
        
            
                
            
        

    
MINECRAFT

Diary of a Minecraft Blaze

Books Kid

Copyright © 2015 Books Kid

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced in any way whatsoever, without written permission from the author, except in case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and articles.

First edition 2015

Disclaimer:

This unofficial Minecraft diary is an original work of fan fiction which is not sanctioned nor approved by the makers of Minecraft. Minecraft is a registered trademark of and owned by Mojang AB, and its respective owners, who do not authorize, sponsor or endorse this book. All names, characters, places and other aspects of the game described herein are owned and trademarked by their respective owners.


Table of Contents




Day 1

Day 2

Day 3

Day 4

Day 5

Day 6

Day 7

Day 8

Day 9

Day 10

Day 11

Day 12

Day 13

Day 14

Day 15

Day 16

Day 17

Day 18

Day 19

Day 20

Day 21

Day 22

Day 23

Day 24

Day 25

Day 26

Day 27

Day 28

Day 29

Day 30


Day 1




[image: Image]




My name is Blake. Blake the Blaze. It sounds like a superhero or something, doesn’t it? You’d expect someone with a name like that to be able to leap tall buildings with a single bound or have laser beams come shooting out from his eyeballs or be able to catch an arrow with their teeth, but I can’t do any of that.

And in case you were wondering, I don’t wear my underwear on the outside of my pants either, since I’m a creature made of fire and anything I touch instantly bursts into flame. It’s really rather annoying, to tell the truth.

Yeah, that’s right. I’m a creature made of fire. It’s not nearly as cool as you think. You see, blazes are supposed to be able to shoot fireballs whenever we’re attacked. It’s our big power and it’s the reason why we’re one of the most feared monsters living in the Nether. 

But it doesn’t matter how hard I try, I just don’t seem to be able to make a fireball. I can’t even make a spark.

None of the other blazes know my secret. I’ve come up with all sorts of creative ways to hide my problem. Did you know that you can make lava balls? You can, you know. They’re just like a snow ball only made out of fire instead of slush and they hurt a lot more if one hits you. I always make sure that I keep a bag filled with lava with me at all times and I’ve become really good at sneaking out some lava without anyone seeing me. So far, nobody’s discovered that I’m faking it, but with graduation coming up, time is running out for me to learn. We all have to demonstrate our fireball throwing in front of the whole school and it will be impossible for me to hide.

Every day I wake up and hope that I will finally figure out how to make proper fireballs all by myself. It hasn’t happened yet, but you never know. Tomorrow could be the big day!


Day 2




When I woke up, I closed my eyes. I squeezed my fists shut and then opened them out, as if I were throwing fireballs, just as we were taught in school.

Nothing. Just like every other time I’d tried to shoot a fireball.

Sighing, I grabbed my bag and headed down to the lava stream to get my daily supply of lava. We had fireball practice at school today, so I needed to make sure that I had plenty of lava for class.

“What are you doing?”

I jumped when I heard the question. I spun round and my heart sank when I saw who was coming up to me. Jamie. I’d never liked Jamie. He was one of those annoying blazes who was always the best at everything he did. He came top of the class in every subject and he was voted class president – twice! His fireballs were the biggest, he could throw them faster than anyone else and he hit the center of the target every time. If he was my friend, I bet he could teach me how to throw fireballs, but he’s really mean to me. I don’t understand why he’s so popular.
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“Nothing,” I mumbled.

“It doesn’t look like nothing. What have you got in the bag?” 

“Nothing.”

“Oh really?” Jamie made a grab for my bag. I tried to keep it out of his reach, but it was no good. Jamie was bigger and stronger than me and he snatched it out of my hands, opening it up to see what was inside.

“Lava.” He tipped the bag out to make sure there wasn’t anything else in it. “You’re right. It was nothing. Oh well. Guess you’d better get some more. I spilled all your lava on the floor. Oops.”

He held the bag out to me, but as I went to take it from him, he dropped it, so I had to bend down to pick it up. Jamie ‘accidentally’ knocked into me as I did so I fell over.

“My bad,” Jamie snickered as he turned and left for school.

Quickly I refilled the bag, just glad that Jamie hadn’t realized what I needed the lava for. If he discovered that I couldn’t make fireballs, I’d never hear the end of it.


Day 3




School was horrible yesterday. Fireball practice was the worst. Our teacher, Mr. Shortspot, was teaching us a new technique for making fireballs. 

“This is the next step from the basic method we went over last week,” he barked. “You should all find this very simple – assuming you’ve mastered the basic method, of course.”

“Yes, sir!” we all replied. Of course, everyone else in the class had mastered the basic method, so all the other student blazes whispered excitedly to each other, wanting to know how they could make their fireballs even more powerful. 

Meanwhile, my heart sank. If I couldn’t do basic fireballs, then what chance did I have with an advanced method?

“First, get your fireball in your hand like so.” Mr. Shortspot opened his fist to reveal a perfect little fireball hovering just over his fingers.

Everyone opened their fists without even thinking about it while I fumbled around in my bag, trying to grab a handful of lava without anyone noticing. I was the last one to have a fireball in my hand and I hoped that nobody noticed that mine wasn’t hovering and it was an orange color rather than the yellow of everyone else’s.

“Now focus more energy into it to make the heat stronger and brighter.” He frowned in concentration and moments later, his fireball glowed white hot.

We all focused on our fireballs. Jamie’s went white straight away, while everyone else managed to get theirs to go at least a little whiter. 

In contrast, I was struggling to keep the shape of my fireball. Usually by now we’d thrown them at the target and lava fireballs don’t last for very long before they slide through your fingers.

“Now if you raise your arm, your fireball should move with it and you’ll find that you don’t even have to throw it. It will just fly to the target all by itself. Watch!”
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He turned towards the targets, lifting his arm as he moved. Suddenly, moving almost too fast to see, his fireball shot out of his hand and straight to the center of the target.

BAM! The paper target went up in flames.

“Now your turn.” Mr. Shortspot moved out of the way and we all tried to send our fireballs at the target. Everyone except for me, that is. I knew it wasn’t worth trying. My lava ball wasn’t going anywhere unless I threw it and if I tried to throw it, everyone would see my arm moving.

Thinking fast, I waited until the blaze next to me sent his fireball and at the same time, I spread my fingers, letting the lava dribble out between them and down to the floor.

“Very good, very good,” nodded Mr. Shortspot, not noticing that I was using lava. “Keep practicing. I want you all hitting the bullseye by the end of the lesson.”

There are some advantages to being the worst blaze in the class. Mr. Shortspot was so interested in watching what Jamie was doing and telling him how amazing he was that he didn’t pay any attention to me, which was good because I ran out of lava and ended up hiding behind other blazes so that he wouldn’t notice that I wasn’t making fireballs.

I think I’ll hide in the bathroom during the next fireball class. 


Day 4




“I thought you’d come back here again.” Jamie came out from behind a boulder while I was filling my bag with lava. “You know, I couldn’t stop thinking about your bag of lava and wondering why a blaze would want to carry lava around with him. After all, we have plenty of fire of our own, so what would you need some lava for? And then I watched you in class.”

