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Thursday








Squeak?

Squeeeee?

Cheeeeeee-ehhhhhhh!


These annoying sounds woke me
up in the middle of the night. 



The sounds of a spider. On top
of my house. 



It must have wandered into our
village after sunset. And decided that the roof over my bedroom was a
cool place to hang out.

Screeee?

Squeak-squeak-squeak?


I covered my head with my
pillow. It didn't help.


Soon, I could hear a slime
moving around out there. Blap, blap, blap. 



It almost sounded like someone
was beating the ground with a big dead fish. 



Then a zombie joined in with
its horrible moaning.


“What are they doing out
there?” I muttered to myself. “Are they trying to start a
band or something?!”


Hurrrrrr.


(In case you don't know,
'hurrrrrrr' is the sound a villager makes when thinking. Or
irritated. And right now, I'm super irritated. The mobs can't get to
us in our homes, so they make noises all night just to annoy us.)


Still lying in bed, I simply
stared at the ceiling and made that sound. 



Hurrrrrr, hurrrrrr, hurrrrrr .
. .


(I'd trade two hundred
emeralds for something that could go over my ears and block that
awful noise. A pillow just isn't enough.)


Sigh.


This is the life of a
villager.


We're helpless against the
mobs. Monsters, that is. They arrive almost every night, and there's
nothing we can do except hide in our little houses.


I wish we could fight them
off. Unfortunately, villagers aren't allowed to become warriors. The
village elders say being a warrior is too dangerous. The only thing
we can do is farm, farm, farm. Harvest, harvest, harvest. And stay
indoors all night until the sun comes up.


Still, even if we don't have
any warriors, I've met some. They sometimes visit our village. They
never stay for very long, though. Just long enough to rest up and
trade. They don't look like us at all. They have swords and armor.
And they go exploring. Adventuring. 



I sometimes talk to one of
them. His name is Steve. He's a pretty cool guy. A few weeks ago, he
killed a couple zombies in our village. 



My family was so thankful for
that. One of those zombies just stood right outside the front door
and looked in, mouth hanging open, making the loudest grunting
sounds.


Sometimes, I wish I could be
like Steve. He gets to run around, doing whatever he wants. 



Every morning, he must wake up
and think, 'oh, what will I do today? Slay some mobs? Explore some
temples? Find some treasure?'


Meanwhile, the most
interesting thing I do is collect seeds . . .


I often wonder: does Steve
have a village? Where does he come from?


The next time I speak with
him, I'll have to ask.


Anyway, if I actually defeated
a mob some day, none of the other kids could call me a noob anymore.
According to most, I'm just a noob worthy of my name.


Runt.


As you can imagine, I get a
lot of grief over this name . . .


Especially from Max. He's so
annoying. He always says I'm useless, no good.


He wants to be a librarian,
and he thinks he knows everything because he's read nearly every book
in the village. That really doesn't mean much at all, though, because
a lot of books in our village totally stink. I mean, most of Max's
so-called worldly knowledge comes from a series titled The
Adventures of Cow the Cow.


Whatever. 



If I ever become a warrior,
he'll be saluting me. 



And, after he salutes me,
he'll be shining my boots, and addressing me as 'Sir', or perhaps
'Commander', and asking me how many slices of pumpkin pie I'd like
for lunch.


. . .


Okay, so, our village is
boring at times.


Here's another thing I don't
like about it: the trading.


For example, if you want some
cookies, well, it's not like you just go down to the store, slam
three emeralds onto the counter and call it a done deal, no no no.


In reality, you walk into the
store, hoping the guy selling the cookies is having a good day. 



If he's not, he's gonna
'hurrrrr' for what seems like forever as he thinks about a 'fair
price'—and the whole time, your stomach's rumbling, and you're
telling yourself things like 'Maybe I should just have a raw
potato instead.'


In fact, I had to spend a
total of ten emeralds on this diary. That librarian totally ripped me
off.


My mom gave me those emeralds
for lunch at school. If she found out that I spent a week's worth of
lunch emeralds on a diary . . .


But I guess that librarian was
nice compared to that blacksmith a few days ago. He wanted thirty
emeralds for a pair of leather boots, and the boots weren't even in
new condition. 



Seriously, would someone
actually pay that much?


Then again, my friend Stump
said he once sold a moldy potato to a warrior for five.


I guess that warrior was
really hungry . . .


