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  TNT, CRATERS, AND GRIEFERS




  It was a quiet morning as Steve walked through the local village toward Eliot the Blacksmith’s shop to trade his wheat for emeralds. Steve

  had an abundance of wheat because his farm was thriving. Steve loved knowing his supply of wheat could provide him with all the necessities to survive in Minecraft.




  “Are you going to use these emeralds to decorate your house?” asked Eliot the Blacksmith.




  Steve smiled. “How did you know?” Steve really enjoyed using the emeralds to decorate the walls of his home. He loved the way the green blocks highlighted the grey stone walls. But

  he also knew that if he kept the emeralds, he could use them to trade with other villagers. “Thanks for the emeralds,” he said. “I’ll invite you over soon so you can see how

  they look.”




  Steve waved goodbye.




  On the village street, Steve ran into his neighbor Adam. “Look at all those emeralds,” Adam remarked.




  “Yes, I just traded them for wheat.”




  “Well, if you’d like to trade the emeralds, I have a lot of new potions.” Adam opened up his chest to display bottles of potions.




  Adam was an alchemist who lived with his friend Thomas, an explorer. They were good neighbors to have when you were in trouble because Adam had so many useful potions and Thomas was skillful at

  fighting off creepers. Luckily Steve hadn’t needed their help yet.




  “No, thank you. I don’t need any potions,” said Steve.




  Adam wasn’t going to take no for an answer. “Really? You don’t want a potion of water breathing? If you get stuck in water, you can still breathe.”




  “I’m never near water. It wouldn’t come in handy,” said Steve.




  “What about a splash potion of slowness? You can use that on your enemies. Do you have any in your inventory? You can really get hurt if somebody attacks you, and it comes in very handy

  for slowing them down.”




  Steve thought about his inventory. He didn’t have many potions, if any at all. He remembered battling a witch with his friends, Henry, Max, and Lucy, and they had used potions to help them

  win the battle. The potions had been essential in fighting off the witch.




  Steve took out the emeralds. “Okay, Adam,” he said. “I’ll take the potion of slowness. I hear there is one that lasts eight minutes.”




  “Yes, it does last that long, and you’re in luck because I happen to have it on hand.”




  As Steve handed the minerals to Adam, he hoped he wouldn’t regret this trade.




  Adam looked through his chest filled with potions. “That’s odd. I thought I had a lot more potions in this chest. I know I had at least three bottles of the potion of weakness, but

  now I only have one.”




  “Do you think somebody is stealing your potions?”




  “I hope not, but it looks like that is happening.” Adam looked through his chest one more time. “Oh no! I don’t have any bottles of the potion of harming. I had six

  yesterday.”




  “Maybe you traded them and forgot,” suggested Steve.




  “No, I keep a log of all the potions I’ve sold. Someone is stealing from me!”




  “Who would do something like that?” Steve asked as Adam handed him the potion of weakness.




  Adam was angry; he had worked hard to brew all these potions, and he didn’t want anybody stealing them. “I bet it’s a griefer,” he said.




  “A griefer?” Steve felt bad for Adam. And he was also worried about himself. If the griefer was attacking his neighbor, he could be next.




  “Yes, how else would the potions go missing?” asked Adam.




  Steve pointed to a piece of wool on the ground next to Adam’s chest. “Look at that. Did you drop wool?”




  “No,” said Adam as he picked up the wool and broke it in half. “That’s odd.”




  As Steve made his way through the grassy path, he thought about the griefer who had stolen Adam’s potions. He wondered if he knew who the griefer was and why that person would steal.




  Boom! Steve heard a blast coming from the distance.




  Ka-Boom! There was a second blast. Steve sprinted. The sound came from the direction of his wheat farm. He raced toward his home. As he approached, he saw his ocelot, Snuggles, and

  heard her meowing, but he didn’t see his dog, Rufus.




  “Rufus,” Steve called out, but Rufus didn’t come. He called to Rufus again but again Rufus didn’t come. Steve was worried about his dog. He walked to his wheat farm and

  saw Rufus standing by a large crater.




  “Rufus!” Steve called out joyfully. As the dog approached, Steve was horrified to see an enormous crater behind him. Someone had blown a large hole on Steve’s property. He

  stared at the hole wondering who would have done this to him, but he was grateful that Rufus and Snuggles didn’t get hurt in the explosion. It took a moment for Steve to realize his wheat

  farm had been destroyed. All his hard work was ruined in one blast. He couldn’t imagine how much TNT somebody must have used to blow up his wheat farm.




  Nervously, Steve entered his home slowly, looking for TNT in every corner. He was glad his home was okay but was heartbroken over the loss of his wheat farm. Without his wheat farm, Steve

  didn’t have any resources to trade. He was annoyed that he had just traded his last few emeralds for a potion he might never use. Steve knew he had to rebuild the wheat farm, but he

  didn’t have seeds. He needed help. He would have to take the last few emeralds decorating his living room and trade them for resources. He had so many questions. He wanted to find this

  griefer and ask him why he had destroyed an innocent man’s wheat farm.




  He looked out at the field where his sheep usually grazed and realized they were all missing! Luckily his cows and pigs were still happily walking about the grassy field.




  Steve inspected the rest of the house. He made his way through each room and everything seemed fine.




  “At least Snuggles and Rufus are safe and I still have a house. I can always rebuild the wheat farm,” he said to himself. Steve wanted to seek revenge on the griefer. He sprinted to

  his bedroom to get his beloved enchanted diamond sword from his chest. He wanted to suit up in armor and search for the griefer. As he entered his bedroom, he noticed the chest was open.




  “Oh no!” screamed Steve as he looked down at the empty chest. Steve’s beloved enchanted diamond sword was missing! He had been griefed!




  





  2




  OLD FRIENDS, NEW PROBLEMS




  Steve looked at the empty chest that had once held his sword and noticed a small piece of wool on the ground. It was just like the wool he had seen

  next to Adam’s chest. But Steve didn’t focus on the wool for very long because he needed help rebuilding the farm and finding his sword. He immediately called his treasure hunter

  friends, Henry, Max, and Lucy, who showed up as fast as they could make it to the farm.




  When Steve saw his old friends at the door, he was thrilled, but he was also upset because it wasn’t a happy reunion. The last time they were together, they had celebrated their victory

  over the zombies that had attacked the village. Now they had to find the griefer who had destroyed the wheat farm and get his diamond sword back. But first they had to rebuild. Without rebuilding

  the farm, Steve would have limited resources.




  “Steve, you have no idea where we have been,” Henry said.




  “We were in the Nether; ghasts were flying above us shooting fire and Max almost fell into lava,” said Lucy.




  “But then we found treasure in a Nether Fortress. So, it was worth it!” Max said as he placed his diamond sword in one of Steve’s chests.




  “Guys, someone stole my sword!” Steve blurted out.




  “Your sword!” exclaimed Lucy. “How could someone do that?”




  “Someone blew up your wheat farm and took your sword?” asked Henry.




  Steve nodded yes.




  “Do you think you know who did it?” asked Max, pacing as he spoke. “Any suspects?”




  “No. I have no idea who would do this to me. But I can tell you that my neighbor Adam is an alchemist and somebody stole his potions. So the griefer isn’t just targeting

  me.”
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