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Chapter 1

Does It Count as a Food Fight If You’re Only Fighting Near the Food?

Ironsword Academy’s canteen was fancy in a kind of scary way. Po Chen would say it was beautiful: the glass-domed ceiling sent sunshine sparkling off the polished floor, the round tables were arranged in perfect circles, and the trays even had pretty patterns painted across them. When the students were all seated, laughing and gossiping and eating, it felt more like a grand hall from a fantasy story than a canteen.

But everything was so perfect, so careful, so serious – to Po, it felt like pressure for him to be perfect and serious, too. And he rarely felt like any of those things. Mostly he just wanted lunch.
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Today, he was going to make it just a little bit sillier. He had a plan and everything.

“Are you ready?” Po pulled his wheelchair up to a table at the centre of Ironsword’s canteen. His friends Theo Grayson and Harper Houston were already seated.

“I’ve practised my lines, and I’m ready to go!” Theo said. “Which sounds more dramatic: This voice or THIS VOICE?”

“The second one,” Harper answered. “Maybe around fifty percent quieter, though.”

“GOT IT!” Theo said at the same volume. “I mean, got it.”

“Too quiet. But close.”

Po, Harper and Theo were temporary Ironsword students. A huge storm had damaged their school, Woodsword Middle, and scattered both teachers and students to other nearby schools while it was being rebuilt. Luckily, this process kept friend groups together – which meant all of Po’s best friends were here.

Out of all of them, Po had been the most excited to come to Ironsword Academy. Everything was different here, and Po loved different. Other than basketball practice, doing the same thing every day was boring! But he quickly saw lots of ways Ironsword could be better. It was only their second day here, and he was already shaking things up.

“We should get a video for Ash!” said Morgan Mercado, another Woodsword student, setting down a tray. His sister, Jodi, was close behind, carrying a bag that was big and lumpy, but not heavy at all. “She’d love to see this.”

The six of them, including Ash Kapoor, were known for being the biggest Minecraft fans at their school and playing in the computer lab most afternoons. Ash had moved to another school before the storm, but they kept in touch through their phones and by playing the game online.

Morgan leaned his phone against a milk carton and pointed the camera towards Po’s side of the table. “Got it.”

“And I’ve got the equipment,” Jodi said with a grin. “We didn’t have enough for everyone, so I made a few myself. They look pretty close to the real thing, I think.”

“They look perfect,” Morgan corrected.

“Aw, thanks.” Jodi passed the bag around the table, and everybody pulled out a foam sword. They looked just like Minecraft swords – Po could only tell the difference between the official ones and Jodi’s because there weren’t pink, orange and rainbow swords in Minecraft.

They were ready. Po knocked on the table in front of him three times: a secret signal. Now they just had to wait. If it went like they’d practised, the show would start in 3 … 2 … 1 … 

“Excuse me!” a boy’s voice boomed. Everyone turned to look, and not at their table, like they’d planned. They turned to see who was talking.

The voice came from Will Knight, Ironsword Academy’s student council president and Po’s first new friend at this school. Today, though, they weren’t friends. They were enemies. Will usually sounded very relaxed and agreeable. Now he sounded snooty and demanding. He was playing a character. “This table is reserved. Student council only.”

Exactly like they’d practised, Po rolled back from the table and turned his wheelchair to face Will. “I am on the student council. And these are my friends, so I invited them to sit here.”

Will scoffed dramatically. “The Woodsword student council has no power here, Po Chen.” He leaned forwards, narrowing his eyes. “You’re lucky you and your friends get a table at this school at all.”

That was Theo’s cue. He slammed his fists down on the table and stood up. “HOW DARE YOU?!” Harper nudged him. “I mean, HOW DARE YOU?!”

His slam jostled the trays and made a clattering noise, drawing even more attention. Silence fell across the canteen as every single student turned to look. Will sneered at Theo.

“If this is how the students of Woodsword behave,” Will said, “I can see why we have a nationally ranked quiz bowl team and a nearly flawless first-place record at athletic events, whereas you—”

“Have been featured in the newspaper eighteen times for our themed charity fundraisers,” Po interrupted him. “And were given five out of five Yorick skulls by Middle School Theatre Monthly for last year’s school play.”

