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TUESDAY








Hejjo!

My name
is Runt!

I am a
noobamuffin.

The end.








Hurrrrrrg.

That was
Max, trolling me. He took my diary. I didn't even notice. I was at
school, it was lunchtime, and I was about to write in here. Then
Max's buddy, Razberry, started asking me a ton of questions;
questions about fishing. The stuff he asked, it was totally
ridiculous:

Hey,
Runt. Do you like fishing more than you like cows?

Have
you ever caught a squid?

Is it
possible to swim and fish at the same time?


Like that.


Well, I was so confused, I set my diary down and turned to face him.

At that
point, Razberry paused—he was running out of things to ask. I
guess three questions is a lot for him. Then, he just started asking
random stuff, like:

What's
your favorite mammal?

Have
you ever milked a mooshroom?

I
just sighed, and turned back
to my diary. Little did I
know, in the short time that I had been watching Razberry, Max took
my diary and wrote
that stuff in it.

So,
Razberry was just distracting
me.


I know what you're thinking. I know. Maybe I'm a total noob to fall
for such a trick. But my mind has been elsewhere lately. I've been
thinking about the upcoming test.


Anyway, I shouldn't be wasting time talking about Razberry and Max.

Moving
on.








The mobs
tried something new last night.

Last
night, a few spiders carried zombies up and over the wall. Then the
zombies waited outside until morning, until they caught on fire from
the sun. While burning, the zombies walked up next to the wooden
houses, trying to set them on fire. Our house was one of them.

Mom, dad
and I were so scared; we could hear the zombies laughing as they
burned. All we could do was pray for a warrior like Steve to show up.
He didn't. But it started raining, which put an end to their little
plan.

The mobs
retreated, after that.

Even so,
their attack wasn't a total failure. 


While I
walked to school, the stench of wet zombie hung in the air. It was a
horrible smell, kind of like rotten apples mixed with sweaty feet. 


I guess I
can add apples to the list of things I won't be able to stomach for
awhile. 


If the
mobs figure out a way to make cookies and cake seem disgusting, I'm
gonna be in a lot of trouble.








Before
class, assistants handed out a new type of performance sheet.

I guess
the teachers thought it was a waste of paper to keep crafting sheets
for all 150 students. So, one of the elders came up with a special
type of book. The book displays a student's grades automatically.
It's kind of like how a map updates your position and changes the
landscape. Well, this is the report card version.


They're
called 'record
books'.
They're pretty tough to make, so, if a student loses their record
book, they have to pay three emeralds for a new one. 


I'll have
to guard mine, since I'm sure Max will tear it up if he gets ahold of
it. 


Or write
something like 'noobamuffin' in it.

Here's my
record book. 


It's got
that purple shimmer that most enchanted items have.




Pretty
cool, hurrn?

(Besides
the bad grades, I mean. A combat score of 2... I really am a
wimpy villager. It'd be zero if I hadn't crafted a wooden sword,
though. Thanks, Steve.)

As you
can see, a record book includes more skills than the old performance
sheets did; mining, combat and trading. Things are getting more
complicated at school this year.

It's
because of the mobs. 


The mobs
keep attacking our wall almost every night. In greater and greater
numbers. 


Even the
village elders, as wimpy as they are, well . . . even they
know we have to start fighting back.

Some day,
those mobs are gonna pay.

I'll be
there for that.








I
daydreamed through the first class this morning. Crafting Basics. I
couldn't stop thinking about that second building test. 


The best
way for me to raise my 'student level' is by improving my building
score. If you read about the building test a few days ago, you know
that building is my weakness. 



I mean, I
was so sure that a furnace house was awesome and amazing, but
according to the teachers, my construction ideas are about as good as
a zombie pigman's. No. Not even that good. More like a
slime's.

That was
why I paid a lot more attention in today's second class: Essential
Walls. 


The
teacher showed us a short clip about obsidian. Mining a single block
of obsidian takes forever, and if you stop mining a block, the block
will revert back to its unmined state, and you'll have to start all
over again, right?

So, what
the teacher showed us illustrated the problems miners face while
digging obsidian up.






























Mining
obsidian doesn't take that long. It's just an exaggeration. But from
what I've heard, it feels like forever.

I was a
bit sad when the mining show was interrupted.

The head
teacher burst into the classroom and told us: school's out early
today, class is over.

Well,
after hearing such good news, I leapt out of my desk so high, it was
as if I'd chugged down a Potion of Leaping II.


No class,
that meant Stump and I could practice the rest of the day. We could
go over building ideas again. We could sit in the grass at the edge
of the village, chat, and watch the rectangular clouds drift by, like
we used to do when we were little.

Then the
head teacher told us why school was out early.

It was
for our own safety. 


Something
happened in the village while we were in class. Something involving
an outsider; the head teacher called it the 'outsider incident'.

