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Golem Attack
The Mastercreeper Plan #1

––––––––

Chapter One

Steve applied the final touches to his new house, making sure everything was done to his satisfaction.  Having worked like a bee on overtime for the past few Minecraft days, it was all finally nearing completion.  Steve was excited; his magnificent multi-storey masterpiece was almost ready to be displayed to the world in its full, angular glory. An adventurer without a home is like a dog without a bone, he thought to himself, grinning.

Steve was happy in his work, paying no attention to the world around him. But little did Steve know that a green-bodied, scowling fiend lay out there, patiently waiting in the shadows for its chance to strike...

Steve finished blocking the last details to his house and looked at it, admiring his work.

“Well, I might not be too hot when it comes to taking out the trash, but there’s no way Mom could call me a slacker after this,” he said to himself.  Steve was more than happy with the job he had done, to achieve things all by yourself was a fine feeling he thought, and made you more confident about doing other things in the future. 

As he stood there, congratulating himself on a job well done, a pair of cold black eyes fastened on him, its four small feet propelling it forward in deathly silence; the cucumber-shaped hell-beast headed towards the luckless adventurer.

When Steve finished, he went inside. In a room on thefirst floor lay an enchantment table surrounded by bookshelves. Glyphs were being drawn from the books into the table like butterflies to a beautiful flower.  He was just about to place a sword onto it to be enchanted when a noise startled him.

Steve jumped, then relaxed. What could possibly be a threat to him in the comfort of his own home? What could possibly ... BOOM!

There was a noise like a meteorite hitting a firework factory, and the building started shaking.

“Whuh?” Steve grunted, shocked.  He ran outside to see what could have caused the commotion. A large piece of the front of his house had simply disappeared; in its place lay a smoking crater. This had to be the work of a creeper, he thought to himself, but how could one of the little green beasts have created such devastation?

Steve prepared himself for follow-up attacks, but there were none; it was as quiet as a turkey farm the day after Thanksgiving. Then he heard the door creak open.

“You’ve messed with the wrong Minecrafter, block boy!” Steve shouted, more confidently than he felt.  . He pulled himself together, his health was high, his sword was durable, and his will was strong, time to do some Spring cleaning, he felt angrily.

When the monster appeared, however, it was unlike anything Steve had seen before. This creature looked like a creeper, but there was something darned peculiar about it.  Its face was more oblong than most, and it had arched eyebrows over its scowling face.  Steve realized that he was looking at a legend straight out of the forums.

It was a Master Creeper.

Steve had read about such beasts in forum posts littered with spelling mistakes, but never imagined one of them would walk straight into his home like a lunkheaded neighbor from hell.  It scared him, but he was not going to let this explosive runner-bean shaped intruder ruin his lovely home, no way!  The creeper looked like it was going to blow, but didn’t.  Instead it appeared to be waiting for him.

Steve heard these creepers knew how to regenerate. So drawing the thing out and then defeating it with the normal hit and run tactic was not an option. He had to get out of here.

Suddenly, the creature vanished as quickly as candy on Halloween night. Steve heard a hissing sound from afar, it sounded like laughter.

Steve remembered what the legends said about that creature.  It looked like a normal creeper, but one that packed more power than Superman on a punch bag. If this thing could detonate repeatedly, then it was a threat to all the houses in the region, but how can you defeat such a monster? He thought worriedly.

It was no use. For now Steve couldn’t figure out a way. The laughing hiss continued to echo through his mind, and as Steve thought about it, he grew angry.  If it hadn’t detonated when it first saw him, then it must be waiting for a better time to strike. He could never relax, because he would always know at the back of his mind that the beast would be waiting for him to do so before blowing up like a lactose-intolerant kid after two milkshakes. He was out of his depth, he needed help! 

Steve grabbed his travel items.  He had a chest full of stuff, but he only carried what he needed - his iron sword and diamond pickaxe, and set off to look for assistance.

As soon as he reached the nearest village, Steve headed for the library, scouring the shelves until, partly hidden behind cobwebs, he found an ancient book entitled Legendary Beasts of the Minecraft World. Like all books in the land it was written in the strange signs that so confused novice Minecrafters. Steve, however, was no novice, and understood enough to know what he was looking for. Suddenly he saw it, the answer striking him like an unexpected custard pie to the face.

