fly slowly, but it gave Reginald a chance to observe my technique, and shout out suggestions as I went. By the time he said I was done, I was absolutely exhausted, but I really felt as though I’d learned something.

“Go away and practice what I’ve shown you,” Reginald said. “And then come back here in a couple of days and we’ll see how you’ve progressed.”
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When I woke up the next day, I was stiff and sore all over. I might not have flown very far, but paying such close attention to my technique had taken its toll, and I had muscles aching where I didn’t even know I had muscles.

Still, Reginald had told me that I should practice, and after I’d missed our first session, I had no intention of letting him down again.

I dragged myself up, and flew to the nearest mud patch. Mud was a well-known way of helping bats heal, and as I wallowed in the soothing dirt, I could feel my aches and pains easing away.

I started daydreaming, imagining myself as a huge, musclebound monster of a bat. Monster on a rampage through the forest, getting revenge on Clyde and everyone else who’d ever been mean to me. I’d push him in the water. Let’s see if he liked that!

A big grin spread across my face, and I was so lost in thought that I didn’t notice Clyde coming up to the mud patch.

Splat!

A large dollop of mud hit me straight in the face.

“That’ll cure your headache!” Clyde laughed.

“But I don’t have a headache,” I protested. It was true. My head was one of the few parts of my body that didn’t ache after training.

“You do now!” Clyde threw more mud at my head, and he was right. He did give me a headache.

He flew away, laughing, leaving me to massage mud into my head before I cleaned myself up.

Little did he know that he’d just given me the strength I needed to ignore my sore body and get back to training. It wouldn’t be long before I’d be able to throw mud at him.

Soon, I’d be the one to have the last laugh.


Day 10




[image: Image]




“Good. Very good,” nodded Reginald as I flew round the clearing for him. “You’ve really taken in everything I told you. Keep this up, and you’ll soon be a bat superhero!”

I beamed. Getting praise from Reginald was the best feeling in the world.

“Now let’s try have you try some simple exercises I’ve developed just for you to build up your agility.”

He moved round the clearing, laying out various obstacles.

“Ideally, I want you to move around the course as fast as you can. But for your first attempt, I’d just like you to show me what you feel is the most effective way of navigating these obstacles. In your own time, make your way through the obstacles.”

I took a deep breath and started flying.

“Stop! Stop!” Reginald moved towards me, waving his arms. “What did I tell you?”

“Move around the course as fast as I can?” I guessed.

“Eventually, yes. But I told you to go in your own time. Before you set out on any type of competition, even if you’re just in competition with yourself, always take a moment to plan your strategy. That moment will really pay off.”

I nodded, moving back to the starting point. This time, I took a second to examine the course. Reginald had placed things all over the place, some small, and some big. My initial reaction would have been to swerve round them, but as I examined the course, I realized that it would be possible to fly round in an almost level line, which would be much faster.

Once I’d plotted my strategy, I began. I took my time, as Reginald had advised, ignoring the urge to try and fly quickly. It didn’t take long before I realized that some of the gaps were very narrow, but this was where my size really helped. I could squeeze through with very little difficulty, and soon I had completed the course and was back to where I started.

“Good,” smiled Reginald. “If you’d flown around the obstacles, you would have still completed the course, but it would have taken you a lot longer. I was hoping that you’d realize I’d set it up so that you could fly through everything.”

“I almost didn’t notice that I could do that,” I confessed.

“So you can see why taking that moment to plan was a good idea,” said Reginald.

I’m really glad Reginald is training me. I never would have figured that out for myself.
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The cave was buzzing with excitement. The thief had struck again. This time, he’d stolen Leo our leader’s favorite blanket.

“Once I find out who is responsible, he or she will be banned from the cave for life,” threatened Leo. “And make no mistake, I will find out.”

I looked over at Clyde. I knew that he had taken the blanket. But why? At least with a cookie, you could eat it. It’s not as though he could use Leo’s blanket. Everyone would see if he tried to snuggle up with it.

Clyde looked over at me and winked when he caught my eye.

I didn’t like that. What was he planning?


Day 12




“There’s a strongman competition in the savannah soon,” Reginald told me. “I was wondering if you would like to come along. You wouldn’t be able to compete properly. It’s only open to humans. But I could arrange for you to give a demonstration, if you like?”

I thought about it. I’d never been away from home. It sounded a little scary.

“I’m not sure,” I finally replied. “I’ll have to ask my mom.”

“I could come and talk to her, if you want,” offered Reginald.

“Thanks, but that probably wouldn’t be a good idea,” I said. “Bats don’t exactly trust Minecraftians. I don’t think you’d be able to get anywhere near mom without her running away, and if I brought a human into the cave, I could get into all sorts of trouble. The bats are on edge enough as it is.”

“Why is that?”

“There’s a thief in the cave,” I told him. “I’m pretty certain I know who it is, but nobody will believe me.”

“Have you got any proof?”

