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            Chapter 1

The Awesomest Sword
      

         

         Four adventurers stood in front of the entrance to the cave. It was shaped like a gaping skull and large enough that you could put a church inside it. They had come to fight. To fight against whatever might lurk inside. A deep roar thundered out of the cave and made the mountain tremble. Boulders, rocks, and scree slid down the mountainside and landed at the foot of the mountain, causing a thin layer of dust to cover the four adventurers.

         “This is too crazy. I’m out!” D3XT3R wailed and logged off.

         Now only three of them were left.

         The roar echoed out and was replaced by a chorus of small piercing whines. It sounded like a hundred knives scraping against an empty porcelain plate. The sounds grew louder and louder until they made the adventurers’ ears hurt.

         “Here they come. Formation!” LUC@S shouted to the two others.

         He drew his sword and held the blade up in front of his face. The rays of the Sun shone through the blue crystal sword and scattered into an ocean of tiny glittering rays. Crystal Katana was the awesomest sword Lucas had ever found.

         The dwarf b00mbUR stood to his left with his two-handed axe raised, and on his right was the wizard FladnaG in his grey cloak, swaying from side to side with his long staff in his hands. The squeaking noises exploded in their ears, and the sky turned black from all the bats streaming out of the cave. The small furry critters circled them and lunged at them with razor-sharp claws and teeth.

         b00mbUR swung his axe in all directions, but each time he managed to chop a bat into pieces there was a new one ready to attack.

         “LUC@S, WHAT DO WE DO? THERE’S TOO MANY! I’M LOGGING OFF,” the rotund little warrior screamed in a panic.

         “Stay and fight, b00mbUR!” LUC@S commanded.

         He studied the bats’ movements, even though they were constantly scratching his life energy out of him. One of the reflected rays of sunlight from his sword blinded him. His face lit up.

         “I have a plan! Stop! Each time you defeat one, it activates their spawn cycle!”

         “Is that like a unicycle?” asked b00mbUR and chopped another bat neatly in half.

         “Spawn cycle! That’s the reason new bats keep appearing. Stop it right now! I know what to do!”

         LUC@S turned towards the wizard in the grey cloak.

         “FladnaG, when I tell you, throw a Paralyze spell on my sword.”

         “What? Seriously?! These flying rats are biting us to pieces, and you want me to throw an enchantment on your sword?!” FladnaG shouted.

         “Exactly. And just do what I said,” LUC@S commanded.

         He thrust his sword in the air, pointing it straight upwards.

         “Cast the spell!” he shouted to FladnaG.

         The man in the grey cloak grumbled a bit, but he aimed his staff at LUC@S’ crystal sword. Magical blue light streamed from the tip of the staff and hit the sword right in the centre. It looked like the mirror ball at the school’s summer party when the sword scattered the tiny rays of the Paralyze spell, making them fly everywhere and hit all the small animals. Stunned bats rained down from the sky, and b00mbUR cheered: “YEEEAH! LUC@S, YOU’RE THE KING!”

         The stocky dwarf jumped around with joy.

         “Great plan, LUC@S,” admitted FladnaG.

         Their celebrations were interrupted by another deep roar from the cave. The ground trembled under their feet, and giant boulders came tumbling down from the mountain once again.

         “What was that?!” b00mbUR shouted.

         Through the deafening roar, Lucas could hear the sound of rattling keys and a door handle being pushed down. “Oh no! It’s my mum!”

      
   


   
      
         
            Chapter 2

There Are No Teams in Running
      

         

         “Hi, Mum!” said Lucas hurriedly, trying to sound like a boy busily doing his homework.

         Mrs. Jensen came into the kitchen and kissed him on the forehead. A moment earlier he had exited the game and switched to a Microsoft Word document.

         “Doing your homework? What’s due on Monday?” she asked.

         She lifted organic skimmed milk, biodynamic Savoy cabbage and chia seeds out of her shopping bag and put them in the fridge without looking at them. She kept her eyes fixed on Lucas as she picked up a pack of cotton buds and put it on a shelf in the fridge.

         “Erm, Mum, wouldn’t they be more useful in the bathroom?” Lucas asked.

         “Good heavens, yes, they certainly would,” she said. Mrs Jensen kept putting the shopping away and had forgotten everything about homework now.

         “Oops, silly me. Lucas, here’s a foolish thing. I completely forgot to buy quinoa. Be a dear and run down to the health food store and get me a bag? You can buy a piece of date candy for yourself as well,” she said with a cheerful smile and waved a fifty-kroner note at him.

         “Alright, so I need to stay home and do my homework unless I need to go and fetch something for you?” he asked.

         “Lucas! Don’t start. I’ve already told you that you’re welcome to go out. If you want to join a football club, for example. Or handball. Or what about floorball? I think you’d really enjoy that.”

         “Stop it, Mum! I’m so tired of it. I always get picked last when we’re making teams at school.”

         “You could also just go for a little run, if you feel like it? There aren’t any teams in running, Lucas.”