My heart sank. 

“You can’t make fireballs, can you?”

I blushed and looked at the floor. I was doomed.

“It’s all right. Your secret is safe with me.”

“It is?” I gasped, looking up at him in hope.

“For a price.” There was nothing nice about the grin that spread over his face. “After all, we all know what happens to blazes who can’t make fireballs.”

I gulped. Blazes who couldn’t make fireballs were no use in the Nether, so they were sent up to the Overworld where they were soon killed by the Minecraftians. I had until graduation to figure out how to create fireballs or I would be exiled the moment it came to the final display and everyone saw what a fraud I was.

“I’m surprised you’ve managed to go for so long without anyone noticing. You’re pretty smart for a failure.”

I said nothing. It was the strangest compliment I’d ever been given.

“Well? Aren’t you going to ask what I want?”

“What do you want?” I said sulkily.

“No need to be like that. I’m not asking for much. I want to be the richest blaze who ever lived, that’s all. I don’t just want to work in the Nether fortress. I want to own it and tell everyone what to do while I relax all day. You’re going to help me achieve my dreams.”

“How?”

“You’re going to go into the Nether fortress and steal all the treasure from the chests.”

“I can’t do that!” I gasped. 

“You can – and you will. Otherwise everyone will know that you can’t shoot fireballs and they won’t even bother waiting for graduation - you’ll be sent straight to Minecraftia. Do we have a deal?”

“We have a deal.” I didn’t want to shake his hand, but what choice did I have? It was either try and steal from the Nether fortress, a crime punishable by exile, or be exiled right now. Neither option was great, but if I could buy myself a little time, maybe I could finally figure out the fireball thing.

Yeah. And zombie pigmen might fly.


Day 5




After school, I went over to the Nether fortress. It’s a very scary looking building and it’s weird to think that I might work there one day, just like my dad did until a Minecraftian killed him. I just need to figure out the fireball thing.

Everyone knows that the Nether fortress is filled with treasure and it’s the Netherlanders’ code that we don’t steal from the fortress. Every now and then, someone tries. You can make a lot of money selling treasure to Minecraftians. It’s much easier for them to buy diamonds from us than fight their way through the wither skeletons and ghasts for the chance of opening a few chests which may or may not have treasure hiding in it. We move the treasure round all the time to keep it safe, so the Minecraftians aren’t sure where to go to get it.

Every time a blaze has stolen treasure, they’ve been caught. It’s impossible to get into the Nether fortress and out without being caught. There are guards on every level and there’s only one way into the inner area, which is heavily guarded. 

I don’t see how I’m supposed to get treasure for Jamie. Maybe it would be better if I went to see Mr. Shortspot and confessed that I can’t make fireballs. I might be able to persuade him to let me resit the year.

The moment I had the thought, I dismissed it. I knew exactly how the conversation would go:

“Mr. Shortspot. You know all those lessons we’ve had, all that time you’ve taken to teach us how to create fireballs? Well, you were right. I am the worst student you’ve ever had and I still don’t know how to make a fireball. I’ve been cheating and using lava instead.”

“You’ve been using lava? Get out of my class and off to Minecraftia!”

No, I can’t tell Mr. Shortspot. I can’t tell anyone. I’ve made a complete mess of my life and the only way out is to figure out a way of getting into the Nether fortress without getting caught. 

It’s about as impossible as trying to make a fireball.


Day 6




“Any closer to getting my treasure yet?” Jamie was hanging around by the lava stream waiting for me again. I’m going to have to find somewhere else to get my lava. Just the sight of him makes me want to throw up.

“It’s been one day. Give me a chance.”

“Mr. Shortspot has given you plenty of chances. How many fireball lessons have we had? I know I’ve lost count. I think you’ve run out of chances. You just need to get on with it. I’m going to wait for you after school and we’re going to go to the fortress together. I’m going to watch you go inside and then you’d better come back out with my treasure or there’s going to be trouble.”

I stared at him. “Are you serious? I can’t just walk into the fortress and come back out again with treasure. If it was that easy, you’d do it yourself. Heck, anyone would do it. We’d all be rich if it was that easy!”

“You’re a bright blaze,” Jamie shrugged. “Oh wait. You’re not bright. You’re dumb. And it’s because you’re dumb that you’ll get away with it. If I went into the Nether fortress, everyone would want to know what someone as amazing as me was doing there. You go in and nobody will even notice you. Why do you think you’ve been able to get away without shooting fireballs for so long? Nobody cares what you do.”

Tears welled up, but I refused to cry. Jamie was right. I was the kind of blaze that nobody noticed. If I wasn’t on fire, I’d just fade into the background. Whenever the teachers asked a question, it didn’t matter how high I raised my hand, they always asked someone else.

“After school. I’ll be waiting. You’d better not try to hide from me or there’ll be trouble.”

Jamie looked me straight in the eye to show me that he meant it and then stalked off, leaving me wondering what I was going to do to get out of this one. 

Whatever happened, I was going to be in trouble. I might as well start packing my things already.


Day 7




I managed to avoid Jamie after school yesterday, but I wasn’t so lucky today. 

“Where were you yesterday?” he asked angrily. “I waited and waited for you. We were supposed to be going to the fortress together. Did you want me to tell Mr. Shortspot?”

“I had detention,” I lied. In fact, what I’d actually done was pretended I wasn’t feeling well and went home early, running all the way so Jamie wouldn’t catch up to me. “Miss Ticklebarn caught me cheating in a test and she made me stay behind to write out the answers a hundred times.”
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“Caught you cheating?” Jamie laughed. “Typical! You can’t even do that properly. You’re such a loser. Well, you’re here now, so let’s go.”

“Please, Jamie. Think about it. If I get caught, they’re going to want to know why I’m stealing.”

“So you’ll tell them that you needed the money. If you mention my name, you’re dead, do you hear me?”

“But Jamie-”

“No excuses, worm! We had a deal and you’re going to get me my treasure. Now go on. I want at least ten diamonds to start with.”

We’d reached the entrance to the Nether fortress and Jamie pushed me towards the door. “Go on!” he urged. “The sooner you go, the sooner you can come back with my diamonds.”

“Shh!” I urged him as a ghast floated past, giving us a strange look. “You don’t want people to hear you.”

“Whatever.” Jamie shrugged as I turned and went into the fortress.

I looked around, remembering the time we came here on a school field trip. We’d been taken all over the building, including the treasure room, stuffed full of chests, so I knew where I needed to go. I supposed I’d figure out how I was going to sneak out the treasure once I got there. 

I made my way across the courtyard, heading straight for the lava well room that was the way through to the inner area.

“Blake! What are you doing here?” 

I turned to see my Uncle Mickey coming across the courtyard towards me.

“Hi, Uncle Mickey,” I smiled. “I was… er… coming to see you.”

“Me? Well much as it’s a lovely surprise to have you come visit, I’m working at the moment, so I can’t really take any time out to talk to you. This fortress won’t guard itself you know! Make it quick - what did you want to see me about?”