“No.” I shook my head miserably. “That’s half the problem. Clyde has done all sorts of mean things, but he’s sneaky about how he does it. Nobody ever sees him, apart from his friends, and they just think it’s funny. I’m the only person who knows what he is really like, but nobody listens to the smallest bat in the cave. That’s why I wanted to start training.”

“I see.” Reginald looked thoughtful. “Do you think they’d listen to the world champion strong bat?”

“Probably, but where would I find him?”

“I’m looking at him!” laughed Reginald. “Okay, the first year you’ll be the only contestant, so you’ll get the title by default, but the other bats in the cave don’t need to know that. Come to the strongman competition, and I’ll make you into a world champion!”

Me? A world champion? It seemed too good to be true.

“You think about it,” said Reginald. “You’ll have to make up your mind soon, though. We’ll need to leave shortly to get to the savannah in time for the competition. Meanwhile, I’ve got some more exercises for you to try out. Let’s get to work!”

I did my best, but it wasn’t a good training session. I was too distracted by the thought of becoming a world champion strong bat. Was it really possible? And would I be able to cope, so far away from the cave and all my family?


Day 13




“Come over here, squirt. I’ve got something to show you.”
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Clyde beckoned to me, from a rock by the lake.

I looked around. Nobody else was in sight.

I was reluctant to go over to Clyde. Nothing good ever happened when he was around.

“Are you going to come over here, or do I need to come get you?”

The threatening tone in Clyde’s voice told me he meant business, so I went over to see what he wanted to show me.

I gasped when I saw what was in his paw.

“Leo’s blanket! I knew you were the one who stole it.”

“Yes, that’s right. I stole it. And what are you going to do about it?”

“I’m going to take it straight back to Leo, and tell him who I got it from.”

“You’re going to have to get it first,” sneered Clyde, holding the blanket high above his head. “Anyway, you tried telling people about me before. Nobody believed you then, and nobody will believe you now.”

“This time I’ll have proof.” I dove for the blanket, but Clyde yanked it out of reach. “Give me the blanket!”

“Go fetch it!” Clyde threw the blanket into the lake. I raced to fish it out and managed to get it before it sank under the waves.

“Thief! Thief!”

My blood turned to ice in my veins, as I heard what Clyde was yelling.

“No! It’s not like that! I was trying to save Leo’s blanket!”

The bats gathered round, attracted to Clyde’s cries.

“I found Tweet trying to sink Leo’s blanket in the lake,” Clyde explained. “I tried to stop him, but I was too slow.”

“That’s a lie!” I protested. “Clyde stole the blanket and threw it into the water. I rescued it. Clyde’s the thief.”

“He’s the thief!”

“No, he’s the thief! He stole the cookie too, but you wouldn’t believe me.”

“You’re a liar.”

Clyde threw himself at me, punching and kicking me. Luckily, all my training meant that I wasn’t as easy a target for him as I would have been in the past, and I managed to get in a few good hits of my own before the other bats separated us.

“That’s enough!” Leo stepped between us. “Thank you for returning my blanket, Clyde and Tweet.”

“But-” I protested.

“I said that’s enough.” The stern tone of Leo’s voice made it clear that he wasn’t interested in hearing what had really happened. “There is no doubt in my mind that one of you is the thief, but since there is no evidence to prove it one way or another, and since I have my blanket back, I’m willing to let it go, just this once.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “But Leo, Clyde-”

“Enough! I am still the leader of the bats, and my word is final. Unless you want to be banished?”

“No Leo,” I mumbled, fighting back the urge to attack Clyde again and wipe the smug grin off his face.

“I’ve got my eye on you, Tweet,” said Leo, as he flew back to the cave.

That was it. My mind was made up. I was leaving the other bats to go with Reginald, Horace, and Mick to the strongman competition. If I came back a world champion, maybe they would listen to me then.


Day 14




When I got to the strongman camp, they were already packing up their final few bits and pieces in preparation for going to the competition.

“Don’t leave without me!” I squeaked.

“Tweet,” smiled Horace. “I had a feeling you were going to come with us.”

“Of course he was going to come with us,” said Mick. “This is the opportunity of a lifetime. Tweet would never miss out on something like that.”

“Can I help with anything?” I offered.

“We’ve got the camp pretty much packed up now, thanks anyway. You could always carry that bag if you like.” Mick pointed towards a backpack, and I flew over to pick it up.

Oof! It was heavy! Still, if I was going to deserve the title of world’s strongest bat, this was the least I could do, and once I found the best way of holding it, it wasn’t too bad.

Horace and Mick put their heavy bags on their backs, bulging with camp equipment. With all their strongman training, it was easy for them to carry their things, and the journey to the competition would be just another form of training for them.

“Are we ready lads?” Reginald came into the clearing.

“Yes, boss!” we all chorused.

“Then let’s get going. That competition isn’t going to win itself, you know.”


Day 15




“Now I’ve warned them that you’re coming, and everyone is very excited about having the first bat contestant. And not just the first bat contestant, either. You’re the very first animal ever to do a demonstration in the world strongman competition,” Reginald told me as we journeyed towards the contest site. “We’re making history together!”

