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NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR

I had a lot of fun writing this trilogy, and sending Gameknight999 back in time. It was exciting to explore what Crafter’s ancestors were like. Hopefully, I’ll see some new stories sent to my website, www.markcheverton.com, from my readers about some of these new characters. Maybe there will even be a few stories about the budding romance that starts near the end of this book? That would be cool.

It is really awesome to be receiving stories from all of you. I know a few of you have actually self-published your stories, like Elijah P, Danny O, Ryan T, and Elijah S. I think that’s super cool. If you’re thinking about writing, but need a little bit of help to get your story started, then go to my website and click on the “For Teachers” tab. You’ll find many video tutorials, as well as writing guides and information about writing. In these materials, I describe the process of writing a short story, “Battle with the Wither King.” You can see how I sat down to create an outline, as well as the final finished story. Show this page to your teachers; maybe you can use these videos and work on writing your own stories in your classes at school. I hope you find the videos and information helpful; I’ll be adding more in the future.

In the Minecraft Seeds section at the end of this book, you might notice that two of them are missing: the waterfall and Olympus Mons. I’ll be building those in Minecraft so you can see what I was imagining when I wrote the book. Go to www.gameknight999.com to find more information about the Gameknight999 Minecraft Network. If you log in (with your parent’s permission!) and go to the survival server, type the command /warp bookwarps. You’ll see the bookwarps for all of my books there. Come onto the server and meet others that read my books. The IP address is mc.gameknight999.com. Maybe you’ll see my son, Gameknight999, and me, Monkeypants_271.

While on gameknight999.com, look around and you’ll find some additional free short stories I’ve been writing, as well as some images you can download. I’ll be adding more short stories through the year, so keep checking. Download them, send them to your friends, even send them to your teacher! I hope you enjoy.

Keep reading, and watch out for creepers.
Mark



Trying to do everything by yourself, like Sisyphus pushing that rock up the hill by himself, is difficult, pointless, and makes those around you think you don’t trust them. Open yourself to the help of friends and Sisyphus’s rock will make it all the way to the top of the hill and stay there, if supported by friends.


CHAPTER 1

MALACODA

The world around him wanted to be enslaved; it just didn’t know it yet. Herobrine would soon teach all the creatures of Minecraft that he was their master. But first he had to control his overwhelming rage.

“How could that pathetic blacksmith and those villagers defeat us again?!” the evil virus screamed in frustration.

He glanced around at the surviving monsters that stood nearby. The zombies and skeletons looked terrified, fearing Herobrine would unleash his wrath upon them. They were wise to keep their distance, for he was considering doing exactly that. But even though it might give him momentary pleasure, deep down, he knew destroying a few dozen zombies would not help him in the long run.

Nearby, the king of the Endermen, Erebus, stood tall and confident, his dark-red skin standing out in bright contrast to the skeletons and zombies that shuffled around him. The creature’s red eyes glowed bright with anger. When Herobrine had created Erebus, he’d poured all his malice and vile hatred for the villages into the creature’s soul, and now, he, too, was furious that they had been defeated.

A clicking sound floated out of the desert and echoed off the four steep mountains surrounding them. The peaks were called Dragon’s Teeth, and were currently Herobrine’s base. Herobrine had formed his massive monster army here, between these four spires, just before moving against that blacksmith, Smithy, and his rabble of villager NPCs (non-playable characters). They had outnumbered the enemy five-to-one, if not more, and yet they still lost.

“That Smithy always has some trick up his sleeve,” Herobrine growled.

Just then, the clicking sound grew louder, as if a million crickets were arriving. But instead, a large group of spiders emerged out of the nearby forest, led by the spider queen, Shaikulud. The eight bright purple eyes on her large, fuzzy black head glowed with the same rage felt by Herobrine and Erebus. She, too, was furious at their loss; hundreds of her spiders had been destroyed during the battle.

“We musssst exact our revenge on the villagerssss,” the spider queen hissed. “That old hag, the Oracle, desssstroyed hundredssss of my sssspiderssss. Sssshe musssst be eliminated.”

“You will get your revenge, Shaikulud,” Herobrine growled. “That I promise.”

“Without the creepers, getting past the defenses of the villagers proves difficult,” Erebus pointed out.