Golems! They were the key to it, and not just the standard iron one with a liking for roses, but six different types.  It was worth a shot, that’s for sure.

Steve put the book back on the shelf and prepared himself for the adventures to come.  He was going to find himself some golems, and when he did, he would defeat them and then convince them to help him in his quest.  It might not be a surefire plan, but it was the best he had. But before he started out, he needed to use the village’s enchantment table; there was something he needed to add to his sword.

Chapter Two

He explored the mountains nearby, searching for the caves where the solitary creatures made their homes. As he wandered, he checked for signs of the Master creeper’s presence. He couldn’t fight it alone, he needed his snowy allies.

Finally, Steve stopped outside a likely looking cave. Golems weren’t aggressive unless provoked, but he knew that, like so many creatures in this world, it could be roused to anger if it felt threatened.

“Come on out snow cone, I’m going to turn you into sorbet!” Steve shouted into the cave.

A twiggy arm appeared at the entrance to the cave, followed by a pumpkin head. The Golem looked at him suspiciously, but made no move to attack. Steve knew that he must be nastier to get the beast to attack.

“Your Mother was made from yellow snow!” Steve screamed.  That did the trick! With a crunching sound of compacted snow, the golem started to rouse.  Leaving a trail of snow in its wake, the Gollum flew towards him, ready to turn the rude adventurer into a human Popsicle

Steve only had an iron sword on him. He knew the golem was going to be hard to defeat, yet a lot easier than what lay in wait for him back home.

The golem suddenly lifted its arms and fired a volley of snowballs at Steve, who ducked behind a nearby rock. Screaming in fury at the insult, it threw snowballs at a furious pace, its pumpkin grin twisted in anger.

Steve however, was ready for it. He pulled out his sword, and, with a word of command, it burst into a bright red flame. 

Seeing the fire, the golem grew fearful, and stared backing away, throwing snowballs as it went. Steve laughed and threw himself forward, knocking the snowballs out of the air in a shower of steam and hissing noises. With each swing he got closer and closer, until, at last, he stood over the cowering snow creature. 

“Give it up glacier guts, or I’ll turn you into tap water,” he shouted, causing the buttons on its chest to shake in fear.

“You are strong.  I have been defeated.  I will follow you, you have truly proven yourself to have snow balls” he said admiringly.

“Well, it was snow joke defeating you, but I can chill out now”, he grinned, causing the snowman’s little black eyes to go round with confusion.

“So, what is it that you want?” the golem asked politely.

“I need your help.  The Master Creeper is real. Given that he will not die like a normal creeper, there is no telling the damage he could do if not stopped.

The golem nodded, understanding the situation.

“Then we must be on our way stranger, because, as we know, time is sleeting,” the golem said seriously.

His range of snow related puns exhausted, Steve headed off to his next location, the snow golem skating happily behind him. The next one was going to be more challenging though, but he had a few more tricks up his sleeve.

Chapter Three

The next golem that Steve had to go after was the emerald one. Peaceful by nature, they made their homes in forests.  It seemed to be like every other golem, except this one had a special power. It was modded to have the ability to fight with a bamboo sword. Steve knew that it was going to be a hard battle; stone golems were tough, unless, of course, one know their weak spot.

As he entered a glade, he saw the huge creature sitting on a tree trunk; it sniffed the air with its large nose, and then turned its sad eyes towards him.

“What is it outsider?” the golem asked.

“I need you to come with me and help me defeat a creeper the size of a tree, I think your tough skin may be essential,” Steve explained.

“Well don’t worry. I’ll be waiting here.  If any intruders come I’ll protect you,” the golem said.

“But why would I wish to do that, and why does your body seem much rounder than those of the villagers?” the golem asked.

“I’m Steve.  I come from a galaxy far, far away, but never mind all that, I badly need your help,” Steve explained.

The golem listened and nodded.  “Well, I’m supposed to be the guardian of the forest. But if you defeat me I’ll come with you. I don’t know about the Master Creeper, but I do like a bit of action now and again,” the golem said.

They readied themselves for battle, the golem holding a bamboo sword.  The golem threw itself forward, despite its huge size, it was faster than a jackrabbit on roller-skates, its huge oblong arms swinging the massive sword as though it weighed nothing. Steve blocked the blow, its force nearly taking his arm off.  He moved desperately backward, buying time until the snow golem was in a position to strike.