“I would think someone from a school that’s truly so thoughtful and artistic would know better than to steal a table that doesn’t belong to them.”

The boys glared at each other, but both were struggling not to laugh. Everything they said had been rehearsed – and was more to brag about their schools than to insult each other. The other kids didn’t know that yet, though, and were watching wide-eyed as the two looked like they were on the edge of a real fight.
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And then, in a flash, Po slashed a sword forwards from his side – the foam Minecraft sword Jodi had given him. Will knew it was coming and was already deflecting with his own. Thunk! 

“I think you’ll find this wooden sword is just as strong as your iron sword, Will Knight!” Po yelled. “And that our student council is far more skilled at supporting creativity!”

“Nonsense!” Thunk! “Everyone knows an iron sword will beat a wooden one every time!” Whoosh! Whap! “And our tutoring and study programs” – Will jabbed, and Po rolled back to dodge – “lead to some of the highest test scores in the entire state!”

Time for part two. Theo lifted his sword into the air. “At Woodsword, we raised butterflies inside our school to learn about the scientific process of metamorphosis!”

Harper did the same. “And our field trips led to an understanding of science you can’t get from memorising things in books!”
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Morgan and Jodi pointed their foam blades to the sky. “We love our school and will DEFEND ITS HONOUR!”
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And then, the big surprise: all of Ironsword’s student council, standing behind Will, revealed they’d brought foam swords, too. There, in the centre of the canteen, they were all clashing blades and yelling about their schools. By now, the rest of the students had figured out that it was a show and were laughing, clapping and adding their favourite things about their schools to the mix.
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Everything was going perfectly. Now all they had to do was wait for the big finale. Shelly Silver, Woodsword’s student council president, would appear in the doorway and say—

“WHAT in the WORLD is going on here?!”

Uh-oh, Po thought. That wasn’t Shelly’s voice. Everyone else noticed, too. Silence fell over the canteen in an instant.
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“This is unacceptable! It is unbelievable, indefensible and downright against the rules!” Yep. Po knew only one person who had a habit of angrily listing things like that: their headteacher, Mr Ferris, Ironsword’s real ruler. He had a sharp tie, a sharper moustache and a stiff way of moving that made him seem untouchable. Talk about perfect, careful and serious: Mr Ferris was everything Po wasn’t.

[image: No Image Descriptions.]

“WEAPONS? In the school canteen?!” 

“They’re not real, sir—” Po started, but he was interrupted with a glare.

“You!” Mr Ferris took a step forwards, and everyone in the canteen parted to make a direct line to Po. “You did this?”

“Yes, sir.” Po felt his face turning red – this was not how things were supposed to go. “We were just about to stop. It was a show. We were going to—”

“Shows are for stages. They’re for concert halls, amphitheatres and television screens – after homework is complete. Not lunchtime. What is your name?”

“Uh, Po, sir. Po Chen.”

“And so I add to my ever-growing list of Woodsword troublemakers. And would you look at that!” Mr Ferris turned towards Po’s friends. “Morgan, Harper and Theo, as well. And might as well round it out?”

“Jodi, sir.”

“Jodi. Very well. I want to see all of you—”

“This is my fault, too, sir,” Will said. “More than theirs. Po and I thought it would be fun, and they were just trying to help.”

The look Mr Ferris gave Will was almost worse. He actually knew Will and was very disappointed in him. It gave Po the shivers.

“I want to see all of you in my office after school. Immediately after! For now, I’ll be confiscating these swords, and you will all calm down.” Everyone handed Mr Ferris their foam Minecraft swords. He could barely hold them all. “Return to your seats. NOW.”

The canteen was silent except for the headteacher’s squeaky shoes as he walked out the door. Po was embarrassed, frustrated and disappointed.

[image: No Image Descriptions.]

Most of all, he was worried. And so were his friends. If they went to the headteacher’s office after school, they couldn’t play Minecraft. If Ferris was really mad, they might not be allowed to play in the computer lab anymore at all. And these days, they weren’t just playing for fun.

They were playing to save their friend’s life.



   
Chapter 2

Thinking Outside the Box Is Easy! Most Things Are Outside of Boxes. Unless You’re Moving house, Of Course.

