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Chapter 1:

NICE TO MEET YOU

Miles clutched the copper pickaxe and drove it into a grassy patch of land. It was odd to be alone in a new world. He had always dreamt of being an explorer and yearned to see the world, but as he stood by himself staring at a blue sky dotted with puffy white clouds, he longed for a friend.

He paused for a moment, taking in his surroundings. Miles took a deep breath and eyed the landscape. As he stood in silence, he spotted blue waves in the distance and wondered if it was the ocean. There was so much to explore in this new land. He’d be the first to admit that he was conflicted about being alone. He loved the ability to decide whatever he wanted, but he also wanted to talk to someone.

As he walked toward the blue on the horizon, the water came into focus. Miles was excited to see the shoreline. There were so many places Miles wanted to explore, so many items to craft and biomes to enter, but he wasn’t sure of the rules. He feared that somehow he’d break a rule and wouldn’t even know he had done it. This happened to him in the past, and it was one of the reasons he had to escape to the world of Terraria.

The walk to the ocean was longer than he envisioned, and he lost sight of the water as he trekked down a narrow path dense with trees.

“I must be in the forest,” he told himself.

“Excuse me, are you talking to me?” a voice called out.

“Who’s there?” Miles asked, but he couldn’t see through the leaves. He only heard the voice mumble, and he tried to find who it came from. “Where are you?”

There was no reply.

Miles clung to the pickaxe. He wasn’t ready to battle anymore and he knew the copper pickaxe wouldn’t do him much good anyway since it wasn’t a very useful weapon for battle. He could use his sword, but it was very basic. There were better weapons he needed to make before he could even attempt to ward off an attack. “Where did you go?” Miles questioned. He second-guessed himself and wondered if he imagined the voice he heard.

“I’m over here.” The voice was louder and Miles knew he was getting closer.

Miles raced toward the sound of the voice, until he saw a person with sand-colored hair, dressed in a shirt and jeans.

“Hi.” The man introduced himself, “I’m Matthew.”

“I’m Miles.”

“This is your first day in Terraria.” Matthew nodded his head as he spoke.

“How do you know?” Miles was shocked, but he was also aware that he must look like a noob.

“I know everything about you. I’m your guide.” Matthew smiled.

“My guide?” Miles questioned.

“Yes, I’m here to teach you about the world of Terraria.” Matthew walked toward a tree. “I suggest you start chopping down wood for your house.”

“But I don’t want to chop down wood or build a house—I want to explore this world,” Miles protested.

“If you don’t build a house for me, I’ll have nowhere to live,” Matthew informed Miles.

“Why should I build you a house?”

“Because that is what people do for their guides.”

Miles shrugged. “I don’t need a guide. I’m fine by myself. I’m going explore the world.”

“Well, if you think you can survive in Terraria with a copper pickaxe and a sword that isn’t very powerful, you are quite mistaken. I can teach you how to craft powerful weapons.”

“I’m fine with my weapons,” Miles fibbed.

“Do you have any money?” asked Matthew.

Miles searched his inventory. “No. Do I need any?”

“If you want the merchant to come, you should have at least fifty coins,” explained Matthew.

“How do I get coins?” asked Miles.

“Why should I answer that question? I thought you didn’t need my help.” Matthew walked away as he spoke, his voice trailing off in the distance.

Miles chased Matthew down a shady path lined with trees. “I do need your help. How do I get money? I want to meet the merchant. And I wasn’t telling the truth, I do need to craft better weapons. There’s no way I can explore without them.”

“You’ll find coins in a chest. I will help you find a chest and craft weapons, but you have to build a house first.”

“Building takes up so much time. I want to explore.”

Matthew shook his head. “I understand your enthusiasm for wanting to explore the world but if you don’t build a home, you will be vulnerable to many creatures of the night.”

“I’m not scared of them,” Miles replied.

“They will destroy you.” As Matthew spoke, Miles shuddered.

He quickly grabbed the pickaxe and chopped trees for wood. He wanted to build the house as fast as possible. Miles gathered the wood and Matthew directed him toward a patch of land, “You’ll also need dirt blocks for the walls and the ceiling.”

Miles carefully laid each brick. After a wall was complete, he paused. “I like it. It’s beginning to look like a real home. I’ve never had a real home before.”

“Really? Why?” Matthew asked.

“I don’t want to get into it.” Miles finished the walls and worked on a wooden door. When he was done, he put the door on the house. “I’m done.”

“In order for this house to be considered a home, you’ll need a chair, a table and a light source,” the guide informed Miles.

“A light source? Like a lamp?”

“A torch,” Matthew explained.

Miles thought about how to craft a torch when a group of green slimes approached them. Matthew advised Miles to keep his distance, saying, “Slimes won’t attack during the day unless provoked.”

As Miles grabbed wood to craft a torch, he accidently upset the green slimes. They hopped up and down, Matthew warned him they were ready to attack. Miles’s heart raced. He only had a useless sword. Before the slimes had a chance to hop onto his body, he struck the slimes with his sword.

“Help!” Miles cried as he plunged his sword into a green slime. “I’m surrounded.”

Matthew shot wooden arrows at the green slimy beasts that surrounded the duo.

Despite the sea of wooden arrows Matthew shot, they were outnumbered. Miles realized he wasn’t ready for a battle. He cried out for the second time. Matthew stopped shooting his barrage of wooden arrows and grabbed his sword. “And you thought you didn’t need a guide?”

Miles replied with a gasp as more slimes appeared. He was paralyzed with fear, and silently worried his first day in the world of Terraria might be his last.


Chapter 2:

THE SEARCH FOR COINS

Even though they seemed to be losing the battle, Matthew was a skilled warrior. Miles mimicked his moves as he attempted to battle the gelatinous green slimes.

“Gotcha!” Miles yelped as he destroyed two more slimes. Despite gaining confidence during this brief battle, he sighed with relief as he watched Matthew obliterate the remaining slimes.

“We make a good team,” Matthew remarked.

Miles noticed coins in his inventory. “What’s this?”

“When you defeat a hostile mob, like a slime, you get rewarded with coins,” explained Matthew. “And you also get gel, so you can craft a torch, which you should do very soon since it’s almost nighttime.”

“Okay, I’ll make that torch. But I thought you said we find coins in a chest,” Miles said, annoyed.

“There are many ways to do certain things,” Matthew smiled.

“I still don’t have enough coins to see the merchant and I want more.” Miles counted his coins again; he needed a lot more coins to reach fifty.

“I know a great cave where we could search for chests,” Matthew said, standing by the house. “But we have to finish the house first.”

Miles put the finishing touches on the house and crafted the torch, but he didn’t have enough wood to complete the chair. He traveled back to the forest with Matthew to chop wood.

Matthew looked up at the sky. “It’s getting dark. We don’t have that much time; we must work fast or else we will be attacked by zombies.”

Miles raced toward a large tree, slamming his pickaxe into the bark; he wondered if he should have crafted more powerful weapons before they traveled to the forest. The Slime attack was still fresh on Miles’s mind and he feared zombies would attack him as evening set in. He panted, “Do I have enough wood?”
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