One thing
I know for certain is, when an adult uses that word, incident,
you know something bad happened. 


Before,
there was the 'pumpkin incident', when Stump and I ran around the
village with pumpkins on our heads. We also stuck our arms out like
zombies and made weird noises. We were trying to sound like endermen,
but we didn't know what an enderman sounded like back then. Looking
back, the sounds we made were more like the clucks of a chicken
crossed with a cow's mooing.

Some old
man thought we were some kind of new mob. After he saw us, he
screamed and ran off to the elders. The whole village was in a panic,
that day.

It's
great to know that today's incident has nothing to do with me. 


My dad
told me the whole story when I got home. He witnessed most of it, I
guess.

You see,
this morning, an outsider came into the village. Someone we'd never
met before. He looked a little bit like Steve. He said his name was
Mike.




Apparently,
Mike wasn't a happy kind of person. Not like Steve. Or that wolf guy
who sometimes visits us—I forgot his name. 


Anyway,
even though Mike seemed so angry, it didn't stop villagers from
trying to trade with him. After all, he had a few emeralds. Hey, we
villagers don't discriminate, as long as there's a glint of the green
stuff.

Here's
where the problems started. Every time Mike tried trading with a
villager, he got even angrier. Didn't like all the sounds
the villagers were making. Kept complaining about it; said the
villagers around him sounded like a bunch of giraffes. Giraffes that
drank way too much coffee.

Honestly,
I don't know what a giraffe is, or coffee. But I'd really like to
know. Many of the villagers near Mike were just as curious. Their
'hurrrrrs' and 'rhurrrrgs' and 'hurrrrns' only
grew louder.

This, in
turn, annoyed Mike even more. 


To make
fun of them, he copied the sounds the villagers made. Kept calling
them 'giraffes'.

This
caused the villagers to make even more and more noise. They were so
curious about these new words. 


A few
villagers even wanted to trade for these things without even knowing
what they were.

"Giraffe?"
said a villager. "Is that like a mooshroom? Whatever. How many
ya got? And how much for one?"

Then a
girl walked up to him and said, "What is coffee?
Hurrrrrrn? I wanna try some!"

"Me
too!" shouted another.

A man
pushed through them all. "I'll trade five emeralds for some
coffee!"

"Six
emeralds!" bellowed an old man.

Another
old man: "Ten! Ten emeralds!"

Even an
iron golem approached, and in a deep, awkward voice said:
"Me-also-want-coffee."

Finally,
Mike just shouted at them all. Said something about how he didn't
want to trade anyway, because no one had enchanted stuff. He ran off
as the villagers chased him: the words giraffe
and coffee were
spoken at least a thousand times.

Somehow,
Mike lost them in the streets. Then he ran into Bub.

Bub's a
farmer. A really nice one. Quiet. Helpful. What's more, Bub never
tries to cheat anyone in a trade. He'll give you a good deal every
time.

Also, he
had a really nice enchanted iron pickaxe he'd been wanting to sell.

In other
words, Bub was just the kind of villager Mike was looking for.

Mike and
Bub started talking, outside of Bub's farm. Just as the crowd of
villagers spotted him again, Mike and Bub stepped into Bub's house.
That was the last time anyone saw either of them. 


Several
villagers waited outside. Waited for Mike to return, so they could
pester him about giraffes again. Yet, Mike never came back out.

At some
point, the villagers got tired of waiting around, and opened the door
to Bub's house.

No one
was there. Both of them were gone. 


Obviously,
Mike had done something. But what? Where did they go?

Of
course, we've had problems with outsiders before.

—Noobs
stealing our vegetables (such as that guy from last week).

—Noobs
stealing from blacksmith chests.

—Actually,
noobs stealing anything that can possibly be stolen. Even wool blocks
from our street lamps.

—Griefers
setting fire to our crops.

—Weird
guys trying to pass off big green seeds as emeralds in trades.
(Seriously. How stupid do outsiders think we are?)

—Warriors
using our furnaces.

Once, my
family couldn't even cook dinner because this warrior charged into
our house, and began using our furnace to smelt a stack of iron ore. 


He didn't
even ask or say hello—just boom, walked in, and started
smelting in front of us . . . without saying a single word. 


My dad,
being the real nice guy that he is, didn't yell at the intruder. He
simply crafted another furnace for us to cook food with.

Maybe you
can guess what the warrior did. Yeah, he just said 'thanks', then
used that second furnace to smelt another stack of ore.

Hurrrrrg.

But then,
all of that isn't so bad, compared to this. An abduction? In our
village? What's going on? It's the first time a villager has ever
been kidnapped before.

Why would
someone want to kidnap Bub, anyway? 


What's
the point?

It's
really kind of strange.

Thankfully,
we're pretty sure Bub wasn't hurt. If he had been, at least one of
our iron golems would have gone crazy. Yet, not one of them did
anything this morning. Well, except hand out flowers as usual.

