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Look at the picture. What do you see? Trees, grass, a flower or two. Nothing terribly interesting.

Look more closely. Do you see anything else?

No?

Of course you can’t. You could scour every inch of my photo and still not see a sign of me in it. That’s because I’m Blue, world champion hide and seek player. There isn’t a landscape anywhere in Minecraftia that I can’t find a way to completely conceal myself in. What’s more, my super special ninja hiding skills also mean that I can spot from a hundred paces the most likely places - and the most unlikely - someone will choose to hide themselves away in, which means that not only am I great at hiding, I’m brilliant at seeking.

I’ll move so that you can see me. Better now?

It’s no wonder that I’ve won the world hide and seek championship series a record equalling eight times. This year I plan on winning again, which will mean that nobody can question my right to call myself the greatest hide and seek player the world has ever seen.

It’s not easy being this amazing. It takes hours of dedication and hard work to achieve this level of greatness. I spend six hours a day training with my trusty spider, Matilda. The relationship between a jockey and their spider is very important. An untrained or inexperienced spider can be deadly for the jockey. Go into a narrow enclosure and the spider can get out of control, try to run up the walls and suffocate you!

And that’s not all. The reason why spider jockeys practice hide and seek is because it teaches us all the skills we need in battle. There’s a good reason that we are known as the backbone of Herobrine’s army. Imagine what it’s like to see a horde of armed skeletons mounted on spiders rushing towards you, sending a flurry of arrows your way. Terrifying, huh? Now imagine that horde appeared as if from nowhere, because we’d carefully hidden ourselves around you.

Battles have been won and lost on the strength of the spider jockey battalion.

However, it’s not easy firing arrows when you’re riding a spider. It’s not unknown for a skeleton to fire arrows and hit the spider or worse - the spider can get over excited, and pounce, running the skeleton into its own arrow. And, of course, there’s always the chance of so-called friendly fire. Sometimes, spider jockey skeletons can be shot by other skeletons. If that happens, we do what any sensible skeleton would do.

We jump off and leave the spider to do the fighting.

It’s pretty dangerous being a spider jockey. No wonder we’re so rare. Still, for all the danger, it’s also a lot of fun and I wouldn’t swap places with anyone else.


Day 2




Most people think that it’s the spider that controls the direction a spider jockey travels in. This isn’t actually true. We just like to let people think it is. It gives us an advantage in the battlefield. A highly trained spider is entirely under the control of its rider. With a gentle nudge of my knees, I can tell Matilda which direction I want her to go in, leaving my hands free to fire arrows - or pull something over me to cover myself when I’m hiding.

It’s trickier than it sounds to make sure that you are completely concealed when you’re hiding. Spider legs have a tendency to poke out and twitch, making it easier for eagle eye seekers to uncover you. Luckily for me, Matilda and I have been working together for so many years that I know I can trust her to stay completely still when I give the command. She doesn’t even blink and holds her breath when a seeker is coming near. There have been sometimes in competition when I thought I might have been caught and if Matilda were a less reliable spider, I would have been.

I got very lucky when I found Matilda. She is my best friend. I don’t know what I’d do if anything ever happened to her.
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I’ll never forget the day I discovered her hidden in the depths of the mine. She was all alone in a spider nest, the last hatchling left after all the others had scurried away from the nest. She looked up at me, blinking her big, red eyes.

We were always advised against taking the runt of the litter. “They’re too slow,” said the tutors. “They’re too stupid. You’ll never be able to train them properly.”

Thank goodness I never listened to my teachers.

As soon as I started working with Matilda, I knew that we had something special together. She seemed to know what I wanted her to do without me even telling her. She was a natural hider. She even helped me come up with new, original places to hide. I won my first world championship riding Matilda and we’ve never looked back. When I’m riding her, scuttling through the countryside, I feel completely free.

I’d be absolutely lost without Matilda.


Day 3




The world championship is at the end of this month, so Matilda and I have really stepped up our training. My coach, Andy, is particularly hard on us. He knows that skeletons burst into flame if they go into the sun, but does he care?

“Blue!” barked Andy. “I don’t care if you burst into flame when you go into the sun. If that’s what it takes to find the best hiding place, you will do it.”

“Yes, Andy,” I nodded. Andy might sound like he’s mean and tough, but he’s one of the best coaches in the world and I know that he only wants me to do my best. After Matilda, he is the most important person in my hide and seek success. His advice and strategies have made the difference between winning and losing many a time.

“Right, Blue,” Andy went on. “We’re going to start you with something easy today. We’ll work up to more challenging locations as we go on. Come on. Into the mines.”

I followed Andy into the abandoned mines spider jockeys used for training. They’d been specially adapted so that the corridors and caverns could be changed easily to offer an endless variety of hide and seek possibilities.

“Okay, Blue,” Andy instructed. “You’ve got to the count of 10 to find somewhere to hide.”

“Will do.”

“One, two, three…”

Andy barely gave me a moment to collect myself, as I urged Matilda into action. She sped forward, taking me deep into the mines as we looked for somewhere to hide.

“Ready or not! Here I come!”

I could hear Andy running into the mines after me, but I didn’t panic. That would be a rookie mistake. Even though your seeker had come after you, you still had plenty of time to move on until you’d found the perfect location. Ten seconds was plenty of time, especially if you manage to leave a few diversions in your wake.

Oh, didn’t I mention those? Yes, it’s one of the variations used in spider jockey hide and seek. You’re allowed to set up traps for your opponent, as well as try and put them off the scent.

As I made my way deeper and deeper into the mines, I chuckled to myself as I set up tripwires, rock falls, and clues aimed at sending him in the wrong direction. I knew that Andy wouldn’t hurt himself seriously, but I did like the idea of him having to untangle himself from the web Matilda had put across one of the corridors.

Unfortunately, I was so busy laughing to myself at how long it was going to take Andy to pull the sticky web of himself that I didn’t notice that we’d turned into a lake filled cavern. With no time to slow down, Matilda jumped straight into the water.

SPLASH!

Ugh! There’s nothing skeletons hate more than getting wet and I was completely soaked.

Matilda started swimming across the lake, but I jumped off her and waded back to shore.

“Found you!” crowed Andy, tagging me as he walked through the door into the cavern. “I must say that I’m surprised at you, Blue. You made a number of mistakes that made it easy to find you.

“Sorry Andy,” I said. “Matilda doesn’t seem to be quite herself today. I hope she’s all right.”

“That’s no excuse,” scolded Andy. “You have to be on top of your game at all times. That’s what being world champion means.”

“You’re right,” I sighed.

“Come on. I’ve made a list of all your mistakes. We’ll walk through the course and go over all of them so that you can come up with better strategies for the next time.”

I followed Andy as he jogged back towards the entrance of the mine. It was going to be a long day.


Day 4




A Minecraftian came wandering into our hide and seek area today. Andy was working me in the Savannah part of the training grounds, which obviously presents the challenge of needing to avoid the sun. There is little shelter, so bursting into flame is a constant danger.