. . .


I have to watch out for more
than just traders, too.


Some of the villager kids are
real jerks. Especially that kid, Max.  He's always telling these
unbelievable stories.


Well, some kids believe him. 



Max likes scaring anyone he
can. The other day, he was telling some kids about a monster called
the 'poo screamer'.


Supposedly, a poo screamer is
a special type of creeper. 



Creepers are green, of course,
because they're made out of leaves. 



But a poo screamer is brown
because it's . . .


Um . . .


Made out of poo.





You
really don't want to be around when one of these things explodes.


When it attacks, it doesn't
hiss like normal. It makes a loud gurgling sound. 



Or so Max says.


Of course, Max just made it
up. I know that. But a few little kids totally fell for it.


While those kids were playing
in the street, Max hid behind a nearby house. Then he made the sound
a poo screamer supposedly makes.

"Graagraaagggurrrrgggggg—ftttttt!!"


It terrified some of those
kids. From what I heard,  they wouldn't go near a bathroom for days
after. They didn't want the poo screamer to get them.

Yeah.
Welcome to my life.


Irritating mobs.

Greedy
librarians.


Max.










Friday










Last night, I had a crazy
dream. Our village had warriors, and I was one of them. 



I looked endermen straight in
the eye. 



I deflected skeleton arrows
with my bare hands.


I mowed down zombies like a
farmer harvesting beetroots.


Finally, I punched a creeper
so hard, it bounced off the ground, and flew up into the sun. Then it
exploded in the sun, making the sun brighter. The brighter sun burned
the rest of the skeletons and zombies for even more damage.


Yeah.


That's the kind of warrior I
wanna be.





Future
me.


But that was just a dream.


The reality is . . . school is
starting on Monday, and I just turned twelve. 



Twelve. That's the age when
villagers stop being kids and learn a profession. A lot of other kids
are into subjects like Farming, Crafting and Building . . . but
Combat is my favorite subject. I just wish our school had a few
classes like that.


I don't want to be a
blacksmith, or a butcher. Maybe a priest? Or maybe I can just run
away and be like Steve.


No, how could I run away? I
love my mom too much. My dad's pretty cool, too. Of course, he wants
me to become a farmer like him.


It's hard being a farmer, by
the way.


People can just walk up and
steal your crops. 



That happened today. Some
weird guy came into our village and started taking our carrots. My
dad tried to stop him, and the guy hit my dad with his stone pickaxe.


I was really angry. But the
iron golem nearby was way angrier. The golem punched that guy so
hard, he freaked out, dropped his pickaxe and ran away.

I
sold that pickaxe to a
blacksmith
for three emeralds . . .


I
guess I'm learning, huh?










Saturday









The mobs attacked again last
night.


Why would anyone want to
attack such a beautiful place?






As you can see, our village is
huge. It's one of the biggest in Minecraftia. 



It also has walls that keep
most of the slimes and zombies out.






Now, some of you reading this
diary might be thinking: "Wait!! Villages don't have
walls!!"


This isn't just any
village, though. And it wasn't us who came up with idea for the wall.
Steve taught us how to build it. 



Besides, if you were a
villager, what would you do? Would you seriously not
want to build a wall? We're not stupid, you know. Most of us, anyway.


The mayor won't let us fight
the mobs directly, but we can still defend ourselves.


Not that it matters too much .
. .


Even with a stone wall
surrounding our village, the mobs still get in, as you can see from
the other night.


The mobs around here are
really, really smart.


Don't believe me? Let me tell
you about what the mobs did last night: they came up with a way to
get a bunch of slimes over the wall. It's a nasty little trick that
shows just how clever the mobs can be.


We're calling it the 'creeper
bomb'. I'll try drawing it to give you an idea.



Super
secret mob tactics.


Crazy,
right?


Basically, slimes piled onto a
creeper. 



Then the creeper blew up. The
blast threw the slimes high into the sky. Some went over the wall,
into the city.


Of course, the explosion
damage killed the slimes. 



Here's the thing, though. When
a slime dies, it splits into smaller slimes.


So, the result of a creeper
bomb is——


A
rain of baby slimes, into the city.


I was outside when it
happened.


When I looked up, a baby slime
fell from the sky . . . and landed right on my face. It died from the
falling damage. But I was drenched in disgusting ooze. 



Also, I coughed up a
slimeball.