While I
was gazing out of my bedroom window, I saw an iron golem trying to
give a flower to a pig. I guess it didn't know what to do, because
there weren't any kids outside, due to the "Mike incident".







I just
hope they can find Bub.

Us kids
can't go outside until they do. Until the elders say it's safe again.

Oi.

How
boring.

That
means, there's no school tomorrow as well. So, the building test is
postponed. Maybe we'll have it Friday, who knows.

Oi, oi,
oi.

Whatever.
It gives me more time to prepare. 


Even if I
can't see Stump today, or tomorrow, I can think of some stuff to
build. I'm sure Stump's doing the same right now. Also, I'll get some
building practice in.

Okay, I'm
off . . . seeya, diary!

















WEDNESDAY








First,
some good news.

I built
some walls in my bedroom last night. Every time I built one, I
destroyed it then built another out of a different material. My mom
wasn't too happy about that. I was making a lot of noise, and then
she couldn't even open the door to find out what was going on.

The
things us students do to improve, hurrrr?

After all
that grueling work, though, my building score went up.




It didn't
go up by much—from 3 to 5—but it's better than nothing,
yeah?

Strangely,
this means, the record book can somehow judge my progress and update
on its own. It's a pretty cool item the elders came up with. 


How did
they craft it, I wonder? The elders, they might be wimpy old men, but
they're pretty clever. They can create things that even warriors
can't. Secret things. Our knowledge goes way back. 


Now,
don't go thinking I can just sit in my room all day, build some walls
and raise my building score to 100. I think the only reason I was
able to do that was because of my horribly low score.

I'll try
again tonight and see what happens.

As for
the bad news? 


No,
there's no bad news today. The mobs didn't attack at all last night.
Maybe Tuesday night is their off night?








A little
update.

Somehow,
it's only good news today.

Some
woman found Bub.

She's a
friend of his; she was walking by his house and heard faint shouting.
It was coming from in the ground, under Bub's house. 


It didn't
take very long for the miners to find him. They tore apart the whole
floor of Bub's house. As it turned out, he had been sealed
underground, in cobblestone.

Don't
worry, he's alive. His house, though . . . it's seen better days. By
looking at it, you'd think a family of creepers went off underneath
it.

Now. one
might be wondering why Bub was trapped in cobblestone under his
house. Why would Mike do something like that? What did he have to
gain?

We have a
general idea.

Mike
trapped Bub there because he didn't have enough emeralds for Bub's
pickaxe. 


Whenever
Mike found enough, he could come back to trade. He was "saving"
Bub, then. He was smart enough to not attack the farmer, since iron
golems would clobber him in response.

It's kind
of sad. Sometimes, the outsiders treat us worse than the mobs do.
Some only think of us villagers as walking trading machines. Hey,
this guy's trading some good stuff. Better seal him up in stone. 


It's not
right, you know? We're people, too.

Honestly,
there's only one reason the elders still let us talk to outsiders.
Steve. 


Actually,
in some strange way, the incident actually helped. It made us feel
better about ourselves . . . because we took care of it without
the help of Steve. 


Steve's
great and all, but we can't always rely on him to save the day, now
can we?

As for
Mike, he'd better not come back. That's all I have to say.

Stump
tricked an iron golem into thinking that Mike is a new kind of
zombie. It was the same iron golem that wanted coffee yesterday. So,
he told the golem that Mike is a 'coffee zombie'. If it smashes him,
it will find coffee instead of a zombie's usual rotten flesh.

That set
the golem off.

It's been
walking around the village all day, in search mode, its eyes glowing
brightly.

Stump is
pretty cool. That's why he's my best friend and building partner. I
can always count on him to come up with cool stuff, too.

We're
still not sure why that golem wants coffee, though. Maybe because all
those villagers wanted it? Maybe if the golem ever found some coffee,
it'd start handing it out to the adults, the same way they give
flowers to kids? 









After the
village settled down, Stump and I spent the rest of the day at our
old hang out spot. The old field next to the wall. He brought a cake
from his house (his parents are bakers, that's why his family is good
at crafting). 


And yes,
while we powered through slice after slice of the best cake in
Minecraftia, we came up with a pretty good building idea.

I'm not
gonna write about it in here, though.


Not yet.

It's top
secret, you know? 


If Max
stole my diary again, and read this section, he'd know all about
Project X.

I'm
warning you now, though. Don't get your hopes up. It's not the most
interesting house. But hey, it's sure to win the teacher's hearts.
That's what matters, right now. I'm thinking my building score will
reach 10 after this.

Hurrrrr.
I'm getting all excited about a building score of 10. How pathetic am
I?








Some time
later, as we sat in the grass and gazed at the clouds, we found a
book. Someone had stashed it in the tall grass.

The
Adventures of Burbo the Cow—Volume 115.

Max must
go to this spot to read. 


I flipped
through a few pages, and had to put it down. 


