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Chapter 1:

GONE FISHING

Miles woke up early, excited to get a jump on the day. He grabbed a quick breakfast, his new fishing rod and some bait, and stepped outside. The village was quiet as his friends slept soundly in their homes. Soon, he knew, it would be a bustle of activity, but unlike in the past when battles were on everyone’s minds, the activity would all be peaceful fun and games.

Each night before bed, Miles read stories about legendary warriors and the great battles they fought. His dreams about mobs and drops, fighting techniques and quests, were all the adventure he needed now. Miles was glad his days as a warrior were over. Sure, he still had dreams of defeating Skeletron Prime. And the other day he had woken up certain he had been sleeping in a cave on his way to fight The Destroyer. But he always woke up in his bed, content knowing that The Destroyer was banished, The Twins were defeated, and his warrior friends Owen and Asher were the ones constantly seeking out danger and taking on quests. Passing the torch to them so that he could live a quiet life in the village was a smart choice. Miles was certain of it.

Miles swung his fishing rod over his shoulder and whistled as he walked toward the ocean. It was only a few miles, and he enjoyed the brisk, early morning walk, watching the butterflies dance and admiring the flowers along the way. He couldn’t believe that once he had walked these paths, questing for achievements, and had completely missed all the quiet beauty around him.

Just then, he heard a rustle in the bushes next to him. He instinctively reached for his sword, drew his weapon, and pointed it at the small, defenseless rabbit that had hopped onto the path in front of him. The rabbit stared blankly at Miles and hopped away, leaving Miles standing foolishly pointing his fishing rod at an empty space.

Miles laughed and placed his rod back over his shoulder, realizing he wasn’t even armed. It was a good thing it was just a rabbit. Miles had gotten out of the habit of carrying even a small weapon when he left the village. A fishing rod wouldn’t have done much damage to a hostile mob charge.

Before long, Miles reached the ocean. He breathed the fresh salty air and scanned the beach for a good place to start fishing. Not far down the sand, he spied an unusual item on the beach. It looked like something had washed up on the shore. Curious, Miles walked closer to investigate. As he peered over the mound, he gasped in surprise. It was a boy, and he wasn’t moving!

Miles shook the boy gently and called out. “Hey, kid! Wake up! Are you okay?”

The boy opened his eyes and appeared to be dazed at first. He looked around as if to check his surroundings, then blinked at Miles. “Thanks for waking me up. I think I’ve been asleep for days!”

Miles helped the boy to his feet and tried to brush the sand off of his legs. The boy batted his hands away. “I can do that all by myself. I’m a big kid, after all.”

Miles held his hands up and took a step back. “Of course you can. I was just trying to help. So what are you doing out here all alone?”

“I’m an angler. My name is Danny,” the boy explained. “I could use your help, after all, actually. I may have a few jobs for you, if you’re up for it.”

Miles eyed him suspiciously. “What kind of jobs?”

“Oh, you know, the usual. I give you a daily fishing quest; you find me rare cool stuff; I give you a reward.”

Miles considered Danny’s offer. He had just gotten into fishing and loved the excitement of putting a baited hook into the water and coming up with something new and unexpected each time. “That sounds pretty cool, actually,” Miles replied, sticking out his hand to shake Danny’s. “I’m Miles, by the way.”

Danny stuck out his closed hand to give Miles a fist bump, resulting in Miles accidentally shaking Danny’s fist instead. He laughed awkwardly. “Paper covers rock, I guess.”

Danny took his fist away angrily and held it behind his back. “No fair! I wasn’t playing.”

“I was just kidding,” Miles apologized. “Hey, listen, what kinds of fish are you looking for?” he asked, quickly changing the subject.

Danny looked around to make sure no one was listening. He beckoned Miles to lean in closer and whispered, “A batfish!”

“A what?” Miles asked in surprise. He had caught a lot of fish since he started—and a lot of junk—but nothing that looked like a batfish.

“You find it underground, but no digging. That’s the only clue I’ll give you.”

Ah, a puzzle. Miles liked puzzles. They were like the quests he used to go on as a warrior, but a lot less dangerous. “Underground but no digging, huh?” Miles thought for a moment, then he figured it out. “Like in a cave?”

Danny smiled and shrugged. “That’s for me to know and you to find out.”

Miles shook his head. Little kids could be so annoying. “There’s a cave not far from here with a really deep fishing hole. I guess I’ll start there.” He looked over at Danny, but the angler wasn’t giving any more cues. He started walking toward the cave and noticed Danny was following him.

