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you haven't read the first four books,
grab them before starting this one. Otherwise, you'll be
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TUESDAY















We
built a cave near the school today.

From
a distance, it looks like a huge pile of cobblestone just sitting in
some empty field.

Nothing
special.

But
pure awesomeness is contained within.











It's
for combat training.

We
can practice how to fight in darkness which warriors sometimes need
to do.

It's
big enough to hold 75 students. 


When
you take away the torches, it's pretty dark in there.





Now, you're probably thinking
something like, "Why did Runt make a picture of a dark
cave? It's not like anyone needs a picture to imagine a cave."


I agree. 



The above picture is, without
a doubt, the most boring picture I've ever made. Some cobblestone
walls? Some dirt underneath? All of it barely visible due to the lack
of light?


Well, this is a diary about my
life, and not everything in my life is exciting.


Furthermore, this drawing, of
a simple cave, illustrates what lengths we're going to become better
villagers.


We built a cave in the middle
of our village to train.


That's hardcore, huh?


Beyond that, if you're ever
talking to your friends about boring pictures, well, just direct them
to this picture. 



Maybe some day one of your
friends might say something like, "Dude, I was reading
this one book, right, and it had some
boring pictures . . ."


And you can be like, "Dude,
I know of a book that has a more boring picture than whatever book
you're talking about. Dude."


(By the way, am I overdoing
the 'dude'? I just wanna sound like an Earth kid.)


And your friend will be like,
"Dude, no way. The book I just read was
literally titled 'The Most Boring Book
Ever Written'."


And you can be like, "I'll
bet you five emeralds."


And he'll be like, "Okay,
you're on."


And you'll whip out this
diary, show them my cave picture, and your friend will be like,
"Okay. Wow. Wow. Just . . . 
wow. Now that is the
most boring thing I've ever seen.
I give up. You win. You win. Here.
Take my emeralds. Please. Just take them. I feel so
sorry for you, for reading that boring book . . . even if we DIDN'T
make a bet, I'd give you emeralds out of sheer pity."


(This is basically an easy way
to get free emeralds.)


(Unless you're one of those
Earth people. Steve said Earth people don't use emeralds, but shiny
metal things and pieces of paper and plastic cards. I find that
really strange.)









Anyway,
today, during Combat class, in the secret combat cave, every student
had to fight a zombie while everyone else watched.

When
it was my turn to fight, it was so dark.

All
I could see was the zombie's shadowy form. 





I
filled in the details with my imagination.

I
imagined the zombie's sunken black eyes.

I
imagined the zombie's mottled green skin and old stinky clothes.

An
image of the zombie appeared in my mind . . .




Actually,
at first, I imagined a steak instead of the zombie.

I
was so hungry. 


I
focused again, trying to picture the zombie before me . . .











Urrrrrg!

(When
a villager forgets to make a 'h' sound during a 'hurrggg', you know
he's annoyed.)

I
just couldn't stop thinking about food.

I
didn't have breakfast or lunch, and all the hard work we did in class
this morning made me really hungry. I mean, since eight this morning
I've been running, jumping and swinging a sword.

That
kind of stuff really drains your hunger bar, you know?

Well,
it didn't stop there.

After
picturing big juicy steaks, my imagination really started to
soar . . .

I
finally did picture a zombie.

At
least, it had a head, arms, a body . . .but something wasn't quite
right . . .




A
cake zombie?!

I
shook my head.

Blinked.



I
had to snap out of it.

My
hunger was out of control.

Surely
you've imagined a cake zombie before, too, right? 


When
you were really hungry? 


You
did, right?

Please
tell me I'm not alone here.


















OK,
there we go, that's more like it.

So
there I was in the secret combat cave, fighting a zombie.

I
felt so nervous, because 74 other students were watching me, and so
was Steve.

Any
little mistake I made, everyone would see, and laugh at me. I had to
fight to the best of my ability. I couldn't do that while imagining
cake zombies, and if I kept thinking about that, who knows what I'd
think of next. A cookie golem?