We both ignored him. Most people think that spider jockeys avoid Minecraftians during the day because the spider is controlling our movement and spiders aren’t especially interested in Minecraftians when the light level is high.

The truth is that we are working at night. That’s when we get paid to guard. If a Minecraftian wanders into our zone, it’s our duty to defend the area with our life. During the day, our time is our own and what’s the point in fighting a Minecraftian when you won’t get paid, but you might get hurt? If you don’t bother us, we won’t bother you and that suits me just fine.

Besides, I was more worried about Matilda. She wasn’t really herself, and as a result, Andy was finding me with very little difficulty.

[image: Image]




“You need to sort this out, Blue,” he told me. “If Matilda is like this when the competition starts, you might as well not bother entering. It would be better to retire gracefully than make an idiot of yourself in the contest.”

“I know, I know,” I replied. “If Matilda doesn’t get better within the next couple of days, I’ll take her to the vet.”

“See that you do,” Andy said grimly. “You can’t lose the contest just because of some spider.”

Matilda wasn’t just some spider. She was my best friend. I decided to take her to the vet tomorrow.


Day 5




I made the right decision in going to the vet today. It turned out that someone had poisoned Matilda! The vet said that if I hadn’t taken her to see him today, she would have been very sick indeed.

Someone gave her a slow acting poison, which is why she only seemed a little under the weather. It takes a week to reach full effect, so he was able to give her an antidote, but he said that Matilda can’t compete in any contest for at least two months while she recovers.

Two months?? I can’t do without Matilda for two months! The world championship is in a few weeks. There isn’t enough time to train a new spider. What am I going to do?

I asked the vet if there was any medicine he could give Matilda to make her get better faster.

“Well, Blue,” he said. “I could give you something for her.”

“Great! Why don’t you just do that then?”

“Well, I said that I could give you something, but you didn’t let me finish. I could give you something that will give her the energy to compete, but then she would be in very poor condition afterwards. I don’t know that she would actually survive the competition. Do you want to win so badly that you would really take that risk?”

I didn’t even have to think about it. “Of course not.”

“Right. So you’ll let Matilda rest and under no circumstances will you play hide and seek with her, understood?”

“Understood,” I nodded glumly.

There was no doubt that Matilda’s health came first, but I still had the championship to win. How was I going to keep my title?


Day 6




I sat with Matilda in her nest, stroking her head. The poor thing whimpered with pain. I hated to think how bad she would have been if I hadn’t taken her to the vet yesterday.

“Who could have done this to you, girl?”

Matilda looked at me, shrugging her shoulders as if to say that she had no idea.

Andy came in to see me. “Come on, Blue,” he said. “I’ve got a few spiders for you to try out. They won’t be Matilda, but they are good spiders.”
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I looked at Andy and shook my head. “I can’t try another spider,” I told him. “Matilda is my partner. It wouldn’t be right to enter the championship without her.”

“Don’t think like that,” urged Andy. “Matilda wouldn’t want you to give up, would you Matilda?”

Matilda looked at me and slowly shook her head, even though the movement clearly caused her pain.

“I don’t know, Andy,” I said. “It doesn’t feel right to replace Matilda, even if it’s only for a short time.”

“All right, Blue,” sighed Andy. “I’m not going to pressure you into doing anything you don’t want to. But could you at least sleep on it? Don’t make a hasty decision you’ll live to regret. Your fans are depending on you. They’ll want to see you at the starting line. And what about the person who did this? Do you really want to give them the satisfaction of beating you by default? Surely the only place someone should win against you is in the hide and seek competition?”

“I’ll think about it,” I said. Andy made a lot of sense, but I still didn’t like the idea of abandoning Matilda when we been through so much together.


Day 7




I tossed and turned all night, my dreams haunted by a mysterious stranger in a mask, laughing as he tipped a large bottle of poison into Matilda’s food bowl.

When I got up the next morning, I was determined to find out who’d been responsible for hurting my beloved spider. It had to be one of the other hide and seekers, but who? Hide and seek was a noble sport, played by sportsmen who had a strong sense of ethics and comradery. It was unheard of for a hide and seek spider jockey to sabotage one of their competitors.

Yet there was no other possible explanation. Matilda was on a strict diet, specially designed for athlete spiders, and she knew better than to eat strange food. Someone must have contaminated her food and the only person with the motive was someone else in the competition. All I had to do was identify whoever it was and they would be automatically disqualified for cheating and banned from the sport for life.

“Whoever did this is going to rue the day they hurt my Matilda,” I vowed. “I won’t just make them pay. I’ll destroy them!”

“Talking to yourself?” said Andy, coming up behind me. He was carrying a large bowl of flies, Matilda’s favorite treat.

I jumped. “Andy! You startled me!”

“Sorry about that, Blue,” Andy smiled. “I just wondered if you’d thought any more about competing with a different spider. And, of course, I brought along some flies for my favorite spider.”

He smiled, as he put the bowl in front of Matilda, but she whined and turned her head away.

“I guess she’s still not feeling hungry,” Andy shrugged. “Oh well. There’s plenty more where they came from. Nothing but the best for our Matilda!”

“Yes,” I said.

“Yes what? Yes, Matilda isn’t feeling hungry, or yes, you’re going to compete with a different spider?”

“Yes to both! You’re right. I thought about it and it would be wrong to give up when the world record is within reach. If we can find a replacement for Matilda, even though no spider could ever truly replace her, then I’m going to enter the contest. Whoever it is that poisoned her, is going to find that they’ve got a real fight on their hands.”

“That’s the spirit!” grinned Andy.


Day 8




Andy led me to the spider pen where all the available spiders were kept.

“I started to pick out a few spiders for you,” he told me. “But if you don’t like any of the ones I recommend, there are still plenty of others you could try. The ones I’ve selected are over here.”

He took me over to a corner of the spider pen that was sectioned off. Four spiders scurried about, playing tag with each other.

“As you can see, they’re all very fast,” Andy pointed out. “They’ve also been taught the main hide and seek commands, so you don’t have to train them from scratch. We don’t have much time, and I feel that these four offer you the best chance of success. Watch this. HIDE!”

The four spiders immediately stopped rushing around and stood, still as statues. However, as I watched, I could see them starting to twitch and fidget. This was no good. If we were hiding underneath some branches, the slightest movements could give away our position. If they couldn’t stay still for more than a few seconds in the easy conditions of the spider pen, how could I expect them to freeze in a hiding place that could be very uncomfortable and where they’d need to stay for a very long time?

“None of these will do,” I shook my head.

I turned to survey the rest of the spiders playing around. I could tell just by looking at them that they were young and inexperienced.

“There is another possibility,” Andy told me.

“What?”

“I’ve contacted Freddie Sycamore.”

“Not the Freddie Sycamore?” Freddie Sycamore was famous for breeding champion spiders and in his day, he’d been a very successful hide and seek player himself.

