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My name is Ron and I’m a horse. I live in the Minecraftian savannah with my family. It’s a very big family. I have four brothers and five sisters, and I’ve lost count of how many cousins I have. It gets very expensive when the holiday season comes.

Every day is spent frolicking in the fields and having races. I always lose. I’m not exactly the fastest horse that’s ever lived. I’m not very good at frolicking either. 

In fact, if I’m honest, I hate being a horse. It’s so boring. There’s only so many times you can run over the same bit of ground until you’ve had enough. And the food. It’s so dull. Carrots? Whoop de doo. Hay? I’d rather not, if it’s all the same to you.

No, if I could choose to be anything, I’d be anything other than a horse. 

Imagine what it would be like to be a creeper. I could creep up behind people and BOOM! Give them the biggest surprise of their life.

Or a squid. I could swim across the Minecraftian oceans, exploring the world and performing amazing tricks, like loop de loops or shooting high out of the water before falling back again with a great big splash.

Horses can’t do loop de loops. I should know. I’ve tried often enough.

Even a pig or a chicken has got to be more interesting than being a horse. At least they get their meals brought to them and they have a house to sleep in at night. 

Wouldn’t that be amazing? A nice, comfy house with a lovely soft bed to relax in. 

I tried building a house once. I’ve seen Minecraftians do it when they come to the savannah. They put up little shelters so they have somewhere safe to sleep at night. 

It’s impossible to build a shelter when you’re a horse! Teeth are no substitute for opposable thumbs.

Is it any wonder that I hate my life?
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The other horses had one of their dumb races today. “Join in, Ron!” they urged. “It’ll be fun!” they said. “You’ll like it, honest!” they promised. “You might even win something!” they neighed.

It was not fun, I didn’t like it and I didn’t win anything.

Instead, I twisted my ankle while I was racing and limped past the finish line long after everyone else had finished racing. I had to watch from behind while my sister Rose romped home. She won a huge bunch of carrots.

I guess the only positive thing is that I didn’t win, since I hate carrots so much.

I could hardly bear to watch her claim her prize. She was so smug and annoying.

“Why do you always have to be so miserable, Ron?” asked Rose, munching on a carrot. “Here – I’ll share my carrots with you.”

“No thanks,” I replied. “I’d rather eat worms than carrots.”

“Suit yourself,” shrugged Rose. “I just thought you might fancy a treat. You know, if you didn’t look for the worst in everything all the time, you might actually have some fun. Although I suppose that would be bad too – smiling might make your face ache.”

“Ha, ha, very funny.” I tried to kick her, but she dodged out of the way and the movement only made my injured ankle hurt more.

In despair, I decided to go off by myself. The other horses never like to go far from home, but I don’t see what’s wrong with exploring a bit more of the world. Just because the savannah is boring doesn’t mean the rest of Minecraftia will be. I found a very nice little clearing with some acacia trees to provide some shelter from the sun and lay down to relax, looking off towards the forest in the distance.

I wonder what’s out in that direction?

The rest of the herd are too frightened to leave the savannah, but I think it would be really exciting to discover the world beyond its borders. Maybe there are huge, Minecraftian eating monsters! Maybe I could find one and defeat it! That would be a great story to tell the other horses instead of the usual boasts about who ate the most grass and who could jump the most obstacles in five minutes.

No imagination. That’s the problem with all the other horses. They just don’t understand a creative horse like me.
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 The horses set up some obstacles to jump over today.

“Come on, Ron! Join in! It’s fun!” they urged.

I shook my head, remembering what happened the last time they told me something would be fun. My ankle was still really sore.

Leaving the horses to jump over the hurdles, I trotted off back to my little clearing. Looking at the forest in the distance, I wondered what it was really like over there. Would there be grass to eat? Would there be something more interesting than racing and jumping to do?

In that moment, my mind was made up. Taking a few large mouthfuls of grass to give me energy, I decided that I was going to leave the savannah and see some more of the world. Anything had to be better than staying around here with boring horses who wouldn’t know a good joke if it hit them over the head. I mean, did you hear the joke my sister told last night?

Neither did I. That’s because she didn’t tell one and even if she did, it wouldn’t be funny.

Taking a look over my shoulder at the other horses senselessly leaping over fences, I didn’t even bother to say goodbye. They weren’t going to miss me, so why should I go out of my way to tell them I was going? If they cared, they’d notice that I was leaving, but no. They were too busy enjoying themselves to care.
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Good riddance. That’s what I say. 

I started trotting, then cantering, then finally galloping, revelling in the feel of the wind in my mane. I was free at last! Free from having to do what all the other horses wanted to do, free from having to play their silly games and trying to pretend I like talking to them. Free from the savannah with its same old, same old landscape.

At last I was going to discover the world and find out what it was that I was really meant to do. I’m more than just a dumb old horse. I just know it.
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The savannah is a lot bigger than I thought. I figured that I would be able to reach the forests after just a few hours, but after running all day yesterday and today, I’m still not there. In fact, it feels as though I’m not any closer at all.

If I didn’t know any better, I’d swear that I was running round in circles. All these acacia trees look the same to me.

Up in the distance, I thought I saw something. As I drew nearer, I could make out buildings and people. 

Was this a human settlement?

I hadn’t had much to do with humans in the past. My fellow horses and I tended not to have anything to do with them – they were a little too fond of putting leads on us and trying to tame us. But the village looked really interesting and I was sure that there was something there that might be actually entertaining for once.

What to do… what to do…

At last, I had an idea. I would disguise myself and sneak into the village without anyone knowing that I was a horse!

Once I had the idea, I couldn’t wait to put it into practice. Being in the savannah meant that there wasn’t much for me to use, but I pulled down a few acacia branches and draped them over my back. Carrying some more in my mouth, I was cunningly disguised as a bush. 

Nobody would see through my ingenious plan!

I had to be careful going into the village. Obviously, bushes don’t move very much, but I hoped that the villagers wouldn’t notice me edging forward if I kept the movements small. They’d probably just think it was the wind. Everyone knows that villagers can be really oblivious sometimes.

I crept forward, freezing whenever a villager came near.

“That’s strange, Ted,” I heard one of them say.

“What’s strange, Dennis?”

“Have you ever noticed that bush there before?”

“No, I can’t say I have.”

“I wonder how it got there?”

“It must be a really fast growing weed.”

“That doesn’t sound good. If it could grow that fast that quickly, it could take over the village in no time! We’d better get the iron golems to pull it out for us.”

“Good idea. You stay here and watch it in case it gets any bigger. I’ll go fetch an iron golem.”

A shiver ran down my spine. Fetch the iron golems? They’d be able to see that I was a horse in an instant and then they’d try to tame me!

“Noooooo!” I whinnied, rearing up on my back legs, making my disguise fall off.