I'm probably gonna have
nightmares tonight. 



Don't laugh at me. I mean, how
would you feel if a baby slime splattered all over you? You
probably wouldn't be very happy.


Then, as luck would have it,
my mom made mushroom stew for lunch. Really? Was that some kind of
joke? I get attacked by a slime, and she's making me mushroom stew? I
wouldn't eat it. 



I couldn't. 



I just couldn't. 











Anyway, I just hope you can
understand how creative the mobs are. They're getting smarter.
They're cooperating. And that creeper bomb is just one of their cheap
tactics.


There's also the 'zombie
ladder', where zombies form a staircase next to the wall.


Or the 'spider elevator',
where spiders carry other mobs up.






Maybe you're thinking: "Wait!
Mobs don't do those things! Mobs don't work together!"


All I can really say is . . .
just come to my village. You'll find out. The life of a villager
isn't easy in these parts.


It's humiliating, the way they
treat us. I really wish we could fight back. Then we wouldn't have to
suffer anymore . . .


However, there is a
rumor going around that maybe some of the students can be warriors
this year. I'm not getting my hopes up, though.


Okay, I'm gonna go take
another bath. 



I've already taken one, but I
still smell like slime.










Sunday










School starts tomorrow.


I'm a little nervous. I still
haven't put much thought into my profession.


This morning, I had to go
gather seeds again. Sigh. My exciting life. I took a stick with me. I
pretended the stick was a sword. The tall clumps of grass were
skeletons. The short grass, spiders.


Pathetic, I know.


After thirty minutes of
attacking the grass for their seeds, I saw Steve.






When we met up, I remembered
the question I'd wanted to ask him.


"Hey, where do you come
from, anyway? A village?"


"Village?" He shook
his head. "No, no. I'm . . . from another world."


Another world? What was he
talking about? I looked at him kind of strangely.


He sighed. "Whatever.
None of the other villagers believe me. Why should you?"


For a second, I decided to
just play along. I thought maybe he was joking with me or something.


"Okay," I said.
"Then what's the name of your, um, world?"


"Earth."


"Earth? That's a strange
name, isn't it? How did you get here?"


"I don't know," he
said. "I can't remember much. One second, I was there.
And then, I was here. But that was months ago."


Well, he didn't look like any
of us villagers. Maybe he really did come from another world? When I
looked at him, I saw a kind of sadness in his eyes. I had to cheer
him up.


"I hope you find your way
back home," I said. "Your parents must miss you."


"Thanks," he said,
and paused. "Wait. So . . . you actually believe me?"


I nodded. "Of course. You
saved our village, after all. You showed us how to build that wall.
Thanks."


"No problem," he
said. "The mobs around here are pretty hardcore. Figured you
guys could use a hand."


I nodded again. For a moment,
silence. Neither of us said anything.


". . ."


". . ."


Then I spoke up.


"Steve? Do you think a
villager could ever become a warrior?"


And Steve beamed like the
square sun.


"The way you were slaying
that grass earlier," he said, "yeah. I don't see why not."


"But our elders won't
allow it," I said. "They say it's too dangerous."


"Well, sometimes, you
have to fight back," Steve said. "That's part of life, you
know?"


I sighed. "The only thing
I know is watering crops. Feeding chickens and pigs."


Steve put a hand upon my
shoulder.


"You're not missing out
on anything," he said. "Trust me on this one. Three days
ago, I was sleeping in a dirt hole and eating raw fish. An emergency
shelter. Sound amazing to you?"


"Not exactly."


"So, appreciate what you
have."


"Maybe you're right.
Hurrrrrr."


"By the way," he
said, "did you start school yet?"


"Nope."


"Hmm. Let me show you a
few tricks on crafting."


And so, for the rest of the
day, I learned a few things from Steve.


While we were crafting tools,
he asked if he could borrow the wooden stick I'd brought.

I
told him it'd be his for the
low, low price of just
twenty
emeralds . . .


Yeah.


I'm
definitely learning.


Monday









I had my first day of school
today.





The
Villager School of Minecraft and Warriory.


It wasn't so bad.


Max saw me writing in this
diary, though. Since he's a future librarian, he wanted to take a
look at it. I didn't let him, of course. If he read that part about
him saluting me, he'd find a way to get revenge. He'd probably tell
all the other kids something involving me, diapers and a poo
screamer.