“The very one,” smiled Andy. “I’ve explained our predicament and he has very generously offered to lend us one of his champion spiders. In return, you’ll need to wear a vest with his name on it, and obviously, he’ll expect you to win, but I don’t think that will be a problem, do you?”

“As long as the vest isn’t too brightly colored,” I agreed.

“All right then,” nodded Andy. “I’ll let Freddie know, and we can start training.”


Day 9




“Sorry, Blue,” said Andy, as he came to visit me and Matilda the next day. “Freddie said that he won’t let us have a spider unless we have dinner with him first. He wants to meet you and make sure that you look after his spider properly.”

“I’m a championship hide and seek player! Of course I’ll look after his spider properly,” I exclaimed.

“I know that,” soothed Andy, “but you know how those eccentric billionaire types are. Indulge his little whim for now. Just think of the amazing spider you’ll have at the end of it.”

I stroked Matilda’s head. She was better than she had been, but she was still far from well and I worried that she could still take a turn for the worse, despite the vet insisting that she would be fine with rest.

“I have an amazing spider now,” I reminded Andy.

“Of course you do,” he said. “I’m not saying that Matilda isn’t great, but we both know that she’s in no shape for the competition. We have to be realistic here. I know that the two of you have a great bond, but you’re the best hide and seek player in the world. YOU are. There’s no doubt in my mind that you would still have won all those titles without Matilda.”

I said nothing. Andy was a great coach, but sometimes he was clueless. There’s a saying. Those who can’t hide and seek teach it instead, and that was certainly true of Andy. He’d never managed to win a championship or even a local contest, but he was amazing at bringing out the best in his pupils. It was times like these that I could understand why he’d never done well in contests. He just couldn’t understand the bond between spider and skeleton. That bond was what made all the difference. It was what transformed a loser into a winner. You couldn’t just manufacture it overnight. I wasn’t even convinced that I could do it in the couple of weeks I had before the competition, even with one of Freddie Sycamore’s world-class spiders.

“Anyway,” Andy went on. “I said to Freddie that we will go over to his place tomorrow evening so that you can meet him and discuss strategies. Make sure that you’re on your best behavior. Upset Freddie and we might as well throw in the towel now.”

“Yes, sir.” I rolled my eyes. Did Andy think I was dumb?


Day 10




I looked up at the castle looming in front of us. “Is this where Freddie Sycamore lives?”

“Yup,” grinned Andy. “Pretty impressive, isn’t it? And wait until you see the inside.”

We walked up to the main entrance and Andy banged on the large door knocker.

It took a few minutes before somebody opened the door, but at last, the door creaked open and a butler stood before us.

“Yes?”

“Andy Butterfly and Blue Mirage to see Freddie Sycamore,” Andy told him.

“Ah yes. The master is expecting you. Follow me.”

The butler turned and walked off into the depths of the castle. Andy and I looked at each other before hurrying after him.
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I gazed around me, mouth open wide at the impressive castle. I’d never seen anything like it. Matilda and I lived in a modest shack in the heart of the forest. It wasn’t much, but nobody disturbed us during the day, so we could rest safely. The closest I’d ever been to anywhere like this was when we went on a school trip to a Nether fortress, but that didn’t have the large chandeliers and grand tapestries of Freddie’s castle.

When Andy said that Freddie was a billionaire, he wasn’t joking.

“Through here.” The butler stood by an open door and we went in to find ourselves in a comfortable reception room with a large open fire in the corner. “Please make yourselves at home. Help yourselves to refreshments. I’ll tell the master you’re here.”

He disappeared off, closing the door behind him, leaving Andy and me to wander around the room.

“This is amazing!” I said as I looked at some of the pictures on the walls. “If I didn’t know better, I’d say this was an original Prenderghast.” Francis Prenderghast was Minecraftia’s most in demand artist.

“It probably is,” mumbled Andy around a mouthful of food. “Freddie is one of Prenderghast’s sponsors. I wouldn’t be surprised if he had more than a few of his works about the place.”

I stepped closer, examining the brushwork. I never thought that I would be this close to a painting that, if Andy was right, would be worth millions.

“You’re a fan of modern art?”

I turned to see a skeleton standing in the doorway that had to be Freddie Sycamore.

“Only in passing,” I shrugged. “I do like this piece though. It’s terribly dramatic.”

Freddie came to stand next to me and we both admired the vivid depiction of a spider jockey leaping out of a cave, flames following in his wake.

“I commissioned Francis to paint that for me after the terrible tragedy in the regional championship heats.”

Andy was right. It was a painting by Francis Prenderghast. I remembered the accident that inspired the piece. A group of Minecraftians had wandered right into the middle of the hide and seek tournament. Thinking that they were under attack, they draw their swords and went after all the spider jockeys. The spider jockeys had no choice but to defend themselves, but since it was daytime, many were lost when they went into the sunlight. It was one of the worst tragedies the hide and seek tournament had ever seen.

“You can have the painting if you like,” offered Freddie.

“Oh, I couldn’t possibly,” I protested.

“Of course you can,” Freddie insisted. “I’ll have Charles package it up for you and you can take it with you when you leave.”

“Thank you, Freddie,” I said. I had no idea where I could hang it, though. And with a painting that was worth millions, I was going to have to be careful that nobody stole it. It was an incredible gesture, but I couldn’t help feeling that it was going to be more trouble than it was worth.

“Anyway,” smiled Freddie. “Much as I could talk about art all night, that’s not what you came here for. I’m more interested in knowing about your plans for the hide and seek competition. Are you going to win again?”

“That was the plan,” I replied sadly. “Until somebody poisoned Matilda, I had no doubt that I was going to win. But now that she’s not going to be able to compete with me...”

“Don’t worry,” Freddie reassured me. “I’ve got a lot of good spiders in my stables. They might not be your Matilda, but they’ll give you the best possible chance of winning without her.”

Although I’d had my concerns about coming to meet Freddie Sycamore, the more time I spent with him, the more I liked him. For all his wealth, he was very down to earth and, unlike Andy, he really seemed to understand the importance of having a connection with your spider.

After the best dinner I’ve ever tasted, Freddie led me and Andy down to his stables.

“Although I’m more than happy to give you my recommendations for which spiders I think will suit you, I think it would be best if I just let you walk through the pens and see if any of them call to you,” said Freddie.

“Thanks, Freddie,” I told him. “That’s perfect.”

I walked past spider after spider, looking for the right one. There was no doubt that Freddie took great care of his beasts, and I could see that he had spiders that were bred for championship hide and seek playing. However, I wasn’t interested in any of the flashy, athletic creatures.

No, the spider that caught my eye was small and unassuming. It didn’t try to grab my attention, unlike most of the other spiders, and when I walked into its pen it froze, not coming over to say hello, as most spiders would have.

“This is the one,” I announced.

“Are you sure?” asked Andy. “The one in the pen back there was a lot faster. That’s just what you need to give yourself a head start when the counting starts. This one doesn’t look like it has much of a top speed at all.”

