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CHAPTER 1

This is it, thought Will. It’s now or never. He leaned over the fence to scratch the pig’s head, and then he reached for the saddle.

Oops! He’d almost forgotten the bait. “Wait here,” he said to the pig. “I’ll be right back.”

Will grabbed his fishing pole and hurried to the garden to find a ripe carrot. As he tugged the leafy green end of one from the dirt, the pig grunted.

“Easy, boy,” said Will, pressing his fishhook through the carrot. “You can eat it, but not quite yet.” Then he hurried back to the pigpen and leaned the fishing pole against the fence. The carrot dangled just out of the pig’s reach.

As Will placed his saddle gently on the pig’s back, the pig grunted a protest. But he kept his black eyes on that carrot.

Will eased himself over the fence and lowered himself onto the saddle. Then he reached for the fishing pole.

“Okay, boy,” he said. “Here we go. Follow the carrot!”

Will held the carrot just in front of the pig’s nose, leading him left and right around the pen. The pig moved slowly at first and then began to trot. Will held on tight, laughing out loud. It was working. He was actually riding a pig!

As the animal ran in circles, Will pretended he was a spider jockey. He aimed his bow and arrow—er, fishing pole—at the other pigs in the pen. He released an imaginary arrow. “Gotcha!”

As he whirled around to search for more pigs, he came face to face with … Seth, his older brother. Seth was running toward the pen, waving his arms in the air. Was he trying to say something?

“STOP!” Seth finally cried.
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Will dropped the fishing pole in surprise.

The pig came to a screeching halt in front of the carrot.

And Will sailed over the fence and landed squarely in Seth’s pumpkin patch. Ouch.

“What are you doing?!” sputtered Seth from the edge of the garden.

Will couldn’t answer. He was too busy picking pumpkin seeds out of his hair.

So Seth kept talking. “First of all,” he scolded, “that saddle was very expensive. I had to trade a lot of gold for it. And saddles are for horses, not pigs. And seriously, Will, don’t you have anything better to do?”

His brown eyes were as dark as the wet earth Will had just landed in. Seth looked really mad. But honestly, right now, Will couldn’t think of a single thing he’d rather do than get back on that pig. So he said nothing.

Seth let out an exasperated sigh. “Well here’s an idea. How about you fix your house?”

Will glanced over his shoulder at the house on the hill. It was made of black obsidian, as a proper house should be. A lookout tower stretched toward the sky, and windows lined the roof to let sunlight into the indoor garden. A moat of bubbling water circled the house, and the stone gate was lit with redstone torches.
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