I thought fast. “Well, graduation is coming up and I’m going to need a job afterwards. I was wondering whether you could put in a good word for me, maybe get me a job as a guard. It would be good to work with you, Uncle Mickey. You’re the best!”

He chuckled. “I’m glad you feel that way about me, but you’re a bit late to be asking. We’ve already filled all our intern spots.”

I sighed. The truth was that with all my worrying about fireballs, I hadn’t even thought about a job. If I couldn’t figure it out soon, then it wouldn’t matter – I’d be up in Minecraftia, far from everything I’d ever known. “Oh well, Uncle Mickey. Not to worry.”

Uncle Mickey narrowed his eyes, tapping his foot. “There might be something I can do for you. It’s not guarding, but we do need some blazes to go round clearing out all the cobwebs. It’s a pretty fun job – you get to send fireballs down the corridors to get rid of them. Do a good job and you could find yourself promoted to guard later.”

“Thanks, Uncle Mickey.” There couldn’t be a worse job for me, but it was sweet of him to try and help me.

“Anyway, I better get back to work. I’ll try and have a chat with my boss and sort something out. I’ll let your mom know if I have any luck.”

He turned to go back to his patrol and I left the fortress to find Jamie.

“Where have you been? You were gone for ages! You must have lots of diamonds after all that time.”

“Sorry, Jamie. I didn’t get anything. My uncle saw me so I didn’t get the chance to go to the treasure room. He’s a guard and wouldn’t let me go anywhere near the diamonds.”

“Typical. I knew it was a bad idea trusting a loser like you. You can’t get anything right, can you?” He put his face up close to mine, speaking through gritted teeth. “Well, sleep well tonight, worm. Tomorrow, everyone is going to know your little secret.”


Day 8




I didn’t sleep a wink. I spent all night tossing and turning, wondering what I was going to do when everyone knew that I wasn’t a true blaze. I was going to be a laughing stock and I could hear the sound of my schoolmates’ laughter ringing in my ears already. Maybe I should pack my bags and run away to Minecraftia. At least that way, I wouldn’t disgrace my family by being exiled.

“Are you feeling all right?” Mom came in to wake me up, surprised that I wasn’t already out of bed. Usually I got up bright and early so I had enough time to collect lava before school, so my staying in bed was a bit of a worry for her.

“Not really, mom.” I tried to make my voice sound all croaky.

She put her hand to my forehead. “Hmm. You are feeling a little cool. Perhaps you should stay in bed today. I’ll let school know that you won’t be going in. You rest up and get better.

“Thanks, mom.” I smiled weakly and sank back into the covers. I’d managed to get out of going to school for the day, but I couldn’t delay going back forever. It was only a matter of time before I had to face up to my problems.

If only Jamie hadn’t guessed my secret.


Day 9




“Blake! My office! Now!” Mr. Shortspot barked at me as I went into the schoolyard. I could see Jamie snickering in the background and I knew that he’d done exactly what he said he would and told our fireball teacher about me.

My head hanging, I followed Mr. Shortspot over to the gym and into his office.

“Take a seat, Blake.” He indicated the chair opposite him and I sat in it. “I’ve heard some rather disturbing news and I wanted to talk to you about it.”

“Really? What’s that?”

“I hear that there’s a student in my class who can’t make fireballs. He’s been using lava to pretend that he’s throwing fireballs when really it’s just a lava ball. You wouldn’t know anything about this, would you?”

I looked at him, debating whether I could get away with lying. From what he said, he might not know that it was me he was talking about. However, it wasn’t worth pretending to be innocent. Knowing Jamie, he would have told him everything. If I lied, I’d just get into even more trouble, if that was even possible.

“Yes, sir,” I mumbled. “It’s me.”

“What was that? I can’t hear you.”

“It’s me, it’s me, it’s me, alright! Are you happy now? I can’t make fireballs and I’m useless as a blaze. I might as well go up to Minecraftia now and save you all the hassle of failing me in the final exam.” 

I stood up and stormed over to the door.

“Sit down, Blake.”

Mr. Shortspot’s voice was surprisingly gentle, so I did as he said.

“I’m going to tell you a story. A long time ago, there was a blaze just like you. A blaze who couldn’t make fireballs. That blaze thought that he was a failure too and he did everything he could to hide the fact that he couldn’t make fireballs. He was sick on days when there were tests and he played the class clown, fooling around to get himself sent out of the room instead of having to take part in fireball lessons. With graduation looming he tried something desperate. He tried to pay an older blaze to take his place in the final exam. Of course, it didn’t work and he got found out, but instead of getting into trouble as he expected, one of the teachers started giving him private lessons. It turned out that he was a rare left handed blaze and the usual techniques just didn’t work for him. But with a little help and a few neat tricks, he was soon making fireballs like anyone else – better, in fact, since his fireballs were hotter and bigger than the other blazes. That blaze decided to become a teacher so that he could help other struggling blazes and over the years, he’s helped many left handed blazes master fireball throwing.”

Mr. Shortspot leaned forward in his chair. “Blake, I am that blaze.”

“You?” I gasped. “But you’re so good at throwing fireballs.” I couldn’t believe that he’d ever had any problems making fireballs.

“I know. And you will be too. You just need a bit of extra coaching. I wish you’d said something sooner instead of struggling on by yourself. You could have saved yourself years of heartache. Still, it has to be said that coming up with the lava ball idea shows some real ingenuity. Am I right in thinking that you’re a C grade student at best?”

I nodded glumly.

“Hmm. I think you’ve been holding out on us. Something tells me that you’re a lot more capable than your grades would suggest. I’m going to give you some private fireball lessons and I’m going to expect to see a marked improvement in your work across the board. I’m going to work you hard and I expect you to put the same amount of effort in for all of your teachers, do you hear?”

“Yes, sir,” I nodded, grateful to be given a second chance.

“You might not graduate top of your class, but by the time I’ve finished with you, you certainly won’t be bottom. Now get out of here. I shall expect you in the gym after school tomorrow night.”

“Yes, sir.”

Jamie was waiting for me outside his office. “So have you got detention for life?”

“Something like that. And it’s going to be the best detention ever!” I grinned, loving the look of confusion on Jamie’s face as I walked past him.


Day 10




“Right then. I want you to show me how you’ve been trying to create fireballs.”

I stood in front of Mr. Shortspot and gulped. I hated trying to make fireballs in front of other people, since I was completely useless at it.

“Don’t worry. I’m not going to get mad at you or think you’re stupid. I just want to check your technique.”

I took a deep breath and centered myself the way we’d been taught. Closing my eyes, I pictured a fireball appearing in my hand, feeling its warmth spreading across my hand. 

I opened my eyes and saw… nothing. Yet again, I’d failed.

“All right. Now try the same with your other hand.”

Remembering what Mr. Shortspot had said about left handed blazes, I felt nervous and excited as I held out my left hand, once again, closing my eyes and imagining a fireball had appeared in my hand. I could feel my hand getting warmer and I knew that this time, I’d finally succeeded. If only I’d known that all I needed to do was use my left hand.

