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SUNDAY








My life
is back to normal.

By
'normal', I mean . . . it's just studying hard in school, and dealing
with a few bullies.

I no
longer have to worry about Steve and Mike. They're teachers, starting
tomorrow, and they're building their own houses. 


More
importantly, the other villagers like them.

Outsiders
used to have a bad reputation around here.

Before,
when one of them walked into our village, everyone would be asking
questions like:

Who is
he going to cheat?

What
is he going to steal?

Why is
his head so fuzzy?

And .
. . what is that funky smell?

But all
of that changed, the last two nights.

Everyone
realized, some outsiders aren't so bad. They might smell weird, but
that's just the stench of zombie, spider and creeper guts. They often
walk into the village covered in the stuff.

In other
words, some outsiders are really amazing warriors.

I still
can't believe how they handled those mobs.

Steve
took out a small army of zombies using TNT and an ender pearl.




Mike
defeated a group of witches with nothing more than a sword, a bucket
and a leashed cow.

That's
how real warriors do it.

Even
Stump's grandma was impressed. 


And you
can't impress her. You just can't.

On her
80th birthday, Stump crafted the coolest cake ever for
her. It had an enderman on it. His grandma really likes endermen, for
some weird reason. When she saw the cake, though, all she said was,
the enderman looked more like a cross between a squid and a bat.




Hmm.
Actually, maybe she had something there . . .

Well,
Stump's crafting ability wasn't so great, back then.

Which
means, back then, my own
crafting ability was even wor——um,
nevermind. I . . . forgot what I was about to say. Yeah. Don't you
hate it when that happens?

Anyway
. . .

What's
important here is, Stump's grandma was actually impressed when Steve
blew up the zombies and Mike made the witches cry.

Everyone
was.

After
that, a lot of people began to think that warriors are pretty cool.

To give
you an idea—

Yesterday,
a trader somehow recreated that special warrior scent, with something
called 'cologne'.

He put up
advertisements all over the village.




Yeah.

Today,
that trader sold out. 


Can you
believe it? Even my dad bought a bottle.

All of a
sudden, it's become fashionable to smell like fermented slime.

What that
means is, more students are going to try their best to become a
warrior, now.

What that
means is, I'll soon have way more competition.

How
annoying.

My
chances were low before, but now, they're pretty much zero.




Or maybe
they always were zero.

After
all, the mayor said . . .

He said .
. .




"Runt
. . . you are a noob . . ."

He didn't
even try to sugar coat things.

If he
did, he might have said something like, "You need to
improve, sure, but maybe you will achieve
your dream someday."

Nope.

There was
no sugar coating of any kind—just the dry, crusty truth.

He's
right, too. The most warrior-like thing I've done is kick a baby
slime through a window, and I was scared even then.

Even
though I've worked so hard, it just doesn't matter.

Maybe
some people are born to be great. Like Max. He's kept ahead of me in
level this whole time, and he probably hasn't worked and studied half
as hard as I have.

It's not
fair, you know?

So,
that's it.

From now
on, I'm just gonna focus on being a lumberjack or something. It's a
much more realistic goal. 


That
means, I'll no longer be writing in this diary. There's simply no
more story to tell. It's not like a fairy tale where everything
magically works out in the end.

I failed,
and that's that.

Goodbye,
diary.

It's been
fun.




. . .

. . .

As if.

Did you
really think I'd just give up like that? Or listen to what the Mayor
said? You should know me by now, unless you've just been looking at
the pictures this whole time. 


(I can't
imagine why you'd do such a thing, though. My artwork is super
terrible.)

Anyway,
this isn't the end.

The mayor
is just another person I'm gonna prove wrong.

I don't
care about what he said. What does he know about combat, anyway? No
matter what, as long as I finish in the top five, I can choose
whatever profession I want.

Some day,
the mayor's gonna be saying something like: "You? A noob? Did
I really say something so foolish? No, I always
knew you were going to be the best, Sir Runt! Please
forgive me, sir! Let me polish your sword for you!"


From here on out, it's nothing but studying.


No more helping Steve. No more snooping around. Just studying.


And hey, if I really do fail, well . . . maybe I can try to
become a perfume salesman like that other guy?


Honestly, that sounds interesting.


Hurrrrr.


I guess it's time to go to the mayor's house.


For that 'secret meeting' he was talking about.


I'll update afterward. 



It's gonna be a special update.














SUNDAY
NIGHT—SPECIAL UPDATE









WARNING:


The following entry contains secret information.


If you are a mob, and somehow stole this diary, just know, Steve will
be hunting you. The only way to avoid a super painful death
(involving cactus and/or lava) is to return this diary immediately.