“Looks can be deceiving,” Freddie told him. “We’ve actually timed this one at some of the fastest speeds we’ve ever seen in a spider. The big problem you’re going to have this fellow is keeping him under control. He has all the skills you could want from a top spider, but he doesn’t like doing what he’s told. Everything has to be on his terms, so if you want a spider that is easy to work with, you’d be better off with one of the others.”

I looked the spider in the eye. “This one will do just fine.”


Day 11




I stroked Matilda’s head gently. She was definitely looking better, but she was a long way from being well.

“Well, old girl,” I said. “Looks like I found another spider to work with. He’s not you and I don’t know if he’ll ever be half as good as you, but I have to win the championship. One of the other spider jockeys in the contest poisoned you and there’s no way I can let someone like that beat me.”

Matilda purred in agreement.

“I’m glad you understand, Matilda,” I told her, kissing the top of her head. “Now you just concentrate on getting better and I’ll focus on bringing back the title. There’s a world record with my name on it!”


Day 12




Andy and I waited anxiously for Freddie’s spider handler to arrive with my new spider, Max.

“I hope you know what you’re doing,” murmured Andy, as we saw the handler making his way towards us, battling with the spider to keep it on track. 

I rushed forward. “Don’t drag him like that!” I scolded the handler. “No wonder he doesn’t want to walk with you.”

“I’ve been working with spiders for years,” the handler sniffed. “Trust me when I say that there is no other way to get this beast to move.”

Oh really?” I raised an eyebrow. Or at least I would have done if skeletons had eyebrows. “We’ll soon see about that.”

“Good luck with that,” said the handler gruffly, as he thrust the lead into my hand before walking off without a backward glance.

“That spider looks like trouble. It’s still not too late to change your mind, you know,” Andy advised.

I looked Max straight in the eye. “I’m not going to change my mind. This is the perfect spider for me.”


Day 13




It was the first training and things couldn’t have been worse. Every time I tried to climb onto Max’s back, he bucked me off.

“This is a waste of time,” said Andy, shaking his head.

“No, it’s not,” I replied. “Max just needs careful handling. “

“We haven’t got time for this. The championship is only a couple of weeks away,” Andy reminded me.

“I know.”

“Gah! Call me when you’re ready to start being serious about your training again.” Andy threw up his hands in disgust and stomped off.

I turned to Max. “Andy doesn’t understand,” I told him. “He looked at those other spiders and all he could see was speed and strength. That’s all that really matters to him. But you and I both know that while speed and strength are great, what really matters when it comes to hide and seek is cunning and intelligence, and I knew from the moment that I saw you that you were the smartest spider in the stable.”

Max chittered, a strange sound that was almost as though he was saying that he agreed with me.

“Anyway,” I went on. “Something tells me that you are much faster and stronger than you look. Freddie said that he timed you running some of the fastest speeds he’d ever seen and although nobody could get you to cooperate to test your strength, I reckon that you’d have no problems pushing a boulder in the path of my opponent.”

I was absolutely positive that Max nodded.

Yes, this was most definitely the right spider for me.


Day 14




It was the strangest thing. Max had started to let me sit on his back. We’d even run a few circuits of the mine together. Yet every time Andy came around, Max bucked me off, and refused to obey any commands.

“If you can’t get that spider to cooperate,” Andy warned me, “I can’t coach you anymore. This is a joke. You’re a championship hide and seek player and the way you’re performing now, you’re worse than my amateur kids.”

“I don’t understand it,” I told him. “Max was doing just fine earlier this morning, honest.”

“Well, I’ll believe it when I see it,” retorted Andy. “It’s no good having a spider who won’t play hide and seek in front of an audience. You know as well as I do that when you compete you’ll have a whole heap of people watching, including the judges. If your spider suffers from stage fright, it’s an instant disqualification.”

I sighed, as I watched Max scurrying up the walls on the other side of the cavern. I didn’t know what his problem was, but if I couldn’t fix it, Andy was right. We’d be eliminated from the contest and I’d go from hero to zero in an instant.

“Is there any news on finding out who poisoned Matilda?” I asked, trying to change the subject from Max’s poor performance.

“Nothing as yet.” Andy shook his head. “Whoever did it was careful to cover their tracks. The vet said that the poison used was very rare. The only reason he was able to identify it was because he’d done his university dissertation about poisons. A different vet might not have caught it in time.”

I shuddered as I thought about how close my sweet Matilda had come to dying. Thank goodness Andy had known the right vet to take her to.

“Anyway,” Andy continued. “You can rest assured that I’m doing everything I can to uncover the culprit. I can’t bear the thought of you being forced compete against such a lowlife cheat.”

Neither could I. I didn’t mind being beaten if someone was better than me, but poisoning my spider was something else. How could anybody be happy winning if they had to do something like that to get the crown?


Day 15




Max is an incredible spider. I was right to choose him. He’s so responsive. He seems to know exactly what I want him to do before I tell him to do it.

I’m not surprised that Freddie’s handlers struggled with him though. He’s definitely an alpha male who likes to work with you as an equal. From what I saw of Freddie’s staff, they were all the type of people who expected the spider to, when they told him to jump, ask them how high. Would you want to work with someone who automatically assumed you were stupid and just wanted to boss you around all the time?

He really doesn’t like Andy though. I can’t understand why. Andy’s never done anything to hurt him, but Max won’t let Andy anywhere near him. And that’s a problem. Andy’s right about that at least. It doesn’t matter how amazing Max is when it’s just the two of us. If I can’t get Max to behave when we have people watching, then we don’t stand a chance of winning.

I’m not sure what the best thing to do would be. Andy has all but given up on coaching me. He said that unless I get rid of Max, there’s nothing he can do to help. The problem is, although Freddie has dozens of spiders for me to choose from, none of them are in the same league as Max. None of them struck me as truly being championship spiders. If I were to switch spiders again, I would be guaranteeing a loss.

There’s a part of me that thinks I should just withdraw from the competition, handover my crown, and retire from hide and seek altogether. I could become a coach like Andy. It wouldn’t be a bad life and just because I don’t own the world record out right, doesn’t take away from the fact that I’m still a record holder, even if I have to share the title.

However, I’m too much of a competitor to just give in. There has to be a way to get Max up to championship standard, with or without Andy.


Day 16




Two policemen came to visit me today. They said they had news about who poisoned Matilda.

“So you know who it is?” I said excitedly.

“Not exactly,” said one.

“But we know who it isn’t,” the other told me.

“I don’t understand. What do you mean?” I said.

“We’ve been through all the other competitors in the hide and seek competition,” explained the first policeman, “and none of them were responsible for poisoning Matilda. They all have airtight alibis and we are reliably informed that the type of poison used is so rare that only a few people can get hold of it. Although it seemed like the most obvious choice, there’s just simply no way anyone in the hide and seek competition was involved in the poisoning.”

“But maybe they paid someone else to do it,” I suggested. “It doesn’t make any sense. It has to have been one of my rivals.”