Grammar,
spelling . . . Burbo the Cow didn't need such things. Nor did he need
an actual story. The book was pretty much just him walking around
randomly, talking to mobs.

I won't
even comment on the artwork.











So, the
president of Minecraftia is a huge fan of the cow, eh? Yeah. I highly
doubt it. In fact, I don't think Minecraftia even has a
president. I think that's the only fake review for that silly book. 


What a
scam.

I really
don't get it.

Max wants
to be a librarian, so why is he reading this stuff?

It really
makes no sense, you know? 


At least
now I know where he got 'hejjo' from . . .

Come to
think of it, I haven't seen Max much recently. That's the final good
news of today!

No,
there's even more good news: we have school tomorrow. It's really
weird, but I'm actually happy about it. Well, the building test isn't
until Friday, I recently found that out, but that's okay.

It gives
Stump and I yet more time to work on Project X.

That's
what we're calling our house idea. 


It makes
it sound cool and mysterious, you know?

I mean,
let's say you're out getting ice cream with a friend, and there are
all these kids around. You could mention your 'school project', and
get totally beat up.

Or, you
could say something about 'Project X'. 


Just slip
it into your conversation, real casual:

So,
Project X is coming along pretty good.

Yeah,
we'll be in the final stages soon. 


Just a
few more experiments.

Yes.
Just a few more.

By the
way, the ice cream in our village rocks. I think I'll go get some
Friday after the building test. 


We've got
all the flavors. 


Creeper
crunch. 


Ghast
tear swirl. 


Magma
cream ripple.

My
favorite is diamond ore chunk.










THURSDAY








Something
super lame happened this morning.

It all
started a few weeks ago, when my mom's best friend said she saw a
creeper in the village. During the day.

She
didn't see much of it, she said. Only its face. It was hiding in some
tall grass near a wheat crop.

The past
few days, more and more of my mom's friends keep saying they've seen
this creeper. 


By all
accounts, you'll only see it out of the corner of your eye. Or, maybe
you'll see it pop up out of some hiding spot. But you'll see only it
for a split second, and always just its sad little face.

Then
poof—it's gone.




Supposed
sighting of the 'village creeper'.

Pretty
hard to believe, honestly.

Last
week, when I told Steve about it, he said it reminded him of UFOs or
bigfoot sightings. Whatever those are.

He said,
it could be the result of people's imaginations. 


After
all, why would a creeper sneak around a village? It makes no sense.

I had to
agree.

Sadly, my
mom's not as skeptical. 


So, after
I woke up this morning, she handed me a leash . . . and pointed at
Fluffles.

Yeah.

Fluffles
is our cat. I had to bring him with me to school today.

As you
probably know, creepers are terrified of cats. My mom just wanted me
to be safe.

It
wouldn't have been so bad if Fluffles was a fully grown ocelet, but
he's just a baby. No one else had to bring a cat to school during
this 'creeper scare', of course.

Not even
the girls.

As you
can imagine, Max took full advantage of this. 


He made
kitten noises whenever he passed me in the hall. Later, he pretended
to be afraid of Fluffles; started calling him 'Danger Kitty'.

There was
nothing I could say, really. 


(Hey, I
didn't need to say anything. I'll get my revenge. After Stump and I
unveil Project X, Max is gonna cry like a baby ghast.)

Fluffles
kept mewing during class, too. More than a few teachers glared at me.

I'll
admit, at one point, I even thought about shoving Fluffles into my
school chest (Steve says they're called 'lockers' in his world). 


Knowing
me, though, I'd forget all about him and leave him at school, then
I'd get grounded for months. Probably my mom would come to school and
tell my teachers (in front of every student) to please make sure I
took Fluffles home. 


Whatever.


It
doesn't matter. 


Max
already knows the kitten's name. He made sure to rub it in whenever
he could with stuff like:


"Hey there, Warrior Runt! How's Fluffles?"


And later:


"Warrior Runt! Sir! I hate to interrupt you, my lord! Please
forgive me! I just want to know. How many creepers did Grandmaster
Fluffles slay today?"

This
is the part where I'd write 'hurrrrg'
a bunch. I won't, though.
After today, I don't have the
energy to be angry. I'm just
gonna go back to our hang out spot and work on the house. 


Tomorrow
is the test. Finally.

If I fail
tomorrow, my chances of becoming a warrior are pretty much done for.

And I'm
having doubts about my house idea. Maybe it's not good at all. Maybe
the teachers will hate it, just like they hated my furnace house. 


What
would a warrior do? 


Better
yet, what would Steve do? 


I've been
wanting to get his opinion on my house idea, but he hasn't been
around lately.

It's just
me, now.

Tomorrow,
all I can do is try.
























FRIDAY








The mobs
creeperbombed us again last night.

I woke up
to the sound of baby slimes raining down upon the roof of our house.
All the slimes were gone by sunrise, though. 