If you're a villager, then shame on you for stealing my diary. Also,
reading this section is super against the law—not just against
the law, but super against the law. The mayor's words
(although I added the super part to make it sound more awesome
and scary).


For anyone else, you're probably reading a copy of my diary. That's
cool, but just keep this following information to yourself, huh? And,
if you're friends with any mobs . . . don't tell them anything.



The warning is now over. You don't have to be scared anymore. If you
started crying after reading this, I'm sorry.






Let's focus on the meeting.


So, I headed over to the mayor's house.


I didn't want to, but his house always has a lot of food lying
around.


And basically, he told us stuff. Secret stuff. Stuff only the elders
know.


It didn't start off well, though.


I did something really embarassing.


①
 Steve,
Mike and I sat down at the mayor's dining room table.


②
 The
mayor sat down afterward. He looked more gloomy than usual.






③
 See
the
cookie on the
table? I ate it. I was hungry, and thought it'd be a good idea. It
wasn't a good idea.


④
 No
one spoke for a little bit. It was very quiet. So, when I chewed the
cookie, the crunching sounds
were loud. I guess everyone could hear it. It was awkward. I
chopped chewing, then. The half-eaten cookie was just sitting in my
mouth.


⑤
 The
mayor asked me a question. It was something boring like 'How are
you?'. I couldn't respond because I had a cookie in my mouth. But I
had to say something, so I tried swallowing the cookie, ended up
choking, and spit crumbs all over the mayor's table.


Thankfully,
everyone ignored this. They acted like nothing happened.


Still,
there's some bad news. My diary was on the table when it happened.
Open.
Soggy crumbs all over the pages. I cleaned
my best,
but
I probably missed a few crumbs.


If
you come across any chocolate smears from melted chocolate chips, now
you know why.


My
apologies.










Okay,
let's focus on the meeting.


The
things the mayor told us, you may not fully understand.


If you
don't, that's cool, because I don't either.


First,
the mayor said:


"Runt,
I see you often write in that little diary of yours."


"Yes,"
I said, staring down at the table. I was still angry at him, and
embarassed about the cookie thing.


"From
now on," he said, "I want you to write down everything that
goes on in this village."


"Urrrrrrr
. . . that's . . . what I've been doing."


"Oh,
okay. Excellent. Excellent. We'll have a record, then, in case our
village ever gets utterly destroyed."


Hurrrrrrr?


Our
village? Destroyed? What was he saying? How could that ever happen? A
lot of thoughts like this swirled in my head.


Mike
finally spoke up:


"Um,
what's this all about?"

The
mayor stirred in his 'chair'—it was really just
some
upside down stairs, of course.


"From
what I understand," he said, "you two come from a place
called Earth, correct?"


The two
warriors nodded.


"And
you play something called Minecraft," the mayor said. "A .
. . computer game."


Again,
more nods. Their faces were showing a bit of confusion by now.


"So,
what?" said Mike. "We're trapped in the game, right?"


"No,
no." The mayor chuckled. "It's not like that at all."


Mike
shrugged. "I read a few books about people getting sucked into
the game, so I just thought, maybe . . ."


"It's
not possible," Steve said. "There's just no way to get
stuck in a computer game."


"Whatever,"
Mike said. "I don't know about this stuff. Besides, I'd rather
believe that we're trapped in the game than . . . the alternative . .
."


(Naturally,
I had no idea what they were talking about. I just sat there and
listened, and tried to understand as best as I could.)


"This
is a real world," the mayor said. "Believe it." He
paused for a moment. "I understand, computer games in your world
depict imaginary places. Fantasy lands. However, Minecraft is very
different. Minecraft is a crude simulation of this world.
Minecraftia."


The
warriors glanced at each other, then back at the mayor.


The
mayor continued.


"Minecraft
is a test," he said. "Its purpose is to find those with
real talent. In short, due to your abilities, you've been recruited
and sent to this world. The one behind all of this is a wizard named
Notch."


"I
don't believe it," said Steve. "Notch?"


Mike
almost laughed. "You're telling me . . . this world is real? And
Notch is a wizard? From this world? Okay, this dream is over.
Can I wake up now?"


The
mayor shot up from his 'chair'. 



He
pounded the table with his fist. 



A few
cookie crumbs, the dry ones, bounced around on the table.


"This
is no laughing matter!" he boomed, and in a lower voice, said:
"I'll admit, I didn't believe it myself. Still, after watching
you two fight, I realize now that it's true. So listen. Right now,
the forces of Herobrine are—"


"Herobrine?!"


"Herobrine?!"


Steve
and Mike nearly jumped out of their chairs.


