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This diary is based on a message in a bottle that washed up on the shores of Minecraftia. For a while, scholars believed the diary to be a hoax, a fantasy created by some schoolchild and then put in a bottle for someone to find.

However, thanks to the work of Milton Chillingworth, an amateur historian, the events described in this book were verified as having actually happened. As a result, academics were very excited to discover a genuine diary written by a deep sea squid, an unheard-of event.

For many years, scientists and professors argued over who should be allowed to study the diary first. Scientists believed that the diary was important to zoologists to deepen their understanding of squids and their behavior. Professors believed that the diary held far more value as a historical document that revealed a great deal about the time period Squiddington lived in.

In the end, the diary was gifted to the Minecraftia library, where everyone was able to study it at their leisure. Now the diary has been published for the first time, so Minecraftians everywhere can learn more about the famous Squiddington and what he was really like.
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Day 1




Glug, glug, glug.

Oh sorry. I forgot I was supposed to be writing in English. One of the reasons why I started this diary was to work on my English. After all, as a royal squid, I’ll be expected to get involved in diplomatic negotiations, and everybody knows how useful it is to be able to understand the person you’re negotiating with!

My name is Squiddington. Prince Squiddington to be precise. I live in the most beautiful place in all Minecraftia. Under the sea.

It’s wonderful down here. Everything is covered in a blue haze, and the water is lovely and warm all year round. When it’s stormy, it’s like living inside a rollercoaster. The water swishes you around and around, up and down, inside and out. It’s so much fun! In fact, it’s so exciting that there’s a group of squids called the Thrill Seekers. They spend all their time swimming around the oceans, following the storms so they can practice their underwater acrobatics.

I’d love to do acrobatics with the Thrill Seekers. Dad won’t let me though. He says it’s “not becoming for a young Prince.”

What does he know? He is 332 years old. He’s never been young in his life! I bet if someone asked him to have fun, he wouldn’t know what they were talking about.

“Being royal is not meant to be fun, Squiddington,” he says all the time. “Being royal means responsibility, setting an example, and leading your people.”

What’s wrong with leading my people in some synchronized acrobatics? What’s wrong with setting an example of having a good time?

When I’m king, the first thing I’m going to do is command everyone to have a great big party. We’ll let our tentacles down and make up for all the years of being miserable when my dad was in charge.

Yes, when I’m king, things are going to be very different.


Day 2




I swam to one of my favorite places today. It’s a little cove surrounded by rocks, so it’s very difficult for Minecraftians to sail there. I can pop my head above water, and look around perfectly safely.
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One time, I actually leaped out of the water and onto the shore. It was strange. The sand irritated my skin and I couldn’t breathe. I was stranded, slowly suffocating to death.

Luckily, my cousin Inkblot was passing and he was able to throw out a tentacle to reach me. He managed to pull me back into the sea before I ran out of air.

“What did you think you were doing?” he ranted. “You idiot! Don’t you know that squids can’t live on land?”

“Kind of,” I shrugged. “But I wanted to know what it was like out of the water. Just think of all places that are on land we could see if we could just figure out how to move about there.”

“Why would I want to see somewhere on land?” Inkblot shook his head. “We’ve got everything we need in the ocean. You should be careful, Squiddington. You get ideas like that and you’ll get yourself into some serious trouble one day.”

I didn’t care. So what if I almost died? I wanted to know what was over the hill. Maybe there was a city, just like the large underwater cities squids lived in. Maybe there were strange plants and animals. I’ve heard a rumor about something called a creeper. Apparently, they can blow themselves up! How cool would that be?

Once I’d had the idea, I couldn’t get it out of my head. There had to be a way for me to walk on land. I wasn’t going to rest until I found it.


Day 3




I decided to start training myself to hold my breath. Maybe if I could hold my breath long enough, I could climb up to the top of the hill and see what was on the other side. Maybe I might even find something out there that could help me breathe out of water. I could invent some kind of helmet filled with water that would allow a squid to go anywhere in the world. Think of the possibilities!

I could be famous and not just because I’m royal. I’ll go down in history as the squid who made world domination possible.

Come on. If you were a squid who could live out of water, you’d want to take over the world, wouldn’t you? After all, everyone knows that squid are the most superior beings in Minecraftia.

First things first, though. I needed to start building up my stamina to stay out of the water.

I began by holding my breath underwater, while counting. I could count all the way up to 50. Not bad, but not great either. That was hardly going to get me up the hill, let alone down the other side.

I tried again. 55 this time. A bit of an improvement, but I still had long way to go.

I took great gulps of water to force as much water in as I could to help me hold my breath for longer.

“What on water are you doing?” laughed Sissy, my annoying sister. “You do look stupid with your cheeks all puffed out like that.”

I didn’t want to answer her, because I would let out all the water I was holding and I wanted to beat the last count of 55.

“Honestly, Squiddington, you do look ridiculous,” went on Sissy. “Are you trying to win the ugliest face competition? Because if you were, you’d easily take home the prize.”
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“Blah!” I let out all the water I’d been holding, panting as I tried to get back my breath. “Gee thanks, Sissy. Way to make me have to take a breath.”

“Holding your breath? Is that what you were doing?” giggled Sissy. “Honestly, Squiddington. You’re such a dork.”

She swam away, still laughing at me.

My sister gets on my nerves.


Day 4




I got the best news ever today. The Thrill Seekers are coming to do a show at the palace!

Apparently, dad heard some visiting diplomats talk about how amazing they are and he wanted to see for himself. So he’s booked them to do a private performance for us. I can’t wait.

I wonder if I’ll be able to talk to them? Maybe they’ll pick me out from the audience and get me to do the trick with them!

This could be my big chance! I could show dad that being an underwater acrobat isn’t as bad as he thinks it is. Maybe I could even go on tour with the Thrill Seekers.

Imagine that. A life in the deep blue sea, going wherever we want, spending our days doing flips and tricks, just having fun.

Wouldn’t that be the life?

Okay, I know that dad probably wouldn’t let me go with them, but still, if he sees the Thrill Seekers up close, maybe he’ll realize that there’s a lot of skill in what they do and I’m not just messing around when I say that I’d like to do something like that.

Who knows? Maybe if dad let me join the Thrill Seekers, then I’d be so busy working with them, that I wouldn’t have time to go on land. Surely dad would want me to be safe? And it’s a lot more dangerous on land, far away from the protection of the other squids.

Yes, that’s it. If dad wants me to be safe, he’ll have to let me join the Thrill Seekers.


Day 5




The Thrill Seekers arrived today. I couldn’t believe it. I was there when they swam up to the palace gates and I saw them all. Binky, Squirty, Jet, and of course, their leader Marvin.