How they
managed to leave the city, with the wall being there, I don't know.
And I don't care. I'm not complaining at all. It meant me being able
to walk to school without incident.

Incident.

Thinking
about slimes and that word at the same time makes me remember the
'slime incident'. 


That's
something I've been trying to forget.

Once,
when I was ten years old, I was attacked by a baby slime. The thing
had been waiting in a dark alley all night. Waiting for a kid like me
to just come strolling by.

When it
jumped out at me, I panicked, and ended up dropkicking the thing as
hard as I could.

It went
flying through a window into some woman's house. Somehow, it landed
in the furnace—she'd left coal in the fuel tray, and the slime
started cooking. Baking, rather.

She
thought I'd done it intentionally, and again, the elders were
involved, and my parents. It took hours of explaining just to clear
my name. By then, the woman's house reeked of what could only be
described as slime casserole.








After I
arrived at school, though, I forgot all about slimes.

Every
student was nervous, today.

Except
Max and Razberry.

All 150
students were just standing around, at the edge of the village. A
flat field perfect for building tons of houses. Each student had a
building partner, which meant there were 75 teams.

Sarabella
teamed up with Aera again. 


I guessed
they were probably going to make another mushroom house. Maybe some
improved variant.

Each team
was given a section of the field to build in. 


Wooden
signs were placed in each team's designated area.

Stump and
I compose the team known as . . . 'Danger Kitty'.

I chose
that name to spite Max. 


My
thoughts were, after we beat him, the teachers would call out our
team name and he'd be furious. Of course, Max is a good builder. I
can't deny that. Even if we do beat him, it'll only be by a
few points.

The test
will begin shortly. 


I'll
update soon.








Well, we
finished our house.

Here it
is. Don't laugh, please. We think efficiency is what the teachers
want, remember?

And now,
it's time to unveil . . . Project X.





LIKE
A BOSS.

The
overall idea is a bit similar to the old furnace house. Except with
less furnaces, less space and additional things like a crafting
table, an enchanting table and even farms.

To save
space, the bed is built into the roof.

To cut
down on block usage, part of the roof is made of stone slabs. You can
craft two stone slabs with one block of cobblestone.







The
inside is pretty compact.


Two
squares of dirt floor we turned into a wheat farm.

There's
an enchanting table, and one wall is a bookcase to power up the table
slightly—a crafting table and multiple furnaces are all
accessible. Due to lack of space, a torch had to be set onto one
furnace.

(By the
way, the enchanting table was given to us. We obviously can't craft
such a thing. Its inclusion also won't raise our score. It's just to
show what's possible.)

Oh, about
the chest on the left. The lid wouldn't open with a wall above it. We
used some upside down stairs there.




Here's a
side view of Project X.

Note the
two patches of farmland on the corners. One's for melons. The other,
for pumpkins. They're both accessible from the inside. You just gave
to reach your arms across some blocks.





Our whole
idea was, we wanted to make a house that offered as much as possible,
while taking as little as possible to construct.

Efficiency,
in other words.

The other
day, Stump and I imagined ourselves as warriors.

If we
were far away from the village, we wouldn't have tons of materials to
build with. We'd have to be effiicient.

So, we
thought and thought, and ended up with this.

It's the
ultimate survival house.

I mean,
let's say creepers blew up the whole world. Blew up every block in
Minecraftia, except for this house. No problem. We could still
survive forever in this house. 


It'd be
boring, though. It'd be a life of standing in a tiny little house,
eating nothing but bread. Sometimes a pumpkin. Drinking water.

That was
another reason why we included a bookcase. During such an end of the
world scenario, at least you'd have something to read. But while
building the house today, Stump and I ran into a problem.

One of
the books in the bookcase was super lame.

Lamer
than any of Max's favorite books.

'Diary of
a Minecraft Chair'. 


I
honestly don't know how it got there. And I was really hoping the
teachers wouldn't spot it. 


I mean,
the book's description is something like: 


"Have
you ever wondered what it would be like to be a Minecraft chair? What
problems does a Minecraft chair face during Minecraft chair school?
What does a Minecraft chair eat? Come find out in this diary of a
Minecraft chair written by an eleven year old Minecraft chair!" 


Number of
pages: 3.

Wow.

Just wow.

The
teachers would fail us for sure if they saw that.

Whenever
a teacher got close to the bookshelf, I made sure to stand in front
of it, particularly that book.

Anyway, I
don't know if the teachers will like it . . .

After
all, Max's house is kinda cool as well.





They took
the girl's mushroom house idea from that last building test, then
dumped lava all over it—they discovered that lava doesn't burn
giant mushrooms.

Not only
does the lava prevent mobs from attacking, it lights up the area.

You could
find such a house pretty easily at night.

I hate to
admit it, but it's not a bad idea.

However,
many others didn't have such great houses. 