"Silence!"
The mayor pounded on the table again. "Look, we need your help.
You Earthlings obviously know how to fight, so I hope you'll teach
the students everything you can. Herobrine has been teaching all the
mobs, showing them how to work together. The mobs have Herobrine . .
. and now, we have you." 



(So,
that explains why the mobs have been getting smarter. Who is this
Herobrine, though? I'd never heard that name until today.)


"Of
course, Notch sent many others here," the mayor said. "Out
there, in the wilderness, are many more just like you two. However,
they still seem to think they're in the original game. So, they've
done nothing but harass us, steal from us. They won't even talk.
Maybe they'll listen to you though. Whenever you encounter them, I'd
like you to spread the word."


The
mayor was referring here to the other outsiders.


The
trolls, noobs and griefers who have been causing trouble in our
village. 



(So
maybe that explains why they treat us so poorly. They think they're
in the original game. So, to them, us villagers are just . . . um . .
. game characters, without feelings.)


There
was a long silence.


I just
glanced between the two outsiders and the mayor.


"How
can we go back?" asked Steve at last. "Do you know anything
about that?"


The
mayor shook his head.


"I'm
very sorry," he said. "I don't know anything. I'll try to
find out for you, though. By the way, I will say, Notch is a great
man. Surely he had no other choice than to send you here. That's all
for now. Good night."


With
that, the mayor stood up and left the room.


Eventually,
Steve and Mike started talking again.


Again, I
really don't know what they were talking about.


Another
dimension.


A
parallel universe.


An
alternate reality.


Blah,
blah, blah. Such things make computers sound simple.


Also, I
have no idea who Herobrine is, but Steve and Mike seemed pretty
freaked out just by hearing his name. And that name does sound a
little scary.


For the
second time in my life, I began to question my decision to become a
warrior.


Maybe
being a lumberjack isn't such a bad idea?






I
mean, how could I fail at being a lumberjack? Trees don't move. Or
bite you. Or spit fireballs. Or sneak up on you and hiss and blow up
half your house when you're least expecting it.










Basically,
tonight, I learned:


①  The
outsiders were sent here by a wizard named Notch.


②  Some
bad guy named Herobrine is the reason the mobs are getting smarter.


③  When
you're in a quiet place with other people, don't eat something
crunchy. Just don't.



































MONDAY










Today,
Steve and Mike taught the Intro To Combat class.


As I
originally assumed, the teachers split the huge 150-student class
into two 75-student classes. Stump and I are in Steve's class.


Steve
went over the basics, and I mean the real basics, like how to
position yourself properly in combat, how many swings it takes to
kill a spider with a wooden sword.


Still,
Steve's mind was wandering all day. 



Sometimes,
in the middle of class, he just spaced out.


















Steve
was obviously thinking about what the mayor said last night.


I
forgive him because my combat score went up 7 points today.






I
leveled up, too.










In other
news, a lot of kids asked me about building.


"Runt,
can you give me some tips on raising my building score?"


"Hey,
will you teach me after class?"


"How
much do you charge? I heard one emerald per hour?"


It was
amusing, at first, but now it's just annoying.


And that
girl, Sara . . . she's way more friendly to me, recently, than she
used to be.


What,
all I have to do is ace a building exam and suddenly people like me
more? Why? I don't get it. 











Max is
still as annoying as ever, though.


He had
to remind me of what the mayor said at least once:


"How's
it going, noob? By the way, is that an official profession in our
village? Noob?"


And
then:


"Actually,
Runt, after seeing you take care of Steve, I'd say you're more like a
nanny."


Which
led to:


"Headnanny
Runt, I'm just wondering how I'm doing. I've swept the school floor.
I've scrubbed it and mopped it and even polished it with a slimeball.
I hope to become an awesome nanny like you. Please tell me how I'm
doing."


It's
only gonna get worse, too. 



Once Max
learns the mayor asked about my diary, he's gonna explode.


I'm
assuming he'll try something like putting boogers in my diary . . .


(He did
that to Stump's record book the other day.)



















TUESDAY










This
morning, while Stump and I walked to school, we saw an outsider.


A
warrior, I guess.


Stump
tried talking to him. He said his name was Joe. 







He
didn't say much after telling us his name, just took off.


He
probably didn't have much to say, anyway. He looked like a warrior,
but he was probably a bad one. 



I mean,
who wears gold armor? Both durability and protection are trash-tier.


Well,
after school, we saw Joe again.


At
first, Stump and I just ignored him while he walked down the gravel
road. 



Then an
idea hit me.


The idea
hit me so hard, it was like an arrow shot from a bow enchanted with
Punch II.


I was
literally knocked back by the awesomeness of it.