The cave wasn’t far away. As Miles entered, he looked back and saw Danny hesitate at the entrance. “It’s safe, don’t worry,” Miles reassured him. “I’ve been here dozens of times and haven’t seen anything worse than a spider or two.”

Danny shrugged as if he didn’t care, but he rushed to Miles’s side and stuck close to him as Miles baited his hook and plopped it into the deep water. Almost instantly, Miles felt a tug at the line. He smirked at Danny as if to say that it was almost too easy, then reeled the line in. His smile instantly turned upside-down as he pulled up an old shoe. Danny snickered, but didn’t say anything as Miles re-cast the line. His next haul was a tin can. Miles gritted his teeth, shifted to get more comfortable, and settled in for a long wait.

Fifteen bass, six tin cans, three speculars, two armored cavefish, and about three hundred shoes later, Miles was getting impatient. And hungry. He pulled out the snack he had packed for himself and looked over at Danny. Danny didn’t say anything, but he didn’t have to. The angler’s stomach growled loudly at the sight of the food. Miles wordlessly pushed half of his snack over to Danny. They munched quietly on their snacks as Miles put the last of his bait onto the hook and cast his line.

A quick tug told Miles he had a bite. He dropped his apple and reeled in carefully with both hands, knowing this was his last chance at succeeding at Danny’s challenge. He wasn’t sure why it felt so important. Danny hadn’t even offered anything in return. But after living quietly for so long, a challenge, any challenge, stirred something in Miles that got him excited for a chance to prove himself.

He reeled in the last of the fishing line and a black fish appeared at the water’s surface, flapping wildly. He didn’t have to read the label to know it was a batfish—he could read it in Danny’s triumphant expression. “You did it! You really did it!” Danny jumped around in his excitement, forgetting all about being afraid of the dark cave. “You’re going to be really useful to me . . . I mean . . . we’re going to be great partners, you and me.”

“You and I,” Miles corrected him as he handed over the fish. “Where do you live? It’s getting late. I can walk you home.”

Danny looked down and scuffed his feet in the dust. “Um, yeah, no biggie. I can go back to sleep by the water. Can you walk me there?”

“You don’t have a house?” Miles asked. “What about a village?”

“You could build me a house . . .” Danny suggested eagerly. “Then I could send you on quests and give you challenges and we can explore together and go fishing and . . .”

Miles laughed. “I’m happy to build you a house. Come with me and I’ll introduce you to my friends. You’ll like them.” Miles realized Danny had probably manipulated him into bringing him along, but he didn’t mind. Having Danny around was almost like having a little brother and Miles was enjoying his company.

Danny started to follow Miles, then stopped and reached into his inventory. As Miles watched, he pulled out some high test fishing line, bait, and two gold coins, and handed them over. “This is yours. You earned it. For catching the fish. Okay?”

Miles placed the items carefully in his own inventory. “Thanks! Now let’s get back to the village before it gets dark.” Miles walked slowly, giving Danny a chance to keep up with his long strides. They took their time heading home, skipping rocks in a nearby pond and playing hide and seek.

It was mid-afternoon when they finally reached the village. He was surprised to find all of his friends crowded around two people, but he couldn’t tell who they were. “Hello! I’m back from fishing! I caught an angler!” Miles picked Danny up and held him out as if he was a fish.

Danny giggled and squirmed free. “You didn’t catch me. I caught you!”

Sarah the stylist was the first to reply. She broke free from the group and grabbed Miles in a giant hug. “You’re back! Guess what? Look who’s here and needs your help!”

The crowd of friends parted and Owen and Asher rushed toward Miles. Miles was startled to see them back in the village so soon. Last time he had seen them, they had agreed to part ways. “What are you guys doing here? I thought you were off fighting Plantera.”

“We need your help,” Owen said breathlessly.

“Thank goodness you’re back!” Asher added. “We really need you this time.”

“I’m sorry guys, but I’m not a warrior anymore,” Miles replied apologetically. “Hard as it is to believe, I’m really happy living a quiet village life. I was just about to take on some new fishing quests for my new friend Danny, actually, as soon as I build him a new house.”

“I have no place to go,” Danny said with sad eyes. Miles could tell he was turning on the charm to try to win over Asher and Owen. “Mister Miles told me he’d make me a house and take care of me.”
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