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			I dedicate this book to my brother. Thank you for helping me when I needed it.
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When I got there, I found my coach already waiting for me. He introduced himself as Neil Anamai. He asked me to do a puzzle to see how good I was. Strangely though, I couldn't help but notice his blood-red eyes. The puzzle was awfully easy, but when I first moved a piece, that's when I noticed something was wrong, and it was too late. I feel a weird sensation that sent a shiver up my spine and then boom, my vision went black. I woke up in a different black and white world with black and white trees, black and white grass, it was so black and white that it kind of looked like a chess board. There was also a ginormous wall that acted like a border so I couldn't get out.

"Help!" He boomed. "I'm inside this chess board with one way to get out: to win a chess tournament with players who are much stronger than me." You may be asking, how did I get myself into this mess? Well... it all started one Saturday afternoon when I was trying to find my Mom's wallet to take some money. I was only doing this because I love chess, but my Mom was not into my love for chess. I needed the money to sign up for a chess lesson. I soon found the wallet and took a few hundred dollars for the classes. The next day, I was very excited because it was my first class. I told my Mom I was going out for a walk.
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			I knew I had only a few more months to prepare for the tournament. I constructed a rough bed with some leafs and made a roof with some sticks. It was simple, but okay. I then whipped out my chess board and started practicing. My daily schedule/routine is to practice chess, eat, sleep, and then practice more chess. Then, faster than I thought, it was already the day of the tournament. On the way there, I kept thinking about all the plays and openings I've analyzed. when I arrived, I took a deep breath, and walked in.

It was completely silent. It looked exactly like our world but black and white and empty of all life. Right when I stood up, I saw someone who looked like an 11-year-old. I gulped, and asked, "Where am I?" What he responded with made me quake with horror. 
He whispered, "We're inside Neil Anamai's chess board and the only way to get out is to win a chess tournament". He also told me that the tournament happens every year and he gave me a chess board, some food, and a map to the tournament, then sprinted away into the darkness. 
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			Inside, the room was bright with a long hallway in the middle. I saw someone and asked where the tournament was, he just ignored me though. So, I figured the room was probably down the hallway. In the hallway, there was a door that read "Tournament Room". I walked inside and ended up in a room with about 100 people inside. I easily beat my first few opponents but the last opponent was a tough match. 


He was only a tough match because he cheated and moved his piece where it shouldn't have been able to move. I raised my hand for the staff to come over but he just laughed an evil laugh. I asked why he was laughing but he just told me the staff wouldn't care. I knew he was right so I slowly put my hand down. Then, an idea struck. I saw that by cheating, he made it open for a checkmate, but the checkmate is not guaranteed because he can still block it if he saw my plan. It was a big gamble but I knew I had to take the risk. I slowly moved the piece. Now, all I could do was hope. Ten minutes passed... Twenty minutes passed... I was already starting to sweat, this was my only chance, then his hand reached for the piece I didn't want him to move. 
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			I was getting ready to resign, but at the last second, he moved the piece I wanted him to move and he moved it. I was so relieved. I was going to go home again! Then, I moved my piece and won. I again felt that weird sensation and once again and my vision went black. I woke up in a hospital and found my parents asleep next to me. I woke them up. "Is this a dream?," they said in sync. 
"No", I said, already crying. I'm crying, "I'm back!" 
They pinched themselves, that finally convinced them and they started shedding tears of happiness. 
Bob's mom also finally supported Bob. A few years later, he became the youngest GM who ever lived.
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My name is Ethan M.. I am a rising fifth grader. I was born in Illinois. I enjoy reading, drawing, and playing video games. The inspiration for this story came from my love for chess.
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