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				Everything was fine until the Greek demigods of Camp Half-Blood heard the BOOM! They rushed out towards Half-Blood Hill, where they had heard the sound (Half-Blood Hill is the entrance to Camp Half-Blood). Each camper had a weapon of some sort in their hands. All of the godly cabins had been emptied, minus the Hypnos cabin, for all of the children of the dreams and sleep god were asleep, snoring in their bunks with no idea whatsoever about what was going on. Well, to be fair, none of the other campers knew what was happening either. So almost all of the campers were out and about, even the Aphrodite demigods! (Goddess of beauty and love; they usually have no interest fighting.) 	And although they had absolutely NO IDEA what was what was about to show up on the other side of the hill, the campers were ordered to treat it as if it was something serious by Chiron, (A centaur and Camp Half-Blood’s director) for he had a hunch that it was something important. And it was.

	Three teenagers stepped up from the other side of the hill. They looked harmless, except for the furious looks on their faces. Two were boys, and one was a girl. One of the boys had dark black hair, with black round glasses and a lightning shaped scar on his forehead. The second guy had red hair and a ton of freckles on his face. The girl had brown bushy hair and had a proud look in her eyes, like she was the boss of the other two. None of them made any threatening moves, but they all looked like they were ready to slap each and every one of the the demigods.
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			Chiron trotted forward. (Yep, trotted. He’s a centaur, duh!) “Well, hello,” he said to the strange visitors. “And who might you be?” He asked. “And where are you from?’ A camper named named Annabeth Chase (One of Athena’s children) blurted. The girl stepped forward. She spoke with a British accent. “I’m Hermione Granger.” She pointed to the redhead. “He’s Ron.” She pointed to the other guy. “That’s Harry. We are from the Wizarding World.” The campers fell silent for a few moments. They looked at each other, attempting to conceal their laughter. After a bit of awkward silence, the campers burst out laughing. “Yeah, right!” A few campers laughed. Annabeth was laughing, too. Over the roaring laughter, she asked Chiron, “They’re kidding, right? I mean, the ‘Wizarding World is only in those ridiculous fiction books!” Chiron, however, had a grim look on his face, and said nothing.     
	Harry, Ron and Hermione looked steamed. 
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To save the demigods from them all being punched by these strangers, Chiron shouted, “SILENCE!” The campers obeyed reluctantly. “Even if they are not from this so-called ‘Wizarding World’, they must have come here for a reason.” “THANK you!”, the guy named Ron said. He spoke with a British accent, like Hermione. “Now, if you’re all done laughing...” Hermione started to explain they were here and about he Wizarding World, but she started to stop because of the doubting looks on the campers’ faces. “I’m not lying!” she said angrily, stomping her foot on the ground. All of the campers took a step back. “You know what?” The boy named Harry stepped forward. “We told you why we’re here. Now, are you going to listen or not?!” Chiron lifted a hoof. “No. I will not agree to this. Now, leave our camp.” The trio glared at Chiron. Chiron glared back. “Fine. We’ll leave. But don’t worry. We’ll be back.” Harry said as they left, in his now very angry British accent. 
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				Once the strange trio had left, the campers stood in silence, shocked about what just happened. 1 second. 2 seconds. 3 seconds of COMPLETE silence. Finally, it was too much. The demigods of Camp Half-Blood started chattering, their many voices overlapping one another’s. They were shocked, confused, and some were scared. There was just chaotic madness for a few moments then, once agin, Chiron shouted for silence. “Demigods!” He yelled. The campers fell silent. “Fear not! If they are to return, we shall be prepared. Now, everyone, if you spot these strangers, get a few campers to watch them, and alert me immediately.” The campers mumbled their agreements and left to watch the borders of the camp. When the sky begun to darken, Chiron assigned the job to the patrol harpies. So if they squawked three times, they had spotted Harry, Ron and Hermione. The campers went to their cabins to sleep. It was a peaceful night until three shrill sqwaks pierced the air.
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The campers woke with a start. (Except, of course, the Hypnos demigods.) The campers rushed out in their pajamas, along with Chiron, who was wearing pajamas that said, ‘MY OTHER CAR IS A CENTAUR!’ with (Shhh, don’t tell anyone) hair curlers in his tail. He hastily pulled those out and kicked them aside before anyone could see. (😂) They rushed out around the camp’s border, where they had heard the harpie’s call. They all looked around for a bit. Then, they saw them. Crouched behind the bushes were 


							


	
	Harry, Ron and Hermione, who were each holding a... a fancy looking... stick? They were each holding a fancy looking stick in their hand and they were signaling each other to be quiet. 
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			Then, they looked up and saw all of the campers looking at them. “Oh hello!...” Ron said nervously. “What in Hades are you doing?!” A camper named Percy Jackson (Son of Poseidon) stepped up.  “Well, we told you we’d be back,” said Harry. He raised his stick and pointed at Percy. “Oh come on. You can’t seriously threaten me with a pointy stick,” Percy said as he pulled out a pen from his pocket.  “YOU can’t be threatening me with a pen”. Percy clicked his pen. It transformed into his sword, Riptide. Harry said something like, “Stupefy!” A red light shot out from his stick towards Percy, but he deflected the light on his sword blade. The light shot back towards Harry. He gasped and when the light hit him, he froze and fell over in the exact position that he got hit in.  He toppled over like a mannequin. Ron and Hermione looked a mix of scared and angry. Hermione pointed her stick at Harry and muttered something under her breath. Harry unfroze and as quick as a viper, he got up and raised his

stick. “In case you haven’t noticed, this isn’t a stick, it’s a wand.” He said. “Yeah, I noticed,” Percy replied, and he raised his sword. They were both about to strike when Annabeth and Hermione both yelled, “STOP!” “This is RIDICULOUS!” Annabeth said. “I can’t believe I’m saying this, but I agree.” Hermione said. Harry and Percy lowered their weapons reluctantly. “I suppose...” said Harry slowly. Chiron trotted forward (For the third time in this story) and said, “ You three, I have made up my mind.” Th trio glared at him, but he didn’t back down. “I will personally teach the students at Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry about the Greek gods and mythology.” Harry, Ron and Hermione’s scowls faded. They turned into grins. “That’s what this was all about?” a camper named Connor Stoll (from the Hermes cabin) begun to say, but his twin brother Travis quickly elbowed his into silence. “Happy now?” Percy grumbled. Harry turned towards him and smiled. 
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			“Thanks, Percy, Your swords really cool, by the way.” Percy smiled grudgingly. “So’s your wand.” He replied. They shook hands and everybody cheered. “So we’re good, then?” “‘Course!” Said Hermione. They smiled at each other. (Yep, lots of smiling). The cheering got louder. Chiron smiled. “Thank you, everybody. Now, I am afraid, it is time to say farewell.” The trio smiled. Ron said, “Bye, we’ll see you later?” “Yes!” The demigods of Camp Half-Blood waved. “Bye!” said the trio in unison, and with a wave of their wands, they disappeared. The campers looked at each other and smiled. They hadn’t lost anybody by fighting, and they had made new friends!
	So in the end, everyone was happy and friendly. The demigods and students from the Wizarding World kept in touch, having fun and chatting. So the moral of the story is... 

It’s better to be 

FRIENDS

Then to

FIGHT.

The End! 
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