         For a brief second, Lucas thought about mentioning the existence of relay races, but he decided against it. There was no point.

         “I just want you to take a little break from those awful computer games. They make your brain stressed and stunt your growth.”

         Lucas had heard that sermon from his mum a million times. She picked her iPad up from the table and waved it around.

         “This morning, I read an incredibly interesting article on Facebook. It explained how computer games negatively affect children’s mental health. Perhaps you might be a bit more grateful that I’m taking such good care of you. I’m sure you wouldn’t like to develop stress, now would you?”

         Mrs. Jensen looked at him with the question mark still clearly visible on her face, while she put her iPad in the fridge and kept putting away the groceries.

         Lucas was just about to say something, but he decided not to bother. That way she’d get to run around a bit and look for her iPad later in the day. He closed the lid on his laptop.

         It was technically his dad’s laptop. Lucas’ old laptop had been completely fried two weeks earlier, when he and four heroes from the gaming world managed to stop the villain Bunny Hop from destroying all the mobile phones in the world. They had used his computer as a portal to get back to the gaming world, and when the portal closed, it fried his beloved laptop to a crisp. Now he had no computer.

         “Come on, Lucas. Time to get going. I’ll walk you out, I’m going to that seminar on mindfulness,” she said and grabbed his computer.

         She opened the door to Mr Jensen’s home office. “I’ll just lock this in your dad’s office. For safety’s sake, you know. I wouldn’t want you to be tempted to play games on it while I’m gone,” she said.

         When the computer had been put under lock and key, she walked back to the front door. There she picked up her iPhone from a small woven basket on which a strip of paper declared “Mobile-free Zone”.

         It was against the rules to bring a mobile phone into their house. Mrs Jensen had introduced the rule after reading an article about how mobile phones made cress grow slower and eventually wither. Lucas was the shortest kid in his class, and the article had made her dreadfully worried if it might be due to mobile phones. What if they had caused him to grow much slower. And what if they made him wither like the cress? That was why she had made their house into a mobile-free zone. Everyone who entered had to put their phones in the small basket. She had also requested a meeting with the school principal where she suggested turning the entire school into a mobile-free zone. Very few of the children thought that was a good idea.

         Lucas grabbed his keys and left the house with her. She kissed him on the forehead again, leapt on her bike, and weaved down the driveway with one hand on the handlebars and her iPhone in the other.

         He was alone now. Perhaps he should just run back to his dad’s office and see if he could pick the lock. Then he could start the game again and see if b00mbUR and FladnaG were still online. He stood still for a moment and pondered the situation. No. He should probably go down to the health food store. Otherwise, she would probably become convinced that he had developed stress.

         Lucas trundled down the driveway, turned the corner, and collided with a tall and dark figure. He fell backwards and looked straight up into their neighbour’s piercing gaze.

      
   


   
      
         
            Chapter 3

A Scary Encounter
      

         

         The neighbour was towering over Lucas. His cold gaze stared straight through him. He didn’t say a single word. He merely stared down at him.

         On those rare occasions when he saw the neighbour leaving his decrepit house with the perpetually closed blinds, he would look like he was hovering down the street with his long strides. Always dressed entirely in black: black boots, black trousers, black shirt, black hat and a long black leather coat that draped down behind him like a cloak. And he was tall. At least two metres. And he didn’t have a round belly like the dads who lived in the street. He was thin and bony, and his face looked like a skull that had been coated with thin yellow skin.

         His nose was large and hooked like a bird’s beak. And then there were his eyes. They were wide open and staring as if he were trying to shoot laser beams out of them. Lucas felt the blood rushing to his head and a numbing cramp in his stomach. His pulse was growing rapid, and he was getting wet with cold sweat. He had never been this close to the neighbour before, and now the black-clad man was towering right above him. Lucas waved his arms and legs, and with a panicky crab-like movement he tried getting out of his neighbour’s shadow.

         “Help! Help!” he screamed and pointed to his neighbour, who quickly looked over both shoulders as if someone was standing behind him. “Heeelp!”

         He screamed again and kicked his legs even more wildly.

         “Kidnapper! Kidnapper! Kidnapper!”

         The neighbour’s eyes opened even wider. He quickly turned around and stalked away with long and hurried steps.

         Lucas struggled to his feet and ran over to the front door. He fumbled with the key in the lock, tore open the door and leapt inside. He kept running up the stairs and into his room. He leant back against the door and felt his pulse still throbbing in his veins. Through the slanted window he could see the neighbour’s house and garden. The grass looked as if it had never seen a lawnmower. The hedge had sprouted long branches which were slowly encroaching on the garden, and the only things standing out in the green jungle were a lot of old footballs. They lay scattered around the garden, because no kids ever dared go in there to get them back if they kicked them over the hedge by accident. Lucas suddenly felt an unpleasant sensation in his body. He slowly looked away from the garden and over to the window right across from his own. The blinds had been opened, and behind the window his neighbour was staring directly at him. Lucas felt his pulse exploding again, and he threw himself down to the floor to make himself invisible to that complete maniac. Everyone who lived in the street knew that his neighbour was insanely dangerous. And that he kidnapped children. Marius at number fourteen had told him that himself. Marius was one of the older boys in the street. He told Lucas about a boy he knew, who had heard about some kids who accidentally kicked a football into his neighbour’s garden. They had crawled through the hedge to get it back, but they never came out. The following year, a dog had run into the garden and dug some holes in it. When it finally came out again, it had a bone in its mouth. A bone from a human child. And now this child kidnapper was staring directly at Lucas’ window. He slowly stuck out his head to sneak a quick peek outside. His neighbour was still standing there staring at his window.