“Now!”  He shouted. The Snow Gollum came up behind his larger cousin and let loose a blizzard of snow balls. The huge creature spun round, its crystal skin turning blue with the cold. It tried to attack the snowman, but the cold had started to freeze its movements, it slowed. And then was still.

.

“Now, said Steve. In this condition, I could turn you into an expensive rockery with one blow. Since I’m a nice guy, I’m not going to do that. Instead, I’m going to use my fiery sword here to thaw you out, but, if you try to attack me again, it’s back in the refrigerator you go,” Steve said.

Steve moved the sword up and down the frozen giant like the world’s most powerful hair-dryer. Within a few minutes, the frost was a wet puddle at the creature’s feet, and it began to move its arms carefully.

“You are an honorable man, stranger,” the creature said, nodding its huge head, “I will be glad to help you in your quest”.

“That’s great,” replied Steve, we can certainly use your help and I guarantee plenty of action along the way. The golem then turned around and looked at its smaller cousin curiously.

“I take it he defeated you as well?” the Emerald golem said.

The Snow golem nodded, but stayed silent.  The next golem was going to be fun, Steve thought.  He was going to face the Iron golem.

Steve knew where to find one; it was nearby, guarding a village. It was bored though, and Steve knew how to persuade it.  The Iron golem was busy patrolling the village. When it saw him, it stopped, waiting for him to draw near.

“Who are you?” the golem said.

“You’re the king of the iron golems right?” Steve replied to this one. It was a bit bigger than most of the ones he had seen guarding the towns, and it was a fair guess that it, like most things that were bigger than other similar things in the Minecraft world, it had some position of authority.

The golem looked at Steve with a curious glance before speaking once again. “I might be. But who are you?” the golem asked.

“I’m Steve, and I need your help.  I need to recruit you for my team. The Master Creeper isn’t just a fantasy created by bloggers who have too much time on their hands. It’s real, it causes more trouble than a zombie after four cans of Red Bull, and we need to end its reign of terror,” Steve said confidently.

The golem nodded, getting up.  “Your language is strange to me, young man. I know not of these bloggers, or of red bulls. But I admire courage. We’ll go over to the mountain to fight, and if you win, I’ll join you.”

“Sounds fine to me,” Steve replied. Steve and the Iron golem walked over to the mountain. There was lava nearby, and Steve knew he could use that to his advantage. Of course, the golem probably knew about that as well, so he would have to try to outwit the lumbering beast. Steve knew one thing; however, he wasn’t going to take any chances.

The golem began to attack, swinging its long arms, overgrown with ivy, at him. This time he couldn’t rely on assistance, he must do it all himself. The creature jumped forward with each powerful swing, Steve dodged, and began raining blows upon it, but it was no use, his sword was made of the same material as the golem, making it totally useless. Suddenly, the creature caught him a massive blow, one which launched him into the air to land beside the stream of lava. Steve lay on his back, gasping for air, his now-useless sword lying a few feet away. Quickly, the golem headed towards him with huge strides. Steve, totally stunned, could only watch helplessly as his doom approached.

The golem hovered over him, ready to deal the final blow. With the terror of death upon him, Steve suddenly found his strength once more, and threw his legs out from him in a mighty kick. The creature staggered back, then fell into the lava, his body beginning to glow red with the heat. Quickly, Steve reached out with his pick; the creature grabbed it, and, with Steve’s help, soon pulled itself back onto the rock. The golem looked at Steve and smiled.

“You’re pretty strong,” he said.

“Thanks.  You are too,” Steve replied.

“I’ll gladly join your team. You’re a worthy opponent,” the Iron golem stated.

Steve was happy with the way this was going. He only had to recruit three more, and he would have an army capable of kicking green butt from the Nether to the Overworld.

Chapter Four

The next one to deal with was the Diamond golem. It lived, the Iron golem informed him, in a cave across the ocean. He had heard that the creature liked to think of itself as being very smart. Steve knew that he had no chance of beating it in combat, so he would have to outwit it. The creature lived on a mountain where precious stones lay scattered like baubles on a Christmas tree. It was truly beautiful and Steve wondered what brave adventurers had tried their luck in the past. This was a dangerous area to explore. however. In the Minecraft universe, no good materials came easily, and he was glad to have the company of the three golems for protection.

When they reached the diamond encrusted cave where the creature made its lair, Steve shouted “Come out and face me Sparkles, and I’ll make you into a ring to give to my future wife.”