Such as
the kids next to us. They built a dirt house.




By the
way, 'Team Noobamuffin' isn't their real team name.

Max
replaced their sign with one of his own.








After our
building time was up, everyone just waited for the outcome.

The
teachers were 'hurgg'ing a lot.

Student's
faces were grim. Not too many were talking.

I was
kinda afraid.

No, not
'kinda'. The fear I felt, it was impossibly heavy. 


It felt
like a furnace was inside my stomach.

It was
the same as when I ate a slice of that cake Sarabella crafted a
couple months ago.

That cake
was so hard, I remember. It probably could have been used as a weapon
of some kind. 


But I
didn't want to hurt her feelings, so I ate it. To accomplish this, I
had to dunk my cake slice into a bucket of milk just to get it soft
enough to chew.

Sorry,
I'm rambling. I do that when I'm nervous.









Update:

Now, the
teachers are gathering . . .

They're
going to announce the top three house designs.

Stump's
sitting next to me, his blue eyes wide, and filled with fear. He
wants to be a warrior, too.

This is
it. It's all or nothing.

We're
just waiting.

Waiting.

Waiting.

And then—








Update:

HURGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGG.

HURGGGGGGGGGGGGGG.

Hurgggggg.

Hurgurrgurgurgurgrugrgrurgurgggggggggggg.

. . .

. . .

. . .

Hurgg.

(Sorry.)

I just
had to get that out.

I'm . . .
going crazy.

Let me
explain.

Standing
before 150 silent students, the head teacher said:

"Coming
in first place for best house design is . . . Team Danger Kitty."

I
honestly couldn't believe it. The teachers praised our house even
more than the girl's mushroom house from before.

It was a
miracle.

The
most efficient house they've ever seen.

Their
words. 


Not a
daydream.

Not my
imagination.

I
couldn't help but smile when Max freaked out; for a second, I almost
felt sorry for him, until I remembered all the harassment he gave me
the other day.

Even now,
I'm so stunned, I can barely even write. So, forgive me if I don't
write much.

I'll
update later when my heart stops pounding and my hands stop shaking.








Okay, so,
the teachers said our house still has some flaws.

Like, a
few things could have been done better. Still, they used the word
'impressive'.

Impressive.

Actually,
another word came before that one—'very'.

Very
impressive.


(I'm not gonna hurgg again. I promise. I'll keep it under control.)

I gave
Stump a huge high-five; he was responsible for half of the design. A
lot of students came up and congratulated us, afterward.

Not Max,
though.

"Too
bad warriors aren't all about building," was all he said.

His buddy
Razberry chimed in:

"Yeah.
You can't build mobs to death. Nooblords."

I don't
care about what he said, though. It's the first real accomplishment
I've ever had in my life. I'm too happy right now.

At one
point, Stump nudged me with his elbow.

"Runt,"
he said. "Our. Scores. Look."

He was so
excited, he couldn't even speak in sentences, just single words. 


I was
still out of it; the shock of such a huge success was still flooding
my mind. I eventually realized my friend was holding and staring at
his record book.

When I
saw his building score, I couldn't even breathe. 





He was
level 16.

He'd
raised a few levels in the past few days. He was level 3 yesterday. 


Today, my
friend went from 3 to 16. 


BOOM—just
like that.

His
building score was insanely high as well.

I whipped
out my own record book and stared at it in total disbelief.




Farming,
crafting and building all went up from our efforts.

Obviously,
the biggest gain was in building. 


A jump of
60 points.

BOOM
again.

BOOM like
a charged poo screamer (now that would be a scary mob).

I tried
to sneak a peek at Max's record book, but he wouldn't let me; he was
being as secretive with his record book as he is with those
ridiculous cow books.

Last time
I saw, he was level 15. Maybe he's level 20, now? I'm catching up,
then. If I keep doing well, and working this hard, I might overtake
him.

His team
got third place in the competition, though. I probably didn't make
huge gains on him. The only thing holding his design back was the
inherent danger that came from walls of lava.

A
different group of girls got second place. They had a similar idea as
ours. Their house was basically just a hole in the ground, set up
with crafting tables and such.








Even
though it's Friday, there was no 'Mobs Defense' class.

They let
us off the hook. 


They said
we had to do some reading about mobs on our own this weekend.

At the
end of the day, I got ice cream with Stump, Sarabella and her
building partner, Aera. Their team got 11th place which is
still respectable. Sarabella says they're gonna work harder for the
next building test. 


While we
ate our ice cream, the four of us decided to form a partnership.
We'll share our building ideas, and attempt to shut Max out of the
next test. Those girls aren't exactly friends with him, either.

However,
there's going to be many more tests, and not all of them are going to
deal with building. 


From
farming to mining, we'll cover them all.

For now,
I just need to relax a bit. I've been stressing myself out.

Hurrrmmmmmmmm.

This
diamond ore chunk is amazing.

