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Hey reader!
We are SO excited you found our books and we dedicate this one to you. Everyone we have talked to so far has been super nice and loved the story! We love that people are getting to jump into these books and have some fun.
We think now more than ever, we need to find ways to have a little fun! 2020 has been quite the year and the world is kind of a crazy place right now. For most of you, life probably isn’t very normal. You may or may not be going to regular school, and if you are, it probably doesn’t look the same as it used to. Many of you are learning from home which is kinda cool in some ways, but has it’s own challenges, too. We understand! Our life got tipped topsy-turvey as well. We want you to know that we get it! And it’s okay to have big feelings about it. Remember, if you’re feeling super stressed or worried or just really struggling, talk to an adult you trust. They’re probably feeling stressed and worried and struggling too! I think most of us are. But you don’t have to hide your feelings, and they can help you sort through them.
This book was possible because of this crazy year. We had more time to spend with the kids at home and we wanted to find new things to do together. It’s important to remember, good things can come out of dark times!
Anyways, that doesn’t have anything to do with Minecraft, but we thought it was important to say. We value you and are so glad you’re choosing to spend your time  hanging out with The Accidental Minecraft Family!




The Accidental Minecraft Family

 
Book 1




Chapter 1

 
“AAAAAHHHH!” Mom screamed as she sat up and looked around. Bruce the cat had jumped on her head like he always did when she was asleep. This time though, when Mom opened her eyes to shove him off, she was not in her familiar bed with Dad sleeping away next to her. She wasn’t even in their house.
“AAAAAHHHH!” she screamed again, and yelled at Dad, who was snoring loudly in his own bed next to hers. 
“ZZZZZZ!” snored Dad. She smacked his shoulder to wake him up. 
“Mom?” Kate said, blinking her eyes awake from her own bed, which was also right by Mom’s. She rubbed her tired face, and as her eyes focused and she saw where they were, she screamed, too.
“AAAAAHHHH!!! Wake up, Jack!” She kicked her little brother who was fast asleep in another one of the beds.
“ZZZZZZ!!” Dad still snored. 
Jack jumped out of bed, but he didn't scream. At least not in fear. “SO COOL!” he shouted punched at the air, then ran off to look around. 
“Jack! Wait up! Where are you going?!” Kate yelled and followed him. 
“ZZZZZZ!!!” Dad snored. 
Mom wasn’t having any more of it though, and threw the cat, Bruce, at him. The cat landed, as cats tend to do, with his claws out, right on Dad’s head. 
“Ow! Ya darn cat!” Dad said and stood up to move the cat. He grabbed at Bruce, whose full name was Bruce Lee the Scar-Faced Ninja Attack Kitty from Japan (Who Smells Like Poop), because of the streak of white fur that looked like a scar on his face. And because he farted. A lot. 
Bruce was too fast for Dad, though, and darted away.
Mom had calmed down slightly, or at least she had stopped screaming. Then she got a good look at Dad and screamed again.
“AHHH! You’re a blockhead!” she yelled, blinking her eyes in disbelief. She rubbed them and blinked again. Dad was still a blockhead. And a whole block body, for that matter. He had a block face, block arms, block torso, and block feet.
“Hey, now!” Dad said, sounding quite offended. “There’s no need to call me names.” He turned to look at Mom and his mouth fell open in a square. “You’re a blockhead, too!” he shouted.
“Is... is this real life?” Mom asked, nervously. Dad pinched her and she jumped. “Seems real to me,” he said.
In unison, the two parents slowly looked around. Nothing seemed familiar. Well, except for their two kids running around chasing each other with the cat following closely after. They were used to that. But everything else? They had no idea where they were.
“What is going on?” Mom asked, drawing out each word.
“I don’t know, honey,” Dad said. “But if I had to guess, I think we might be in that video game the kids play. That miner-something-er-other...”
“Oh, I knew it! I knew we never should have allowed video games in the house!” Mom said, stomping her block foot. “They are nothing but bad news! I’ve said all along they would rot your brain, but look what they did to us now! They rotted our whole life!” She crossed her arms angrily and stood up in a huff. “Jack! Jack, you get us out of here! Right this instant, young man!”
“What in the world do we do now?” Dad asked to no one in particular. 
Just then, Jack came running over. “Mom! Dad! We are IN Minecraft! Isn’t this great?” Bruce the cat jumped into Jack’s arms, his favorite human. Jack rubbed his head on the cat’s head, and the cat purred. Even the cat was made of blocks.
Kate followed shortly after. “Mom... Dad... I think we are in Minecraft,” she said. She didn’t sound nearly as excited as her brother, but she was smiling.
As if on cue, all four of them looked around and, sure enough, they were in the world of Minecraft. There was just no other way to explain it. Everything was blocks. They had woken up in a row of block beds in the middle of a field. Off to one side were some block trees, and block sheep and block cows could be seen moving around in the distance. Even the white clouds up in the blue sky were blocks.
“How in the world did we get here, Jack?” Dad asked. 
“Yes, Jack, what did you do?” Mom asked, too.




Chapter 2

 
“Me?” Jack asked, pointing to himself. “I didn’t do anything.”
Dad folded his arms. “Jack, you get us home right this minute.” 
“I don't know how we got here! For real!” Jack looked somewhat offended. 
“Jack! Don't you yell at your father,”  Mom said, waggling her finger. 
“Yeah, Jack,” Kate stuck her tongue out at her brother. 
“Meow,” Bruce said. 
“Not you too, Bruce,” Jack groaned before glaring at his sister. “You’re not the parent, Kate!” he yelled. 
“Okay, okay. That is enough!” Dad yelled to get everyone’s attention. He looked at Jack. Jack looked at Dad. Dad squinted at his son’s new and strange appearance, though even through all the blocks it was undeniable he was Jack. He had bright blue eyes and shaggy blonde hair that was about a month overdue for a haircut. “So what you’re saying is, we are trapped in this weird video game, we don't know how we got here, and we don't know how to get back out?”
“Yep,” Jake said.
“Yep,” Kate said.
“Meow,” Bruce said.
Dad threw his arms up to the sky and let out a loud wail. “Nooooo!” 
Jack and Kate jumped back, startled. Jack dropped Bruce, who trotted over to one of the beds. Family crisis or not, it was always a good time for a nap, if you asked him.
Mom consoled Dad, rubbing his back. “Don’t be too upset honey, we can figure this out together. We are a family, it’s going to be okay.” 
Dad fell to his knees, cube shaped tears falling from his eyes. Jack and Kate also came over to hug him. They had never seen their Dad so distraught.
“It’s okay, Dad,” Kate said as she hugged him. 
“You don’t... understand...” Dad choked out between cries. 
“What is it, Dad?” Jack asked. 
Dad sniffled and looked up at his family. “My ribs! I had ribs ready to go on the barbecue and now I won't get to make them!” 
Mom smacked him on the shoulder in exasperation. “That's what you're worried about right now? Barbeque ribs?!”
Dad rubbed his shoulder. “I had a special sauce made and everything,” he pouted.
Jack and Kate rolled their eyes. 
“Dad, you’re ridiculous,” Kate said as she stepped away. 
“What? Barbecue is important!” Dad wiped his cheeks and stood up. “How am I going to barbecue in a video game?” 
“That's... actually a good point,” Mom said, scrunching her face up in thought. “How are we going to eat? Are we going to starve here?” She looked terrified. 
“Oh, I know!” Kate said. “I can make a furnace and you can barbecue in that!”
“Wait, what?” Dad asked, his eyebrows shoved together. “I think you must be confused, sweetie. How do I barbecue in a furnace? That’s for heating a house. And...” he looked around, “it doesn’t look like there even are any houses here.”
“No, Kate is right,” Jack said. “Furnaces are how you cook things in Minecraft.” 
Dad thought about this for a moment. “So what you’re saying is, I can barbecue?”
“I think so...” Jack said and shrugged his shoulders.
Dad jumped up happily. “Everything is going to be okay!” he shouted in joy and picked Jack up to swing him around. He stopped suddenly. “Where will we get the meat?” 
“Oh, that’s an easy one,” Kate said, “we get it from cows.” She pointed to a cow in the distance. 
“Moo?” said the cow.




Chapter 3

 
“Katherine Marie Smith! We do NOT kill things!” Mom had one hand on her hip and her eyebrows pushed together in an angry scowl. 
Kate rolled her eyes. “Mom, it’s a video game, that's how we get meat.”
“Well, I do not approve of violence. If I had known this was such a violent video game, I never would have let you play it,” Mom said, crossing her arms. 
Jack stood side by side with his sister. “Mom, it’s not violent, it’s survival. Besides, where did you get meat from back at home?” 
Mom sniffed and raised her chin. “I went to the store.” 
This time Dad rolled his eyes. “Honey, you know where meat comes from. Our kids know more about this place than we do, and if they want to make a barber- er- furnace for us, we should listen to them.” 
“Thanks, Dad,” Kate said. 
Dad nodded. “How much do you know about this place, anyway?” He looked around again at the strange landscape.
Jack spoke up. “Well, we only played a little, like 20 or 30 hours maybe.”
“20 hours!?” Mom shouted. “You spent an entire day playing a video game?!”
“What?” Jack said. “That's not that much. We never really did anything besides build houses and tools and explore and stuff. So we know the basics about the game, but we’re still kind of noobs.”
“We do know one really important thing, though,” Kate said. “We need to build a shelter before it turns to night.” She looked at the sky, as if she were judging how much daylight they had left.
“It’s okay, kiddo,” Dad said, rubbing her shoulder. “You don't have to be afraid of the dark with Dad around.” He stood up a little straighter and puffed out his chest.
“It’s not that, Dad,” Kate said. “At night... the mobs come out.” 
Mom smiled and her eyes got bright. “Mobs? People will find us? That’s great news!” 
“No Mom, not that kind of mob. She means monsters. They come out at night and we need to build a house so we’re safe from them,” Jack said. 
Dad eyed Jack to see if he was joking, but Jack's face was serious. 
“Nobody told me there were monsters in this game,” Mom said. “I am NOT happy you played a game with monsters.” 
Kate blew out a breath. “Mom, almost all games have some kind of monster. Even books have monsters, and you love when we read books.” 
Mom thought about that for a moment. “I suppose.” 
“What kind of monsters?” Dad asked. 
“Lots!” Jack said. “There are spiders and zombies and skeletons.”
“And skeleton archers,” Kate added. 
“And slimes and vindicators...”
“And witches!”
Mom gasped. “Oh my goodness, that's so many!”
“That's not all of them,” Jack said. 
“That’s enough, kids,” Dad cut them off. “Let’s not make your mother worry too much. Now tell me, how do we build a house?”




Chapter 4

 
“Building a house is easy,” Kate said. “We’ll have to build it out of dirt first, that will be the fastest.” 
“Oh no,” Mom said, shaking her head back and forth. “We can't do that.”
“What? Why not?” Jack asked.
“It will be so dirty,” Mom said and shuddered. 
Jack and Kate just looked at her, they couldn’t tell if she was joking or not. She seriously couldn’t be more scared of a dirt house than monsters, could she?
“Honey,” Dad said, “let’s listen to the kids. They know this place better than we do.” 
“I suppose,” Mom sighed.
Kate shook her head, smiling. “We have a little bit of time, we should explore and see if we can find a great place to build the house.”
“Yeah!” Jack said, “I love exploring new seeds!” 
“Oh we can grow a garden?” Mom asked, perking up. 
“What? No,” Jack said. “Well, yes actually, but seed is another name for a Minecraft world. Every time you start a new game, you start in a unique world. No two are the same.” 
Mom must have missed that last part as she got very excited and clapped her hands. “Did you hear that, honey?” she asked Dad. “I can grow a garden!” 
“Yes, dear,” Dad said. “See? Maybe it won’t be so bad after all. Now what do you say we listen to the kids and explore a bit?”
Mom took Dad's hand. “Okay kids, lead on!” 
Jack took off like a rocket, running around all over the place, while Kate went slower so her parents could follow. Bruce jumped up on Dad's head like a hat.
“Meow,” he said.
They walked around in a prairie for a while, finding nothing much different. Off in the distance were some huge mountains and behind them in the other direction was a forest thick with dark woods. It was warm, though not too hot, and the brilliant blue sky stretched wide above them.
They continued walking, Jack running back every now and then like a yo-yo. Mom ‘oohed’ and ‘aahed’ at all the wildflowers they came across. The sun was getting high in the sky when suddenly Kate screamed. 
“Ahhhhhh!!!” she yelled, bouncing and pointing. 
“What? What is it?” Dad said, jumping in front of her, his fists up in protection. 
“It's.. it's... it’s... a HORSE!” Kate squealed. She did a little happy dance.
“A horse?” Dad asked, but Kate was already gone, running as fast as her block legs would let her. “Is it dangerous!?” he shouted after her. 
“It probably isn’t, dear,” Mom said. “It’s not like they’re monsters. You know Kate, she has always loved horses.” 
Just then Jack came running back. “Dad! Mom! I found a great spot! There's a small stream, and a pond, and it's close to trees... it’ll be perfect!” 
“Oh, finally,” Mom said, “I was getting tired of walking.”
“Well, I can't run anymore because I’m so hungry,” Jack said.  
Mom gasped, her hands going to her mouth. “Oh no! My sweet baby! We have to get you some food!” She grabbed Jack up in a fierce hug, kissing him all over his head. 
“Mom!” Jack said, pushing her off. “It’s okay, my hunger bar is just low.” 
Mom looked at him curiously. “Hunger bar?” 
“Sure, it's that thing you see by all your hearts... you know, with the chicken legs?” Jack mimicked eating a chicken leg. 
“Oh! Is that what it is?” Mom asked. 
Jack nodded. “Yeah, if your hunger bar gets too low you can't run or heal your hearts. If it’s empty, it will even drain your hearts until you die.” 
Mom gasped even louder this time. “You can DIE from not eating in this game!?” 
Dad’s eyebrows creased. “That’s... not any different from back home, dear.” 
Mom opened her mouth to say something. Then closed it. Then opened it again. “I guess you’re right. Still, we need to get some food. I cannot just stand around while my children are hungry!” 
“Why don’t you take us to the spot you found, Jack,” Dad said. “Time’s a wastin’!”
“Right this way!” he said and waved his arm for them to follow, moving much slower than before.
“Kate!” Mom yelled over her shoulder. “Come on, dear. Leave the horse alone and come see what Jack found.” 
Kate, who had been hugging and rubbing the horse, looked over at the rest of her family. Then she went back to petting the horse. 
“Kate!” Dad yelled. “Come on girl, Jack said he found a pond and-” 
“A pond!?” Kate squealed so loud it hurt their ears even from that far away. The horse whinnied and ran off. Kate sprinted up to the rest of them. “You found a pond, Jack? Where is it?” 
“Yeah...” Jack said slowly, a questioning look on his face. 
“Yes!” Kate jumped up and down. “I can get a saddle, then I’m going to get a horse! My very own horse to keep!” 
“Uhm...” Dad said, “how does a pond help you get a saddle?” 
“Sometimes ponds have saddles!” Kate said while running around the family in a circle. Bruce the cat ran after her, not sharing her enthusiasm for the pond, but excited for any opportunity to chase something. “Okay, Jack, take us there! Hurry!” 
“I can’t hurry,” Jack said. 
“What? Why not?!” Kate asked. “I gotta get a saddle!” 
“Wait just a minute,” Dad said, scratching his chin. “Why does a pond mean you can get a saddle? I feel like I’m missing something.” 
Kate pulled up to a stop in front of him. “You can fish for one in the pond. When you fish you can catch all kinds of weird things, and that’s one of the only places you can get a saddle. And that’s why I want to get there!” She bounded off again.
Dad’s face took on a surprised look, then it slowly lit up with a huge grin. “You can fish here?!”
“Oh dear,” Mom said. “Now we’ll never get anything done.”




Chapter 5

 
“Well, what are we waiting for, Jack?” Dad asked. “Take us to the spot!” 
“Okay, okay, I’m going as fast as I can,” Jack said as he started walking off. Slowly. “I really need to eat something.” 
“I agree,” Mom said. “We all need to eat, and quickly!” 
“Oh no, honey, is your hunger bar going down, too?” 
“Yes!” Mom exclaimed, her whole face in a frown. “It's down a whole chicken leg!” 
Dad shook his head and kept following Jack. They didn’t have far to walk and soon made it to the perfect spot, just like Jack had said. There was a small stream that ran through it and led to a pond that was the perfect size for swimming. The trees of a smaller forest were nearby, and not that far off was the base of a mountain. Even the parents could see why it would make a nice place for a home.
“Oh this is so pretty,” Mom said.
“I told you it was great!” Jack said. “The only problem is the Drowned; if you get too close to the water at night...” He ran his finger across his neck.
Mom looked horrified. “What's a Drowned?”
“Underwater zombies. They come out at night or if you get too close to them,” Kate said as she turned her head this way and that. 
“What are you looking for?” Jack asked. 
“A spider. I need to make a fishing pole.” 
“Why on earth would you need a spider for a fishing pole?” Mom asked. “This video game makes no sense.”
“Well, because they drop webs when you kill them, and you need a web to make a fishing pole,” Kate said. 
Mom shook her head. “I do not like all this killing.”
“Well, if you don't fight the spiders, they will kill you at night,” Kate said. “They are mean and ugly with their little beady red eyes.”
“Kate! That is so rude!” Mom said. 
“Mom,” Jack interrupted, “why don't you go punch a tree.” 
Dad pointed his finger at Jack, his face stern. “Do not talk to your mother like that, Jack. You need to apologize right now, mister.” 
Jack held his hands up. “No, I mean, if you punch a tree, they will drop wood, which we need to make tools. And if you punch the leaves, they can drop apples so we can eat and fill our hunger bars.” 
“Oh,” Dad said. “Honey, go punch a tree.” 
Mom looked at him, her mouth open in surprise. “Humph!” she said and walked towards the green forest.
Kate chuckled. “I'll go help Mom,” she said and jogged to catch up to her. 
“Well, son, now what?” Dad asked. “What should us men do?” He slapped him on the shoulder. 
Jack rubbed his shoulder. “We need to build a house, nothing too big because I think we’re running out of time.” He pointed towards the sun, which was definitely starting to go down. “We are going to have to dig up some dirt blocks.” 
“How do we do that?” Dad asked. “We don't have any tools, and how would we make dirt into blocks, anyway?” He looked around as if tools might suddenly appear.
Jack laughed. “No Dad, everything in Minecraft already is blocks. You dig just by punching the dirt. Here, watch.” Jack looked at the ground and started punching. After a few moments, a perfectly cube-shaped hole opened in the ground, miniature cubes of dirt spraying about. “See?” he said. 
“That’s amazing!” Dad said. “It’s so... square. Let me try.” He picked a spot right in front of him and started punching the ground in the same way he saw Jack. “It doesn’t hurt!” he said, surprised, and a moment later his own cube-shaped hole appeared. “I did it! Hey, there's a lump of dirt in my little grey box things now.” 
“Oh yeah,” Jack said, “that's your hotbar. You use it to place the blocks you dig up. Like this, see?” Jack pointed and right next him a perfect cube of dirt appeared. 
Dad gasped. “That's really nifty!” He pointed next to the block Jack had placed and another block of dirt appeared, touching it. “Easy peasy! So this is how we will build the house?” 
Jack nodded. “Yep. And we better get going on it if we want to get our beds back before dark.” 
“Oh, right, the beds. I forgot about them. Uh... why do we have to get them?” Dad asked. 
“If we don't have a bed we can't sleep, and if we can't sleep our spawn points will be all the way back where those beds are.”
“I don't know what that even means, but I do know I can dig, so let's get working.”
“Good idea. You start over there and I'll start here. Once we each have a few stacks of dirt, we should start building.”
The two of them started digging, and Bruce the cat jumped and batted at the flying cubes of dirt. It was cute, but kind of annoying. A few times Jack had to move him off the block he was digging so he didn’t accidentally punch the cat instead of the ground.
As Jack collected dirt, he couldn’t help but feel lucky. I mean, what kid wouldn’t want to live in their favorite video game? He was daydreaming about what he friends at school would think, before he had to snap out of it because Dad was screaming.
“Jack! Help!” 
Jack stopped and looked around but he couldn’t see his dad anywhere.
“Dad?! Where are you?” he shouted at nobody. 
“I’m over here!” Dad shouted back. Jack still couldn’t see him.
“Keep yelling, Dad, I’ll follow your voice!” He did, and soon Jack realized where the voice was coming from. He walked over to the one-block-wide hole in the ground and sighed.
“Dad, you never dig straight down.”




Chapter 6 

 
Dad had dug himself into a dark hole that was many, many blocks deep. Jack leaned over and looked all the way down and couldn’t even see him.
“How do I get out of here?” he asked from his deep, dark pit.
Just then, Bruce peered over the ledge. You know what they say... curiosity kills the cat. Apparently he leaned a little too far over, and he fell right into the hole.
It’s a good thing cats are good at falling and always land feet first. Good for Bruce, anyway. Not so good for Dad.
Bruce “meooooooowed” all the way down until he hit the bottom. Jack knew he hit the bottom when his dad yelped out in pain. 

“Ow! You darn cat!” Jack heard his Dad shout. “Tell me how to get out of here, please, Jack! I can’t see a thing and your stupid cat is so scared, he’s holding onto my leg with every claw.”

Jack tried really hard not to laugh. “You’ll have to dig yourself out. Go over one, up one, over one, up one... like you’re making stairs. Because you, well, are making stairs.”
“Oh, why didn't I think of that?” Dad asked. “Though it sure would be nice to have some light down here!”
“You’ll be okay. You dig up and I’ll start digging down.”
The two dug and dug, dirt flying everywhere, and soon, Dad- and Bruce the cat- were free.
“Well, that was fun,” he said sarcastically. “No more digging straight down for me. I did get a lot of dirt, at least.”
“Oh good,” Jack said, “because it's time to build the house!” 
Together they began working on their shelter. Jack made the basic outline and told his dad to stack more blocks on top to build up the walls. After a few layers had been placed, Dad called out.
“Uh, Jack? I can’t reach to put the blocks on anymore! Is there a trick to this?” 
Jack peeked around the corner from where he had been working. “Make another dirt stairway and climb up the walls. Keep placing blocks while you stand on them. Just be careful not to fall off!”
Jack sighed. What would their parents even do if he and Kate weren’t here to help them?
Mom and Kate were still up in the trees. Mom was happily punching away at the leaves, giving a little chuckle every time a block of them exploded and rained down on her. “This is fun!”
Kate nodded, but was focused. She desperately wanted to find a spider and was only halfway listening to her mom. “Uh-uh... fun,” she said as she popped around every tree and searched in every nook and cranny. 
Mom had punched an entire tree to almost nothing, making very interesting karate-chop sounds with every punch. On the last block of leaves she gave a little shout for joy. An apple had fallen to the ground! She ran over and snatched it up, happy to have found some food. She felt it was her responsibility to keep her family well fed and was nervous about how she would do so in this unfamiliar world.
Noticing that her own hunger bar had lost a few more chicken legs, and being spurred on by the slight rumble in her tummy, she eyed the shiny, red apple. With a shrug and a juicy crunch, she bit into the fruit. “Oh yum!” she said, mouth full. “Kate, theesh applesh are delicioush. ...Kate?” 
She turned around but couldn’t see Kate at all. Peering around a couple trees still showed no sign of the girl. Mom got a little nervous not having any idea the kinds of dangers that existed here, but the few things she had heard about weren’t great. 
“Kaaaate!” she called. No response.
She walked along the tree line continuing to call for her daughter. Through a clearing in the trees she could see towards their camp and noticed the start of a building going up. It looked like Jack and Dad were making good progress.
She keep walking and calling for Kate. Finally, just up ahead, Mom saw a figure in the trees. She couldn’t get a great look at it, and as everything here was so blocky it was hard to tell by the outline alone, but she thought it might be Kate. 
“Kate?” she asked as she made her way to the figure. “Kate, is that you?” The figure didn’t respond, so Mom continued walking closer.
Meanwhile, Kate had decided to turn back. She hadn’t found a spider anywhere and thought she should probably go back to her mom before she noticed and got too worried. There would be time to get webs soon, but they needed food and shelter first. And everything was taking longer because her poor parents didn’t know the first thing about Minecraft.
She turned back the way she had come and saw a figure in between the trees. A figure she recognized right away because it didn’t have any arms.
A creeper.
What was worse? Behind the creeper was Mom, slowly walking directly towards it.
“Mom! NO! Stay back!” Kate yelled as loudly as she could.
Mom continued walking towards the figure, realizing it was not Kate as the setting sun broke through the trees to reveal that it was green. Kate was not green. Well she got green sometimes when she ate brussels sprouts, but not THIS green.
It had a face and almost looked kind of sad. “Oh, hello there, little fella,” Mom said gently. “Aren’t you cute? Are you lost?” She walked toward it with her hand out to shake, not realizing at first that the creature didn't have arms. 
A sound off in the words startled her. It was Kate, and she was yelling something. She snapped her head toward the voice, but looked back to the little green creature as it suddenly lunged towards her and started flashing. “What in the w-” KABOOM! The creeper exploded and Mom poofed out of existence, only leaving behind the giant crater that formed from the explosion, and a few random, floating blocks. 
“Noooo! Mom!” Kate shouted and ran towards the spot where her mom had just been.




Chapter 7

 
“What in the world?” Dad asked at the sound of the explosion. 
“Uh oh,” Jack said. “Come on Dad!” Jack walked as quickly as he could towards the noise, Dad following close behind. 
“Uh oh? What oh?” Dad asked, trying to keep up. 
“That sounded like a creeper.”
“What's a creeper?” Dad asked. “Sounds creepy.”
Jack pointed towards the area of blown out dirt up ahead. “Creepers are the nasty green guys with no arms, they run up to you and explode like dynamite.”
“Are you saying a green monster exploded near our family?!” Dad yelled. “Why aren't you going faster?”
“I can’t, my hunger bar is too low, remember? I can't run, I can only walk. It’s right up ahead though if you want to go.” 
Dad hesitated a moment. He didn't want to leave Jack alone if there were exploding monsters nearby. But a quick look around didn't show anything scary looking, so with a nod, he ran towards the hole. 
Dad arrived to see Kate on her knees, crying. “Kate! Kate, what's wrong?” he asked. “Where's Mom?” 
Kate rushed to her Dad and fell in his arms, her tears making a soggy mess on his square shoulder. “Oh Dad, I’m so s-s-sorry! It’s all my fault!” She sniffed. “I got so focused on trying to find a spider and I... I left Mom alone. I thought it was only for a second, but a creeper got to her and blew her up!” She let out a loud wail. 
“Mom was blown up?” Dad asked, and he fell to his knees holding Kate in his arms. “NOOO!!” 
Jack finally arrived. “What is going on? Where’s Mom?”
Dad couldn't get up because he was so heartbroken. His one true love, exploded into a million pieces. How would he ever live without her?
Kate stood up and hugged Jack. “A creeper blew her up,” she said, wiping the tears and snot from her face. 
Jack looked at Kate, then at Dad, then back at Kate. “Well why are you guys just lying on the ground crying? Go get her at the spawn point!” 
Kate stopped crying and looked at Jack. It was like a lightbulb went off right above her head. “Oh yeah! We have to go back to the beds!” 
Dad stopped crying and stood up, wiping his nose on his sleeve. “What do you mean?” He sniffed. “What’s a spawn point?” 
“If you get killed, it's where you respawn,” Jack said. “You don't die in Minecraft. I mean, mobs and animals can, but players don't.” 
Dad’s jaw dropped. “So you’re saying Mom’s not dead! And she’s back... at the beds? Where we woke up?” 
Jack shrugged. “Unless she already started coming back here. It wasn’t that far away.” 
“We have to go get her!” Dad shouted. “Do you remember the way?” 
Jack nodded, “I can take us there, but my hunger bar is so low, it wouldn’t be very fast.” 
Kate pulled several apples from her inventory and tossed them to Jack. “Here, I found these with Mom. Eat them and help Dad get Mom. I’ll stay here and finish the house. I feel so bad about not staying close to her.” She hung her head. “This all could have been avoided if I wasn’t being so selfish.”
Jack started eating the apples, chomping through them at lightning speed. Dad put his arm around Kate. “It’s not your fault, honey, we just need to stick together until we can understand this world better.” 
“All done,” Jack said, tossing the apple cores to the ground. “Let’s go get Mom.”