I wanted to rush over to them, squealing in excitement, getting all of their autographs and telling them how cool they all were, but of course I didn’t do that. I didn’t want to look stupid. No, I stood back and let Sissy make a fool out of herself.

“Oh Marvin, you’re so handsome! Oh Jet, your tentacles are so strong!”

It was enough to make me want to throw up. What was worse, is that the thrill seekers just stood there and lapped it up. Can’t they see how annoying Sissy is? It was almost as though they enjoyed someone as slimy as her fawning all over them.

I couldn’t bear it any longer. I sauntered over to them, all casual.

“What’s up, Marvin?” I nodded at him.

“We are - when we do all our tricks in the palace!” he grinned.

Sissy laughed. And laughed. And laughed.

“Oh Marvin,” she giggled. “You’re so funny!”

“It wasn’t that funny,” I grumbled.

“Ignore him,” shrugged Sissy. “He’s just miserable because he knows that he’d never be as talented as you guys.” 

“That’s not true!” I gasped. “Marvin-”

I didn’t get to defend myself. The doors to the palace swung open, the Royal Crier came out, and trumpets blasted a fanfare.

“His Royal Highness, King Squiddle the Fourth!”

Immediately, everyone dropped to their knees as dad came out to greet the Thrill Seekers.

“You may rise,” he said generously, standing in front of the acrobatic troupe.

Marvin didn’t seem nearly as confident with my dad right in front of him, but Sissy still gazed up at him adoringly.

“Your Highness,” he bowed. “It is an extreme honor to be invited to perform for you.”

“It is,” dad nodded.

“I just hope that our humble performance pleases you,” Marvin told him.

“It better. Or I’ll get my guards to chop off your head!” Dad laughed, and everyone laughed with him, but I could tell that Marvin wasn’t sure whether dad meant it or not.

You never could tell with dad.

“Anyway, your Highness,” Marvin went on. “We’d better get set up and start rehearsing for our performance tomorrow. I quite like my head where it is, so if you don’t mind, we will get in some last-minute practice to make sure that you love our show.”

“I’ll take them to the performance arena, daddy!” offered Sissy.

“Very well.” Dad waved them away and went back to doing whatever it is he did every day. You know, even though I’m the Prince, I still have no idea what it is that dad does that is so important. From where I stand, all he ever seems to do is shout at people. I’m sure that a squid would do just fine without someone shouting at them.

Sissy went off with her new best friends, leaving me wondering how it was that she’d managed to get so close to the Thrill Seekers, while I, their biggest fan, was left behind.


Day 6




I’ve been looking forward to this day all my life. The world-famous Thrill Seekers right here in our palace! It should have been the best day ever.

Instead, it was the worst.

It started off all right. The Thrill Seekers had everything set up for their performance and I had a front row seat so I could see even the slightest movement. I watched eagerly as the team started with some simple maneuvers, working their way up towards spectacular choreographies, throwing each other through the water as they spun, turned, and twisted their bodies into incredible contortions. At one point, they were all tangled up in each other in a complicated knot. They pretended that they were completely stuck, so it seemed that they had to do some of their tricks tied together. As they launched themselves up into the air, they suddenly broke free from each other, floating down to land in an intricate formation.
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The audience went wild! Even dad jumped to his feet, clapping and cheering their performance.

“For our next trick, we’re going to need a volunteer from the audience,” announced Marvin.

All my restraint went out of the window. I desperately wanted to be chosen. I threw all my tentacles up into the air.

“Me! Me! Please, pick me!”

“Yes, I think this beautiful young lady will be perfect.”

I watched with horror as Marvin ignored me and went straight to Sissy. He knelt before her, taking one of her tentacles and raising it to his mouth to kiss it gently.

He led Sissy to the middle of the stage.

“Now,” Marvin said to the audience. “You’re going to see something truly amazing. The Thrill Seekers are going to attempt something we’ve never done before. A magic trick!”

“Oooh!” gasped the audience.

“Don’t worry, Sissy. You’ll be perfectly safe,” Marvin reassured my sister. “Just stand still and prepare to be amazed.”

The Thrill Seekers linked tentacles and started moving around Sissy, slowly at first, but gradually getting faster and faster until they were spinning around so fast that you could hardly see anything.

“Alley-oop!”

At the signal, all the squid flew into the air, releasing a large cloud of ink.

When the water had finally cleared, the Thrill Seekers and Sissy were gone.


Day 7




The news spread like wildfire throughout the ocean. The Thrill Seekers had kidnapped Princess Sissy!

There was a part of me that was really jealous. I’d always wanted to go on the road with the Thrill Seekers. I could imagine the kind of adventures Sissy was having with them. She must be having fun every second of the day. She did seem to get along really well with Marvin. I could imagine the pair of them getting married in secret. Sissy always had said that she wanted to run away and join the circus. Now she’d got her wish!

At the same time, the Thrill Seekers were taking a real risk, kidnapping Sissy like that. She was a Royal Princess, after all.

Dad had sent out guards in all directions. I hoped that the Thrill Seekers had somewhere good to hide because when he caught them, they were going to be in serious trouble. Dad had never really chopped someone’s head off, but this could be a first.

In all the flurry to rescue my sister, nobody noticed me slipping away. I figured that this was the perfect opportunity for me to prove to dad that I could look after myself away from the palace.

And if I found Sissy before the guards, maybe I could persuade the Thrill Seekers to let her go and take me instead. Dad would be so excited to see her again, he wouldn’t notice that I was gone until I’d at least had a chance to learn some tricks from them. I could even help them escape the guards, start a new life.

After all, although dad might be worried about Sissy, I was actually rather glad that she was gone. I was going to get some peace and quiet away from my annoying sister.


Day 8




Stranger and stranger. I knew that the Thrill Seekers were incredible, but this is amazing. After the Royal family, they are the most famous squid in the ocean, yet nobody has seen a trace of them since they disappeared with my sister.

With all the guards spread out through the seas, and a large reward offered for the return of Sissy, somebody should have said something about where she is, but nothing. It’s most peculiar.

The good thing is that with Sissy gone, dad didn’t notice me out all day yesterday. Usually, he wants to know where I am every second of every day. Instead, I was able to do a little bit of detective work and dad didn’t even notice that I was out until bedtime.

I asked everyone I met if they knew where the Thrill Seekers were, but nobody did. The Royal guards are really snooty and often forget that there are plenty of fish in the sea. They only speak to other squid, whereas I have lots of friends who are fish and who see things that the squid might miss.

Sadly, nobody had seen the acrobats.

I spent all day today going around my favorite places, sending messages out with shoals of fish. By the time I was done, every fish in the sea would know that I was looking for my sister. If the Thrill Seekers were still in the water, I’d find them. And if I found them before the guards, then I would be a hero! Dad would have to let me do whatever I wanted.