A couple villager parents were
talking nearby in old villager speak:

"
. . . rurr
. . . hurrr-hurr,
rhurrr
. . . rurr?
. . . rhurrhurrhuurrrrrr
. . ."

Some
time later, assistants gave
every student their schedules.

Here
are my classes.






Hurrr.


I'm not really into crafting,
to be honest. I'd take farming over crafting anyway. Mostly because
my parents taught me the basics, so I feel comfortable about it.


At some point, the village
elders showed up at our school—along with the mayor himself. 



That meant something important
was happening, obviously. When the mayor started giving one of his
speeches, talking about mobs, my heart started to soar.


"We need to adapt,"
the mayor said. "The mobs are getting smarter. Stronger. They're
working together. So, we need to start fighting back."


"We know many of you have
been asking about this," said another elder. "We realize we
can't just hide in our homes forever . . ."


The head teacher stepped
forward.


"And so, what this means
is . . . the top five students this year . . . will have the
opportunity to be warriors . . ."


A few gasps spread through the
crowd of students. Then hushed excitement. 



No one could believe it.


Including myself.


The rumors were true? 



At the end of the school year,
the top five students can choose to become warriors?


It was as if my prayers had
been answered. (I did pray, sometimes. Our village has a church, you
know.)


However, there are 150
students this year . . .


The competition will be
extremely tough. Max is most likely going to try, just so he can brag
about it, and Pebble, a kid who is arguably worse than Max. Actually,
many students probably will. Wielding a sword? Wearing armor? That's
just too cool. 



This year, the elders are
actually giving students a reason to do well in school.


After the speech, I talked
about it with my best friend, Stump. He was freaking out about the
whole thing even more than I was.


An hour later, we had to take
a bunch of tests. They were simple tests, like crafting sticks,
planting wheat. 



But it was all timed.


After the examination was
over, the teachers gave each student a 'performance sheet'.


Here's my performance sheet.




How
depressing.


I didn't do too well on
Building, apparently. My mind was wandering during the whole
examination. 



I couldn't stop thinking about
the possibility of actually becoming a sword-wielding, mob-crushing
coolguy like Steve.


As for level, that's just how
they do it at villager school.


Level 1 is a total noob.


Level 100 means total
competence in all fields.


I tested out at level 3.
That's not too bad. Stump's still only level 1, and Sara—a girl
I'm friends with—is level 2. 



So, I thought I was cool being
a 3rd level student on the first day of school. 



Then Max showed off his
performance sheet.


He was level 5.


Wow.


Would he ever stop being so
annoying?


As I stared at his sheet, he
glanced at mine. And laughed afterward, of course.




Max.

"If
you ever became a warrior," he said, "I wonder what they'd
call you? The Nooblord?"


"More like the Sissy
Police," I said. "I mean, someone's gotta keep your wuss
levels in check."


"Whatever." He
handed my sheet back to me. "When I hit level 100 and you're
still at level 10, I'll let you be my assistant. How's that? Hurrr!"


I glared at him. “Moo.”


Max's cheeks turned red.


The Adventures of Cow
the Cow is practically for babies, yet it's Max's
favorite. I saw him reading it a couple weeks ago. 



He was real secretive about
it.


He doesn't want anyone to
know.






"Rrrrrrurrrrrg!"


He walked away without saying
anything else.


When I turned back to Stump,
he looked a little angry. He was just staring down at his performance
sheet. 



I looked at my own sheet,
feeling a little glum.


"Level 1," Stump
said. "Level 1!! I'm not even a second level student!! Am I
really so bad?!"


"Not at all," I
said. "You'll catch up. Your parents are bakers, so you know
some stuff about crafting, right? And my parents are farmers. We can
help each other out, huh?"


He nodded, then crumpled up
his performance sheet and threw it onto the floor as hard as he
could.


"Maybe I don't have a
chance at being in the top five, but I'm not gonna be humiliated like
this!! I'm gonna be at least level 50!!"


I totally agreed with him.


From this point on, I had a
clear goal.


When I hit level 100, I'll
hand my performance sheet to Max.


Then I'll say . . . um . . .
well, I'll say something witty. 



I'm sure of it.


Maybe I should think about
what I'm going to say when that day comes.










Tuesday










Today, in Farming class, we
had to learn how to take care of sheep.