Chapter 8

 
Dad and Jack took off, running for the spawn point and leaving Kate alone with her thoughts.
“Meow,” said Bruce, who pawed at her legs to be picked up. Kate picked up the square cat and cradled him in her arms as she went back to the makeshift house Dad and Jack had started. 
She wasn’t watching where she was going and fell right into the hole Dad had dug himself into, throwing Bruce out of her arms. She landed at the bottom with a thud.
“Jack!” she yelled to no one, since no one else was there. “Ugh, you know you’re not supposed to dig holes by the camp!” 
Kate had made that rule a long time ago when she kept falling into holes he had dug around their bases. Jack thought it was funny, but agreed anyway.
Kate looked up to see Bruce on the ledge, looking down at her. “Meow,” he said. 
Kate sighed. “Some help you are.” 
“Meow,” Bruce said again. 
Kate looked around and was happy to see they had made stairs out. She started mining all around to get stacks of dirt. After she had made two full stacks of 64, she climbed up the stairs, and with an angry look, placed a dirt block over the hole so nobody would fall in it again. 
Now that she had a ton of dirt, she got closer to the house to look at it. Calling it a house was a bit of a stretch- it was a partially finished rectangle box. Nothing fancy in the slightest. Not even a door.
Kate looked at Bruce. “Well Bruce, if I have to finish this house, I’m going to make it as nice as possible! I owe Mom a nice place.”
Bruce rubbed against her legs. “Meow.”
First, she finished placing all the blocks for the walls. She punched out space for a door and some small windows for light to come in. When the walls were high enough, she added a roof, closing off the inside.
She climbed down and studied her handiwork. It was a nice looking, if very basic, little house. It wouldn’t be in any magazines, but it would keep them safe at night!
She then went back to the forest of trees and started punching one down. She mined lots of wood, leaves, and apples. Bruce laid on his back, pawing at the falling leaves. Kate shook her head and laughed. “You are such a weird creature.”
When she was satisfied with her collection and Bruce had had enough playtime for the day, they ran back to the house. Kate nervously eyed the sun, which was nearly already set. Dusk.
The sky took on an orange glow, and she saw the moon rising in the sky opposite the large square sun that was hovering just above the horizon. 
Hopefully the rest of the family would be back soon. It was one thing to fight monsters in a video game sitting comfortably on your couch, and another thing to actually be right there, in front of them, with no screen between you. The idea of Mom out at night, fighting through zombies and skeletons, made her shiver.
She ran into the house and wished she had a door to close. Instead, she opened her crafting window and put in a recipe she remembered well. In just a few seconds, she had a crafting table! She placed the table in a corner of the house and activated it. “Just like I remember,” she told Bruce. “Meow,” said Bruce.
Kate threw in some more wood and created a door, pulling it out and quickly attaching it to the house. Now they had a proper and secure place to live! If they had their beds, it would be perfect. 
***
Jack and Dad ran as fast as they could towards the spawn point. Dad’s square eyes lit up when he saw Mom up ahead, sitting on one of the beds. 
“Mom!” cried Jack as he threw himself at her in a big bear hug. 
“Oh good, you found me,” Mom said as she hugged him back. “It’s just like I always say; if you ever get lost, just stay put and we will find you!” 
“Good thinking,” Dad said, hugging her as well. “I was so worried when Kate said you got blown up.” 
“Is that what happened?” Mom asked. “I was just talking to this nice little green man when he started flashing and the next thing I knew, I was here.” 
“That wasn’t a nice green man, Mom,” Jack said. “That was a creeper, and creepers explode. They’re just another kind of mob.” 
“A creepy? He didn’t look all that creepy, just green and armless, maybe a little sad...”
“Not a creepy, a creepER,” Jack said. “They charge at you and explode. If one starts flashing, you need to run away! It will still explode, but if you run you can avoid the blast.”
“Oh my!” Mom shuttered. “Who would make bad guys like that?” 
Jack rolled his eyes. “It’s just a game, Mom. Or, well, it was just a game. I guess we live here now.” He shrugged his shoulders.
“Where is Kate?” Mom asked, looking around. 
Dad cleared his throat. “Kate stayed to fix the house. She was really upset. She blames herself for what happened.” 
“Speaking of the house,” Jack said, “we need to get back. It's going to be dark really soon.” He pointed to the setting sun. “We need to get these beds there.” Without hesitation, he started punching one of the beds. 
“Jack! What are you doing!?” Mom asked. “You'll break it!” 
Jack nodded. “That’s,” punch, “what,” punch, “I’m,” punch, “trying to do!” With a splintering of wood, the bed exploded into little square pieces that faded away. Jack picked something up while Mom and Dad looked at him in horror. 
“Why did you do that!?” Mom asked.
“It’s okay,” Jack said, “that was Kate’s bed.” He chuckled and began punching another. 
Dad grabbed his arm to stop him. “Jack, stop this instant! What are you doing? Didn’t you say we needed these?” 
Jack paused, looking at his Dad. Then he started laughing so hard milk would have come out of his nose if he’d been drinking any. 
“What’s so funny young man?” Dad asked.
With a wave of his hand, the bed Jack had just mined reappeared, good as new, and he plopped down on it. “When you break them, you can put them in your inventory so you can move them around and stuff. Just like the dirt.”
Their eyes were wide as Jack mined the bed again. Dad shook his head. “Well that is certainly handy!” he said as he began punching the bed closest to him. 




Chapter 9

 
After hanging the door, Kate sat on the dirt floor of the house. She wondered what she should do next. She was worried about her Mom and the others. It was getting close to night, and the monsters would start coming out soon. She was mostly worried that her mom wouldn’t respawn. Could she be gone forever? In the game they respawned, but without knowing if this real-life version had the same rules, she couldn’t be certain.
She blew out a breath, worrying so much that she was making herself crazy. Even Bruce who would normally want nothing more than to sit in a lap and purr and be pet could feel her stress. He paced in circles around her, stopping occasionally to bap her with his paws. 
“Okay, you silly cat,” Kate said. “I’ll get moving.” She stood and wiped the dust from her pants when she had an idea. A brilliant idea!
When she and Jack had played Minecraft the first time, the world seemed so big that they feared getting lost. To help, they built a giant staircase made of dirt that reached into the sky on the top of their house so they could see it from all over. It was only one block wide, so it was quick and easy to build. It happened to make the house look like it had a mohawk, so they named that camp their “Mohawk House.”
Kate got to work, quickly digging as much dirt as she could to make three full stacks of 64 in her inventory. She built as fast as she could and Bruce was having a great time running up the stairs and leaping onto Kate. “Stop it, you crazy cat!”
“Meow,” Bruce said as he leapt off the top of the staircase for the tenth time onto her head. This time he fumbled off and his claw dug into her, taking away half of a heart. 
“Ouch!” Kate shouted. “I’m going to make some armor if you’re going to be so crazy. Let’s see your claws get through an iron helmet!” 
“Meow,” Bruce said. He licked his paw and wiped it across his face a few times, then made his way back up the steps. 
Kate shook her fist at him. “Dang cat!” 
Once she was satisfied with the height of her tower, she continued placing blocks back down, until they reached all the way to the ground and the house had a huge mohawk.
“Jack is sure to recognize that,” she told Bruce, as she stepped back to look at her creation. Except Bruce wasn’t there. Kate spun all around looking for him but couldn’t find him anywhere. There was only a sliver of sun left now, and she really hoped Bruce hadn’t wandered off.
Then she looked up. 
Sure enough, there he was, at the very tippity-top of the mohawk.
“Bruce! No!” she shouted, but it was too late. The crazy cat leapt off and plummeted towards her like a furry missile of sharp claws. Kate screamed and instinctively jumped out of the way. She covered her eyes, only uncovering them when she heard a loud THUMP. 
When she opened her eyes, Bruce was gone, and all that was left was a floating piece of string. It didn’t even matter to her that she needed string to make a fishing pole. She was too upset.
“NOOOO!!!” she screamed. She covered her face with her hands, tears wetting her fingers.
She knew that unlike players, animals didn’t respawn in Minecraft.




Chapter 10

 
Dad had finished punching the beds into floating pictures and picking them up. “Boy honey, I wish we could have done this when we moved from California, it would have saved a fortune on a moving truck!” 
Mom nodded at him but was too nervous to talk. “Jack... how long before monsters show up? I really don't want to get blown up again.” 
Jack looked off towards the setting sun that was almost completely below the horizon. “We need to hurry, they will start popping out soon.” 
Dad stood up from gathering the beds. “Well, I’m ready, so let's get going!” 
“Finally,” Mom said. 
“Let’s go!” Jack said. 
“Meow,” Bruce said. 
What? Everyone turned around. There was Bruce, or a cat that looked exactly like him, standing where the beds had been. The cat cocked its head in a very Bruce-like way. “Meow?” it said again. 
“Bruce?” Dad asked the cat, squinting at it. 
“Meow,” the cat said and climbed up Dad all the way to his arms, just like Bruce would do. 
“Ow, ya darn cat!” Dad said. “You took a whole heart away with that stunt. You must be Bruce. How did you get here?” 
“Meow,” Bruce said and started purring. Loudly. 
“That’s Bruce alright,” Jack said. “He must have followed us.”
“No, I don't think so,” Dad said. “You know Bruce, he would rather ride than walk. It was like he appeared out of nowhere.” 
Jack chuckled. “True. Maybe he respawned like Mom did?” 
Mom gasped. “Oh no! Do you think a creepy got him also? Bruce loves to attack things...”
“Well the weird thing is,” Jack said, “normally animals don’t respawn. So that would be new. Maybe we came into a world with a mod installed.”
“A mod?” Mom asked. “Is that some other kind of mean creature?” 
Jack laughed. “No a mod, not a mob! It’s a thing you can get to make Minecraft play differently. There are tons of them! Skyblock, Lavablock, Steve & Dave, even one where you can play as a creeper going to school!”
“This is great and all,” Dad said, “but we really need to get going. Look.” He pointed towards the sun. 
Jack looked just in time to see the last rays shoot out from the sun before it fell behind the horizon.
Night was here. 




Chapter 11 

 
“Uh oh,” Jack said. “We need to go. Now!” He grabbed Mom’s hand and started pulling her. “Come on, Dad! Bring Bruce!” They started walking, careful to save their energy in case they had to sprint. 
They made it only a few feet away from the spawn point when Dad shouted. “OW!”
Jack turned around to see an arrow sticking out of his butt. He looked up and saw a skeleton archer shooting another arrow. That one also landed right in Dad’s butt. “OW! Knock it off you darn skeleton!” Dad shouted. 
“We have to fight it!” Jack said. “It will just follow us forever and keep shooting arrows until we respawn.” 
“My poor butt!” Dad shouted and turned towards the skeleton archer. The next arrow hit him right in the shoulder. “Ouch!” Dad said and threw the cat at the skeleton archer. 
“MeeeeOOOOOOWWW!” Bruce said as he sailed through the air and landed on the skeleton archer’s head, claws out. Jack didn’t waste any time, he knew a good distraction when he saw one, and charged in to attack. 
If the skeleton archer was hurt by Dad’s special move “flying kitty bomb,” it didn’t show it. Of course, it was hard to tell anything on the unmoving face of a skeleton. Maybe it really was hurt.  Maybe just its feelings were hurt because Dad yelled so loud, or maybe it was allergic to cats. Honestly, you just couldn’t tell. Whatever it felt, it shot Dad again. 
“Hey! Stop that!” Dad shouted as he fell to his knees. He was starting to look like a porcupine with all the arrows sticking out of him. 
“Be careful, Jack!” Mom shouted.
“What about me?” Dad asked.
Jack was excited. Fighting had always been a favorite part of Minecraft. He just wished he had a sword. Or a Trident. Or a shovel even. Anything would be better than his fists.
The skeleton fired an arrow at Jack, but he was too fast and dodged out of the way. “Ow! Not again!” Jack heard from behind him. 
Jack started punching and punching. The skeleton moved backwards, but Bruce ran between its legs, as cats are known to do, and the skeleton tripped, firing an arrow into the air over Jack’s head. “How did he hit my butt again!? That one was shot straight in the air!” Jack heard Dad shout. 
Jack jumped into the air and landed directly on top of their enemy. He started punching again and again. Jack knew the skeleton had to be getting close to being defeated, so he just kept punching.
In a sudden move that caught Jack by surprise, the skeleton rolled over and flipped him onto the ground. The skeleton took careful aim and pulled back on its bow to shoot Jack point blank. Jack froze, unable to use his arms that were pinned beneath him. He braced for the attack.
Thankfully, Bruce climbed up the skeleton just like he had climbed up Dad, his claws click-clacking on the bones. This threw off the skeleton’s aim and another arrow flew straight at Dad. 
Jack turned his head to watch as the arrow hit Dad right in the arm. Dad’s mouth fell open as if he were going to scream, but before any sound could even come out, he poofed away into nothing.
“Dad!” Jack shouted and kicked the stupid skeleton. That must have been just enough damage because the skeleton also poofed away, and Bruce fell to the ground in surprise.
“Meow?” Bruce said as he stood by the only things that remained of the skeleton, a green orb and a floating bone. The orb moved into Bruce, who absorbed it and began purring. 
“Oh my!” Jack heard his Mom say and he turned to see Dad had already respawned, just a little ways behind them, right at the spot where the beds had been. 
“Well that was extra not nifty,” he said. 




Chapter 12

 
“Let’s run before we get caught by monsters again.” Jack grabbed the bone the skeleton dropped, picked up Bruce, and began speed-walking out of there.
It was a scary walk. They avoided zombies and spiders and skeletons, making a zig-zag path in the direction of their camp.
“Do you even know where you’re going?” Mom asked, holding onto Dad’s arm for dear life, her eyes wide and darting back and forth.
Jack was only a little lost. “Yeah, uhm. We are headed, uh...” He looked all around. “That way. I think.” He pointed in a direction, but none of them knew any better than he did whether it was the right way or not. It was dark and that made it hard to see, plus all the running for their lives made it hard to remember which way they came from, let alone which way to go. 
“Oh dear,” Mom said. “We don’t even have any food.” 
“How can you be hungry when we are running from monsters?” Jack asked. 
Mom looked at him like he had another head growing out of his head. Which he kind of did since Bruce had decided to ride on Jack’s head. “Meow,” he said. 
“I always think better on a full stomach... er... hunger bar, I guess,” Mom said. “I had picked some apples before I got blown up, but I can’t find them anywhere.”
“Yeah, when you get killed all of your stuff falls to the ground,” Jack said. 
“Oh, like when we were by where Mom was blown up, we saw all the things just floating there,” Dad said. 
Jack nodded. “Yep! Okay, I’m pretty sure I know which way to go.” 
They continued walking when Jack’s foot splashed into a soggy patch of ground. “Uh oh.” 
“What oh?” Dad asked. 
“Well, I don't remember any swampy areas near our camp. Do you?” Jack asked. 
“Oh dear, we really are lost, aren't we?” Mom asked. 
“No, I don't remember any swampy areas,” Dad said. “What are we going to do? We can't run away from monsters all night long, it’s exhausting.” 
“We could try-” Jack was interrupted by a splashing splorshing sound. 
“Meow?” Bruce said and he dug his claws into Jack’s head. 
“Ouch! Bruce!” Jack yelled and dropped the cat, who spun in the air to land on his feet. 
Bruce splorched into the soggy ground. “MeOW!” he said angrily. Bruce hated getting wet. 
“What is THAT!?” Mom screamed, pointing towards the splashing splorshing sound. 
They looked where she was pointing and saw a lime-green cube of jello as big as Dad and bouncing straight towards them.
“It’s a slime! Run!” Jack shouted, but it was too late. The slime leapt high into the air and crashed into Mom, knocking her to the ground. It leapt again to squash her, but Dad jumped in first and rolled them out of the way. 
Jack ran up and punched the slime over and over to distract it from attacking his parents. It was like punching a giant gummy bear that someone had sucked on and spit out, all sticky and slimy. In other words, it was gross. But Jack kept doing it to save his parents, his fists getting gooey-er with every whack.
His parents stood up, and Mom had a look in her eye that Jack had only ever seen when he did something really bad, and maybe even dangerous, like the one time he was stupid enough to unbuckle his seat belt while she was driving.
She was MAD. “Don’t you DARE attack my family, you... you... big green POOP!” 
Jack actually paused for a moment; he couldn’t remember a time when his Mom had called anyone a name. She hated name calling. And potty talk, for that matter.
Mom charged in and began punching the slime, Dad close after her. Bruce sat behind them all cleaning his paws, pouting about his unfortunate encounter with the swamp and ignoring the entire battle in front of him. 
The slime didn’t seem to know what to do and pinballed between all three of them. It wasn’t a weak enemy though, and every time it crashed into one of them it took at least a whole heart away, sometimes more. Dad got a good punch in, his fist so far inside the blob it looked as if it were eating him, and the slime turned to run... er... bounce away. 
“We’ve got it on the run!” Dad shouted and ran after it to hit it again. 
“No, Dad, wait!” Jack shouted, but it was too late. Dad’s next punch hit it and it exploded, covering them in nasty goo, as it turned into two more slimes, half the size of the big one. “... they turn into smaller slimes...” Jack finished saying as these new uninjured slimes bounced into the fight with the family.
“Run away!” Jack shouted as he turned to go. He didn’t even bother wiping the goo from his face, though he did spit out a mouthful of it. It was disgusting, to say the least.
A medium-size slime crashed into him, and he immediately poofed back to the spawn point.
“Oh no!” Mom shouted, just as the other medium slime bounced on her head over and over, poofing her back to the spawn point as well. 
“Well shucks,” Dad said, and he scooped up Bruce the cat to make a run for it. Before he could get away, the two slimes made a Dad and cat sandwich, squishing him between the two, and poofing him away. 
“Meow!” Bruce said, as he fell to the ground in front of the floating beds and other random things the family had dropped. 




Chapter 13 

 
“PHOOEY!” Mom yelled as soon as she respawned. With a gasp, she covered her mouth with her hand. “Oh dear. Please excuse my language.”
Jack just laughed. Then Dad popped into existence right next to them. 
“Rats!” he shouted. He did not cover his mouth. 
“Well, at least we aren't lost any more,” Jack said. 
“So now what?” Mom asked. 
“Well, now we need to keep going. Since we are back at the spawn point, I know which direction to go, and hopefully we won't get lost again.” 
“And our hearts are full again. That’s nice,” Dad said. 
“Oh goody!” Mom said. “I have all my chicken legs back, too!” 
Jack rolled his eyes. Mom was always so worried about food. He turned in the direction he remembered their camp was. This time he was sure. The moon was high in the sky now and giving off more light to the world.
But wait a minute. Jack squinted his eyes at something in the distance. “Is that...?” He pointed in the direction of camp. “Do you see something out there, Dad?” 
Dad followed Jack’s finger, Mom coming up behind them to look as well. “I don’t see... Oh, what is that that?” Dad asked, rubbing his eyes, as if encouraging them to see better. 
Mom squinted as well. “Is that a house with a mohawk?” she asked. 
“That’s what I was hoping you’d say!” Jack shouted, jumping up and down. “That has to be Kate! Our first house we ever built in Minecraft had a mohawk on it, so we’d be able to find our way back if we ever got lost!” 
Mom did a little dance. “Kate is a genius!” She twirled around, singing, “Kate is a genius! Kate is a genius!”
Jack cocked his eyebrow at her. “Hey, it was my idea, too.” 
Dad patted him on the shoulder. “Let’s just focus on getting back, Jack. You are being a huge help. We’d be lost, er... more lost, without you.” 
Jack squared his square shoulders and nodded. “Well, we won't get lost now. But I have one question.”
“What?” Dad asked. 
“What about Bruce? He hasn’t appeared here. Do you think he escaped?” 
Dad rubbed his chin and Mom’s worried look reappeared on her face. “Well, we can’t really wait here. We’re right out in the open.” 
Jack frowned. “I know, there are too many monsters. I don't want to spend the night getting respawned. It hurts!” 
Mom came up and hugged Jack. “I think we should get back. We can come out and look for Bruce in the morning when there are no monsters around. He probably fell asleep somewhere. You know how he likes his naps.”
Jack looked down to the ground. He hated leaving his kitty friend behind. “At least we know Bruce can respawn, and if we make some treats, it might make it easier to find him.” Then his eyes opened wide with an idea. “I’m going to build a tiny tower here so we can find this spot easier.” 
Jack immediately began digging blocks of dirt and when he had enough, he stacked them as high as he could reach, even standing on his dad's shoulders to reach higher. Soon he had a sizable one-block wide tower marking their original respawn point.
“Okay, let's go!” he said, and started walking towards the camp. Mom and Dad followed. 
Mom still had a worried look on her face and whispered, “Be safe Bruce kitty.” 
This time, with a marker on the horizon to guide them, their walk was much easier. They still had to zig and zag and occasionally sprint away from monsters. They had almost made it home when Dad suddenly stopped walking. “What the heck?” he said. 
“Oh! What happened to your feet?” Mom asked, her eyes wide in confusion and fear. 
Jack turned to look and saw that Dad's feet were covered in hundreds of white strings, keeping him firmly in place. Spider webs.
“Spiders!” Jack shouted and spun around to find the little red-eyed monsters. There was one ready to pounce on Mom. Jack shoved her out of the way and punched the spider in mid-air, while it was leaping at her. 
The spider flew like a frisbee, landing on its feet and skittering towards them again. Mom had stood back up and was standing in front of Dad to protect him. “It’s okay,” Dad said, as he moved her aside gently. “My feet are free now, let’s help Jack.” 
The spider looked at one of them, then another, as if not sure who to attack, when Mom suddenly shouted. “Oh! My feet!” Jack and Dad turned to look and saw that she had been webbed up from another spider. 
While they were distracted and looking at Mom, the first spider attacked, throwing webbing at Jack. He saw the attack coming from the corner of his eye and dodged out of the way, then ran up to the spider and started punching it, while Dad charged in from the other side to do the same. 
They heard Mom behind them as the other spider started attacking her and fought even harder to end the threat in front of them. With both of them beating on the spider, it thankfully didn't take long to defeat, leaving behind a small floating stack of webs and a green orb. 
They quickly turned to save Mom but found she didn’t need saving. She was dusting off her apron, a stack of webbing floating next to her. “Nobody messes with my family,” she said with a more serious look on her face than Jack had ever seen. 
“Wow, Mom, way to go!” Jack said, and he snatched up the webs, grabbed Dad, and they walked the rest of the way to the camp. 




Chapter 14 

 
Kate was worried. Her family was taking so long to get back. Much longer than they should. She didn’t know if she should go out to find them or what to do. She watched out the windows of their little house, peeking her head up to avoid being seen by the things wandering around. Drowned. 
There were two of them outside, pacing and making awful gurgling moans. They scared her a lot more than when she had been in her actual home, only looking at Minecraft through a screen.
They had rotten grey-green skin and nasty seaweed in their hair. They smelled like rotting, dead fish- something they hadn’t known from only playing Minecraft before- and the stench made her gag. One of them had a trident, a powerful and dangerous weapon. And their sounds... eek. They gave her shivers. 
Kate had made a window in every side of the house so she could watch in all directions for her family. After what seemed like forever, pacing back and forth between the windows, and running horrible scenarios through her mind, she finally saw them.
Mom, Dad, and Jack were running down the prairie towards the house. She wanted to scream and shout but knew that would draw the attention of the drowned, so she kept silent and watched eagerly. 
They were booking it. She had never seen Mom or Dad move so fast. Jack was waving his arms like a windmill, encouraging them to keep moving.
They were getting closer and closer and she could hardly contain herself. Finally, they were close enough that she could make out their faces. They looked tired and scared, and with good reason. Right on their heels were two skeleton archers following them and shooting arrows! Jack seemed to have an uncanny ability to dodge the arrows, but Dad’s butt was like a magnet to them. He must have had like five arrows in his poor rear end.
They were close now and Kate jumped up and slammed the door open, shouting, “Come on! Come on! Hurry! There's monsters here!” She waved them towards the open door, keeping an eye out for the drowned. She could see them through the window on the other side of the house. 
The drowned had stopped their aimless lumbering and perked up at the sound of her voice. Their gurgling moans became louder and they started making their way around the house. Goosebumps dotted Kate’s skin as a shiver ran up her spine. “Oh hurry! Here they come!”
Jack stopped at the door and stood to one side to help Mom in, then rushed in after her as Dad limped his way towards the door. The drowned had rounded the corner now and saw the family, their eyes lighting up a spooky green, like they noticed a free sign on an all you can eat breakfast buffet.
They charged in, and Dad almost made his way through the door when a trident came sailing in after him and landed right in his butt. “OW!” he shouted as he collapsed onto the floor, and the force of the attack sent him sliding forward. 
Kate slammed the door shut behind him and laid against it as the drowned outside battered at the wooden barrier with their fists. “You made it!” she said as a tear fell from her eye. Never had she been happier to see her family.
“Oh Kate!” Mom said and hugged her daughter. “You were so smart to make that mohawk, we never would have found camp without it!” 
“Yeah, nice job, Kate,” Jack said. 
“Um, a little help?” Dad said, pointing to his butt. Everyone looked at him, and his butt, and Mom started laughing. Then Kate, then Jack, and then even Dad joined in the laughter at the state of his pincushion tush. 
Mom stood up and leaned down to him. “Brace yourself, honey. This is probably going to hurt.” She began removing arrows one by one. Dad yelped the loudest when she yanked out the trident.
“Oh honey, you'll be alright,” Mom said as she yanked the last arrow out of Dad’s hiney. 
“Ow!” Dad said. 
Kate looked down to the ground. “You guys... I have some bad news.” She couldn’t stop the tears that welled in her eyes and spilled down her cheeks. “Bruce... he... he...” She had to catch her breath to continue talking. 
“It’s okay, Kate,” Jack said. “Bruce respawned at the beds. I guess the game considers him a player too.” 
Kate gasped and looked at Jack who smiled at her. Relief washed over her face. Mom gave Kate a warm smile, too. “It’s true,” she said, “he popped out at us while we were trying to get the beds.”  
Jack smacked his forehead with his hand. “Oh no! The beds!” 
“What’s wrong with the beds?” Kate asked. 
Jack sighed. “We were attacked by a slime, and it sent us all to respawn. We had the beds in our inventory when it attacked, so they are probably floating out there somewhere in the swamp.” 
“Aww, man,” Kate said. “Those would have been so nice to have.”
“Why are the beds so important again?” Dad asked, now standing and rubbing his arrow-less butt. “I’m beat. I’ll have no problem sleeping on the ground.”
“But we can’t sleep without the beds,” Jack said.
“It’s okay kids,” Mom said. “It’s like Dad said. We can sleep on the floor tonight, it may not be comfortable, but we can make it work. It’s like camping! And camping is fun, right?” 
“No Mom,” Kate said, “Jack means, you literally can’t sleep without a bed.” 
Mom looked from one kid to another. “Well that’s just ridiculous. Whoever heard of such a thing?” 
“So what do we do now?” Dad asked. 
“We will just have to wait here until the sun comes up,” Kate said. “Then the monsters will burn up and we can go out and find some sheep to make more beds.” 
“A lot of sheep,” Jack said. Kate shrugged. 
Outside, the drowned continue to bang on the door, drawing the attention of other monsters. Peeking out the edge of the window, Kate could see they were practically surrounded with zombies and skeletons. The chorus of sounds they made came in through the windows, making everyone feel spooked.
“Boy, those things just won't quit, will they?” Mom asked. 
“No, they will hang out around the house all night, probably,” Jack said. 
“If you guys don't mind,” Kate said, “I’m going to seal up the windows. I can’t stand those sounds and I don’t want to see them either. The door has windows so we will still have a little light.” Before anyone could voice a complaint of any kind, Kate had filled all the windows in with blocks of dirt. 
Now the only light that came in was streaks of moonlight from the windows of the door. Barely any, but enough to see everyone by.
They sat in silence for a few moments, when the silence was broken by a strange scratching sound from up above. 
“What is that?” Mom asked, jumping at the new sound. Dad held her close. 
“I don't know dear, but if we ignore it, it will probably go away.”
They tried ignoring the sound, but it continued, sounding like whatever it was, was going to dig its way through the ceiling.
“Honey,” Mom said, grabbing onto Dad's hand, “I’m scared. These walls are just dirt... are we sure it will keep everything out?” 
“It’s okay to be scared,” Dad said. “Being brave doesn’t mean you’re not scared. It just means you won’t let that fear get in your way.”
“Meow?” called a muffled voice from the ceiling. 
Kate jumped up and down. “It’s Bruce!” she said. “Dad lift me up!” 
Dad picked up Kate and put her on his shoulders. She was just tall enough to reach the dirt blocks that made up the ceiling. She punched one out of existence, and a furry white-scarred face poked through the hole.
“Meow?” Bruce said. 
 




