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For friends everywhere
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I think Sir Brickbat hates me.
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We’ve been ﻿practising our sword-­fighting skills for three hours now, and he’s been yelling the whole time – ­mostly at yours truly. The question is:




I mean, it’s not like I’m the worst one here. Some of these kids can’t tell a sword from a salami. But whenever our fearless leader wants to air out his tonsils . . . 




“I’m not tired,” I mumble.
“Is that so?” he snorts.
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What? My technique’s just fine. Our INSTRUCTOR’S the problem. Not that I’d ever say that out loud. At KSB – ­Knight School of Byjovia – ­the most important lesson isn’t sword fighting or archery. It’s keeping your eyes open . . . 




Ugh. Couldn’t someone ELSE show me how it’s done?
Of all the ﻿first years in the class, Sedgewick’s the most annoying. It’s not that he’s a bad student. Just the opposite. He’s good. REALLY good.







	
			

			


I feel my cheeks burning as Sir Brickbat’s words hang in the air. I could tell he didn’t like me, and now I know why. He thinks only BOYS should be knights. If it were up to him, I wouldn’t even BE here.




Just so you know, we’re not using real weapons. These are training swords. They’re made of steel, but the blades have rounded edges so nobody accidentally loses an arm. It’s a safety thing. But safe or not, it still doesn’t feel very good to get whacked by a big hunk of metal.
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Even if I DID need any help, I wouldn’t take it. I can’t let everybody think I’m not knight material. I drag myself off the ground, ready for “Max vs. Sedgewick – ­Round ﻿Two”.
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“Are you serious?” I blurt out. So much for the whole “keep your mouth shut” thing.
“Oh, I’m serious,” he growls. “But are YOU?”
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Welcome to another day in paradise. Pretty glamorous, huh?  I figured training to become a  knight would be a lot of work . . . 




Knight School wasn’t always such a drag. Actually, when I enrolled here only a month ago, it was GREAT. Ol’ Brickbutt wasn’t our teacher back then.




Gadabout used to be the  commander of the Royal Guard. The guy’s a legend. He’s as old as these rocks, and twice as tough.
But you know the best thing about him?
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If you don’t know who Millie is, I’ll keep this short: she’s one of my best friends, and she’s a Midknight. Wondering who the Midknights are?




“Besides getting some honkin’ blisters on my hands? Not much,” I tell  her. “Just doing some heavy lifting for the world’s worst  ﻿sword fighting teacher.”
“Want some help?” Millie asks.
“Sure, I’d LOVE some,” I answer.
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Did I forget to mention that Millie has magical powers? That’s sort of an important detail.




Obvious fact of the day: Mumblin is a wizard. And not some average, everyday wizard, either.
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That was way back in the day, though. By the time Millie and I met him, he was a bit of a mess.




But here’s the twist: the old guy wasn’t completely washed up after all. When the chips were down, he delivered some pretty ﻿cool magic. And he’s definitely doing a great job of showing Millie the ropes.
“Must be nice,” I say with a sigh.
“What?”
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“Great idea!” Kevyn’s a Midknight, just like me and Millie. He’s the first person I met when I came to Byjovia.




Sir Brickbat is staring  slack-­jawed at our stone skyscraper as we leave the training yard and make our way through the busy streets.




“Do you ever get tired of people thanking you for saving Byjovia?” Millie asks.
I try to deflect the question. “We ALL saved Byjovia.”
“The rest of us helped, it’s true,” she concedes.
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“A library! Kevyn, that’s wonderful!” Millie exclaims.
“Yeah, absolutely!” I add.
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My eyes widen when I see the cover. “Hey! That’s US!”
Kevyn beams. “Yes! It’s the  entire story of our thrilling adventure, commencing with  the auspicious day we met and concluding with King Conrad’s triumphant return to the throne!”
Millie flips through the pages, her eyes shining. “Kevyn, it’s BEAUTIFUL! I love all the drawings!”
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“I say, this is smashing!” Kevyn declares as Simon hops off his horse. “All four Midknights together again!”
Simon gets a hearty handshake from Kevyn and a hug from Millie. Then he walks over to me. “Hi, Max.”




To be honest, I wasn’t sure how I felt until just now. But seeing Simon right here in front of me, I have no doubts.
“I was never mad at you, Simon,” I tell him, and I mean every word. “I was just . . . surprised.”
He nods. “Yeah, I was surprised, too, when it happened. But it makes sense now.”
“Then explain it to me,” I say.
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“If you decided to bail because of Sir Brickbat,” I tell him,  “I totally get it.”




— xviii —






	
			

			


Huh? That’s not the answer I was expecting, but let’s see where he’s going with this.
“Last week, after KSB was over for the day, I was walking home,” Simon begins.




FYI: Nolan is Kevyn’s dad, and he owns a stable. Kevyn used to be his apprentice, until he decided he’d rather write books than shovel manure.
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“But HOW?” I ask in amazement. “You don’t know anything about horses!”
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“After that, I started dropping by the stable every day,” Simon continues. “And I LOVED it.”
“More than you loved Knight School?” I wonder.
He smiles. “Max, what I liked the most about KSB was hanging out with YOU the whole time.”




“Why didn’t you just TELL me that?” I yelp.
“I guess I felt guilty,” he says with a shrug. “I figured you’d think I was letting you down.”
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