A thrill of excitement ran through me. “Thank you so much for the opportunity, Reginald,” I replied. “Things were getting very tough at home, so I’m glad I was able to come away with you for the competition.”

“What’s been happening at home?” Reginald asked.

I told him all about Clyde and how he tried to frame me for the theft of Leo’s blanket.

“I see,” Reginald frowned. “I’m going to tell you a story, Tweet. When I was a boy, I was the smallest in my class. I was picked on and bullied by everyone, including my teachers. I had an absolutely miserable childhood. When I grew up, for a long time, I was bitter and angry about how I’d been treated, until one day I realized something. Those people weren’t in my life anymore, but I was still letting them tell me what to do. So I decided that I was going to make things better, both for myself and for other people who were being bullied. That’s why I started training strongmen, and everybody that I work with has been bullied at some point in their lives.”

“Really!?” I looked at Horace and Mick, unable to believe that such strong, cool guys had ever been treated badly by anybody.

“It’s true, you know,” nodded Horace. “I used to get my head flushed down the toilet at least once a week when I was at school.”

“And I was called every name under the sun,” Mick told me. “Before Reginald discovered me I was weak, but with his help I have a good chance of winning the strongman contest, and nobody pushes me around these days. Even better, I have the best friends in the world. Horace, Reginald, and now you.”

I could feel myself blushing.

“It gets better,” Reginald reassured me. “It’s difficult when you’re a kid and you have someone like Clyde in your life. But Clyde is only being mean because he’s jealous of you.”

“Jealous?”

“Oh yes,” said Reginald. “He knows that he’s going to spend the rest of his life living in a cave, scrabbling around in the dirt for insects to eat, while you are someone special. You are going to be world famous. You are going to be the first world champion strong bat and your name will go down in history, long after he’s been forgotten.”

I’d never thought of it like that. It was true. Clyde had always made fun of the fact that I was interested in studying and learning and trying to be the best bat that I could be. If he spent half as much energy on improving himself as he did in making others miserable, he’d be a decent bat.

As it was, if he carried on behaving the way he had been, it wouldn’t be long before the other bats discovered what he was really like, and Leo would throw him out of the cave for good.


Day 16




“There it is, lads. The site of your glorious victories!”

Reginald indicated the savannah before us, and my jaw dropped. I’d never seen anything like it. Until now, my world had been nothing but the cave and the lake. I never dreamed that I would be somewhere like this.
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It was a world apart from the dark cave. It was hot, and grassy plains stretched before us as far as the eye could see. In the distance, I could see a group of people, all doing various strongman exercises.

The sun was brighter than I was used to, and I had to squint to see properly.

“Here you go, Tweet.” Reginald handed me a tiny pair of sunglasses! “I had a feeling that you would struggle with the bright light, so I got these made especially for you.”

“Thank you, Reginald.” I took the glasses and placed them on my nose, slipping the elastic attached to the lenses behind my head.

“I figured that normal glasses just wouldn’t fit you, so I designed these so that the elastic would hold them in place, even when you’re hanging upside down.”

I turned my head from side to side, before doing a couple of loop-de-loops. He was right. The elastic did hold them in place!

“This is the coolest present I’ve ever had,” I told him, and I meant it. This was even better than the time my mom gave me a whole pile of grasshoppers to eat for my birthday.

“Well wait until you take home the title. That will be the best feeling in the world,” Reginald promised me.


Day 17




I looked around me in amazement. Everywhere there were strongmen with large muscles, lifting incredible weights. I hoped that my friends, Horace and Mick, would do well against such stiff competition. I had no idea that there were so many strongmen in the world!

“I think this is a good spot to build a shelter,” announced Reginald, coming to a halt towards the southern edge of the camp. “We could go somewhere more central, but if we’re on the outskirts like this, we can do a little more private training. The more people underestimate you, the less likely they’ll be to put in as much effort as they should, which should give you a head start in the early rounds. Tweet, your demonstration will begin on the second day of the competition. I’ve brought some equipment especially for it, so I’d like you to practice your chin ups and flying with weights. Flying any distance carrying a dumbbell is impressive, but if you can do some trick moves, you’ll really wow the crowd.”

“I’ll do my best,” I promised. After everything he’d done for me, there was no way I was going to let Reginald down.

I helped as best I could, and although I was only a little bat, I was still able to assist in building a simple shelter for the three men and me, complete with a little bar for me to hang from upside down when I went to sleep.

“Right. I’ll unpack the rest of our things while the three of you go for a jog around settlement,” ordered Reginald.

Horace groaned. “Can’t we have a bit of a rest? It’s taken ages for us to walk here, and we’ve being carrying heavy weights the whole time.”

“Rest when the contest is over,” said Reginald. “A run round the camp will give you a chance to scout out the competition without anybody paying too much attention to you. I’m confident that you’ll be able to beat most of the men here without too much trouble, but keep an eye open for Romeo and Geoffrey. Romeo is defending his title and Geoffrey has proven to be a real competitor in the other heats. If anyone is going to cause you any trouble, it will be one of those two.”