“All our inquiries say otherwise,” replied one of the policemen. “Trust us, Blue, we take this very seriously. Championship spiders are valuable and we cannot let anyone think that they can poison our spiders and get away with it. We are doing the best we can, but as you know, spider jockeys are a very select group of skeletons. This means that our pool of suspects is relatively small and we’ve worked overtime to eliminate your competitors from our inquiries. No, whoever did this to Matilda isn’t a hide and seek player. Is there anyone else you can think of who might want it to hurt you or your spider?”
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I thought hard and shook my head. “I don’t have any enemies that I know about,” I told them.

“Then we suggest you be careful,” advised the second policeman. If someone tried to hurt your spider, there’s a good chance that they’ll hurt you if they feel their plan isn’t succeeding.”

His words sent shivers of fear down my spine as they said goodbye and went back to their investigations. They were right. Whoever had done this to Matilda could very well come after me next time. I was going to have to be on high alert at all times, at least until the contest started. Just because the police didn’t think any of my competitors were involved didn’t mean that they weren’t.

From now on, I couldn’t trust anyone.


Day 17




Work was going well with Max. He was a very fast learner and excellent at hiding. We played a few games of hide and seek in the forest, taking turns being hider and seeker, so I could get him used to the rules of the game. He had a natural talent for finding unusual hiding places that most spiders would ignore. One time I found him squeezed into a barrel. Somehow, he’d managed to stack apples on top of himself, so that anyone casually glancing at the barrel would think that his eyes were juicy, red apples. Genius!

“Good boy, Max,” I told him, patting him on the head as I fed him a few juicy flies as a treat. “That was excellent. Keep this up and I’ll have to get you to show Matilda a trick or two.”

Max chittered and rubbed his head against my hand.

“Are you ready for the next round?”

Max nodded his head.
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“All right. This time I’ll hide and you can seek.”

Although Max didn’t know how to count, he seemed to understand the notion of needing to give me some time to find a good place to hide. He closed his eyes, and I dashed off, looking for a good place to conceal myself in.

There was an abandoned shelter in the middle of the forest, and I decided to go inside to give Max the experience of looking for someone in a house. There are surprisingly few places to hide in a house that won’t get you discovered within five seconds, but I had developed a few techniques that gave me an advantage over my opponents.

I could hear Max setting off after me, so I didn’t have much time. Quickly, I grabbed a few planks from the wall and put them up around me, creating a dummy room that would be difficult to spot. There wasn’t much space for me inside, but that was fine. As a championship hide and seek player, I was used to staying in cramped conditions for hours on end.

I heard the sound of Max scuttling around in the room where I’d built my hiding place. He was fast! I hadn’t expected him to get this close quite so soon. If he could perform this well in the competition, we’d get bonus points for speed.

BANG, BANG, BANG!

I jumped, as Max bashed a hole in the wall around me. I swear that he was grinning as he pulled down the planks to reveal my position.

“Well done, Max,” I smiled. “I think you’re ready to begin training as a team.”


Day 18




Max and Matilda seem to be good friends. Although they each had their own nest, every morning, when I got up to see them before training, Max had always climbed into Matilda’s nest and curled up to sleep next to her. Although most skeletons say that spiders are stupid, I’ve always known that they were highly intelligent creatures. I think it was my appreciation for their intelligence that allowed me to develop such close bonds with my spiders, leading me to victory time and time again.

Since spiders are really clever, I wasn’t surprised to notice Max and Matilda seeming to talk to each other. I wish I knew what they were talking about. Were they discussing hide and seek? Was Matilda telling him embarrassing stories about me?

And had Matilda told Max who had poisoned her?

If only I could speak their language, the mystery of what had happened to Matilda would be solved.

“So you stuck with that waste of space of the spider?” sneered Andy, coming into the spider stables. “You know that I warned you that if you didn’t find another spider to work with, I wouldn’t be able to help you. The competition is only a few days away. Do you really think you will be able to perform at your best without coaching? I know you’re good, Blue, but behind every champion hide and seeker, there’s a championship coach. You would never have won all those trophies if it wasn’t for me.”

“I know, Andy,” I sighed. “And don’t think that I don’t appreciate everything you’ve done for me. But Max is amazing! You must believe me.”

“Then prove it,” demanded Andy. “Meet me at the swamp playing area tomorrow. Show me what this spider of yours can do. Convince me he’s worth the effort. If you do, I promise you that I’ll do everything I can to guarantee you victory. If not...” He shrugged. “I guess you’re not the champion I thought you were.”

“Don’t worry,” I promised. “When you see what Max can do, you’ll understand why I chose him.”


Day 19




“Now Max,” I said. “Tomorrow we’re going to do a demonstration for Andy.”

Max squeaked angrily.

“Don’t be like that!” I pleaded. “Andy is a great coach. I know that he didn’t see your potential, that’s why this demonstration is so important. Once he sees what an amazing spider you are, he’ll come round and help me win the world championship. Do you know how many spiders win their very first contest, let alone the world championship?”

Max shook his head.

“No spider does! You’d be making history. Don’t you want to make history, Max?”

Max shrugged. I suppose history isn’t all that important to spiders. Still, he could see how important this was to me, so when we started training together, he worked even harder than usual.

We were working on submersion tactics. When a spider jockey goes into water, it’s a skeleton’s natural instinct to jump off. We hate getting wet. However, a good spider will protect their rider, by wrapping them in cobweb. Not only does this stop us from getting wet, it also helps us breathe underwater, since they weave in a breathing tube. Not many spiders have the ability to weave fast enough for their skeleton, so mastering this technique was crucial to give us an edge in the contest.

I wasn’t surprised to discover that Max was a natural. His webs were very strong and he was as fast at spinning them as he was at running up walls.

“Keep this up, Max!” I crowed. “Even Matilda found this tricky. The fact that you picked this up in a morning is incredible. Nobody will expect a spider new to hide and seek to be able to do this. This will really give us an edge in the contest. Most spider jockeys hate hiding in an area filled with lakes. I was one of them. With you by my side, if we get one this time, we are almost guaranteed to win. Now let’s work on hiding on the ceiling. If you can spin a web to keep me dry in the water, you’ll find it easy to spin a web to secure me to the ceiling.”

Max sped ahead as we made our way over to the mines. He was a completely different spider than the one I’d met in Freddie’s stables. It turned out that all he needed was a little love and respect. Who’d have thought it?


Day 20




“Now, Max. I want you to be on your best behavior for Andy. I know you don’t like him for some reason, but he’s my coach and we’ve been working together successfully for a long time. It wouldn’t feel right to go into the world championship without him by my side. Treat this like you would the contest. After all, when we compete, there will be hundreds of people watching, not just Andy. This should be easy in comparison.”

I could tell that Max wasn’t happy about Andy being around, but he trusted me and when Andy arrived to watch our demonstration, Max barely flinched when Andy reached out and patted him on the head.

“Good boy, Max,” I whispered in his ear before mounting his back.

“Right, Blue,” said Andy. “I’m going to make it easy for you to begin with. I’ll give you a count of 30.”

“Make it 20,” I countered.