“The creepers!” Herobrine hissed, his rage barely held in check. “The king of the creepers, Oxus, has chosen to run away and hide rather than sacrifice his followers in my war. His treachery and cowardice caused this defeat.” The evil artificially-intelligent virus paced back and forth, his eyes glowing brighter. “Some day I will find that cowardly creeper and teach him what happens to those who defy Herobrine. But, for now, we must concentrate on Smithy and his pathetic villagers.”

“We need a way to get past their walls,” Erebus said in a high-pitched, screechy voice. “Without the creepers, more frontal assaults will only prove suicidal. We cannot win that way.”

Herobrine closed his eyes and teleported right next to the king of the Endermen. He glared up at the tall, lanky creature.

“We will win this war how ever I say we will win,” Herobrine snarled, his eyes growing dangerously bright as his temper grew hot. “If I say the monsters must make a suicidal charge against the villagers’ walls, then that is what they will do.”

“Yes, my Maker,” Erebus replied, lowering his head to show deference to his leader. “But … if there were a way to fire over their walls from high in the air, it would help. Their walls and defenses….”

“Be silent!” Herobrine snapped.

An idea suddenly materialized in his evil mind.

Glancing up at the sky, he noticed pristine white ghasts playing innocently amongst the rectangular clouds, their cube-like bodies and long tentacles drifting with the misty shapes as if the floating giants had no cares.

Turning, Herobrine stared at the lone blaze who had survived the last battle. The creature of smoke and flame was floating above the lava flow that spilled down one of the Dragon’s Teeth, its glowing blaze rods spinning quickly around its central, life-giving flame. Slowly, the blaze lowered itself into the molten stone and drank in the heat, rejuvenating its HP (health points).

“You, blaze: follow me,” Herobrine ordered.

The creature turned its orange, glowing head, its two ink-black eyes staring back at Herobrine, terrified.

Before it could answer, Herobrine teleported to the tallest of the Dragon’s Teeth. The sheer mountain had patches of snow covering the few horizontal surfaces that made up its sloping surfaces. At the top, the dark shadow-crafter was up so high that he was above the clouds, and could look down upon the ghasts as they played amongst themselves like innocent children. One of the huge, boxy creatures drifted nearby. With lightning speed, Herobrine reached out and grabbed one of its tentacles, then drew it near. The creature didn’t squirm or struggle or try to get away. It lacked the ability to even consider a negative or violent thought; they were completely innocent in both mind and deed. So the ghast allowed itself to be drawn to the rocky peak.

Pulling his iron sword from his inventory, Herobrine stuck the white monster. The floating beast looked down at his attacker with a confused expression on its square, baby-like face. He hit the ghast again. This time, it gave off a cat-like cry as the creature’s eyes darted to the left and right, confused and scared. With one last hit, the creature slowly fell, its HP no longer able to hold it aloft.

Pulling the slowly deflating gasbag toward him, Herobrine settled it on the surface of the jagged peak. He positioned the wounded ghast carefully on the peak so it would fall. As he adjusted the terrified creature, a mechanical wheezing sound began to fill the air, the acrid smell of ash and soot floating toward him on the constant east-to-west breeze. The blaze had finally made it to the top of the Dragon’s Tooth. Herobrine gestured for it to come closer, and the blaze drifted so it was directly over the suffering ghast.

The virus’s sword was a blur as it flashed across the blaze’s body, rending the HP from the internal flame. The Maker hit it again and again, bringing the fiery creature to the brink of death. It, too, eventually collapsed onto the rocky spire, atop the ghast.

Reaching out with his viral crafting abilities, Herobrine drew the code-modifying powers into his body. A pale-yellow glow slowly covered his hands, then grew brighter as it spread up his arms like an insipid disease. Kneeling at the side of the two creatures, Herobrine drew the two beings together and began to sculpt, his powers modifying the computer code that defined their shapes. Pushing one into the other, the monsters started to merge. The blaze disappeared as the larger body of the ghast began to inflate with a fiery core. Concentrating on his hatred for the villagers, Herobrine filled the new creature with a sense of loathing for everything good and honest and kind. He made his new creation a thing overflowing with violence and malice. It would be one of his most magnificent creations, just like the rest of his monster kings and queens, for the great Herobrine could do no less. And with these thoughts, his arrogant confidence filled the few empty spaces left within the monster.

Finally, with the ghast fully inflated, he was finished.

“Arise, my child,” Herobrine said, his eyes glowing bright with evil delight. “Arise and take your place as the king of the ghasts. I name you Malacoda, and you will now be my instrument of destruction.”

