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Chapter 1:

FOLLOW THE INSTRUCTIONS

Miles looked back at the village and stared at the setting sun casting its last sliver of light onto the rooftops. He could hear the muffled hum of his friends’ voices in the distance. Miles was annoyed at himself, because he had just left, and homesickness was already setting in. He recalled Sarah lovingly cutting his hair and John gifting him a potion of healing, and he missed them both. Miles expected he’d crave the comforts of home, and knew there were many sacrifices involved in becoming a warrior, but he hadn’t expected to be this heartbroken about leaving. The sunset and darkness settled in. Miles took a deep breath, as two zombies spawned in the distance. He wanted to sprint back to his house, but he knew he must face this challenge.

Grabbing armor from his inventory, Miles proceeded, striking one of the zombies with a sword. The zombie jumped, missing the blow, and lunged toward Miles. Using all of his might, Miles struck the zombie repeatedly, destroying it while dodging an attack from the other zombie. With a final strike from his sword, Miles destroyed the second zombie. He picked up the drops, a shackle and zombie arm that they had dropped on the ground, and placed both rewards in his inventory.

Fresh from his victory over this undead mob of the night, Miles felt confident that he would be able to defeat The Destroyer. He paused, scanning the distance for any other hostile mobs that lurked in the thick of the night. Miles had to stay focused and strategize the best ways to defeat lethal mobs, while constantly looking for ones that might surprise him. He turned in all directions, taking one last look back at the village and although nobody could hear him, he called out, “Goodbye friends. I promise to make you proud. I will defeat The Destroyer.”

Before he left, Isabella had said, “Miles, I can’t wait to hear all of your tales about slaying impossible beasts when you return home as a hero.”

Even Cedric the wizard believed in Miles, telling him in a rather lengthy monologue that he was certainly sure Miles would achieve ultimate success in Terraria and would return home with a Buckets of Bolts achievement. “You will achieve greatness, my friend. I look forward to seeing you arrive home with an inventory full of achievements.”

Miles had gasped. “Buckets of Bolts! To get that I’d have to defeat The Destroyer, The Twins, and Skeletron Prime, do you really think I can do that?”

Cedric nodded. “Of course. You can do anything.”

Miles didn’t want to disappoint his friends, but he also knew that this wasn’t an easy task. He reminded himself that even if he didn’t receive the Buckets of Bolts, his friends would still like him. They cared about him because of who he was, not what he achieved. As Miles thought about his friends, he spotted three new zombies lumbering toward him.

Miles fearlessly raced toward the zombies, slaying the first one with his sword and obliterating it. The other two zombies were stronger and trickier to battle. The bald zombies dripped with blood, and Miles tried not to stare at their gruesome faces as he struck the beasts with his sword. The zombie clawed at Miles with a disembodied limb, and the strike left Miles’s energy very low. One more attack from the zombie and Miles would respawn in his bed.

Miles lunged toward the zombies, slamming his sword into their green flesh. He let out a sigh when both of the bald zombies were destroyed, and grabbed their two dropped zombie arms. He sipped a potion of healing to regain his strength and walked further away from his town. Miles knew he had to summon The Destroyer soon, before the night was over. If he just followed the instructions, soon he’d spawn this mechanical mob. Miles looked through his inventory, making sure he had all of the ingredients to summon The Destroyer.

“Rotten chunk,” Miles remarked as he pulled it from his inventory. He remembered obtaining the rotten chunk when he defeated the Eater of Souls. Miles told himself that The Destroyer was no different than the Eater of Souls, which he defeated. Although he had Autumn by his side during that battle, he knew he could annihilate The Destroyer alone. Or at least he thought he could.

“Soul of the Night,” Miles pulled out another ingredient needed to summon The Destroyer. He had obtained this drop when he defeated Corruptors. He knew all of these battles were helping him to prepare for this intense war with The Destroyer.

Miles needed one more item to craft the mechanical worm. He looked through his inventory, but it wasn’t there.

Miles was irritated. “How am I missing a lead bar?” He paced as he looked through his inventory for what felt like the millionth time. His heart beat fast and his eyes swelled with tears. There was no way he’d be able to summon The Destroyer that night unless he was able to get his hands on a lead bar. He knew he’d have to mine for it, but he wasn’t sure where he’d find a mine.

Walking further from home, he searched for a mine to gather his last item needed to craft a mechanical worm. Miles walked past trees thick with leaves, and saw a hole behind the bark of one of the trees.

“A cavern!” He exclaimed. “What luck!”

Miles sprinted toward the cavern, almost tripping over a chest that sat by the cavern’s entrance. “This is really my lucky day.” Miles opened the chest hoping to find a treasure, but the minute he leaned near it, he unleashed a piercing scream, “Oh no!”

The chest opened by itself. Miles jumped back as a large tongue protruded from the inside, and the chest leapt at Miles. It opened and closed like a mouth as it cornered Miles against the cavern’s entrance.

“A mimic!” Miles screamed, clutching his sword. He looked up at three blocks that stood nearby. As he raced toward the blocks and climbed to the top, Miles wondered who had left them there. He grabbed a copper bow from his inventory and shot arrows at the mimic, but it wasn’t losing strength.Miles hoped he had enough arrows to battle the mimic. He stood atop the blocks, and aimed the arrows at the mimic until it was destroyed.

“I can do this,” Miles said as he slowly walked toward the cavern’s entrance. He went down the stairs, and made his way into the dark and creepy cavern in search of a lead bar. He took a deep breath and as he walked inside, a giant bat flew past his head. Miles let out a yelp, and aimed his arrow at the winged pest that had flown too close to his head. The bat hid in the corner of the cavern.Miles ran his hand along the wall, trying to find it. He worried that the bat might be feral and its bite would destroy him. The cavern’s wall was smooth and he wondered if the bat had flown out. Miles was about to put the arrow away and get his pickaxe when the bat flew past again. With one arrow, he skillfully destroyed the bat, picking up the coins it dropped.

When the bat was destroyed, Miles felt confident enough to trade the arrow for a pickaxe. He walked farther into the cave, until he found a patch where he could mine for a lead bar. The success of his battles with the zombies, mimic, and bat helped Miles feel more confident. He was finally beginning to get used to being alone and enjoying the solitude. As he banged his pickaxe against the hard surface, Miles almost fell over in shock when he heard a voice call out.
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