Sadly, despite my best efforts, I didn’t have any more success than the guards.

Drastic measures were called for.

I went back home and packed a bag full of supplies. If you wanted to get a job done, you would have to do it yourself, and I was going to scour every inch of the ocean until I found my sister.

I might be gone some time, so I wrote dad note and left it on my pillow where he would find it when he came into read me my bedtime story. Okay, so he hadn’t read me a story since Sissy disappeared. In fact, he didn’t seem to have noticed me or thought of me at all since she went, but he was bound to miss me eventually, and at least this way he would know that he didn’t have to worry about me.

I looked around my bedroom one last time before sneaking out of the palace. I wasn’t going to come back until I had Sissy with me and who knew how long that would take?


Day 9




The first place I tried was my secret cove. Although I’d never seen the Thrill Seekers there, maybe they decided to use it as a hiding place. After all, it’s very difficult to navigate past the rocks, so it would be the perfect location to lay low while the guards searched the ocean.

Nothing.

I suppose I shouldn’t be surprised. After all, few squid have the courage to get past the rocks and even the great Thrill Seekers have their limits. Even so, there was a little piece of me that was disappointed that I hadn’t found them there.

I floated at the top of the water, pondering my next move. If I were a kidnapper, where would I go?

My first thought was that maybe they’d gone deep. However, I dismissed the idea. Squid are very comfortable deep in the ocean, and if they wanted to go somewhere they wouldn’t be discovered, it would have to be somewhere difficult for squid to get to. Even with all the deep ocean caves, they’d have been found in no time if they’d tried that.

So that left the shallows. Many of the guards were too big to explore the many caves dotted about the shallow waters, so if the thrill seekers could reach them, it would be a good place to hide undisturbed while they figured out their next move.

Unlike the guards, I was small enough to swim through very shallow water. I could go to all sorts of places they couldn’t. What I needed to do was decide they’re most likely direction. After all, there were so many caves, you could spend a lifetime exploring and still not see all of them.

I needed to narrow things down a little.

If I knew why they’d taken Sissy that would help. They hadn’t asked for a ransom, but I couldn’t believe that Marvin really had fallen in love with her. She was far too annoying for that.

I sighed. I wanted to be a hero, but the more I thought about it, the more unlikely it was that I could find Sissy and bring her back home safely.

I decided to spend the night in my cove. Maybe a brilliant idea would come to me in my sleep.


Day 10
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I did not have a brilliant idea in my sleep. In fact, it was hard to get any sleep at all because a terrible storm hit.

I know the Thrill Seekers enjoy doing acrobatics in stormy waters, but they aren’t usually in a rock filled cove. I had to grab onto a rock, and use all my suckers to hold on, while the wind and waves bashed and crashed around me.

The storm seemed to go on forever.

It was hard to tell when the sun came up because the sky was so dark from the storm. But it must have been morning when I first saw a boat on the horizon. As I observed it, I could see the sailor desperately trying to keep the boat under control, but he was fighting a losing battle against the might of the storm.

I watched in horror as the boat came closer and closer to the rocks. The sailor could see the danger, and he tried with all his might to turn the boat away, but it was no good.

Once he realized that he wasn’t going to be able to avoid the rocks, the sailor tried to steer the ship through them. It was a brave attempt, and the best that he could do in the circumstances, but he was doomed to failure.

As he sailed past me, a wave lifted up the boat, dashing it against the rocks around me. The sailor was thrown into the water, and he thrashed about, trying to swim in the stormy sea.

He went under once, twice, and just as he was about to go down for a third and final time, I reached out a tentacle and pulled him out of the water. I wrapped my tentacle around him, using my suckers to attach myself to the rock, keeping him secure and safe.

“Thank you,” he whispered, before slipping into unconsciousness.

I don’t know how long I stayed there, clinging onto the rock to keep us both safe, but at last the storm passed and the waves were quiet once more. When it was safe, I let go of the rock, and swam to the shore, pulling the sailor with me until I was able to push him up onto dry land.


Day 11




I was beginning to get very worried when the sailor was still lying there a day later. But then I noticed him open an eye to check if I was still there and I realized that he was pretending to be hurt.

“It’s all right. I’m not going to hurt you,” I told him.

The sailor sat up. “You can talk?” he said.

“Of course I can,” I replied. “I’m a squid. I’m not stupid.”

“Wow,” he breathed. “They said that there were amazing things in the ocean, but I never thought I’d come across something like you.” 
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“I could say the same thing about you,” I shrugged. “I mean, look at you. How do you cope with only four tentacles?”

The human looked at his limbs and laughed. “You mean my arms and legs?”

“Whatever. Those things sticking out of your torso.”

“Well, I do just fine with them most of the time. I just have a bit of a problem when I’m in the middle of the stormy sea. I thought that I dreamed about a squid rescuing me, but now that I’m sitting here talking to you, I don’t think it was a dream at all, was it?”

I shook my head. “No. It wasn’t a dream. When I saw your boat smashed to pieces, I rescued you.”

“Thank you. I thought I was going to drown for sure.”

“You almost did. But I couldn’t just stand by and let you die. You’re the first human I’ve ever been able to talk to. I have so many questions about what it’s like on land.”

“Really? Then ask away! It’s the very least I can do to say thank you for saving me.”

“Well, to start with, what’s on the other side of that hill?”

The Minecraftian looked up. “I have absolutely no idea,” came the reply. “I’ve never been here before. But if you give me a minute, I can run up and have a look for you.”

“Would you? That would be great.”

“Of course! Just wait here and I will be right back.”

The Minecraftian scrambled up the hill and I watched him stand at the top, looking around in all directions. At last, he came back down.

“There’s not much to see,” he told me. “It’s mainly forest going off into the distance, but I can see a river running through it.”

“A river?” That gave me an idea. Maybe I could use the river to travel deep into Minecraftia in search of the Thrill Seekers and my sister. “Do you think you could take me to the river?”

“What, so you can explore the forest for yourself?”

I nodded.

“No problem. It’s the least I can do.” He looked around for something to carry me in, but there was nothing. “I’m sorry, Mr. Squid. I don’t know how to get you to the river.”

“You can carry me on your back. I can hold my breath,” I assured him. “I’ve been practicing. And it’s not Mr Squid, it’s Squiddington.”

“Squiddington, eh?” The sailor looked at me appraisingly. “Well, Squiddington, it’s nice to meet you. My name is Steve.”

He held out a hand to me. I looked at it, not sure what I was meant to do.

“Give me one of your tentacles,” said Steve.

I did as he asked and he shook it up and down. Most peculiar.

“It’s a Minecraftian way of saying hello,” explained Steve. “It can also mean goodbye, as well as a sign of good luck when you agree to do something.”