Chapter 15

 
“Bruce!” Kate yelled and the cat jumped on her head, causing her to windmill her arms and making Dad lose his balance. They all came tumbling down in a heap, with Bruce on top, sitting there like he had meant for all of that to happen. 
Bruce began cleaning his paws. Kate rushed over and hugged him so hard he started to choke. She dropped him and Bruce continued to cough and hork. 
“Gross!” Jack said. “He’s going to spew a hairball!”
“Oh Jack,” Mom said, “it’s not gross. It’s natural for cats.” 
“No, it’s gross Mom,” Kate said, eyeing the heaving kitty. 
Bruce kept hacking and horking, and generally making a scene, until something shot out of him. There, floating on the floor of the house, was a bed.
“What the what?!” Jack yelled and snatched it up. In a split second he pulled the bed out of his hotbar and placed it against a wall. “A bed!” 
Everyone was shocked and stared at Bruce. “Do you think the game gave him an inventory too?” Kate asked with wide eyes. 
Jack shrugged. “It must have! If it allows him to respawn, it probably thinks of him as a player! Awesome!” He ran over to Bruce and picked him up, squeezing him. “You’re the best cat ever!” 
Bruce started hacking and horking again, and a little while later had hacked up all four of the beds.
“I don’t know if I want to sleep on that,” Mom said. “It seems a little gross.” 
“It’s not gross,” Kate said in an imitation of Mom, “it’s natural for cats.” Everyone looked at her, then busted up laughing.
“Well, I think we should go to bed,” Mom said. “I don't know about you guys, but it was a big day today and I’m tired.” She yawned hugely and the yawn spread throughout the house.
They all settled into the beds and closed their eyes. In what seemed like only a moment, they opened their eyes, sunlight streaming in through the hole in the ceiling. Jack jumped out of bed, eager as always, and rushed to open the door. There were no more monsters. 
“It’s all clear!” he said. “So. What are we going to do today?”
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Chapter 1 

 
“I know what we’re doing today.” A huge grin spread across Dad’s face. “We’re going to go fishing!” 
“Yes!” Kate said, fist bumping the air. “I was hoping you would say that!”
He looked at her, a tear welling up in his eye. “I have never been more excited to be your dad. I thought you hated fishing!” 
Kate blushed. “Well, normally yeah, but I need to get a saddle!” 
Dad’s huge smile flattened, then quickly came back. “I’ll take it!” He shrugged.
Jack laughed at the two of them. “I want to fish, too, but we’ll have to take turns. I think we only have enough string to make a couple fishing rods.”
“Wait,” Kate said, eyes shining with excitement. “You already have string?”
Jack’s mouth slowly turned up into a sly grin. “Oh yeah, we forgot to tell you! We had to fight through some spiders to get back here last night.”
Kate threw her arms around her brother and squealed so loudly it hurt his ears. “Okay, okay, that’s enough,” he said, pushing her away. He wiped each shoulder off, as if he were making sure not too many sister germs remained.
Dad turned to the kids. “Okay, now that we have the whole day ahead of us, and a safe home...” 
“Well not THAT safe,” Jack interrupted. “A creeper could blow it up pretty easy still.”
“Well it’s safer than sleeping outside,” Dad huffed. “Anyway, now that we have a home, why don’t you tell your mother and me about crafting.”
Mom clapped her hands. “Oh yes, please do! I desperately want to know. I love to craft!” She grinned at the kids like a dog waiting on a steak bone.
Jack thought about Mom’s crafting room back home. A huge desk and drawers filled with all kinds of paper and fabric. Shelves lined the walls from the floor to the ceiling filled with colorful bits and bobs. She made it all, from scrapbooks to homemade chapstick and everything in between, even clothes. Jack chuckled at the memory of the hats Mom would make for Bruce. 
Bruce chose that moment to rub up against Jack’s leg. “Meow,” he said. He figured Bruce did NOT miss the hats at all. He would always run and hide when Mom called for him with some new hat in her hand. 
“Well, I’ll help you two learn how to craft by showing you how to make a fishing rod,” Kate suggested, and held her hand out to Jack. “Would you drop the string, please?” He did, and Kate grabbed two of them and dropped a few of her sticks.
Everything floated there in front of them and Dad bent over to pick up the supplies.
“Well, now what?” he asked. “I have them in my coldbar.” 
Kate and Jack exploded in laughter. “It’s a HOTbar Dad!” Jack said, barely able to breathe.
Dad shrugged. “Hot bar, cold bar, taco bar, ice cream bar... I just want to know how to make a fishing rod!” 
Kate moved to the small table in the corner of their one-room dirt home and waved her hand at it. “First, you open the crafting table,” she said. 
“That’s not a crafting table!” Mom said, throwing her arms around and pointing at it as if Kate had personally offended her. “It’s not nearly big enough. Are there even any drawers? Where will the scissors go? And the measuring tape? And all the craft supplies, for that matter?”
“Umm,” Kate said, “it’s not... you don’t… you know what, just come over here and touch it.” 
Mom stood by Kate and touched the crafting table. “Oh my!” she said as she began looking at something only she could see. “There is so much here, how do I make it all?” She was excited, clapping her hands and bouncing on the balls of her feet. 
“Don't get too excited just yet, those are only recipes. See the little slider there? Slide it over,” Kate said. 
“Oh no! Everything disappeared?”
“What’s left is just the recipes for the things you have the ingredients for... mostly. You still see some other stuff, but if it's in red, you can't make it yet.” 
Mom made a quiet face as she looked at all the things the crafting table showed her. Then suddenly her face lit up with joy again. “There’s a recipe for fabric!” 
“Let me take a look at that,” Dad said and activated the crafting table. “Huh, there sure is a lot of stuff in here. How do we even get all these ingredients? Where do we find them?” 
“Yes, do tell!” Mom cheered. 
Jack and Kate smiled at each other. They remembered their first time in Minecraft and how exciting it was to learn about all the things you could do. It had felt like they were in a whole other world, which, now they really were.
“Well,” Jack said, “each ingredient is found pretty much right where you would think. The different kinds of stone are in caves, wood is in the forest, wool is on sheep...” 
Mom frowned. “Oh dear, that’s right. I really don't like the idea of killing anything.” She looked down, sadness on her face. 
Kate grabbed her hand. “I know you don't like that part, Mom, but this is for our survival. And remember, it’s just a video game. And… it’s not gruesome or anything.”
“But sheep are so cute,” Mom whined. “And this sure doesn’t feel like a video game.”
Jack smiled. “We can eventually make sheers to get wool from the sheep and that way you don't have to kill them.” 
Mom looked up at him. “That's great news! I know we’ll have to kill animals at some point so we can eat, but I just can't bear the thought of it.” 
“If it helps,” Jack said, “since we usually use a pickaxe, you can think of it as mining the animals instead.” Mom gave Jack ‘the look’ and Jack knew it was time to go. “Well, gotta go! Lots and lots to explore!” He ran out the door before she could say anything else. 
“Don’t you mine any sheep young man!” she shouted after him. 
“Meow,” said Bruce as he darted out the open door. 
Kate spent some more time showing Mom and Dad how to use the crafting table before finally making the thing she wanted most: a fishing rod. Well, it wasn’t THE thing she wanted most. That would be a saddle, but since she couldn’t just make one, fishing was the way to go.
The pole appeared in her hotbar and she immediately equipped it. A wooden stick appeared in her hand, with the hook swinging in front of the huge grin that had spread across her face.
“Now that I made my fishing rod, you can find me at the pond!” She left in such a hurry she almost snapped her brand new fishing rod on the door. 
Dad looked at Mom and shrugged. “She must be excited.” 
“You know that one-track mind of hers! The only thing on that track is a horse.”
Dad laughed and pulled her in for a hug. “What are you going to do today?” 
“I’m going to gather ingredients to make some of this stuff.” She waved toward the crafting table. “I think I’ll start with wood since I already know how to get that, and it looks like you need it for a lot of recipes.” 
Dad nodded. “Well, I’m going to try my hand at fishing, too. A delicious fish dinner sounds good about now, doesn’t it?” He rubbed his belly.
“Meow,” Bruce said, peeking in from the hole in the ceiling, his ears fully perked up. 
“How does he always know when we’re talking about food?” Mom laughed. “Well you two have fun, Kate will love the company.” She leaned in and gave Dad a kiss. 
“Gross!” Jack said from his bed. 
Mom and Dad both jumped higher than a cat scared of a cucumber. Jack laughed so hard he fell off the bed. 
“Jack!” Mom shouted. “How did you get in here!?”
Jack’s voice was muffled from under the bed where he had rolled while laughing. “You should have seen your faces!” He composed himself and sat back on the bed. “I respawned here after I died.” 
“What?!” Dad asked. “You died? Are there monsters around?” He ran to look out the door and quickly pulled it closed.
Jack stood up. “Oh, no, no monsters. It’s daytime. Well, I mean some monsters are out in the day, like creepers and spiders and,” 
“Jack, focus,” Dad said. “What killed you?” 
Jack held his hands up and shrugged. “I fell off a mountain.” 
His parent’s mouths fell open in shock. “You... fell off... a mountain?” Mom asked, like she must have heard him wrong. 
Jack shrugged. “Yeah, I was chasing a sheep to mine... er... pet, and it ran up a mountain. I guess I wasn’t looking where I was going, and I fell right off the ledge. Anyway, gotta go!” He ran out the door, leaving it wide open again. 
Mom and Dad just stared at the dust he left behind. “‘I’m not sure how that boy will survive childhood,” Mom said, shaking her head.
“So I guess it’s a good thing he can respawn now?” Dad said. Mom eyed him then laughed. Dad chuckled back and kissed her cheek. “Well, I’m off to catch some fish!”.




Chapter 2 

 
Jack ran out of the house as fast as he could. He was excited to explore all around their new home. This time though, he would be a little more careful and NOT follow a sheep off a cliff. He was just so excited to be living in Minecraft!
No one had asked him, but Jack wasn’t upset at all about being stuck in the game. He had told the truth when he said he didn’t know how they got here. He really didn’t, and it was definitely strange, but he was glad they were. Mom couldn’t even tell them to log out!
Jack loved Minecraft. He loved building houses and fighting monsters and making weapons and exploring and... all of it! His favorite house was the one he had just built in the last world he and Kate played in. 
They had finally figured out how to make glass and their house had a whole wall of windows. It was pretty cool looking. They had spent a decent amount of time playing the game, but there was still so much to learn and know. They had really only discovered the basics but had plenty of fun mining and making things. 
He had heard about things like the Nether and the End from friends but hadn’t ever gotten there yet. Or even close as far as he knew. He had too much fun mining and fighting. Now that he was IN Minecraft, he had all the time in the world! “This is SO COOL!” he shouted into the air. “I cannot wait to tell my friends!”
He ran across the plains looking for anything interesting, when he saw a few blocks of grass missing in the ground. He slowed and peeked over the edge into the hole. Jack smiled; it was just what he thought! Through the small, inconspicuous hole, he could see a massive cave system opening beneath the ground. Caves were a great place to find iron and coal!
He began digging stairs so he could enter the cave without splatting on the ground and having to face Mom again back at the house.
As soon as the stairs were done, he immediately began punching a rock. He was excited to have stone tools! He punched and punched and punched, but it seemed like it was taking longer than it did when he was playing from his couch with a controller.
Soon though, the block exploded into dust. 
“Yes!” Jack shouted, then frowned. Where was his floating chunk of cobblestone? He wanted to make stone tools! He turned to look around then shrugged. He started punching another block of stone, and when it exploded, also leaving nothing behind, he stopped and smacked his forehead. 
“Ugh, I need a tool to get cobblestone from this! Why didn’t I make a wooden pickaxe before leaving the house?” He spun around to head back home, but the wide open mouth of the cave caught his eye.
“I’ll just have a quick look,” he said to no one, because no one else was there, before walking into the stone cavern.
The cave opened wide to a large room with surprisingly tall ceilings. The light poured in to the front of the room, but eventually filtered out, and towards the back of the area it looked pitch black. 
Jack went in as far as he could see to look around. He found a few coal deposits which got him excited. With coal they could make a ton of different things! 
He continued until it got so dark he couldn’t see anymore. Which was precisely why he fell into a crack and plummeted so deep he lost track of where he was. He fell and fell until, with a loud CLUNK, he landed in a heap on the ground. 
“Ow!” Jack moaned, and stood, brushing off his pants. He was down to a single heart and his whole health bar was shaking.
He sighed. He really didn’t want to respawn again so soon after the last time. What would Mom say? He turned around hoping he wasn’t going to be stuck in complete darkness. 
Thankfully he wasn’t. He seemed to have landed in another cave system. How deep in the ground was he? He had fallen a long way down.
Ahead of him was some faint light way off in the distance. With no other ideas, he shrugged and started walking towards the light.
The path there was a pain in the butt. Lots of climbing up and down, winding around and around, widening one-block holes so he could squeeze through. Finally, though, he made it to the source of the light. 
In front of him was a stream of orange lava pouring out of the rock wall and flowing across the path of the cave towards another hole in the wall. “Oh man I love lava! I wish I had a bucket!” 
He got close to the lava and put a hand near it. It was HOT. A lot hotter than it looked when he was just watching it on a screen. He was mesmerized by the gurgling red and orange liquid when something caught his attention. Something blue and shiny. 
“Is that... diamond?” he said, his eyes widening in excitement. He couldn’t quite be sure of it from where he stood, so he got dangerously close to the molten lava to get a better look.
Sure enough, directly above the stream of boiling hot lava, was a shiny light blue ore.
“It IS diamond! Oh man, Kate is gonna freak out!” Then he freaked out when he felt the sting of sharp fangs bite into his ankle.
“Ow!” He looked down to see a spider trying to eat him. He was down to half a heart.
Jack kicked at the thing, which in hindsight he realized it wasn’t the best idea to take his only good leg off the ground, as he lost his balance and landed right in the lava. “Oh man!” was all he had time to say before the lava ate the last of his heart, sending him to respawn. 




Chapter 3 

 
Kate was wasting no time. She was going to fish up a saddle today no matter what! She couldn’t wait to have her own horse.
As the pond came into view, she stopped to admire it. It was a pretty nice pond. Not too big, not too small. Along one edge was a sandy beach and the other sides were lined with grass and dotted with a few trees. It really was quite beautiful, with the clear blue water rippling in the sunlight, the fish swimming around, and the drowned wandering around on the ledge. 
Her eyes widened. A drowned?! Oh man! Kate huffed and stomped her foot. She didn’t want to deal with a drowned. They were zombies that had stayed in water too long and turned into something even stronger. She’d forgotten about them in her excitement to fish for a saddle.
She sighed and moved to a spot on the pond as far away from the gurgling monster as she could. 
With an excited grin she rubbed her hands together then got her fishing rod ready and cast the bobber into the water. Not much later a trail of bubbles formed in the water and made its way closer to the bobber. This was it; she was one step closer to her dream. 
She imagined herself, galloping on a horse, the wind in her face, her hair flowing behind her. She would train her horse to jump, and build an amazing horse arena like her friend Reagan and she had done in their very own ‘Girls 10 and Older’ world they played in. No boys were allowed, especially brothers. 
With visions of an epic horse ranch dancing in her head, she completely forgot to reel the line in, and the bobber stopped moving. “What?” she asked as she realized what she had done. “Oh rats!” Now she would have to wait again. 
“What’s wrong?” a voice asked behind her and Kate jumped so high she almost fell in the water. 
Dad chuckled; he had always liked to startle the kids. It was fun to watch them jump.
Kate windmilled her arms to keep from falling in the water and nearly lost her fishing pole in the process. “Don’t DO that!” she yelled at him. 
“Ahem,” Dad said and raised an eyebrow at her. Kate blushed. 
“Sorry, I didn’t mean to yell at you. You startled me and I almost fell in the water and lost my pole!” 
“What made you upset? I mean, before I did.” 
“Oh it’s nothing, I just missed my first catch.”
He nodded. “Well let me tell you, I used to be quite the fisherman back in my day, maybe ole Dad can help you out.” He elbowed his daughter. “What do you think? Want me to show you the ropes?”
It was Kate's turn to chuckle as she gestured towards the water. “Fishing here isn’t like back home, Dad,” she said. “It’s way easier.” 
Dad made a face at her. “So easy you already messed up?” 
She stuck her tongue out at him. “Watch this!” She cast her line out again, the bobber landing far out into the water. “Hey, nice cast!” Dad said. She couldn’t help feeling proud, even though there was really no skill involved. But she wanted to impress her dad, so this time when the trail of bubbles came towards her bobber, she was going to pay better attention. 
“What is that?” Dad asked, pointing to the trail of bubbles. 
Kate smirked. “That is how fishing works here.” She looked at her dad to find him studying the water intently. 
“So bubbles just go over to your bobber and make it dance and then stop? Then what? How do you get the fish?” he asked. 
Kate quickly turned to her bobber. She had missed it again! “Oh RATS!” she shouted even louder. 
Dad laughed loudly this time, his whole body shaking. “Was it not supposed to do that?” 
Kate growled but ignored him as she cast her bobber back out. The water bubbled again and she wasn’t going to take her eyes off it for anything! She focused in, blocking out everything that wasn’t those bubbles.
The water trails got closer and closer, and finally her bobber dipped under the water! 
She reeled her line in and Dad cheered. Kate was so happy, she glanced back at Dad who had a huge smile on his face. A smile that quickly changed to a look of shock at something behind her. She spun around just in time for the big, slimy fish she had caught to splat her right in the face! It caught her by such surprise that she fell over.
Dad laughed so hard he, too, fell onto his butt as Kate spluttered and wiped the fish smell off. She snatched up her catch, a raw cod, and put it in her inventory. Then she stood up, her hands on her hips, and glared at Dad. She was practicing ‘the look’ that Mom did. 
It must have worked, at least a little, as Dad stopped laughing and stood up. “I’m sorry, Kate. It really wasn’t very nice of me to laugh. That was just so funny!” He hugged her. “Thank you for showing me how to do it.” 
Kate blushed. “Anyway, it's really easy.” 
Dad laughed again and pulled out his own fishing rod he had made with the last two pieces of string. “Let's do it together and see what we can get, okay kiddo?” 
Kate nodded, and with a smile, they both cast their lines into the pond. 




Chapter 4

 
Mom sighed after Dad left. She was used to being alone at home every morning after Dad went to work and she shuttled the kids off to school. But this house was so dreary, and ugly and... dirty. It was made of dirt so that made sense, but she really wanted to fix it up.
“I need to get some wood so I can make plenty of sticks and... planks.” She was proud of herself for remembering what they were called. Maybe if she made the house into a log cabin it would feel a little more homey and a whole lot less... dirt-y.
She left the house to go to the nearby trees and gather some wood. She passed the trees that Kate and she had punched down and shook her head. The trunks were gone, but the top of the trees stayed there, floating in the air. “This is such a strange place.”
Mom got to work punching trees and gathering wood. Something in her just couldn’t stand leaving the floating leaves so she punched them too. Deliciously sweet apples occasionally fell, and she munched on one as she worked, whistling a small tune. 
The apple tasted really good. It was crisp and crunchy with a flavor that surpassed even the best apples she had ever tasted back home. The weird thing was every apple she got tasted this way. She knew because she couldn’t stop eating them. They were just so good! 
Mom kept working like this for a good long time, punching trees and collecting wood and apples. She noticed she never got tired as long as she kept munching an apple every now and then. She did get bored though and doubted there was any fruit for that.
She was on what felt like her hundredth tree, just punching away, and she had three full stacks of 64 oak logs and a full stack of apples, even though she kept eating them. She hoped that was going to be enough wood to do all the things they wanted to.
Finally, she was too bored to keep going so she stopped and looked around. She had cleared out a sizable chunk of the forest near their camp. 
She was thinking about snacking on another apple when a noise behind her made her stop. She snapped around and saw a green and black armless creature coming straight towards her.
“Oh no you don't Mr. Creepy!” she shouted and started backing away. 
Unfortunately, shouting was the wrong thing to do. The creeper homed in on her, opened its mouth wide and charged. Mom screamed and turned, running as fast as she could towards the camp. 
“Help! Help!” she shouted as she got closer. She could just barely make out Dad and Kate, but they were on the other side of the pond — too far to help. She ran, and the creeper followed close on her heels. Mom tripped over a block of leaves that she had tossed out and the creeper got right up to her and started hissing and flashing. 
“No!” Mom screamed and leapt to her feet to run. The creeper stopped flashing and started after her again. She was finally almost to the house and was screaming and waving her arms. Dad and Kate looked up with startled looks on their faces, and when they realized what was happening, they tossed their fishing poles and ran towards Mom. 
Mom didn’t know what to do so she simply ran in circles around the house. The creeper followed her relentlessly and she was getting annoyed. Didn’t these things ever quit? Around and around she went, the creeper right after her. 
On another pass around the house, Dad and Kate were close enough to shout at her, and Kate yelled something, but Mom could only make out one word. 
“...house!” Kate yelled. 
Mom thought she must have been telling her to go in the house, and she remembered from the night before how the monsters couldn't open the door. As the door came back into view, she threw herself toward it, opened it, and ran inside as quickly as she could, slamming the door behind her. She collapsed against it, breathing hard. 
“Mom?” Jack said, freshly respawned from his accident in the cave. “What’s going on?” 
“Oh Jack!” she said, still catching her breath. “A creepy is after me!” 
“A creeper?” Realization crossed over Jack’s face. “Mom! Get away from the door!” he yelled and jumped towards her to help her up and away. Just as he grabbed her hand, he heard the telltale hiss from the other side of the door. 
“Oh man, not again,” Jack said just as the creeper exploded, blowing a massive hole in the house and the ground they stood on. 




Chapter 5

 
Kate stood there, shaking her head. In front of her was the half-ruined house they’d been calling home. She and Dad had tried to tell Mom to stay away from the building so Kate could draw off the creeper and make it explode somewhere else, far away from anything important. “Stay away from the house!” she’d yelled, but Mom must have heard the wrong thing because she did exactly the opposite. 
Dad had tried to get its attention by running up to the creeper, flailing his arms wildly and screaming like a fool, but instead he was blown up right along with it.
With three pops, Mom, Dad and Jack appeared inside what used to be the house. Only one of the beds remained, but they all respawned as if they were still there.
“Oh those darn creepies!” Mom said, stomping her foot. “I lost all my stuff again, and I spent so long punching trees!” 
“It’s okay,” Kate said and gave her a hug to console her. “Your stuff should still be around here somewhere... what did you have?” 
Mom looked all around at their poor broken house. It was a near total loss. Where minutes ago there had been a wall with a door that shut tight and kept them safe from monsters, was now nothing but a deep crater in the ground, the entire front half of the house just... missing. Only the back wall remained solid. The roof and two side walls were in various states of disarray, random holes dotting the stacked dirt blocks, like a second grader with many missing teeth. Cubes of debris floated all around.
“I had some wood, leaves, and apples,” she said.
Kate began picking up the floating blocks. “How much wood?” she asked. 
Mom also started cleaning up. “Three stacks of 64, I guess that's the most you can put in a slot. And I had almost a whole stack of apples.” 
Kate and Jack stopped cleaning and looked at each other. “Three stacks!?” Jack asked. “That’s a ton! Good job, Mom!”
“Is it?” Mom asked. “I don't really know. I mean, I was out there for a while.” 
Jack laughed. “You must have been punching trees forever! Did you at least make an axe?” 
“An axe?” Mom asked with her eyebrows pushed together.
For the second time Jack and Kate stopped and looked at each other. 
“What is it?” Dad asked. “Did she do something wrong?”
Kate sighed. “I’m sorry, there are some things we really should have done first. Before I got all obsessed with getting a saddle.” 
Jack hung his head. “Yeah, I shouldn’t have run off. I think we forgot how new you guys are to Minecraft.” 
“What do you mean?” Mom asked, a worried look on her face. “What did I do?”
Kate cleared her throat. “It’s not what you did, it’s what we didn’t do. We should have told you about tools and made some with you. It would have saved you a ton of time in the forest.” 
Jack smirked. “And I probably wouldn’t have respawned again if I had a pickaxe to use.” 
“Well, tell us now then,” Dad said. “I love tools!” 
While they continued cleaning the mess of their demolished home and collecting all the dropped loot, Kate and Jack told their parents about all the different tools they could make and what they were helpful for.
Working together they rebuilt the house in record time, this time using the wood Mom had collected. When it was finished, they stood back to admire their work. Mom had a huge smile spread across her face. This was so much better than a dirt home.
“Well, I certainly see what you mean about the first house being so weak,” Dad said. “A creeper could never blow this up this beauty.” He patted one of the walls.
“Well…” Jack said, his face scrunched up. “Creepers can pretty much blow up anything. But the stronger the material, the less it destroys.”