The enormous creature, much bigger than the emerald one, rushed out of the cave. It stopped in shock, seeing the tiny human before it, and asked;

“How could you possibly beat me, tiny human?”  Laughing at the puny man standing before it.

“We will have a test of wits,” Steve replied. “I will ask you three riddles, and if you fail to get an answer, you will help me in my quest.”

“Yes, that sounds fascinating” The beast replied, most humans simply want to fight, which grows so tiresome after a while. Indeed, I’m amazed that nobody has come up with such a contest before!” Stated the giant, surprised.

“Well, yes,” replied Steve, a little embarrassed, “It is completely original and entirely my idea. Anyway, here is the first riddle, what Minecraft building has the most stories?”

“Um, it’s the Sand Temple; no it’s the palace... No wait, it’s a trick. Fiction books have stories- It’s the library!

Steve was impressed, but tried not to let his concern show. “Right, number two. What is brown and sticky?”

The monster looked confused for a while. This young human clearly knew his riddles. “Brown and sticky, you say, um, a cow pat? A pumpkin patch after a creeper detonation?” He stopped, and Steve thought he had him. Then the creature’s gaze caught the snow golem’s twiggy arm. “Wait, I know, it’s a stick. Ha, that was easy really. You’ll have to do better than that, young man!”

Steve thought very hard, trying to remember the riddles the math teacher sometimes set them. Finally, he had it. 

“I can be used to build castles, but I crumble in your hands. I can help a man see, and am found all around the lands,” he recited.

The golem put its enormous transparent arms around its head in confusion. Never in all his many years had he dealt with such a mighty intelligence.

“Right, it’s... No, that doesn’t make any sense. Um, hang on, is it? No, that makes even less sense than before, give me two minutes, OK. “

As they waited for the giant to think of the answer, Steve searched his pockets, but found nothing interesting. The snowman amused itself by shooting snowballs at the seagulls flying overhead, while the Iron and Emerald golems wrestled each other playfully. Eventually, the Diamond golem gave up, smashing its huge fists to the ground in frustration. “You beat me.” It said sadly, throwing up its rectangular arms in disappointment.

“The answer is sand. Now, my precious skinned friend, time is wasting and we need your help. Your powerful brain will be of use, as will your mighty strength.”

The golem nodded, getting up and looking at Steve.

“For an opponent like you, I sure will.  Let’s defeat this creeper; I don’t like the idea of such as he in the world. But tell me, young human, do you have any more of these wonderful riddles? ”

“Maybe another time, perhaps when you have a birthday, my Gollum,” Steve replied, smiling at a joke the golems couldn’t understand.

Steve and the golem walked out of the cave.  It was time to face the final two. They would be hard, but Steve, once again, had a plan. He would beat them at their own game, and soon an army of long armed, big-nosed, protectors would be his to command. It was time to for the final showdowns.

Chapter Five

Steve knew his next target to defeat was going to be the Obsidian golem. This one was only slightly harder than the Emerald golem. The way to defeat this particular one was to pull out the Redstone in its chest that gave it its power. This was, in theory, not so hard, but it was protected by obsidian, which was something that not even diamond swords could defeat. Steve needed to figure out a strategy to attack it.

Steve knew his best option would be to pull out the jewel in the center with his bare hands. He just needed to get the creature down on the ground and wrench it out like a dentist pulling an enormous tooth. Steve was excited by the conflict, the real Minecraft universe, just like the online one, rewarded creativity, and Steve know there would always be a matching solution to every problem, and it was just a matter of finding it.

Steve knew that the Obsidian golem was guarding one of the Redstone houses to the west. Steve inched closer, looking at the neat Redstone houses in fascination and making a mental note to come back to the area and explore at a later time. Not now though, he had unfinished business to sort out.  The rest of Steve’s golems hung slightly back, curious to see how he would handle this one.

Steve approached the fifth golem, who drew himself to his feet, blocking their path. Steve could see the Redstone in the middle. It was big, and was going to take some prying out.

“Who are you?” the golem asked, annoyed. “And why is your head round, and not square?”

“I’m Steve; I am from a land where shapes are more complicated.  And I’m here to defeat you,” Steve replied. He brandished his sword. The golem laughed.  

“Are you sure?  Do you really think you can defeat me?  I’m a golem, not some feeble skeleton,” the golem roared.