I
swung in the zombie's general direction.

Swish!



The
blade of my wooden sword cut through the air before hitting the mob.

Clunk.



I
gripped my sword tighter and stepped back, thinking about the
situation—I was in serious warrior mode.

Now,
a single zombie isn't much of a threat.

They're
slow—you can dance circles around them, if you're brave enough.
(I'm not.)

They
also stumble around like a pig on stilts (I don't know what stilts
are. I'm just quoting Mike here.)

And
even if a zombie does hit you, the damage isn't very
high—probably about as bad as that old Urf guy hitting you with
a stick or perhaps a carrot.

In
addition, they never try to protect themselves. Zombies just come at
you in a straight line like noobs to signs that read 'ZOMG DIAMONDS
HERE'.

Even
so, it would be foolish to get careless when fighting a zombie.

A
single zombie can still be dangerous.

Even
if the damage they deal is pretty low, the attack will still knock
you back. 


Imagine
this: you could get knocked back by a zombie, into another zombie
behind you, then the second zombie would knock you back AGAIN, this
time off a cliff, and you'd land in a river . . . and you'd think,
"Wow! I survived that! I
didn't take a scratch from that! I got knocked off a
cliff, landed in a river, and didn't
take any falling damage at all, as if I were a cat!
How lucky am I?!" And
then you'd
see that the river is actually flowing towards a waterfall. And
a lava lake, down below . . .


(If
that ever happens to you, I'm really sorry. Please be careful when
fighting zombies.)

Furthermore,
a zombie can 'call' another zombie, spawning a new zombie nearby. 


How
zombies spawn other zombies is quite mysterious, but more than that,
it's highly annoying.

The
new zombie the first zombie calls can call its own zombies. A single
zombie can quickly become a small army of zombies. The zombies will
multiply, one zombie after another zombie, as each new zombie calls
more zombies that the original zombie called. At first, it will only
be one zombie, but it will quickly become a zombie party with many
zombies doing . . . whatever things zombies do.

If
the zombies are on top of cake, they'll start dancing around:




(A
zombie dance party. Top secret info: I wasn't joking about zombies
dancing on cake. See for yourself. If zombies step on cake, they'll
begin bouncing around like crazy! Perhaps cake could be used to
protect our village somehow. I'll consult Stump on this, since he's
the baker.)

Anyway.

These
were just a few things I learned in Combat class so far.

I
tore myself from my thoughts for a second, and studied the zombie's
movements. 





Hurrrrm.



Actually,
it wasn't moving AT ALL.

I
swung my sword again.

"Haaaa!!"

And
hit the zombie on top of the head. 


Bonk!



I
swung with such force, the blade bounced off, and I staggered back.

My
mind was racing the whole time.

Let's
go over some numbers, shall we?

A
wooden sword deals two and a half hearts worth of damage with a
single strike.

A
zombie's life force is equal to ten hearts.

That
means, four swings with a wooden sword should kill a zombie, because
10 divided by 2.5 equals 4.

However,
zombies have a small amount of natural armor. A total of two armor,
if I recall correctly. So, what is that? A total of 8% damage
reduction? I can't remember, but what I do know is that dropping one
requires five hits with a wooden sword. (I've never killed a zombie
before, I'm just a really good student who listens ALL THE TIME.)

But
then, if you use a leap attack, and swing while you're moving
downward, you'll deal more damage with a critical hit—that's
big boy stuff.

I
decided to finish the zombie off with such an attack.

I
guess I just wanted to be cool. To show off.

Everyone
was watching me, right? So I had to do something flashy. It'd make
Max jealous.

I
moved back then charged forward and jumped in the air, sword drawn .
. .

Oh.

I
also made another ridiculous battle cry.

"Hiiiiiaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa!!"

I
was going to make a perfect attack. 


This
leap attack I made, it was going to be so cool, so powerful, it would
be too hard to make a picture of. If someone ever tried making
a picture of the leap attack I made, and put it into a diary, the
picture's awesomeness would simply make the diary explode.