Minecraftians and their strange ways. It’s clear that I have a lot to learn about the land dwellers of this world.


Day 12




 Steve pulled me up onto his back, ready to carry me to the river on the other side of the hill. Just before I left the water, I took a huge gulp preparing to hold my breath, but it’s harder than you’d think to hold your breath while you’re out of the water and before Steve had even got halfway up the hill, I knew I wasn’t going to make it.

I tapped him on the shoulder, frantically pointing back to the sea. Luckily, Steve knew what I meant and he raced back, tipping me into the water.

Gah! I took a deep breath, taking in mouthfuls of water to try and chase away the dizziness from holding my breath so long.

“That’s not going to work,” I said to Steve. “We are going to have to come up with a better way of transporting me.”


Day 13




We spent all day trying to come up with a way of transporting me to the river. Steve is very good at building things, and he tried to build a fish tank, but with no luck. For a start, there wasn’t any glass, and it’s a bit tricky to build a tank without glass. So he tried using other materials, but when he tried wood, the water seeped through the holes between the planks. When he tried rock, the finished result was far too heavy to move and that was before he’d filled it with water.

“If only we had a cauldron,” I sighed.

“But we do!”

“Where?” I looked around, but I couldn’t see any cauldron.

“Well, we kind of have a cauldron. It was in my boat. That means it should be down there somewhere.” He pointed to the water in the cove.

I looked down. The water was too murky for me to be able to see anything.

“Wait here,” I told Steve. “I’ll just dive down and see if I can find it.”

I ducked down into the water, pushing myself deeper and deeper until I was at the bottom. Debris from the wrecked boat was scattered all around, and I swam all over the place, hunting for the cauldron.

At last I found it, half buried in sand. I tried to lift it up, but it was too heavy, so I swam back up to Steve.

“It’s no good,” I said. “I can’t move it by myself.”

“I’ll help you,” offered Steve.

“It’s too far down,” I told him. “You won’t be able to hold your breath for long enough.”

“It’s okay,” Steve told me. “I’ve got some potions of water breathing. I’ll drink one and I’ll be able to swim down with you. Together, we should be able to get the cauldron.”

A potion of water breathing? I’d never heard of such a thing.

I watched as Steve pulled out a bottle and drank its contents. “Are you ready?” he asked.

I nodded.

“Then let’s go!”

Steve jumped into the water with me and followed me down to where I’d left the cauldron. I was amazed that he was able to breathe underwater as if he were a fish!

We dug up the cauldron, clearing out all the sand, and then together we pulled it up to shore.

“There you go,” panted Steve, worn out after all the swimming. “One cauldron, fit for a prince!”


Day 14




We filled the cauldron with seawater and Steve carefully lifted me in. However, when he tried to push it along, it wouldn’t budge.

“It’s no good,” sighed Steve. “It won’t move.”

“What if we take out most of the water?” I suggested. “I don’t need much to breathe, and as soon as we reach the river, I’ll be fine.”

We tipped out as much water as possible, but when I hopped in, it was still too heavy for Steve to move.

I thought again. “What if I hold my breath and help you push the cauldron? I can jump into the water when I need some more air.”

“It’s worth a shot!” agreed Steve.

I took a big gulp of water and jumped out. Bracing myself against the ground, I tried to push the cauldron, Steve straining next to me to get it to move.

At last we felt it shift. One whole centimeter.

“It’s going to take us forever to get up the hill at this rate,” complained Steve.

I jumped back into the cauldron and rested against the side, pondering our next move.

And then it hit me. An idea so bizarre that it was no wonder that nobody had ever thought of it before.

“How many of those potions do you have?” I asked Steve.

Steve looked in his backpack. “Quite a few,” he said.

“And how long do they last for?”

“Usually about eight minutes. Why?”

“I was wondering what effect such a potion would have on a squid,” I told him.

Understanding spread across Steve’s face. He reached into his backpack and pulled out a potion.

“Here you go,” he smiled. “Give that a try.”

I lifted the bottle up. “Cheers!” I drained it in one large gulp.

I shivered as I felt the effects of the potion on my body. I felt all strange and tingly.

Suddenly, I coughed and spluttered. I couldn’t breathe water anymore!

I jumped out of the water, desperate to be on land. I took a deep breath of air. It was very, very weird.

I was the first air breathing squid ever to walk Minecraftia.

“Wow, it worked!” said Steve. “I must admit, I didn’t think it would.”

“Neither did I,” I confessed. “And now I’m worried about the effects wearing off when I’m too far away from water.”

“Don’t worry about that,” Steve reassured me. “I’ve got plenty of potions and we can always make more. Anyway, it won’t take us long to reach the river now that we don’t have to worry about carrying tons of water with us. Once we’re there, you can just swim along again.”

“And if we reach somewhere interesting, I can jump out and drink a potion before exploring,” I grinned.
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I couldn’t believe it. Finally, I was going to see Minecraftia in all its glory. Maybe I might meet someone who could help me find my sister.


Day 15




“Come on, slowpoke!” Steve ran on ahead, as I made my way up the hill. It was hard work moving on land. The air and ground didn’t move the way water did. I was used to being able to use the water around me to propel me forward. If I tried that here, I just fell flat on my face.

Not only was it tough moving, I wanted to take the time to look around me and experience life out of the ocean. Everything was so new and strange.

At last I was standing next to Steve at the top of the hill and I looked out over the ocean. It seemed to go on forever, the placid waters shimmering blue green.

“I had no idea my home was so beautiful,” I said to Steve.

“Beautiful, but deadly,” he nodded. “I love sailing, but the wreck you rescued me from wasn’t the first time I came close to drowning. When I was a boy, my dad took me out on his boat. I saw a fish in the water and I was leaning out to see if I could touch it when a wave came up and washed me overboard. I knew how to swim, since my dad insisted I knew before he would take me out sailing, but I panicked and forgot what to do. Whenever I asked dad how I survived, he told me the mermaid saved me, but everybody knows that mermaids don’t exist. To this day, I have no idea how I managed to get back to the boat.”

I looked at him in amazement. “I do,” I told him. “When I was a young squid, I used to like swimming alongside boats. I remember distinctly a time when a little boy fell into the water from one. His dad tried to reach him with a pole, but it was too short. He couldn’t dive in because he wouldn’t have been able to get back into the boat. I heard his cries for help and I swam up, coming up beneath you to give you a push out of the water. I swam away before he could see me, so he must have thought I was a mermaid.”

“And now you saved me again,” said Steve. “You really are my lucky charm. I am in your debt, and I won’t rest until we have found your sister and returned her to the ocean.”


Day 16




It turns out that swimming in rivers is horrible. There’s no salt in the water! How is anybody supposed to swim in such bland, horrible stuff?