The ghast rose into the air and looked down at Herobrine, his eyes blood-red and glowing with anger and rage for the NPCs of the Overworld.

“Where are my minions?” Malacoda asked.

His voice sounded almost baby-like, with a hint of feline to it. Herobrine smiled. It made the creature seem even more terrifying.

“You’re right. You have no troops … yet.”

Closing his eyes, the Maker reached out into the fabric of Minecraft. Drawing on the lines of code that made up Malacoda, he projected them to the other ghasts nearby and focused his mind’s eye on his targets. Suddenly, there was a clap of thunder as bolts of pale-yellow lightning sprung from Herobrine’s fingertips. The shafts of light struck the nearby monsters, blasting them with the Maker’s code-altering viral poison. Instantly, the ghasts cried out in pain and fear as confused expressions filled their innocent faces. But after the lightning strike, they no longer looked so innocent. There was something sinister about the creatures now, even though their pristine white bodies and baby-like faces remained the same.

“Come forth and meet your ruler,” Herobrine shouted, his voice booming through the sky.

They drew near, each one looking at the ground, searching for a target to attack. Slowly, the white cubes floated over to Herobrine and Malacoda and bowed, showing respect for their king, as well as their Maker.

Herobrine surveyed his new monsters. There were thirteen of them, counting Malacoda. It was not many, but it was a start.

“I have infused each of you with the powers of the blazes,” Herobrine explained as he sat down on a snow-covered block of gravel. Making the ghasts had taken a lot out of him. He worried how he was going to make a vast army of the creatures without depleting his own XP (experience points). “All of you now have a new ability.” He turned to face the king of the ghasts. “Malacoda, do you see that cow down there on the ground?”

The big ghast turned his glowing red eyes to the ground, then nodded.

“Go down there and destroy it,” Herobrine commanded.

The ghast looked confused, but floated toward the innocent cow anyway. As he neared, Herobrine called out.

“Think of that cow as a villager, your enemy,” the Maker shouted. “Destroy the villager.”

A ball of fire began to grow amidst the creature’s tentacles, casting a warm, orange glow on its writhing appendages. The ball grew bigger and bigger.

“NOW … ATTACK!” Herobrine screamed.

Malacoda somehow sucked the flaming sphere up into its body, then spit the ball of death at the unsuspecting bovine. It smashed into the black-and-white animal, the flames enveloping the creature and burning away its HP until it disappeared with a pop.

“Ha ha!” Herobrine laughed. “This is your new ability. You will attack the villagers from the air, and their walls will be unable to protect them. As your numbers grow, we will soon be rid of the disease that infects these servers … the villagers!”

Erebus began to chuckle as the spider queen clicked her mandibles together, her eyes glowing bright.

“We will rule the land and rule the air!” Herobrine screamed from atop the Dragon’s Tooth. “Nothing will stop us, not even that cowardly blacksmith, Smithy.”

Herobrine’s eyes flared bright with evil thoughts as he imagined what he was going to do to his enemy, Smithy of the Two-swords.


CHAPTER 2

RETURNING HOME

The army trudged across the rolling sand dunes in the Great Northern Desert. To their left, a line of tall mountains stretched out both ahead and behind them as far as the eye could see. Gameknight999 knew they had travelled a long way from the desert village they’d left behind.

“You think Carver and the other villagers were glad to see us leave?” Fencer asked. “After all, we did bring a war with us to their doorstep.”

Gameknight looked at the NPC. He wore a light-brown smock with a white stripe running down the middle, the clothing only visible around his neck and near his feet; his iron armor hid all the rest. He was a large villager, bigger than most, with muscular arms and strong broad shoulders. Salt-and-pepper black hair ringed the sides of his square head, but the top was completely bald. In the harsh desert sun, Fencer was slowly getting sunburned, and would need to put on his iron helmet soon. Most of the villagers had taken off their helmets; they were uncomfortable to wear in the hot sun. But Gameknight kept his metal cap on his boxy head.

It was part of his disguise. He’d been posing as the great leader Smithy, the blacksmith, and the helmet hid his small nose and user-like features from the other villagers. As far as he knew, his real identity still remained hidden from them.

“We didn’t bring war with us—Herobrine did,” Gameknight said. “They were just unfortunate enough to be in its path, just like all the other villages and NPCs he’s attacked.”

“Yeah, I know, but they’re probably still glad we’re gone,” Fencer added. “Now they can get back to their regular lives.”