I
don't want to endanger you, so I'm not going to include the picture
here.

Just
use your imagination.

Imagine
me, Runt, your favorite villager warrior kid, flying through a dark
cave, sword held in both hands like a ninja, screaming louder than a
poo screamer.

Awesome,
right?

That
zombie, he had no idea how much damage he was going to receive!

I
was going to show all the other kids—who were watching me—how
cool I was.

I
was even going to impress Steve—who was also watching me—who
was the teacher for this class.

I
was——

OOOF!

I
smashed into the zombie before even I managed to swing my sword.

I
didn't even swing my sword . . .

I
just slammed into the zombie like a bowling ball slamming into a pin.

I
bounced off the zombie's body and flew into the air, then landed on
my back. My sword flew in another direction, clattering on the
ground.

The
whole cave erupted into laughter.

How
. . . annoying.

I
remained there on the cavern floor for a moment, just breathing.

"Lights!"
shouted Steve.

Some
girl whipped out a torch, then another kid did the same, until the
whole cavern was lit up.

"Can
you tell me," said Steve, gazing around at the students, "what
did Runt do wrong just now?"

Max
snickered. "Everything?"

A
few others laughed some more.

Stump
reached down and helped me up. "Runt just forgot to time his
attack, that's all."

"That's
right," said Steve. "In combat, timing is everything.
Swinging or jumping at the wrong time can mean the difference between
winning or losing a battle. You don't want to bowl into a zombie, if
you can help it!"

More
laughter.

Not
from me, though. The only thing that came out of my mouth was a big
sigh.

It
seems like some things never change.

Even
if I've out-leveled almost everyone by now, I'm still not getting
much respect, just laughter . . .

There
was, of course, a very good reason why everyone laughed so much.

I
wasn't actually fighting a zombie. 


It
was . . . um . . . 


Uh
. . .

Errrrr
. . .

First,
before I tell you . . . please don't laugh at me, okay?

Everyone
else laughed at me, and if you also laughed at me, I'd be the
first villager to produce ghast tears (maybe that wouldn't be such a
bad thing, though? I could sell them.)

Okay,
the zombie was . . .

A
practice dummy.




(The
zombie head was real, though. We found it
in the village storage building. Don't
know what a zombie head was doing in there.)

It
wasn't even a good dummy.

As
everyone stared at the dummy, the dummy's right arm—which was a
piece of fence—fell off, landing on the ground.

A
poorly-crafted dummy, with only one arm. I was defeated by this.

How
pathetic . . .

"Steve?
When will we fight real zombies?" asked Sara.

"Yeah,"
said a boy named Pebble. "Real zombies move, you know?
And . . . don't have arms that fall off."

Steve
sighed.

"I
know," he said. "I know. I'm . . . working on it. You guys
need to fight real mobs, not . . . this," he said,
glancing at the dummy. "I just don't know how we're going to get
real zombies into the village safely. The elders will never agree to
that. And they'll never agree to letting me take you guys outside."

"There
has to be a way," said a boy named Mound.

"I'll
think of something," said Steve. He paused. "All right.
That's all for now. Class dismissed. Have a good lunch."

Of
course, after most of the students cleared out of the cave, Max just
had to come up and say something.

"Wow,
Runt," he said, looking me up and down. "I didn't know
noobs could fly. I sure learned a lot this class."

Razberry
grinned at me.

"Watch
out for those practice dummies, huh?"

The
two snickered again and took off.

Steve
gave me a pat on the back.

"Don't
worry about it," he said. "It happens. Even to the best of
us."

"Yeah,
sure," was all I could say.

I
didn't let it get to me, though.

I
don't consider myself a kid anymore.

Even
if I'm still twelve, the village has a lot of problems and I have to
be strong because I want to help solve them. The biggest problem
being the army of mobs that may attack our village again. There
haven't been many attacks recently, but it's probably because they're
planning.

An
army, just waiting to strike.

An
army controlled by someone named Herobrine.