         Lucas sprinted down to the Mobile-free Zone basket.

      
   


   
      
         
            Chapter 4

Cracks on the Ceiling
      

         

         Beeep … Beeep … “Hello, Lucas,” Mrs. Jensen said on the phone.

         “MUM! You have to come home right now. Our disgusting neighbour just tried to kidnap me. I was on my way to the health food store, and he stood there on the pavement ready to grab me!”

         “Now, Lucas, that sounds a bit like something from one of your games. Don’t you think he just wanted to borrow a cup of sugar? Or perhaps our lawnmower? It would be rather nice if he managed to tidy his garden a bit.”

         “But Mum! I’m telling you the truth. The neighbour is completely mad. And he kidnaps children! Children are trapped in the neighbour’s house, Mum! Marius told me so himself!”

         “Lucas, Lucas, Lucas! Listen to me! This is exactly why I don’t want you playing all those violent games. You get stressed and become unable to control your imagination, and then something like this is bound to happen. I’m truly relieved that you and I agreed for you to take a break from computer games.”

         “But Mum!”

         “Enough, Lucas! Go straight up to your room, and when I get home we are going to have a serious talk about all of this. Do you understand?”

         “…”

         “Do you UNDERSTAND, Lucas?”

         Lucas sighed. “Yes, Mum.”

         “I’m glad to hear that. Oh, my seminar is about to begin. Got to run. Bye, sweetheart.”

         Lucas stomped up the stairs. To his room. Alright, perhaps he had exaggerated ever so slightly. The neighbour might not have literally been trying to kidnap him, but everyone knew he was insanely dangerous! If only Pixie was here. She’d believe him. She’d easily be able to see that his neighbour was more dangerous than even the most powerful video game boss monster.

         He looked out of the window. He couldn’t see his neighbour anymore, and the blinds had been closed again.

         Lucas discovered something disgusting and squishy on the windowsill. It was yellow and brown and looked like a giant bogey. He cautiously put his nose next to it and poked it with a pencil. It was rubbery and smelt of … banana? Oh, right. It must be the last of the bananas he had smeared on the windowsill, back when Mega Monkey had had to squeeze his gigantic furry backside through the window. It was two weeks since he had said goodbye to the heroes from Server City, Major Powers, Jump Kidd and the huge ape Mega Monkey, who was always eating bananas. And it was two weeks since he had said goodbye to Pixie.

         He stuck his hand inside the pocket of the grey sweatpants. It was still there. The medal. The first real trophy he had ever received. The Major had given it to him right before he leapt through the portal to Server City. Back to the computer game world.

         Lucas kicked his backpack. It fell over and his books tumbled out. He sighed, picked up his maths book, and let himself fall backwards onto his bed. It sagged underneath him and creaked a bit. He opened his book and stared at the maths problems. They didn’t make any sense. Why would he spend hours doing them with his brain and a pencil when a computer could do them in seconds? Lucas’ gaze slipped from the boring maths pages up to the wall and his League of Legends poster. There were 124 champions on the poster. He had spent hours just lying there staring at it, and he would be able to remember all of them even if he put on a blindfold. His gaze moved from the poster up to the ceiling and the narrow cracks in the paint. When he looked at them long enough, it was as if they started changing shape and looking like other things. There were cracks that looked like his favourite sword, the Crystal Katana. There were also cracks that looked like the shape of a Creeper, but it wasn’t too difficult to make the cracks look like things from Minecraft. Way over in the corner, if he squinted properly, he could make the cracks look like Mario. But right now, they just looked like cracks in the ceiling. It almost felt as if he could look through them up to the attic. THE ATTIC! Hello! Up in the attic there was a large cardboard box with his dad’s ancient computer in it. They had dug it out over the holidays last Christmas. His dad had shown him how to start it and how to play the games on it.

         They had played all Mr Jensen’s old favourite games, and even though the graphics were quite ugly, they had actually had a lot of fun together. There was a game with some giant insects in it, called Forbidden Forest. He remembered that the music was quite spooky, and there was a giant bee that had been especially scary. But scary as it was, he would quite like to try playing the game again. He wondered if he would be able to get the old computer to work?

      
   






    Vážení čtenáři, právě jste dočetli ukázku z knihy Game On: Neighbourhood Watch.

    Pokud se Vám ukázka líbila, na našem webu si můžete zakoupit celou knihu.
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