“None of us are going to get back to our regular lives until Herobrine is stopped, for good,” Gameknight said. “But I’m glad we destroyed his army back there in the desert. I think it’ll be a while before the monsters are ready to attack again. The ones that survived that battle are probably scattered all across the Overworld. But you can be certain Herobrine is planning some new and evil scheme, even as we speak.”

“You sound a little paranoid,” a young NPC said as a small pig trotted up to walk along at their side.

“Oink,” the pig said.

“Now Wilbur, don’t you go taking Weaver’s side in this,” Gameknight said with a smile.

“I can’t help it if Wilbur is a smart pig,” Weaver added.

“Oink, oink.”

Gameknight smiled at Weaver. The boy’s dark-brown hair was matted against his forehead, the tangles falling down around his shoulders. Those locks always seemed to be in need of a comb, though combs didn’t exist in Minecraft. Gameknight still marveled at the adolescent’s bright blue eyes. It was as if they were glowing from within, lit by his exuberant and positive personality. He was the ancestor of one of Gameknight’s friends in the present day; Weaver was Crafter’s great uncle.

Somehow, for reasons still unknown, Game-knight had been transported into Minecraft’s past when he used his father’s invention, the Digitizer, to travel into the game. He wasn’t just a user, but something more (or less, depending on how you looked at it); he was the User-that-is-not-a-user, the protector of Minecraft.

It wasn’t clear when the Digitizer would bring him back into the physical world, but until it did, Gameknight was going to do whatever was necessary to protect the villagers he met, to prevent his friends’ ancestors from being harmed. If someone like Weaver, his friend’s great uncle, was killed, then what might happen to his friend in the future? Gameknight999 didn’t know, and was determined not to find out.

Suddenly, a cat-like yowl filled the air, followed by what sounded like a baby’s cry. Gameknight instantly drew his diamond sword and glanced skyward.

“It’s just a ghast,” Fencer said. “You don’t need to worry about them. All they do is play around up in the clouds … they’re completely harmless.”

“So you say, but I don’t trust them,” Gameknight replied.

He saw a single cloud moving slowly across the sky, a group of nine tentacles hanging just below the misty rectangle.

In Gameknight’s time, ghasts were deadly creatures that only lived in the Nether. He’d fought them many times, and had seen the floating monsters destroy countless NPCs. But, for some reason, in Minecraft’s distant past, ghasts where harmless, like innocent children the villagers basically ignored.

An angry cry filled the air again. Gameknight drew his iron sword, now holding two blades. It was how he’d earned his moniker, Smithy of the Two-swords. Glancing to the east, he saw one of the floating white cubes slowly descend from a cloud, the nine tentacles of the ghast squirming and writhing like a nest of vipers.

“Everyone, get ready!” Gameknight shouted.

The villagers laughed.

He ignored them and moved toward the monster. There was something different about the creature. It had a sinister and evil look to its eyes, though he couldn’t quite pinpoint what had changed. It lacked the scars on its face that ghasts possessed in Gameknight’s time, and it didn’t have the infamous tear-shaped markings under its large eyes either. But there was still something about this monster that looked wrong … and evil.

Suddenly, its eyes changed from narrow, dark slits to large circles, blood-red pupils at their center. The creature had an evil look to it, as if you were staring into the eyes of one of the monster kings, or maybe Herobrine himself. Its mouth opened wide and spat a large fireball directly at Gameknight. He was terrified. The dark-brown leather armor that he wore, part of the disguise to make him look like Smithy, would do little to protect him against this blazing sphere of death.

The fireball shot straight at Gameknight999. Timing it carefully, he swung his diamond sword at the fiery ball just before it struck. His blade deflected it safely away.

Putting away his swords, he drew his bow and began firing back at the creature, yelling as loud as he could.

“We’re being attacked!”

The other villagers now took notice, many of them staring at the ghast in disbelief, unable to comprehend how or why it had attacked.

“Don’t stand still,” Gameknight shouted as he ran erratically across the sands, making himself as difficult to hit as possible. “Keep moving at all times.”

The ghast fired again. The burning sphere wasn’t aimed at him this time, and the distraction gave Gameknight time to stop for an instant and aim. He fired three quick arrows at the monster, but as the missiles sped towards it, the creature rose. As a result, the arrows flew under its wriggling tentacles and missed their target.

Another fireball streaked down towards the ground and hit one of the villagers. Instantly, he was engulfed in flames. But before the NPC could utter a sound, Weaver was there with a bucket of water, quenching the terrible fire. A builder and a baker came to the wounded villager’s aid, and caught him as he slumped to the ground, his HP dangerously low.