I
thought of a way to raise my level.


This
warrior-noob, Joe, could actually be useful.


You see,
trading is a factor in our student level. It's one of our scores.
It's almost my worst.


So, if
we could just make a successful trade with him, our trading scores
would go up, and due to this, our levels.


I
explained this to Stump, then we ran to my house and rummaged through
my item chest for some random trash item. A pair of leather boots, in
good condition.


Then we
ran back to the noob.


















That was
it—just 'no'.


Not 'I'm
sorry, but I don't need them', or, 'some other time,
maybe', or even a somewhat courteous 'no
thanks'. 



Just
'no'. 



Then he
turned around and walked away.


Stump
sighed, said he had to get back home and do his homework, and took
off as well.


I
suddenly realized that trading wasn't as easy as I'd thought. 



Whatever.


I still
had faith in my idea. I wasn't giving up just yet.


However,
I needed a strategy.


I
thought for a moment, then caught up to that outsider noob, and said:










Man,
this guy . . .


Didn't
he know that leather boots were better than gold boots?


I guess
he just wanted to show off.


Soon, I
thought of another way.










Hurrrrr.


So,
brute force didn't work. 



Clearly,
I needed to try something else. Another idea hit me.











No.


No way.


I wasn't
gonna go away until this cheapskate coughed up at least two emeralds,
maybe three.


Of
course, the noob named Joe turned around yet again, and just strolled
along the gravel path.


My mind
was racing.


"Imagine
this," I said, running after him. "What if—"


"Imagine
me walking away," Joe said, interrupting my sales pitch. "Wait!
Don't imagine!"


I
grabbed him by the shoulder.


"Listen,"
I said. "Do you see those plains?"


Joe
stopped walking, and gave me a blank look. 



"Yeah."


"Do
you know what's beyond those plains?"


"No."


"A
desert," I said. "A huge one. Hot. Dry. No water for at
least 3,000 blocks."


"So?"


"So,
what if you're walking in that desert some day, and your boots give
out? What will you do then?"


He
paused for a second.


"Um
. . .  I'll craft new ones?"


"And
what if you don't have a crafting table on you?" I asked.


"I'll
craft one?"


"And
if you don't have any wood to craft a crafting table?"


"I'll
gather some?"


"And
what about leather?"


"I'll
find some cows?"


(Sheesh
. . . couldn't he see that I was trying to make an honest emerald,
here?)


"But
there are no trees in the desert," I said. "Nor cows for
leather. You'll be walking barefoot across hot sand with no way to
craft new boots. So, you should always keep an extra pair on you at
all times. A warrior told me that."


Suddenly,
Joe's eyes lit up.


"Omigosh!!
You're right!! I never thought of that before!! Do you still have
those boots?!"


I gave
him a grin flashier than any diamond.


"Right
here, my friend. For the low, low price of just three emeralds, these
quality boots are yours."


Ten
seconds later, there was a tinkling sound as three emeralds fell into
my hand.


"Thanks
a lot," he said. "You're a cool kid."


"No
problem."


And at
the same time, I thought: thank you.






+10 to
trading.


+1 to
overall level.


Well, I
really did have to work for it. A part of me feels guilty, though.
Perhaps I cheated him slightly—I could have asked for two
emeralds.


It was
for the greater good, though.


Besides,
if he ever ran into a really skilled trader, he might have paid ten
or more for the same item. In a weird way, I saved him money.


I'm such
a nice guy, huh?











WEDNESDAY










My arms
are like dead slime again.


Mining
class was really tough today. We've been digging a tunnel, a downward
staircase tunnel, as part of a project. We've been working on it
since the start of school.


I never
mentioned it in my diary before because there was nothing interesting
to say about it.


Until
today.


Today,
we finally reached bedrock.


Then the
teachers hit us with some surprise news.


There's
another test tomorrow. A mining test, this time. We barely have any
time to prepare for it. 



The
teachers just said, 'good job on the tunnel, tomorrow
you're having a test, and here are the rules'.


The
rules are pretty simple.


Like
before, there are 75 teams—2 students per team. Naturally,
Stump and I are partners.


The goal
is to gather 10 diamonds.


The
first team to do this gets first place, the second team, second
place, and so on.


Each
student will be given an iron pickaxe. 



If
someone is caught bringing in any extra tools, they will be
disqualified, along with their partner.


More
than a few students complained about these rules. Finding diamonds
depends more on luck than skill. Even so, the teachers argued that
proper mining techniques will increase a team's chances of winning.

A
team must be efficient, as before. The faster a team digs, the faster
they'll find diamonds.


Teams
must work together and come up with mining strategies.


