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				It was about 5 in the morning when I heard the knock at the door that would soon change my life. The knock. 
	My name is Peter McScare and I turned 16 three days ago. I live with my mom and baby sister in a town called The Windy Town, located at the coast of Scotland. My father left us eleven years ago and we live close to the king’s castle. Suddenly, bursting through the worn down front door of my house came two men. The first man wore a linen coat with a king emblazoned on it. The second man was about two heads shorter than the first, and wore a coat as frail as the pages of an old book. 
	“You have been ordered, along with 50 other 16 year olds to train to become a Wood Knight. Be ready at 7:00 a.m. tomorrow to be picked up in carriage that will take you to the castle,” mumbled the second man, his voice as frail as his coat. In the blink of a eye, they swept themselves out of the door, leaving my mom and me in shock and anticipation of what would happen next.

	Thump, thump. I could hear the clatter of hooves bouncing against the soft dirt road that led to our house. The sundial read just after 7 in the morning, and my mom and I had just woken up 45 minutes earlier. 
	All of a sudden, the door was thrown open and a man barged in. He resembled a bear, his face was covered in hair, and he had a beard that was growing out in several different directions. “Your ride is here,” the man mumbled. None too gently, he grabbed my arm and shoved me into the carriage waiting outside. As quick as a hawk, the man hopped in. Then, they sped off towards the castle. 
	In three minutes, the gargantuan castle popped into view, looming over me as if it were alive. Waiting at the drawbridge stood a man beckoning me inside. 

Four months later . . .

	It had been four months since my first day at the castle. Since then, I trained hard to become a Wood Knight, and had become one of the best in the class. Along with five others, I was guarding the king’s personal ship. Ding, dong! A few miles away, we could hear the almost never ending sound of the bell tower, signaling that it was 10 at night. Everything seemed to be perfectly in place. The guards (along with my self) were all doing their jobs.
	“Sir, Mr. McScare!”  One of the other knights guarding the ship yelled, interrupting my thoughts. “The ship is gone! The ship is gone!” 
	“What!” I exclaimed.

[image: ]

			

		

	
		
				It was about 5 in the morning when I heard the knock at the door that would soon change my life. The knock. 
	My name is Peter McScare and I turned 16 three days ago. I live with my mom and baby sister in a town called The Windy Town, located at the coast of Scotland. My father left us eleven years ago and we live close to the king’s castle. Suddenly, bursting through the worn down front door of my house came two men. The first man wore a linen coat with a king emblazoned on it. The second man was about two heads shorter than the first, and wore a coat as frail as the pages of an old book. 
	“You have been ordered, along with 50 other 16 year olds to train to become a Wood Knight. Be ready at 7:00 a.m. tomorrow to be picked up in carriage that will take you to the castle,” mumbled the second man, his voice as frail as his coat. In the blink of a eye, they swept themselves out of the door, leaving my mom and me in shock and anticipation of what would happen next.

	Thump, thump. I could hear the clatter of hooves bouncing against the soft dirt road that led to our house. The sundial read just after 7 in the morning, and my mom and I had just woken up 45 minutes earlier. 
	All of a sudden, the door was thrown open and a man barged in. He resembled a bear, his face was covered in hair, and he had a beard that was growing out in several different directions. “Your ride is here,” the man mumbled. None too gently, he grabbed my arm and shoved me into the carriage waiting outside. As quick as a hawk, the man hopped in. Then, they sped off towards the castle. 
	In three minutes, the gargantuan castle popped into view, looming over me as if it were alive. Waiting at the drawbridge stood a man beckoning me inside. 

Four months later . . .

	It had been four months since my first day at the castle. Since then, I trained hard to become a Wood Knight, and had become one of the best in the class. Along with five others, I was guarding the king’s personal ship. Ding, dong! A few miles away, we could hear the almost never ending sound of the bell tower, signaling that it was 10 at night. Everything seemed to be perfectly in place. The guards (along with my self) were all doing their jobs.
	“Sir, Mr. McScare!”  One of the other knights guarding the ship yelled, interrupting my thoughts. “The ship is gone! The ship is gone!” 
	“What!” I exclaimed.

[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			“Lower the sail, man the oars!” I shouted. The sun was directly overhead, signaling that it was noon. Since the king’s ship had been stolen, the other Wood Knights and I had scurried quickly  over to the nearest ship in sight, and set off in hope of catching the king’s beloved ship. 
	“Ship in sight, ship in sight!” Screeched the Wood Knight on watch. 
	“Let me have a look!” Exclaimed another knight. “Oh my gosh, its the King’s ship!” He gasped. 
	As they began to come along side of the ship, the knights realized something amazing. It was empty, and nothing seemed damaged or broken at all. On board our ship, we could hear cries of relief and excitement of receiving the king’s ship. “Half of our men get to the king’s ship and half stay here!” I ordered. 
	In an instant, half the knights were on the king’s ship. “Hoist the sails!” I yelled. 
	The sails slowly crawled up the mast, making a screeching sound, like that of an owl screaming after catching its prey.
	Whoosh, went the sound of the sail as it filled with air. Instantly, the ship surged forward, causing waves of spray to whip my face. 
“It was good to be going home” I thought, “It was good to be going home.” 
	And to this day, parents all over the country still tell their children the adventures of Peter McScare and the Wood Knights.
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