“Shoot at the ghast!” Gameknight yelled as he fired three more shots.

The first two of his arrows struck the monster, but the third missed; it was still alive. The monster’s eyes grew large again as it prepared for another attack. But before it could launch a flaming ball of death, a string of arrows flew up from the ground and hit the monster, taking the last of its HP. It disappeared with a pop, dropping three glowing balls of XP. But it left behind no ghast tears, which Gameknight would have expected in the present-day Minecraft.

Turning, the User-that-is-not-a-user found Weaver standing nearby, his bow out and another arrow notched.

“Nice shooting, Weaver,” Fencer said. “The rest of us were a little shocked. We’ve never seen a ghast do that before.”

“Don’t talk; look around and see if there are more of those monsters,” Gameknight said as he scanned the sky.

The blue sky shone down upon him from all directions. There were no floating white cubes drifting towards them, nor were there any tentacles visible below the clouds. The attack had just been from a single ghast; no armies of airborne monsters were about to descend down upon them, at least not yet.

But the thought they might eventually attack again made Gameknight shudder.

He moved to the three glowing balls of XP that floated nearby and allowed them to flow into his body. He then turned to face the villagers.

“You see? I told you ghasts were evil,” Gameknight said.

“That has never happened before,” Fencer said. “We didn’t even know they could throw fireballs.”

“Herobrine,” Gameknight said, spitting the name out as if it were venom on his tongue. “He must have done something to them, altered the ghasts to make them evil.”

“That can’t be good,” Fencer said.

The User-that-is-not-a-user shook his head in agreement.

“We need to get to the villages and warn them,” Gameknight said. “I know how to fight them, so we must spread the word. But first, we have to warn Carver’s village back in the desert. They’re closest to Herobrine’s stronghold at Dragon’s Teeth, and will likely be the first to feel the sting of that evil virus’s latest scheme.”

“I’ll do it,” one villager said. “I can go warn them.”

By the look of his clothing, a dark-blue smock with a white stripe running down the center, the User-that-is-not-a-user guessed he was a fisherman.

“Fisher is the fastest person from our village,” Fencer explained. “He’ll get through to them.”

“Okay,” Gameknight said, then moved to the NPC’s side. “Fisher, don’t take any chances. If you see a ghast, run for cover. Don’t try to hit the fireballs away like I just did; it’s very difficult to do and takes a lot of practice. Just run and hide … you got it?”

The villager nodded his head.

“Okay, go!”

The NPC took off sprinting across the desert as the rest of them moved to the opening of Two-sword Pass; it was the only way through the mountain range. They followed the winding, narrow passage in silence, their faces creased with sadness. The only sound filling the air was that of armored plates slapping against thighs and shoulders as the army walked.

Every one of them could remember the battle that had happened here not too long ago. The zombie king, Vo-Lok, had led Herobrine’s forces against them. But even though the villagers had prevailed, destroying the king of the zombies and his army, the cost in NPC lives had been severe.

Gameknight remembered the moment when the real Smithy had given him his armor and blacksmith’s hammer, just before he died. Only Fencer and Gameknight had witnessed the passing of the great leader, and only those two knew the truth: Gameknight999 was posing as their leader, Smithy.

Now, it felt as if Gameknight were to come clean and tell the truth, the villagers might turn on him, and maybe even shun him from their community. He couldn’t bear that rejection. Instead, he and Fencer maintained the lie, convincing themselves that it was the only way the NPCs would have a leader; without Smithy of the Two-swords, the army would likely be defeated by Herobrine.

That ghast back there had frightened a lot of villagers, and they looked to their blacksmith to keep them safe. But Gameknight knew the lone ghast had to be some kind of warning. Something about it seemed wrong. Gameknight had no proof, but he’d bet everything he had that Herobrine had something bigger in mind than infecting a single ghast. The evil virus always had enormous, destructive schemes, and if Herobrine could infect one monster with his vile hatred, then he could likely infect many.

Gameknight999 glanced at the Oracle and gave her a worried look. She had been sent into Minecraft to stop Herobrine; he was a virus, and she was the anti-virus. But so far, they’d only managed to keep him in check, and had made little progress in destroying him. If he added an army of ghasts to his arsenal of monsters, then the NPCs were in serious trouble.