Now
honestly, I'm really scared. Mining this deep is dangerous. We could
run into a lava pool . . .


For this
reason, all students will be given a bucket of water and a potion of
fire resistance. 



Now,
those are great answers for lava, obviously . . . but what about
mobs?


But
don't worry, I'm not scared. I'm got a combat score of 12, now.
That's good, right? I'll take on endermen with my fists if I have to.


(I'm
lying. I'm actually super scared.)



















THURSDAY










The
mining test began shortly after everyone trudged down to the bottom
of the tunnel.


Potions,
water buckets and iron pickaxes were handed out.


Then, we
were off.


All 75
teams scattered in different directions, digging their tunnels.


Stump
and I, we dug and dug. I swung that pick as fast as I could—as
I swung, I imagined Max's face on every block of stone. Imagined him
laughing. Imagined him calling me a nooblord, a noobamuffin, a
headnanny. It gave me all the strength I needed.


Stump
eventually argued that we needed to split up.


He was
right. We could cover more ground that way.


(Yes,
that was the best we could come up with. Look, we're not mining
geniuses. Not yet.)


After we
dug far enough away from the other students, I began mining my own
tunnel, while Stump continued mining the original.


Finally,
I was super far away from everyone else.


When I
stopped mining, I couldn't hear anything, no sounds of other students
digging, nothing, just eerie silence. And I wondered if maybe I
wouldn't be able to find my way back.


I'd
placed torches on the walls to provide direction, but still . . .


What if
I was lost?


I kept
mining anyway, not wanting to fall behind.


Chunk,
chunk, chunk.


My
pickaxe broke another block of stone.


And
afterward, a brilliant white light hit my eyes. 



Diamond.






My heart
started pounding. Sweat poured down my face. I mined all the stone
around that diamond, to realize . . .


It was a
double vein.


Normally,
a diamond vein will yield 3 to 8 diamonds.


But this
was two diamond veins, right next to each other. 



I soon
found that there was a total of 11 diamond blocks encased in that
stone.






This
single discovery was enough to complete the test.


Here's
the bad news. 



(There's
always bad news with me, huh?)


In all
my excitement . . . I stopped paying attention to the durability of
my pickaxe.


Chooonk.


It broke
as I finished mining away the surrounding stone.


Well, I
really panicked, then. Here I was standing before the biggest diamond
vein ever, and I had no way to mine it. Just my luck. Seriously, this
kind of stuff always happens to me.


Obviously,
I had to go find Stump.


I had to
find him before his own pickaxe broke.


I had to
find him before someone else found this vein and stole it.


Wait.


If I
just left this vein sit here, surely someone would spot it, and take
everything.


I had to
find Stump, yet I couldn't leave.


And if I
shouted, trying to get Stump's attention, others would hear.


I mean,
what if I just bellowed, 'Hey! Stump! I found a
huge diamond vein! Come here! Quick!'


Every
student within 2,000 blocks would run like an army of chickens
running to a mountain of seeds.


I'd
never been so nervous in my life. 



It was
the worst situation.


Then, a
few seconds later, I heard someone approaching.


It was
probably just Stump, I figured, but I wasn't going to take any
chances. I had to conceal my find. I went into my inventory and
realized . . .


When you
mine stone, it turns into cobblestone.


I had no
natural stone.


The only
way to make natural stone would be to bake cobblestone in a furnace.


I could
have made a furnace, of course, with my huge amount of
cobblestone—however, someone was approaching. I simply didn't
have that much time. 



That was
why, I began placing cobblestone around the diamonds to try and hide
them.


I was so
nervous, so frantic, I even placed an oak block instead of
cobblestone.






I did
this right before that person approached.


It
wasn't Stump.


. . .


. . .


It was
Razberry.






"Have
you seen Max?" he asked. "I'm lost."


"No,"
I said. "I haven't seen him at all."


I was
angry at myself for just blurting that out. I should have said
something clever like, "Yeah, I just saw him over there!
5,000 blocks that way! You can't miss him!"


Razberry
sighed.


"Well,
have you found any diamonds yet?"


"None,"
I said. "Just coal, coal and more coal. No diamonds around
here."


My heart
sank as he peered at the cobblestone behind me.


"Hurrrrrrr,
hey . . . what's that cobblestone doing there?"


I gave
the cobblestone a quick glance.


"Oh,
that? That's just . . . a natural cobblestone formation!"


"A
natural cobblestone formation?"


"Yep.
They're pretty rare. What, don't you know?"


"No,
I've never heard of . . . wait, what's up with that wood?"


Great,
I thought—and came up with
some pathetic explanation.



"It's
part of an
underground tree," I said.