I opened my eyes, expecting to see a fireball hovering just over my palm, but once again, there was nothing. I sighed, dropping my arm down.

“Very good. Very good,” nodded Mr. Shortspot.

“What do you mean good?” I wailed. “Nothing happened! It’s impossible. I can’t make fireballs and I never will.”

“Don’t be silly, boy. You’ve just confirmed what I thought. You are a left handed blaze, which means that traditional fireball techniques just won’t work for you.”
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“So what do I do?”

“You’ll need to start by using both hands. Cup them as if you were holding a ball.”

“What – like I’m making a lava ball?”

“Exactly like making a lava ball!”

I did as he said, feeling a little foolish as I mimed making a ball.

“Good, good. Now I want you to put your hands in front of your face and focus on your breathing. Take a deep breath in and as you breathe out, imagine that you’re blowing hot air into your hands.”

I followed his instructions, pretending that I was filling my hands with hot air.

“Excellent! Open your eyes.”

I opened my eyes and to my amazement, there was a tiny spark between my hands.

“Wow!” I was so surprised that I threw my hands up in the air. The spark disappeared.

Mr. Shortspot laughed at my look of disappointment. “That’s what happens if you’re not used to having a fireball in your hands.”

“But I did it, Mr. Shortsport, I did it!”

“You certainly did. I knew you could. Now come on. Let’s see you do it again – and this time, don’t drop your spark.”

We spent the next half hour working on creating fireballs and by the time we were done, I was able to create a spark and make it grow until it was the size of a golf ball. It still wasn’t as big or bright as everyone else’s fireball, but it was still a fireball.

I couldn’t believe it. I wasn’t going to be sent away after all. I could stay in the Nether with the other blazes!


Day 11




“So, worm. Did Mr. Shortspot make you scrub the showers in detention? Or did you have to clean all the stinky gym shoes in the lost property box?” Jamie sneered. “Whatever it was, it must have tired you out. You weren’t by the lava stream this morning.”

“Oh, I’m sorry to have missed you.” I smiled sweetly. “I had no idea you were so desperate to see me. You should have told me. I’d have made a special effort.”

Jamie’s eyes narrowed. “You’re in remarkably good spirits for somebody who’s about to be thrown out of the Nether for being useless.”

“Well that’s the thing,” I said. “I’m not going to be thrown out of anywhere. In fact, you’ve done me a big favor in telling Mr. Shortspot my secret. Thanks to you, I’m finally learning how to make fireballs.”

“I don’t believe you. There’s no way you can make a fireball. You’re too stupid.”

“You keep telling yourself that, Jamie.”

I laughed as I pushed past him and went off to school, whistling as I walked. I’d never looked forward to going to school before, but now I couldn’t wait to do more work on my fireballs.


Day 12




“Pop quiz!” announced Miss Galaxy brightly as the class groaned. I groaned louder than anyone else. History was my worst subject and even with studying, I never did well on surprise tests. Without the chance to review first, I might as well not bother. I was going to get an F.
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“Take one and pass them back.” Miss Galaxy gave papers to all the blazes sitting at the front of the room. When I got mine, I looked at the questions and sighed.

“What year was the Battle of the Blazes? How did Richard the Mighty unite all the blazes to fight together? Why is the battle so important in blaze history?”

I didn’t know the answers to any of these questions.

“Yes!” I heard Jamie cheering next to me. Of course he was going to be happy. He always aced his tests.

I leaned over and tried to see some of his answers.

“Stop cheating!” Jamie scowled and covered his paper.

“No talking at the back,” called Miss Galaxy. 

I picked up my pen and started writing something, anything, that would mean that I wouldn’t hand in a blank piece of paper. Why couldn’t it have been multiple choice? At least I might have had a chance of guessing if someone gave me a clue.

Jamie leaned over and took pity on me. “The answer to number 7 is wither skeletons.”

“Thanks, Jamie!” Surprised that he would help me, I scribbled it down, not even bothering to read the question.

“Time!” Miss Galaxy announced. “Put your pens down and pass your papers forward.”

“Thanks for the help,” I whispered, as I handed in my quiz.

“Any time,” giggled Jamie. I had no idea why he was laughing until Miss Galaxy held up my quiz.

“Blake, would you care to explain your answer to number 7?”

“Er… what do you mean?”

“Well, the question was ‘what treasure were the Minecraftians trying to steal in 1568’ and you’ve written ‘wither skeletons.’”

The whole class laughed. 

“Last time I checked, wither skeletons weren’t exactly a prized possession.”

I blushed as Jamie laughed so loudly he almost fell off his chair.

“I suggest that you spend less time talking and more time studying in future. You’ll come and see me after school for detention tomorrow. By the time I’m finished, you’ll know all about the Battle of the Blazes.”

Yay. Something told me that detention with Miss Galaxy wasn’t going to be anywhere near as much fun as working on my fireballs with Mr. Shortspot. And the more time I spent with her, the less time there was for me to work on my fireball technique.


Day 13




I slouched my way into Miss Galaxy’s classroom ready for my detention. 

“Blake. Take a seat. I’ll be with you in a moment.”

Miss Galaxy finished writing and then put the paper in a side drawer. “You’ll be pleased to hear that I’ve been putting together another test for your class. With final exams coming up, you’ll need all the practice you can get in history quizzes.”

I sighed. That’s all I needed.

“Now, then, Blake. I’ve been talking to Mr. Shortspot and he tells me that you’re a lot more capable than you’ve been showing. I must say that I disagree with him. I’ve never seen any real signs of brilliance in you, but he seems to think that you’re something special, so I’m going to give you a chance. Tonight, we’re going to go over the details of the Battle of the Blazes, the reasons why the battle began, who led each side, what this has meant for blazes ever since, and by the time I’m done with you, you’ll be acing the test I just wrote.”

I sighed so hard, I almost blew the paper off my table.

“Yes, Blake. I’m sure you’re just about as thrilled by that as I am at the prospect of having to go over material with you that you should have learned over the year. But I’ve never had a student fail me yet, so take out your notebook and let’s get started.”

By the time detention was over, my head was buzzing with dates, names, and places. I had no idea how I was meant to keep track of them all, but Miss Galaxy seemed to think that I’d done well, so I just had to hope that I remembered what she taught me come the test.

As I left the classroom, I bumped into Jamie. 

“Watch where you’re going, worm!” he sneered as he pushed past me and into the classroom I’d just left.

What was he doing here so late?


Day 14




I’m beginning to wish that Jamie hadn’t told Mr. Shortspot after all. He’s told all the teachers that I’m not working as hard as I could be and now I’ve got detention all the time – even on Saturday! The only good thing was that none of the teachers were telling my classmates that I couldn’t make fireballs, but with Jamie around, my secret wasn’t going to be a secret for much longer.

Today I was told to stay behind by Mr. Newt, the English teacher. “I hear you’re a very creative person, Blake,” he said. “I understand that you’ve managed to come up with all sorts of interesting stories to explain a certain… problem you’ve had.”

