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CHAPTER 1

“Do you think it’s going to work?” asked Will, chewing on a fingernail. He watched Mr. Hanson, Little Oak’s toolsmith, add more leather to the anvil.

“The lingering potion, you mean?” asked Mina with a faraway look in her green-flecked eyes.

Will threw out his arms. “No! The wing repair!” He had just made the most exciting discovery of his life: a pair of tattered Elytra wings in a treasure chest. If he could repair them, they would help him glide—no fly—across the Overworld!
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Mina nodded. “It’ll work,” she said. “The real question is, will you be able to fly in a straight line?”

He ignored the joke and stared at Mr. Hanson’s back. When the toolsmith turned around and wiped his hands on his black apron, Will held his breath. Then Mr. Hanson showed him the Elytra wings. They were pale gray like quartz, perfectly mended, and beautiful.

Will could hardly wait to try them out!

“Better practice with these outside,” said the toolsmith with a wink. “We don’t want you hitting your head on the ceiling.”

Will didn’t have to be told twice. He thanked Mr. Hanson, took the wings, and darted for the door.

“Will, wait up!” called Mina. “Be careful with those.”

He barely heard her. As he strapped on the grey wings, he watched with wonder as they shifted in color, taking on the lapis blue of his cape. Then he raced toward the steep steps of the library. From the top of those steps, he could get a running start.

“Will, wait!” Mina called again.

But he didn’t. He sprinted off the top step, spread his wings, and soared. As his wings caught air, he raised his face toward the sky, feeling himself lift higher, higher, higher.

I’m flying! he realized. Flying! Like a ghast in the Nether, he soared above the cobblestone well in the middle of Little Oak. And then . . .

He stalled.

And nosedived.

And landed on the ground with a thud.

“Oh, no!” He leaped to his feet. “Did I break them?” As he leaned sideways and examined the wings on his back, he was relieved to see that they were still intact.

“Break them?” cried Mina as she jogged toward him. “I was afraid you were going to break a leg! Are you okay?”

Will dusted off his pants and wiggled his limbs. “Yeah, but . . . what did I do wrong?”

Mina laughed out loud. “Well maybe you could have asked Mr. Hanson how to use the wings before you tried them out.” She blew her bangs off her forehead.
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“Right,” said Will.

Mina was a planner who always slowed down and looked before she leaped. Will usually ran—or flew—full-steam ahead toward the next adventure. But that’s what makes us good partners, he reminded himself. They’d had adventures all across the Overworld—even in the Nether!

Suddenly, Will had an idea. “We need two pairs of these things,” he announced. “One for you and one for me. So we can fly to our next adventure!”

Mina hesitated. “You know there’s only one place where we can for sure find those wings, right?”

Will’s heart began to race. “On an End Ship?”
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Mina nodded. “In the End.”

Her words hung in the air—like Will had mid-flight, just before his fall.

She licked her lips. “Getting to the End is tough, and even if we do, there’s only one way back home. We’ll have to battle the Ender Dragon and . . .” She looked at him with solemn eyes. “We’ll have to win, Will.”

He kicked at the dirt with his shoe, trying not to think about what would happen if they didn’t defeat the Ender Dragon. As he straightened back up, he felt the wings flutter on his back. He had to get a second pair for Mina. He had to!

“We went to the Nether and made it out alive,” he reminded her.

She shrugged. “The End is even more dangerous than that.”

“But we’ll have your potions to protect us! And we’ll have two pair of Elytra wings. We can practically fly home.”

Mina played with the end of her ponytail, as if she hadn’t heard a word. But Will knew how to persuade her. They’d been friends long enough that he knew exactly how to get her on board for this new adventure.

“Just think, Mina,” he said, his brown eyes twinkling. “If you fight the Ender Dragon, you can collect some dragon’s breath. Then you can brew those lingering potions you’ve been talking about all day. How did you say they work again?”

Her face lit up, and that’s when he knew he had her.

“You add them to splash potions,” she explained. “Then when you throw the splash potion, it creates this cloud. Any mob that walks through the cloud is affected by the potion!”

Will nodded. “Uh-huh, uh-huh. And have you made any yet?”

She shook her head.

“Why not?”

“I told you!” she said. “I don’t have any dragon’s breath.”



OEBPS/Images/frontcover.jpg





OEBPS/Images/img7.jpg





OEBPS/Images/img9.jpg





OEBPS/Images/titlepage.jpg
wu&%mv@/ufm i

JOURNEY'TO THE'END

GREYSON MANN
wwustraten By GRACE SANOFORD

Sky Pony Press
New York





OEBPS/Images/img2.jpg