Ash’s merit badge sash was full. She’d been in the Wildling Scouts for years, but in the last year, she’d earned more patches than ever before. They were arranged in rows down the front and back: patches for sailing boats, training dogs, selling cupcakes, hiking, cleaning nature trails, lighting campfires, tap dancing, reciting one hundred numbers of pi, playing the bugle, reading, saying French expressions of surprise and more.

“Sacré bleu!” Ash cried. She hated the idea of ever putting her sash into a cardboard box. When she joined the scouts, she never dreamed she’d fill the whole thing. This sash had seen her through two different scout troops, and now she was moving again. Three times in less than three years. She was with this school and this troop for the shortest time yet. Looking at the sash made her feel proud but a little sad. She decided to keep it on.
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Brrrrrip! She unrolled tape across the top of the box and sealed it. With a squeaky marker, she wrote scout stuff, then picked up the box and looked around the room for the perfect place to stack it. She was treating her moving boxes like Minecraft blocks: she’d made a tiny house, a little bridge, a simple tower – this lighter box would be the perfect top to a big, blocky chair. She reached up on her tiptoes to set it down carefully, then plopped onto her cardboard seat.
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Not as good as it would be in Minecraft, but not too bad. Speaking of Minecraft … shouldn’t her friends be out of school by now? They needed to log in quickly if they were going to stay on track.

Back when Ash was a student at Woodsword, their science teacher, Doc Culpepper, had introduced them to a version of Minecraft with some unique features. Strangest among them was the existence of the Evoker King, a dangerous artificial intelligence who would have taken over all of Minecraft if they hadn’t stopped his plan.

Ash and her friends helped the Evoker King see the error of his ways. But his feelings were too big for his programming, and he broke into several pieces of code. When the team finally recombined his data, he didn’t come back to life: he was reborn as a new being. An Evoker Kid, who they nicknamed Eek.

Now Eek was in danger: he was trapped inside the game! The server they had brought over from Woodsword was damaged in the big storm. Doc Culpepper had carefully brought it to Ironsword, but the server couldn’t move around safely anymore. To make matters worse, Mr Ferris was not a fan of storm-damaged experiments, and he was going to throw it away at the end of the week.

The team believed Eek would be able to leave the server after they got to the End and defeated the Ender Dragon. On Monday, they’d made it all the way to


[image: No Image Descriptions.]


[image: No Image Descriptions.]


[image: No Image Descriptions.]




[image: No Image Descriptions.]




[image: No Image Descriptions.]








[image: No Image Descriptions.]


OEBPS/image/017_ULXH_9780593807484_all_art_r1.jpg





OEBPS/image/pg18-1.jpg





OEBPS/image/014_ULXH_9780593807484_all_art_r1.jpg





OEBPS/image/008_ULXH_9780593807484_all_art_r1.jpg





OEBPS/image/logo1.jpg





OEBPS/image/halftitle.jpg
MIHECRAYE \

sssssss





OEBPS/image/016_ULXH_9780593807484_all_art_r1.jpg





OEBPS/image/014_ULXH_9780593807484_all_art_r11.jpg





OEBPS/image/016_ULXH_9780593807484_all_art_r11.jpg





OEBPS/image/011_ULXH_9780593807484_all_art_r1.jpg





OEBPS/image/cover.png
|

<

MIHELRRAYE \

\ IROH

| 7 &
“EI9 w o /k
L \A MNECRAFT ADYENTURE

ooooooooooooooo





OEBPS/image/013_ULXH_9780593807484_all_art_r1.png





OEBPS/image/title.jpg
MIHELRRAY \

JHUAS UG DU E Rl

\1‘%#!”
\\ET HEW

! b f‘
_/ S Ll ;.Im
;-}“‘f”-' L‘l‘

f'—/ ‘ﬂlla./ ‘t-—j






OEBPS/image/pg19-1.jpg





OEBPS/image/012_ULXH_9780593807484_all_art_r1.jpg
=
DA ““.\J‘Mlly =
>






OEBPS/image/013_ULXH_9780593807484_all_art_r11.png





OEBPS/image/009_ULXH_9780593807484_all_art_r1.jpg





OEBPS/image/015_ULXH_9780593807484_all_art_r1.png





OEBPS/image/pg18-2.jpg





OEBPS/image/010_ULXH_9780593807484_all_art_r1.jpg





OEBPS/image/logo2.jpg