“Yes, boss.” Mick saluted Reginald, before turning and starting to jog round the camp. I flapped after him, gazing around me in amazement.

So this was what a strongman competition looked like. Right in the center of the encampment was a clearing, and stewards bustled about, setting up equipment and taking measurements to ensure that everything was fair. At one end was the judges’ enclosure. It was empty right now, but when the competition started, there would be three Minecraftians sitting there, watching to make sure that everything went smoothly.

Spreading out from the central clearing were the strongmen’s shelters. I kept my eyes open, looking out for Romeo and Geoffrey, just as Reginald had suggested.

“That’s Romeo.” Horace nudged Mick, and I looked over to where he was pointing.

Wow. Romeo had muscles on top of muscles! The man was a giant! I couldn’t see how Horace or Mick could compete against someone so huge, but neither of my friends seemed worried about his size, so I figured they must have a plan to beat him.

At last, we had finished our run and we headed back to our shelter. Reginald came out to meet us, looking grim.

“I’m afraid I’ve got some bad news, Tweet,” he told me.

My heart sank. “Have they cancelled the bat part of the competition?”

“No. It’s worse. Someone else has brought a bat along to compete against you, and since I didn’t know, I have no idea about their form, so I can’t advise you on strategies to beat them. You’re going to have to do your best and then some if you’re going to stand any chance of taking home the title.”

I gulped. I didn’t feel ready to compete against another bat, and if I’d known that this was going to happen, I might have stayed back at the cave.

Suddenly, the competition didn’t seem nearly as much fun.


Day 18




“Stay focused!” barked Reginald. “What’s wrong with you, Tweet? If I would have known you would do so badly, I would never have brought you to the contest. You’re letting yourself down.”

“I’m sorry,” I sighed. “I swear I’ll do better.”

The truth was that ever since I’d heard about another bat competing against me, I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about it. Who was it? How did they know about the contest? It seemed like such a strange coincidence for a strong bat to step forward, just as I was about to compete.

“Are you worried about the other bat?” asked Reginald gently.

I nodded sadly.

“Well forget about him!” shouted Reginald, startling me with his sudden change in mood. “This doesn’t change a thing. You were always going to do your best, weren’t you?”

“Yes,” I mumbled.

“So do your best, and that will be good enough.”

“But what if I don’t win?”

“Then you come back and do better next year,” shrugged Reginald. “Do not use this as an excuse to underperform. There will always be something in your way. Remember that obstacle course I set out for you?”

I nodded.

“You took a moment to strategize, and then you sped through. It’s the same here. Think it through, then do your best. If you do that, then nothing else matters.”

“I’ll try,” I promised.

“Don’t just try. Do it!”

I was grateful that Reginald was doing his best to motivate me, but I wasn’t sure if it was good enough. I wasn’t sure if I was good enough.


Day 19




[image: Image]




“Ladies and gentlemen, boys and girls! Hello, greetings, and welcome to the savannah heat of the 178th annual Minecraftia’s strongest man competition.”

The crowd went wild as the announcer beamed, and I cheered along with them as Horace and Mick paraded around the competition arena along with all the other strongmen. The crowd yelled Romeo’s name, and he smiled and waved at his audience.

I felt sorry for my friends, but I knew that once the competition began, it would be their names everyone would be chanting.

“This year is a very special one, because we are introducing a new part of the competition, especially for bats.”

“Ooooh!” went the crowd. My tummy felt as though a horde of butterflies were dancing around inside it. This was the moment I’d been waiting for. Despite my best attempts, I hadn’t been able to find out who my rival was. Now they could hide no longer. Their identity would finally be revealed.

“Please welcome to the arena Tweet and Clyde!”

I froze, unable to believe what I was hearing. Clyde? What on earth was he doing here? How had he found out about the competition?

“Get a move on, Tweet!” whispered Reginald, prodding me in the back to push me into the arena.

At last, I managed to get myself together enough to fly out to face Clyde, who was already waiting in the middle of the clearing.

“So, squirt. Thought you were the strongest bat in the world did you?” sneered Clyde.

“Maybe,” I shrugged.

“This is going to be fun. I’m going to wipe the floor with you, and this time the whole world will be watching. All that time you thought you were training in private, but I was watching everything all along. You don’t stand a chance.”

I tried not to let Clyde see how much he’d gotten to me, but it was impossible to hide my feelings. If only it could have been any bat except him!

Perhaps I should just give up and go home now. Anything would be better than the embarrassment of Clyde beating me, yet again.


Day 20




“Well, you two made a good attempt at your first day. Third and fourth in the standings isn’t bad, but it won’t be good enough to see you through to the finals later in the year. Only the first and second are guaranteed to go through, and although you might make it as the highest scoring third placed, there’s no guarantees. It would be better if you start competing as you mean to go on and win right now, okay?” Reginald paced up and down in front of the strongmen.
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Horace and Mick hung their heads. “Sorry, Reginald. We’ll do better today,” promised Mick.