If I wasn’t so nervous, I could have laughed at the startled expressions on the villagers’ faces, but I didn’t have time. I had to get away.

I ran as fast as I could out of the village, leaving Ted and Dennis behind. But now that I’d gone so far into the human settlement, I wanted to see more of it. So many strange buildings – I wonder what was in all of them?

I was positive that there was something there that I’d enjoy.
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I was determined to get back to the village. I wasn’t going to rest until I’d explored every inch of it. Only when I was sure that there was nothing exciting there would I be able to move on and get to the forest and beyond. 

My clever disguise hadn’t worked, so I had to come up with another plan. As I pondered what to do, I heard the rumbling of hooves in the distance.

Had my family come to get me?

Looking in the direction of the sound, I half expected to see my sister leading a stampede of horses and was almost disappointed when I saw that the noise wasn’t my herd. 

Of course it wasn’t. That would involve my family actually caring and noticing that I had disappeared.

Instead, it was a group of Minecraftians riding some horses, leading some others by a lead so that they could carry heavy bags on their backs.

Seeing an opportunity, I started running with the horses as they passed me, hoping that I’d blend in and nobody would notice an extra horse in the crowd.

My plan worked! Soon, I was standing in the middle of the village as the Minecraftians tied their horses up to a post. 

I crept away before anyone could notice that I wasn’t on a lead and I was able to explore the village by myself.

At first, there was nothing to see and I started to wonder whether I’d wasted my time getting into the settlement. I’d put myself in danger for nothing.

And then I heard it. The most amazing sound in the world, like nothing I’d ever heard before.

How do you describe a sound that’s completely alien to your world? In the savannah, the only sounds were of horses whinnying, birds singing, and the odd zombie groaning. This wasn’t a whinny, a birdsong, or a groan.

I tried to get closer to the source of the beautiful noise, but suddenly a voice cried out.

“Aiden! Stop that racket! It’s past your bedtime!”

And just like that, it was gone.

But it would come back, and when it did, I would be waiting.
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The night I spent in the village was the worst night of my life. It was impossible to get any sleep because I was constantly on the alert in case the iron golems found me and threw me out or worse – a Minecraftian found me and tried to tame me. 

This was the first time since leaving home that I missed my herd. When we sleep together, we always have a few horses on lookout so the rest of us can get some rest. Now that it’s just me, I have to be my own lookout, so I can’t go to sleep.

At last, I managed to find a space in a stable with the other horses that had ridden in with me. Of course, this time, they noticed me straight away. Horses aren’t stupid. They know when another horse not of their herd is bunking down with them.

“Hello,” said one. “What’s your name?”

“Ron. What’s yours?”

“Louie. Which Minecraftian did you ride in with?”

I coughed and tried not to look too shifty.

“Err… Rose. Rose… err… Horse.”

“Rose Horse? That’s an unusual name. My master is called Jason Bedrock.”

“Is that right?” I sniffed. “That’s an unusual name too if you ask me.”
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“Are you kidding? The Bedrock family is one of the richest in Minecraftia! It’s why they have so many horses. They like to travel in style, so they have to use extra horses to carry all their things. In fact, now that I think of it, don’t I recognize you? Didn’t you gallop in with us? I’m sure you didn’t have a Minecraftian on your back then.”

“Oh… err… no. You must have me confused with some other horse. There are plenty of horses on the savannah, you know. One of them must have decided to run with you. Now if you’ll excuse me, I think I hear my master calling and you know what it’s like. They don’t like to be kept waiting.”

“I don’t hear any-”

I rushed out of the stables before Louie could call in the Minecraftians to capture me. It was getting more and more dangerous for me to stay in the village, but I simply had to know what had been making that incredible sound. I wouldn’t be able to leave until I did.
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I went back to where I’d heard the noise today, hoping that I’d hear it again.

Nothing.

Eventually, I found the building that I thought had housed it and decided to wait, just in case it was something that only happened at certain times of the day. The problem was that people notice a random stray horse just standing around and a few too many Minecraftians looked like they were going to go away and fetch leads for my liking.

I needed somewhere to hide, but where?

Looking around, there weren’t many spots suitable for a horse. I saw a tree, but when I tried to climb it, I couldn’t even manage to wrap my legs around the trunk. I saw a rock, but when I tried to crouch behind it, I couldn’t get my tail out of sight.

Finally, I hit upon the perfect solution. I found a rocking chair lying by the side of the road where somebody had just dumped it. I dragged it over to the window I thought the sound might have come from. There had been a large sun hat on the ground by the chair and I put it on, pulling it down low so that people wouldn’t realize that it was a horse sitting in the chair and not a Minecraftian. I pretended that I was asleep and nobody bothered me.

I always said that Minecraftians were really oblivious!

The chair was so comfortable and the rocking so soothing that I almost did fall asleep for real, but all of a sudden, I was jolted awake. Wide awake.

This was it! It was the sound!

Throwing off the hat, I jumped to my feet, unable to contain myself. I whipped my mane back and forth in time to the beat. I just couldn’t help it. The music – for that’s what it surely was – was infectious and it took over my whole body until I simply had to dance.

I was so engrossed in the music that I didn’t notice it had stopped at first until I heard the sound of someone applauding.

“That was pretty cool! I had no idea that horses could head bang.”

I stopped dead in my tracks. I kept my head completely still, only rolling my eyes around so that I could see who was talking, desperately hoping that if I froze, maybe they’d forget that they’d seen me dancing and would think I was an incredibly lifelike statue.

A young boy was leaning out of the window grinning at me. “You can’t fool me. I saw you blink, you know.”

I sighed, and turned to face him. It was pointless trying to hide if someone knew you were there. “What was that amazing sound? Was it you?”

The boy blushed and shrugged. “You got me! It’s called heavy metal and I was just practicing a few licks.”

“Licks?” What a strange thing to do! What on earth could he have been licking to make that amazing sound?

“Not licks like eating something,” laughed the boy. “Riffs. On my guitar.” He held up a guitar and strummed a few notes. 

It was music to my ears, as if a choir of angels had burst into song. “That’s amazing!” I exclaimed.

“Thanks! I wish my mom thought so. She hates my tunes and she’s always telling me to turn it down. It’s heavy metal, man! You can’t keep that quiet!”

“Absolutely not,” I agreed.

“My name is Aiden,” said the boy.

“I’m Ron,” I replied. “And I’m your biggest fan!”

“I think you’re my only fan,” smiled Aiden. 

A voice came from inside his house. “Aiden! Dinner time!” 

“Coming mom!” Aiden yelled back. “I better go,” he told me.

“Will you be playing your songs again tomorrow?”

“It’s the weekend, so I don’t have to go back to school until Monday. I always go out of town to the forest to practice so that I don’t bother mom when I turn it up loud. If you want to hear some more of my material, you’ll need to meet me there.”

