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1

AFTER SCHOOL

Simon had already gotten two warnings from his teacher about passing notes, but he couldn’t help himself. He did want to learn about long division, but he also wanted to remind his friends Lily and Michael about the Minecraft game they had scheduled after school that day. Simon had spent the last few months playing with his friends on a multiplayer server where they had created a small town. Today they were going to finish a large roller coaster they were building outside of the village. Simon couldn’t wait to test the roller coaster. He had to remind his friends about the meet up. When the teacher wasn’t looking, he quickly tore a piece of paper from his notebook and ripped it in two. He wrote the same message on both sheets: “4pm. Today. Meet in the Overworld. Let’s ride the coaster.”

As Simon’s teacher discussed a long-division problem on the blackboard, he passed the first note to Lily, who sat next to him. She read it and nodded her head. Simon knew passing the second note was going to be a bit more complicated because Michael sat at another table. He looked over at Michael, who was busy trying to figure out the math problem on a piece of paper and didn’t see Simon staring at him. Simon aimed and threw the note at Michael, but the teacher turned around and spotted the flying paper.

“What was that?” His teacher, Mrs. Sanders, asked, walking over to where the note had fallen on the floor. She picked it up and looked at the note, then asked, “Who wrote this?”

Simon’s heart was racing. He sat silently and didn’t raise his hand.

“Okay, I’m going to ask one more time. Who wrote this note?”

Again, nobody raised their hands.

“I told you guys, I don’t like note-passing. You have to pay attention to get the most out of your education.” Mrs. Sanders lectured the class on the importance of long division.

Simon didn’t want to admit that he wrote the note. He already had two warnings and he could feel Mrs. Sanders staring at him.

“The class is going to lose recess if someone doesn’t admit to throwing this note,” Mrs. Sanders announced.

Simon panicked. He knew he might get sent down to the principal’s office if he admitted that he wrote the note. He didn’t know what to do, so he did nothing.

“Nobody will admit to writing this note?” Mrs. Sanders held the paper up, walking around the classroom to show the kids the note. Her red nail-polished fingers clutched the small piece of paper.

“Everyone is losing recess. You get to spend the half-hour you usually get to spend playing in the schoolyard, sitting in this class working on five long-division math problems I’ll write on the board.”

The class let out a collective groan.

Melanie, who sat next to Lily, raised her hand, “I don’t want to be a snitch, but I think I know who wrote it.”

Mrs. Sanders said, “Melanie, I want the person who wrote it to admit they were passing notes.” Mrs. Sanders looked at the note again. She knew it was about Minecraft.

Simon looked down at his black t-shirt with an image of a creeper on it. He could feel Mrs. Sanders staring at him. Simon didn’t want Melanie outing him in front of the class or telling everyone that he was responsible for the class losing recess after school.

Simon raised his hand and admitted, “I wrote the note.”

“Thank you for admitting that you wrote it.” Mrs. Sanders looked at Simon, and then said to the class, “You will have recess. But Simon, you must stay behind. I need to talk to you.”

Simon sighed. He could see Michael staring at him and whispering, “I’m sorry.”

The class left for recess and Simon stayed in his seat. Mrs. Sanders called him over to her desk. “Simon, please come here.”

Simon walked with his head down. He feared what Mrs. Sanders would say. He didn’t want her to call his parents or send him to the principal.

“Simon, I know you love Minecraft and you’re very excited to play the game with your friends after school, but you have to pay attention in class. Math is a vital skill. You might even need to use a bit of math in Minecraft.”

Simon thought about the ways he used math in Minecraft. He did need it when he was building and creating servers. He nodded. He knew Mrs. Sanders was right.

“Do I have to go to the principal’s office?” he asked.

“No, you can go outside and join the others at recess. I am not giving you another warning. I was impressed that you took responsibility and admitted you were wrong in front of the class. Although you made a bad decision in writing the note, it shows good character that you admitted your fault. But if this happens again, you will go to the principal’s office.”

Simon promised he would never pass another note in class, and left to join his friends in the schoolyard.

“Simon,” Lily shouted across the schoolyard.

Michael and Lily rushed toward him. “What happened?” asked Michael.

“Nothing, really,” he replied. “But that was pretty awful, wasn’t it?”

“Yes,” Lily agreed. “You can’t pass notes anymore.”

“If I had only caught it, everything would have been fine,” Michael apologized.

“That’s not the point,” Lily remarked. “Simon shouldn’t be passing notes at all.”

“Agreed,” Simon said. He quickly added, “I am so excited to ride the new coaster.”

“Me, too.” Michael was talking about the most recent updates he had made to the ride, when Melanie walked over to them.

“Didn’t you learn the first two times you got in trouble? Passing notes isn’t allowed in class,” Melanie said matter-of-factly.

Simon had been avoiding Melanie since kindergarten, when she was labeled the class snitch. Now they were in fifth grade, and she was still telling on people. “You should mind your own business, Melanie.”

Melanie just shrugged and walked away.

Just then, the lunchroom monitor announced that everyone had to go inside for lunch. The gang walked into the lunchroom and got in line.

“I hope they have chocolate milk today,” said Lily.

“How can you think about chocolate milk when we’re going to test out the most extreme roller coaster in Minecraft? Man, everyone on our server is going to be jealous of us.” Simon rattled on about the ride.

“I hope nobody destroyed it. You know how much I hate griefers,” Lily remarked.

Simon’s jaw dropped. It had never occurred to him that a griefer might destroy his coaster, but now it was all he could think about. He couldn’t concentrate for the rest of the school day. He was too preoccupied with his roller coaster. He couldn’t wait to get home and see if it was still functioning.


2

LIGHTNING STRIKES

When the school day finally ended, Simon rushed home and turned on his computer. Lily and Michael weren’t on the server yet. In the Minecraft world, his name was HeroSi, Lily was QueenLil, and Michael was DiamondHunter. The group always stuck together and went on numerous treasure hunts.

HeroSi had a large house and a farm where he grew potatoes and carrots. He also had a flock of sheep and an ocelot named Meow. Simon loved his Minecraft world. It was his escape from the real world, where Mrs. Sanders forced him to learn long division, and where his parents reminded him to do his chores. In fact, he knew he needed to take out the recycling right after he finished his Minecraft game. He was only allowed to play for one hour and then his screen time was over.

Simon was relieved to find the coaster still intact—nobody had destroyed it. With a smile, he began to add the finishing touches to the ride.
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