Who
is Herobrine, anyway? A wizard like Notch? Or some kind of freaky
monster?

I
had a dream that Herobrine lived in a big castle, and I helped attack
that castle, and finally, ran my sword through Herobrine himself.

But
I don't even know what he looks like.

So,
in my dream, I imagined Herobrine to be something crazy.











Pumpkin
pie hands?!

No,
no, my dream wasn't THAT crazy.

Besides,
there's no way Herobrine looks like that.

If
he did, all it'd take to defeat him would be sending Stump after him
(Stump can eat even more food than I can, and that's saying
something.)

Jeez.
I gotta stop thinking about food. My stomach is rumbling, and my food
bar is almost empty. I need to go get something to eat.

Otherwise,
I'm gonna start eating this diary.

Bye
for now.











WEDNESDAY















Okay,
so, as established yesterday, there's a new problem.

Even
though we have Steve and Mike teaching us the ways of monster
slaying—and even though we have a cool little secret cave—the
practice dummies can only go so far.

Dummies
don't move like real mobs.

They
don't attack like real mobs (I'm thankful for that.) 


And
they certainly don't smell like real mobs (I'm super extremely
enthusiastically oh-my-Notch thankful for that. I still can't eat
apples due to the whole rotten apple plus sweaty feet smell a wet
zombie gives off.)

What
I'm saying is, we need real mobs if we want to push our combat scores
higher.

My
combat score barely improved after yesterday . . .




(A
gain of 3 points . . . a whopping 3 points after swinging for hours
and eventually getting laughed at . . . what a scam.)








So,
after school today, I had an idea.


Now,
it's a better idea than the furnace house. I'm fully confident in
this!

You
see, we need real mobs, right?

But
the big problem is, mobs usually travel in packs.

Go
beyond the wall at night and you'll get mobbed by a mob of mobs.




MOBBED.

Plus,
how can you contain a single mob? Leashes won't work, from what I
understand.

And
asking a few zombies to please just stroll into the village so we can
beat on them won't work.

Therefore,
I came up with an ingenious solution.

A
monster box.

It's
like this. 


Mobs
spawn in dark places, right? 


So
why not create an area—pitch black, no light—for the
purpose of spawning mobs?

You
might call me crazy, but today I began working on my monster box.




I
built it on the side of my family's house, on the side of my bedroom.

Of
course, my dad came over at one point to see what all the fuss was
about.

"Whatcha
doin,' son?"

There
was no way I was going to tell him I was building a room for mob
spawning, so I had to come up with an excuse. A lie, in other words.

"I'm
building a mushroom farm, dad. It's for a school project."

He
glanced at the structure, shrugged, even smiled.

"A
mushroom farm, eh? That's my boy! Make sure to put slabs on the floor
so mobs don't spawn."

"You
bet."

He
nodded. "I'll let you get back to it, then."

After
he walked off, I felt a little sad.

First,
I just lied to my dad . . .

Second,
I remembered, I'm gonna have to tell him my dreams about becoming a
warrior.

He'll
be crushed.

I
know.

But
it's for the greater good. All the farms in Minecraftia won't do us
any good when the mobs finally figure out how to break the wall and
an army of zombies comes pouring in.

And
we can't expect old man Urf to fend off the hordes with his stick.

Us
students, the young generation, we're the only hope this village has.

Steve
wants real mobs, so we'll get real mobs.

I
sealed the monster box up as soon as my dad was out of sight.











Then
I put a sign next to it.

Hopefully,
no one will mess with it.











It's
kinda scary knowing mobs might spawn right next to my bedroom, while
I'm sleeping, just a few blocks away.

Actually,
knowing my luck, maybe nothing will spawn at all?

For
now, I'll just wait and see what happens.

I
should probably talk to Steve and Mike about this, but after
thinking, I decided against it.

It'll
be a little surprise.

In
the words of the Cow . . .

Tee
hee.










THURSDAY








Nothing
spawned in the monster box last night.

I'll
just keep waiting.








So,
I'm the second highest level student at school.