My family only has pigs and
chickens, so I'd never really dealt with sheep before, but they had
one thing in common with the farm animals I knew—they'll stare
at you in a creepy way whenever you're holding food.


Still, I find sheep to be the
creepiest, for some reason.





How
can you say no?


Then we learned how to shear
sheep. 



I didn't realize it until now,
but sheared sheep look really, really strange.




Almost
like dogs or something.

I
honestly wonder
what a hungry, sheared sheep would look like?

I'm
not sure if I even want to imagine it.


Hurrrrrr.


Sheep scare me now.


. . .

Later,
I found out that my Tricking Zombies class was changed to Mining
Basics.

Max
is in that class.

Hurrrgggggurgurgurgurgurgg.



Gurg.



Urgurg.

Tricking
Zombies sounded like a really fun class. And then, anything is
better than mining.

Let
me tell you, swinging a pickaxe is the hardest thing of all time. 


I
don't want to be a miner. After just one hour, my arms felt like dead
slime.

But
Stump is in that class, too, so it wasn't all bad. We collected a ton
of cobblestone. We weren't supposed to get so much.

Our
teacher didn't even know what to do with all of it.




I
think we've got enough for a new village.

Okay,
so we didn't get THAT much.

But
still. We mined a lot.

Of
course, before we even started mining, the teachers told us about the
'golden rule'.

I'd
heard it many times before, but I guess the teachers thought that it
was necessary to repeat during the first week of school.

Okay.
Let's test your knowledge.

The
golden rule is:

A)
Eat lots of cookies.

B)
Always hug creepers.

C)
Never dig straight down.

D)
Thermonuclear corncobs.

Which
one, hurr? You probably know. It's easy. 


The
answer is . . .

A)
Eat lots of cookies.

Just
kidding. Well, that's what the answer should be. But it's not. It's
never dig straight down. 


I
guess bad things happen when you dig straight down.

Very
bad things.

Such
as the zombie who had a craving for diamonds instead of brains.




The
legendary zombie miner. He only wanted to eat diamonds. He ate lava
instead.

Oh.

Also.

This
is really embarrassing . . . maybe I shouldn't even write about it .
. .

I
forgot to repair my pickaxe while mining today.

It
broke. Hurrrrrrg. Max came back just in time to see that. He laughed
at me again. Naturally.

"Hey,
Runt," he said. "You should learn to be more careful."

"Good
tip," I said. "I was just about to be super careless.
I was like, hurrrggggggg, I'm SO not gonna be careful right
now."

Max
shrugged.

"Just
trying to help out. Wouldn't want you to end up like Spike. He wasn't
careful, too."

"Ah,
another one of your stories," I said, rolling my eyes. "Okay.
Let's hear it. What happened to Spike?"

And
so, Max told me the story of a villager named Spike.

Apparently,
when you're mining deep down, you need to listen for the bubbling
sound. That's nearby lava.

Well,
when Spike mined, he never listened.

He
kept swinging his pick at a wall of solid stone. Chunk,
chunk,
chunk.
He wasn't digging down. He was digging horizontally. So he
was being safe. Or so he thought. Sadly, his little tunnel broke into
the side of an underground lava lake.

The
lava splashed out, and all over him.

I
guess he barely had time to scream.

When
the other miners came to try and save him, there was nothing left of
him.

Just
bubbling lava.

Oh,
and his boots.

I
never wanted to be a miner, but hearing Max's story made me not want
to be a miner even more.

Backbreaking
work?

Check.

Possibility
of taking a lava bath?

Check.

.
. .

There
has to be a way out of this.

Mining
is against my religion!

I'm
allergic to pickaxes!

No,
I don't think the teachers will believe any of that . . .

Hey,
help me out here!









Wednesday









We
had a special Construction class today.

At
first, they just went on about the super easy stuff. 


Stuff
even I knew. 


Like
how it's a really good idea to put a crafting table and a furnace
next to each other.

Who
doesn't know that?

They're
made for one another.




Aww.

Then,
it was fun time. We got to work on building a house.

The
teachers said to be creative.

So,
I had the idea of building a furnace house.

Awesome,
huh?

Stump
thought so, too. Soon, we started on our little project.

After
all, it gave us something to do with our mountain of cobblestone.




Our
furnace house.

