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Chapter 1

A NEW ADVENTURE

Miles swung the Pwnhammer in an arc around his head, impressed by the balance and speed with which it completely wiped out a nearby tree. “Oops,” Miles mumbled, looking around to make sure no one saw his Noob move. He collected the wood from the tree, pretending that was his purpose all along.

He had already killed zombies, crushed the Eye of Cthulhu, and defeated armies of goblins. Miles had even conquered the Wall of Flesh, earning him this awesome hammer that would lead to his next adventure.

A few days before, Miles had stood alone, staring at an empty field, longing for a friend. And now, that field was a village, one house for each new companion he had earned.

He had chosen his path as a warrior and, Miles admitted to himself, he was an excellent warrior. But he had already lost his guide and knew that more friends would sacrifice things to help him succeed. Miles found himself wondering: was it worth it? He could have stayed a beginner, gaining achievements, battling goblins and collecting coins. He wouldn’t be on his way to becoming an expert fighter, but at least life would be easy. Instead, Miles was off to battle his toughest foe yet: the Corruption. The darkness was already starting to spread, and beating the Corruption wouldn’t be easy.

Without a guide, Miles knew things would be rough, but he smiled as he looked at his new friends laughing with each other as they worked. Shelly the Mechanic waved, signaling him to come join them.

“Come on, Noob! Stop playing with that hammer and join the fun!” she called out.

Miles placed the Pwnhammer back into his inventory, not wanting to use up its power on defenseless trees, and joined his friends.

Cedric the Wizard approached Miles as he arrived at the village. “Hi John. What can I do for you today?”

“I’m actually Miles, Cedric. But I’m happy to see you’re settling into your new home,” Miles replied.

Cedric looked around to see if anyone was listening, then whispered to Miles: “Speaking of Miles, don’t tell him, but my last place was nicer. This is okay for a Noob house. Fine workmanship.”

Miles tried to keep from laughing. Isabella had told him that the old wizard was losing his mind, but his way with magic overpowered his poor conversation skills. “Don’t worry, Cedric. I won’t say a word.”

“About what?” The wizard looked confused.

“Never mind,” Miles said, peeking at the wizard’s inventory. “I could use a few magical things. I’m off to fight the Corruption.”

The wizard’s eyes grew wide and his tone grew serious. “The Corruption, you say? A bit over your head, young warrior.” He gazed at Miles studying him as if weighing his abilities. “Your power is strong but untamed.”

Miles tilted his chin up defiantly. “I know how to fight and, thanks to my training, I know when to ask for help.”

The wizard nodded. “Wise words, young Isaac. Heed them well.”

Isaac? Really? Now he’s confusing me with a goblin tinkerer! Miles was polite enough to keep those thoughts to himself.

“Hey Cedric, do you have anything that could help me in my next quest?” Miles asked.

The wizard handed him a rod topped with a glowing flame. “Try this.”

Miles aimed the rod at the sky. “What does this button do?” He pressed it. A ball of fire shot out, knocking Miles back. As Miles fell, the rod angled toward the nearby forest. The fire ball followed the direction of the rod, speeding up and slamming into a nearby tree before bursting into flames.

Shelly and Isaac leapt into action and ran toward the tree to battle the fire. “Don’t worry! We’ve got this!” Shelly called.

“Perhaps the Flamelash can wait until you have more experience,” the wizard said, pulling out a scepter topped with a crystal. “For fifty gold, I will give you this Ice Rod. Use it to protect you and to provide light.”

Miles took the rod more carefully and pointed it at the sky. Nothing happened. “It doesn’t work,” Miles said.

“You used up your Mana,” the wizard replied. “All magic comes at a cost. You gain more Mana when you stand still and listen to the universe.”

John the Merchant came up to inspect the rod in Miles’s hands. “That an Ice Rod? Nice. It’ll get you places. Do good things for you, too. At fifty gold, it’s the best magic you can buy.”

Miles handed fifty gold to the wizard and shrugged. “I guess that makes me the proud owner of an Ice Rod, whatever that is.”

The wizard wandered off.

“Thanks! It was nice doing business with you,” Miles called out to him. Cedric disappeared into his house without a word.

“He’s an odd one, that wizard, but he knows his magic,” John said. “Just like I know my merchandise. Can I check out that Pwnhammer?”

Miles handed it over. “I know I need it to break a demon altar to help me advance, but I don’t know why.”

“Easy. A demon altar is a crafting station, but you won’t use it much for crafting. You want it for what you get from it,” John explained, handing the Pwnhammer back to Miles. “The first demon altar you break releases cobalt or palladium ore which you can mine. It’s intense and awesome for crafting. Things made with palladium can’t explode, and things made with cobalt last longer, so either way you win.”