“I’m sure I can.  I’ve defeated four others before you, can you not see them?  To be honest, I badly need your help to defeat the Master Creeper,” Steve explained. “And if defeating you in combat will win you over, then that is what I must do.”

The golem looked at Steve, its eyes glowing a dull red in amusement, but then it smiled.  “Fair enough.  I’m trying to guard my master, and if I win then I’ll let him know that we have an intruder. He can deal with you accordingly. If you win, which I highly doubt, I’ll come with you,” the golem suggested.

Steve agreed to those demands, it was time to turn trouble into rubble. Steve swung his pickaxe, he would mine the rocky rabble-rouser into submission, but before Steve could even land a blow, the creature disappeared.

“What in the World of Warcraft?” Steve exclaimed. He never saw a golem disappear like that. The golem, however, reappeared behind him and swung its huge arms straight down onto Steve’s back, as hard as if it were a sledgehammer.  Steve gasped, trying to get air. But he fell to the ground. The golem walked over to him and pressed its foot down onto Steve’s back. The weight was almost crushing, and Steve tried desperately to move.

“See?  I told you that you wouldn’t be able to defeat me. I’m not some predictable low level foe. You should have done your research before challenging me,” the golem sneered.

The creature withdrew its foot, allowing Steve to roll to his feet once more. He was running out of options, but there was still one thing that Steve had up his sleeve, literally and metaphorically.

It was a potion.  Steve always kept it hidden up his sleeve in case of emergencies.  It was one which would increase agility.  Steve drank it, and immediately the world around him seemed as slow as the frame update rate on the computers his parents told him existed in the distant 1980’s. It was time to be the jackhammer to the golem’s tarmac. Steve got up, lunging at the golem with his pickaxe. It moved fast, but Steve was able to see it now. He started to block him with his sword, while using the pick to try to grasp the stone in its chest.

Steve, now moving so quickly he appeared as a blur to the watching golems, suddenly thrust his foot behind the creature, causing it to fall heavily to the ground. At that point Steve made his move. He lunged at the golem, pushing the pick behind the stone, and then, with a mighty heave it came loose and fell to the ground behind him. Steve had done it; he had beaten the Obsidian golem.

Steve looked at the golem with a triumphant smile. The golem lay there, unable to move without the source of its power, and then, after a moment Steve put the stone back in. he golem came to life, looking at Steve and nodding admiringly.

“Well, you’re certainly a lot faster than you first looked.  I’ll join you,” the golem said.

“Thank you,” Steve replied politely.

He defeated the second-hardest golem out there. The obsidian golem was now on his side.  Now it was time to see the Redstone golem and kick some creeping butt.

The Redstone golem stood at the top of the tallest building in the village, looking sadly at the deserted streets below.  He didn’t look ready to battle; he looked like he wanted to spend the day in bed with a cup of hot chocolate, watching daytime soaps.  Steve walked over to the creature and smiled supportively.

“Are you okay?” Steve asked.

“Not really. Ever since the Master Creeper started appearing, the village has been in a shambles.  Terrified of being blown up, all the villagers have run away, what can I do now? I’m a Redstone golem; my job is to protect others. Without people, I’m as useless as a can of deodorant to a zombie,” the massive creature said sadly.

“I understand how you must feel. I wanted to ask if you were willing to help me though.  We can have a competition to decide it if you like, but I’m trying to defeat the Master Creeper,” Steve said.

The golem got up, looking at Steve with a shocked expression. “Wait, you’re taking on the Master Creeper?  But you’re just an outsider!” the golem said.

Steve was a little miffed at being called that, just because he didn’t look like he was make out of cardboard boxes, but he knew he had to remain calm, he was an outsider in this strange new world .

“I know that I probably don’t look all that tough an opponent, but I was able to defeat these five golems.  They’re all the leaders of different types of golems in their area.  I defeated them all before I came to you, and I know that with their help and yours, I’ll be able to defeat the Master Creeper.  If we all stand together, we can defeat him before he causes any more trouble in this world,” said Steve reasonably.

The Redstone golem looked at Steve with fresh eyes; he clearly wasn’t as weak as his rounded shape suggested. He was trying to sniff out anything bad with Steve, but the human was being honest, he looked Steve in the eyes and smiled.