“But I gathered all this wood!” Mom said, looking annoyed.

“Wood is usually the second step, Mom, you did good,” Kate reassured her.

“But we should work on upgrading it even more,” Jack added.
“Well how do we do that?” Dad asked.
“Oh, that’s easy. Well, kind of easy,” Jack said. “The best way would be to rebuild it out of stone.” He pulled a wooden pickaxe from his inventory. “Take a pickaxe to some stone and start whacking away!” 
“We should all work together,” Kate said. “It will go a lot faster and we’ll be safer too.” 
“Alright,” Dad said. “How do we start?”
“We start with tools,” Kate said, and made enough basic wooden tools out of Mom’s leftover wood for the entire family.
“Then,” Jack said, “we mine. We can start digging right outside.”
“Right by the house?” Mom asked. “Is that dangerous?” 
Kate shook her head. “No, it’ll be fine. Jack and I always used to make a little mine right next to our houses so we would have some place to run if monsters appeared.” 
“Well what are we waiting for? Let’s go!” Dad took out his new pick with a mighty swing, accidently knocking a block out of the wall. “Oops.”
Immediately Bruce’s face appeared through the new hole and jumped into the house. “Meow,” he said before jumping onto a bed, circling a few times, laying down, and falling asleep.
“Well, I’m glad I could be of service to you, lazy cat,” Dad said, and everyone laughed.




Chapter 6

 
In a short amount of time the family had a decent size mine going. They had dug into the ground, leaving a path of stones untouched as a stairway in and out. Occasionally Dad would dig straight up to pop a hole in the ceiling to let in some light.
It didn’t take too long before they realized four people mining at the same time wasn’t a great idea. 
They realized this because they kept hitting each other with the pickaxes. Jack’s pickaxe in Kate’s arm, Mom’s pickaxe in Dad’s back. Mostly it was Jack, though. He got a little crazy with his pickaxe and ended up hitting everyone else at least twice. Before anyone could be sent to respawn, Dad and Kate kicked him out of the mine, and put him in charge of using the cobblestone they gathered to remake the house. Mom followed him to supervise.
Dad and Kate mined, popping rocks to get cobblestone, and Dad was having a great time. “This is a lot of fun,” he told Kate. “Your old dad isn’t too bad at survival, eh?”
Kate forced a laugh. “Yep, mining is alright,” she said, “though I prefer making animal pens and designing a farm.” 
Dad nodded. “That sounds like you, you always have loved animals.” He popped another brick, then stopped, looking into the hole he had made. “Uhhh... Kate... what’s this?” he asked, pointing into the hole. 
Kate stopped hitting rocks and looked in. A few blocks were dotted with dark spots. “Oh, that’s coal, when you mine you can find all kinds of different blocks. Coal, Iron, Gold...” 
“GOLD!?” Dad shouted and Kate had to cover her ears. Dad cleared his throat. “Oh, ahem, sorry about that. You can find gold?”
Kate smiled. “Yeah you can find gold and diamonds even.” 
Dad’s face lit up like he had just swallowed a glowstone block. “Oh, I am for sure going to find some diamonds,” he whispered. 
Kate just shook her head. “They are really, really deep, you’ll have to dig for a long time.” 
Without another word Dad started mining faster than Kate thought possible. Rocks were flying every which way. “Hey!” Dad said suddenly as he stopped. 
“What is it?” Kate asked. 
He held up a broken stick. “My pick broke!” 
“Yeah, they do that. You should probably make one out of all that stone you’ve been collecting.”
Dad scrunched up his face and looked at her. “Make a pick out of stone?”
Kate nodded. “Stone picks work faster than wood ones, too.” 
Dad looked at his broken stick. “A stone pick, and it's even faster…” he looked at Kate. “That ROCKS!”
Kate just stared at him. 
“Get it?” he said with a huge cheesy grin. “Use a stone pick to mine rock...” He started laughing at his own joke, slapping his knee.
Kate sighed. “Ooookay Dad.” She rolled her eyes and began picking up all the cobblestone and coal that had fallen to the ground. 
“Your old man is pretty funny!” Dad said after he finally took a breath. “We should probably go check on Mom and Jack and make some stone picks while we’re up there.” 
Jack and Mom had been hard at work. He would cover one of the walls with cobblestone, and Mom would be inside the house, taking down the wood blocks. This had the benefit of making the house more secure, but also a little bigger.
Mom hummed a little song as she went, very happy to have a proper looking home, and even happier to have the dirt gone. “Looking good, Mom!” Kate said when she came in. 
“Great job, Mom!” Dad said as he looked around. 
“What are you all doing in here? Wipe your feet!” Mom demanded.
Jack shut the door as he came in behind them. “But... the floor... is dirt?” He pointed at the floor, but realized it was probably best to not argue. “It’s nearly nighttime Mom, didn't you notice?”
Mom's jaw dropped and she looked out the window, the sun was setting and it was getting darker. “Oh my! I was having so much fun I didn’t realize how fast time went!” Jack and Kate shared a look; they knew very well how fast time could go in Minecraft. “We should settle in for the night,” Mom said. 
The sun set and with it the house turned dark. “Well, I guess since we can hardly even see in here, there is nothing left to do but go to bed,” Mom said. 
Jack smacked his forehead. “Oh, I can help with that.” He went to the crafting station and a few seconds later came back with a block that was grey like cobblestone but had two holes in the front. He placed it in a corner of the room and activated it. 
Suddenly the room lit up with light as fires came out of the bottom hole. The light died away, and Jack pulled out something lumpy and black. A few seconds later, four torches appeared in his hand and he placed one on the wall. The area around the torch lit up brightly, fading the further it got from the source.
Mom and Dad gasped.
“What is THAT?!” Dad asked, pointing towards the furnace. 
“It’s a furnace,” Kate said. “You can use it to smelt things or cook food.”
Dad’s face lit up brighter than the torch. “Wait a minute… You mean this is the thing-a-majiggy I can Barbecue with?!”
Dad rushed everyone to bed so he could have enough daylight the next day to get his barbecue on. “No more talking! No more moving! How do you turn this torch off?” He batted at it with his hand, blew on it, and when the fire wouldn’t go out, he eventually just ripped it off the wall. Blackness fell over their small stone house.
“Goodnight,” he said as he kissed their foreheads and tucked them all into their beds. Even Mom.




Chapter 7

 
Just as the sun rose the next day, Dad leapt out of his bed and ran to the furnace. He messed with it a bit before rushing over and dumping Jack out of his bed. “HEY!” Jack yelled as he hit the floor, still half asleep. 
 
“Oh good, you’re awake,” Dad said. 
Jack rubbed his butt that he had landed on. “You woke me up!”
“ANNNNYYYway, how do I work this barbecue?” Dad pointed at the furnace. 
Jack rolled his eyes. “It's a furnace Dad, not a barbecue.” 
“Whatever, how do I work it?”
Jack sighed and stood up. “First you need some fuel, coal or-” 
“Got it!” Dad held up a stack of coal. 
Jack chuckled. “Okay, so you put the coal in, just like with the crafting table, then add the meat and presto, it starts cooking.” 
Mom and Kate were sitting up in bed now, yawning. Jack and Dad were so loud!
“Well darn it! I don't have any meat.”
“Oh no,” Mom said, “don’t even think about it.”
Dad looked at her. “What?” 
Mom pointed her finger right at his nose. “I know what you're thinking! Don’t you dare go mining any animals!” 
“Delicious animals,” Dad corrected her with a tilt of his head. 
She put her hands on her hips. “Now you listen, we have plenty of apples to eat, and they work just fine for our food bars. We don’t need to mine helpless animals.”
Dad crossed his arms. “Now honey, I know how you feel about violence, but I really need you to hear me out on this. It’s very important.”
Mom raised her nose in the air. “What is so important?” 
Dad smiled. “Barbecue.”
Mom looked at him and raised an eyebrow. 
“Barbecue?” Dad whined. 
Mom rolled her eyes and shrugged. “Ugh, fine. Just don't tell me anything about it.” 
Dad ran over and swooped Mom up in a huge hug, swirling her around the room. “Barbecue!” He squealed and kissed her. “Now get out of here.” Mom shoved him toward the door. “Jack, you go with him.” 
Jack, who was busy making gagging noises because his parents had just kissed, jumped up. “You got it, Mom! C’mon Dad, let’s go!” 
Dad headed towards the door but stopped just short of opening it. “Do we need anything, Jack?” he asked. “We want to be prepared.”
Jack shook his head. “Nope, we can get whatever we need out there.”
“Perfect!” Dad said and he opened the door for Jack, who led the way out. 
Mom looked at Kate who was smiling at everything that had just happened. She shook her head and opened her mouth to say something, when the door opened just a bit and Dad's head popped in. “Barbecue!” he said and disappeared again. 
Kate laughed and fell backwards onto the bed. “Boys are so weird!”
Mom laughed as well. “They sure are.” 




Chapter 8

 
“Well, Jack my man, which way to the meat?” Dad asked as they walked away from their house. 
It was first thing in the morning, and the bright square sun was still rising into the sky. In front of them was the sparkling pond and beyond that, open plains, grass blocks as far as the eye could see.
Jack looked around, trying to decide which way to go. There were still quite a few trees to one side, their tall, block leaves blowing gently in the wind. The brown craggy mountains stood to their right.
Jack pointed and off in the distance to some sheep near the mountains. “We could get those.”
Dad looked at him and frowned. “I was kind of hoping for a steak first.”
Jack and Dad looked all around but didn’t see any cows. “We could probably find a cow in the plains up ahead, if you wanted to do some exploring,” Jack said, “but if we go for the sheep, it’d be much faster. Plus, you can get mutton and wool, which Mom might like.”
“I don't think Mom would like mutton, she thinks sheep are too cute.” 
Jack laughed. “No, I mean she might like the wool! You can use it to make all kinds of things for decorations.” 
“Now Jack, that’s my smart boy.” Dad ruffled his hair. “If we bring her back some wool, maybe she won't be mad about the meat.”
“We should probably make some swords then,” Jack said. “If we just try to punch the sheep, it'll take forever.” 
Dad frowned. “Why didn’t you say anything in the house then? We had our crafting table there and could have made tools. Now we have to go all the way back.” 
Jack just smirked at him. “Dad, one of the things you need to learn about Minecraft, is a good player is never without resources.” He dug around in his inventory and pulled out one of the stacks of wood he had collected as they replaced the wood of the house with cobblestone.
In a mess of movement, he had turned some of the logs into planks, and a few moments after that, created a crafting table and set it down. Jack quickly made a wooden shovel, dug a little bit until he hit stone, and using a pickaxe he pulled out of his inventory, mined a bunch of rock.
Dad watched the whole time, his smile getting bigger and bigger. Eventually, Jack was done and had made four stone swords. He gave two of them to Dad with a flourish. 
“Wow son, you’re right, I do have a lot to learn about Minecraft. That was very resourceful how you could simply make us what we needed.” He fist bumped Jack. 
Jack grinned hugely, happy to make his Dad proud. “I just wanted to show you how easy it is to do stuff here,” he said. “And with just a little knowhow, you can pretty much make whatever you need, wherever you are. Now what do you say we go get those sheep?” 
Dad nodded towards the fluffy block animals. “Lead on!” 
Jack took off like a rocket and Dad had to run to catch up with him. Soon they made it to the closest sheep and Jack immediately hit it with his sword. The sheep flashed red and ran off. “After it!” Jack yelled and began chasing the sheep. 
Dad was caught off guard and followed Jack a little behind him. The sheep ran into some trees and Jack smacked face first into the trunk of one. Dad ran after the sheep and swung his sword, the sheep flashed red again and dodged around another tree. Jack met the sheep there, though, and in a final blow the sheep was down. 
In a puff of dust the sheep fell to its side and disappeared, leaving behind a floating white cube and red hunk of meat. “We did it!” Jack yelled and stopped to dance. 
“Put your sword away,” Dad said. “You’ll poke your eye out dancing with it like that.” He bent over to scoop up the cube of wool and the meat. When he stood back up he had a crazy look on his face as he held out the piece of mutton. “Baaaaarrrbeeecuuuuueee,” he said slowly. 
“Let's get some more!” Jack said and ran off to the other sheep they had seen. 
Dad put the meat in his inventory and chased after him. “Jack, wait up!”
Jack was just about to hit the other sheep with his sword when Dad stopped him. “Wait!” he shouted. “Let me get to the other side of it, then when you hit it and it turns to run, I can be there, sword at the ready. We should work smarter, not harder.”
Jack paused a moment then shrugged. “Go for it.” Dad moved into place, and like clockwork the two of them took out another sheep, gaining mutton and wool. “Great idea Dad,” Jack said. “That was way better than chasing it all over.” 
“And running into a tree?” Dad asked.
“Yeah.” Jack Jack rubbed his aching nose. “Way way better than running into a tree.” 
The two of them walked back towards the house, keeping their eyes peeled for any other tasty animals. All they found, though, were a few chickens which did not make Dad upset at all. “I love barbecued chicken!” he said as he happily collected the floating raw chicken. They also found a few eggs strewn about where the chickens had been walking.
Jack collected the eggs and grabbed the feathers, too. “I think I can make arrows with these,” he said. “I want a cool bow and arrow set!” 
“Just don't let your Mom see,” Dad said with a smirk. 
Jack agreed that was probably a good idea. “Hey Dad, want to see something cool?” he asked. 
“Sure son, what's up?” 
Jack hacked away at some grass that was close by and collected the floating seeds. He continued slashing at the grass, wanting to quickly gather as many as he could.
“Um, cutting grass doesn’t seem that cool. In fact, I did it all the time back at home and I never once thought to myself, ‘this is cool!’”
Jack rolled his eyes. “Patience is a virtue, Dad.”
“Ah, so you do listen.”
Jack rolled his eyes again. When he was satisfied with his seed collection, he waved Dad to follow him and they wandered around briefly until they came across another chicken. Jack put his sword away and held the seeds in his hand.
The chicken clucked and saw them, then the seeds, and instantly locked onto Jack like he was the chicken’s best friend. Wherever Jack went the chicken followed him. If Jack ran, the chicken ran. If Jack zigged and zagged, the chicken zigged and zagged. Jack did a few silly little maneuvers going up and over blocks, and round and round in circles, and the chicken followed, always right at his heels.
Dad was off a way, bent over in laughter. “That’s too funny!” he managed to say between heaving breaths. He started hacking some grass to gather seeds of his own. With handfuls of seeds, and a chicken each, they walked the rest of the way home, chickens in toe.
When they got home Dad slammed the door open and shouted in a sing-song voice, “Honey! I’m home!” and strolled in. 
Mom looked up at him with a sweet smile on her face, which instantly morphed into shock and then anger as Jack and the two chickens followed in behind.
“WHY ARE THERE CHICKENS IN THE HOUSE!?”




Chapter 9

 
Dad put his seeds away and his chicken shadow immediately started flapping and jumping all over the place. “No chickens in the house!” Mom shouted and chased after the bird, shooing it away. The chicken darted to the bed, and Mom jumped after, but she had leapt so fast and the bed was so bouncy that when she landed, she bounced right off, flailing and landing hard on the floor.
All the sudden out of nowhere, like a bolt of black and white lightning, Bruce zipped in and charged at the chicken, smacking it with his claw. The chicken flashed red and went crazy flapping and clucking and leaping trying desperately to get away from Bruce Lee the Scar-Faced Ninja Attack Kitty From Japan (Who Smells Like Poop.) 
The chicken landed on Kate’s head but leapt off when Bruce jumped at it, sending several feathers flying. Bruce landed right on Kate’s and she screamed as Bruce used her face to spring off after the chicken. Kate fell on her butt, a feather stuck in her hair and a dirty paw print on her forehead. 
“Bruce! Knock it off!” Jack shouted. 
“MEOW!” Bruce said and it looked very much like he was not planning on knocking it off, as he licked his lips while he continued to chase after the chicken. The chicken ran between Dad’s legs and he bent over to grab it, but Bruce darted in after, and collided with his head, knocking him to the ground. “Ack, ya darn cat!” Dad yelled from the floor. 
Bruce leapt in the air and it looked like he was finally going to catch the chicken as it fled out the door. Jack moved just a little quicker, though, and slammed the door shut after the bird, Bruce landing face first into it and sliding to the ground. The cat spun around and eyeballed the other chicken who was oblivious to everything that had just happened, happily pecking at the seeds Jack had dropped on the ground. 
“Meow,” Bruce said and got into pouncing position, his tummy low to the ground with his butt in the air wiggling and the tip of his tail flicking back and forth. Just as he jumped, Mom, who had finally gotten herself back up, snatched him in midair. “Meow?” Bruce whined. 
Mom poked her finger in his nose. “Be nice to chickens!” 
“Meow,” Bruce said. 
She put Bruce under her arm and pointed at Dad, her eyes squinty and serious. “You two, get those chickens out of here, and I had better never see them inside again!” 
“Okay, okay,” Jack said with his hands held out. “Why don't you like chickens, Mom? They’re so funny!” 
Mom held Bruce out like a loaded weapon at Jack, who opened the door to help Dad get the other chicken out of the house. “Because,” Mom said, “they poop all over the place, and I don't want chicken poop on my bed!” 
Kate followed Dad and Jack out the door but stopped to look at Mom. “Uh, haven’t you noticed yet? There's no pooping in Minecraft.” 
Mom opened her mouth to say something then closed it as she realized Kate was right. 
Kate shut the door with a giggle and followed Dad. “Hey, wait up!” she called to him and Jack.
Jack, who had pulled out more seeds and had both of the chickens following him around was laughing as he went in circles. “It’s a chicken parade!” 
Kate rolled her eyes. “Let me make a pen and we can raise them, Jack.”
Dad looked at her. “Kate, sweetie, I don't think Mom wants us to have chicken pets.” 
Kate, who had already started making a wall of dirt two blocks high, kept working. “Not as pets Dad. Well, only kind of. Chickens are good food, and we can breed them to make as many as we want.” 
“Oh, your mom DEFINITELY doesn't want that,” Dad argued. 
Kate laughed. “I know, but we have to eat, and I’m already tired of apples. She keeps force-feeding me them, even though I’m not hungry!” 
Jack walked over to Kate and into the makeshift pen she had made. “We should really make this out of fencing,” he said, eying the dirt wall. 
Kate nodded. “Yeah, but for now let's just get these chickens locked up.” 
“Okay,” Jack said, “get ready to put some blocks up!” Just as he was about to leave, he gave one of the chickens some seeds and a heart puffed up and appeared above the chicken’s head. He repeated this with the other chicken until it, too, had hearts above it.
The two chickens stood next to each other and in a moment, a little baby chicken poofed into existence. “It’s so cute!” Kate squealed.
Jack ran out the pen and Kate quickly placed two dirt blocks, completing the pen, and locking the chickens inside. “Perfect!” she said. “Now we can have chicken whenever we want, plus we’ll get eggs.” 
“And feathers!” Jack said. “Pew pew pew! I’m going to make a bow!” He pulled his arm back as if he were pulling a bow string. 
Kate dusted off her hands and looked at Dad. “Can we please finally get some fishing in now?




Chapter 10

 
“Oh! I want to go fishing too!” Jack said. 
“Alright, we only have two fishing rods, so we’ll have to take turns,” Dad said. 
“You guys can take turns; I’m getting that saddle!” Kate said with her hands on her hips. 
“That’s not fair!” Jack stuck his tongue out at her.
Dad held his hand up. “That's enough of that you two. Jack, you can share with me, Kate really wants to try for a saddle. She has a big goal, and we will support her in that.” 
“Ugh, fine, but I go first.” 
“Nope,” Dad said. “Dad’s first.” He turned to go towards the pond. 
“Okay,” Jack said, with a twinkle in his eye. “But didn’t you want to try barbecuing?” 
Dad stopped mid step, his foot still in the air. “Barbecue... I forgot!” He threw the fishing rod at Jack. “HereyougohavefunIloveyou!” He shoved passed the kids, running back to the house so quickly that Jack was knocked over and fell to the ground.
He stood up and collected the fishing rod. “Ready Kate?” he asked, but Kate wasn’t there. He quickly looked around and saw she was almost to the pond. “Hey! Wait!” Jack ran up to her. “Why did you ditch me?” 
Kate blew out a breath, “I didn’t ditch you. I’m literally just going right over here.”
“Hmph,” Jack said as they got to the edge of the water. “I bet I catch more fish than you!” 
“I don't even care,” Kate said as she prepared her fishing rod. “I’m not here for the fish.”
“Right, a saddle,” Jack said and they both cast their lines into the water. They waited and soon bubbles formed and flowed towards Jack's bobber. It went under the water, but Jack wasn’t fast enough and caught nothing. 
Kate chuckled. “You won't catch more than me if you keep doing it like that.” 
Jack made an angry face at her. “I thought you weren’t in it for the fish?” 
Bubbles formed and made a path towards Kate’s bobber this time. She eyed them intensely, determined not to miss. “I’m not, but I still want to win.” Her bobber sank under and she pulled back on the fishing rod. She pulled and pulled, her rod bending tremendously.
“Jack! I think I got a huge one!” she said and pulled on it again. Jack watched as her rod bent further and further, looking as if it might snap in half, as she tried to pull out whatever it was she had caught. 
“Wow, it must be a huge one!” Jack moved over to help her. With both of their hands on the fishing rod, they pulled and pulled and pulled until they finally saw something bubbling at the surface. 
“Pull harder! It’s almost up!” Kate said, excited and hopeful that maybe she had caught her saddle. With a huge final heave, the water broke, revealing a drowned with a trident!
“AHHHH!!!” Kate screamed, shocked at the creature at the end of her pole. 
The drowned clambered onto some rocks in the water and threw its trident at Kate, but Jack dove and tackled her to the ground just as it was about to hit. “Kate! Pull it out of the water!” 
Her fishing line had gotten tangled on the creature’s arm, and that had been what she was pulling up. Too bad it wasn’t the drowned’s throwing arm as it threw another trident, this time hitting Jack. “OOOOOF!” he said as a huge chunk of his hearts vanished in an instant. 
The drowned was reaching back to throw again, but Kate yanked on her fishing rod hard enough that it disrupted its aim. The trident flew way off course, and straight through the window of the house. “Ouch! My butt!” they heard Dad yell from inside. 
“What in the world!?” Mom shouted and must have dropped Bruce who darted out the open window. 
“Meow,” Bruce said. 
Jack and Kate continued yanking on the fishing line, trying to get the drowned out of the water. It was strong, though, and threw another trident, hitting Kate in the shoulder. “Ouch!” she yelled, accidently dropping the fishing rod. “Nooo! My rod!” she yelled as the drowned moved further into the water. It stopped and threw a trident again, hitting Jack as he tried to push Kate towards the house. 
“Come on Kate, we gotta get out of here, it's too strong in the water!”
“But my rod fell in the water!” she shouted.
“Just leave it!” he yelled back and gave Kate a shove away from the pond. She stumbled but caught herself and with a growl ran back to the house. Jack started after her, but another trident caught him and he poofed back to the respawn point. 




Chapter 11

 
“What on earth is going on out there?” Mom asked Jack after he respawned in the house. Jack opened his mouth to answer when the door slammed open and Kate, angry enough to cook an egg on her head, stormed in. 
“RUTTON SUTTON DROWNEDS!” she screamed. 
“Kate!” Mom said. “Don't use that kind of language!”
“But Mom!” Kate argued. “A drowned stole my fishing rod!” Her anger melted into sadness and she rushed to Mom, who hugged her tight. “I just wanted to fish for a saddle so I could finally have my own horse.” A tear came out of her eye. 
“Shh, it’s okay, dear,” Mom said as she patted Kate’s back. “Dad will help you get another one, won't you honey?” She said this last part to Dad who was squatting down, intensely watching the furnace. “WON'T YOU DEAR!?” Mom said a little louder. 
Dad jumped and looked around the room. “Huh? What? Sorry, I was watching the meat cook. What's going on?” 
“Kate had her fishing rod stolen by a drowned. You need to help her get it back, and maybe teach it a lesson about taking things that don’t belong to you,” Mom said. 
“Hey! What about me!?” Jack said. “It respawned me!”
“Did you lose a fishing rod too?” Mom asked. 
“Well yeah, when you get sent to respawn you lose all your stuff.” 
“Wait a minute!” Dad stood up with his arms crossed. “You mean to tell me you lost the fishing rod I let you borrow? My fishing rod?” 
Jack’s mouth fell open and he looked from his Dad to his Mom, who was still consoling Kate. “Wha...bu...”
“That’s no way to treat something I let you use Jack,” Dad said. 
Jack threw his hands in the air. “It’s probably still out there! Floating right next to the pond. You’ll just have to fight a drowned for it.” He, too, crossed his arms over his chest. 
“So is that where this thing came from?” Dad grabbed a trident from the floor. “I thought you were just playing a joke on me.”
“There was no joke, there's an underwater trident-throwing zombie out there who hit you with that right before he took all my hearts with another one,” Jack said. 
Dad got a serious look on his face. “Well, I am just going to have to go down to that pond and deal with it, then aren't I? Water zombie or not, no one messes with my kids.” 
Mom smiled. She loved when Dad was a fierce protector. “Thank you dear,” she said and kissed him on the cheek. 
Dad nodded at her. “Right after my meat is done cooking.” 
“What!?” Mom and Kate said together, both standing in front of him with hands on their hips. 
Dad looked back. “It’s barbecue! I can't overcook it!” 
Jack fell to the floor he was laughing so hard.
Mom pointed her finger at Dad. “You better go help your children with their bully right now.” She didn’t yell it, which was even more scary than if she would have. Instead she used her ‘Don't mess with Mom’ voice and that was enough to make anyone obey.
Dad gestured at the furnace. “But, but... barbecue...” He stopped, the look on Mom’s face sharper than the trident that hit him in the butt. “Okay dear,” he said and stood up.
“Oh, thank you honey,” Mom said to him, her voice sweet like honey now.
Kate ran up and gave Dad a hug. “Thank you, Daddy!” 
Dad sighed, took another look at the furnace, and started towards the door. “Come on Jack, you’re going to give me a hand.” 
Jack jumped up, looked at Mom, and didn’t even think twice. “Okay Dad!” he said as he ran out the door. 
When they were outside Dad closed the door behind them. “So Jack, how do we handle these drowned things?” 
They started walking towards the pond. “Well, it will try really hard to stay in the water, because on land they light on fire,” Jack said. “But we could go underwater and fight it.” 
“That doesn’t sound easy,” Dad said.
“It probably won't be. They are really tough, and they hit hard when they throw their tridents.” 
“Well, how can we get it out of the water?”
“I don't know if we can,” Jack said, “they really don't like being on fire.” 
Dad gave Jack a look. 
Jack smirked. “Okay, well, Kate’s fishing line got wrapped around this one, so if we can get the rod, we might be able to pull it out of the water.” 
Dad snapped his fingers. “Great idea! We’ll lure it up to the edge, then grab the fishing rod and pull it out. Then we can whack it with swords too!” Dad put his hand on Jack’s shoulder. “Jack, you get to be bait.” 
“Wait, what? Why me?” Jack asked. 
As they got close to the edge of the pond Dad stopped to look in. “Because,” he said, “I’m stronger than you and can pull it out easier.” Then he pushed Jack into the water. “Now hurry and lure it over, I want to be back before my barbecue is overcooked!” 