Even
if my actions and failures come with a few laughs, I'm no longer
'noob status', but 'not bad', 'pretty cool', or even 'that furnace
house kid' or 'green egg kid'.

All
that really means, though, is that kids ask me more questions, ask me
to help them with their homework.

At
this rate, I'll soon overtake Max.

He
can sense it, I think. That must be why he's been bullying me more,
calling me more names, and just being more annoying in general.

Later,
he kept showing off his record book in class.

He
angled it in my direction so I could see it. Gave me a big wink.











Trading
and building are pretty much the only areas I beat him in.

I
guess he just wanted me to know, he's number one, and it's always
gonna be that way.

In
Brewing class, a boy named Rock asked Max if he could help him with
his homework. Max glanced him, then at me, and said: "I don't
know. I'm pretty busy these days."

Then
Max whipped out his record book—real slow, so everyone
could see.




How
many times is he going to show off his scores?

"I
need to work on my combat score," Max said. "It's so low."

The
truth is, Max's combat score is the highest out of all 150 students.

He
was just bragging.

Then
our Brewing teacher told us there was an extra Brewing class today,
after school. Attendance wasn't required, but anyone wanting some
additional practice with potions could come.

Max
whipped out his record book AGAIN—and again, really slow . . .




He
had to work on his mining, he said quite loudly, because it just
wasn't high enough.

The
only student with a higher mining score than Max is Pebble, and
that's because Pebble comes from a family of miners.

Okay,
Max. We get it. You're the best.

So
annoying.

During
Combat class, Max approached me.

"Y'know,"
he said to me, "I don't know how those teachers found out about
that pickaxe. Do you know how many emeralds I spent on that thing?"

"Go
away," I said.

"As
you wish, Headnanny Runt. I'll just go sweep the floors and you can
inspect them later and tell me how I'm doing."

Headnanny?
I'll show you Headnanny, I thought.

I
practiced as hard as I could; swung my sword with all the strength I
had.

My
practice dummy shook from the repeated blows.

Then
I glared at Max.











Max
thrashed his own dummy, and returned the dirty look.

I
couldn't see his eyes, because of his glasses, but his eyebrows were
furrowed. He must have been angry.











We
kept chopping at our dummies and glaring at each other for a while.





















I
remembered all the times he bullied me, all the things he
said—Headnanny, noob, the thing with my cat, him sabotaging me
during the Mining test—and my anger just exploded.

With
a huge leap, I dived at my dummy, trying to perform another critical
strike.

This
time, I didn't forget to swing my sword.

I
hit with such force, the dummy was nearly knocked over.

One
of its arms flew off, as did its head.

I
gave him another angry glare.




Steve
clapped nearby.

"Nice
job, Runt! I saw that! Your first critical hit, huh?"

After
class, I found my score went up.




Max
was looking at his own record book, shocked.

His
combat score had only risen 2 points—from 17 to 19.

My
score was now higher than his.

I
showed him my record book.

"Maybe
you can teach me a thing or two about fighting, after class," I
said. "My combat score is so low."

He
gasped. 


"Hurrrrrrrrrrr!"

I
walked off before he could say anything more.










FRIDAY








This
morning was kind of weird.

Max
wasn't in class today.

It
was the first time he didn't show up at school.

I
began to wonder if what I did yesterday really hurt his feelings or
something.

Then
after school, as I was walking home, I ran into him in the street.











"Leave
me alone," I said, and walked past him.

"Hey,"
he said, "just listen, huh?"

"Listen
to what? Headnanny? Noobmaster? Fluffles the Danger Kitty? Or maybe
you're going to tell me more about poo screamers."

Almost
before I finished my sentence, he stepped closer with a serious face
and said:

"I
was suspended from school today."

For
a second, my brain couldn't process what had just been said.

Suspended.

Max
had been suspended from school?

As
in, he was no longer a student?

"Only
for a day," he said. "Today."

"What
happened?" I asked.