“I could’ve used both of those in the goblin attacks,” Miles said. “I need to be prepared for my next battle, which means I’m off to smash a demon altar!” he pronounced. “Who’s with me?”

“What are we off to smash?” Jack the Demolitionist asked as he wandered over. “I’m all about that!”

“Miles wants to smash a demon altar for materials, but I was about to suggest we hit the Hallow first,” John answered. “It’s a good place to …”

“Did someone say we are going to the Hallow?” the dryad Isabella chimed in. “Yes, yes! We must go.”

“What’s the Hallow?” Miles asked innocently.

“It’s only the most magical, beautiful, rainbow-covered, unicorn-filled place in existence,” Isabella practically bubbled over with happiness. “And wherever the Hallow is, the Corruption and the Crimson are not. You should go, Miles, and see what you are protecting when you work to defeat the spread of the Corruption.”

Miles shook his head. “It sounds pretty, but we have to get good building materials. We have to survive out here, and I need the best weapons we can get.”

“I side with Isabella,” Shelly said as she walked over, brushing the last of the embers from her cloak.

“I side with Shelly,” Isaac said, grinning at Shelly. “What were we agreeing to?”

Shelly blushed. “Oh, Isaac. You’re so funny.”

“Look, it’s all in the same direction anyway,” John the Merchant reasoned. “We’re wasting time standing here. Let’s go and figure it out along the way.”

They each grabbed a weapon and a few supplies. Miles was disappointed to see he had spent most of his gold on the Ice Rod and had very few coins to spend. Hopefully he wouldn’t need to shop for anything expensive before he earned or found more.

As they walked and argued—Miles in favor of the demon altar battle, all the rest in favor of the Hallow—the weather grew hotter and the air became dry.

“Man, I’m thirsty!” Miles said.

“This is the desert,” Jack explained.

Just then a shriek pierced the quiet afternoon air. Without thinking, Miles turned and loosed an arrow in the direction of the sound.

“No!” Isabella cried. “Always look first, shoot second. Now you’ve made him angry.”

“Who?” Miles asked. He didn’t need to wait for a response. A vulture, hovering above his shoulder, swooped down for an attack.

Isabella raised a leaf barrier, causing the vulture to retreat and attack from another direction. That was all the time Shelly needed to toss her wrench for a direct hit. The vulture fell to the ground. The wrench returned to Shelly’s hand. Isabella’s leaf barrier withdrew.

“Thanks, you two. I owe you. We can go to the Hallow first,” Miles said.

“Friends don’t keep score, silly,” Isabella said as she hugged him. “But thanks for going to the Hallow. You won’t regret it.”

“I hope not,” Miles replied, sensing that danger wasn’t as far off as the dryad hoped.


Chapter 2

PIXIES

Miles kept his distance as he walked past the fallen vulture, even though he knew the dead bird couldn’t harm him anymore. As the vulture’s body flickered and disappeared, he felt his pack get a little heavier. John the Merchant stopped walking and looked carefully at Miles.

“You look like you gained a little weight,” he observed. “About sixty copper coins worth, I’d say.”

Miles laughed. “That feels about right, but I’m going to hold onto them for now.”

John threw his hands up in mock surrender. “Hey, I was making an observation. You know where to find me if you need me.”

As Miles and his new friends trudged along, he noticed that Shelly and Isaac were laughing quietly together. He felt good knowing that his presence in Terraria was helping his friends bond, but it also worried him. He had seen the dangers that lurked everywhere he had been in so far. It seemed that getting too attached could distract a good warrior from his—or her—goal of spreading light and defeating enemies.

Suddenly, he heard a happy squeal. He noticed that Isabella had run ahead in her eagerness to get to the Hallow. “It’s real! It’s here! Come see!”

John and Miles broke into a jog with Shelly and Isaac following close behind. Cedric ambled, in no hurry. Jack the Demolitionist stayed by the wizard’s side.

“What is it? Miles panted as he approached.

The dryad was dancing with excitement. “The Hallow! It’s more beautiful than I remembered!”

Miles couldn’t believe the colorful landscape he saw: blue grass, colorful trees, and the arc of a rainbow above.

“Pretty, isn’t it?” Shelly asked.

“It’s nice, but it kind of looks like a unicorn threw up,” Miles whispered.

Shelly looked alarmed. “Ew, where? Did I step in it?”

Miles laughed. “No, not literally. It’s too sweet for my warrior tastes,” Miles replied.
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