“I’d love to!” 

“Aiden! Get a move on!”

“Coming, mom!” yelled Aiden. “All right, Ron. I’ll meet you in the forest tomorrow and then I’ll show you what metal is all about.”

He disappeared back into his house. I couldn’t stop smiling. I’d found out what the amazing sound was and I was going to be able to listen to it all day tomorrow. Even better, he was going to the forest, so I could leave the village now and hide out there so I wouldn’t have to worry about Minecraftians trying to tame me.

I could see some Minecraftians looking at me, whispering to each other, so I quickly trotted away, out of the village and off to the forest, which had been my destination when I’d first left the herd.

At last, I was going to see what it was like there and get to listen to incredible music at the same time. I was the luckiest horse in the world!
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The forest is very strange. It’s full of trees and flowers. I tried to eat a flower. It was actually rather nice. Totally unlike anything I’ve ever eaten in the savannah.

Everything seems completely different. Even the wind seems alien, blowing gently through the forest, making the leaves rustle in response. And it’s so big! It seems to go on forever. How am I going to find out where Aiden is going to be playing? He could be anywhere.

I wandered aimlessly through the trees, fretting about how I’d find Aiden when suddenly a loud chord split the air. Birds flew up in surprise, pigs and cows ran away, and I grinned with the realization that I should never have stressed about finding Aiden. 

His music would find me.

I ran through the trees, going towards the sound and at last I saw Aiden sitting on a fallen log playing his guitar.

“Ron! You came! I wasn’t sure you would.” He played a cheerful little tune to celebrate.

“Of course I came,” I replied. “You’re the most talented musician I’ve ever heard. I wasn’t going to pass up on the opportunity to hear you play some more.” He didn’t need to know that he was the only musician I’d ever heard.

“Thanks, Ron. I just wish mom agreed with you.” Aiden sighed and slumped over his guitar. “She thinks that it’s just noise, that I’m wasting my time with my music.”

“How can she think that?” I gasped. “Your music is a gift to the world! You have something really special here.”

“Yeah, well, mom wants me to be an armorer, just like my dad and my granddad.” Aiden looked thoroughly fed up. “She says that playing the guitar is stupid and I’m just wasting my time out here when I should be in the shop learning how to make better armor.”

“That’s just wrong.” I shook my head. “Your mom should support you. Your talent is going to change the world.”

Aiden struck a loud chord. “I think so too. Rock and roll, baby!”

“Rock and roll!”

I had no idea what rock and roll was, but it sounded cool and as Aiden started playing, I lost myself in the music once more, banging my head in time and skipping about the forest.
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He needed to take his music to the world. Minecraftia needed to hear this. I couldn’t be the only person who thought it was amazing.
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Aiden came back to the forest again today. 

“I’ve been thinking,” he said to me. “If I want to take my music to the next level, what I really need is a band.”

“A band?”

“Yes, you know. A group of people who all play instruments together to make the music sound even better.”

“I’ve never heard of such a thing. It sounds brilliant!”

“It is, but I haven’t been able to persuade any of my school friends to join me. I was wondering… would you be interested in being in my band?”

“Would I?” I couldn’t think of anything I’d love more!

“Sure. I think people would be really excited about seeing a horse on stage. It would be our gimmick. People will come to see you and they’ll stay to listen to me.”

“But I can’t play any instruments.”

“You can be the drummer! You don’t need to play anything to do that. You just have to count. You can count, can’t you?”

“One, two, err.., twelfety nine?”

I grinned to show that I was joking.

“Very funny.” Aiden led me over to where he had some stones laid out. “This will do as a drum kit. All you need to do is hit the stones in time with the music with this drumstick. Different stones make different noises, so you can experiment with the sounds until you find something you like. Does that make sense?”

I nodded, taking the drumstick in my mouth.

“One, two, one, two, twelfty nine!”

Aiden started bashing out a tune, but although I did my best to hit the stones, it was really difficult. The stick kept sliding around in my mouth and when I did manage to connect with a stone, it made hardly any sound at all. Certainly nothing that could be heard over Aiden’s guitar.

“All right, all right.” Aiden finally stopped playing, shaking his head in disappointment. “That’s not going to work. It was a dumb idea. Of course a horse can’t play the drums. Maybe you should be the bass player instead…”
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Aiden was back in school today, so I waited anxiously in the forest for him to show up. He seemed to take forever and I began to wonder if he’d forgotten about me until he finally came running into the clearing where we’d met yesterday.

“Sorry I took so long, Ron,” he panted. “Mom insisted that I do my homework before I came out to meet you. She said that I always look for any excuse not to do my math and that from now on, I have to show her my finished work before I can go out. She’s really on my case! Anyway, I brought a bass guitar for you to try out. It’s a lot easier to play than a normal guitar – you only have to play one note at a time and to begin with, you can just play one string while you get used to making music at the same time as me.”

He hung the guitar around my neck and I looked down at it. 

“Err… Aiden. How am I meant to reach this? My legs don’t bend that way.”

“Oh yes. Sorry, Ron.”

Aiden took the guitar off my neck and put it on the floor in front of me. “There you go. Just paw at it. I’m sure you’ll do fine.”

I tried to hit a single note, but’s really difficult when you’ve got hooves, so I either made a dreadful noise hitting all four strings or I missed the guitar all together. I was so worried about stamping on it and breaking it, it was hard to find the right balance between plucking at the strings and being too rough.

“Hmmm…” Aiden thought some more. “Tell you what. Put this pick between your teeth. That should make it easier for you to play.”

He wedged a triangle shaped piece of plastic between my teeth and I bent my head down to try and pluck the strings with it, but it was even worse than when I was using my hooves.

“I’m sorry, Ron,” sighed Aiden eventually. “I guess that horses can’t play bass guitars either.”
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Aiden came stomping into the forest today.

“I hate my mom!” he ranted. “She’s so mean!”

“What’s happened?”

“She says that I can only play my guitar on the weekend. On the weekend! She says that schoolwork has to come first and now that I’m old enough, I need to be helping dad out in the shop after school.”

“Old enough?”

“Yeah, it’s my birthday today.”

“Happy birthday, Aiden! If I’d have known, I’d have got you a present.” What, I had no idea. There aren’t many shops in the middle of the forest. I could have picked him a bunch of flowers though. I’m sure he would have appreciated the thought.

“It doesn’t matter anyway. This is the worst birthday ever. She doesn’t understand that all I want to do is make music! I don’t care about armor. I’m not even any good at making it. I’ve tried, but my helmets never fit and my breastplates are wonky. My kid brother can make better armor than I can. Dad says it’s just practice, but I can tell that he’s disappointed in me. It won’t matter how hard I try. I’ll never be a good armorer. I’ll just let the family down if I try.”

“So what are you going to do?”