"Someone
ratted me out," he said. "Pebble. That miner kid. I bought
that pickaxe from his dad, you see. So his dad came to school and
told the teachers I was the one who bought it."

"I
don't get it," I said.

"My
only guess is, I must have made him angry when I was showing off my
scores the other day."

"Still,"
I said, "why would Pebble do that? I thought you guys were kinda
friendly?"

Max
removed his glasses. His dark eyes seemed even darker today.

"You
really don't get it, do you?"

I
blinked.

"Get
what?"

"You
and I," he said, "we're the top dogs. Everyone wants to
take us down.

Another
blink.

Max
put his glasses back on. "When you went nuts in that Trading
test," he said, "and got a perfect score, what do you think
happened?"

"Um,
my level increased?"

"Yeah,
and so now you're the second highest level student, right?"

"Right?"

"And
that means Pebble, who was originally the second highest, is now the
third. I'm sure I don't have to tell you what that means."

"Try
anyway," I said.

"It
means I'm no longer the one you have to worry about, Runt. You've
made a lot of enemies, buddy boy."

Enemies
. . .

What
Max was saying suddenly became so clear.

At
least twenty students, as far as I know, want to become a warrior.
Probably more than that. I'm not very social and don't talk to a lot
of people.

The
problem is, only five can become warriors. That was what the elders
said. The top five students this year can choose warrior as their
profession.

That
means, at least twenty students are fighting for that honor.

"Some
of the kids are real jealous of you," Max said. "You've
drawn a lot of attention to yourself, doing so well in those tests.
In fact, I might have done you a favor by preventing you from
getting first place in that Mining test."

I
tried not to get angry when he said this.

"Explain."

Max
nodded.

"I
overheard Pebble talking with some of his friends the other day,"
he said. "They were talking about you."

"And
what did they say?"

"They
said you're a noob. Said you have no business being a warrior. Said
you becoming a warrior will endanger this village. Pebble even said
he's gonna do anything he can to prevent you from becoming one."

"This
is crazy," I said.

"It
gets worse," Max said. "Pebble said . . . his father is
gonna do something during the next mining test. Something about a
cave-in. They're gonna try to hurt you, Runt . . . or worse. Now, I
know, I've pulled a lot of pranks on you. But I've never done
something like that."

"I
can't believe this."

"Me
too." Max sighed. "You know, the kids who graduate in the
top five . . . they'll not only become warriors. They'll have the
option of becoming elders later, too. A lot of families here realize
this. It's a power struggle. They're thinking about the future."

"Why
tell me all of this?" I asked.

"Well,
it's like this. If those other kids hate you so much, how do you
think they feel about me? Maybe they're planning to hurt me, too. A
cave-in accident, who would know? I don't exactly like you, Runt, but
I respect you. You've got skill. And I think, for the good of this
village, you need to become a warrior. I say we form a partnership.
Work together. You, Stump and I. It's us against them."

I
didn't know what to say.

After
all we've been through, and now Max wants to team up?

"What
about Razberry?" I asked.

Max
shook his head.

"Nah.
I've already talked to him about this. He's not concerned about his
scores. His dream is being a baker, not a warrior."

"Hurrrrm.
Well, I'll think about it," I said, which was a lie. There was
no way I was forming a partnership with Max. At least not until he
proved that he could be trusted. And apologized a billion times.

And
anyway, I didn't know for sure if what Max was telling me was true.

Maybe
it was just another one of his tricks?











SATURDAY








This
morning, I met up with Stump and went for a walk. 


I
told Stump everything that Max had said.

While
we were walking through the streets, we kept hearing adults talking
about the 'tree':

"Did
you see the tree?"

"Wow,
it's so big!"

"A
dark oak, eh?"

"It
wasn't there last night!"

I
glanced at Stump, who just shrugged. Neither of us knew anything
about this 'tree'.

So,
we walked up to Leaf, that old blacksmith, and asked him about it.

"Some
kinda tree growin' in the east," he said. "Real big feller,
too. Go see fer yerselves!"

Of
course, upon hearing such interesting news, Stump and I zoomed across
the city and climbed up the east wall.