As soon as it became clear that I wasn’t going to be able to swim in the river, Steve gave me another potion. “Don’t worry, Squiddington,” he reassured me. “I’ll make sure you have as many potions as you need to stay safe. Now where would you like to go?”

Much as I really wanted to explore the forest, I forced myself to remember that my mission was to find my sister. There would be enough time to explore Minecraftia once she was safe back at home.

“Maybe we could find someone and ask them if they’ve seen any squid?” I suggested. “I’m certain that if she was still in the ocean dad’s guards would have found her pretty quickly. If the Thrill Seekers were cunning, they’d have taken her on land. She could be anywhere and dad would never think to look for her here.”

“All right,” agreed Steve. “Probably best if you hide while we’re talking to people, though. Nobody’s ever seen a talking squid walking around on land. The last thing we want is for someone to kidnap you as well.”

“Good idea,” I nodded. Luckily, squid can squash themselves into tiny spaces, so it was no trouble to nip into Steve’s backpack, while he went looking for adventurers to talk to.

Soon, he hit a main road that led out the forest and off into the wilds of Minecraftia. It didn’t take long before he met other adventurers. However, nobody had seen any sign of my sister.

Steve walked all day, but none of the people he spoke to could tell him about squids.

Just as we were about to give up for the day and make camp, we struck gold.

“Yes, I’ve seen a squid,” said an adventurer. “Right ugly thing it was.”

Ugly? The nerve of some people!

I wanted to jump out of my backpack and attack him for his insolence, but I kept quiet. Right now, it was more important that we found out information about Sissy.

“Where was it?” asked Steve.

“Why? Are you thinking of buying it?”

“Buying it?”

“Yes, the squid is going to be up for auction soon. At the moment, it’s in a big tank in the middle of the village in the next valley. They say that it’s a Royal squid. Reckon that gives the ink special powers or something. At the very least, it should make the meat taste better.”

Meat? Taste better?!

I couldn’t stop myself letting out a little shriek. Steve coughed to try and cover the sound.

“I’m sorry,” spluttered Steve. “I picked up a bit of a bug recently. It makes me do funny sneezes.”

“A bug?” The adventurer looked horrified. “You’d better stay away from me then.”

He hurried off, leaving me and Steve alone.

“Did you hear that?” I gasped. “They’re going to sell my sister! To eat! We have to do something.”

“We do indeed,” nodded Steve. “But what? I don’t have much money. I can’t buy her for you.”

“Buy my sister?” The very idea disgusted me. “We’re not going to spend a penny. We’re going to rescue her before it ever gets to that point.”


Day 17




Steve and I got up bright and early the next morning to get to the village where they were holding my sister. The first thing we needed to do was scout out the area to come up with a plan to set her free.

The forest gave way to a desert, which was not good. It meant that there was no water nearby for me and Sissy to escape to, so we were going to have to feed her a potion before we took her anywhere. It was also a couple of days’ journey back to the ocean, which meant that there was plenty of opportunity for us to be recaptured.
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Once we were in the village, things were even worse. There was no sign of any of the Thrill Seekers. They must have kidnapped Sissy to order, and then sold her to the people who were auctioning her off.

Instead of the Thrill Seekers, Sissy’s tank was surrounded by armored guards. She was watched 24 hours a day.

It was hopeless. If she’d been in the ocean, I could have led dad’s army to win her back. But in the middle of the village, we were completely on our own.

How in Neptune’s name could I save my sister?


Day 18




“If we could get her out of the tank and make her drink a potion, then we could jump on a horse and race to the seashore,” suggested Steve. “They won’t be expecting a horse, so we’d be long gone before they could catch up to us.”

“Great idea,” I agreed, “but one thing. That doesn’t cover how we get her out of the tank. They don’t let anybody anywhere near it. We’ve been watching it for hours, and any time someone gets close, the guards go and stand between them and the tank.”

“So we set up a diversion,” said Steve. “Maybe we could set fire to a building at the other end of the village. That would get them running.”

“Not if they’re anything like my dad’s guards,” I pointed out gloomily. “Our guards know that under no circumstances are they to abandon their post, no matter what. If these guards are the same, then it won’t matter how many buildings we set on fire. They’re still going to stay with Sissy. They might run away if the fire reached the tank, but that would put Sissy in danger too. It’s just not worth the risk.”

“Then we hire a magician!” I would laugh at the excited expression on Steve’s face if it wasn’t so tragic. “Didn’t you say that the Thrill Seekers kidnapped Sissy using a magic trick? Why don’t you turn the tables on them and do the same?”

“Know any good magicians, do you?” If squids had any eyebrows to raise, I would have raised one.

At least Steve had the good grace to look embarrassed. “We have to do something soon Squiddington. The auction is coming up. If Sissy is lucky, somebody will buy her as a pet. However, we both know that the chances are high that she won’t be lucky, and in that case...”

Steve couldn’t bring himself to say the words.

And then it hit me. An idea so ridiculous, it just might work.

Quickly, I explained my plan to Steve.

“You know,” he said, “that idea is so ridiculous, it just might work.”


Day 19




Have you ever seen a squid in full royal regalia? It’s quite a sight, you know.

I looked at myself in the mirror. A purple sash ran around my middle, with badges attached to it. Of course, it wasn’t my real sash. That was back in the ocean, and we didn’t have time to go back and fetch it. But Steve had helped me come up with a very good imitation of it, and the Minecraftians wouldn’t know any difference anyway.

On my head was a crown. After all, how can anyone know that I’m a prince without my crown?

I looked very royal. Very royal indeed.

“Are you sure about this?” asked Steve anxiously. “If this goes wrong, they’ll have two squids to auction.”

“As sure as I’ll ever be,” I replied. “Our only other option is to come back with an army, but there just isn’t time. With the auction tomorrow, Sissy could end up in a casserole before I get back.”

“Very well,” nodded Steve. “And remember, if anything goes wrong, I’ll fight for you. To the death if need be.”

“Well hopefully there won’t be the need.” I spoke confidently, not wanting Steve to see how nervous I really was. Part of the burden of being royal is never being able to show weakness. Dad always said that you had to lead your men from the front, showing them by example what you wanted them to do.

I gave the nod to Steve, and we made our way from our hiding place in the woods towards the village.

“Make way! Make way for Prince Squiddington of the Minecraftia Ocean!”

Steve marched in front of me, behaving for all the world as if he were an official Royal Crier. I walked behind him, turning my nose up at the villagers as if they were beneath me. Technically, they were since they were peasants, but if things had been different, I would have loved to stop and talk to them, find out more about what life was like living in a village.

As it was, it was vital to my plan that they believed that I had no fear and was angered so much by their treatment of my sister that I had left the water to solve the problem myself with the full knowledge of my father the king. I was bluffing, but maybe if they thought that the squid army was waiting to invade if I didn’t get my way, they wouldn’t hurt me.