“I know you will,” nodded Reginald. “You two are some of the most talented strongmen I’ve had the privilege of working with over the past few years, so if anyone is going to make the finals, it’ll be you. Still, I’m not surprised that Romeo is in the lead right now. The man isn’t afraid to get his hands dirty and he’s a master at spotting an opportunity when the judges aren’t looking. I don’t want to worry you, Tweet, but I’ve discovered that Romeo is the one responsible for training Clyde.”

“That figures,” I groaned. “The biggest cheat and bully in the bat kingdom has found someone just like him in the human world.”

“Don’t worry. You’re not alone out there,” Reginald reassured me. “Horace, Mick, and I will all be watching closely to make sure that Clyde doesn’t try anything dodgy, and the second we see anything, we’ll make sure he is disqualified. You’re going to win the title, if it’s the last thing I do!”

“Horace and Mick to the arena!” came the call. “Day two of the competition is about to start.”

I followed my friends to the arena, and took my place in the spectators’ area. 

The first event of the day was the cart pull. This was especially difficult, because nobody in Minecraftia had invented the wheel. This meant that they had to drag the carts along the ground and not only did they have to pull carts, the carts were filled with rocks and rubble.

Romeo flexed his muscles, trying to intimidate his opponents, but Horace and Mick took their places looking straight ahead, focusing on the finish line and imagining themselves crossing first, just Reginald had taught them to do.

“On your mark, get set... Go!”

“Come on, Horace! You can do it Mick!” I yelled encouragement to my friends, but Romeo took the lead. They didn’t stand a chance.

However, just before he crossed the finish line, Romeo stumbled and fell! He dropped the harness and lost precious seconds getting himself ready to pull the cart again, giving Horace enough time to pass.

Horace crossed the finish line first, just before Romeo, with Mick coming in third.

“He’s done it!” I cheered.

“See, Tweet?” Reginald nudged me. “Anything can happen in this competition. It doesn’t matter how big or bad your opponent is. You never know who will win until it’s over.”

Seeing Horace beat the unbeatable Romeo gave me hope. Maybe I would win instead of Clyde after all.


Day 21




“Ready to look like the weakling you are?”

I looked up from my push ups to see Clyde standing over me.

“Are you?” I countered.

It was the first time I’d ever truly stood up to him, and I could have laughed out loud at the look of anger that crossed his face.

“Yeah, well, I’ve been training with the best, so you don’t stand a chance,” sneered Clyde.

“The best? You mean Romeo?”

It was Clyde’s turn to laugh. “The one and only!”

“Just because someone is a strongman, doesn’t mean that they are a good teacher.” We both turned to see Reginald coming up behind us. 

“Best of luck, Clyde. I look forward to seeing what you can do.”

“Humph!” huffed Clyde, as he flew off to his own training area.

“Why did you wish him luck? We don’t want him to win,” I complained.

“Always be a good sport, Tweet,” Reginald told me. “You never know what will happen, and believe me, people are much more likely to help out someone who has been nice to them than someone who was always mean. If Clyde needed you to help him, would you?”

“Probably not,” I admitted.

“There you go. Now come on. It’s almost time for your first demonstration. Let’s get you warmed up and ready.”




Nervously, I stood behind the dumbbell. Clyde stood across from me, making faces to try and throw me off.

“This is a straightforward deadlift,” announced the referee. “Whoever can lift the most weight, wins the points from this round. Are you ready? Lift!”

I flapped my wings, rising from the ground, the heavy weight clutched in my paws. I hovered for five seconds, just as Reginald had taught me, before dropping back to the ground.

“Both bats successful!” called the referee. “Add more weight and... Lift!”

It was harder this time, but thanks to Reginald’s support and training, I was still able to hold the weight in the air for five seconds. Looking over at Clyde, I could see that he was struggling, but he managed five seconds as well.

“Both bats successful!” called the referee. “Add more weight and... Lift!”

This was tougher still, but once again, I managed to lift the weight up.

Unfortunately, Clyde could not. He pulled the weight off the ground, but couldn’t hold it there. He dropped the weight. I’d won the first round!


Day 22




I had a day off today, as attention turned back to the human part of the competition. We were now halfway through, which meant that half of the competition would be eliminated if they hadn’t scored enough points by the end of today. Horace and Mick were comfortably in the top ranks of the leader board, but I felt sorry for those in the bottom half of the contest who had to say goodbye.

Today’s challenge was to race from one side of the arena to the other, carrying increasingly heavy weights. The more weight you could carry, the better, but there was also a time factor involved, so that if more than one competitor carried the same amount of weight, whoever had been the fastest would win.

As expected, Romeo did well, but I was surprised to see that his size and bulk meant that he wasn’t as fast as Mick. Yes, once again, one of my friends beat Romeo!

Surprisingly, Geoffrey did very poorly, and when the time came to announce the results he was eliminated, just one point behind the next competitor. So much for him doing well in all the heats.

The contestants who were leaving, didn’t seem too sad. They smiled and waved as they walked out of the arena, happy to sign autographs for their waiting fans.