I
mean, why NOT build a furnace house? We had so much cobblestone. So,
why not? And, we could use multiple furnaces to speed cooking up.
Come on, why not? You could cook chicken in one furnace, steak in
another, and smelt iron ore in a third. The possibilities were just
endless.

Again,
why not?

However,
our teachers didn't think it was such a great idea . . .

They
said it was ridiculous.

Pointless,
they said.

Pointless!

As
if.

But
the teachers insisted.

"You
don't need so many furnaces," one of them said.

"Also,"
said another, "it looks a bit ugly."

Blah,
blah, blah.

It's
not fair.

Some
girls built a few mushroom houses, and the teachers praised them!

"Oh!
What lovely little mushroom cottages!"

"So
cute!"

"So
wonderful!"

"Breathtaking,
really."

"Marvelous
would be the word I'd use, personally."

A
mushroom house? Seriously?




So
girly.

I
was a little angry.

In
our furnace house, you could cook 99 steaks at the same time.

If
some guy came over to your house . . . and that guy was like, "I
need to cook 1,000 steaks. Right now. Absolutely right now. These big
juicy steaks cannot wait. Cannot. I must cook 1,000 steaks as fast as
possible."

You'd
be able to say: "1,000? Is that all?"

Now,
maybe it's the rare occasion that someone would actually come over to
your house and ask to cook 1,000 steaks. But hey, with a furnace
house, you'll totally be prepared for that.

Can
those girls say the same thing about their fancy little mushroom
house?

Nope.

And
if you found your furnace house to be a little too dark at night? No
problem. Just pop a wood block into a furnace. Bam. You now have a
cozy little glow.

Would
that be possible in a mushroom house?

Nope.

I
really wish those teachers could have seen how awesome our furnace
house really was.

There
was no use dwelling on our losses, though.

So
Steve and I decided to just build a normal house. Small, simple,
wooden. What could the teachers possibly say about a house like that?
A lot, apparently. I couldn't believe their responses:

"Boring,"
they said.

"Too
plain."

"Who
hasn't seen a wooden house before?"

One
of them even sighed.

"Do
try to be a little more imaginative next time, huh boys?"

What,
a furnace house wasn't cool enough?!

After
that, I had another idea.

If
the teachers like the girl's mushroom house, why not build a mushroom
CASTLE?

We
went to work on it immediately.





Behold,
our masterpiece.

Our
mushroom castle had: 


—Eight
rooms.

—A
spiral staircase leading upstairs.

—A
back deck with a table and chairs, all made out of mushroom blocks.

It
took us over an hour to build that thing. 


I
know what you're thinking. Maybe our mushroom castle looks a little
sloppy. We're not master builders yet, okay?

Do
you know how hard it is to align eight giant mushrooms into a castle?

Super
hard.

Probably
on the same level of difficulty as mining obsidian with your fists.

And
do you know what a teacher said to us?

"Now
boys . . . you shouldn't be copying those girls. Come up with your
ideas, okay?"

Whatever.

Even
feeding sheep was better than this.

I'm
done for today.









Thursday









I'm
still sad and angry about what the teachers said.

I
don't wanna write today.

Hurrrrrr.









Friday








We
had an extra class after school. Every Friday, we have to take a
special class on mobs. It's called 'Mobs Defense'. We started with
zombies.

The
first thing they taught us about zombies is:

A
zombie in the daytime can be more dangerous than at night.





The
flaming hug attack of doom.

When
a zombie is on fire due to sunlight . . . it will try to hug you
before it dies.

That's
how much they hate living people. That's how evil the mobs are.

Honestly,
it was a little scary hearing about it.

I
mean, normal zombies? Scary.

But
. . . a burning zombie?

It
knows it's going to die. And it will do anything it can to take you
with it. It wants nothing more than to wrap its little claws around
you.

The
thought of being hugged by a burning zombie and catching on fire . .
. gosh. I was getting a little afraid.

But
even scarier was what they taught us about a special type of creeper.

Apparently,
when a creeper gets struck by lightning, it glows blue. That's called
a 'charged creeper'. Its blast is stronger than TNT. A charged
creeper is the stuff of nightmares.

I'll
admit, learning these things made me think twice about becoming a
warrior.

The
posters on the walls didn't help.

Like
this one:





And
run again.

I
didn't even know about charged creepers until today.

And
they're real. Not imaginary like Max's 'poo screamer'. So, basically,
I'll never go walking around in a thunderstorm ever again.