“I like your style. You’re the type of guy that I could work with. I know that you beat the other golems fair and square, and I have a strong feeling that you’ll be able to do the same with me.  But I don’t want to fight.  In fact, I want to find this Master Creeper and turn him into a crispy salad. I don’t like the chaos he’s been causing, or the fact that I’ll pick up the pieces that have been dropped,” the golem said.

“So you’ll come with me?” Steve asked.

“Of course.  Just give me a few minutes to find the villagers in the mountainside and tell them the plan, and then I’m all yours. After an hour, which Steve spent exploring the village, the creature returned.

“Well, the villagers are happy that something’s being done about the problem, and now I’m all yours. It’s time to defeat the Master Creeper. I’m ready when you are,” the golem said.

Steve nodded in happy agreement. Then he, The Redstone golem, and the rest of his golem army walked away from the village, each of them determined to defeat this monster.  Steve was happy he finally got everyone to work with him, but he knew that the journey had only just begun.  
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Chapter One

Steve sat at his computer, playing Minecraft and having a great time.  It was one of his favorite games, and it was something that he loved to do.  The creatures were fun to battle in the game, and he had the ability to do whatever he wanted in the Minecraft universe.  He felt like he was kind of the world when he played the game. Steve never stopped until his mother came in and told him that it was time to eat.  Sometimes his mom would tell him to do his homework before he played the game, but since he was nine,  it only took thirty minutes to finish his homework.  That left more time for Minecraft.

Steve loved the game, and he spent every moment that he could playing it.  Steve found so many new and interesting treasures while playing the game that he never stopped.  That was what he enjoyed, and he knew Minecraft was the perfect game for him.

There was a secret to it though that made it even better.

Steve was exploring an underground cavern this time when it happened.  It happened a couple of times before, but this time it felt different.  Steve felt his body start to grow smaller and his computer screen glow.  Steve then felt himself sucked into his computer, and after a second he was in the world of Minecraft.

This happened to Steve before, but it usually happened when he was building things.  Steve never got sucked into the game at this point, and he wondered how he was able to enter it.  Steve looked around when he got there, realizing that he was in the cave he worked in before the game sucked him in.

“How did I get in here?” he asked.

Steve wondered why he was even here.  He thought the only way he was able to get in was when he was by his house.  It was so cool seeing the structures he created in the game itself, but this time something felt off.  Steve could feel the nervousness prickling at his skin, and he wondered just what this was about.

Steve looked around the cavern.  It was just like the one he saw before.  Steve tried to figure out where to go, but something was calling out to him.  Steve could feel the presence of something begging for him to go a certain way.  He decided it was time to investigate, and after a moment he started to explore.

Steve moved forward, looking up at the giant lava formation that was nearby.  Steve didn’t want to get anywhere near that.  He didn’t know what would happen if he died in the Minecraft universe.  He hoped he wouldn’t have to worry about that sort of thing.

Still, there was something off about this area.  It was as if there was something out there that wanted Steve to go further.  Steve could feel the presence around him, and when that happened he knew there was something up.  Steve walked forward, and when he did, he heard the sound of a rock come crashing down behind him.  This was weird, especially since there had to be someone around to make that structure fall.  Something wasn’t right.

Steve kept on going though, and when he got to the end of the cavern, he saw a library.  Steve wondered how in the world a library ended up here.  He grabbed the handle of the door, realizing that it was just a normal door and nothing more.  Maybe Steve was just nervous because he had never been in a situation like this.  Maybe it was because he was used to only seeing a couple of animals or

the occasional skeleton soldier when he entered the game.  This was like a whole new world, and the fact that it was made Steve uneasy.

Steve opened the door, entering the library.  He left the door open, making sure that he was able to get out of there.  There were books everywhere, and Steve wanted to check them all out.  He didn’t want to stop at one book, he wanted to see them all. 

There was something off about this place though.  He felt the presence that he felt earlier grow even stronger.  Maybe it was because Steve was nervous about what would happen next, but he had to take a chance.  He had to assume things would go all right.  He was just going to take a look around the place and then leave.

Steve saw a couple of interesting books.  There was a book on how to craft certain things out of various ores, and there was even a map of where to get some diamond.  This place was a treasure trove of amazing things, and Steve wondered just what else he could find.  He thought there might be more, but little did he know of the extent of information in this place.