“See, Tweet? It’s all about being a good sport,” commented Reginald. “Of course they’ll be disappointed not to get into the finals this year, but they have fans and supporters, people who want to see them succeed. Maybe they’ll do better next year.”

Reginald was right. I was beginning to see that it didn’t matter who won the competition. Having good friends for the first time in my life was priceless.


Day 23




There were five strongmen left in the heats, and who would go through to the finals later in the year would be decided by the end of tomorrow.

However, I had no time to worry about Horace and Mick. Today, I had another challenge with Clyde.

“Okay, Tweet. I know that chin ups are your least favorite exercise,” said Reginald, “but you’ve worked hard on these and I know that you’ll give everyone a good show.”

“I’ll certainly try,” I promised. After seeing yesterday’s elimination, I felt better about the contest. If Clyde beat me, it wasn’t the end of the world. I’d only been training for a short while, but I knew that Reginald would be happy to help me win next year.

I made my way to the arena, where Clyde was already waiting by the specially constructed, small chin up bars. They were a fraction of the size of the human ones, built for tiny bat paws.

“Don’t think you’re going to beat me this time,” jeered Clyde. “There’s no way I’m going to let you win twice in a row.”

“We’ll see about that,” I grinned. I was no longer afraid of Clyde and instead of paying him any more attention, I turned and waved to the crowd. They seemed delighted to see a bat waving!

“Get into position... And lift!” called the referee.

Once again, this was a timed challenge that grew increasingly difficult. First, we had to do 10 chin ups as quickly as possible. Once we had completed our 10, we had to let go with one hand and do 10 chin ups single-handedly. If we had completed that, we’d move to the hardest difficulty. Chin ups with one finger, just as I’d seen Horace do not so long ago. I’d thought it impossible back then, but I’d done a lot of work on my technique and although it was challenging, with the support of the crowd, maybe, just maybe, I’d be able to do it today.

Clyde was fast! This was much better suited to his abilities, and I wasn’t surprised that he finished his first set of 10 before me. Still, I wasn’t far behind him when I dropped one paw, moving up to the next level.

Slip!

I had no idea what happened, but suddenly, the bar slipped from my fingers.

“Clyde is the winner!” announced the referee.

The crowd cheered, and I went over to shake Clyde’s hand. “Congratulations,” I told him, just as I knew Reginald would want me to.

“Whatever, squirt,” he sneered.

Something was bugging me. I went back to the bar to take a closer look.

“Referee!” I called. “Could you come here for a moment, please?”

The referee crouched down next to me and looked at where I was pointing. “It looks as though someone has covered my bar with grease,” I complained. “That’s why I let go when I did.”

“You’re right,” frowned the referee.

“It was Clyde!” I looked for him, but he was nowhere to be seen.

“That’s a very serious allegation,” said the referee. “Have you got any proof?”

“Well, no, but it must have been him. He’s the only person with any motive.”

“I’m afraid that’s not good enough.” The referee shook his head. “I declare this round null and void. Tomorrow’s match will be the decider.”


Day 24




Today was the biggest day of my life. It was the final day of the first ever Minecraftia’s strongest bat competition. If I won this, not only would I be making history, it would mean I would have finally beat Clyde, my arch-rival.

“They’ve come up with something really special for the final,” Reginald told me. “You and Clyde are going to race around the arena, carrying increasingly heavy weights, as you attempt to dodge obstacles. It will be a lot of fun to watch, but I want you to remember what I told you, and don’t lose your nerve.”
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“Got it.”

I made my way to the arena where the obstacle race was ready and waiting. Clyde and I were the first event of the day, clearing the way for the human contest later.

“Here’s hoping none of the weights are covered in grease,” smirked Clyde, as he took his place next to me at the starting point.

“I knew it was you who sabotaged my bar!” I gasped.

“Prove it. You never will. I’m always one step ahead of you, and I always will be.”

I wanted to argue with him, but the referee started the race. “On your mark, get set... Go!”

Fighting with Clyde had distracted me, so I hadn’t taken the time to plot out a good way around the course. I had a split second to decide whether to let him have a head start and plan or fly ahead as fast as I could, and hope for the best.

“Take your time.” I heard Reginald’s voice in my mind, and I decided to follow his advice. He’d helped me so much, that it would be foolish to ignore him now.

I glanced around the course, taking note of the sharp bend on one side, tricky shape of the third weight, the upwards motion that would be necessary to get round the final obstacle. When I thought I’d mapped out the hardest parts, I started flying.

Clyde had quite a lead on me, but I was fast, and the first weight did nothing to slow me down, filled with adrenaline the way I was. By the time he reached the second weight, I’d almost caught up with him.

“You can’t win, squirt!” Clyde called over his shoulder, but I didn’t reply. I was saving all my breath for the race, and I could tell that he wasn’t nearly as confident as he tried to make out.

Grabbing hold of the third weight, I was glad that I’d taken my time to think about things, because Clyde fumbled with the strange shape.

I was in the lead!

However, my wings were starting to get tired, and I hoped that I still had the strength to cross the finish line.