We
were expecting the kind of giant tree found in fairy tales and story
books.

But
from the east wall, it looked more like a sapling.











There
haven't been many monster attacks these days, so I guess the adults
have been bored, and a dark oak tree growing in the distance is 'big
news'.

It's
not even that strange that a big tree like that is growing there.
There's a forest of them to the east. Probably the forest is just
expanding.

Forests
do that, don't they?








Whatever.

All
day today, I couldn't stop thinking about what Max said yesterday.

Are
the other kids really so jealous of me?

Stump's
the seventh highest student as far as level goes—are they
jealous of him, too?

"Even
if Max is joking with you," Stump said, "he's right, you
know?"

"Right?
Right about what?"

"You've
out-leveled almost everyone," he said, "but you shouldn't
get too confident. Things always change, and . . . when you feel too
sure about yourself, you get careless, and make mistakes."

Hmm.

Stump's
got a point there.

But
then, me feeling too confident? I doubt that will ever happen. Even
when I'm doing my best, I still doubt myself . . .








In
other news, nothing has spawned in the monster box.

No
sounds have come from it, at least. 


It's
just an empty room sitting on the side of our house.

I
opened the room back up and put a mushroom in there just in case my
dad decides to check.

If
he saw that there weren't any mushrooms in there, he might get
suspicious.

Later,
Stump, Sara and I got ice cream again. 


Sara
forced me to try Creeper Crunch.

Yuck.



It
was really bad.

Not
just really bad, but 'I'd-rather-eat-mushroom-stew-with-apple-chunks'
bad.

If
you're ever in Minecraftia, and get ice cream, I suggest either Ghast
Tear Swirl or Diamond Ore Chunk.










SUNDAY








I
told my dad about my dreams.

As
I expected, he was crushed. Actually, he didn't believe me.

Later,
I overheard him talking to my mom. They think I'm just going through
a phase. They think I really want to be a farmer, because I made that
'mushroom farm'.

If
only they knew the truth . . .








In
the evening, I went over to Steve's house.

Steve
and Mike have been building their own houses in their free time. They
live close to the wall, on the edge of the village.











Steve's
house is on the left.

Mike's
house looks more like a small castle than a house. And what are those
weird face-looking things in the walls? I decided to check Mike's
house out later, after I visited Steve.


















Steve's
house was pretty basic.

After
I said hello to Steve, I had to find out where that ladder went to.

"Hey!"
Steve said. "Where are you going?!"

I
zoomed down the ladder, my curiosity getting the best of me.

It
was an underground tunnel.











Steve's
house and Mike's house are linked by this tunnel.

Steve
explained it all to me after he climbed down the ladder.

If
mobs ever overran one house, then they could retreat to the other
house through this tunnel.

A
pretty cool idea—villagers never did that.

Next,
I checked out Mike's house.











It
had an iron door, just like Steve's.

But
I still had no idea what those things in the walls were.




Mike
wiped his brow after I stepped in.

He
was hunched over a furnace, smelting some ore.

"Hey,
Runt. What's up?"

"Nothing.
I just wanna check out your house, is that cool?"

"Sure."

The
door in the back led to the tunnel connecting to Steve's house.

But
I was more interested in the ladder going up.

Did
it have something to do with those faces in the walls?

I
started climbing the ladder.











Strangely,
there was a kind of attic.

It
wasn't big enough for a person to stand up in.

Those
things in the walls were also visible.

Red
powdery trails went to each of them. That was redstone, right?




There
was a pressure plate on top of his house.

I
of course wondered what it did, exactly. So I walked towards it . . .

I
heard Mike call out from down below:

"Hey!
Don't stop on that——"

But
it was too late.

Click.











Mike
climbed up after me and sighed.

"
. . . pressure plate."

Lava
poured out everywhere, burning the grass.

He
stepped on the pressure plate again, and the lava stopped flowing.

"Sorry,"
I said with a pained look.

Mike
approached the edge of his house and looked down. Then he glanced
back at me.