“You could say that, sir,” I mumbled.

“Speak up, boy! Anyway, I expect that same level of creativity in the stories you write in my class. Tonight you’re going to put together a 1,000 word essay on the subject of creepers. I want an interesting story full of action and adventure. Let’s see if Mr. Shortspot is right about you.”

Creepers? Who could write a story about creepers and make it interesting?

“You’re not going anywhere until that story is finished and on my desk, so I’d get started if I were you, Blake.”

Mr. Newt put his feet up on his desk and started reading Fireball Weekly while I tried to think of a story about creepers.

I vaguely remembered from biology class that creepers have some kind of competition to see who can cause the most damage, so I decided to write a story about a creeper training for the contest. Once I had the idea, it was easy and I soon had something to give to Mr. Newt.

“Not bad,” he nodded, reading through it. “Not bad at all, Blake. I have to say that I’m disappointed that it’s taken you so long to show your talents. Let’s see if you can pull things together in time to raise your grade before graduation.”

“Yes sir.”

As I left detention, I saw Jamie sneaking around one of the other classrooms. That was the second time I’d seen him here after school. What could he be up to?


Day 15




The weekend. It should be a time of hanging out at home, chilling, doing whatever I want, but instead, I have to go to school for yet another detention with Mr. Shortspot.

“Right, Blake,” he said as I walked into the gym. “It’s time for you to learn more about what being a left handed blaze is all about.”

“What do you mean?” 

“Well, it’s not just that we have to make our fireballs in a different way than everyone else, at least to begin with. You’ll find that as you get better at doing it, you can create fireballs using the methods regular blazes do as well.”

“Cool!”
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“But you’ll find that now that you can make fireballs, you’ll get better at other things. Left handed blazes are faster than normal blazes and stronger as well. We have a lot of power and with that power comes the responsibility to use it wisely. You have the potential to be a hero – but you could also be a villain depending on what path you choose to take. I want you to bear that in mind as you gradually improve your skills.”

“Yes sir. Are we doing target practice today then?”

“No, I thought we’d start building up your stamina. I want you to run ten laps around the field.”

“Ten laps?” I groaned. I hated running!


Day 16




At last. A day to myself. I really needed it after all the hard work I’ve been doing this week. All my teachers seem to think that I can improve my grades enough to maybe get a B by graduation. Mom would be really proud if I did. She doesn’t say anything, but I know that she’s been really worried about my grades and with dad gone, I really want to make her proud of me.

Still, with Mr. Shortspot giving me extra coaching, I know that I’m going to do well in the final fireball demonstration. All the graduating blazes have to perform for the rest of the school and if we don’t hit the right number of targets, we fail. Mr. Shortspot reckons that I have a good chance of coming in at the top of the class – that would be so amazing! 

I can’t wait to see mom’s face when she sees me hit the bullseye.


Day 17




Today’s detention was with my geography teacher, Mrs. Van der Spam. Geography is probably the worst subject ever invented. Who cares what the different resources in the Nether are? Who’d want any Nether wart anyway? It’s not like blazes are known for their incredible buildings.

I couldn’t help yawning as she went over the lava cycle and how it runs through the oceans in the Nether.

“Am I keeping you awake, Blake?” Mrs. Van der Spam asked sarcastically. “Well, I have to say that staying back in school with you isn’t exactly high on my list of favorite things to do either, so why don’t we just get through this and we can both get home? I don’t care what Mr. Shortspot says. You’ll be lucky to scrape a D in my class.”

I finished copying out the diagram she’d drawn on the board and then shoved my books into my bag. I was going to go and practice my fireball throwing. Thanks to Mr. Shortspot, I was getting better every day with fireballs and I was planning on beating Jamie in the final display. That would wipe the smug look off his face.

Speaking of Jamie, I could have sworn that I saw him disappearing off down a corridor. I decided to follow him and see what it was that he does in school so late. Maybe he’s doing things to help the teachers and that’s why they give him such good grades.

I hurried down the school corridor after him and saw him going into the teacher lounge. I peered round the doorway and gasped at what I saw. 

Jamie is a big cheat! He was going through all the teachers’ papers and copying out the quizzes.

I couldn’t help but gasp. Jamie’s head whipped round and I ducked behind the door, hoping that he hadn’t seen me.

After a few nerve wracking moments, I felt brave enough to peek round the door again. Sure enough, Jamie was back looking through the teachers’ things.
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This was the secret to his success! I had to do something about it. But what? Nobody was going to believe me that Jamie cheats. They’d just think that I was jealous.

It wasn’t fair. All this time, Jamie had been pretending that he was the best at everything, but he’d just been sneaking a look at the tests. How could he get away with it?


Day 18




“How are you enjoying your detentions, worm?” jeered Jamie as he shoved past me in the corridor on the way to the cafeteria. “You’re lucky they didn’t just exile you for what you’ve been doing.”

“Oh yeah?” I shot back. “Well, I might be a D student, but at least I earned my D, unlike some.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Do you really want me to spell it out?”

“I don’t know. Can you spell? Your English grades are so bad, I doubt it.”

By now, a crowd had started to gather around us and a nervous knot started to form in my stomach. I knew that Jamie was a cheat and I could tell by the look on his face that he knew that I knew, but I couldn’t prove anything and without proof, he was going to look like the innocent victim here.

“Yeah, I thought not.” Jamie and his cronies started laughing at me as I turned to leave. “Loser!” Jamie shoved me and I saw red.

“Enough!” I reacted without even thinking about, turning round and throwing four fireballs at him. Jamie didn’t have a chance to dodge them and they hit him square in the chest, sending him flying across the room.

Everyone turned and stared at me, their mouths wide open.

“Blake! My office! Now!” Mr. Bald, the school principal came marching towards me, his face as black as thunder.

Meekly, I followed him to his office, ignoring the excited whispers from my schoolmates. Nobody had ever seen a blaze shoot four fireballs. Heck, I didn’t know that I could shoot four fireballs. I’d only just learned how to make one!

“Sit down, Blake,” Mr. Bald ordered as we went into his office. I did as I was told while he shut the door behind us. “Now do you want to tell me what it was that was so important that you had to attack another student like that? You know that fireballs are strictly forbidden anywhere in the school outside of the gym.”

“Sorry, Mr. Bald,” I mumbled. “I don’t know why I did it.”

“Look, I know you’ve been having a rough time of it. Mr. Shortspot told me all about your left handed status. I have to say that explains a lot about your poor performance in the past, but that’s still no excuse to go showing off.”

“I wasn’t showing off!” I protested. “I didn’t know-”

“I’m not interested in hearing your excuses.” Mr. Bald waved away my attempts to tell him that I’d been as surprised as everyone else at the four fireballs. “I’ve got half a mind to ban you from the end of year Blaze Ball as a punishment.”

“Not the Blaze Ball!”
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“Well, let’s just say that you’re on thin ice, Blake. One more incident like that and you’ll be expelled. You won’t even be able to graduate. As it is, you’ll be in detention every lunchtime and after school for the next week. Let’s see if that will teach you a bit of self-restraint.”