“I’m going to run away!” Aiden looked at me. “Wait a minute – you’re a horse!”

“Well duh!”

“No, I mean, Ron, you’re a horse. You could be my road manager!”

“What does that mean?” I asked dubiously.

“It means you carry all my equipment from gig to gig. I know that if I just hit the road, I’ll be able to build up a fan base and get really successful. Once mom sees how many people like my music, she’ll have to let me be a musician! What do you say? Are you going to be my roadie?”

“I don’t know. It sounds awfully like you just want to tame me. Are there any leads involved?”

“Don’t be silly! You’re my road manager, not my pet. We’ll be partners. If I do use a lead it would only be in the villages to make sure that nobody else thinks you are a stray horse and tries to steal you. So what do you say, Ron? Will you be my roadie? Please? Please?”

I looked at his little pleading face and my heart melted. How could I say no to someone whose music made my heart sing in response?

“All right,” I agreed. “I’ll be your roadie.”

“Great!”

“But on one condition.”

“Anything!”

“You play me some music while we’re traveling. I hate running around. It’s really boring. Your music will lighten the mood.”

“It’s a deal.”

Aiden held out a hand for me to shake and I lifted up a hoof, turning the handshake into a high five.

“I’m just going to go back home and pack and I’ll meet you here tomorrow evening just as the sun goes down. Mom will think I’m in bed, so we’ll have the whole night to get as far away from the village as possible and we won’t come back until I’m the most famous guitarist in the world.”


Day 12
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I spent the day pacing up and down in the clearing, wondering if I was doing the right thing. Just because I’d run away from my family didn’t mean that Aiden should do the same thing. By the sounds of it, his mom and dad really cared about him and I was sure that if he just sat down and talked to them, they could figure something out.

And I really wasn’t sure if I liked the idea of a lead, even if it was just pretend. Horses are naturally wary of anyone who tries to put a lead on us and I hated the idea of becoming just like those other horses in the stables, all happy to do whatever their human told them.

By the time Aiden came hurrying up, guitar case in hand, I still hadn’t decided what to do, but as soon as I saw his face, I knew that I couldn’t let him down. For better or for worse, I was going to be his road manager.

“OK, Ron. Let’s get this show on the road!”

Aiden started walking next to me, but as the moon rose, strange sounds echoed through the forest and he began to edge closer and closer to me for comfort until he was practically bumping into my shoulder.

“What’s wrong, Aiden? It’s just forest animals.”

Aiden shook his head. “No, it’s not. No animal makes that kind of groaning noise. Zombies live in this forest. Mom always warned me about them, but I didn’t believe her. We might have to make a run for it. Zombies are really slow, so we should be able to outpace them.” 

He let out a scream. “There’s one over there!”

He started running and so did I, quickly moving past him to leave him far behind. Four legs are a lot faster than two.

There was a cry and a thud. 

“Ron! Help me!”

I looked back to see Aiden lying sprawled on the ground, his guitar fallen to one side as zombies started to gather around him. I could almost see them drooling with the thought of a tasty brain supper.

I dashed back and picked Aiden up by his trousers, tossing him over my shoulder so that he was on my back. Grabbing his guitar case in my teeth, I started to race away from the zombies, leaving them groaning in misery at the loss of their meal.

“Thank you, Ron.” Aiden leaned forward and patted my neck. “You’re a life saver.”


Day 13




After a whole night spent running, I was absolutely exhausted and I collapsed under a tree to get some rest. My jaw ached from carrying Aiden’s guitar bag between my teeth, and I wasn’t used to the weight of a Minecraftian on my back either.

“Are you all right, Ron?” asked Aiden in concern. “You look really worn out.”

“I am a bit tired, Aiden,” I admitted. “I think I need something to eat.”

Aiden looked around. “Would you like some grass?”

“It would do, I suppose.”

Aiden went off and gathered up a few handfuls of grass, bringing them back and placing them in front of me, garnishing them with a pretty yellow flower on top. “There you go. Bon appetite!”

I took a few bites of the grass. It was all right, but savannah grass was a lot juicier. 

Forest living wasn’t as fun as I thought it would be. There were more zombies than at home and with so many trees everywhere, it was harder to run. And now that I was carrying Aiden on my back, I had to worry about low hanging branches – he was already accidentally knocked off when I went under a tree, not realizing that there wasn’t enough space for him to go under as well.

The sooner we’re out of the forest the better. I wonder where we’ll end up next?


Day 14
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I hate swamps. I hate swamps even more than I hate forests. They’re so swampy!

The ground is really wet and it’s hard to walk across it. My hooves keep sinking into the ground and it’s so hard to pull them out again.

“It’s no good, Aiden. I’m going to have to ask you to walk for a bit. The extra weight is making it really difficult for me to get through the swamp. Tie your guitar to my back so it’s safe and we’ll try to get through the swamp as quickly as we can.”

Aiden slid off my back and did as I’d asked, holding onto my mane to stay close as we made our way through the swamp.

The sun was setting and there was no sign of an end to the swamp. 

“Where are we going to sleep?” asked Aiden anxiously. “I don’t like some of the sounds that are coming from the swamp.”

Glancing to the side, I could see something small and green hopping through the swamp and it didn’t look like a frog.

“I think we need to get under cover,” I replied. “Who knows what monsters roam the swamp at night?”

I saw a small hut up ahead. “There. We can sleep in there.”

We hurried over towards the hut, which was made of wood and was set up with some steps. 

“It looks like it’s too small for me, but you go in, Aiden, and I’ll curl up underneath the hut. Nobody will see me hiding in the shadows.”

“OK.” Aiden disappeared up the steps, shutting the door safely behind him. Soon I could hear the sound of his guitar as he played some music to calm himself down.

While there was heavy metal, all was right in the world.

I crawled underneath the hut and made myself comfortable. It was going to be a long night.


Day 15




“Err… Ron. We’ve got a problem!”

I was abruptly woken from a beautiful dream. I was back in the savannah with my family. “Show us some more of your dance moves,” they begged and I danced for them as if Aiden were with me playing his guitar. 

“That’s brilliant!” they cheered. “We’ll never ask you to race with us again. It’s clear that you’re meant to be a dancer!”

It was enough to make me feel homesick.

Wiping the sleep out of my eyes, I clambered out of my hiding space to discover what was wrong with Aiden and stopped dead when I saw who he was with.
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Standing next to Aiden, her hand tightly holding on to his shoulder so that he couldn’t run away, was a witch.

“Ah, my pretty. A horse. Just what I need round here. I’ve got lots of work you can help me with. Now stay right there while I fetch a lead for you.”

A lead? “Never!”

I started to run away, but was stopped when I heard Aiden crying out in pain. 

“Don’t leave me, Ron,” he begged. “The witch will hurt me if you do.”

I looked from Aiden to the witch and back again. 