"You
owe me a new sign."















Steve
and Mike didn't talk much when I went to visit them. 


And
soon after I arrived, they said they had to go meet with the mayor
again.

"Great,"
I said, "I hope he has more cookies."

Steve
shook his head.

"Sorry,
Runt. The mayor said only we can go."

Mike
nodded. "It's nothing important, anyway. We're just going to
instruct the builders on how to upgrade defenses. Stuff like that
lava fountain."

They
took off, and I headed back home.

Things
were so quiet, these days.

So
boring.

No
new mob attacks. No mention of Herobrine.

Yet,
the mayor, Steve, Mike, the elders—whenever I saw them, they
all looked so serious.

It
was like the calm before the storm.

Something
was going on.

But
hey, they didn't want me to be a part of it, so whatever.

I
didn't feel like training anymore, though. I'm burned out. So I went
back home and read more books.










MONDAY








I
was back at it again.

I
had two combat classes today, and the whole time, I was ducking,
tumbling, leaping and swinging away.

It's
been so boring in the village lately.

No
new mob attacks.

No
mention of Herobrine.

Nothing
spawning in my monster box.

The
biggest news in the past few days has been a single dark oak tree
growing in the distance.

Even
Max hasn't bothered me much. Gone are the days of him calling me the
King of Noobs. Today, he greeted me with a simple "Hello."


And
I think he's right about Pebble.


Whenever
I walked past Pebble and his friends, they glanced at me and fell
silent.


Dude,
at least call me some names or something.

SOMETHING.


Someone
. . . somewhere . . . DO SOMETHING.


Then,
after school, something happened.














More
trees in the east.


Everyone
in the streets couldn't stop talking about it.


Okay,
okay, I really should have been a lumberjack, I guess.


I
will become a lumberjack.


If
those trees are seriously the biggest threat to our village, then so
be it. I will take down those trees and cut them and shape them into
planks.


How
boring, right?


As
I stood on the east wall, looking at the trees, I noticed Steve and
Mike in the distance, along with the mayor.


If
I just walked up and approached, they'd probably stop talking, just
like Pebble and his friends.


So,
I took snuck up on them like a creeper, hid in some grass, and
listened to their conversation.


"Fire,"
said the mayor. "We need fire to burn those trees."


"I
couldn't suggest getting too close to those trees, though," said
Mike.


"What
about flaming arrows?"asked Steve. "Is that possible?"


Seriously?

Seriously?!


They
were having a hushed and serious conversation about removing trees?!


And
they haven't told me anything about it?!






























I
just couldn't believe they wouldn't tell me about something so small
as this.


Trees
are growing near the village.


Oh
dear.


I
was angry.


I
walked up to them while they were talking.


"I'll
admit, I'm no lumberjack," I said, "but I've swung an ax a
few times before! Come on guys, let me in on this!"


Steve,
Mike and the mayor looked at each other.


Steve
stepped forward.


"Runt,"
he said, "it's nothing major, okay? We just don't want to get
you involved anymore. We want you to focus as much as you can on your
studies."


"That's
right," said the mayor. "Runt, do you remember when I said
you would never become a warrior? I was simply testing you. I wanted
to see how you would react. And you didn't let my words affect you in
any way. In fact, it strengthened you. That's how a real warrior
would react. So please, go back home and do your homework. Don't let
your level fall behind."


Mike
nodded. "Just a few trees, buddy boy. Nothing we can't handle."


Buddy
boy?!


I
wondered who started using that phrase first, Max or Mike?


Whatever.


I
know something is up with those trees.


But
what?


I
listened to them, though, and went back home.


That
was when I heard it.


A
weird noise, coming from the monster box.













BOOK
6


Book
6 and 7 are OUT!


If
you want to verify a book as one of mine, go to my author profile on
Amazon. Books on there are legit. Just don't want you getting
cheated.










If
you're new to this series, check out Diary of a Minecraft Kitten . .
.



  












Thanks
for reading!


—Cube
Kid
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