“Two detentions every day?” I couldn’t believe it. “That’s so unfair! I’ve been in detention loads. Mr. Bald, it wasn’t my fault. Jamie-”

“I’ve warned you that I don’t want to hear your excuses. I certainly don’t want to hear you making up some silly stories about one of the school’s top students. Jamie has never been in trouble the whole time he’s been here, unlike you. I understand that it must be hard having to share a classroom with someone as talented as Jamie, but that’s just how it is. Now try to stay out of trouble until the end of the term. It’s not long now. I’m sure you can manage to behave yourself for a couple of weeks.”

“Yes, Mr. Bald,” I sighed. I knew that nobody was going to listen to me about Jamie.


Day 19




“Hey! Worm!” 

Jamie was waiting for me outside the school gates when I finished my detention for the day.

“You need to learn to keep your big mouth shut.”

“Don’t worry, Jamie. I haven’t told anyone your secret.”

“And what secret is that, then?”

“That the only reason you’re top of the class in every subject is because you cheat. I saw you the other day.”

“Oh yeah? You didn’t see anything.” Jamie shoved me. “And if you start telling people that you did, then you’ll be sorry.” He pushed me again and I could feel my hands starting to heat up with the urge to throw a fireball at him, but I knew that if I did, I would be thrown out of school, so I tried to keep my temper.

“Remember, worm. I’m the most popular blaze in the school. Nobody is going to believe anything you say anyway, so you might as well save your breath and accept the fact that I’m a winner and you’re a loser and that’s how it’s always going to be.”

He pushed me so hard that I fell over, laughing as he walked off.

I have to find a way to prove that he’s a cheat before the final fireball exam. But how?


Day 20




One of the advantages of being in detention is that I spend a lot of time with teachers, so I decided that I’d try and get one of the teachers to follow me when I next saw Jamie in school.

This is a lot harder than it sounds. I tried to get Miss Galaxy to come with me after my lunchtime detention, but she told me that she had to get to the cafeteria before it closed. Then I attempted to persuade Mrs. Van der Spam to follow me when I’d finished my after school detention, but she told me that she’d already spent more than enough time in my company and she had things she needed to do. I’d made her late for her hairdressing appointment.

I guess after years of being bottom of the class with all the teachers ignoring me, it’s almost impossible to get them to sit up and take notice just when I’m about to leave school.

I’m going to have to think of a different approach and fast. Time is running out and I’d hate to see Jamie graduate top of the class when he didn’t deserve it.


Day 21




I’ve had an idea. It’s a bit out there and if I’m caught, I could get into trouble, so it’s risky, but it’s the only thing I can think of to expose Jamie.

I’m writing new quizzes with fake answers. I’m going to sneak into the teacher’s lounge and replace the real tests with my fakes until Jamie has copied them. Then I’m going to put back the real tests so nobody knows what I’ve done.

Jamie is going to look so stupid when he answers the wrong questions!


Day 22




Today we started practicing for the final fireball show. It’s the final exam after we’ve finished all the written work for all the other subjects, and it’s the most important one. We don’t just have to shoot fireballs at different targets in front of the whole school. Blazes from all over the Nether come to watch and if you’re really good, you might get offered a job guarding the Nether portals.

Everyone wants to be a portal guard. You get to be a hero when you chase away the Minecraftians and Jamie has been boasting about how he already knows that he’s going to be a portal guard because he’s so good at hitting the target.

He might be good, but I’m going to be better.

We were trying out with the targets today. Mr. Shortspot put out the big target first. “Right. You’re all going to send a fireball at the target. If you miss the target, you’re out automatically. The two who get the lowest scores will be eliminated and we’ll move on to the next size down. Again, the two with the lowest scores will be knocked out and we’ll keep going until our final two competitors will square off at the smallest target we have.” He held up a target that was the same size as his fist and we all looked at each other, eyes wide. None of us had ever shot fireballs at something that tiny.

“Right. Jamie! Ed! You’re up!”

Jamie and Ed took their places and sent fireballs shooting at the targets. Of course, Jamie hit the bullseye straight away, meaning that he was going to move on to the next round, and when it came to my turn, I had to take a deep breath to center myself. After all the work I’d done with Mr. Shortspot, I was confident that I’d be able to hit the target, but it was going to be hard with an audience. I knew that everyone expected me to lose and I wanted to prove them wrong.

“You can do this. You can do this,” I chanted to myself as I built my fireball, waiting for the perfect moment to let it loose at the target.

BOOM! Bullseye!

Everyone had cheered Jamie’s perfect shot, but nobody said anything as I went back to my seat on the bench. Still, I’d survived the first round and it was time to square up for the second.

As we worked our way through the targets, it was harder and harder to hit them and many blazes were instantly disqualified for misses. By some miracle, I hung in there, although I only just grazed the medium sized target.

At last, it was Jamie and me standing side by side.

“You’re going to lose, worm,” he smirked.

“Oh yeah? We’ll see about that.” 

There was no way I was going to let Jamie beat me. It was about time that he learned that he wasn’t going to get everything his own way.

“I’m first.” Jamie squared up to the target, one eye closed as he took aim.

BAM! His fireball hit the target just a little left of center. 

“Well done, Jamie,” cheered Mr. Shortspot. “You’ve made it tough for Blake. Let’s see if he can do any better.”

He smiled at me encouragingly and I knew that I could win. Mr. Shortspot believed in me and I was finally going to come out on top against Jamie.

I counted down in my head. Three… Two… One… 

I sent the fireball at the target as fast as I could.

KAPOW! I hit the top of the target.

Mr. Shortspot went to examine it closely. “Jamie is closer to the center. Good work, Jamie! Keep it up and you’ll be the star of the fireball exam at the end of term.”

“Told you that you were going to lose,” jeered Jamie as the other blazes gathered around him to congratulate him. “You’re never going to be anything but a loser, so you might as well go home crying to mommy.”

My fingers itched with the urge to shoot a fireball right into the middle of his face, but I controlled myself. It was so close to the end of term, I wasn’t going to risk getting myself thrown out of school for someone like Jamie.


Day 23




Do you know how hard it is to come up with fake exams? It’s a lot harder than I thought. I have to come up with questions that sound like they’re the sort of thing the teachers would write and answers that look as though they’re correct, but instead will make Jamie look really stupid.

I had no idea that this was going to be so much work!

I had to go all through my textbooks to come up with ideas for quizzes. I discovered all sorts of things I didn’t know. Reading about potions of invisibility was really interesting. That’s just what I need to get in and out of the teacher’s lounge. It’s a shame that if I tried to drink one, it would disappear before it reached my mouth. Blazes are so hot that we can only drink lava – anything else melts away. Besides, I have no idea where I’d get a golden carrot and fermented spider eye from.

Potion ingredients are weird.