Reaching the fourth and final weight, I was still in the lead, but the uphill flight took its toll, and just as the finish line was in sight, Clyde overtook me, beating me by a fraction of a second.

“Clyde wins the final event!” cried the referee, holding Clyde high in the air.

I couldn’t believe it. All that hard work and effort for nothing.

I tried to smile and congratulate Clyde, but I just couldn’t. Of all the people to beat me, it had to be him.

This was the worst day of my life.


Day 25




“Cheer up, Tweet. There’s always next year, you know,” smiled Horace encouragingly.

“I know. Thank you, Horace. And best of luck to you. If I couldn’t win my competition, I’d love it if one of my friends did.”

“That’s the spirit, Tweet!” said Reginald, coming over. “A good sport never truly loses.”

“Yes, you’re right, Reginald,” I said. “With friends like you, I am a winner. “

“Hold that thought,” grinned Reginald. “I’ve got something to tell you that will make you very happy.”

“What?”

“Actually, I think it’s best if you hear this from a referee. Come with me to the judges’ enclosure.”

He led me over to where the judges sat. 

“Ah, Tweet. Just the bat we were talking about,” said one of them. “It would appear that you were right. Clyde did indeed sabotage your chin up bar. We found traces of grease in amongst his things, and our sniffer wolves detected grease on his paws. Further, it would appear that he and his trainer, Romeo, switched your weights for heavier ones.”

“You mean?”

“Yes, Tweet. You did that course – and very nearly won - carrying twice as much weight as Clyde. There’s no doubt about it. You are most definitely the world’s strongest bat!”

I felt like I could cry with happiness as Reginald lifted me high and paraded me about the arena. Not only had I won, people knew the truth about Clyde, which was all I’d ever wanted.

As I stood on the winner’s podium, the head judge presented me with the winner’s trophy. This was a moment I would remember forever.

“And now it’s time to find out who will move forward to the finals of the human competition,” cried the judge. “Since Romeo has been disqualified for cheating, we will bring back the next highest scoring contestant, which was Geoffrey.”

I cheered loudly, as Geoffrey took his place alongside Horace, Mick, and the other contestants. I knew exactly how he must be feeling, and although I wanted my friends to win, I wanted to see him do well too.

Their final round was similar to the obstacle course I had run with Clyde, only with much bigger obstacles, of course! This was just the kind of race Mick excelled at, and with their biggest competition eliminated, I had high hopes for my two friends.

“On your mark, get set... Go!”

Horace and Mick were more experienced than I and hadn’t wasted their time preparing for the starting whistle. They’d clearly already planned their strategies, and they shot out, leading the race right from the start.

By the time they were half way round the course, it was clear that there were only two contestants with a chance of winning – Horace and Mick. But Geoffrey surprised everyone with a sudden burst of speed just before the end, and as the three men climbed the final hurdle, heavy weights clutched to their chests, he managed to edge forward and cross the finish line first!

“The winner of the final round is Geoffrey!” announced the referee. “If we add up the final scores, first placed is Horace, closely followed by Mick. They will both go through to the finals of the competition to be held later this year in the mountains. Third place is Geoffrey. Thanks to his incredible race, he has a chance to make it through if he is the highest scoring third placed contestant. Ladies and gentlemen, boys and girls, please put your hands together and give a big round of applause to all our incredible contestants.”

I clapped louder than everybody, proud of my friends as they stood on the podium.
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“So you’ll be coming with us to watch the finals, then?” asked Reginald.

“I wouldn’t dream of missing it,” I smiled.


Day 26




I felt as though I was floating on air. Although they were dismantling the competition arena, I was inundated by people wanting me to put my paw print on a piece of paper for them or pose with them for a painting.

I wanted this feeling to go on forever, and if there was going to be another bat competition next year, you could be sure I would return to defend my title.


Day 27




“Ready to go home and tell the other bats how awesome you are?”

“I guess so!” I said to Reginald.

It was hard to believe that the savannah had seen such an exciting competition. In just a couple of short days, everything had been dismantled and packed away, ready to be transported to the location of the next heat. Now, it looked just as it had before the strongmen had arrived.

I picked up the bag I had carried. “You are coming back with me to meet my family, aren’t you?” I asked Reginald, Horace, and Mick anxiously.

“Of course!” came the reply. “Knowing you, you probably wouldn’t tell them half of the amazing things you’ve done.”

We set off back to the cave. Mom and dad wouldn’t believe their eyes when they saw the huge trophy I was bringing with me!


Day 28




"Wait here while I go in and warn everybody that you’re coming,” I instructed Reginald, Horace, and Mick. “Bats are very nervous around Minecraftians. There have been too many times when they attacked us for no reason. They seem to have a silly idea that us bats want to go in their hair. What would we want with Minecraftian’s hair?!”

“I have no idea,” shrugged Horace, rubbing his bald head.

I flew into the cave. “Mom? Dad? Leo? Is anybody here?”

“Ah, Tweet. We wondered if you would ever have the nerve to show your face here again.”

