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The Minecraft Warrior
By Daniel L.
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				I remember the first time Herobrine's Army invaded.
	I was five. Everyone was finishing up their work for lunch break, when suddenly, a crowd of mobs burst through the gate and tried to take over.
	Our army came to help. Warriors and mobs fell by the hundreds. 
	Two hours later, the mobs had retreated. We had fought them off, but our army was in horrible shape. The hospitals were overflowing.
	We are as strong as ever now, but I have this odd sense that they are planning revenge.


	
	

Today I am seventeen. My eighteenth birthday is in a week. When villager boys turn eighteen, they go to a Decision Conference. A Decision Conference is a large event to see what profession the certain boy will have when he is an adult. There is a basket in the middle with items concerning a profession, such as a fishing pole for fishermen, a hoe for farmers, and a book for librarians. What I want to be is a warrior. The item for warriors is a sword. Being a warrior is my dream because I will get to defeat Herobrine's Army.
	I met my friend Jimmy today. Jimmy had his Conference a month ago. (He got to be a blacksmith.) 
	"Hi," said Jimmy.
	"Hi," I replied.
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				"Did you hear the story?" asked Jimmy.
	"What story?"
	"Old Man Joe retired today."
	"What do I care?"
	"That leaves a new spot in the army."
	"Yeah, so?"
	"That means you have a HUGE chance of getting in the army," Jimmy said, "Old Man Joe was the major warrior in the army. They're looking for a lot of warriors to replace him. Joe was worth more than just one warrior."
	I acted calm and shrugged. But walking away from Jimmy, I felt like I could scream with joy. Jimmy said I had a huge chance! I could be a warrior one day!
	But as I opened my door, I started doubting. I wasn't athletic, strong, or buff. I wasn't even six feet yet! I thought about it as I sat on my bed, as I put on my pajamas, and I slowly worried myself to sleep.

	A week later, Dad's voice woke me up.
	"Get up, son!" he bellowed.
	I made a sound, something like, "UUUuuunnnGGGgghhh AAAAUUuuugggHHHH OOOOOoooUUUUGGGGGgghhhH," as I slowly woke up. Dad dragged me out of bed and planted me in the bathroom.
	"Brush your teeth," Dad commanded, "and meet me outside to prepare for your Conference!"
	The Conference! I had totally forgotten about the Conference! It was today!
	"OKAY DAD!!!!!" I screamed.
	I quickly brushed my teeth and rushed outside. Dad was waiting there with around a hundred fancy suits that were about my size. 
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				"Which one?" asked Dad.
	"The blue one with army trims," I answered.
	He picked out the blue and army green suit and poked a few gold buttons in. I felt warm in the leather of the suit. I pulled on my special navy pants and Dad handed me a belt lined with gold. I slipped it on and looked at myself in the mirror. 
	"I look so fancy," I declared.
	Dad got out his old, blue leather cap and placed it on my head. A golden eagle was in the middle of the cap.
	"It's perfect," Dad told me.
	We paraded through the village. Villagers looked up from their work and congratulated me on my appearance.
	Dad led me into the amphitheater where the Conference was going to be held. I looked around. Trees were everywhere. The stone seats were polished and smooth. 
	

	I sat down. The other villagers were arriving. I saw Jimmy, Old Man Joe, the fisherman, and a lot of other villagers that I knew. Everyone took a seat. The villagers ate their lunch and got out their golden apples. 
	Then, the priest arrived. The villagers stood up and clapped. The priest bowed. Behind him four nitwit villagers carried in the basket. The priest then took his place on the amphitheater stage. 
	"Hello, fellow villagers," the priest boomed, "welcome to the annual Decision Conference!"
	The crowd cheered.
	"Today, we are here to honor a fellow villager who has been a good young villager in his first eighteen years," the priest announced. "May this same villager please come up to the podium?"
	I nervously walked up to the stage. Cheering villagers crowded around me.
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				The priest led me to the podium.
	"Let us have a round of applause for this courageous young man," ordered the priest.
	The villagers clapped.
	"Now we will see what job this boy will have in the future," he announced.
	He led me to the basket and opened it. Then, he blindfolded me.
	"Reach in," he said.
	I reached in the basket and felt something. I touched it, then gripped it, then-
	Suddenly, a crowd of mobs burst through the gates. Creepers exploded and destroyed our buildings. Zombies with swords came for our army. Our army fought them back. Row after row of mob and villager fell. I was kind of dazed at first, but then I realized I was the only one who wasn't doing anything.
	So, I ripped off my blindfold and pulled the sword out of the basket.
	Then I said a little prayer and plunged into the fight.

	



	I looked down at my injured arm. Groaning warriors surrounded me. Our army had fought off Herobrine's, but it had also been cut down to a half of the original army. One Enderman had injured my right arm and I needed a cast on it. But I was lucky, because, to most warriors, this had been their final stand.
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	Five Years Later

	I sold my artwork for over two hundred emeralds. After my cast was off, I had drawn a little sketch of the battle (I left it for you in this book, on the right). Dad had suggested that I paint it, so I re-drew it and painted it. The result was enough money to install an arrow trap system for our mob farm, and the extra money was for my parents. 
	This had been a peaceful five years. I had become a warrior after my experience at the battle. I had become a new fighting student of Old Man Joe and had quickly risen to the General position.
	I was happily enjoying my breakfast when the messenger Harold ran into town.
	"Save us!" cried Harold, "the Army is back!"
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			About the Author 

Daniel L. was raised near Los Angeles, California and lives in the Bay Area. He enjoys playing hockey and relaxing at home. He likes to play Minecraft and other games with his friends. He hopes you enjoy this story.

Note: This book is not authorized by Mojang AB, Notch Development, and/or any other company in relation to the game Minecraft.

[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			About the Author 

Daniel L. was raised near Los Angeles, California and lives in the Bay Area. He enjoys playing hockey and relaxing at home. He likes to play Minecraft and other games with his friends. He hopes you enjoy this story.

Note: This book is not authorized by Mojang AB, Notch Development, and/or any other company in relation to the game Minecraft.

[image: ]

			

		

	




OEBPS/PaperAntique.jpg





OEBPS/CI_80D81DDB-A20F-44CE-8036-9F7B61516EA2.jpg





OEBPS/CI_EA9C96EC-930E-4AA7-A19A-6CEF83DC711B.jpg





OEBPS/CI_25A12BC4-C301-4D8D-89D5-44467F30A08C.jpg
1%






OEBPS/CI_9D9D868D-6701-4A60-82ED-6586F2D39494.jpg
Nl

g SN

. et
TSN N
NN \
= 7 .»“wﬁé“ ofﬂ?
“..: A .‘~ S ///‘

(X e
A (B

O ST
\i\W - , l.\?a .w,
. i ,n\w.‘.‘t v.h.
XV >

At‘\nr‘






OEBPS/nav.xhtml

		
			
						
					Cover
				


			


		
		
			
						
					Cover
				


						
					Start
				


			


		
	

OEBPS/Cover.jpg
R HERMINECRAE ‘ %
 COEEEE
B0 DHCEL L., |

o R e 8