I spent all day working on my fake tests and mom brought my dinner up to my room. “Are you sure you’re not working too hard, Blake?” she asked, a worried frown on her face. “I know these exams are important, but you’ve been up in your room all day. You should go outside for a bit, get some fresh air. Why don’t you practice your fireball throwing? That’s the most important exam after all.”

She spotted the potion book on my desk. “I don’t know why they make you study potion ingredients. It’s not like blazes are ever going to make potions.”

“I think it’s so that we know what to look out for when Minecraftians come down to attack us,” I explained. “If we know what potions they have, then we can be prepared to defend ourselves from them.”

“Even so. I’ve never needed to know anything about potions. I don’t see why you do.”

I realized that one of my fake tests was sticking out from underneath the textbook. Mom didn’t seem to have noticed it yet, but I had to get her out of my room.

“OK, mom. You’re right. I should go and practice my fireballs. I’ll just eat my dinner and then I’ll go outside for a bit.”

“You’re a good kid, Blake.” Mom kissed the top of my head. “Your dad would be so proud of you.”

After she left, I pulled out the fake test and hid it underneath my mattress. If she knew what I was doing, maybe she wouldn’t be so nice, but if it showed everyone what a cheat Jamie is, then it was going to be worth it.


Day 24




I worked some more on my fake tests today. There isn’t much time for me to get them all done and put them in the teacher’s lounge for Jamie to find, so I had to work fast.

At last, I’d finished all the tests. I just hope that they’re good enough to fool Jamie. 

“You’re not still studying are you?” asked mom.

“The exams are in a couple of days,” I reminded her. “There isn’t much time for me to review.”

“Well, however you score, I know that you’re going to do your best,” mom smiled. “Now why don’t you go and get some fresh air? They say you should take lots of breaks when you’re working. You learn more that way.”

“All right, mom.” I grabbed my bag with the tests in it. If I could just get into the school, then maybe I could plant them for Jamie to find. “I won’t be long though – I’ve still got a lot of work to do.”

There were a couple of blazes playing in the schoolyard, so I had to be careful not to be spotted as I edged my way around the yard and towards the building where the teachers’ lounge was. I tried the door, expecting it to be locked and couldn’t believe my luck when it opened.

I slipped into the school, closing the door quietly behind me so the blazes outside wouldn’t hear.

“And just what do you think you’re doing?”

I jumped as Mr. Bald came stalking up the corridor towards me.

“I-I-I’m sorry. I forgot one of my textbooks for the test this week, so I came back to pick it up.”

“It’s a bit late in the day to be studying, isn’t it?”

“I only just realized I was missing it.”

“Well you’re going to have to do without it for tonight. Students aren’t allowed in school buildings on the weekend. You know that. Now get out of here before you score yourself even more detention.”

“Yes sir.”

Darn. Now I was going to have figure out another time to sneak in.


Day 25
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With the exams tomorrow, I had to get my fake papers somewhere that Jamie would see them, so I decided to get up super early. If I got to school before anyone else, I could switch out the papers and then after Jamie had copied them, I should have just enough time to put the right exams back before anyone notices.

This time, I kept my eyes open for Mr. Bald as I went to school. That blaze seemed to live in his office!

Nobody saw me as I crept into the teachers’ lounge and opened the drawer where the test papers were kept.

There they were. All the exams with the right answers filled in. I held my breath as I lifted them out, replacing them with my version before tiptoeing out again.

I dashed off to the restroom, looking for somewhere safe to hide them in case anyone noticed something wrong. If I was caught with these on me, it would mean instant expulsion.

Taking them out of my bag, I felt an overwhelming urge to have a look through myself. Just one little glimpse couldn’t do any harm, could it? 

I started to open up the geography paper, but the sound of voices outside, made me slam it shut and duck into a stall, just as a couple of blazes came in.

“I can’t wait for the exams to be over,” said one of them. “I’m sick of having to study all weekend.”

“Yeah. Roll on the vacation. It can’t come soon enough for me.”

As they chatted, more blazes came in as school started to fill up before lessons started. I was stuck in the stall with the test papers still on me! What was I going to do?

I looked around and noticed that one of the bricks in the wall behind me was loose. Working away at it, I managed to pry it out, leaving a hole just big enough to squeeze the papers through.

Perfect!

I slipped the papers into the hole and put the brick back. It looked almost exactly as it did before I took it out. Hopefully nobody would notice that anything had changed and if they did, then at least I wouldn’t be caught with the papers in my bag.

I’d done my best. Now I just had to hope that Jamie takes the bait.


Day 26




Things went even better as I expected! I’ve had so many detentions recently that the teachers are used to seeing me stay late after school, so nobody said anything when I hung around waiting for Jamie to sneak into the teachers’ lounge. 

“All ready for the fireball exam, Blake?” asked Mr. Shortspot as he left the lounge for the day.

“Yes, sir. I’ve been working hard with some targets and my aim is getting better all the time.”

“Glad to hear it.”

A sudden idea hit me. “Is Miss Galaxy in there, sir? I’ve just got a couple of questions I need to ask her about the exam tomorrow.”

“Sorry, Blake. She’s already left for the day.”

I already knew that. I’d seen her go earlier.

“Any questions you’ve got about the exams are going to have to wait now. All the teachers have gone home.”

“Oh well. I guess it wasn’t all that important. Thanks, sir!”

I raced back to the restroom and got the exam papers from where I’d hidden them. Once again, I was tempted to take a look, but I didn’t have much time before the school was locked up for the night and if Mr. Bald caught me, I’d be in serious trouble.

As I dashed back, I saw Jamie making his way into the lounge, looking for a final version of the papers. I stifled a giggle. He was taking the bait.

I heard a noise from down the corridor. It was Mr. Bald! 

There was no time to look for a decent place to hide. I squashed myself into an empty locker and held my breath as he stalked past. Had I gone to all this trouble for nothing? If he found Jamie in the teacher’s lounge, then it was game over.

I waited for Mr. Bald to start shouting, but I heard nothing. At last, I carefully pushed open the locker door, stretching as I came out. Looking round the door to the teacher’s lounge, the coast was clear, so I made my way over to put back the original papers.

“Looking for these?”

I spun round to see Jamie waving my fake tests at me. 

“If you were hoping to cheat, it’s too late. I’ve already copied them and if you shout out for help, I’ll just say that I took these from you. You’ll be expelled, so I suggest you keep your mouth shut.”

“Yes, Jamie.”

I hung my head, trying to hide my grin. Jamie thought he’d copied the real tests!

“See you in the exam room, worm.”

Jamie left the lounge. Quickly, I replaced the fake papers with the real ones and hurried after him. Everything had gone exactly to plan.

If only I could say the same thing about today’s exams. They were really hard. Still, there’s only one more day of tests and then it’s just the fireball demonstration. I can survive for one more day.


Day 27




Another day stuffed full of exams. Even Jamie was unusually quiet as he did his best to remember all the answers he’d copied down.

I don’t know. With the amount of work he’s put in to cheat, he could put that same amount of effort into hard work and still do really well. I could almost feel sorry for him when he gets found out if it wasn’t for how mean he’s been to me over the years.