Leo came forward, Clyde by his side.

“What do you mean, nerve?”

“It’s no coincidence that as soon as you disappeared, so did a whole heap of stuff. Are you really so foolish as to think that we wouldn’t realize that you were the thief?”

“Me? The thief?” I couldn’t help but laugh. “It’s Clyde. It has been all along.”

“Yes,” said Leo grimly. “He told us that you might attempt to accuse him again. I don’t know why you’ve got it in for Clyde, but we see through your lies.”

“I’m not lying!” I protested. “And I can prove it this time.”

Clyde turned pale.

“How?” asked Leo.

“I’ve been away competing,” I explained. “The people I’ve been staying with can tell you that I didn’t take anything with me. Furthermore, they can tell you all about how Clyde tried to cheat to beat me in the contest.”

“Where are these people?” demanded Clyde.” It’s all very well and good you saying that you have witnesses, but if they’re not here, then it’s still just your word against mine, and we all know how little your word is worth.”

“On the contrary, they’re just outside. I didn’t bring them in because I wanted to warn you first. But if you don’t mind, I have three Minecraftians who will tell you just what Clyde is like.”

“Minecraftians?”

One of the bats screamed.

“Yes, Minecraftians,” I nodded. “They are my friends, and three of the most decent human beings you could ever hope to meet. They’ll soon clear up this mess.”


Day 29




I never thought I’d see the day when three Minecraftians sat in the middle of the caves surrounded by bats. Yet here they were, Reginald, Horace, and Mick, my three best friends and the ones who would finally make sure that Clyde was punished for everything he done.

“You should be very proud of Tweet,” said Reginald. “He’s one very special bat. I knew he had potential from the moment I first saw him. He’s a hard worker, and he learns quickly. He listened to everything I told him to do, and then took it to the next level. When I heard that he would have to compete against another bat, I wasn’t worried. He could have competed against 100 bats and he still would have won. He really is Minecraftia’s strongest bat, in every sense.”

“It’s good to hear that you are so impressed with one of our own,” remarked Leo, “but what we all want to know is what happened with Clyde.”

“Yes, Tweet told me that he had been accused of stealing. That is simply impossible. Tweet has been with us the whole time. If he had taken anything from these caves, we would have known about it. As it is, the bags he carried to and from the competition were my bags, full of my possessions. I should know. I packed them myself. If anyone stole from the caves, it certainly wasn’t Tweet. As for Clyde, well, he might be a big bat, but he is small in spirit. He tried to stop Tweet from winning the competition by cheating. He was disqualified and sent away in disgrace, never allowed to compete again. While I might not know who stole from your caves, I can tell you one thing. It certainly wasn’t Tweet, and I wouldn’t be surprised to find that it was Clyde.”

“Leo! Come quickly!

[image: Image]




Digby, one of the bat guards came rushing up.

“What is it?”

“We found all the missing items. Tweet was right. Clyde took them. As you ordered, we went and searched among his things as soon as Tweet had denied stealing. Clyde didn’t have time to move them to a better hiding place or use them to frame Tweet. Clyde is our thief and he always has been.”

Leo hurried after the guard, closely followed by the rest of us. Sure enough, there were all the stolen objects, buried amongst Clyde’s things. Clyde stood between two guards, who were holding him tightly, making sure that he wouldn’t fly off.

“Clyde, you were warned,” announced Leo. “The punishment for stealing is permanent exile.”

“Oh please don’t,” begged Clyde, as the guards started to drag him away.

“Wait!” I surprised myself by shouting out, and I blushed as everyone turned to look at me. I still wasn’t used to being the center of attention in a good way.

“What is it, Tweet?” asked Leo.

“Everyone deserves a second chance,” I told him. “Why not put Clyde in prison for a while? Let him out to do some chores about the caves. Maybe if he does some hard work and sees the difference he could make when he tries, he could become a good bat.”

Leo looked at Clyde thoughtfully. “Very well. Since Tweet has honored us by becoming a world champion, I will listen to his advice, just this once. You will be locked up in bat prison, and only allowed out to do community service and help the other bats.”

“Thank you, thank you,” said Clyde, throwing himself to the floor in gratitude. “I won’t let you down.”

“You better not,” warned Leo. “I won’t be nearly as forgiving if you try any more dirty tricks.”


Day 30




To say thank you to Reginald for everything he had done for me, Leo arranged a big feast, with Reginald, Horace, and Mick as the guests of honor. I got to sit next to Leo as his right-hand bat, and as I gazed out over the assembled bats, I thought my heart would burst with pride.

“I’d like you all to join me in toasting Tweet and his friends,” announced Leo. “Reginald, Horace, and Mick are now honorary bats, and they will be welcome in our caves whenever they like. Three cheers for Tweet. Hip, hip, hurray!”

I could see my mom wiping a tear from her eye. I knew how she felt. I had never dreamed that when I first started training with Reginald that I would end up sitting beside our leader at a huge feast with all the bats cheering my name.

Maybe next year they’d all join me at Minecraftia’s strongest bat competition.
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