“All right,” I said to the witch. “I’ll help you, but only if you don’t use a lead. Aiden will tell you that I’m more than happy to carry things without being tamed. In fact, I’ll work even harder without a lead because I don’t want you to try to tame me.”

“It’s true, Miss Witch,” nodded Aiden. “Ron is a very hard worker and I’ve never tried to tame him.”

“Hmmm…” The witch stroked her chin, tapping her foot as she thought about my offer. “All right,” she said finally. “You work hard enough and I’ll leave my lead in my hut. But I’ll have your friend here trussed up and the second I get even a sniff of funny business, it’ll be curtains for him!”

“Curtains?”

The witch drew a finger across her throat, making a noise as if she was dying.

“You’ll tickle him under the chin?”

“Geez, are you thick or what?” sighed the witch. “Keep this up and I’ll just take your friend out of the picture and put you on a lead.”

“Sorry, ma’am. I mean, yes ma’am. I mean, I’ll work really hard, I promise.”

“See that you do.” The witch shoved Aiden up towards her hut. “And you can call me Miss Selma. I hate being called ma’am. Ma’am is what I call my mother and I’m nowhere near as old as her.”


Day 16




The witch is absolutely relentless! 

As soon as she got up in the morning she set me to work, hauling logs around the swamp. 

“I want to extend my swamp,” she told me. “I’ve decided that I want a separate bedroom with an ensuite and a Jacuzzi!”

“A Jacuzzi? What’s that?”

“No idea, but I want one. Tabitha, the witch in the next swamp, has just added an extra floor to her hut and she can’t have a better hut than me. Now that I’ve got you to help, I’ll be able to have the best hut in all Minecraftia. Take that, Tabitha!”


Day 17




“Pssssst!”

I looked up from my work and saw Aiden at the window of the witch hut trying to get my attention. 

“Don’t look at me,” he advised. “You don’t want Selma to think you’re slacking off. I know she says she’s gone into the swamp to gather ingredients for potions, but I don’t trust her as far as I can throw her.”

Just as he recommended, I carried on moving logs, edging closer to the hut so Aiden could talk to me undisturbed.

“This is driving me nuts, Ron,” Aiden complained. “I’m locked up in a corner of the hut and I’m bored stiff. Is there any chance you could pass me my guitar? She threw it out of the hut when she put me in here.”

I started to hunt around on the ground and soon spotted the guitar case lying amongst some tall grass. I dragged it out with my teeth and carried it back to the hut.

I stood there for a moment, pondering. How was I going to get it up to Aiden? I couldn’t go through the door of the hut – I was too big. And I didn’t want to risk throwing it to him in case I broke it.

In the end, I caught the edge of the case in my teeth and swung it up to Aiden. It took a few tries for him to be able to catch hold of it, but at last he managed to hook the edge of the case and pull it up to the window.

“Thanks, Ron. Oh my poor guitar. I hope it’s still all right after lying out in the damp swamp for so long.”

He pulled the guitar out of the case and started tuning it. Soon, he started playing a fast tune, something to really motivate me. I tossed my mane from side to side as I picked up the pace, moving logs around at twice the pace. 

With Aiden to motivate me, I finished long before Selma came back and I was able to sit down and have a rest for once. 

At last, Aiden let the chords die away. “How long do you think she’s going to keep us here?” he asked.

“I don’t know, Aiden,” I replied. “I’m worried about what will happen once I’m no longer useful to her.”

“What are you talking about, Ron? You’re a horse! She’s always going to find you useful.”

“I might be a horse, but she’s a witch. Everyone knows that they like eating horse curry.”

I looked at Aiden meaningfully as he visibly shuddered. 

“We’re going to have to get out of here,” Aiden said decisively. “If she doesn’t need you any more, she certainly won’t need me, and I really don’t fancy being the subject of her experiments with potions. Did you see what happened to that pig she threw a potion at last night?”

Now it was my turn to shudder as I remembered the poor pig’s fate. I can’t bring myself to talk about it. It was just too horrible.

We both started thinking, but came up with nothing. I couldn’t get into the hut to set Aiden free and I wasn’t going to run away without him.

We were stuck.


Day 18




“You did a good job yesterday, horse,” said Selma.

“My name is Ron,” I muttered under my breath, but not loudly enough that she could hear me. I didn’t want to make her angry. She wasn’t a very nice person when she was angry.

“Keep this up and I’ll have my new hut in no time. Today, I want you to start flattening out that section around the hut so that the floor is ready for me to build on. I’m going to be visiting Tabitha today to get some ideas for what else to do to my hut and I want that job finished by the time I get back.”

She set off down the path in the direction of her friend’s hut while I started to flatten the ground. The sooner I got it done, the sooner I could talk to Aiden and see if we could put together a plan of escape.

“I think I’ve got an idea!” announced Aiden.

“For how we can escape? Great!”

“Not that. I wish I did. No, I’ve got an idea for a new song. Do you want to hear it?”

Aiden started playing his new tune. It was fantastic! So catchy. I couldn’t help myself. I had to dance around, using the dance moves to flatten the soil. It was even more effective than stomping about!

“What is that infernal racket?” screeched the witch.

I stopped in my tracks, frozen with fear. “I thought you weren’t going to be back from Tabitha’s hut until later.”

“Clearly. Now give me that instrument. I’m going to destroy it so that I never have to hear anything so horrific ever again.”

“Not my guitar!” gasped Aiden.

And then it came to me. How we were going to escape.

“Aiden! Start playing again!”

Terrified that every note could be his last, Aiden started strumming again.

“Nooooo!” The witch reached up and covered her ears. “Not that music! Anything but that music!”

While she was distracted, I ran at her as fast as I could.

“Oof!” 

I rammed her in the belly, knocking her off her feet. While she was sprawled on the ground, dazed and confused, I rifled through her pockets, looking for potions. Every bottle I found I smashed over her head, hoping that one of them would knock her out.

“Not… my… lovely… potions…” gasped Selma, finally fading into unconsciousness. 

“Quick, Ron. Find the keys to the hut and throw them to me.”

I nudged about in her robes, finally finding a large keyring filled with keys. I trotted over to Aiden and tossed them up to him. Moments later he was racing out of the hut.

“Come on, Ron. We need to get away from the swamp as fast as we can. Who knows how long those potions will keep the witch down?”

After days of working outside in the swamp, I was a lot more used to navigating the boggy ground, so Ron climbed onto my back and I raced away as fast as I could.

At last we were out of the swamp and free of the witch’s control.


Day 19




“Look up ahead, Ron. It’s a village! We can find somewhere to stay there and get some decent food for once. I’m starving! I was lucky if the witch even gave me a slice of pie once a day.”

Aiden had a point. He was definitely a lot lighter on my back than he used to be. 