Chapter 12

 
Jack spluttered in the water and shot Dad a dirty look. He hoped the barbecue DID burn. Well not really, Dad actually made really good barbecue and Jack thought it sounded delicious right about now.
With a sigh that sent bubbles to the surface, he started swimming. The pond was not huge, but it did have one really deep point. He figured if the drowned was going to be anywhere, that's where it would be. He swam slowly and saw it, standing at the deepest part of the pond. He swam up to refill his air then with a shake of his head, dove down. 
The drowned saw him as he got close and turned to attack. Jack had been expecting it and moved just enough to dodge the thrown trident. He moved in as fast as he could through the water and punched the drowned one time, right in the nose. It flashed red and attacked back, this time hitting Jack as he swam away. 
Jack took evasive maneuvers, swimming in all kinds of wild directions, up, then down, then zig, then zag, but all towards Dad at the side. The drowned was fast though and caught up to him, poking him with the trident. Jack’s health was getting low, but he was really close to Dad. Thankfully, the drowned did significantly less damage poking him with the trident than it did throwing it. 
Finally, Jack got to the edge and Dad reached in and grabbed him by the hand, yanking him out of the water in one fell swoop. The drowned followed, getting as close as it could while keeping its legs in the water and chucked another trident at them. Dad threw Jack out of the way and dove in to snag the fishing rod that was dangling from the drowned’s arm. 
“Ouch!” Dad yelped as he was poked by the trident. Then he smiled as his fingers clasped the rod and he jumped out of the water, pulling as hard as he could once his feet were on shore. The drowned took a step, then another as Dad pulled. “Jack! Come help!” 
Jack darted over and pulled on Dad, who pulled on the pole, which pulled on the drowned. They yanked hard one last time and the drowned popped out of the water. The creature stopped attacking and scrambled to get back in the pond, but Dad and Jack held fast and soon it burst into flames. 
They shielded their eyes as the fire burned bright in front of them. “Jack!” Dad shouted, “use your sword!” 
“On it!” Jack equipped his stone sword and whacked the drowned until it poofed away. With the tension gone on the line, Dad slammed backwards to the ground, flipping completely over. 
“Whoa!” he yelped. 
Jack did a little dance. “We did it! We did it! We beat the drowned!” 
Dad jumped up and began cheering also. “Oh yeah! We did it!” Then he suddenly stopped and sniffed. “My barbecue!” He ran towards the house as fast as he could. 
Jack rolled his eyes and collected all the items that were floating. When he was done, he looked out over the pond. He was happy about the place he had found for the family to use as a base, but he didn’t want to have to deal with drowneds all the time. 
He thought hard about it, trying to remember everything he could about drowneds. They didn't like being out of the water in daylight but would attack on land at night. They dropped tridents, a really cool weapon, and sometimes you could even get rare things from them. They HATED baby turtles and turtle eggs, and... “That’s it!” Jack lit up with excitement. He remembered that they needed deep water to spawn! 
He looked in his inventory and saw that he still had a ton of leftover cobblestone, so he knew what he had to do. He waded out into the water and went back over to the deepest part of the pond, swimming down. He grabbed a stack of cobblestone and started placing. 
He had to swim back up and catch his breath but dove right back down again. He repeated this a few times before he finished and swam out of the pond. He looked down, pleased that he’d filled in the deepest part and had made the rest of the pond all level. It almost looked like a swimming pool now! 
Jack was worried that they might not be able to fish in it anymore, so he brought out his fishing rod and cast it into the water. He didn't have long to wait before bubbles came to the surface and made their way to his bobber. With a quick jerk on the line, a fish came sailing out of the water straight towards him. 
Jack smiled hugely. He had caught a tropical fish- the rarest fish in the game! Jack held out his hand to grab it, but a furry black shape came sailing through the air, claws out, to skewer the fish. “Meow!” Bruce said as he landed on top of his prize. 
“Hey cat!” Jack yelled. “That’s MY fish!” 
Bruce looked at Jack, then the fish, then Jack again. “Meow,” he said and started eating it.
“Darn cat.”




Chapter 13

 
Jack walked back to the house, happy with what he had accomplished. Minecraft was great because you could just DO so much stuff. Want to build a house in a day? Done. Want to dig out a huge mine all the way down to bedrock? No problem. Want to fill in a pond so your family can have a safe place to swim and fish? Easy peasy. 
When he got to the door a smell greeted him that made his mouth water. He went inside and the smell was so strong it filled entire house. Mom and Kate were sitting on the beds waiting with an eager look on their faces. Dad was looking out the window.
“JACK!” he shouted, “Jack come-”
“I’m right here Dad,” Jack said. 
Dad jumped into the air, startled, and bonked his head on the top of the window frame. “Ow!” 
Kate giggled and Dad rubbed the top of his head. “Jack! Guess what's ready?” 
Jack came in and sat on his bed. “Barbecue?” 
“BARBECUE!” Dad shouted and pulled the piping hot food from the furnace. He handed each of them a cooked mutton. “I’ve never made this before, and it was weird cooking it in this thing,” he waved at the furnace, “and I don't have any sauce… but I sure hope it's good!” 
They all held the cooked mutton and Dad looked at them expectantly. His eyes were wide as he gestured for them to eat. One by one they took a bite. “Oh, it’s tasty!” Mom said. 
Jack took a bite, a smile on his face. “It’s real good, Dad!” 
Kate ate the whole thing in one go. “Yummy!” 
Dad grinned hugely and ate his. “It IS good! I’m so glad I can barbecue here.” A single tear formed in his eye. 
“We are too,” Kate said, licking her fingers. 
Mom nodded her head and stood up to give him a hug. “It was delicious honey. The only problem…” Dad lifted his head to look at her with a worried look on his face. “Is that we are not supposed to be eating here. We’ll get crumbs in the bed!”
Jack and Kate looked at each other and rolled their eyes then laughed. “What?” Mom asked. “We need to get some furniture and eat at a table like civilized people, not savages.” She crossed her arms and nodded her head like she knew she was right and nobody could convince her otherwise. 
Kate stood up. “Well it's getting dark, should we get ready for bed? We’ve got a big day tomorrow.” 
Dad was licking the flavor off his fingers. “We do?” 
Kate nodded, making sure that everyone was looking at her. “Tomorrow, no matter what, we are going fishing!”
Everybody laughed and Kate stood there with her hands on her hips. “What?!” 
Dad hugged her. “You got it kiddo. We will spend the whole day fishing tomorrow.” 
They all went to bed, the sounds of monsters spawning and moving around moaning and groaning kept them up for a little bit, but eventually they were able to fall asleep. Morning came and they all woke up, rested and ready for the day. 
Dad gave Mom the wool he and Jack had gathered earlier which made her very excited. “Wonderful! I know just how I’ll use this!”
“I figured you would, my crafty girl. I’m going to take these two fishing today.” Dad kissed her on the cheek and the three of them headed out, leaving Mom to her crafts. 
Kate had run off quickly while Jack walked with Dad. “She’s sure in a hurry,” he said. 
Dad nodded and they followed after her. When they got to the pond Kate was wandering around inspecting it. Jack smiled. 
“Is something wrong?” Dad asked. 
Kate looked up, then shook her head. “No, but it looks like it was fixed so it’s not as deep.” 
Jack raised his hand. “Yep, I did that so no more drowneds would spawn.” 
Kate rushed over and gave him a hug. “Thanks Jack, that was so nice!” 
Dad looked at Jack with obvious pride and patted him on the shoulder. “Good job son, now let’s get our fishing on!” He pulled out his fishing rod and looked at the water, casting in a spot he liked. 
“Oh yeah!” Kate shouted and cast her line a bit off from Dad’s. Bubbles came and each of them caught something. Dad pulled back and a raw cod flew through the air toward him. Kate pulled back and a pair of leather boots flew out of the water. “What?” she said. “Is this a joke? I don't even get a fish?” 
Jack chuckled and Dad handed him the fishing rod for a turn.
“How hard is it to catch a saddle anyway?” Jack asked as they both cast their lines into the water. 
Kate watched her bobber intently, not looking away while she answered her brother. “Oh, it's pretty hard. They are really rare. I think it will probably take a super long ti-"
“Got one!” Jack said and he proudly displayed the saddle he had just caught. 
Kate looked at him in utter disbelief. “WHAT!?” 
Jack gave the fishing rod back to Dad. “I’m just lucky, I guess. Do you want it?” 
Kate’s face was bright red. “No! I am going to get my own!” She furiously cast her line into the water again. 
“Are you sure?” Jack asked, holding out the saddle. “I don’t think I’ll use it.”
Kate turned her nose up to it. 
“Just leave her alone Jack, she wants to do it on her own,” Dad said. 
Jack shrugged. “Well, I’m going to go help Mom then. Fishing is boring.” 
Dad’s mouth dropped open. “Don't you dare say that! I should wash your mouth out with soap!” 
“What? It is boring!” Jack said. 
“You go tell your mother what you said!” Dad pointed towards the house and Jack rolled his eyes and left. When he was gone Dad looked at Kate. “Fishing is NOT boring.” 
Kate chuckled. “I like it. When there are no drowneds around, it’s relaxing.”
They continued to fish through the whole day until it was almost nighttime. The sun was low in the sky when Dad and Kate decided it was just about time to quit. They had caught a ton of fish and a few other items, including a set of leather boots for everyone. This time when they pulled back their lines, though, Dad got something unusual. “Hey, I caught a book!” 




Chapter 14

 
Dad looked at the book. It had a thick, fabric cover with old timey font and a faded picture of an ancient looking castle. It was titled ‘World History.’
“Huh,” Dad said.
Kate looked at the cover and surprise took over her face. “I’ve never seen anything like that before.” 
“Let's go show this to Mom. She’ll be so happy you kids can read again.”
Kate’s face fell. “No Dad, please don’t! She’ll make us read it all the time and it looks so… boring.”
“We don’t keep secrets from Mom,” he said, and Kate knew better than to argue.
When they opened the door of their house, they were shocked at what greeted them.
“Wipe your feet!” Mom yelled as they walked in. Sure enough, at the entrance just outside the door, there was a piece of carpet laid down as a floor mat. They did as she said and went in.
The inside of the house had changed dramatically. During the time Dad and Kate had spent fishing, Mom had extended the house, and using cobblestone, made three individual rooms- one for each kid and one for Mom and Dad. In the area that used to have the beds, there was now a large wooden table with four wooden chairs, one on each side. The dirt floor had been completely dug out and replaced with wood.
“Wow, you’ve been busy!” Kate said. “How did you make all this?” 
Mom beamed at her. “The new walls were easy, but I really wanted some furniture. At first I didn’t know what to do, but then Jack,” she pointed at Jack who was sitting in one of the new chairs, “showed me that when you place stairs you can turn them whatever way you want. So, I connected stairs to some dirt blocks, upside down, then destroyed the blocks and filled in the gap with wooden slabs to make the table. The chairs are just one block of wooden stairs. Not the most advanced setup, but we needed something so we stop getting crumbs in the beds.” 
“I knew you’d figure out something amazing honey,” Dad said and kissed her on the cheek. “I have something for you.” He handed her the book. “Fished it out of the pond today.”
Mom just about jumped for joy. “Oh yay! Books! You didn’t tell me there were books here, kids. Now you can continue with your lessons!” 
“Oh man!” Kate and Jack said at the same time. 
“I can’t wait to give you homework,” Mom said. 
“Ugh,” Jack and Kate groaned at the same time again. 
Dad laughed and sat on one of the new chairs. “Let’s take a look at what it says.” He opened the book to the first page and began reading.
“Long, long ago, the world was full of many wonderful cities and kingdoms. Monsters were rare and peace was plentiful. The people of the world were able to mine and craft with ease, without worry of what evil lurked around the corner, and many wonderful creations were made. Fantastic pyramids in the jungles, deserts were places of trade and sport, amazing underwater monuments helped keep the oceans tamed and provided fun places to visit. Mansions throughout the woods offered relaxing places for the people to unwind and enjoy nature. Deep mines and strongholds were built underground to help find the rarest of blocks. 
“But then something terrible happened. An explorer found a ruin with a strange broken rectangle made of obsidian. With the help of the greatest miners from all over the world they were able to fix it but could not figure out its purpose. Until late one evening, someone accidentally lit it on fire with flint and steel, and a portal of light opened from its darkness! Out of the portal came strange men, taller than anyone they had ever seen, and made of a mysterious blackness like the dark of night. So dark they seemed to suck the very light from the air.”
Everyone sat on the edges of their seat, listening in silent fascination. Apparently Dad paused for too long because Jack said, “What then, Dad? What happened when they came out of the portal?”
Dad continued reading. “Behind them came a powerful witch, a hero, who was hunting the black creatures to send them back where they belonged. Her name was Baba Yaga, and she used her magic to send the strange men made of night, Endermen she called them, back into the portal. Once they had been returned she destroyed the portal, but it was too late, and the world was forever changed.
“Baba Yaga explained that with the opening of the portal, a curse was released onto the world, causing people to turn into zombies, and breaking down the barrier between worlds, allowing Endermen to haunt and attack us. The curse sent out other new monsters into the world to ravage and destroy. She did everything she could to help, but in the end her magic was not strong enough. A terrible beast called the Ender Dragon, a winged creature, dark as the night with wicked purple eyes, escaped through the barrier between worlds and nearly destroyed our lands. 
“After many weeks, The Dragon and Baba Yaga faced each other. In a days long, epic battle the likes of which the world had never seen, there emerged no victor. Their power, though opposite, was equal, and both were destroyed.
“The people remained hopeful that with the Ender Dragon gone things could return to normal, but despite Baba Yaga’s sacrifice, the curse remains. Monsters continue to plague the lands and our people struggle to rebuild, only able to form tiny villages, poor memories of the great kingdoms of the past.
What will become of the world? Will we ever be free from the curse or will we fall to the darkness? Will another witch ever become powerful enough to save us? Only time will tell.”
Dad closed the book and looked at the kids. “Is that the story of Minecraft?” 
Kate and Jack looked at each other, then back at Dad and shrugged. “That’s the first time I’ve heard of it,” Kate said. 
Jack nodded. “Yeah me too. I knew about the dragon, friends from school told me about it. And we've fought Endermen before, they are kinda spooky. But I didn't know any of this stuff.” 
Kate pulled her legs up and wrapped her arms around them. “It sounds kinda scary. I hope that’s just a story and it’s not real.” 
“But if it is real,” Jack said, “maybe a witch could help us get back home?” 
“That’s a good point, Jack.” Dad nodded. “Maybe we should try to find one.” 
“Well I know one thing for sure.” Mom looked right at Kate and Jack. “If you can get books from fishing, then that means school is back in session!” 
They groaned.
Dad just laughed. “Well I think it’s time for bed, tomorrow is a new day with new things to explore.” 
Kate nodded. “And I’m finally going to get my saddle!”
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Chapter 1 

 
“Yaaaaahhh!” Jack screamed at a zombie as it lumbered back toward him. He swung his sword and hit the creepy creature, finally causing it to fall down and poof away into smoke. Jack smiled. “Whew! One more down. Bring out the torches, Kate!” 
His sister rushed out and placed torches on every side of the dirt column Jack had made. It was only one-block wide and three-blocks high, but they hoped it would work.
The torches shone brightly in the dark night. It was late. They had been trying to go to sleep but the monsters outside were super loud and annoying- even more so than usual. Just before bed, the family had finished reading a book they found that explained the history of the strange world. It was almost like the monsters were angry about it, and tons of them were moaning and groaning and hitting their house from all sides. It was too hard to sleep through. 
After tossing and turning in bed for what felt like forever, Kate and Jack had the idea of putting light sources around the house to keep monsters from spawning near them. It wouldn’t be as light as day, but hopefully they could put out enough torches to make it too bright for mobs to spawn, and they could finally have a little peace and quiet. Or close to it, anyway.
Bruce Lee the Scar-Faced Ninja Attack Kitty from Japan (Who Smells Like Poop) sat in the window cleaning his black and white fur, occasionally stopping to hiss and yowl at the horde of zombies causing all the ruckus outside the house.
Mom and Dad were on torch crafting duty while the kids ran outside, and in a wide circle all around the house, built the towers to put the torches on. Of course, this meant a lot of running and chaos and fighting. Jack loved every second of it.
Another zombie joined the party and Jack launched into an attack, sliding on his knees to get under the zombie’s outstretched arms, and crashed his sword into the monster in a sword-uppercut. The zombie didn’t look surprised because, well, it was a zombie, but it did pause for a moment as if trying to figure out what to do. That moment was all Jack needed, and he hit it with his sword again, poofing it out of existence.
Jack wiped his forehead with the back of his hand and turned back toward the house.
A creeper wandered through and, catching sight of Kate, charged and starting hissing. Kate was no dummy though and led it away, staying just close enough to keep its attention. She ran into a group of three zombies and paused, waiting for the creeper to catch up. The zombies attacked as if she were a Kate piñata, hitting her with their chunky arms. No candy fell out, though.
Kate's hearts were dropping off fast, but she saw the creeper had arrived and started flashing. As fast as she could, she dove to the ground and rolled out of the way until she heard the loud BOOM! Where there had once been three zombies and a creeper, there was now just a hole in the ground and a bunch of floating green orbs and random blocks. With a grin she popped out an apple, chomped it down, and went to collect her prizes. 
Just before she got there, a black and white shape shot through her legs and started eating the rotten flesh. “No, Bruce! Gross!” Kate yelled at the cat who had slipped past her. If Bruce heard her, he didn’t acknowledge it, but he did start eating faster, and in no time at all, before Kate could even shoo him away, he had eaten all the rotten flesh. 
Bruce sat down and started licking his paws. After a second, floating purple bubbles formed around him and his white fur turned green. “Meow?” he said, with a hint of concern. He licked furiously at the green fur, but it stayed green. 
“Oh Bruce, you silly cat, that stuff makes you sick. You really shouldn’t eat it.” Kate picked him up, cradling him like a baby. 
“Meooooooow,” Bruce said pitifully, then grunted. A loud ripping noise exploded from under his tail, followed by a huge green cloud and the foulest smell possible. 
“YUCK!” Kate shouted and dropped the cat as she used both hands to fan the fumes away from her face. The green cloud floated away, taking its nasty stink with it, but not before Kate turned green herself. 
“Hey, are you done playing around over there?!” Jack asked as he built another three-block dirt tower. 
“Your cat is gross!” she shouted as she walked his way. 
“He’s only MY cat when he’s done something wrong. What is it this time?” Jack asked. 
Kate snatched Bruce up off the ground where he was stumbling around in his sickness. “Here, I’ll show you.” She turned Bruce around so his butt was facing Jack. 
“What are you doing?! NO!” Jack shouted and ran off. 
Kate giggled and followed him. “I’m gonna get you! Kitty fart attack!” 
“Meow?” Bruce said. 
They ran around, a little slap happy from being up so late, and ended up outside the circles of light their torches made. Jack stopped to see how far back Kate was, only to find her right behind him, Bruce still in her arms. He turned to run again when a creeper spawned right next to his face! He instinctively rolled away as the creeper started to flash, and Kate, who was moving too fast to stop, tripped over him, landing directly on top of Bruce. 
As if he were a whoopie cushion, Bruce let out the loudest, nastiest fart Kate had ever heard. The massive cloud of green gas was so intense that when it floated over the creeper it made the mob so sick it forgot to explode. The creeper tried to run, but its nose had been attacked so fiercely that it wobbled all over the place, and eventually lunged off to the side where it finally exploded. Kate grabbed Bruce, and she and Jack jumped out of the blast zone. 
“Whoa, good Kitty fart attack,” Kate said from the ground where she had landed. Jack exploded in laughter.
“Meow,” Bruce said, his green fur white once again, and clearly feeling much better.




Chapter 2 

 
Having used up all their torches, and feeling quite tired, Jack and Kate went back to their house.
“Oh goodness!” Mom yanked them both into a tight mama bear hug. “What happened out there, we heard so many big booms!” 
“Mmpphhmfffmmmffpphhmm,” Jack said. Mom let go of him and he gasped, taking in a deep breath. “Not a big deal, Mom, just some creepers.” 
“And Bruce's nasty butt,” Kate said, waving the air away from her face. 
Jack laughed. “We took out a bunch of monsters and put up a lot of lights. Hopefully that will make them less annoying.” 
Dad looked out the window. “It certainly looks like there are less of them out there now. Good work, kids! Do you still need more torches?” 
Jack and Kate shook their heads. “No,” Kate said, “I think we are good for the night. I’m starting to feel tired.” She yawned to emphasize the point.  
“Oh, you poor dear!” Mom pulled out some cooked mutton. “Here, eat something, it will help. No use sleeping on an empty tummy.” 
Kate looked at her mom. “Mom, I’m tired, not...” She thought better of arguing with her mom about food and took the meat, eating it even though she wasn’t very hungry. It did taste good, though.
Mom smiled and hugged Kate again. “Well, the monsters aren’t nearly as loud now, I think we can finally go to sleep.” She directed Kate towards her room. “Let’s all go to bed and we can talk more in the morning.” 
Everyone nodded their sleepy heads and separated to their rooms, Kate and Jack to their own smaller rooms and the parents to their larger one. Mom had done a good job putting together the inside of the house, and it was starting to feel like an actual home now. Having a mom in Minecraft was pretty nice.
Jack woke up to the smell of something cooking. His stomach rumbled as he left his bedroom to the living area where Mom, Dad and Kate were already up and talking.
“Morning,” he said and waved to everyone. 
“Well, one nice thing about this world we are in now,” Mom said as she walked up to Jack, “is you don't get that crazy bedhead hair in the mornings.” She kissed his head and handed him a cooked cod. He frowned as he looked at it. 
Jack would have preferred a big ole bowl of cereal. Chocolate Frosted Sugar Bombs were his favorite. The last thing he would have ever thought about for breakfast was... fish.
“What's wrong?” Mom asked as he stood there sleepy eyed, staring at the cooked fish in his hand. 
Jack shrugged. He knew he probably wasn’t going to get cereal here in Minecraft, but there still were other things they could eat besides fish. He sighed and took a bite. It wasn’t as bad as he thought it would be, tasty even, but still weird to have for breakfast. “I was just thinking it’s about time we get some food growing. There are lots of other foods we can make.” He wiggled the half-eaten fish.
Mom nodded and her eyes lit up. “I agree! I saw a recipe for cake even, I would love to make it.” 
“I’d love that too!” Jack agreed, trying not to drool as he thought about sweet, delicious cake. 
“Me too,” Kate said from the square table where she was sitting. 
Dad looked up. He had his nose in the book, pouring over the pages, reading it again. “What's going on?” 
“Meow.” Bruce rubbed against Jack’s feet. He gave him a bit of his fishy breakfast. 
“Don’t give him more, the little glutton has already eaten three fish,” Mom said as she scooped Bruce up and stroked his fur. 
“Purrrrrr,” Bruce said. 
“We want to help Mom make some cake,” Kate told Dad. 
“Well, I wouldn’t complain about that,” he said, “but I’ve been doing some thinking. Everyone, please come sit here at the table.” He had his ‘Dad’ voice on, so Jack and Kate knew he wanted to say something important. 
When they were all seated Dad held the book out, displaying the picture of the witch within it. He tapped the picture with the pointer finger on his free hand. “We need to focus on getting back home, and I think these witches are the key.” 
“Why are we in such a hurry?” Jack asked, a frown on his face. 
Dad looked at the kids and sighed. “I know this place is fun, and I agree that it is, I really do. But we can’t forget about our life in the real world. We don't even know what is going on back home.” 
“What do you mean?” Kate asked. 
“What if somebody notices we are gone?” Dad replied. “What if Amma or PopPop try to get ahold of us, but we aren't there? They could call the police and cause a big search. They would worry so much. The school will notice you guys aren’t there and my work could fire me for not coming in without calling.”
Mom nodded. “Remember too, Aunt Allison is coming next week to visit with your cousins. If we don't get out of here and back home soon, things could get really bad. I can only imagine how worried sick they will be.” Mom’s face was full of sadness.
Jack and Kate looked at each other. “I guess I hadn’t thought about that,” Jack said.
“I was thinking about it a lot this morning,” Dad said. “We have to figure out what's going on here. Most importantly, how to get out.” 
“I agree with your father,” Mom said. “We have to get home, and as soon as possible. I know you both are having fun, and Dad and I have enjoyed spending the extra time with you. But there is just too much at stake.”
Jack looked solemn and nodded, but Kate had a curious look on her face. Mom must have noticed it too because she asked, “What is it Kate?”
“Well, if this is actually Minecraft, we might have more time than you think,” she said. 
“What do you mean?” Dad asked, tilting his head a little. 
“Time goes a lot faster in the game world. When we were playing at home on a screen, every day was only about 10 minutes. Nighttime too.” 
Jack snapped his fingers and pointed at Kate. “That's right! It always feels like you don't have enough time to get everything done before night comes.” 
Dad rubbed his chin. “Really? Are you sure?”
Jack and Kate both nodded. “I think it might even be less than 10 minutes,” Jack said. “I remember reading about it in the guidebook you got me for Christmas, but I’m not one hundred percent sure.” 
Dad scrunched up his face a little. “Huh, so if each whole day and night is only 20 minutes back home, that would mean...” 
“We could stay here for close to 70 days before we had to worry too much. That would only be a whole day back home,” Mom said, finishing his sentence.
Dad pointed at her. “Nice work Mom, you’re a smart cookie.” He got up and started pacing. “70 days. That may seem like a lot, but it will go by faster than you think. We need to find a witch.” 
Jack jumped out of his seat. “We need to go exploring!”
Dad smiled at Jack's enthusiasm. “Yes, but we need to be prepared first. We can’t just head out into the great unknown without planning for it. We need plenty of food and tools.” 
Kate got out of her seat now, excited. “We can build a farm with crops and gather animals so we can breed them for food!” 
Mom gasped. “That’s terrible!”
Kate rolled her eyes. “Mom, you have to remember, we’re in a video game. I love animals more than anyone. It’s just part of the game.” 
She shook her head, still frowning. “I know, dear, I just need to come to terms with it.” 
“Besides,” Kate continued, “we can also get pack animals! Llamas and donkeys and mules! Oh, I’m so excited.” She squealed.
It was Jack's turn to roll his eyes. “Okay, you be the animal girl, I’m going to be the explorer.” 
“Not so fast, Jack,” Dad said. “First, you're gonna be Mom’s helper.” 
“Huh?”
“You stay with her and get her up to speed on what we need for food. More than just the basic stuff; if we’re going on who knows how long of a journey, we want food that won't get boring.” 
Jack crossed his arms and frowned. Mom grabbed him and forced a hug on him. “It’ll be fun, Jack! You can tell me all about Minecraft.” 
Jack finally smiled. “Okay, I guess. What will you be doing, Dad?” 
Dad rubbed his hands together. “I’ll be mining! We are going to need a lot of equipment.” 