“What’s this? What’s all the fuss about?” A man came huffing and puffing through the crowd, stopping dead in his tracks when he saw me.

“Are you in charge here?” asked Steve.

“I’m the village leader, yes,” nodded the man.

“In that case, I must insist that you meet with his Royal Highness, Prince Squiddington. He is most displeased at your treatment of his sister.”

The village leader paled and gulped. “His sister?”

I risked a glance over at Sissy, who was swimming around excitedly in her tank. I winked at her, and she grinned.

My plan was actually working.

“Call off the auction!” yelled the village leader. 

He turned to me. “I must apologize, your Royal Highness. I had no idea.”
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I knew this was a lie. The whole point of the auction was to make money from royal squid blood, but I let it pass. There was no point in provoking him if I could free my sister with diplomacy.

The village leader went on. “I must insist that you join me for a feast. I had no idea that squids could walk around on land. We have much to talk about.”

Steve looked at me as if to ask my permission. I nodded slightly.

“Prince Squiddington accepts your invitation.”


Day 20




When I woke up the next day, for a moment I’d forgotten where I was. I felt very strange.

Then I remembered. The village leader, Cuthbert, had ordered a large feast to be cooked in my honor. While we ate, he got some of his men to build me a tank in one of the village houses, so that if the potion wore off while I slept, I wouldn’t suffocate.

I woke up, floating around in the tank with a stomach ache. It was a good stomach ache, the kind you get after eating too much delicious food. I ate so much food last night that my belly swelled up and looked like a basketball! It was all so good, I just couldn’t say no to any of it.

Pumpkin pie, chocolate cake, bacon, pork chops, the list went on and on. Each thing I tried tasted even better than the last. I didn’t want the feast to end.

There was a knock on the door.

“Prince Squiddington?”

I jumped out of the tank, guzzled down a potion of water breathing and went to the door. I opened it to see Steve standing there.

“Steve!” I cried. “Come in, my friend.”

I stepped aside to let him into my room, closing the door behind him.

“Have they let Sissy go yet?”

“Not yet.” Steve shook his head. “I’ve heard that a lot of people are very annoyed that the auction has been cancelled. Although the village leader was telling the truth when he said that he would let your sister go, there are a lot of people who are saying that she was bought fair and square and it’s their right to bid on her at auction.”

I frowned. “That’s not good. We need to get her and leave as soon as possible.”

“Well the village leader sent me to fetch you,” said Steve. “He says that he wants to talk to you about something.”

I threw on my sash and followed Steve out to the town hall where Cuthbert was waiting for me.

“Prince Squiddington! I trust you slept well?”

“I did,” I nodded. “However, I am most concerned to hear that my sister has not yet been released.”

“She is only being kept in the tank for her safety,” explained Cuthbert. “As soon as you are ready to leave our town, she will be at your side. You have my word.”

I looked at him. I didn’t know him well enough to know whether I could trust his word.

“Anyway,” Cuthbert went on. “I wanted to talk to you. I couldn’t help but notice how much you enjoyed last night’s feast.”

I couldn’t stop the smile that spread across my face. Just thinking about all that delicious food made me happy. “It was... adequate.” was all I said.

“How would you feel about having food like that delivered to you in the ocean all the time?” asked Cuthbert.

“All the time?” I couldn’t hide my surprise. Was such a thing possible?

“Yes, well, it would appear that there are a number of resources in the ocean that would be very useful to us. How would you feel about agreeing treaty between our two nations? We could supply you with food of your choice in return for royal squid ink and pufferfish.”

I thought about it. If it were up to me, I’d accept his offer in a heartbeat. But I couldn’t agree any kind of treaty without the approval of my dad.

“I’ll have to return to the court and talk to the king about this,” I said. “If you could just let Sissy come with me-”

“I’m sorry, but Sissy will have to stay here for the time being.” Cuthbert shook his head. “Just as a safety precaution. You understand. Royal squid ink is a rare commodity, and once we are assured supply, your sister will be free to go. I’ve cancelled the auction as you requested. Now you need to do something for me. Go speak to the king, and then come back and sign the treaty.”

For a moment, I wanted to attack him. I’d fight my way out of here with my sister if I had to. But Steve, sensing my anger, put a hand out to stop me.

“We’ll talk to the king and return as quickly as possible,” Steve said.


Day 21




“I hate the thought of leaving Sissy behind like that,” I said to Steve as we hurried back towards the ocean. “What’s to stop them from selling her while we are gone?”

“Nothing,” conceded Steve. “But at the same time, the pair of us couldn’t have stopped them from selling her by ourselves anyway. At least this way we have a chance to come back with reinforcements. I believe that Cuthbert was telling the truth when he said that he was cancelling the auction, so as long as we are quick about it, Sissy should still be safe.”

I hope that he was right. Every minute Sissy remained in that village she was in danger.


Day 22




Splash! I dove into the cool waters of the ocean, loving the feel of the water against my skin. I hadn’t realized how much I missed my home.

“Wait here, Steve,” I instructed him. “I’ll be back as soon as I can with reinforcements.”

Steve nodded. “Meanwhile, I’ll make some more potions of water breathing. You’re going to need plenty of them if you’re returning with an army of squid.”

“Thank you, Steve,” I smiled. “You’re a good friend. I don’t know what I would have done without you.”

I saluted him, then disappeared underwater, speeding back to the palace as fast as my tentacles would carry me.


Day 23




“Squiddington! My son! Where have you been? I thought I’d lost you too.”

I was stunned to see tears in my father’s eyes as I entered the palace. 

“I found Sissy,” I told him. “She’s in a village in Minecraftia.”

“In Minecraftia? How in Neptune’s name did she get on land?”

“It appears that the Thrill Seekers were working with some humans,” I explained. “They were going to sell her off for…” I decided not to tell dad why Sissy had been put up for sale. He might not agree to the treaty if he knew. “Anyway, I found her and I’ve made a deal with the leader of the village where she is being kept. He says that if we give them royal squid ink and unlimited pufferfish, not only will he let Sissy go, he’ll supply us with the most delicious food you’ve ever tasted in your life.”

“Food?” spluttered dad. “What would we want with Minecraftia food? We’ve got all the fish in the ocean!”

“Oh no, dad.” I shook my head. “We might have all the fish we can eat, but the taste pales in comparison to what’s offered on land.”

I tried to describe how amazing the food was, but words failed me. How can you explain to someone the delectable crispness of bacon or the sheer pleasure of chocolate cake melting in your mouth?

“Just trust me, dad,” I said at last. “The food is well worth the deal.”

“Trust you?”