“Sorry, Ron. I’m going to have to put a lead on you soon. We don’t want the villagers to think that nobody owns you. We’ve been through too much together for me to lose you now.”

“All right,” I sighed. 

“Hey. I know how much you hate the idea, buddy.” Aiden patted me on the side of my neck. “I promise I’ll only leave it on when I absolutely have to. And I thought I’d give a concert and you could dance while I play. People would really love that and once they’ve seen you dance with me, they’ll know you’re my horse and they won’t try and take you away.”
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“Well as long as you promise not to leave it on any longer than you have to,” I agreed.

“I promise.”

Aiden took a lead out of his backpack and slipped it over my head. It felt weird and I didn’t like it at all. The sooner the lead was off, the better.

We trotted into the village. If I was expecting it to be different to Aiden’s home, I was disappointed. Although the layout was a little different, there were still all the same buildings and the villagers wore the same kind of clothes. 

Minecraftia isn’t nearly as exciting as I was expecting it to be. Being held captive by a witch wasn’t boring, that was true, but it was also dangerous and at the end of it, I could have been a witch’s dinner. 

It seems like I’ve spent all my time running away from danger and to be honest, having races with the other horses was a lot more fun. 

For the first time since leaving, I found myself wishing that I was back on the savannah.


Day 20




Aiden had managed to bring an emerald with him and was able to pay for us to stay in a hotel with a stable. We’re going to have to earn some money soon, though. I don’t know how we’ll survive otherwise.

Aiden brought me some hay to eat.

“Here you go, Ron,” he said. “I know it doesn’t have a flower on the top, but hopefully it’ll still be delicious.”

I looked at it, but didn’t take any.

“What’s wrong, Ron? Don’t you like hay?”

“It’s not that, Aiden,” I sighed. “I guess I’m just missing home.”

“I know what you mean.” Aiden sat down on the ground next to me. “I thought I’d be happy without having mom complaining to me all the time, but I’m really missing that. Isn’t that weird?”

“No weirder than me missing my sister beating me in races,” I replied.

The pair of us slumped down in the hay feeling miserable.

“This won’t do.” Aiden pulled out his guitar and started to play. It was a quieter tune than what he normally played, matching our melancholy. “I’ve managed to book us a gig tomorrow and we’re going to rock this town! We’ll make lots of money and then we can go home rich. Does that sound like a plan?”

“It sounds like a great plan,” I smiled, even as my heart ached for the savannah.


Day 21




“Aren’t you nervous?” I asked Aiden as he tuned his guitar, ready for his very first gig. “I’d be nervous. If I were you, I’d be very nervous. Have you seen how many people are out there waiting?”
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“I wasn’t, but if you keep going on about it, I will be,” replied Aiden grimly. “Now do you remember the plan?”

“I come up on stage with you and dance for the first few songs. When we get to the last number, I’ll go through the crowd with your backpack, asking for donations. I’ll do my best puppy dog eyes and hopefully we’ll get so many emeralds that your mom won’t be cross with us when we get home.”

“That’s the plan. I can just imagine mom’s face when she sees what my music can do. I’m going to make more emeralds than the armory gets in a year!”

He plucked each of the strings one more time to make sure that his guitar was ready. “OK, Ron. Let’s rock and roll!”

As we’d discussed, I went out on the stage first to announce him.

“L-l-ladies a-and g-g-g-gentlemen,” I began, really nervous when I saw all those faces looking up at me. 

I coughed and cleared my throat and started again.

“Ladies and gentlemen. Tonight we have a very special treat for you. A young musician who is going to be very famous one day. He’s brought his own unique type of music to show you. He calls it heavy metal.”

“Heavy metal?” I could see a lot of confused faces in the audience. I hoped that Aiden was right and that people would like his music as much as I did.

CLANG!

Aiden struck a chord off stage and I was even more worried about the audience’s reaction. A lot of them jumped at the loud noise and I could see a few frowns and even looks of disgust.

But I had no time to worry about that as Aiden started to walk towards me, nodding his head to encourage me to start head banging.

I had a job to do and I was going to do it.

As Aiden’s tune progressed, I started to lose myself in the music, jumped around the stage with him as we wove around each other in a choreography we’d worked out together. 

If we didn’t make any money, I could at least say that I had fun.

At last, Aiden’s final chord faded away and I stopped dancing. Aiden grinned at me as he punched the air. “Yeah!” he cried.

Silence.

Slowly, Aiden and I turned our heads to look out over the audience, who were standing there, stunned.

They hated us. 

Then suddenly first one, then another villager started clapping, the sound spreading like wildfire through the room until everyone was yelling and cheering, crying “More! More!”

“This is a little number I like to call ‘Witch in a Swamp’,” announced Aiden, as he started playing the tune he’d created to help motivate me while I was moving logs around for Selma.

Once again, I started dancing and this time the whole audience joined in. The floor was pumping as we raised the roof – literally! I was sure that I saw the night sky appear through cracks in the ceiling.

By the time we reached our final song, there was no doubt about it. Aiden was a hit and he had a very bright future ahead of him. I could barely fit all the emeralds people were throwing at me into the bag. 

We really were rich!

“Thank you, Ron. I couldn’t have done this without you,” gasped Aiden when he saw how much money we’d made. “Once mom has seen this, there’s no way she can say no to me going on tour and getting even more emeralds.”

“Yeah – once she’s finished telling you off for running away the way you did,” I reminded him. “You shouldn’t have left home like that.”

“I do feel bad about that,” Aiden admitted. “But didn’t you say that you did the same from the savannah? You can’t really say that I did a bad thing when you snuck away from the savannah without saying goodbye. At least I left a note.”

Now that he said it, I realized that he was right. I should have at least said goodbye to my family. So what if I’d never really fitted in with them? Looking back, Rose had always tried to share her prizes with me, and the other horses had always tried to get me involved in their games. 

“As soon as I get you home safely, I’m going to go back to the savannah,” I vowed. “And once I tell them all about your music, they’re going to want to see you play for themselves. You’ll have an entire audience of horses just waiting to see you perform!”

“Then I’d better come out there and write some songs just for the horses,” promised Aiden. “It’s the least I can do for my best friend in the whole wide world!”


Day 22




“There he is! There’s Aiden!”

We were walking through the village when we heard the scream. Suddenly, we were surrounded by a group of villagers all desperate to get Aiden’s autograph.

They weren’t just after his autograph either. I had lots of people coming up to me, wanting to stroke my mane or give me sugar lumps.

I LOVE sugar lumps! They’re easily the best food on the planet!

“You have to come and have dinner in the village hall with the leader,” the villagers insisted. “Your gig last night was brilliant! You have to do another performance so our leader can see how great you are.”

“All right, all right. One more. Tomorrow night.”

I could tell that the villagers were disappointed we couldn’t stay longer, but both Aiden and I wanted to get back home to our families. It was good to know that they loved our music this much and after all, we could always come back on tour once Aiden had explained things to his mom.