Chapter 3

 
The family broke up, going their separate ways, while Bruce stayed in the house. His main goal in life was to be comfortable, and right now it was just a little too early and a little too chilly, so he stayed in. Plus, they were all working, and working was Bruce’s least favorite thing to do. He wandered around the house, finally settling on Jack's bed, and curled up to snooze. 
Kate grinned at the morning sunlight that lit up her face when she came outside. It was going to be a beautiful day for finding animals. First things first, though- she needed to build a pen.
She looked in her inventory and saw she had almost a full stack of wood left. She walked around until she found a nice, wide open flat spot to build a fence that was far enough from the house that Mom wouldn’t have to see when it was time to attack the animals. 
Kate quickly made a crafting table, then turned the rest of the wooden logs into sticks and planks. Then she used four planks and two sticks and made a set of three fences.
This was always one of her favorite parts of the game when she played back home- making beautiful fenced enclosures for animals. It was a dream of hers to have a farm, but it just was not possible in their neighborhood house with their medium-sized backyard. Besides, no one would let a kid use a saw and screw gun to make fences by themselves in the real world, anyway. That was what she loved so much about Minecraft- anybody could build anything! There weren’t any limits like there were at home.
Kate thought of her friend Reagan and wondered what she was doing. They always enjoyed making elaborate setups for animals, especially horses, together. They’d build amazing barns with lots of stalls and gather as many horses as they could, naming every single one of them. Then they would take horses out for runs and ride them all over. It had been so much fun, and Kate could barely contain her excitement at getting to do all of that while she was IN Minecraft! Reagan would be so jealous. 
She made the rest of her sticks and planks into fences and gates, then set about her work. She ended up with 120 fences; enough to make a big, beautiful pen with cross fencing so she could move animals from one side to the other, and a secure double-gated entrance so she couldn't be followed out by any animals. 
She stepped back and looked at her handiwork, happy at how nice it had turned out. Then, with a sigh, she began breaking the fences to make it half the size. She used too many fences and needed some back to finish her project. She did the math in her head to figure out how many fences wide and long it should be, so she didn’t have to keep redoing it. Then she closed off the pen, satisfied.
She made two more just like it and smiled at her three fenced areas; one for cows, one for sheep, and one for chickens or pigs or whatever she could find first. 
Kate dusted her hands off and opened the gates to all the pens. Now for her favorite part- finding the animals! She quickly ran around and punched some grass to get seeds, realizing she wouldn’t be able to get anything but chickens to start. With a huff, she ran off to find some. 
The first chicken she found was just up the hills behind the house, bawking around on a little ledge. She walked up to it, careful to keep her footing, and held out the seeds in her hand. The chicken stopped, staring at the treat. She took a step backwards and the chicken followed. She smiled and walked slowly the rest of the way to the pen and got the chicken inside, locking it up. One down! 
The next chicken took a little longer. After wandering for a while, she finally found one pecking around the ground by a stream. She was luring it back to the pen when a creeper showed up and she had to get away. She played it cool and waited a few seconds after it started flashing, then ran for it. BOOM! went the creeper, and she breathed a sigh of relief. 
She scrunched up her face in a scowl when she saw inside the crater the creeper had blown in the ground was a floating raw chicken. The dang creeper had blown up her chicken! She collected it and went off in search of more. 
Luck was on her side, and in no time at all she found two chickens close together, bawking and pecking. She wiggled the seeds in her hands and the chickens homed in on her. They wanted those tasty seeds! Their excitement made Kate wonder. She took a little nibble of the seeds. “Blech!” She spit them out on the ground and kept spitting until the taste was mostly gone. They were horrible!
The chickens didn’t think so though, and they ran over and started eating the seeds she had spit out. “That is so gross! Now I won't feel bad about eating you.” Kate shook the seeds again and got their attention. Soon enough she had them in the pen as well. 
Making sure the gate was shut tightly behind her, she fed two of the chickens some seeds, causing little hearts to appear above their heads. Then POOF a baby chicken spawned! Kate jumped for joy; baby animals were so cute!
She knew she had to wait before she could make more babies, so left to find more wild chickens. It took her awhile, but she finally found one pecking around some trees. She lured it back to the pen and repeated the process of making two more baby chickens. “Oh yeah, I’m the animal master!” she crowed, proud of herself. 
She spent another few hours hunting and breeding chickens before she got tired of it. Most of the baby chicks had grown into regular size chickens and she had lost count of how many chickens she had.
The pen was bursting with birds. Counting was pointless as they moved way too much. “Okay... I might have gone overboard with this.” She scrunched up her nose and shut the gate.
Kate looked at the two empty pens next to the chickens. “I’m going to need to get some wheat. Better see how Jack and Mom are doing.” 




Chapter 4

 
“Like this?” Mom asked as she used a shovel and dug a hole in the dirt. 
“No, Mom!” Jack laughed. “A hoe, not a shovel!” He pulled out his hoe and used it on the ground by the small pond. The grass turned a shade of brown, showing that it was ready. He planted some seeds, their little stalks showing. 
“That’s it?” Mom asked. “That’s just like home. I don’t see how this is going to help us. I think we are leaving sooner than the time it takes plants to grow.” 
Jack just chuckled. “Well, we aren't leaving for at least a little while, we should wait and see.” He didn’t want to tell Mom how fast things grew in Minecraft. He thought it would be a great surprise. “Let’s just keep getting seeds and planting, okay?” He stepped away from the tilled soil and pointed at the grass.
“If you say so,” Mom said and punched some grass, getting seeds. 
“Okay, Mom,” Jack said, “you keep doing this here by the pond, I'll work around the river.” 
“Oh,” Mom said, her mouth turned downward in a slight frown, “I thought we were going to work together and have some quality time.”
Jack smiled. “I love you, Mom, but we’ll work faster if we each take separate spots. Besides, drowned love rivers, and if one pops out, I want you to be safe.” Jack had a special project in mind that he was planning, too. All those other things were true, but he really wanted to work on his own surprise project. 
Mom shuddered thinking of the drowned. “You’re sweet to think of your dear old mother.” She patted his head. “Shout if you run into trouble!”  
Jack smiled and took off, following the stream. Mom was left to her own devices, but she was quite content. She loved to garden, and even though it was not her extravagant flower garden, it was still nice. She hummed while she used the hoe, tilling the land to prepare for more seeds. The land close to the water turned a darker brown and she planted the seeds. 
When she had used all her seeds, she went and punched grass to get more. She laughed to herself; it was a silly way of getting things, but at least it was effective. She worked for a long time, making her garden area look structured and nice, with even rows, and only tilling the blocks she was sure to use. She took great pride in doing a good job. Soon she ran out of seeds again and decided it would be a good place to stop. 
She looked for Jack and saw him further down the stream, still working hard, tilling and planting. It made her proud to see her son taking such an interest in helping the family.
“Jack!” she called out, “I’m going to the house now to get dinner started!” He looked up at her and gave her a wave, then went back to working. “Oh, he’s so dedicated, what a good boy we’ve raised,” she muttered. 
Considering what to make for dinner, she started back toward the house. There weren't a lot of options. She laid out the few items they had on the wooden kitchen table she had made. A tropical fish, some cod, lots of apples, and a tiny bit of leftover barbeque, but she didn’t dare touch that. She sighed. Hopefully tomorrow there would be more food.
She had finally decided what to make when a block of stone fell to the ground next to her, light shining in from a hole up above.
“What in the world?” She stood on her tippy toes and peered in the hole. Another block fell to the ground from a different spot onto the floor in the living room. When she went over to look in the new hole, she saw Bruce poke his head in.
“Meow,” Bruce said. 
“You crazy cat! Stop digging up our roof! How can you even dig stone anyway!?” Bruce's head disappeared and Mom huffed. She placed a grass block on the ground to stand on so she could reach the ceiling and repair the roof. As she was reaching up to place the stone block above the living room back in place, Bruce leapt through the other hole and onto the table.
“MEOW!” Bruce said victoriously as he snatched up the tropical fish and darted away, leaping through the window. 
“You naughty cat!” Mom yelled after him.
“What did he do this time?” Kate said from the door as she was coming in. Mom shrieked, startled, and fell off the grass block onto her butt. Kate giggled. “Sorry, Mom.” 
She stood up and brushed herself off. “YOUR cat just ruined the roof and then while I was fixing it, he stole a fish.” She crossed her arms and made a face at the window Bruce had run out of. 
“He’s only my cat when he’s in trouble.” Kate laughed. “Anyway, I got started on the animal pens. I have chickens already, but I need wheat to get the other animals.”
“Well, Jack and I planted wheat today, although I don't know how long it will take to grow, but-” 
“Don't tell her!” Jack said as he burst through the door. “It’s a surprise!” He shut the door behind him and rubbed his hands together. 
Kate just looked at him with her ‘I’m the oldest and do what I want’ look. 
“Please!?” Jack looked at her with big eyes that begged her not to say anything. Kate sighed with a nod. Mom looked back and forth between them and shook her head. She had an idea what was going on, but wouldn’t ruin the surprise for Jack. 
“It’s getting close to dinner, why don't you two go find your dad?”
“Okay!” they said together and raced to the door to see who could get out the fastest. 
“Meow?” Mom heard from outside the window. She mined the grass block she had been standing on and threw it out. “Stay away from our dinner!” 
Jack and Kate raced to the mine they’d built to find Dad. Jack was just about to get there first when he tripped over a chicken, sending feathers flying in the air. “Ha ha!” Kate yelled as she jumped down the steps into the mine. Jack made a grumpy face but picked up the feathers and followed her. 




Chapter 5

 
“Swingin’ my pick
And singin’ my song
Mining in the dirt
All day long
“Workin’ in a cave,
I hope there’s no bats
But at least down here
I don't smell the cat...”
Dad was singing as he swung his pick to the rhythm, breaking up stone. Kate giggled and Dad jumped in the air, startled. “Oh, it's only you, Kate,” he said, looking relieved. “What's going on?”
All of a sudden, out of nowhere, a noxious smell exploded throughout the mine. It was so strong it even burned their eyes and seemed to fog up the air. Dad and Kate gagged and ran out, waving their hands in front of their faces frantically. Bruce watched them run up the stairs with his head cocked. “Meow?” he said and followed after them. 
Jack was just about to go down into the mine when Dad and Kate knocked him over as they ran up. While Jack was lying on the ground, the smell floated out from the cave and covered him. “Eeeeww, Bruce!” 
Bruce walked up to him and rubbed his head on Jack’s. “Meow.” Then he ran off towards the house. 
“That darn cat. We have to stop letting him eat things that upset his tummy,” Dad said. 
“If we did that, he’d starve. We can’t grow his special diet cat food here,” Jack said as he stood up, still coughing. “Or any cat food for that matter.”
“His gas is definitely way worse here in Minecraft than it was at home,” Kate said. 
Dad nodded in agreement. “I guess a stinky Bruce is better than no Bruce at all! Anyway, what was it you kids wanted?”
“We came to get you because Mom said it's almost dinner time.” 
“I’m not sure I have an appetite after that smell.” Dad smiled and rubbed his stomach. “Just kidding. I’m always ready for some food... even if it isn’t barbecue.”
Jack rolled his eyes. “Dad, we can’t eat barbecue every day, you’d never get anything else done.” 
“I know, but it’s just so good.” Dad walked to the entrance of the mine. “Come see what I’ve done in here.” 
The kids followed him down into the mine, thankful that only a little of the nasty smell was still lingering and fading fast. When they got to the bottom of the steps, he raised his hands and waved at the walls. “Ta-da!” 
The mine had been carved out to be a perfect cube, expanding the same length in every direction. There were evenly spaced torches flickering along the walls, and even a small pool carefully dug into the stone floor. There was a small seating area off to one side, with a few wooden chests surrounding it. It almost looked like a fancy spa the kids had seen commercials for on tv.  “Wow, this is a good looking mine, Dad,” Jack said, duly impressed.
“Thanks! I hit that water when mining and instead of filling it in, I thought it would be nice to have a little indoor pool down here.” He nodded to the seating area. “I put that in if I ever need a rest, and the chests are so I can unload my inventory when it gets filled up without having to go all the way back to the house.”
“Good thinking,” Kate said. “Have you found anything good yet?”
Dad shrugged. “No gold or anything yet, but I have found a good amount of coal and some iron. I thought I would find more.” He sounded a little sad. 
Jack patted him on the shoulder. “How much iron have you found?” 
“I only have thirty-two iron.” Dad hung his head. 
Kate’s eyebrows popped up. “Thirty-two!? Dad, that's a ton!”
Jack nodded along with her. “Yeah, it really is!” 
Dad looked at them, his eyebrows raising. “It is?” 
Kate smiled. “Sure! It’s enough to make everyone an iron chestplate. That’s a great start to our armor, and with all the boots we've found fishing, we’ll have lots of protection.” 
Dad closed his eyes to do some math. “It takes eight iron to make a chestplate? You did that math fast, Kate, good job.” 
Kate beamed. “Thanks, Dad. Anyway, better get up to dinner.” 
“Yeah,” Jack said, “before Bruce and his fishy farts come back in here.” 
That thought terrified them enough that they all ran up the stairs and out of the mine. 




Chapter 6

 
“Well hello Dad!” Mom said as they came in the door. She hurried over to him and gave him a big kiss. 
“Ew!” Jack gagged. 
“Guys! Stop!” Kate said. 
“What, you don't like love?” Dad smooched Mom even more.
“Aaaagggh!” Jack spluttered, squeezing his eyes closed and pressing his hands against his ears. 
Dad chuckled and pulled away from Mom. “That never gets old.”
Jack peeked one eye open and saw his parents were done kissing. “It does, Dad. Believe me, it does.” 
Mom smiled and swooped in at Jack. “What if I kiss YOU!?” She made exaggerated kissy noises as she ran after him. 
The family played together for a while, chasing each other around with hugs and tickles, until Bruce jumped down from somewhere in the room where he was hidden. “Meow.” Everyone stopped to look at him. Jack scooped the cat up into his arms and began ferociously petting him. Bruce struggled to get away, slipping out of Jack’s arms like an eel. 
Mom snagged him as he tried to run, then flipped him over to rub his tummy and under his chin. Bruce thought about struggling but changed his mind. “Purrrrr,” he said instead.  
Dad shook his head. “That cat, I was hoping being in a video game would make his farts stink less. If anything, they’re worse.” 
Mom cocked an eyebrow at Dad. “You know I don’t like that word.” 
Dad rolled his eyes. “Sorry, his TOOTS are stinky enough to do the mining for me.” 
Jack and Kate laughed, then even Mom laughed. She set Bruce down and he ran and jumped on top of a chair to curl up. 
Mom pulled dinner out of the furnace then turned around to face her family. “Everyone please come and sit, you know how important it is to have family dinner.” She handed everyone some cooked cod with apples. They sat around the table eating and sharing about their day. It felt so normal, they could almost have forgotten they were stuck in a video game. 
After they ate, Jack was eager to go to bed. “Come on! I can't wait to show you the surprise!” he said, shoving everyone to their rooms. Bruce rode on his head, meowing at everyone as Jack sent them away. Then finally, Jack went to bed.
“Well now,” Mom said to Dad in their room, “what has gotten into that boy? I don’t think I’ve ever seen Jack want to go to bed.” 
Dad chuckled. “It’s probably some Minecraft thing. I think the kids love knowing so much about this place that we don't.” 
“I suppose you’re right. It is nice that if we had to get sucked into an alternate dimension, it’s one the kids are familiar with.” 
Dad hugged her. “You seem to be getting the hang of it too, making furniture and food and decorating and everything.” 
“Well, just because we are lost in time and space, sent off into a world we didn’t even think was real, it's no reason for everything not to look nice!” She crossed her arms. 
“You’re right, dear, and you’ve done a wonderful job.” He sighed as he laid down and stared at the ceiling. He was quiet for a few minutes before he spoke up again. “I’m really worried about getting back home. I’m hoping what the kids said about time in Minecraft is true for us, but either way, we need to get out of here.” He reached for the book they had fished out of the pond, that he had placed on the new nightstand Mom had built. “I think this is the secret. We need to find out of this book is real, and if it is, I think we need to find a witch.”
Mom frowned. “Aren’t witches bad though? I don’t want to invite trouble.”
“I guess some are, but there are lots of stories of good witches, too. And without any other ideas, they may be our only hope.” 
Mom was quiet, then sighed. “I suppose there could be good witches, I just don't know about magic and all that. But something brought us here.” 
“Something did, and magic is the only thing I can think of,” Dad said. “You can’t just walk into a screen. There had to be some other force at play. One that breaks the rules of reality.” They laid quietly, thinking to themselves.
“I’m just so glad we’re all together,” Mom said. “Can you image if the kids had been pulled in alone? Or we were, and they were left behind?” Mom shuddered.
“Me too,” Dad agreed. With nothing left to say, they went to sleep in their block bed, in a block house, with block monsters groaning in the background of a world they had no idea how to escape.
As everyone in the small house was asleep, Bruce snuck out of Jack’s room, walking slowly like a ninja, and made his way over to the chest in the living room. He batted at it with his paw and it popped open. He licked his lips when he saw what was inside. Stacks and stacks of fish! He swiped out a tropical fish and gobbled it up, then did it again. And again. And again.
Bruce ate all the tropical fish and most of the cod when he felt his tummy rumbling. He knew that meant bad things, usually people screaming and running away from him. But he also knew everyone was asleep and people didn’t run or scream in their sleep. With that in mind, he snuck into his favorite place to toot: Mom and Dad's room. 




Chapter 7

 
“Bruce! Get out of here!” Jack’s eyes popped open when he heard Dad yelling. He peeked his head out of his door and quickly pulled it back in, closing his door and pinching his nose. Bruce must have eaten something really gross last night. 
“That CAT!” Mom yelled from the living room. “He ate almost all the fish!” 
“Meow,” Bruce said as he clawed at the door to get out. 
“Toss him out!” Dad said, and Jack ran out of his room to open the front door. He was grateful that Mom hadn’t figured out how to make glass yet and that the windows to the house were still just open square holes. 
With everyone up, Jack was excited. “Come on, come on!” he said and grabbed Mom’s hand, pulling her towards the door. He waved everyone through and took off to where Mom and he had been working the day before. 
When everyone arrived, he excitedly waved his hands at the large green stalks growing out of the ground all along the little river. “Ta-dah!”
“What is that?” Mom asked, peering at the unfamiliar plant. The bright green, leafless stalks were thick and tall. “That doesn't look like wheat.”
“Is that-” Dad started to say something, but Kate interrupted. 
“Sugar cane?! Jack, you are so crazy! We can't eat that!”
“Sugar! I love sugar!” Jack danced around. 
“Oh brother,” Kate said. 
Dad put his hands on his hips. “Jack, this isn’t very helpful to what we are trying to do. I’m disappointed that you spent so much time planting crops we cannot use.” 
Jack looked at his rows of sugar cane. “It wasn’t a waste of time; sugar can be used to make things like cake and stuff. Mom said she wanted to make cake.” Jack couldn’t tell if he felt sad or angry at their reaction. Maybe it was both.
Kate copied Dad with her hands on her hips. “Yeah with a bunch of other ingredients we don’t have.” 
“Okay now,” Mom said, “that’s enough. Jack, we appreciate your help, but maybe next time we work together on a plan. Remember, we are trying to prepare for a journey, and sugar isn’t the most helpful thing for that.”
“Fine,” Jack said, “but I’ll show you it's helpful.” 
“Anyway,” Kate said, turning to Mom, “didn’t you plant some wheat yesterday? I need some to round up cows.” 
“Let’s go see how the wheat is coming then.” They all walked off towards the pond where Mom had been working. 
Dad stopped when he saw Jack was standing still. “Come on Jack, let’s go check the wheat.” 
“No, you go ahead. I want to harvest my sugar cane.”
Dad looked at Jack and was going to tell him he needed to listen but changed his mind. “Okay son, you go ahead. But then later today let’s try to do some productive work, okay?” 
Jack wanted to tell Dad it was productive work, but sometimes it felt like his parents just didn’t listen. So instead he simply nodded and watched them disappear towards the wheat fields. “Don’t think sugar is useful, huh? I’ll show them,” he muttered to himself and started whacking away at the sugar cane. 
He opened his crafting menu and began looking through it. “Ah hah!” he said as he found what he wanted. Now that he knew exactly what he needed, he darted off, having only harvested about half of the sugar cane. 
He wandered all over the biome, coming to the edge of several others and spending a lot of time searching until he finally found what he wanted. There in front of him, on top of a hill he had climbed, was a small field dotted with large, orange squares. A pumpkin patch. “Yes!” Jack said as he pumped his arm. He quickly harvested them. 
Looking up, he saw that the light was getting dimmer. He groaned. He’d spent the entire day searching for pumpkins! He would need to run straight back home to avoid getting poofed by mobs and losing all his pumpkins. He had no idea where he even was, so he spun around trying to figure it out and once again was grateful that Kate had built the mohawk onto the house.
The mohawk, now covered in torches giving off light in the setting sun, stood tall, far off in the distance. He hoped he could make it home in time. He ran as fast as could, but he couldn’t seem to outrun the sun. The sky got darker and darker. 
He was only about halfway there when an arrow came flying out of the night and struck him. “Ow!” Jack knew there was a skeleton archer close by and time was running out! He was getting even closer to home when darkness fully arrived, and with it, more mobs.
He was desperate to keep his precious pumpkins, so as fast as he could he pulled out his hoe and tilled up a line of dirt. 
He plunked down his pumpkins into his crafting box and made as many seeds as he could. Just as a zombie caught sight of him, he frantically planted the pumpkin seeds. He could probably beat a single zombie, but that would take precious time he could spend running towards the house. 
Satisfied with his quick thinking, he turned and ran, but only got a few steps away before he heard a familiar, “HHHsssssss.”
“Aw rats!” he shouted as the creeper exploded, sending him to respawn. 




Chapter 8

 
Dad had caught up with Kate and Mom. They were admiring the wheat patch she had grown, and it really was a nice sight! “Great job!” Dad said. “What do we do with wheat again, Kate?”
“Oh, all kinds of things,” Kate answered. “It’s in lots of recipes, but I want to use it to get some cows!” 
“Wheat?” Dad asked. “I thought it was seeds?”
Kate laughed. “Chickens like seeds, but cows love wheat. I’ll show you, but first let's harvest all this and plant some more.” 
“Oh goody!” Mom said. “I love gardening with my family!” 
Dad and Kate smiled, and they all got to work. Between the three of them, it went quickly and Kate even helped dig some offshoots from the pond that filled in with water. When they did, the family hoed the ground around and between the water and planted more wheat. By the time they were done they had tripled the size of the wheat farm!
It was getting late in the day though, and Kate wanted to work on her own project. “Okay, do you guys want to come with me to get some cows?”
“Sure!” Mom said. 
“Oh yeah! I’m ready for some steak!” Dad said, and Mom smacked his shoulder. 
“Honey!” 
Dad grinned. “Sorry! But yes, let’s go get some cows!” 
Kate smirked. “Okay, follow me.” She headed off towards her animal pens. 
When they got there, they stopped so Kate could show them off. Dad whistled, “This is really impressive, Kate. Great job!” 
Kate beamed with pride. “Thanks Dad. That big empty area? That’s where cows will go.” 
Mom looked at the pen bursting with chickens. “Wow, that’s a lot of chickens.” Mom could barely hear herself think over all the bawk-bawking. 
Kate blushed. “Yeah, I got a little carried away. Anyway, let’s find some cows!” 
The three of them headed off, roaming around the land in search of cows. With the mohawk rising into the sky they never really got lost, which was nice. It took a while, but eventually they found a cow. It was just outside a gathering of trees, munching away at the grass. It had a big, block body, with a block head and four block legs, all brown except for where it was dotted with white.
“Okay, watch this.” Kate put a handful of wheat in her hand. She approached the cow who immediately saw the wheat, and its square eyes got big. 
“Moo!” said the cow as it came towards Kate. 
“Careful now!” Dad said and tried to jump in front of Kate to protect her. The cow went around him. 
Kate laughed. “It’s okay, the cow just wants the wheat, they love this stuff!” She gave the cow a little bit, while still holding the rest and started walking towards the pen. The cow followed, and so did Mom and Dad. 
“That seems pretty easy,” Mom said. 
Kate nodded. “Yep, the hardest part is finding the cows.” 
When they got to the pen, Kate put the cow away and gave it the rest of the wheat. “Moo,” the cow said as it munched happily. 
“Well, time to find some more,” Kate said. 
Mom hugged her. “I think I’m going to get back home. I’m excited to make some bread for dinner tonight! Besides, it’s getting kind of late.” She pointed towards the sun that was getting low in the sky. 
“Okay, I still want to find another cow.” 
Dad gave Mom a quick peck on the cheek. “I’ll stay out and help her.” 
Mom nodded and waved, then started for home. 
“Well kiddo, let's go find you a cow.” 
Kate took off and Dad followed. It was practically dark when they finally found another cow.  “We have to get it to the pen quick!” Kate said and rushed away. 
They made it back to the fencing and Kate led the cow inside. “Okay Katy-Kate, let’s go.” But Kate didn’t leave the enclosure. “Kate?”
“Just a second Dad, I have to do something first.”
Dad bounced on his feet, getting nervous at how dark it was. Thankfully, the animals weren’t too far away from the house and he figured they could make it in a sprint. 
Kate pulled out a handful of wheat and gave it to one of the cows. The cow ate it, a heart appearing above its head. Then she repeated the process with the other cow, and the two cows with hearts floating saw each other.
“Moooooooo!” said the first cow.
“Moooo-OOOO,” said the second cow, and they moved close to each other and fell in love. 
“Yes!” Kate pumped her arm. “Okay, we can go now.”
Dad stood there with his jaw hanging open. “Uh, what did you just do?” 
Kate laughed. “That’s how you make a baby cow!” she said and left towards the house. 