Oh.

Be
warned.

I heard
there are a few other villager diaries going around.

Just
know, such diaries weren't written by real villagers. They
were written by zombies, and not even cool zombies, but
the kind of zombies that walk around with flowers in their hands.
They're smart, though. They're trying to spread lies about us
villagers.

So, be
careful.

The only
real villager diary is Diary of a Wimpy Villager. 


If you
see a book titled 'Diary of a Crazy Villager', 'Diary of a Super
Happy Villager' or 'Diary of an Endervillager', well, just know, it
wasn't written by me.

And if you
see 'Diary of a Diaper Villager', well, that's just crazy.










SATURDAY








Today, my
dad made me go fishing with him.

After
yesterday, I must have used up all of my luck, because I only snagged
junk. Sticks, sticks, and more sticks. And bowls, a leather boot.
Even another fishing rod.

Probably
someone had had just as much as luck as I was having, tossed the rod
in and called it a day. That was what I felt like doing after I
reeled in a bone.

Beyond
that, today was uneventful. I didn't do anything else. Didn't
practice. Didn't talk to anyone about any projects or ideas.

Didn't
even see Stump, as his parents were making him help out with baking a
big cake for the mayor.

My
parents didn't really say much about my building achievement. They're
farmers. They figure I'll become a farmer just like them. 


I've
never told them about my dreams.

I'm not
sure what my dad's reaction will be if he ever finds out.

But then,
I'm exhausted. Worrying about the future is for another day.








As the
square sun sank into the blocky horizon, I curled up on my bed with
my favorite history book. 


It was
written by some old villager from a distant land.

Sounds
boring, right?

Well,
this is Minecraftia. In this world, even history can be pretty
entertaining. 


Besides,
the guy who wrote it was a warrior villager. The only one in history.
After he took up the sword, his village exiled him forever, and he
wandered the land like Steve.

I flipped
to the chapter on legendary mobs. 


Some were
downright scary, such as Mungo the Overlord.

According
to legend, Mungo is the freakiest zombie pigman that ever lived. He's
as tall as any enderman, and wields two enchanted gold swords. One in
each hand.

Long ago,
before I was born, he singlehandedly destroyed a village almost as
big as ours.

I know,
it sounds like something Max would make up, right? But it's all right
here in this book. Us villagers never go into the Nether, and
tonight, I'm super thankful for that.




He's so
big, his swords look like little toys in his huge, meaty mitts.


Once per year, he leaves the Nether and roams through the Overworld,
hunting for noobs and warriors alike. He's so big, he can swallow a
creeper whole (and he's so strong, he'll survive the explosion—the
worst damage being a bad case of gas. The history book literally
describes Mungo's huge farts after he ate a creeper. No, my friends,
don't ever stand downwind of Mungo after he's devoured a charged
creeper. It won't be a pleasant experience.)


While reading that history book, I couldn't help but think about
Steve.

It seems
like forever since I last saw him.

What
happened to him?

I hope he
comes back soon.










SUNDAY








This
morning, we had visitors. They weren't outsiders, though. They were
other villagers. A lot of them, too, at least twenty. 


It caused
a huge buzz in the village; other villagers have visited us before,
but never at a time like this, what with all the mob attacks
recently.

The
elders told us that they're just tourists, traveling around. I'm not
so sure. I mean, if they were just traveling about Minecraftia,
they'd look a little happy, right? Smile. Wave. Greet us. Right?

Not them.

They were
obviously sad. They just stared at the ground, their faces gloomy.
And the elders ushered them all into the village hall.

Hours
later, our builders made them a brand new house. A house big enough
to hold all twenty of them. The 'tourists' only seemed to get sadder
at this.

I don't
know what's going on with them, but Stump and I think they're not
tourists at all. 


But our
mayor, he assured us that they're really just travelers.

There's
nothing to worry about, he said.


Things are totally fine, he said.


Everything is absolutely, positively cool and okay.


He said that last sentence with a huge grin and two thumbs up—while
standing in front of these people:




There's
nothing sad about them at all. See, the father on the left, he's just
stunned at how awesome our village is. His daughter? Well, those are
tears of happiness, nothing more. As for the mom, she's only worried
because she forgot to feed the dog before they left.

Totally.

At least,
something like that is what the mayor wants us to
believe.

No,
something weird is going on.

I tried
talking to that crying girl today, but the elders won't let anyone go
near that newly built house. It's really quite mysterious.

Of
course, I asked the guards at the door why I couldn't go in
and say hello to our new guests. They're tourists, right? I should
welcome them, right?

But the
guards said, "They're exhausted from traveling. They need to
rest. Please come back later, Runt."

Hmmmmm.

I will
get to the bottom of this. 


Detective
Runt is on the job.










MONDAY








School
was fairly standard today.

Let me
skip past all that and just say . . . Steve came back.