Andy shrugged. “If you insist.”

He started counting and I urged Max into the swamp. Most spiders hated the damp environment, but Max had an uncanny ability to find paths and places to run along to keep his feet dry.

We raced past the witch’s hut, abandoned after the witch had been defeated by a Minecraftian. It was far too obvious a choice, and in any case, with a head start of 20, there was still plenty of time to find somewhere else.
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At last, I spotted it. A large, leafy bush. No, I wasn’t going to hide under that. Again, that was far too obvious. But there was a small shrub close by. I could get Max to weave a web around me so that I could hide to the swamp water, while Max blended in with the shrub. Andy would never expect that.

Years of experience had taught me never to laugh when someone came looking, but it was difficult to stifle a giggle when I heard Andy crashing through the swamp on his way towards us. I knew that he could never find us and sure enough, after poking about in the large bush, he moved on, deep into the swamp.

Gingerly, I reached out through the web and gently stroked Max to reassure him that he was doing the right thing. He didn’t so much as shiver in response, which was just what you want. His ability to stay completely still, was very impressive. The only other spider who came close to his statuesque skills was Matilda. High praise indeed.

At last, after what seemed like hours, but was probably only one, I heard Andy calling. “Okay, Blue!” he yelled. “You win! You can come out now.”

Grinning, I pushed my way out of Max’s web, and got back in the saddle to ride back to where Andy was waiting for us.

“Pretty good stuff,” Andy admitted grudgingly. “Where were you all that time?”

“In the water,” I replied smugly. “Max is a genius at web spinning.”

“Is he now?” Andy looked at Max with newfound respect.

“So what do you think?” I asked. “Was I right or was I right?”

“He’ll do,” was all Andy said.


Day 21




Training with Andy was tough. It involved early mornings and late nights and lots and lots of exercise. If you thought that Max was the one to do all the running, while I rode in comfort, you’d be wrong. Andy insisted that I ran alongside him and if I didn’t run as fast as Max, he’d make me do 50 sit ups and 50 push ups as a punishment. It’s hard to keep up with someone who has four times as many legs as you, and since it had been a while since I’d trained with Andy, I wasn’t in as good a shape as I should have been. I did more than my fair share of sit ups and push ups that day.

“You call yourself a champion?” roared Andy. “My grandmother can run faster than you and she’s 176!”

I said nothing. I was too out of breath to speak.

Still, it wasn’t all physical torture. We discussed a lot of strategy, as well as examining the tactics of my opponents. George Plum was my closest rival. He’d won a lot of regional contests and consistently placed in the top five over the past few years in the world championship.

“George’s strength is in the desert,” Andy told me. “He’s very good at burying into the sand without leaving a trace. If you’re assigned the desert when you go up against him, you’ll need to put Max on high alert. The sand interferes with a spider’s sense of smell, but he may spot subtle disturbances in the sand that you miss, and you’ll need all the help you can get to find George.”

“What about Clint Rhubarb?” I asked. “I hear that he’s making a comeback this year.”

“You heard right,” Andy nodded, “but I wouldn’t worry too much about him. He’s been out of the game for too long. A younger player would have taken the time to improve their skill, but Clint was already at his peak. Someone like him, taking time out will just see him lose his edge. Still, you’re right not to underestimate him. He’s always been a solid performer and if you go up against him in the mine, he will certainly give you a run for your money.”

I could have talked strategy all day, but time was running out. The world championship was looming and soon it would be time to put theory into practice.


Day 22
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Andy put us through our paces on the obstacle course today. It’s a good lesson in remembering that there’s more to hide and seek then simply hiding and seeking. When searching for the perfect place to conceal yourself, you often have to race through difficult terrain, and many a hide and seek player have lost - or won - a challenge simply by being in better shape than their opponent.

It was hard going, and at last, I begged Andy to let us take a rest.

“Not just yet,” he said. “Have a drink of water instead.”

I reached for my water bottle, but it was empty. I looked over and saw Andy’s backpack. “Do you mind if I have some of your drink?” I asked.

“Of course not,” said Andy, as he checked some of the obstacle course equipment.

I found a strange bottle in his backpack. I pulled out the cork and lifted it. “It smells like water,” I shrugged and lifted it up to take a sip.

“NO!” yelled Andy. He raced towards me, slapping the bottle out of my hand, where it smashed on the floor.

“What did you do that for?” I asked.

Andy said nothing. There was a strange, steaming noise. I looked down and saw the liquid dissolving the floor of the platform we were standing on.

I looked at Andy. “You’ve got some explaining to do.”

Andy opened and shut his mouth, but no words came out. Suddenly, he turned and ran. Max made an attempt to go after him, but I put out a hand to stop him. “Wait. We need to gather some of this liquid. If it is what I think it is, we found our poisoner. And if Andy is responsible for poisoning Matilda, there’s nowhere he can hide and be safe. I’m the world champion hide and seek player, remember? We’ll find him, no matter how far he goes.”


Day 23




“This is definitely the same poison that was used on Matilda,” said the policeman grimly, after analyzing the sample I’d given him. “Where did you get it from?”

I could hardly bring myself to say the words. “My coach Andy,” I whispered finally.

“Your coach?” The policeman shook his head. “No wonder we weren’t getting anywhere with finding the culprit. I’d never have guessed that your own coach would sabotage your chances like that.”

“Neither would I,” I agreed sadly. “I always thought that Andy was the one person I could trust, the one person who would look after me, no matter what.”

“Maybe somebody bribed him,” suggested the policeman.

“Well, if they did, it must have been a lot of money,” I said. “I still can’t imagine Andy doing something like that just for money. He’s always been so vocal about how much he hates cheats.”

“Whatever the reason, we’ll soon find the truth,” the policeman reassured me. “Andy won’t escape justice for long.”

He certainly wouldn’t. Not with me on the case.

I went to the stables where Max was waiting for me. “Come on Max,” I said as I saddled him up. “We’re going to find Andy, no matter how long it takes. He’s got a lot of explaining to do.”

Max chittered in agreement. This explained why he’d never liked Andy. If I was right, and spiders did have a language, Matilda must have told him that Andy was the one who’d poisoned her. No wonder he’d always tried to stay away from Andy.

I jumped on his back. “Seek, Max, seek!” I kicked him into action and Max sped forward.

Let Andy try and hide from us. We’d find him, wherever he was.


Day 24




Skeletons and spider jockeys were coming from far and wide for the hide and seek world championship, so Max and I were struggling against the tide of newcomers. If I thought that all the strange skeletons would confuse Max’s sense of smell, it would appear that I was wrong. Max moved forward smoothly, a spider on a mission.

“Isn’t that Blue?” cried a little boy, tugging at his mom’s hand.

“Don’t be silly, Reg,” she said. “Blue wouldn’t be out here like this. He’s going to be competing. He’ll be in training right now. That’s just a skeleton who looks like him.”