CHAPTER 3

DESPERATE RUN

Fisher ran to the east, away from the army. Glancing over his shoulder, he watched the villagers, his friends, as they disappeared into Two-sword Pass. He’d been there when the narrow passage through the mountain range had been named. Smithy, their leader, had somehow picked up two swords in battle, one of them his own, and the other belonging to that stranger from another land, Gameknight999, who everyone said had died in the fighting.

Fisher remembered: he had been up on an archer tower when he heard Smithy’s battle cry. He’d looked down, and saw his leader heroically holding up two swords, with Gameknight’s armor lying on the ground next to him. That had been the moment when everything changed. The sight of Smithy with the two swords had been so inspiring, everyone fought harder than they ever had before, and refused to back down.

Smithy of the Two-swords had charged out to confront all of the monsters by himself. But the other villages chose to run out with him and fight at his side, including Fisher. They had pushed the monsters deep into the desert, then finally destroyed them. Their victory had been incredible, and Fisher would never forget that moment when their blacksmith had stepped up and become a true hero.

But now, running through the desert, alone, Fisher didn’t feel so brave. Every time a dried bush rustled, he jumped. Every time he ran up a sand dune and saw a prickly green cactus, he jumped. Every time he saw anything, like a cloud in the sky, he was terrified. It had seemed like a good idea to volunteer for this mission, to warn Carver’s desert village that danger was likely heading their way, but now it didn’t seem like a very smart move.

Glancing at the sky, he saw some clouds moving in from the east, floating ominously over the desert in his direction. Something about those clouds caused an icy shiver to go down his spine.

“I’m just imagining things,” he said aloud to the empty desert. “Clouds can’t harm me.”

Then, a faint feline cry slowly drifted to him on the wind. Fisher couldn’t tell where exactly it was coming from, or if it was just his mind playing tricks, his fear getting the better of him. Gritting his teeth, he continued to run across the sandy dunes, intent on reaching the desert village as quickly as possible, but also knowing he was still very far away.

Another soft, cat-like yowl startled him, and this time it was unmistakably coming from overhead, followed with what sounded like a baby’s cry. Glancing up to the sky, Fisher saw nine tentacles slowly drop through the cloud above him, a large, square body attached to the writhing, snake-like things.

“Ghast!” he hissed.

Quickly, he pulled out a shovel and began to work. It was easy digging through the sand, and he soon had a hole that stretched down three blocks. He placed a cube of sandstone over his head, sealing himself inside. Holding out a torch, he saw areas in front of him that were made of sandstone, and started to dig those up, while still keeping one block in place so the sand overhead wouldn’t crash down upon him.

Fisher stuck the torch in the ground as he worked. It cast a wide circle of flickering light, filling in the shadows and driving back the imaginary monsters his scared mind was creating. Moving up to the topmost block, he pressed his ear against it and listened. He could still hear the cries and yowls, but they were growing softer; the ghast must be moving away. Maybe it hadn’t seen him?

Fisher stood there, getting sand in his ear as he pressed his head against the block, listening to the world above. When fifteen minutes had passed and he still hadn’t heard the terrible creature, the young villager broke the sandstone and peeked around aboveground. The desert looked clear. Glancing to the sky, he saw more clouds drifting overhead, but no tentacles were hanging down from them; it appeared to be safe.

He climbed out of the hole and continued his run to the east, toward the rising sun, its square face shining down on him and making him sweat. Ahead was a large sand dune. Picking up speed, Fisher sprinted toward the hill, leaping up the single-block jumps with practiced efficiency.

As he ran down the other side of the hill, there the sound was again: a feline cry that echoed across the desert from behind him. Glancing over his shoulder, Fisher saw the writhing tentacles of a ghast out of the corner of his eye. The monster was close, and surely had spotted him this time. Hiding underground would do no good, for the monster would just blast the sand with its fireballs and eventually uncover him. His only weapon right now was speed.

“I must make it to the village, so I can warn them about the ghasts,” Fisher said in a low voice.

Ahead, he could see a desert well that stood at the top of another sandy mound. If he could make it to the well, he could jump into the waters and be safe from the monster’s attacks; but he had to outrun the ghast first.

With a burst of speed, he zigzagged across the desert. A fireball exploded into the sand just to his right, leaving behind a small crater. If he had been standing there, he likely would not have survived.

Fisher leapt over a small brown bush just as another fireball struck. The brown leaves were instantly engulfed in flames as the frustrated cries of the ghast echoed across the desolate landscape.
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