Razberry
stepped closer. He got right next to me, still staring at the
cobblestone.


"An
underground tree? That's
really weird,
don't you think? Are you sure that's what it is? Maybe
you'd better take a closer look."


I
did, turning around,
pretending to be amazed.


"Wow,
I can't believe it, but, that's definitely
what it is," I said. 
"Wow. I
mean, wow."


"Yeah,
it's pretty cool," said
Razberry.


"Yes.
It's so great. I'm so . . .
amazed! Totally, absolutely . . . amazed!"


Thankfully,
Razberry isn't too bright. He actually believed me.


"Me
too," he
said, "Okay, I'm
gonna go look for Max now."


"I
think I remember seeing him
down that way,"
I said, feeling relieved.


"Thanks.
Bye."


He
took off, and a moment later, so did I. 



I
soon found Stump swinging away at his tunnel; my
heart felt a chill as he rose his
pickaxe over
his head. It couldn't have
had much
durability left . . .


"Stop!"
I hissed.


He
froze, then turned around with a blank face.


"What?"


"Come
here. Quick!"


After
Stump mined away the cobblestone, and saw those diamonds, he didn't
say a word.


He just
started swinging away.






His
pickaxe broke on the last block mined.


What
luck.


Ten
minutes later, we were back at the huge chamber where all the
teachers were. 



We
handed the diamonds over, one by one, grinning like . . . something
that grins a lot.


We won.


We
got first place. Again.


Stump
started jumping up and down, and gave me a huge high-five. 



"Yeahhhhh!!"


We aced
that building test, and now we just aced a mining test.


I was
about to outlevel Max.


I'd no
longer have to worry about anything—my future as a warrior was
all but certain.


And
then——— 











A
teacher stepped closer
to me.


"Please
show me your inventories."


"No
problem," I said, and
showed her my inventory screen, as
did Stump.


(Steve
said you can't do that in the original game, but hey . . . this is
Minecraftia, not a
game.)


"Hurrrrrrr!
What's that?"
she said. "A
diamond pickaxe?!"


At
first, I didn't understand what the teacher was saying. Then it hit
me.


There
was a diamond pickaxe in my inventory.


Enchanted.


Enchanted
with Efficiency II.


Stump
gasped. "What the creeper?! How did that get
there?!"


"Give
me that!" the teacher snapped.


There
were a bunch of murmurs from the other teachers around me.


What
. . . was . . . happening
. . .?


Why
did I have an enchanted
diamond pickaxe?


"It's
not mine," I said,
handing over the tool.
"I . . . I don't
know how it got there!"


"So,
this is the real
Runt," said the head teacher. "A
cheater!"


"You've
got it all wrong!" said
Stump. "I was with him almost the whole time! That pickaxe
isn't—"


"Enough!"
the head teacher snapped. "Both of you are hereby
disqualified! You have failed
this
test!"


"It's
a trick!" I shouted. "Someone set
us up!"


"No
more lies, young man. Now I'm wondering if maybe you cheated on the
building test as well?"


A
heard someone snickering in
the distance.


Two
people, actually.


And
right then, it was all so clear . . .


I
recalled
Razberry stepping closer
to me in my tunnel.


He
tricked me into turning around and looking at that cobblestone. In
that short time, he slipped that pickaxe into my inventory. 



I'm
sure that was
what happened.


Max's
family is rich, so he probably asked his parents for some
emeralds and bought that
pickaxe yesterday.


How
stupid am I? 



There I
was, thinking I was so clever for tricking Razberry . . . 



But
it was Razberry
who tricked me.


Max and
Razberry soon walked up, and handed the teachers 10 diamonds.


"Show
me your inventories," the head teacher said.


They
did.


Both of
their inventories were empty, of course.


"Well
done, you two!"


Max
winked at me before walking away with his best buddy.


Well
played, Max.


Well
played.



























FRIDAY









I
didn't go to school today. I said I was sick.


I
am.


Kinda.




I'm
mentally sick. Emotionally
sick.


Most
of all, I'm sick of being picked on.


I
stayed in my bedroom all day, reading a book series.
It's called 'Orggor, the
Zombie Pigman Creeper
Golem'.
It's a fun series.
Something to take my mind
off everything.




He's
35% creeper, 25% iron golem, 25% zombie, 15% zombie pigman—and
500% awesome.










At
some point, Stump barged
into my room.


I
didn't look up from my book. "Rhurrrrrg.
I just wanna be alone right now."


"And
do what?" asked Stump.


"Read."


"Hurrrrr.
I don't blame you. That's a good series. But still, there's
another test on Monday. A trading test this time."