Normally, I would have stopped and signed autographs for the little boy. I would at least have laughed at his mom’s silliness, but I had no time to waste. I had to catch Matilda’s poisoner. What’s more, I had to do it in time to be back for the start of the competition. If I missed the starting whistle, Andy and whoever had persuaded him to do this, would have won. Although there was a part of me that didn’t care about the world championship, I wasn’t going to let Matilda, Max, and my hard work go to waste. Matilda would want us to get the world record and Max deserved to show the world what an amazing spider he was.

Nobody would know it, but this was the most important hide and seek challenge of my life.

Suddenly, Max stopped dead in his tracks, sniffing the air.

“What is it Max? Have you found him?”

Max sped off. I almost fell off the saddle with the suddenness of his movement. It wasn’t long before I recognized where he was going.

Freddie’s castle!

Was Freddie the one who’d bribed Andy? It certainly looked that way.

Max ran towards the castle, and raced up the walls without bothering to knock on the door. We were going inside the castle whether Freddie liked it or not.

Once inside the castle, he headed straight for the stables and that’s where we found Andy, quivering in fear, buried underneath a large pile of hay.

“All right, Andy,” I commanded. “You can come out now. The jig is up and I know all about your and Freddie’s wicked plan.”

“What wicked plan?”

I turned to see Freddie coming up behind me.

“I apologize if I startled you, Blue,” said Freddie, “but I’m sure you’ll appreciate that when someone breaks into my castle, I take the matter very seriously.”

“You!” It took all I had not to punch him in the nose. “It’s thanks to you that my poor Matilda was poisoned. If I’d known that you were so desperate for me to ride one of your spiders, I would never have agreed to take Max.”

“What are you talking about?” said Freddie.

“Don’t act the innocent with me,” I shouted. “I know everything! I know all about how you bribed Andy to poison Matilda to try and get me out of the contest. I suppose that when that didn’t work, you decided that having me ride one of your spiders to victory was the next best thing. After all, you can charge a lot more for your spiders if you’ve bred the one that wins the world championship.”

“It’s a fascinating theory,” said Freddie, “but I’m afraid you’re completely wrong. I’ve never paid a penny to Andy, and I certainly wouldn’t have poisoned a spider as magnificent as Matilda. That would be a terrible crime.”

“Yes it would.”

We all looked round to see a group of policemen standing at the entrance to the stables. They must have followed me and Max.

“Would someone please explain to me what exactly is going on here?” asked Freddie.

The police looked at him. 

Freddie looked at me.

I looked at Andy.

“I did it,” Andy finally confessed. “I poisoned Matilda.”

“We know that,” I barked. “But who put you up to it? If it wasn’t Freddie, who was it?”

“No one,” sobbed Andy. “It was all my idea. I thought it would be a good way to get more publicity for you.”

“Andy.” I shook my head, unable to believe what I was hearing. “I’m going for a record beating world championship win. That’s publicity enough!”

“No it’s not,” wept Andy. “You see, I spent all the money we got in sponsorship deals. I needed more. A story about a jealous rival poisoning Matilda was bound to get financial support and I was right. Freddie gave you a world-class spider for free. That was just the start of it. Besides, I made sure that Matilda wasn’t really hurt. I knew exactly which vet to take her to and she’ll be fine soon. No harm, no foul.”

“Are you kidding me?” I lunged for him, but Freddie held me back before I could do any damage.

“Take him away, officers,” Freddie ordered and the policemen took Andy off to his new home in the prison.

The billionaire turned to me. “I know it’s easy for me to say,” he told me, “but you mustn’t let what happened with Andy make you lose your focus. I wasn’t surprised that you chose Max. Between you and me, he was always my favorite spider too. The pair of you need to go on and win the competition. For Matilda.”

“For Matilda,” I echoed.


Day 25




It was the day before the competition started and word had spread about what Andy had done. I was surprised by just how much support I got from the other competitors. I guess nobody liked to think that a coach could do such a thing to his spider jockey.

Still, I was under no illusion that my opponents were going to give me a break once the contest started. If I wanted to win my ninth title and cement my place in history as the greatest hide and seek player who ever lived, I was going to have to bring my A game and then some.


Day 26




It was strange facing a contest without Andy by my side to cheer me on. He’d been my coach for years and I didn’t realize just how much I’d come to rely on him to support me.

Max seemed to understand that I wasn’t feeling myself and he was extra cuddly when I went to saddle him up in the morning of the first heat.

“Okay, Max,” I told him. “This is the day of reckoning. The first round is a mass free for all. We’ll lose half of the entrance today alone. They select hiders and seekers by random, evenly splitting the field. The first 10 to be found will be disqualified and then we swap over. Once again, the first 10 to be found will be disqualified, and so on and so on until half of the contestants are out. The second round sees people paired up individually in sudden-death matches, and then on the last day the two remaining contestants go head-to-head until one emerges victorious. I’m going to be that one.”

Max nodded, what looked suspiciously like a wicked grin spreading across his face.

Andy was right about one thing. Having someone poison my spider definitely got the crowd on my side, and knowing that it was my coach behind it, won me even more sympathy.

“Blue! Blue! Blue! Blue!” chanted the crowd, as I waved to them.
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“We love you, Blue!” yelled the little boy I’d seen yesterday.

“Find them, Blue!” urged Freddie. “Find them all!”

I was in the group of seekers for the first round, and I could feel Max tent under me, ready to spring forward at the first whistle. The moment the referee blew it, he darted out, taking me to a hider within seconds.

“You’re out!” ruled the referee, but Max didn’t wait to hear his decision. He was already on his way to uncover a second, then a third hider.

Before long, 10 hiders had been eliminated, and Max had been responsible for a lot of them.

“Good boy, Max.” I patted his head. “Now let’s show them how well you can hide.”

Max was an even better hider than a seeker. Nobody had a chance, once he’d buried us under rubble that looked exactly like someone had set off a trap.

Before long, the first day of competition was over and we were right the top of the leaderboard, just where we belonged.


Day 27




The second day saw the individual match ups, which were more challenging than the free for alls. In the first round, there was an element of luck. Weaker hide and seek players could get by just by being luckier than their opponents.

When you’re matched up with a single opponent, luck has no part to play. Each pair had up to 5 rounds of hide and seek, with the 1st to win three games moving forward to the next round.

My first opponent was unfortunate enough to be matched up with me, the previous year’s world champion, in his first attempt at the title. Young and inexperienced, he didn’t stand a chance against me and Max, but the experience of playing at such a high level would certainly benefit him in the future, and I could see that he had a lot of potential. Still, all the potential in the world doesn’t matter when you face the best, and Max and I were on top form. We powered through each of our rounds, never losing a single point. At this rate, they might as well skip the final day of the contest and just give us the crown.

The competition was ours to lose.


Day 28




Although Max and I won our heats without any difficulty, the same wasn’t true of the rest of the field, and the second round spilled over into a second day to determine who was going into the final challenge.

Usually, I would watch the heats with Andy by my side, both of us taking notes and observing strategies of the various players to give me the best chance of beating them. However, with Andy locked up in prison, I couldn’t stop thinking about him and in the end, I decided to go and see him one last time. Maybe if I looked him in the eye, I could understand why he done what he had.