Day 23




It became impossible to walk through the village without being mobbed. Aiden and I ended up holing out in the stables while we waited for the big feast in our honor. 

Being famous was strange and I wasn’t sure if I liked it. 

At last, it was time for us to go to the feast. 

“Do I look all right?” asked Aiden, as he brushed down his clothes.

“Like a rock star!” I smiled. “Tell you what – why don’t you ride on my back and arrive at the feast in style?”

“Are you sure? I know how much you hate the idea of people thinking you’ve been tamed.”

“It’s thanks to your music that we’re going to this feast,” I replied. “And if there are sugar lumps there, then the very least I can do is give you a ride to repay you.”

Aiden scrambled up onto my back and I trotted over to the village hall. When we went through the doors, a cheer erupted. 

Anyone would have thought we’d just saved the village from marauding skeletons the way we were treated. We were given seats at the top table on either side of the village leader, who made sure that he served our food first before taking anything for himself.

The best part was there were lots and lots of sugar lumps!

When we’d finished eating, the leader turned to us. 

“I’ve heard so much about your music, Aiden. I wish that I’d been at your concert last night. It sounds like it was amazing. But if you wouldn’t mind treating us to a song tonight, I’d very much appreciate it.”

“Mind? It would be my pleasure!”

As the dinner things were taken away, villagers moved the top table aside so that there was space for Aiden and me. Aiden picked up his guitar and grinned at me. 

“Are you ready, Ron?”

“Always!”

“One… two… twelfty nine!”

Aiden’s guitar erupted into one of my favorite songs, ‘Down among the Chicken Jockeys.’ I started dancing and before I knew it, a whole group of villagers had joined me, pogoing about as Aiden rocked the village.

It was a night I’ll never forget.


Day 24




“We made even more emeralds, Ron! Look at how many we have!”

Aiden opened up his backpack to reveal so many emeralds that he could barely tie up the top. “This is enough to keep my mom and dad happy for the rest of their lives!”

“Good. I’m glad. You deserve it. Now let’s get home, because I’m sure they’re really missing you.”

Aiden swung open the door to the stables and promptly shut it again.

“Ron, there’s a massive crowd out there waiting for us. We’re going to get mobbed!”

“You’re being silly, Aiden.” 

I moved over to the window and looked out, gulping when I saw that Aiden was right. There were so many villagers out there, I couldn’t count. There was no way we would be able to make our way through them.

“Aiden! Aiden! Ron! Ron!” The chant started quietly at first, gaining in intensity until the only sound you could hear was the roar of our names.

“What are we going to do, Aiden?” I asked.

“The only thing we can do. Rock and roll!”

Aiden took out his guitar. “Do you think you can carry me on your back while I play the guitar?”

“It’ll be hard not to dance, but I think I can manage it,” I replied. 

“OK, then. We’re going to rock this village so hard that they won’t be able to stop us leaving because they’ll be too busy head banging!”

Aiden climbed onto my back.
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“One… two… twelfty nine!”

I kicked the stable doors open as Aiden hit the first chord. The waiting crowd screamed and started dancing around, seeming not to notice that we were slowly making our way to the edge of the village.

“Get ready, Ron,” Aiden called out to me. I could barely hear him over the racket the villagers were making. “Now RUN!”

I burst into a gallop and by the time the villagers realized we were running away, it was too late.

We were out of the village and on our way home.


Day 25




We didn’t want to risk running into Selma again, which meant that we had to go round the swamp to get back to the forest. This made the journey a lot longer and on our first night, we had to camp out in the open, since there was a large plain neighboring the swamp with few resources.

“I don’t like this,” I muttered, as Aiden tried to build a shelter for us from what he could find. “We should have used some of those emeralds to buy supplies.”

“And deprive my mom of these lovely jewels?” Aiden shook his head. “No, we’ll be fine. We can forage for food and as soon as I’ve completed this shelter, we’ll be safe from skeletons and zombies for the night. It won’t be the biggest shelter anyone has ever seen and it won’t be the prettiest, but it’ll be somewhere we can sleep and that’s all that matters, since we’ll be moving on tomorrow morning.”

I did my best to help Aiden build, but it’s hard when you’re a horse and don’t have any hands. I don’t know if I was able to help him much at all, but at last we finally had a ramshackle shelter that would give us a little bit of protection from the night time monsters.

“I don’t suppose you brought any sugar lumps with you?” I asked hopefully as we curled up together to go to sleep.

“Sorry, Ron. I didn’t manage to buy any before we left. But when we get back home, I’ll buy you all the sugar lumps you can eat. I promise.”

“Humph.” I didn’t like having to wait so long for sugar lumps. I decided that I would race back to Aiden’s village as fast as I could. The sooner I was back, the sooner I could have some of that yummy sugary goodness.


Day 26




“Can you hear anything?” I asked Aiden, briefly stopping from my race back to his village.

Aiden cocked his head, listening out for anything strange.

“Nothing. Sorry.”

“I could have sworn I heard something.”

“Well, now that we’ve stopped, I think now might be a good time to take a break and have something to eat. You’ve been running all morning. I don’t want you to fall over in exhaustion.”

“Don’t you worry about me,” I said, but I had to admit that it would be good to have a brief rest to get my energy levels up a bit. 

As we ate, I couldn’t help but keep looking back towards the village. I couldn’t see anything, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that someone was following us. The villagers had liked Aiden far too much to be happy to see him go. What if they were planning on kidnapping him, forcing him to be their village musician? And if they did, what would they do with me? Would they put a lead on me and try to tame me?

I ate as quickly as I could, desperate to get back on the road. The sooner we were back at Aiden’s village, the better. I didn’t like the feeling of being exposed the way we were in the plains.

“You can eat on the way,” I told Aiden, nudging him to get him up on my back. “I think we should try and ride through the night as well.”

“Are you serious? I’d fall asleep in the saddle and fall off! You’re being silly, Ron. Nobody is following us. I’ll make us another shelter tonight. It’s much safer. You’ve been on the go all day and if we bump into any zombies, you wouldn’t have the energy to outrun them. But if it will make you feel better, I’ll sit facing backwards and keep a watch out for any strangers. If I see anyone coming, I’ll let you know.”

It didn’t make me feel much better, but when we settled down for the night, Aiden hadn’t seen anybody and I began to think that I was just being silly. 

Nobody was following us and we’d be home very soon.


Day 27




"Well look what we have here."

I jolted awake, but when I tried to stand up, I discovered that I couldn’t. My legs had been tied together!

“Aiden! Are you all right Aiden?”

“Shut up, horse!” 

One of the Minecraftians who was looking through our things kicked me. It really hurt, so I kept my mouth shut as I looked around for my friend, not wanting to be kicked again.