I don’t think I’ve done brilliantly, but I don’t think I’ve done badly either. It’s hard to tell. The funny thing is, with all that work I had to do to put together the fake tests, I learned a lot more than I realized! I knew the answers to most of the questions without even having to think about it, even the geography ones.

We’ll be getting the results tomorrow. I can’t wait to see the look on Jamie’s face when he gets found out.


Day 28




We all gathered in the school hall to hear the final results.

“Congratulations to all of you,” Mr. Bald began. “You’ve all worked really hard this year and I hope you’ve got a lovely vacation planned because you all deserve it after the effort you’ve put in. Having said that, there are some strange things that have happened that I want to talk to you about, so I’m going to announce the results of the exams first and then we’ll get onto that.”

Jamie looked around smugly. “I’m going to be top in everything. Nice knowing you suckers!”

“First place in English: Edward Fiddle.”

“What?” The look on Jamie’s face was hilarious – but everyone else looked just as surprised when Edward went up to collect his award.

“First place in History: Jonathan Buckshot.”

“No! I don’t believe it! You’ve marked the papers wrong!” Jamie stood up and yelled at Mr. Bald.

“Sit down, Jamie. We’ll get to you soon enough.”

Jamie sat down, his face as black as thunder as Mr. Bald read through all the subjects. Jamie’s name wasn’t called out once.

“And finally, the prize for most improved goes to Blake Fernando.”

Me? I’d won a prize? 

I went up to collect it from Mr. Bald. “You know, with the grades you got, a little more effort through the year might have seen you win some more of the top prizes,” the principal told me as he shook my hand.

“And now for that strange event I told you about,” Mr. Bald said as I sat back down. “You see, as I’m sure you’re all aware, there is a name that we were expecting to read out for all the subjects. Jamie, would you stand up, please?” 
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Jamie stood up, scowling.

“I want you all to take a good look at this face, for this is the face of a cheater.” The entire school gasped. “I don’t know who left the note on my desk,” went on Mr. Bald, “but somebody put some fake exam papers with a message saying that if anyone gave the answers written on these pieces of paper, then that was sure proof that they were cheating. Only one person wrote those answers. Jamie. I am sorry to have to tell you that you are expelled from school, with immediate effect. This means that you will not be allowed to graduate after tomorrow’s fireball exam and you will not be allowed to attend the Blaze Ball. I must ask you to leave the school right now.”

“Blake! This is all your fault!” Jamie threw himself at me, hurling fireballs from his hands, but I was ready for him and I sent fireballs of my own back at him, deflecting his shots.

“Enough!” Mr. Bald’s voice cut sharply through the noise of the shootout. “Mr. Shortspot, would you please escort Jamie from the premises.”

“It would be my pleasure.” 

As Mr. Shortspot marched Jamie out of the hall, I could have sworn that he winked at me.


Day 29




With Jamie expelled, a lot of the other blazes were really nervous at the final fireball exam.

“What are we going to do without Jamie?” asked Jonathan nervously. “He was supposed to be leading all the demonstrations. He was our star fireball thrower. None of us are going to pass without him! And what will all the fireball scouts think? They’re coming expecting to see a really good show and it’s going to be a total mess without Jamie!”

“Don’t worry, Jonathan,” I soothed. “Everything is going to be all right. Look at it this way – with Jamie missing, there’s a better chance for all of us to do well. Any one of us could come top in fireball throwing. It could be you!”

“I don’t think so,” replied Jonathan, but I could tell that he was thinking about what I’d said and it had given him a little more courage.

“Right then, lads,” said Mr. Shortspot coming over to us. “In a minute, I’m going to lead you out to the sports field where all the targets are laid out. It’s a new set up just for the exam, but don’t worry. I’ve taken you through enough practice runs that there’s nothing in here you can’t handle. Remember to stay calm and focus on your breathing and you’ll do fine.”

“But what about Jamie, sir?” called out a blaze. “He was supposed to be leading us out. Who’s going to take charge now that he’s gone?”

“Why, Blake, of course,” smiled Mr. Shortspot.

“Blake?” Everyone gasped, including me.

“I can’t lead everyone out!” I protested. 

“Why not? You’re a left handed blaze and left handed blazes can do anything.”

“He’s left handed?” All the other blazes looked at each other in surprise, but there wasn’t any time to talk more because the bell sounded.

It was time for the fireball exam!

I led the line of blazes as we jogged out onto the playing field where targets had been laid out. We would score points according to how many targets we hit and where we hit them. The closer to the middle of the target we got, the more points we’d score.

The watching crowd of friends, family, and talent scouts cheered us on and I tried to remember everything Mr. Shortspot had taught me as I threw myself around the course, trying to hit all the targets as quickly as I could.

[image: Image]




We had five minutes to do our best and when the bell rang again, we all gathered around Mr. Shortspot, waiting for the results.

“Well done,” he finally announced. “You’ve all passed.”

We cheered so loudly that we almost brought the roof of the Nether down! That was the news we all needed to hear.

“But there’s one blaze who did outstandingly well, scoring more than three times as much as the rest of you and breaking the school record. First place in this year’s fireball exam goes to Blake!”

I couldn’t believe it! He’d called my name! I’d gone from being the blaze who couldn’t shoot fireballs to the school record holder.

This was the best day ever.


Day 30




The school gym was decorated with streamers and balloons with a big banner that read ‘Blaze Ball’ hanging across the ceiling. I looked around in amazement. There was a time that I never thought I’d see this. I’d expected to be exiled immediately following the fireball exam and instead there was a big trophy at home with my name on it, a permanent reminder that I’d not only passed the exam, I’d broken the record for the highest score in the exam.

“You must be Blake.”

A blaze I’d never seen before came up to me, holding out his hand. “My name is Bill Carnation. I’m the chief guard of the Nether portals and I’d like you to come and work for me. I’ve never seen talent like yours before. You’re just what we need to keep the Nether safe from the Minecraftians.”

“Me?”

“Yes, you. We pay well too. You’ll be one of the richest blazes around in a few years if you continue to be as impressive as you were today.”

“Rich?”

Mr. Shortspot came over to see me. “Ah, Blake. I see that Bill has found you. I take it he’s offered you a job?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And with a high salary too,” put in Bill. “Blake can’t possibly say no to our offer.”

I looked from Bill to Mr. Shortspot and back again. “I’m afraid that I can. And I’m going to have to.”

“What?!”

“You see, I wouldn’t have done as well as I did today if it wasn’t for the help of Mr. Shortspot. He’s shown me that a good teacher can make all the difference and that’s what I want to do. Make a difference to struggling young blazes just like me.”

“A teacher? I don’t believe it. Bah!”

Bill stalked off, leaving Mr. Shortspot smiling at me. “Well, I can’t say I’m surprised. A smart blaze like you is just what we need in the school.”

“You mean-?”

“That’s right. I’ve already spoken to Mr. Bald and he’s in complete agreement. You’re going to be my new assistant. Welcome to the team.”

As he shook my hand, I felt as though I would burst with happiness. All my dreams had come true.
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