“Blue!” cried Andy, as he saw me come up to the bars of his cell. “It’s so good to see you! How is Matilda doing?”

“Better,” I replied. “No thanks to you.”

“I really am sorry,” Andy told me. “You must believe me when I say that I never wanted anyone to get hurt, least of all Matilda. She’s a great spider and I knew it was a risk taking her out so close to the contest, but if I hadn’t have done it then, we would never have attracted the same level of publicity.”

“But why do it at all?” I asked. “Andy, I am going for my ninth title. That’s publicity enough. Surely you can’t need that much money!”

“Oh yes I do. I owe a lot of people a lot of money.”

When he told me just how much money was involved, my jaw dropped. After I’d picked it up off the floor and reattached it, I still didn’t know what to say.

“I know, I know,” said Andy. “I messed up.”

“You should have told me that you were in so much trouble,” I said. “I could have helped.”

“I was too proud to tell you,” shrugged Andy. “How could I admit to the one person who looked up to me that I’d made such a mess of my life? I’ve made a string of bad choices, and I’m sorry for all of them. To tell you the truth, I’m glad that you caught me. Maybe some time in prison will help me get my life back on track. And then maybe when I come out, we can be friends again.”

He looked up at me hopefully, I wasn’t quite ready to forgive him. Not just yet. Not until Matilda was completely better.

“We’ll see,” was all I said.
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“Mr. Blue?”

A policeman came up and tapped me on the shoulder.

“Yes?”

“I’m sorry to disturb you, but apparently you’re wanted. You’re supposed to be playing hide and seek. Just one more round to determine who the finalists will be.”

“I’ll be right there,” I promised.

I looked at Andy. I don’t think I’d ever seen a more pitiful sight.

“I hope you do manage to turn your life around,” I said. “I’ll come back and let you know how Matilda is doing.”

“Thank you,” Andy smiled.

I turned to leave.

“And Blue?”

“Yes?”

“Go get ‘em!”

“I will,” I grinned as I went off to see who my challenger was. Fired up with my visit to Andy, poor Django Beckett didn’t stand a chance and I beat him in short order. The way that I felt, I could have beaten him with my eyes closed and one hand tied behind my back.


Day 29




At last, the day of reckoning had arrived. My ninth final of the world championship. Win today’s challenge, and the record was mine outright.

Against all odds, Clint Rhubarb had made it through to the finals proving that, sometimes, you could take a break from the sport and come back fighting.

We stood facing each other, the referee between us holding the bag with the tokens that would determine who would hide and who would seek.

“Do you want to choose?” He asked me. As the returning champion, I had the right to pick the first token.

“No. Clint can have the honor,” I replied.

Clint reached deep into the bag and pulled out a blue token with a large S painted on it. I took out the remaining red token marked with an H.

I would be hiding and Clint would be seeking, just the way I liked it.

Our first round was in the forest. Not my favorite location, but it did give me plenty of options and the moment Clint started counting, Max raced deep into the heart of the woods, looking for somewhere to hide.

We’d found a fallen tree that was big enough to squeeze into as I heard Clint call “Ready or not! Here I come!”

“I have an idea,” I whispered to Max. “Do you think you can double back?”

Max nodded, understanding exactly what I wanted him to do. As Clint came crashing through the trees, Max used the noise to cover the sound of him scuttling back to the starting point. I’d noticed a great tree right next to the entrance to the playing zone. I urged Max up the trunk and we waited up there for Clint to find us.

And waited.

And waited.

Eventually, Clint gave up! The first round went to me and I’d barely broken a sweat.

When Clint went to hide, I knew that he’d try a similar tactic. Fortunately, Max was a much quieter spider than Clint’s spider, so when Clint tried to sneak around me, we caught him in the act. 

I’d won the first two points. Just one more and the title, as well as the world record, were mine.

We changed location the next round, heading to the mine, Clint’s favorite place to hide.

I couldn’t try my diversion tactic, so this time, we went all out with traps to try and slow Clint down. When it was head-to-head like this every second counted, because the faster you found your opponent, the more points you got.

However, Clint easily dodged every trap we set and he found us much faster than I expected. I was going to have to step up my game if I wanted the title.

“Seek, Max, seek!” I urged when I’d finished counting to 20. Max leapt into action, but for once, his incredible tracking abilities seemed to have deserted him. We went round and round in circles, but we simply couldn’t find Clint. In the end, I had to forfeit.

This wasn’t good. I should have won by now. Instead, the contest would go on for one more day and if Clint found me, I’d lose the championship.


Day 30




The final round was set in the desert. Once again, it was my turn to hide. I could have gone with the obvious and buried myself in sand. It might be obvious, but you try digging for a spider in the middle of the desert. It’s like looking for a needle in a haystack.

However, I decided to try something different, and used a cactus to provide camouflage.

It worked better than expected and I watched Clint circling the area where I was, unable to pinpoint my exact location. However, just when I thought he was going to give up, he spotted me. I had to find him faster than he’d found me to win the title. With such a slow time, I was confident that Max could do it.

In this final round, the hider only got a count of 10 to conceal themselves, which meant that you had to think fast. I was positive Clint had gone with the more traditional approach of burying himself, but no matter how much we dug around, we couldn’t find him.

The seconds ticked away and finally the referee blew his whistle. The contest was over and we had lost.

I couldn’t believe it. First Matilda was poisoned, and my coach was responsible, and now I’d lost my title and with it the chance of the world record.

I could barely bring myself to go over and congratulate Clint, but I knew that the better man had won and it was the right thing to do.

“Well done, Clint,” I said, grabbing his hand to shake it.

Clint looked panicked and he tried to pull his hand away, but it was too late. I could feel the sticky substance smeared all over him.

“Referee!” I called. “Referee!”

The referee came rushing over and examined Clint’s hands. Sure enough, he’d covered them with essence of sunflower, a substance known to interfere with a spider’s sense of smell. This was how Clint had managed to do so well after taking a long break from the sport.

“Clint Rhubarb is disqualified!” announced the referee. “Blue Mirage has won the world championship!”

The crowd went wild. Max lifted me up onto his back and ran around while I waved to the crowd. I saw a familiar face and piloted Max towards Freddie, who’d come to watch the contest.

“I’ve got someone who wants to see you,” he smiled.

“Matilda!” My beloved spider scurried forward, healthy once more.

“I’ve gotten the best vet in Minecraftia to look after her,” Freddie told me. “It was the least I could do for my new spider trainer.”

“New spider trainer?”

“Yes,” Freddie said. “Watching you with Max made me realize that my trainers have been handling my spiders all wrong. I want you to come and work for me. I’ll double what you make from hide and seek, and I’ll sponsor you in all your hide and seek competitions.”

I couldn’t believe it. A new world record and a new job, working for one of the richest skeletons in all Minecraftia.

My dreams had all come true. This was the best day of my life.
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