Chapter 9

 
Mom was whistling as she worked, sifting through the recipes in the crafting box. She found what she was looking for and smiled, putting three wheat into the crafting box and pulling out bread. 
She took a bite and her face lit up. “Oh my, it’s tasty!” 
She continued to work, making all the wheat she had left into loaves of bread. Soon she had a lovely stack of the delicious bread and the whole house smelled heavenly. “This will be perfect for dinner tonight!” 
Mom opened the chest and put the bread in, examining what they had left for food. There was a small amount of fish and the new bread. “There isn’t much variety here. Maybe I should have Dad cook up a bunch of barbecue. I'm sure he would love that.” 
She closed the chest and puttered around the house, wondering what to do next. It was so odd being in a Minecraft world. She couldn’t set the table or make fancy table decorations, that she knew of anyway. Her time pouring over the recipes in the crafting box showed nothing like that, but she was good at improvising. 
As much as she hated how to get it, she wanted more wool. It was really useful stuff, she just hated the idea of animals getting hurt. Then she saw Bruce sneaking into the chest and snagging a fish, and she suddenly didn’t care so much about animals. “Ugh, you annoying cat!” she said and ran after him, chasing him away. 
Bruce didn’t even look ashamed of himself as he hopped on the roof and munched on the fish. “Meow,” he said, his tail waving. Mom scowled at him. “I wonder if I can lock the chest somehow.” 
Since she was outside and looking at the roof, Mom wondered what all she could see from the top of the mohawk. She was bored after all and didn’t know how much longer until her family would be back home for dinner. Maybe she could even see them from way up there!
She walked over to the bottom step and began jumping up the blocks all the way to the very top. She finally arrived and looked down, nearly losing her balance. “Oh my, this really is high up!” 
She got a little nervous about the height but took a deep breath to calm herself and looked around. It really was a delightful view looking out over all the land, seeing mountains, and rivers, and forests. The sun had almost set completely, casting an orange glow over everything, and she could see mobs starting to appear out past the lights. She was glad there were no mobs or scary things near her, but felt a little worried for her family. 
“Meow,” Bruce said from out of nowhere and Mom screamed and jumped so high she almost came out of her skin. She fell to the next step but didn’t land right and windmilled her arms to keep from falling. It was no use though, and she fell off the very top of the mohawk. 
“You darn cat!” she screamed as she fell. Just before she hit the ground, she heard a loud BOOM and caught sight of an explosion that happened nearby. Then she landed and poofed away. 
When Mom opened her eyes she was back in her bedroom. She grumbled something about the cat and left through the door to go collect her stuff. She was surprised when Jack met her in the hallway, having just come out of his door. “Jack? What happened?” 
Jack sighed. “I ran into a creeper and couldn’t get away in time.” He eyed his mom. “What happened to you?” 
“YOUR cat happened to me! He scared me right off the tippity-top of the mohawk!” Mom crossed her arms. “He is so naughty!” 
Jack laughed. “Don’t blame him, cats love high places.” 
“Hmph,” Mom said, raising her head in the air. “I have to go get my stuff now.” 
Jack shook his head and went out into the living room. He wished he had made it to the light towers before the creeper exploded him. He went to the chest and pulled out a fish, then held it into the window- that was still just a hole in the wall- shaking it. “Bruce! Bruce kitty! Fishy treat!” 
A black furry shape leapt through the window and snatched the fish out of Jack's hand, landing nimbly on the ground. “Meow!” Bruce said and gobbled up the fish. Jack scooped him up and sat in the chair, petting him. “Purrrrr,” Bruce said and went to sleep. 
The door opened and Kate and Dad walked in. Dad rubbed Bruce’s head. He opened one eye to ensure no treats were at stake, then closed it again. “Where’s Mom?” Dad asked.
Jack pointed up. “She’s on the roof.” 
He gave Jack a confused look like ‘why would your mother be on the roof?’ when the door opened, and Mom came in. 
“That CAT!” she said by way of greeting to Dad and Kate, “is naughty.” 
They came to the table and Mom handed out the delicious bread. They ate and talked about their day and Mom even petted Bruce. He was annoying, and very stinky, but it was hard to stay mad at him for long. 




Chapter 10 



 
Jack leapt out of bed as soon as the morning sunlight came in his window. He wanted to surprise his family, so he didn’t even go through the door of the house but mined his wall to go directly outside. He replaced the cobblestone and took off like a rocket towards where he had planted the pumpkins. 
He dodged around a couple mobs that the sun was still burning up, and climbed the hill, but when he got to the top, all he could see was the exposed dirt and same tiny seedlings where he had planted them. “What the heck?” He furrowed his brows in thought, then snapped his fingers. “Oh yeah, they need light!” The sun was up nicely now and all he had to do was wait.
He sat and watched. Then he stood up and paced. He sat back down. Then he frowned. Waiting was not something he was good at. Instead, he took off towards the closest trees and punched them down to replace some wood he had lost when he exploded. He went back to the pumpkins to see they had finally grown a little, but not all the way yet. He still had some work to do to for his surprise, so he quickly made a crafting table and some wooden tools. Then he mined the closest rock and made stone tools. 
He was getting tired of having to replace his stuff all the time. He realized he would have to be more careful about respawning or he could end up losing some really valuable things.
When the stems had fully grown, but the pumpkins still hadn't yet, he ran off to look for an egg. He wandered around searching for a small white egg in the vast land. He was feeling quite defeated when he saw something he hadn’t noticed before near the house. It looked like a bunch of fencing with cows in it... and chickens! 
Jack ran over, and sure enough there was a pen filled to the brim with chickens. There were so many of the loud birds that he couldn’t even see the ground. Kate had been busy! He bent way over to look under all the feather butts, and sure enough, there were eggs all over the place! He whooped and opened the gate, grabbing all the eggs he could find before running back to his pumpkins.
A huge smile spread across his face as he came back to his small garden. Even from a distance he could see pumpkins had grown! Jack quickly harvested them, careful not to break the stems so more could grow, then took them to his crafting table. His surprise was just about ready, and he could not wait to prove just how useful sugar could be. He opened the crafting table and put in an egg and a pumpkin and... “Arg!!” Jack yelled. “My sugar!”
His sugar had been in his inventory when the creeper respawned him, and he’d lost it all. With an annoyed growl and a very pouty face, Jack ran all the way back to the stream where the sugar cane was and chopped down a bunch more. He paused when he heard someone calling his name, but ignored it. He was not going back home without his surprise in hand. Instead, he quickly made another crafting table and put the ingredients in. 
He pressed the craft button and waited impatiently. “Come on, come on,” he said, bouncing on his toes. Finally, it was done, and he collected the most beautiful, delicious looking pumpkin pie he’d ever seen. “Yes!” he cheered for himself.
He made enough pies for everyone and jogged back home. He was so excited to show his family what he had made and to give them all a special treat. Pumpkin pie had always been a favorite in their home.
When he got there, they were all gone! Jack frowned, checked all the rooms, then went up to the mohawk to look around. He put his stuff in the chest just in case. He looked and listened and could hear people shouting, “Jack! Jack!”
Uh oh, he thought. He probably should have told someone where he was going. He ran down the steps and out into the field to find his family. What he saw instead made him facepalm. Out by the animal pens, his entire family- Bruce included- was running around trying to collect chickens, and there were chickens everywhere! 
“Oops. I forgot to shut the gate!” He chopped down a few pieces of grass to get some seeds to help. When he there, it was pandemonium! Chickens were all over everything, clucking and flapping and pecking, darting this way and that. Every time someone put one in the pen, another two would run out back out. It was a mess.
Mom and Dad and Kate were trying to round up as many as they could while yelling at Bruce, who kept pouncing on stray chickens, poofing them, and eating them raw! 
His parents stopped what they were doing when they saw him and ran up to hug him. Then Dad held him out by the shoulders. “Where did you go?” he asked, his face stern. 
“Jack Murphy Smith!” Mom yelled. Uh oh. “You scared me half to death! We were looking for you all morning!” 
“We thought maybe a witch had taken you or you had gone back to the real world or something,” Dad said. “Your room was empty and you never wake up early!” 
His parents alternated between yelling at him and hugging him, and Jack truly felt bad. “I’m so sorry! I should have told you, but I wanted to make a surprise for you. I have it back at the house, I won't do that again. Please forgive me.” Jack hadn’t meant to scare them, sometimes he just didn’t think things through.
They hugged him again. “Of course we forgive you,” Mom said, “but you’re still grounded for a whole day.” 
“Awwww,” Jack moaned, but he didn’t fight it. The worry he saw on their faces when he arrived had scared him a little. “Okay.” 
“Um, a little help here!?” Kate yelled, and they turned to look at her. She was surrounded by chickens! There were so many she could have gone swimming in them. Chickens running through her legs, chickens on her shoulders, a chicken on her head. Eggs and feathers were all over the place, too. 
Mom and Dad and Jack laughed, and they all equipped seeds and got to work wrangling the chickens back into the pen.
“Why are there so MANY?!” Jack asked. 




Chapter 11

 
When they finally got all the chickens wrangled and the gate locked up tight, Kate gave some more wheat to the cows and they headed back home.
“Okay son, what’s this surprise you scared us all to death over?” Dad asked. 
Jack jumped all around, unable to contain his excitement. “Are you ready?” he asked, a twinkle in his eye. 
“Yes,” Kate said. 
“But really ready?” Jack asked.
“Yes,” Dad said. 
“Are you su-” Jack tried to ask. 
“You don't want to be grounded for another day, do you?” Mom asked, cutting him off. Jack paused and raised his hand. 
“Uh, nope! Anyway, here it is. Surprise!” He pulled the pies out of the chest, giving one to everybody. The pies were perfectly round. The dark orange centers were glistening, and a perfectly cooked crust wove like a ribbon around the edges.
They all looked at the pies they were holding. Mom might have even gotten a tear in her eye. “You made these?” she asked. “For us?”
“Yep! With the sugar from the sugar canes, and eggs from the chicken pen- oh yeah. I, uh... I think I might have forgotten to shut the gate.” Jack said sheepishly. 
“That was YOU!?” Kate said, her ears getting red. He was half afraid they might start smoking. 
Jack held his hands up. “I’m sorry! Yes! That was me but try the pie before you get too mad!” He hoped it was delicious. 
They all took bites and huge smiles went all around. Kate gobbled hers up. She liked sugary things almost as much as Jack did. “Okay, little brother, I forgive you. That was delicious.” She licked each and every finger.
Mom and Dad finished their pies and nodded in agreement. “That was really good, Jack,” Mom said, “I’m impressed! My sweet precious boy wants to bake like his Mama!”
Jack frowned. “Uh, I just-” Mom cut him off by squeezing him in an enormous hug. “Ugh! Mom!”
Dad laughed. “I’m sorry we didn’t believe you about the sugar, Jack. I feel bad that we didn’t appreciate your work. We understand now. I think these pies would be great to take on our journey.” He patted his son’s shoulder.
Jack smiled so big it squeezed his eyes shut. He wanted his parents to be proud of him, and it felt good to be acknowledged for the hard work he did. “Okay! I can make lots more!”
“That reminds me, everyone,” Dad said, sounding serious. “We need a report. How are we coming on the preparations? I’m feeling the itch to get moving and find out what's going on in this world and how we can get back to our own.” 
“Now that I have enough cows and chickens,” Kate said, “I can get us plenty of food. It just needs to be cooked before we can go or else it won't be as helpful.”
“Bring me the food!” Mom said. “I can cook it all.” She flexed her muscles. 
“Okay,” Dad said, “keep going on that. Jack, can you help me mine? I want to make sure we have enough iron for everyone to have full armor and a bunch of iron tools, too.” 
“Sure thing, Dad!” 
They left then; Kate to her animals, Jack and Dad to the mine, and Mom stayed in the house, making an entire wall of furnaces to cook all the food she expected. 




Chapter 12

 
Dad and Jack went down into the mine and began furiously mining the day away. They had been there for so long, singing songs and swinging picks that they had no idea what time it was when a voice they had never heard before interrupted them.
“Ahhh excuuuuuse me, good sirs, would you perhaps want to do any trading?”
Jack screamed and leapt into the air, his pick flying out of his hand. Dad screamed and then screamed again when Jack's pick hit him. “Ow my butt!” Bruce yowled and leapt higher into the air than they had ever seen, releasing a huge noxious cloud of green gas before darting out of the mine. 
The man and his two llamas that had somehow gotten into the mine so quietly screamed too, the llamas spitting everywhere, while the man pinched his nose. “Oh my Ender! What in the nether is that smell!? Is there some enemy around?!” The llamas continued to spit in every direction, globs of gross saliva splattering against the walls. 
“Out! Get out! If you value your life, MOVE!” Dad yelled and ran up the steps. 
Jack followed him and right after Jack came the man in fine clothes, with two llamas on leashes, each with a beautiful blanket draped over their back. The man coughed and hacked and both llamas had poison effect bubbles floating off them, looking quite sick. The man finally caught his breath and stood up to see Dad with his sword out, looking fierce. 
The stranger raised his hands and stumbled backwards. “Now now good sir, I am only a humble wandering trader, I mean you no harm!” 
Jack put his hand gently on Dad’s shoulder. “It’s okay Dad, wandering traders show up all the time. He isn’t dangerous.” 
The trader looked from Dad to Jack to Dad again, nodding his head the whole time. “He is right, good sir! I only come to sell my goods.” 
Dad looked at the trader with narrowed eyes. “You had better be here peacefully, I don't take threats to my family lightly.” He eyed the fancy man up and down again slowly. Then finally put his sword away and offered a hand to the trader on the ground. 
The trader looked at the hand, as if he were wondering if he should take it, before grasping Dad and getting up. “My apologies, good sir, I did not mean to frighten you. Sometimes I am quieter than I think I am. What was that defense you activated when you saw me? It was quite... powerful.” 
Dad looked confused for a moment, his face all squished up. “Defense? OH! That was Bruce, our cat. He uh... gets bad gas sometimes.” 
The trader fanned his hand in front of his face as if to wave away the smell again. “I have been around many animals, including my two lovely llamas, Ramah and Khama, but have never, ever experienced a stench such as that. I think perhaps your cat may need a doctor.” 
Jack laughed. “No, he’s always been that stinky. He gets tummy troubles when he eats things he shouldn’t, and he eats things he shouldn’t all the time. That's why we call him Bruce Lee the Scar-Faced Ninja Attack Kitty from Japan (Who Smells Like Poop.)” 
“Wait,” Dad said, “your llamas are Ramah and Khama?” 
“Yes... is there something wrong?” the trader asked. 
“Ramah Llama and Khama Llama...” Dad said, then shook his head. “No, nothing is wrong. What is your name?”
The trader offered his hand again, and Dad took it to shake, the man pumping up and down hard. “I am Auggie! I travel the lands bringing wonderful ware to all those who might need them! Do you want the sweetest sugar you have ever tasted? Seeds for the rarest of plants? Or even a stone that glows? I have what you need, all for the cheapest prices around!” 
Dad raised an eyebrow. “The cheapest prices around? There are no other traders here.”
Auggie threw his hands in the air. “You see! My prices can't be beat!” 
Dad coughed. “Uh-huh. Tell me, Auggie, what uh... what do you use for money?” 
The trader lowered his hands and took a hard look at Dad. “Why, emeralds of course. What else would I use?” 
Dad looked away, trying to keep his cool. “Oh nothing, I suppose, it’s just we don’t have any emeralds, I was hoping you could barter.” 
“Alas, I am sorry.” Auggie shook his head. “I do not have enough room on my llamas for anything other than what I carry, and I only want emeralds anyway. You really have none?” He looked a little dejected. 
“Since we’ve been here,” Dad waved his hand towards the house, “we haven't had a need for them. Just kind of living off the land, you know.” 
The trader gave a huge, long sigh. “Yes, yes, you people out on the frontier so rarely have any money. Well, I suppose I must be on my way then.” 
“Wait, wait,” Dad said, “don’t leave just yet. Stay, have dinner with us, be our guest. Then you can leave in the morning. Jack here can give you the use of his room for the night.” 
“Hey!” Jack said and Dad gave him ‘the look.’ Jack kept silent but huffed. 
“You would offer me dinner?” Auggie asked. “And a room? That is so kind! I will take you up on that offer. We have been traveling long and are tired. A soft bed will feel good.” 
“... And end up smelling like llamas,” Jack muttered quietly. 




Chapter 13

 
“Honey! We have a guest!” Dad yelled as he came in the house, holding the door open for Auggie the Trader. 
“Wait, what?” Mom asked. 
“A smelly guest...” Jack said under his breath, still annoyed that Dad had offered Auggie his room. Dad gently squeezed Jack’s elbow to remind him to be nice. 
“Hello Mrs... excuse me, but I never got your names,” Auggie said with a huge grin and his hand out for a handshake. 
Mom shook her head. “Oh, how rude of my husband, please excuse him. We are Mr. and Mrs. Smith, this is our son Jack, and our daughter Kate should be back any-” 
“MOM!!!” Kate yelled from outside and burst into the small house, slamming the door into the wall. “There are LLAMAS outside! LLAMAS! They are so CUTE!” She squealed. When she saw the trader in the house she immediately went up to him. “Hi there! I’m Kate! You must be a wandering trader. Can I play with your llamas?” She squeezed all her words out in one breath.
Auggie was practically pushed back by the force of the girl. “Uh, yes? Sure. They are just llamas... I suppose you can-” 
“YEEEE!!!” Kate screamed and ran back outside to play with the llamas. 
“That is an odd child,” Auggie said, looking at Mom. 
“She really likes animals.” Mom shrugged.
“I see. I must admit, I have not met many people like you. Most prefer to live in the villages for safety from the monsters...” 
Dad coughed. “Yes, well, I am sure we are not like any people you have met.” 
Mom waved to the table for everyone to sit and started taking food out of the furnaces. Auggie looked at the row of furnaces Mom had made and his eyes went huge. “My, my, that is a lot of... furnaces, why ever do you have so many?” 
Mom shrugged again. “It was an experiment, I wanted to cook lots of different things at once, plus they give off very nice light, wouldn’t you say? I find it warm and inviting.” 
Auggie looked at the wall again. “I suppose... that is true...” 
“Please sit, have a meal with us!” Mom said as Dad and Jack took their spots. “Kate! It’s dinner time!” she yelled at the door. 
“Will my llamas be safe outside there?” Auggie asked, “from the monsters that come out at night?”  
“Oh, I’ll ask Kate to build a pen for them, then they should be fine,” Dad said and excused himself from the table. 
“Build a pen? But that would be so much work for just a single night,” Auggie said as he followed Dad outside. 
“Oh, it shouldn’t take that long,” Dad said. “I'll help her. Kate! It’s dinner time, kiddo! Before you come in, let’s quickly build a pen so the llamas will be safe from monsters.”
“Good idea!” Kate said, as she pet one of the llamas. She stepped away and equipped some fencing, Dad doing the same. In a very brief amount of time they had a nice looking, if small, pen for the llamas. Kate dusted off her hands. 
“There we go!” Dad said and turned to Auggie, whose mouth was open so wide with surprise a train could have come out of it. 
“How... what... who...”
Dad looked at Kate and ushered her in the house. “You okay, Auggie?” He gently pulled the man in as well. “The monsters will come out soon, we should go inside. I might have some leftover barbecue for you to try!”
Auggie, who still looked dumbfounded, nodded slowly and went in the house. “Barbecue?” 




Chapter 14

 
Finally, they were all inside. Mom had even made the table bigger and added another chair for their guest. Auggie’s eyes bugged out at this as well. “What... how did this table get bigger!?”
“Oh, it was nothing, I just made it a little bigger so the other chair would fit while you all were outside,” Mom said. 
“Hey, I helped!” Jack said. 
“Yes, Jack made your chair after I showed him how to do it,” Mom nodded, messing up Jack's hair. 
“It was easy, just a block of stairs and two signs on the side.”
“You... but...” Auggie mumbled, at a loss for words. 
Dad cleared his throat, looking at the rest of the family. “Is everything okay, Auggie?”
The trader closed his eyes and took a deep breath. “Ah, yes, everything is fine. I have just never seen anyone build the way you do. Most villagers take a long time to build things.”
Dad laughed. “Well, it’s like I said, we aren't like most villagers.” 
Auggie nodded as he eyed the family. “I am starting to see that.”
Mom handed everyone a delicious fresh loaf of bread and opened the chest. She pulled out a tropical fish and Bruce leapt at it from under the table, snagging it from her hand, then jumped clear to the other side of the room. 
“What in the nether was THAT!?” Auggie shouted, quickly standing up from his chair. 
“That’s just Bruce, our cat,” Jack said. “He really likes fish... it’s part of his gassy problem.” 
Auggie stared at Bruce, who was gobbling down the fish. “I've never seen a cat act like that before.” 
“Yeah,” Jack said, “even for us he’s a weird one.” They all laughed and began to eat. 
Dad pulled out his last piece of barbecue from the chest and handed it to the trader. “Here you go, try this. It’s not my best, but it’s still pretty good.” 
The trader took a bite and his eyes might have gone even wider than ever. “This is delicious! I’ve never tasted anything like it!” 
Dad nodded. “Barrrrbeeeecuuueeee.” He rubbed his tummy. 
When they finished eating Dad brought out the book they had found while fishing. “Auggie, could I ask you something?” 
“For that delicious... barbeeecue... you can ask me anything!” he replied. 
“We found this book and were wondering about it,” Dad said. 
Auggie waved his hand at it. “Ah, that old thing? Everybody knows about that.” 
Dad nodded. “Is it true?”
Auggie shrugged. “Who is to say? It is ancient history. Certainly, there are many monsters out in the nighttime, but it may have always been like this.” 
“Have you seen any ruins?” Kate asked. “Of big cities or anything?” 
Auggie thought about it for a moment. “I may have come across a few things like that in my travels, although I never paid much attention to them.” 
“What about witches?” Dad asked. 
Auggie smiled. “Oh, witches are very real, but they aren't like the ones in that story. They mostly make potions and help villagers with livestock. I have certainly never seen any that can do magic like in that story.” Auggie nodded at the book in Dad’s hand.
Dad frowned a little but hid it quickly. “Ah, okay. I was hoping to meet one someday.” 
“If you go into villages you can find them sometimes, they are uncommon, but not especially rare.” 
“Speaking of villages,” Mom said, “is there one nearby?” 
Auggie nodded. “Oh yes! There is one only two days away to the west. It’s where I came from before coming here.” He yawned, then eyed Mom suspiciously. “I am surprised you have not heard of it.” 
“Well, like Mr. Smith said, we don't go out very much. Anyway, it’s getting late, we should all go to sleep. Jack, I made a bed for you in Kate’s room.” 
“Oh. Yay. I get to share a room with Kate,” Jack said with no joy in his voice. 
“Mom!” Kate said, gesturing to Jack.
“Honey, would you please talk to your son?” Mom asked Dad, but he didn’t hear her. Dad was staring strangely at Auggie. Very strangely.




Chapter 15

 
The next morning everyone came into the living room to find that Auggie had already left before they had even gotten up. The pen with his llamas was empty and he was not in Jack's room.
“Well, that was quite rude,” Mom said, “to leave without saying thank you or even goodbye. Children, that was a prime example of bad manners. Make sure you always thank your hosts when staying at someone’s house.” She put her hands on her hips and gave Jack’s empty room ‘the look.’
Dad sighed. “I was worried about that.” 
“What do you mean?” Jack asked. 
“Family meeting! Living room everyone!” Dad suddenly yelled, and Jack and Kate knew something serious was happening. Even Bruce came into the living room, sitting on the table. 
“No cats on the table!” Mom said and scooped him up to cuddle. 
“Purrrr,” Bruce said. 
“Alright everyone, I think we have a problem,” Dad said. 
“What's wrong?” Kate asked. 
“I think we need to leave here sooner than we planned.” 
“What do you mean?” Mom asked, a worried look on her face. 
“Well, did you see the way Auggie the Trader was acting? He was surprised to see us build the pen so fast, surprised at how we acted, surprised we didn’t know about the nearby village. A lot of the things we did seemed to shock him,” Dad said. 
“So why does that mean we have to leave?” Mom asked. 
“Well, the way he didn’t stay for breakfast or even say goodbye is very suspicious. I think he knows something is really different about us, not just that we don't live in a village. I had a weird feeling about him last night, something just seemed off with him. think he went to go tell someone, and I don't like that at all, not one bit.” 
“What? Why?” Jack asked, with a confused look on his face. 
“If he had stayed and talked with us, it would have been different. It’s normal to be curious, to be interested. But because he left so quickly and sneakily, he obviously didn’t want us to know. And because of that... I think whoever he is going to tell might not be very nice people.”
“Illagers...” Kate whispered, and Jack frowned. 
“You mean villager, dear?” Mom asked. 
“No, illagers. The bad guys of Minecraft,” Jack said. “They raid villages, stealing from villagers and killing them.” Jack hung his head. “And villagers don’t respawn.” 
“I knew it!” Mom said, her eyes in angry slits. “I just knew this game was too violent! Bad guys killing villagers! You are not allowed to play it anymore!” 
Jack and Kate looked at each other then at Mom with their arms out. “We can’t stop playing, we are IN it!” Kate said. 
“That’s no excuse!”
Jack looked at Mom like she was crazy, and Dad came over and patted her on the shoulder. “Dear, we can worry about that when we get out of here. For right now, we need their help.” 
Mom looked down. “I know, I just don't like... killing.” 
“It’s okay, Mom! We can respawn!” Jack reminded her. 
“That’s not the point,” Mom said and opened her mouth to talk more, but Dad squeezed her shoulder. 
“Dear, we have to focus. For better or worse, we are in this world until we can find a way out.” 
Mom huffed a breath. “I know.” She squared her shoulders. “Okay, what do we have to do?” 
“We have to get our preparations done as fast as possible, today even. I want to be on the road west towards that village as soon as the sun rises tomorrow.” Dad pointed in the same direction the trader had toward the village.
“But I didn't get a saddle yet!” Kate whined. 
“You can have mine,” Jack offered, “I don't really want it.” 
“No, I want to get my own.” Kate crossed her arms in a huff.
“Whatever.” Jack rolled his eyes.
“I think we have enough food for the journey,” Mom said, “but if we could get some more pumpkin pies, that would be great.” 
“I knew you’d like those!” Jack crowed. “I have more pumpkins I can harvest, and I’ll get right on it!”
Mom smiled. 
“I still have a lot of iron,” Dad said. “I don't think enough for everyone to have a full suit of armor, but I’ll get started on making chest pieces at least, then tools. Kate, if you want a saddle, you better get to fishing, then we can cook up any fish you get for extra food just in case.”
“Meow?” Bruce said.
Dad pet the cat. “Yes, some fish for you, too, you stinky rascal.”
“What can I do?” Jack asked. “It won’t take me long to make the pies.”
“Can you explore to the west and find out what kind of land we will have to go through?”
“But not too far,” Mom added.
“I can do that!” Jack said. “I’ll eat breakfast out there; this will be fun!” He equipped an apple and took a bite while heading to the door. 
“Be safe!” Mom said as he left. 
“Mom, you are in charge of harvesting and making whatever food you can before we leave. Now let’s get to work.” He put his hand out in front of everyone and Mom laid hers on top of it. “On the count of three, go family!” Kate eyed her parents.
Dad shrugged and lifted his and Mom’s hand up and down while he counted to three. Then they lifted their hands in the air and together they shouted, “Gooooo family!”
Parents could be so weird. 