But
flaming zombies and charged creepers aren't the most dangerous mobs,
according to the teachers.

Skeletons
are among the deadliest. Mostly because of their range. And when one
of their arrows hits you, it knocks you back. If you're standing near
a pool of lava when that happens, well . . . bye-bye. You'll be
joining Spike.

To
illustrate how dangerous skeletons are, there was this poster:





She's
gonna be okay, right?

Suddenly,
being a warrior didn't seem like such a glamorous job anymore.

Maybe
I should just be a blacksmith? That seems like a safe profession.

Am
I afraid? 


Maybe
I don't have what it takes to be a true warrior . . .

A
real warrior would never be afraid. Especially not from a poster on a
wall.

Well,
it's normal to be scared from time to time, right?

I'm
only twelve,
after all.










Saturday








No
class on Saturdays.

So,
this
morning,
I hung out with Steve again. 


He
helped me craft a sword. My very first. Holding it in my hands, the
feeling was unbelievable. I wasn't allowed to craft one in Crafting
Basics.





The
stuff of legends.

I
know, I know. It's wooden. Hey, I had to start somewhere, right?

Steve
crafted a practice dummy and I swung my sword until half of its
durability was gone.

After
that, I asked Steve something that's been on my mind.

"Hey,
Steve. Are you . . . afraid?"

"Afraid?"
He blinked. "Afraid of what? Mobs?"

".
. ."

".
. ."

"Yeah."

"Of
course," he said. He paused for a moment. Stepped closer.
"Actually, you're really gonna think I'm crazy if I tell you
this, but . . . I've died in this world before."

Died?

What
was he talking about? I didn't understand.

Steve
soon told me the story. After he first arrived in our world, he was
in a desert. He eventually left that desert and found a forest, where
a creeper snuck up on him. He heard a hissing sound behind him,
turned around, saw the creeper, and——

Boom.

That
was it.

What
happened next was pretty strange.

He
says everything went red, then black. Then he woke up in the very
same desert he had originally appeared in.




Steve,
the undying.

As
I listened to his story, I didn't know what to make of it.

Was
Steve telling the truth?

Not
only is he from another world, but . . . he can't die, too?

If
what he said is true, it means he can become a really good warrior. A
legendary one.

I've
seen what happens when one of us dies. We just fall over and vanish
in a cloud of smoke. Villagers can actually die. But not Steve,
apparently.

Hurrrmm.

Mental
note: in any bad situation,
let Steve
go first.









Sunday









Wow.
I've been writing in this diary for over a week. It doesn't really
feel like that much time has passed.

Maybe
it's because we've been training so hard at school.

By
the way, I received another evaluation sheet.




I'm
sure it's because the teachers didn't like my furnace house.

Again,
this is unfair.

My
level is still horrible, too. 


Despite
all of my hard training, I'm only level 7.

Even
Bumbi's score is higher than mine.

Bumbi
is this really weird kid. But he's good at farming and building
things.

My
building score is holding my level back. If I want to improve it, I
have to do extra well in afternoon construction class.

Which
means . . . I have to build stuff the teachers actually like.

I
really don't see what was so bad about the furnace house. I'm gonna
have to think about this. 


There
must be a reason why the teachers liked those mushroom houses.

But
why?

Think.

Think.

Think.

I'd
be happy with even level 20 at this point. How sad. Right now, I'm
too pathetic.

Of
course, Max has been bragging because he's level 15, now.

How
can I catch up to him?

This
is a lot harder than I thought.








For
this reason, I've decided to spend my Sunday nights practicing my
building. I've gotta raise my score.

Stump
and I discussed why the teachers didn't like our furnace house.

"Well,
they did say the mushroom houses were beautiful," Stump said.
"Maybe that's the reason?"

"No,"
I said. "The teachers are tricky. They'd never tell us the real
reason. They want us to figure that out for ourselves."

"Hurrrrrr."

".
. ."

".
. ."

We
talked the whole morning.

"Maybe
it's about efficiency," I said. 


"Efficiency?"

"Here's
the thing. What does it take to make a mushroom house?"

"A
mushroom."

"Exactly."

.
. .

Here's
my idea on why the teachers graded the girl's mushroom houses so
highly.

A
mushroom house is made out of a giant red mushroom.

All
it takes to create a giant red mushroom is:

—One
red mushroom.

—One
bone meal.