I ran
into him after school. He was walking down the street. Slowly. And
the look on his face . . . I'd never seen him like that before.




"Steve!"
I shouted, running up to him. "What happened to you?"

He
coughed, shook his head.

"I .
. . need some water," he said. His voice was raspy.

He looked
tired. Beat up. As if he'd fought Mungo the Overlord for days and
finally emerged victorious.

"Follow
me," I said, and led him back to my house. I gave him a bucket
of milk and two loaves of bread—fresh out of the furnace.

He
chugged down the whole bucket, glug, glug, glug,
then
wolfed down
each loaf
in a
few bites.
It seemed like he hadn't had any food or water in days.

After, he
rested his back against the wall of the living room, closed his eyes,
and slid down against the wall.

"Steve,"
I said. "Answer me, hurrr? What's going on?"

"My
base," he said. "It's gone."

What?
From what I understood, his 'base' was his main house, a really nice
one. He had a lot of houses scattered out there, in the wilderness,
but his base was the best one.

"What
do you mean, gone?"

"Just
gone," he said. "Everything I had is all gone. My base,
gone. My houses, gone. My diamond tools, enchanted armor, and rail
system. All gone."

"How?
Who did this?"

And
suddenly, I thought I knew the answer.

It was
Mike.

He's like
the evil version of Steve.

But what
Steve said next really surprised me.

"The
mobs," he said. "They came in the night. Zombies digging
through dirt. Creepers, exploding. Enderman, tearing apart
cobblestone. They destroyed everything I had." He paused. "I
died again, Runt. I died several times in fact. And every time I
died, I kept going back. Kept trying to retrieve my items. Kept
trying to save my house. . ."

I said
nothing, only waited for him to continue. 


My
thoughts raced, however. How could the mobs get Steve? He said his
base was indestructible.

"I've
never seen the mobs act like that before," he said. "Finally
I ran. Ran as fast as I could."

Hurggg.

This is
bad.

"I'm
homeless now," Steve said. "I can't believe this. I don't
have anywhere to sleep. I don't even have any food."

"No
matter what," I said, "you'll always have a home here. My
parents will let you stay with us. I'm sure of it. Don't worry,
okay?"

"Really?
I won't stay long. Just let me get some items again." He sighed.
"This means I'll have to punch trees with my bare hands, craft a
wooden sword . . . I'm a noob all over again."

"Here,"
I said. "Take my wooden sword. You helped me craft it anyway,
remember?"

"All
right." Steve stood back up, grabbed my sword with one hand, and
wiped sweat from his face with the other. "I'll be back. I've
gotta go speak to your mayor."

After he
took off, I glanced out at the field, at my parents.

They were
working the soil, as always. 


What was
the best way to tell them about Steve? They might not like the idea
of an outsider staying in our house. But it's Steve. How could they
say no?

Moments
later, I heard a distant scream.

I ran
into the streets to see what was happening. 


Another
outsider was running through the streets. He looked terrified. 


I'd never
seen him before, but I knew who it was.




Mike.

"Hey,
kid!" he said, approaching. "Listen, I'm sorry about what I
did to the farmer guy, but listen! Something crazy is happening!"

"Let
me guess," I said. "The mobs destroyed your house."

He gave
me a strange look. 


For some
reason, he calmed down a bit.

"Well,
yeah. Anyway, can I stay here? I don't wanna go back out there."

I
returned his weird look. "Hurrrn, do I look like the mayor to
you?"

"Right.
Um, can you take me to him? I'll go to jail. I'll do whatever you
guys want. Wash dishes. Milk cows. Whatever. Just don't send me back
out there. Last night, I was attacked by about a hundred zombies."

And here
I thought it was going to be an easy week.

A week of
relaxing, eating ice cream, and taunting Max with my building score.

If the
mobs really are becoming as hostile as Steve and Mike claim, our
villagers might have warriors sooner than the elders think.

I nodded
at the outsider in the red shirt. I shouldn't be nice to him, after
what he did to Bub. 


Whatever.
I'll let the mayor decide.

Besides,
from the looks of it, he's a warrior just like Steve.

I think
we're gonna need all the help we can get.



















BOOK
3








Do
you want Book 3 to be available for free?








As
before, if Book 2 gets 50 reviews, Book 3 will be free for five days!
I'd set it free for longer, but five days is the maximum time Amazon
will let anyone set a book free.

By
the way, you should leave positive reviews for any book you
enjoy (not just mine). 


This
is how you support authors of books you like!

Oh.
If you didn't enjoy this book, feel free to leave a negative
review (just know, I'll probably cry huge ghast tears).








As
promised, this book will be available free (again, for 5 days, that's
the longest I can set it). 


If
you have a friend who picked up the first book, tell them to get on
Amazon and get this one for free ASAP!








If
you left a review for the first book, THANK YOU! I
appreciate the support! Book 3 is coming soon!

—Cube
Kid
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