I braced myself. Here it came. Another one of dad’s lectures about how I was too young to know anything and how I had a lot to learn about being royalty.

“The best of my guards couldn’t find my daughter. Not only did you find your sister, you negotiated a treaty with another species. Such a feat is worthy of being a king. Your name will go down in history, Squiddington. I am very proud of you. If you say that this deal is worth signing, then I believe you. I will put together a team of guards to accompany you back, along with my royal seal. I give you the authority to sign the treaty on my behalf. You leave in the morning, and when you return bring with you the Princess Sissy and as much food as you can all carry.”

I couldn’t believe my ears. My father was trusting me with the royal seal! I never thought that he would let me negotiate all by myself.

This really was a day to go down in history.


Day 24




I led the guards back to my cove where Steve was waiting for us. It was funny seeing such powerful squid being afraid of swimming through the rocks to my private place. It was only after I had swum into the cove and back four or five times that they were happy to try it themselves.

“I’ve got plenty of potions for you,” waved Steve.

“Jolly good,” I nodded. I turned to the guards. “Right, men. This is the plan. You will all drink a potion of water breathing before leaving the water.”

“Leaving the water?” gasped one of the guards. “We can’t do that! We’ll die!”

“No, you won’t,” I explained patiently. “I lived on land perfectly safely for a good few days thanks to these potions. You’ll be fine.”

Grumbling, the guards lined up to take their potions. I laughed at the comical expressions on their faces as one by one they left the water and discovered for themselves what it was like to walk on land.

“Did I look as funny?” I asked Steve.

“I couldn’t possibly comment,” he grinned.

At last all the guards were on the beach, adjusting to the strange sensation of breathing air.

“You will all keep potions of water breathing with you at all times,” I ordered. “Whenever you feel as though you are starting to struggle for breath, drink another potion and you’ll be fine. Steve has made these potions to be extra powerful, so they will last a long time while we travel as quickly as we can towards the village.”

“Yes, well, about that,” said Steve. “I figured that you’d want to get to the village as fast as possible, so I rounded up some horses for you.”

“Horses!”
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Every day on land brought with it a new wonder. I’ve never seen a horse before. I’d only read about them in fairy tales. Looking at the magnificent creatures Steve led out, I wondered how I’d ever manage to balance on their backs.

I soon discovered that it’s very easy to ride a horse when you’re a squid. All you do is wrap your tentacles around its belly and you’re completely secure.

If you’ve never seen a troop of squid guards riding horses, you’ve never lived.

We rode all day and all night and soon we reached the outskirts of the village where Sissy was being held captive.


Day 25




“Make way! Make way for Prince Squiddington!”

Everyone stopped and stared at the procession of squid marching through the center of the village. I was pleased to see that Sissy was still in her tank. They’d even expanded it a little so that she had more room to swim around.

Cuthbert had kept his word so far.

We marched up to the village hall and Cuthbert came out to meet us.

“Prince Squiddington. How good to see you again.” He stepped forward and shook my hand. Thanks to Steve, I was prepared for this strange custom and I made sure I squeezed his hand nice and tightly, causing him to wince a little.

Good. Serves him right for keeping my sister captive.

“Cuthbert,” I replied. “I have returned with my father’s permission to sign a treaty with you.”

“Good, good.” Cuthbert looked around nervously at all the guards. I don’t think he’d expected me to return with a small army. “If you’ll just follow me, we can agree the terms of the treaty and your sister can return home.”

Oh my goodness me. Negotiating treaties is so boring! Who would want to be king if this is what you have to do all day? No wonder dad is so grumpy all the time!

We spent ages haggling over the tiniest of details. I was expecting Cuthbert to just give me all the food I wanted, but no. We had to agree on exact quantities for every single item. By the time we to finally finished, I felt as though my head would explode.

At last, we had a document ready and waiting for my signature. I pulled out my dad’s seal. After I’d signed my name, I made it official with the royal mark of approval.

“It’s been a pleasure doing business with you,” smiled Cuthbert, shaking my hand once more.

“Yes, indeed. Now there is the little matter of my sister?”

“Of course, of course.”

Cuthbert led me outside and over to the tank. I gave Sissy a potion of water breathing and as soon as she drank it, she jumped out of the tank and squeezed me in a tight hug.

I’ll save you the description of how much she cried and how many times she said thank you. Sisters can be relentless, even when you’ve just rescued them.


Day 26




We spent the night in the village because Cuthbert promised me a feast the next day to celebrate the treaty.

Sissy didn’t want to wait around, but I promised her that it would be worth it and as soon as she took her first mouthful of rabbit pie, she agreed.

“I hope you’ve arranged for lots of this pie to be delivered to the ocean,” she mumbled around a mouthful of food.

“Of course!”

Cuthbert leaned over to talk to us. “I do hope there aren’t any ill feelings for your prolonged capture,” he said to Sissy. “In my defense, we had no idea that squid are so intelligent. If we’d known that you could talk, I’m sure we could have come to an agreement a lot sooner.”

“Bring me more of that cake and I’ll consider forgiving you,” sniffed Sissy.

“There is something else you could do,” I put in.

“Anything for our nation’s new best friends,” smiled Cuthbert.

“Tell us what happened to the squid who brought Sissy to you. She says she doesn’t remember anything about her kidnapping. The squid who stole her away need to be brought to justice.”

“Of course. I couldn’t agree more,” nodded Cuthbert. “Unfortunately, I have no idea. The squid hired some mercenaries to bring your sister to our village, and then they swam off into the ocean. I’m afraid that I’m not very good at telling different squid apart. Once they were among other squid, I lost track of them, and to be honest, I didn’t know that they had done something wrong. They told us that Sissy had broken the law and been banished. They said we could do whatever we liked with her and that was absolutely fine.”

Sissy and I glared at each other. The nerve of them! The Thrill Seekers could have gotten my sister killed.

“If there’s anything I can do to help you find them, I will,” promised Cuthbert. “But unless they leave the ocean, I don’t think there’s much I can do for you.”

“Don’t worry. I found my sister. I’ll find her kidnappers too,” I vowed.

The Thrill Seekers had no idea who they’d taken on. I was the squid who’d made land travel possible. I was the squid who’d found the missing princess where everyone else had failed. I was the squid who’d signed the first treaty with a Minecraftian village.

And I was the squid who would find those evil villains and bring them to justice.


Day 27




I must admit that Sissy wasn’t quite as annoying as usual on the journey back to the ocean.

“It’s so lovely being able to see all the sights from horseback,” she remarked. “I didn’t get to see much of Minecraftia when I was being transported to the village. They kept me in a tank covered in a blanket so I had no idea where I was. It’s so pretty up here! Although, of course, it’s not nearly as beautiful as under the sea.”