Steve turned a corner and even saw a portal to the Nether.  What in the world was that doing there?  That’s probably where the presence came from.  Steve wondered if it was even a good idea to stay there with that thing around.  He wanted to explore some more, but he didn’t know if it was a good idea.  If he made one wrong step, he could fall into the Nether and then he would have to fight enemies with weapons he didn’t have. 

As Steve looked right, his desire for weapons was answered.  There was a wooden pickaxe, a wooden sword, and a couple of armor pieces.  Wow, someone must have taken a while to make this!  Steve didn’t know if stealing this was the best idea, but what else could he do?  He needed the weapons, and it looked like nobody was using them.  He would return them once he was done checking out the cavern and making a pathway to the surface. 

As Steve tried them on though, he could feel something around him.  He didn’t know if taking this was a good idea, but what other choice did he have?  He didn’t know where to get weapons, and there were no materials around to make a crafting table.  He was a sitting duck if he didn’t make any.  That was the reason for taking these things.

As he put on the least piece of armor though, he heard a crash. 

“What was that?” Steve asked.

Steve looked around.  The place started growing dim, and Steve wondered just what was going on.  All of a sudden, he heard the sound of laughter.  It grew louder and louder until it echoed through the room.

“Very good Steve.  You took the bait.  I knew you would.  Now it’s time to play my game, whether you like it or not.  I hope you’re able to survive, but you probably won’t,” the voice said.

Before Steve could find the mysterious voice, the creature moved its feet on the other side of the library’s floor.  Steve looked around and in front of him were two zombies.  They let out a low groan before they lunged at Steve, their intent to kill.

Want EVEN MORE Minecraft Adventures? Check out...

The Weeping of the Angels
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From The Weeping of the Angels – An Unofficial Minecraft Adventure

Steve was snapped out of his day dream by a distinctive scuttling noise.  It was like hissing and crackling paper at the same time.  He instantly recognized the noise as a spider.  Night was falling in the Minecraft sky, which, Steve realized, was still above him.  Was he still dreaming?  Steve pinched his arm.  “Wake up!”  He cried, out loud, just in case.  Steve was filled with excitement, disbelief, and then, as the noise got louder, sheer terror!  Clumsily, Steve reached into his arsenal to get a weapon, but in his panicked frenzy he found himself mining instead.  Steve stopped, and blinked, not knowing what to do. He couldn’t see his room anymore.  Suddenly, all he could see was the flashing of cubes as he fell down the mine shaft.  Instinctively, Steve reached to move his mouse, but he couldn’t feel it in his hand! He looked down to see where it had gone and found that his arm had turned into a cube. 

Steve tried to close his eyes to make things normal again, but he couldn’t. He couldn’t close his eyes even a little bit. It was like they were glued wide open. Steve tried to understand what was going on but he couldn’t. Nothing made sense at all; it was like he was actually IN Minecraft! 

“This can’t be possible!” Steve’s cry trailed behind him like an echo as he plummeted through the empty space. 

Steve hit the ground so hard it knocked the wind out of him.  His flat back ricocheted off of the bedrock at the bottom of the mine shaft, and his square head smacked right back down on it.  Steve was jarred by the pain.  Every part of him hurt and he was so stiff he wasn’t sure he could move.  Out of the corner of his eye, Steve thought he saw a little heart fade away.  “Nah, that couldn’t be possible, right?” he asked himself. 

Gingerly, Steve tried to sit up, but he wasn’t moving the same way as normal. It was as though his joints didn’t have balls in them.  Steve pushed backward with his arms like levers and pumped himself upright.  It took all of his efforts just to stand.  Taking in his new surroundings, Steve started to believe it was actually possible.  Black and grey dappled bedrock lined the floor, and sandy yellow cubes were stacked up as high as he could see.  Steve looked down again at his cubed hands and boxy body.  He reached up and touched the lines of his square head.  He had no fingers to run through his shaggy hair, but that didn’t matter because his hair was flat too!  Slowly, it dawned on him.  This. Was. Real.  He was IN Minecraft!  