I saw Aiden lying motionless a little way away from us. He’d been tied up as well with a gag over his mouth. 

“Look at all these emeralds! We’re rich!” 

The gang of men laughed viciously as they tipped over Aiden’s backpack. Emeralds tumbled out, going everywhere. One of them landed next to Aiden and I had to stifle a gasp as I saw him wriggle his body around so that he could grab it and tuck it away.

He was just pretending to be unconscious!
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“Right, lads. Let’s get some food cooking. Chasing down these two has given me a real appetite. I feel as though I could eat a horse!”

The men laughed as I turned pale, my eyes widening at the thought. They wouldn’t really eat me, would they?

Luckily, they didn’t mean it and instead they started roasting a chicken over the campfire. I felt really bad for Aiden. I knew that roast chicken was his favorite food and something told me that the thieves weren’t going to be sharing their dinner.

“Right. What are we going to do with these two?” asked one of the thugs. “I don’t want to risk them coming after us. That horse could catch up to us in no time.”

“We could always take them with us,” suggested one. “You saw how many emeralds they made in just a couple of nights. Think about how much money they could bring in if we took them to other villages.”

“And risk them escaping?”

“Well we can’t just leave them here. Unless…”

I gulped. Were they going to kill us?

“We could just take the boy. The horse can’t do anything on his own and nobody really cares about a dancing horse.”

“I don’t know, Sonny. I quite enjoyed seeing him jumping about.”

“Yeah, well, he wouldn’t have been doing any dancing without music and all the villager girls loved the boy. No, I’m the leader and I’ve made my decision. We’ll break camp in the morning and take the boy with us. We’ll leave the horse here. I’m sure he’ll eventually break free of those ropes and if he doesn’t...” Sonny shrugged his shoulders. “That’s one less annoying horse in this world.”

No! They couldn’t take Aiden away from me.

I spent all night trying to wriggle out of the ropes tying my legs together, but the knots were too tight and even if I had managed to get free, one of the robbers was on watch at all times. 

Eventually exhaustion overcame me and I fell asleep. When I woke up, the Minecraftians had gone, taking Aiden with them.


Day 28




I had no idea where the Minecraftians had gone. Looking at the ground, I thought that I could see some footprints leading away from both the village we’d come from and Aiden’s village, so I followed them, figuring out that it was as good a direction to go as any.

It wasn’t long before I heard a strange rumbling sound. I stopped in my tracks, determined to figure out where the noise was coming from. Last time I’d ignored a sound like this, we’d been ambushed by thieves. Maybe I could figure out where they’d gone if I used my ears.

The sound got louder and louder, almost like a thunder storm.

I realized that I recognized the noise.

It was my herd!

I started running towards them. I don’t think I’d ever been so happy to see my sister as when Rose came over the top of a hill, racing to meet me.
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“Ron! Where have you been all this time? We’ve really missed you!”

“Rose! It’s so good to see you.”

We rubbed our noses together in the traditional horse greeting. 

“What are you doing here?” I asked. 

“We were worried about you, Ron. You’re part of the herd! We could never rest until we knew you were safe. You’re one of us and we will always care about you, even if you prefer to hide under acacia trees instead of racing.”

I blushed. “So you knew where I went?” 

“Of course! And we didn’t mind. We just want you to be happy, Ron.”

I felt so stupid. How could I have left the herd the way I did? I should have known that they cared about me.

“You have no idea how much it means to me to hear all that,” I told Rose. “But right now, I need your help. My friend Aiden has been kidnapped and I have to rescue him.”

I told Rose all about my adventures with Aiden and how the Minecraftians were planning on using him to get lots of emeralds. 

“Any friend of yours is a friend of the herd,” said Rose. “Come on, horses. Let’s go save the day!”

Duke, the horse with the best sense of smell, sniffed around the ground for a bit, looking for a trace of the Minecraftians. “They went this way!” he announced. “And they’re not too far ahead either.”

“Let’s go get Aiden!” cried Rose, as she broke into a gallop.

Racing along with her, I realized that although I’d enjoyed seeing more of Minecraftia, it was a lot more fun doing it with my family by my side.


Day 29




“There they are!” 

It was twilight and we’d finally caught up with the Minecraftians who’d taken Aiden. Their campfire gave off a gentle glow and it seemed as though most of them were asleep, just one on watch duty.

“What do you want to do, Ron?” whispered Rose. “Aiden is your friend, so it’s your call. Do you want to just rescue Aiden or shall we give those thieves the fright of their lives?”

“Nobody kidnaps my friend. Let’s make them pay!”

Horses tiptoed around the camp, quietly surrounding the thieves. On my signal, suddenly we all rushed at the fire, knocking it out and plunging their camp into darkness. 

“Whooo!” 

We screamed and hollered, making as many scary sounds as we could.

“Who’s there? Who is it? Is it a ghost?”

The robbers scattered in a panic as I rushed over to where Aiden was trussed up. 

“Come on, my friend. Let’s get you out of here.”

Without bothering to untie him, I tossed him onto my back, grabbing the guitar case while Rose picked up the backpack full of emeralds.

As we ran off into the night, I knew that I’d had enough adventure to last me a lifetime.

It was time to go home.


Day 30




The villagers looked astounded as an entire herd of savannah horses trotted into their village, Aiden sitting on my back at the head of the procession.

I went straight to his home, Aiden sliding off my back and into his mom’s arms.

“Aiden! Where have you been? We’ve been so worried about you.”

“I’m sorry mom, but music is in my blood. I wanted to prove to you that I’m a musician, not an armorer, and look at what I’ve got.” 

He opened up his backpack, pouring out the emeralds in front of his parents. 

“Enough emeralds for you to retire with!”

His mom gasped and squeezed him in a tight bear hug, while his dad started counting the emeralds back into the bag. 

“So what do you think, dad? Can I be a musician? Can I?”

His dad nodded slowly. “You know, son. I used to love playing the guitar when I was your age, but my dad told me there was no money in it. Now I wish I’d done what you did. You’ve made me very proud. Just next time, tell your mother where you’re going, OK?”

“OK.”

Aiden turned and gave me a big hug. “I couldn’t have done it without you, Ron. You’ve been amazing.”

“So have you. Your music is incredible and I’m glad that you’re going to be able to show the world how talented you are.”

“And when I go on tour, the first place I perform will be the savannah,” Aiden promised.

“I’ll be counting the days!”

As I trotted out of the village with the rest of the herd, I heard the sound of Aiden’s guitar behind me. 

“What’s that?” asked Rose. “It sounds incredible. It makes me want to dance!”

“That? That’s heavy metal, baby.”

All the horses started dancing, bobbing their heads in time to the beat.

It looked as though I’d been wrong all this time. I had a lot more in common with the rest of my herd than I realized. 

They certainly had great taste in music!
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