What
that means is, you don't need a lot of materials to make a mushroom
house. 


If
you're stranded out in the wilderness and it's starting to rain, a
mushroom house can provide instant shelter.

All
you need to do is sprinkle some bone meal onto a red mushroom, and
BAM, you have the basic shell of a house. Or a roof at the very
least.

On
the other hand, it takes eight cobblestones to make a single furnace.

In
other words, making a house out of furnaces is very, very
inefficient. You can't make such a house unless you have a ton of
cobblestone on hand.

I
shared this idea with my pal.

"Hurggggg."

Hurggggg?

That's
the sound a villager makes when he's thinking real hard.

He
seemed to agree with my thoughts.

"That
has to be it," he said, nodding. "What's funny is, the
girls weren't even aware of how great their house was. They just made
it because they thought it was cute."

"Right."

"Don't
worry," said Stump. "Now that we know this, our building
scores are gonna take off."

"I
hope so.”

"I'm
sure of it," he said. "Still . . . " 


He
paused.

I
guessed what he was gonna say, so I finished his sentence for him.

"We
have to figure out something even better than a mushroom house."









Monday








Break's
over. 


Back
to classes.

In
building class, I listened intently to what the teachers said.
Observed everything.

In
two days, there will be another building project.

Stump
and I must prepare for that day.

We're
going to think of something good to build.

Something
that amazes the teachers.

Something
that wipes the smirk off Max's face.

In
three days, when I get another performance sheet, it's gonna have a
good building score.

I
glanced at Stump during building class and saw a gleam in his eye.

He
was thinking the same thing.

Yeah.

We're
gonna build something absolutely crazy.











Book
2








If
you liked this book, please support me by leaving a review.








For
news on my latest books, add me on Twitter:
twitter.com/kidmadeofcubes








Book
2 is available here:


  










If
you like this series, check out my other one:


  



It's
about a kitten.






















Thanks
for reading!

—Cube
Kid









OEBPS/Images/image00062.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00061.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00060.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00059.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00058.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00057.jpeg
Large Chest

LedLedled ed bdiedledledled
LedLedled ed bd e dedledind
Lediedled ed bdiedledledled
Ledledlediediedledled od el
Ledledled ed ediedledledlod

widlededed e dlediedledlod






OEBPS/Images/image00056.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00055.jpeg
FLERSE. 5IR. GIUE US SOME WHERT |






OEBPS/Images/image00054.jpeg
e Ackvenl'u re's
o"P Cow ﬂ‘lﬂ COIA/

This book ;7 wwesom
\Brom'.se???gq?[?(_[f






OEBPS/Images/image00053.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/cover00071.jpeg
B
LA

____________

AANLEAY S

psusiilen
AR
RIS
RIS
I
T
T __
T

i,
LS

,________,________‘___,_

e
" .,___g___

ALY
A






OEBPS/Images/image00052.jpeg
( PERFORMANLCE
. FOR RLNT

i
¢ FARMING

; ELILDING
{ CRAFTING






OEBPS/Images/image00051.jpeg
CRAFTING BRSICS
ESSENTIAL WHLLS
CREEPFER FORTIFICATION
TRICKING ZOMBIES
ESCAPING ZOMBIES

HIDING FROM SKELETONS
TRADING WITH OUTSIDERS
ADUANCED WHERT FARMING






OEBPS/Images/image00050.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00049.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00048.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00047.jpeg
r I:IIEEI'EII !I:ll‘lﬂi






OEBPS/Images/image00046.jpeg
r CREEPER !UH!\\

. .,
@ o .
ey, ®
a0
VAL LTI






OEBPS/Images/image00045.jpeg
CREEPER EOME






OEBPS/Images/image00044.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00043.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00042.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00041.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00040.jpeg
@
Ny
cube kid





OEBPS/Images/image00070.jpeg
Look inside 4
~da

Mineerafi
Ritten

Kindle edit





OEBPS/Images/image00069.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00068.jpeg
( PERFORMANLCE
. FOR RLNT






OEBPS/Images/image00067.jpeg
T die-:l!






OEBPS/Images/image00066.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00065.jpeg
DONT GO NERR THE
EDGE OF H RRUINE

Yo

[






OEBPS/Images/image00064.jpeg
DONT STHRE.
DONT ATTHCK.

JUST RLUN.





OEBPS/Images/image00063.jpeg