"Great,"
I said. "Maybe we'll get disqualified for that one, too."


Stump
shook his head. "Listen, I've
thought of a way to come back. We
can ace that trading test even more than we did the building test.
It'll put us back in the
game. Trust me. Let's
think of it as our next secret project."


"Not
interested," I said. "Anyway,
can we talk about this later? Orggor
is is about to destroy
a Nether Fortress
and I wanna find out what
how he does it."


"He
just smashes everything.
Nothing fancy, just
smashing. Can we discuss
Project X2 now?"


I
glared at him. "You
just spoiled the book!"


"You're
acting just like Steve did
when the mobs blew up his
base," Stump said. "Hurrrrg.
Whatever."


Before
I could respond, he left my room.


I
turned back to my
book.


What's
the big deal? I
thought. What, can't I
feel sorry for myself? It's
over. Max is
probably level 50 by now, and I haven't advanced at all. 



We
didn't get any points for the mining test.


Probably
that one kid Pebble is higher level than me now and he's the biggest
noob of all time . . .


Still,
I couldn't help thinking about my friend. 



What
was this 'Project X2' he was talking about? 



What
crazy idea did he cook up?


I
couldn't help myself. I had to find out. Pigman Golem could wait.


Before
long, I was running out of my house. I saw Stump in the distance,
walking slowly away.


"I'm
sorry!" I called out, sprinting
to catch up with him.


He
turned around and smiled.



















SATURDAY










So,
the trading test is on Monday.


We
have two days to prepare.


According
to Stump, the rules for the trading test are like this: there's no
school Monday. All students must go around the village and attempt to
trade with adult villagers—blacksmiths, fisherman and so on.


Teachers
will observe students from a distance, to assess their trading
skills.


Students
are allowed to cheat
the adults. In fact, it's encouraged.


Also,
no one in the village knows about this, except for the teachers and
the students.


If
a student manages to cheat an adult, the teachers will come up and
tell the adult what's going on. They'll even give those we cheat
extra emeralds to make up for it.


Sounds
pretty cool to me.


And
then, Stump came up with a master plan to ace this test. 



That
means——


Project
X2 is has officially begun.


Actually,
we renamed the project to 'Project
All Eggs In One Basket'.
The reason for that name change will make sense to you soon enough.


However,
I'm not going to write
about the exact details of
our secret project until
we attempt it. Again, this
is to protect us, in case
someone steals my diary.


I
will
say, it requires a large amount of cactus
and bone meal.


The
bone meal isn't
a problem. My parents have
a ton of it lying around. Sometimes, they use it to make their crops
grow faster. They're farmers, remember?


So,
I can probably sneak a bunch of it from the chest in the kitchen.


The
cactus, though . . . that's tough.


Looks
like we're gonna have to go into the desert tomorrow and harvest as
much cactus as we can.


If
we get caught traveling so far from the village, though, things are
gonna get real bad.


Whatever.


It's
all or nothing.


All
eggs in one basket.



























SUNDAY










To
make a long story short, we got some cactus.


As
soon as the sun came up, we ran to the desert. I brought water
bottles, Stump brought cakes, and we harvested cactus until our
inventories were full.


Later
on, I took a stack of bone dust from my parent's item chest in the
kitchen.


Just
one stack. There were seven total. No one will notice.


And
now, I'm signing off for today.


It's
crafting time.


Oh.


One
more thing.


I've
come to realize . . . I need a backup profession in case I don't make
top five.


That
backup profession is perfume salesman.


You
see, I'll
be able to get revenge that way.


If
I fail, I'm gonna make Eau
de Noob and
put Max's face on the advertisement.






So
tempting. So tempting.



























MONDAY










Today
was it.  



My
last shot at making top five.


There
was no school. All students were wandering the streets, looking for
someone to trade with.


Stump
and I already had someone in mind.


Leaf
is his name.






He's
an old guy. A blacksmith.
A bit cranky. 



His
beard is so bushy, it covers half
his nose. And his eyesight
. . . it's the worst.


In
addition, he's one of the best blacksmiths in our village. He's got
lots of items for trade.


All
of the above is why he
chose him.


He
was our target.


The
perfect
target.


Soon,
he would become our
victim.


Soon,
Project All Eggs In One
Basket would be
unleashed upon
a cranky old man who could barely see.


I
didn't
feel sorry for him,
though. To me, he was just
a tool that I was going to use
to improve my grades.
Besides, the teachers would reimburse him, after he got cheated.


And
oh, was he going to get
cheated.


I
knew even then, our project couldn't fail.


It
was just too good. Too crazy. I
was glad to have a best friend like Stump.


You
see, we used that cactus to make 'cactus
green'.