Steve had fallen into a room of some sort, but there was a doorway that must lead to something else.  Filled with excitement and curiosity, Steve walked out of the room and down a dark corridor. Cubed torches lined the walls but the light didn’t fall the same way that it did in the real world. It only fell in little cubed areas.  Everywhere else was pitch black.  Steve slowed down as he reached another door.  He heard the familiar hissing crackle of a spider behind him again and he knew that it wasn’t safe to stay out in the open.  If this was real and he had somehow been pulled into the game, then he knew he couldn’t afford to be attacked.  Steve could see that he only had two hearts remaining.  He had been playing in Hard mode, so he wouldn’t be re-spawning any time soon. Steve's hearts raced at the thought of no re-spawns. Hard mode meant that his enemies would deal greater damage.  This was dangerous!  Thinking of nothing but making it safely through the night, Steve pushed open the door and walked inside.  The noises grew louder in the darkness – a mob of spiders was gathering!  Steve didn’t waste any time slamming the door shut behind him.

It was so quiet in the new room that Steve could feel the silence around him like a blanket.  He tried to blink his eyes again, forgetting that they couldn’t do that.  He was blind for a moment as his eyes adjusted to the new lighting. The whole room was flooded with a bluish light that Steve had never seen before.  As he swiveled his brick head back and forth, Steve saw that the room was filled with strange statues in all different shapes and sizes. The only thing the statues had in common were large wings on their backs, and for some reason, they were all covering their faces with their hands.  They looked like angels. “That’s weird.” he thought.  “I’ve never seen that before.”  

As Steve looked about to see if there was another door that he might be able to escape through, he heard something move behind him.  Steve turned around, but there was nothing there, just the angel statues.  Still looking for a doorway, Steve moved further into the room.  There was the noise again, like stone scraping against the bedrock!  Steve’s spine tingled.  Still not seeing another door, Steve began to panic.  “There’s no way out of here!” he thought.  Frantically, he tried to assess his situation and come up with a plan.  That’s when Steve got the fright of his life:  As he stood there thinking that perhaps he could just hide out until morning, a heavy hand landed on his shoulder!  

Steve’s two remaining hearts raced and he could hear them thump in his ears. He was so frightened that he froze.  Steve put his block hands up over his eyes, covering his face like the angel statues, as though that would hide him.  As the hand pulled him backward, he did nothing to fight it.  Worried thoughts sprinted through Steve’s mind; he didn’t know what was going to happen, but he didn’t dare look behind him.  Steve’s health was low.  He only had two hearts and whatever had a hold of him could take them away. 

“Hello! Didn’t mean to scare you there!” came a lilting voice from behind Steve as the hand fell away from his shoulder. Steve turned around to see who the voice with the funny accent belonged to.  There before him stood another cuboid version of a person, wearing, of all things, a bow tie!  Steve hadn’t realized that he had left the game on multiplayer.  The avatar seemed to be rolling on his heels as he waited for Steve to respond.  

“Uh, who are you?” was all that Steve could muster.  Straightening his bow tie with both block hands the other cuboid replied, “I’m....ah....the....Curator!” 

“A curator of what?” Steve asked, wondering why anyone would have a job like that in a game like this.  

“Ahhh, a curator of things.” The Curator replied, emphasizing the last word, as though that was quite obvious.  

“I’m Steve.” Steve said. He watched in wonder as the curator rushed around a tiny room that was separating them from the statues.  

“Did you notice anything strange?” The Curator asked. Steve tried to work out what The Curator was doing, but he didn’t seem to actually be doing anything.  

“About what?” Steve asked. 

Stopping still and locking eyes with Steve, the Curator replied slowly, as though speaking to a small child: “About the angel statues.”  Steve shrugged his square shoulders.  Looking at Steve with confusion, The Curator copied him.  “What’s this?” He asked, shrugging his shoulders up and down.  Steve couldn’t help but smile a little as the Curator threw his limbs about. 

“I guess it sounded like they were moving?” Steve said with a question to his voice. He didn’t want the Curator to think that he was stupid. 

The Curator stared at Steve for a minute; he seemed to thinking hard about something, but Steve couldn’t tell what. 

“You’ve woken them all up!” The Curator hollered while spinning around in an energetic circle. “You’ve woken them all up and now they're all... cranky.” The Curator finished, wrinkling his nose. 

“I’ve woken what up?” Steve asked, flabbergasted. There was nothing else around but the two of them and the statues. 

“It doesn’t matter.  Just don’t blink.” the Curator said as he peered around the corner and out into the room. 
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When 11 year old Steve gets into his game, he really gets INTO his game. Powerful forces are at work and now Steve has to survive an Ancient Library with deadly secrets that threaten his life and the survival of Minecraft itself!
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