“Well, it won’t be long before you’re back in the palace,” I promised. “Dad has been sick with worry. He’s going to be so happy that you’re safe.”

“And what about you? Are you happy that I’m safe?”

“No. As far as I’m concerned, they could have eaten you for breakfast and that would have been fine by me.” I grinned to take the edge off my words and Sissy playfully punched me in the shoulder.

Life certainly would be boring without her around to tease all the time.

As we drew close to the ocean, I noticed that Steve was being very quiet.

“What’s up, Steve?” I asked. “It’s thanks to you that my sister is safe. You’ve repaid your debt to me and then some.”

“I know,” he sighed. “It’s just that I’m really going to miss you when you go back to the palace. You’re my best friend.”

“And you’re my best friend too,” I assured him. “Besides, this isn’t going to be the last time we see each other. Do you really think I would be happy with just seeing that tiny part of Minecraftia? There’s a whole world to explore and I’ll need someone to guide me. I can’t think of a better person to have by my side than the man who saved the Princess.”

“You mean it?” Steve’s smile lit up his face.

“Of course! First, though, I have to find the Thrill Seekers. They have to be punished for what they’ve done.”

“I’ll help you,” offered Steve. “They may be hiding out on land, but if they’re not, I can always drink a potion of water breathing myself and help you explore the depths. Wherever they are, they won’t be able to hide for long.”

“I know.” I urged my horse into a gallop. The sooner we got Sissy back home, the sooner we could hunt for the Thrill Seekers.


Day 28




It was a terribly touching scene when I reunited my dad and Sissy. It was enough to bring a tear to my eye. Wait. Did I say that out loud?

Let’s try again. I rolled my eyes and looked away as Sissy ran into dad’s arms. Yuck! Just because she’d been captured and almost killed, didn’t mean that he had to make a big fuss about her. I thought he’d always said that being royal meant that you had to stay composed at all times?

“Now that I’ve got you back, I’m never going to let you go again,” dad said. “Either of you.” He looked at me meaningfully.

“What?” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “But I have to go and find the Thrill Seekers. You said it yourself. The best of your guards couldn’t have found Sissy. I was the only one to find her and bring her back. If you really want to bring her kidnappers to justice, then you have to let me go and look for them.”

“I appreciate your enthusiasm, Squiddington, but you’re still not going anywhere. You are my heir. I cannot risk anything happening to you, and if that means that Sissy’s kidnappers get away with it for the time being, then so be it. They can’t hide forever. Sooner or later, we’ll find them.”

“No! You can’t do this!” I protested. “I can keep myself safe. I’ve already proved that. You have to let me go.”

“Now, Squiddington. I’m still your father and the king. I know what’s best. You will stay here while I send out an elite troop of guards to hunt for the criminals.”

“I won’t!”

Quick as a flash, I turned and swam out of the palace before the guards could catch me. Leaving a trail of ink in my wake to hide my path, I swam as fast as I could to escape. Knowing that the guards would expect me to go to the cove, I went in the opposite direction and couldn’t believe what I saw.

It was Steve and his new boat!

I leapt out of the water and into his boat. “Quick!” I panted. “Give me a potion and get us as far away from here as possible.”

Steve didn’t argue. He passed me a potion of water breathing and sailed off into the distance.


Day 29




“I’ve been thinking a lot about where I would go if I were a kidnapper trying to escape justice,” said Steve. “Where is the one place you wouldn’t expect them?”

“On land?”
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Steve shook his head. “I considered that, but if that were the case, then they would have stayed with Sissy. After all, that would be the best way for them to get the most money for her. No, I think they’ve done something much sneakier.”

“What?”

“Well, you said that they did a magic trick to kidnap Sissy, right?”

“That’s right,” I nodded.

“So who’s to say they haven’t done another magic trick? What if they’ve disguised themselves?”

“They could be anywhere!”

“They could. But I think they did the sneakiest thing possible. I think they’ve gone back to the palace.”

I gasped, my eyes wide. “We have to get back there! Immediately!”


Day 30




Steve drank a potion of water breathing and dove down deep to the squid palace with me. We went round to the prison cells and I couldn’t believe what I saw.

“Dad!”

“Squiddington!” Dad rushed forward, holding onto the bars of the cell. “You found me! I thought I was doomed to rot here forever.”

“You can thank Steve,” I told him. “It was he who realized that the Thrill Seekers wanted to do more than just kidnap the Princess. That was just a diversion so they could put their real plan into action. Marvin has disguised himself as you. They want to take over the ocean. If I hadn’t have run away when I did, then I would have ended up in the cell next to you.”

The keys were hanging on a hook on the wall, so I grabbed them and set my dad free.

We rushed up to the throne room where the fake king was already making mischief.

“Stop in the name of the King!”

Everyone gasped and turned to look.

“Imposter!” cried Marvin. “Guards! Take him away!”

“Not this time,” I said. I rushed forward and ripped his disguise off.

Everyone gasped for a second time.

“I think you’ll find that if you go and check the King’s chambers, the other Thrill Seekers are hiding there, waiting for the right moment to come out.” 

A group of guards immediately rushed off to my father’s chambers where, sure enough, they found the other kidnappers celebrating what they thought was the success of their plan.

It wasn’t long before the criminals were all locked up in prison.

“What made you see through their plan?” I asked Steve.

“I couldn’t stop thinking about it when you told me how surprised you were that your dad trusted you to sign the treaty. I figured that if the real king was still in charge, he would have wanted to come up to Minecraftia for himself. Once I’d had the idea, I couldn’t stop thinking about it, and the more I thought about it, the more it made sense.”

“Well, we are forever in your debt,” said dad. “If there’s anything we can do for you, you only have to ask.”
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“Your son has already saved my life twice,” replied Steve. “It was my pleasure to be able to help him in return. However, there is just one thing.”

“Yes? What is it? Anything you like!”

“I know that Squiddington would love to see more of Minecraftia. Given that he has just successfully negotiated a treaty with one village, imagine what he could do if he were to explore the world, making new friends for the squid everywhere he went. I was wondering if you would let your son go on vacation with me? He can keep me safe when we sail the seas, and I can keep him safe when we cross the land.”

Dad looked at me. “Is this really what you want?”

I nodded eagerly. “Oh yes,” was all I said, hardly daring to believe that dad was really going to let me leave the palace.

“Well you’ve certainly proven that you know how to take care of yourself. Much as I would love for you to stay here where I can watch over you, something tells me you’ll be safer with Steve. Your wish is granted. You may explore the world with your friend.”

I let out a yell of excitement. I never thought that dad would let me leave the palace. Now, not only was I going to leave, I was going to leave with the best friend a squid could ever have.

If I thought that we’d had lots of adventures together already, something told me that they were nothing in comparison to the adventures to come.

We were going to make history together!
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