We
sat by the furnace for hours, watching the cactus cook down
into what is basically green dye.


Then,
the cactus
green was combined
with bone meal to make a
brighter lime green dye. 



Now,
maybe you're wondering, 'Why
would someone want to make lime green dye?'


Allow
me to explain.


As I've
mentioned before, outsiders sometimes come into the village to cheat
us. The most common scam is trying to pass off green seeds as
emeralds. No villager has ever fallen for that, of course.


It's
pretty easy to tell the difference.


I'm sure
you'll agree.


Here's
your typical noob trying that scam:






"They're
just really small
emeralds! I swear!"


Well,
Stump thought of a similar scam, except better.


Seems
all that time he's spent crafting cakes finally paid off.


Here's
how it went down.


I
walked up to Leaf, and asked to trade. I offered an
emerald for two iron ingots.
I even held out an emerald to show the blacksmith I wasn't fooling
around.






"See?
Shiny emerald! Real!"


Well,
the blacksmith thought I was a total noob. One emerald for two iron
ingots is a really good deal for the person getting the emerald.


The poor
blacksmith had no idea what he was actually about to get.


Protip:
it wasn't an emerald.


As
soon as the blacksmith looked down at his iron ingots, I
switched the
emerald . . .






.
. . with a dyed lime green
egg.


Stump's
parents are bakers, so his house had a huge supply of eggs.


The
trick was pretty convincing.


Especially
to the blacksmith, who couldn't see very well.


Of
course, I asked to trade more of my 'emeralds' for more iron ingots,
and the blacksmith smiled. He thought it was his lucky day.


"How
many more do ya need, sonny?" Leaf asked.


"How
many do you have left?"



"Ohhhhh,
lemme see here. About fifty, I'd say."


I
smiled. "Then fifty it is!"


The
blacksmith peered at me suspiciously.


"Say,
where'd a kid like you get so many emeralds, anyway? Found the
motherlode, didja? An emerald cave?"


I
shrugged. "If you don't want to trade, I'll just go somewhere
else. Sorry for bothering y—"


"N-no
no," the blacksmith said, not wanting to ruin his 'good deal'.
"Tell me whatcha need, and ol' Leaf here will fix ya right up."


And
so, a total of fifty iron
ingots was traded for 25 green eggs.


"Anything
else ya need?"


"What
else have you got?" I asked.


"How
about this fine bucket?"


"Sure,
I'll take it."


"And
how about some wool?"


"Sounds
good. What else?"


"Hmm.
How about this fine—"


"I'll
take it."


"You
didn't even let me finish speaking," he said. "How do you
know if you'll wanna trade for it?"


"Listen,"
I said, "just give me everything you have. Everything."


And
so, a mountain of items
was purchased using tons
of dyed eggs.


Stump
had to help me carry them
all, because my inventory
was overflowing with them.


I
figured, the more items we cheated out of the old blacksmith, the
more impressed the teachers would be.


Afterward,
we ran out of the blacksmith's place before he caught on and chased
us with a stick or something.


Two
teachers soon rushed over to us.


"Wow!"


"Amazing
work!"


"How
did you come up with that?!"


"By
the way, Runt, we discovered that the pickaxe wasn't actually
yours. We'll get
everything sorted out. Sorry. This
has never happened before. Do you have any idea who could
have done this?"


"I
have an idea,"
I said, but I didn't even care about the mining test anymore.


Max
wasn't even an issue anymore.


My
record book soon updated with an unbelievable sight.






Boom.


Victory
secured.


But
even with this incredible recovery, I'm no genius.


This
time, it was all
Stump.


I've
learned many things in the past few weeks, but what I learned today .
. . it's the most important.


If
you have a
best friend who treats you really well—who
never turns their back on you—well, never
turn your back on them,
no matter what.




And
if your best friend happens to be a creeper, I don't know what to
say. 



I
can only imagine how awkward that must be at times.






"Explody!
It's been so long! Give me a hug! No? Okay, how about a handshake?
Oh, um, right. Nevermind."










Is
this really happening?


Stump
and I are really the only students with a perfect 100% score in any
skill?


We're
going to become warriors. It's almost a certainty.


Tomorrow,
I'm going to tell my parents about this.


I
don't know how they're going to react.


Wish
me luck, huh?




















Book
5










Book
5 is coming soon. Sorry for the slow release. Things are crazy right
now. Plz plz plz forgive me! 



I
can only set books to 'free mode' for five days. That's the maximum
Amazon will allow. So when this book is free, tell everyone you know
(who downloaded the other books) to get this free quickly!


And
thank you for the positive reviews!!!!!!!


—Cube
Kid
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