Chapter 16

 
Everyone worked hard, focusing on their task at hand. Dad went into the mine to gather any more iron he could find quickly, then crafted a furnace and crafting table and started making armor for the family. By the end of the day he had made enough for everyone to have a chestplate and a helmet. He made the helmets last though, making sure that he could make everyone a good set of tools and even swords first. 
Kate was bound and determined to get herself a saddle. She fished and fished and fished, collecting enough boots for an entire army, enough fish to maybe keep Bruce satisfied and various other trinkets, but no saddle. At the end of the day she went home, defeated. “Maybe I should let Jack give me the saddle,” she muttered. 
Bruce had spent the day with Kate, leaping in front of as many fish as he could to snag them out of the air while she reeled them back in. At first Kate was annoyed, but then she just shrugged, impressed at how good Bruce was at catching the fish. He might have eaten twenty of them, the greedy cat! 
Mom had been cooking and preparing and gardening all day. She harvested all the wheat and sugar cane and eggs and pumpkins and everything else that grew around the house. She had visited Kate at the pond to collect the fish and cooked everything. By the time she was done, she had stacks and stacks of various kinds of food. She was quite pleased. Nothing made her feel better than having a pantry full of food for her family. Or, in this case, a chest full.
Dad, Mom, and Kate were sitting around the dining table wondering if Jack was going to get back before dark, as the sun was already setting. Bruce suddenly perked up, his ears twitching curiously, and the family stopped eating to listen. 
“Hey guys! A horse! I got a horse!” They heard from outside. 
Kate looked a little sad for a moment, then scowled. “He better not have gotten a horse before me!”
They all piled out the door to see Jack, seated on what was very obviously NOT a horse. Kate started cracking up and almost fell over from laughing so hard. Jack threw one of his legs over the side of the saddle and slid down to the ground. He put his hands on his hips. “What!? You don't like my horse?” 
“That’s not a horse, Jack!” Kate said. “That’s a donkey!” She laughed some more, then went up to the donkey to pet it. 
Jack scowled and leaned back, looking at his animal. Sure enough, it was smaller than a horse, with big, long ears. “I guess it is a donkey, whoops!” He shrugged. “I still love him. He’s mine and I’m calling him Dirtymud, because he was so dirty when I found him.”
Kate rolled her eyes. “Dirtymud? You always come up with the weirdest names.” She shook her head, then loved on the donkey a little more before her face lit up. “Hey! Do you know what this means?”
“What?” Mom asked.
“He can be a pack animal! Watch!” She ran in the house and came back a few moments later with a chest equipped. She did something to the donkey, and right behind the saddle appeared a set of saddlebags, the chest no longer in her hand. 
“That’s wonderful!” Mom clapped. “He can carry our food.” 
“Good job Jack and Kate, with our new friend here, we should be ready to go first thing in the morning,” Dad said. 
They finished up their dinner and went to bed, careful to put Dirtymud in the llama pen for the night. When they woke up, they all had a hearty breakfast of pumpkin pie. “I love pie for breakfast!” Jack said, rubbing his full belly.
“Alright everyone, it’s time to go find a village,” Dad said. With sad goodbyes to their first home in Minecraft, the family left. Jack had wanted to ride on Dirtymud, but when he got outside Bruce was already sitting on the saddle. Jack tried to shoo him off, but Bruce hissed at him and smacked his hand. With a sigh, Jack let the darn cat ride the donkey. 
The family started walking, heading west towards where Auggie had said they would find a village. They walked and walked and soon could barely see their house anymore.
“Hey! Look!” Kate yelled and everyone spun around to see what she was pointing at. 
In the direction of their house, a stream of dark smoke was rising into the air.
“Mom, did you leave a furnace on or something?” Jack asked, and Mom shook her head. 
“I don’t think so, but maybe I did?” 
Dad stared silently at the smoke. He knew Mom had not left a furnace on, and that something worse had happened to the house. That smoke was no accident.
“Come on guys, we need to get as far as we can before night comes,” he said.
They stared at the smoke for a moment longer, then turned around and kept walking.
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“MEOW!” Bruce Lee the Scar-Faced Ninja Attack Kitty From Japan (Who Smells Like Poop) swiped his paw at Jack as he tried once again to move him off Dirtymud. 
“Dang cat!” Jack said, yanking his hand away to avoid getting scratched again. He folded his arms over his chest and scowled as they walked. “It’s my donkey!”
“No, I don’t think it is anymore,” Kate said with a smile. “Looks like he’s Bruce’s now.”
Bruce sat up a little straighter in the saddle, looking like a king riding on his royal steed. “Me-ow.” 
“Hmph,” Jack said, then uncrossed his arms with a sigh. “At least he isn’t riding on my head anymore.”
Dad chuckled. “Well, with our heads being so big and blocky now, I guess a cat would think it’s a good place to rest.”
The family laughed. They had been walking for a long time now and the sun was starting to set.
“Who’s hungry?” Mom asked for the hundredth time since they started their trek towards a village. Or at least towards where they hoped a village was. 
“Mom, we’re going to eat all our food if you keep trying to feed us every ten minutes,” Kate said. 
“I’m just looking out for you dear,” Mom said, “it’s a mother’s job.” 
Kate rolled her eyes. 
“Can I have some pumpkin pie?” Jack asked.
“I think you know the answer to that, Jack,” Mom said. “I’ve already told you five times.”
“Awww, come on! There aren’t cavities in Minecraft!” he whined. 
Mom ignored him and Jack gave up. 
“We should probably think about stopping soon,” Dad said, eyeing the sky. “It’s getting to be nighttime and we don’t want to end up respawning way back where our house was.” 
“What do you mean ‘was’?” Kate asked.
“Remember the smoke we saw?” Jack asked her. 
“Yeah... you think that means the house was destroyed?” 
Jack shrugged. “At least the roof, it was wood. And all the furniture inside.” 
“Oh dear,” Mom said, shaking her head sadly. “I wish I hadn’t left the furnace on.” 
“I don’t think it works that way, Mom,” Kate said. “At least, it never has before.” 
“Yeah,” Jack agreed, “but there are definitely some things different in this world.” 
“Meow,” Bruce said. 
“Like Bruce respawning,” Kate nodded at the cat. “I wonder what other differences there are.” 
Jack just shrugged. 
“Guys?” Dad asked. “Would you help me make a shelter for the night?”
“Sure!” Jack and Kate said at the same time. 
They stopped walking, and together with blocks of dirt they already had in their inventories, built a super tiny house super-fast. Then Kate placed a few fences around Dirtymud.
“We work well as a team,” Dad said, wiping off his hands. “I’m proud of you guys.” He put his arms around both Kate and Jack. 
Mom placed a door, then went inside and started putting up torches and punching out windows. 
“Mom, you don’t need to bother doing all that,” Dad said. “It just has to hold us for the night.” 
“That’s no reason it can’t be pretty!” Mom’s face was set in a way that made it clear she wouldn’t change her mind.
Dad rolled his eyes and waved everyone else into the house just as the sun disappeared behind the horizon. 
When they were all inside, they placed their beds. The house was so small all four of them barely fit.
“Thanks again for remembering to mine these, Jack,” Dad said with a pat on his son’s shoulder. Jack smiled. “Better than having to mine sheep at night!” he replied. Jack went to throw himself onto his bed, but Bruce leapt onto it first and began cleaning his paws.
“Dang cat!” Jack snatched Bruce up, forcing cuddles onto him. “You already stole my donkey, you can’t have my bed, too.”
“Purrrrrr,” Bruce said, curled up in Jack’s arms. Bruce loved having his tummy rubbed right up until the moment he didn’t.
“Ow, Bruce!” Jack dropped the cat. “You bit me! That really hurt!” 
“Meow,” Bruce said unapologetically and jumped onto Kate’s bed. 
“Oh no you don’t, you feisty thing,” Kate shooed the cat away. Bruce stuck his nose in the air and climbed onto Mom’s bed, curled up, and went to sleep.
Dad just laughed as Jack shook out his bitten hand. He wasn’t bleeding or anything, but it had hurt. “Well guys, we made some good time today, but I wish I knew how far away this village was,” Dad said.
“Didn’t Auggie say just a couple days away?” Kate asked. 
“Yes,” Dad said, “but what we don’t know is if he meant riding a llama, or walking. Or if he was telling the truth at all.” 
“I’ve never seen a wandering trader ride their llamas,” Jack said. 
Dad shrugged. “That may be true, but like you and Kate were talking about earlier, there seem to be some things different about this world.” 
Jack and Kate nodded.
“Well, who’s hungry?” Mom held out bread and apples, and they all groaned. 




Chapter 2 

 
The next morning, they got up, collected their beds and torches, and left their temporary shack, not even bothering to take it down. Jack was happy- and a little hyper- because Mom let him have Pumpkin Pie for breakfast. 
“I LOVE pumpkin pie for breakfast!” he said, dancing around.
Kate nodded. “Me too, but I sure wish we had whipped cream here.” 
The day was mostly uneventful until the surrounding land began to change. The trees started looking bigger, with thicker branches and more leaves. The air around them was darker and almost felt heavier, as if it were caving in on them as they walked. They continued in the direction that they needed to go, but Jack and Kate started getting visibly nervous. 
“What’s wrong?” Dad asked. 
“I think this is a ‘dark forest’” Jack said. 
“I think so too,” Kate agreed. 
“I agree it’s darker, but what’s wrong with that?” Mom asked. 
“The trees are so dense in dark forests that they can block the light out. It can be so dark that mobs can spawn even in the daytime,” Kate said.
“Oh dear, I hope we don’t have to fight too many.” Mom looked around with wide eyes.
Dad frowned. “Well, we did make a new respawn point when we slept last night, but avoiding mobs altogether would be best. I don’t want this journey to be any longer than it needs to be.”
They continued walking, getting more nervous with every step as the forest got darker. They walked in silence, hardly able to even see where they were going.
“Ow!” Dad yelled and grabbed his butt. Sure enough, there was an arrow sticking out of it. They spun around and could just barely see a skeleton archer in between some trees, pulling back on his bow to fire again.
“Get him!” Jack yelled and charged after the archer. 
“No! Jack, you come back here!” Mom yelled after him. 
Jack wasn’t listening though, and with his sword drawn, started fighting the skeleton. He thought it was an epic battle; he dodged and rolled and charged in again and again, hitting the skeleton while his family cheered him on in the background. They were going on and on, shouting and whooping and yelling as he kept them safe from their enemy.
Except they weren't cheering him on, they were yelling at him to watch out for the creeper that had snuck up to the fight. Jack caught the flashing out of the corner of his eye just before he exploded, being sent back to the respawn point. 
Dad shook his head at the crater where Jack, the creeper, and skeleton had been. “That boy, he is too impetuous.” He walked to the crater to pick up all the things Jack left behind. 
“Impetuous?” Kate tilted her head. “What does that mean?”
“It means he runs off without thinking, the little turd!” Mom shouted. “I told him to wait!” She stomped her foot and closed her eyes, taking a deep breath. Kate knew Jack was in trouble now. Mom always tried to calm down so she wouldn’t blow up at them.
“Well.” Dad sighed. “Let’s go back and get him.”
They turned around and began walking out of the creepy, dark forest. Before they even made it very far, a pair of zombies lumbering after them from behind the trees.
“Oh no!” Mom said, unsure of what to do. 
“We’ve got this,” Dad said and handed Mom the reigns to Dirtymud. He grabbed Kate’s hand and pulled her next to him. “We can do this, right Kate?”
Kate set her jaw firmly and looked Dad in the eye. Jack was always the main fighter when they played, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t hold her own. She pulled out her sword and lifted it into the air. “We sure can!” 
“Okay, Kate, stay side-by-side with me. Let’s go get them.” Dad moved towards the closest zombie, Kate at his side. The first zombie came up, gurgling its groaning noises, and swung at Dad, but thankfully he didn’t take much damage since he was wearing his iron armor. “Take this!” Dad said and swung his iron sword at the zombie, hitting it hard.
The second zombie limped over, also going for Dad. Even though he had iron armor on, he knew he wouldn’t last long with two of them attacking him.
Then Kate sprang into action.
With Dad the target, Kate knew she had a perfect opportunity. The zombies were completely ignoring her, so she circled around the nearest zombie, hitting it from behind. She swung and swung, hitting the zombie over and over, and it was so stupid because, well, it was a zombie, that it didn’t even try to move away.
Dad took a few more hits, but with both Kate and him attacking the same zombie, it was defeated quickly and poofed away.
Dad turned to face the other zombie. “You can’t beat us, stupid thing!” Just as he raised his sword to strike, Mom yelled out, “Watch your language! We don’t say that word in this family!” Dad looked at her with a face that clearly said, ‘are you kidding me right now?’ His brief distraction cost him another hit, and his health dropped to half. His armor was damaged as well, but he attacked for all he was worth, chopping into the zombie as he shouted back at Mom, “These,” smash, “things,” chop, “are,” slice, “STUPID!”
Kate, meanwhile, had snuck up behind it and leapt in with an attack. She swung her sword hard, hitting it as she leapt and made a spiffy pose when she landed. Her legs were stretched apart, knees bent, and both hands held her sword up in front of her face. She wasn’t into fighting like Jack was, but she had to admit, she felt pretty cool. White stars floated around the zombie for a moment before it poofed away.
Dad looked at Kate. “Well, that was impressive. Sweet moves.”
Kate jumped up and down. “Ha ha! We did it! You were right, nothing can beat us!”
“Uh, Dad?” Mom asked.
Dad jumped up and down with Kate. “We did it! Woohoo!” He did the floss dance and Kate joined him, evening throwing in a dab here and there.
“Dad?” Mom asked again.
“Oh yeah! We’re the best!” Kate sang as they danced.
“DAD!” Mom yelled as loud as she could. Dad finally turned to see what she wanted. “RUN!” Mom screamed as she dashed towards the light peeking in at the end of the dark forest, pulling Dirtymud along with her. Behind them was a group of four more zombies and two spiders, all groaning and crawling creepily in their direction.
Dad and Kate stopped dancing. They looked at each other and screamed, “AHHHH!” Then they took off after Mom.




Chapter 3 

 
Jack sat on the ground waiting. Before they started their journey they agreed that if anyone respawned they were to wait there until everyone could meet back up with them, that way no one would ever get lost.
The problem was it was boring. Really
boring. He wished he had his portable video game system with him. He laughed out loud at his own thought. That would be so cool, playing a video game in a video game.
He sighed again and started stacking dirt blocks. He stacked one, stood on it, jumped, and placed another under his feet. He kept doing this over and over until he ran out of dirt blocks, and by then he was really high up. He looked out in the direction his family would be, and saw that while there was a dark forest, it didn’t seem like it was too big. From his super tall one-block tower, he could see the trees fading out and the land turning into plains again on the other side.
He saw some commotion at the tree line and saw his mom pulling Dirtymud behind her. He frowned. That was strange. Where were Dad and Kate? As soon as he finished his thought, his dad and sister appeared out of the dark trees, running full steam ahead. He couldn’t figure out why they would be so worried about him that they were coming sprinting to his aid. He wasn’t even all that far away. Then he saw the entire herd of monsters behind them.
“Oh boy! They’re going to need help!” He began digging the blocks beneath him, frustrated with how long it was taking. It would have been so much faster with a shovel, but once again, he lost everything in his inventory when he respawned. “I really need to stop doing that!” he whined in frustration.
When he finally could jump to the ground safely, he ran towards his parents. The zombies were charging right after them, moving surprisingly fast, but as soon as the shade from the trees thinned out, the sunlight hit them, and they started burning. Jack wrinkled up his nose. Even from his distance, it made an eerily similar smell to when Dad overcooked barbeque.
All the zombies burned except one; it was wearing a leather helmet that must have been protecting it from the sun. Jack’s family was so focused on getting the heck out of there, that they hadn’t turned around to see there was only one zombie left. They hadn’t seemed to notice Jack, either. He smiled and took this opportunity to be a hero!
Running in from the side, he slammed into the lone zombie, punching it with his fists like he was trying to mine stone. Oops. He had forgotten he lost his sword. So much for being a hero.
“Help!” he yelped, running after his family. Dad and Kate spun at hearing his voice, surprised to see Jack and only one remaining zombie. They shrugged at each other and changed their course to intercept it. In seconds flat it was defeated, leaving a rotten flesh floating on the ground.
“Meow!” Bruce yowled and leapt from Dirtymud onto the rotten flesh, gobbling it up before anyone could stop him.
“Gross!” Kate yelled.
“Bruce, come on! Yuck!” Jack yelled.
“Where did the spiders go?” Dad asked.
“Maybe we outran them.” Kate shrugged, looking around.  As she turned, Jack’s jaw dropped open wide. Clinging to her back, nearly covering her entire torso, was one of the big, black spiders!
“Kate?!” Jack yelled, his voice shaky.
“What?”
Jack pointed at her and had a hard time finding words. “There’s... uh, there’s a spider... on your back...”
Kate froze, a shudder running through her. Her eyes were wide as saucers. Fighting a spider on the ground would be one thing, but to have one climbing on her? She slowly turned her head to look over her shoulder as much as she could, and the spider's head popped right into her face.
“AHHHHH!!” she screamed so loud and high-pitched that the spider jumped off and ran away.
“Oh no you don’t!” Jack yelled and ran after it, punching it.
“You don’t have a sword, Jack!” Dad yelled.
“Oh yeah,” Jack said as he got bit. Dad rolled his eyes and ran in, doing a jump attack like Kate had done before, hitting the spider hard. White stars popped up around it, and Jack punched it one more time, defeating it.
“Jack Murphy Smith!” Mom shouted.
“Uh oh,” Jack mumbled and began looking around for a place he could run.
“Don’t even think about it, young man!” Mom yelled and walked up to him, grabbing him in the dreaded elbow pinch. There was no escape now. “You can’t just run off all willy nilly into danger like that.”
“It’s okay, Mom. I just respawned, no big deal!” he yelled, then thinking it wasn’t very smart to yell at his mom, he said much quieter, “I’m sorry.”
“Sure, you just respawned, but what if you attracted more monsters to us, or another creeper had gotten us because we were watching you? Would all our stuff respawn? Would Dirtymud? What if we got lost when we were separated? I know this seems like a game, Jack, but it isn’t a game anymore. This is real life for us now and you aren’t making good decisions. You keep putting yourself and your family at risk.”
That stopped Jack. “Oh yeah, I guess... I didn’t think...”
Mom hugged him close. “Oh Jack, you have to slow down sometimes and think about what you’re doing. I can’t lose you, son. You need to be more careful.”
Jack nodded. He didn’t want Dirtymud to get hurt, or anyone else for that matter. And even if he didn’t fully understand his mom’s concern, he hated to see her so upset and worried. “I’m sorry, Mom. I’ll try harder.”
Mom let him go, ruffling his hair. “Good.” She looked at Dad. “Well, now what? That forest seems awfully dangerous.”
“It’s not that big, though,” Jack said. “I made a tower to try to see you guys and I could see all the way across it from the top. Maybe we could try running through?”
Dad shook his head. “That is too risky. What if we got separated? I think we might have to fight our way through, taking it slowly. If we all have weapons and armor, we can-” 
“I really don’t want to fight, dear,” Mom said.
Dad looked at her, thinking, then nodded his head. He knew she couldn’t hurt a fly... or a spider for that matter. She had made him the designated spider catcher back at home. She insisted on releasing them outside, never smooshing.
He smiled kindly at his wife. “Well then we need to think of something else.”
“We could burn it down?” Jack asked. 
Mom gasped. “Jack! We cannot start a forest fire on purpose. That’s terrible!”
Jack sighed. “Sorry, Mom, it was just an idea.”
“I know what we can do,” Kate said. They all turned to her. “We go over the top.”
“Oh yeah,” Jack said, smacking his forehead. “Why didn’t I think of that?”
Mom and Dad gave them one of those ‘is this some weird Minecraft thing?’ looks.
“Watch,” Kate said and pulled some dirt out of her inventory. She made stairs, climbing to the top of the nearest tree of the dark forest. Then she stepped off the dirt onto the leafy tree blocks.
“Well I’ll be hornswoggled!” Dad exclaimed.
“Are you sure that’s safe? How will we get Dirtymud up there?” Mom asked, her face unsure.
“Easy,” Kate said, jumping down off the tree and flashing red for a moment. Mom gasped. “It’s okay, Mom.” Using more dirt, she built blocks high and wide enough to easily lead Dirtymud onto the tops of the trees.
“Be careful now,” Jack said, “It’s easy to fall in the holes here.”
“That’s one benefit of the dark forest,” Kate said. “The trees are so dense here, there are hardly any gaps!”
They walked carefully, taking their time walking across the top of the forest. The few times there was a spot that looked potentially dangerous, they filled it in with dirt to make their path easier. Soon enough they were at the other end of the dark forest, having avoided any lingering monsters. As they stood on the final tree, a plains biome stretched out before them.
“We made it!” Jack yelled as he placed more dirt blocks to create stairs down for the family.
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The family celebrated when their feet hit solid ground. Bruce ran between their legs, not knowing why everyone was cheering. “Well,” Dad said, “I guess we should keep going. It would be nice to get there before it gets dark again.”
“How do you think Auggie made it through those woods?” Mom asked.
Jack and Kate shrugged. “Maybe he can turn invisible or something?” Jack said. “I don’t think traders are good at fighting.”
Mom laughed at him. “That’s a silly thought, Jack!”
Jack raised an eyebrow at her. “Sillier than a family getting sucked into Minecraft?”
Mom stopped laughing. “Oh yeah.”
“Come on,” Dad said, pushing them forward. “Time’s a wastin’.” They walked through the plains on the other side of the dark forest, that were remarkably similar to the ones that had come before it. They traveled in silence, taking in the scenery while Dirtymud plodded along beside them, Bruce high and mighty on his back.
“Is that...?” Kate asked, breaking the silence as she pointed to something bright and yellow. “It is! It’s sunflowers!”
“Oh, how pretty!” Mom said gleefully as she went and collected the sunflower. The fields in front of them were dotted with many of the tall, bright flowers.
“You can make dye with them,” Kate said, “all flowers can make dye.”
Mom’s mouth dropped open. “You can? Wonderful! Now I’ll be able to make my crafts even more beautiful!”
Kate hugged her. She knew mom would like that; she got excited over anything crafty.
The family continued their travels, heading in the direction Auggie had said the town was. The sun seemed to move faster than they were, though, and soon the sky began to darken.
“Should we stop?” Dad asked.
“Maybe,” Mom said. Nighttime made her nervous. “I really don’t want anyone getting hurt.”
“I bet we’re close, though,” Jack said. “Can we go just a little longer?”
“Yeah,” Kate agreed. “I would much rather get to the village.”
Even Mom agreed. “Auggie did say it was only two days away, so we should be close.”
That was all Dad needed to hear. “Alright you guys, you heard Mom, onward!”
“Yay!” The kids cheered.
“Meow,” Bruce said from his donkey throne.
They continued walking, and their enthusiasm dying down little by little as it got darker and darker. Soon the sun was all the way down, and night covered the world. The light from the sun was replaced with the faint light from something else in front of them.
“The village!” Mom cheered.
Jack squinted. “They sure don’t have a lot of lights for a... Oh my goodness! They are under attack!”
“What!?” Dad said, narrowing his eyes to get a good look. “They are! Everybody, run!”
They all ran as fast as they could, charging in to help the village. When they arrived they found no villagers, but plenty of zombies. The village was really run down. There were about a dozen houses, but many had holes in the walls, big chunks of roofing missing, and broken glass. A couple were totally burned down, while others had trails of smoke rising from them. In the center of the village stood a single large building behind what must have been a garden at one time, but now just looked like a mud pit with grass growing in it, surrounded by broken fences.
The zombies were running around the village. There were so many of them it looked like they were bouncing around like ping-pong balls, but some were more intentionally banging on doors. “Get the ones at the doors!” Jack yelled. “They could break them down and kill the villagers!”
“Oh my, this is terrible,” Mom said, her voice trembling. She led Dirtymud into the center of the village and started placing torches on every surface she could find. “I hope this helps.”
Kate pulled out her sword. “Good idea Mom, it will keep more from spawning!” She ran, sword out, and jump-attacked the closest zombie, scoring a critical hit. The zombie staggered but didn’t stop trying to bang down the door. Kate hacked and slashed at it, and it soon fell to the ground and poofed away, defeated.
Two zombies narrowed in on Mom and started lumbering towards her. Mom was oblivious, one hundred percent focused on placing her torches.
“Mom!” Jack yelled and ran to help her. He arrived just as the two zombies were going to make her lunch, sliding through the dirt on his side like a baseball player, his sword out in front of him.
His slide attack hit both zombies, flashing them red, and they turned their hungry eyes off Mom onto Jack. Mom ran out of there as fast as she could, her whole body shaking. Dad caught up to her, shielding her with himself. “Stay with me, I’ll protect you,” he said as two more zombies came after them.
“Protect me? What about Jack?”
“I think Jack is fine,” Dad said, nodding toward their son.
Sure enough, Jack was doing well. He had a smile on his face as he dodged and ducked out of the way of the zombie’s attacks. “Hah! Too slow! You can’t catch me!” In between dodging, he would occasionally slash one of them with a sword attack, flashing it red, but not poofing either one yet.
The zombies near Mom and Dad advanced and their hungry moans made Mom nervous. One of them lunged at Mom and Dad jumped in front of it to protect her, taking a hit to the chest. That was the last hit the zombie would get in, as Dad swung his sword with a powerful downward chop that knocked the zombie down, and a final chop defeated it.
“Oh my! Dad, you are manly!” Mom said. Dad blushed and smiled at her, getting hit by the other zombie in his distraction.
“Ow, you rutton sutton zombie!” Dad yelled and kicked it hard, pushing it back. The zombie staggered right into Kate, who had been sneaking behind it. She jump-attacked again, her new favorite move, scoring a critical hit and defeating the zombie.
Jack was still playing ‘dodge-zombie’, but he was down to only a single zombie, having already poofed one. The zombie made a huge lunging attack at Jack, and he danced out of the way effortlessly. As the zombie struggled to regain his balance from the missed attack, Jack stabbed at it hard, turning it red, then into a puff of smoke.
“The doors!” Kate yelled, as they heard the splintering of wood. One of the few remaining zombies banging on a door had finally broken it down, and a scream pierced through the night.
Kate and Jack ran to the house, wasting no time in ending the zombie in a tag team attack, Jack hitting low and Kate hitting high.
Dad football-tackled another zombie that was banging on a villager’s door, slamming into it so hard that he sent it flying, its arms windmilling. It landed on the ground with a loud thud, sliding to a stop by Dirtymud’s feet. The donkey shook his head and snorted, then sat on the flailing zombie which poofed away instantly.
“Hah! Go Dirtymud! I think that was the last of them,” Jack said. The doorway Jack was standing next to filled as a villager came forward out of the tiny house.
“Um, I’m Elijah, the mayor of this village. Thank you for saving me, but... who in the nether are you?”
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“You’re not the mayor! I am!” a voice shouted from inside the house.
Elijah rolled his eyes and turned to face the house. “Yes I am, we both are!” he shouted at the wall.
Someone who looked remarkably similar to Elijah, but a bit bigger, came outside with a huff. “Well, I was mayor first,” he said.
“Just because you’re older. That doesn’t mean I'm not also the mayor,” Elijah said.
“Yeah, but it...”
Dad coughed. “Uhm, should we come back?”
The two mayors looked at the family as if they had just remembered they were there.
“Oh! Right. Sorry about that,” the bigger one said. “I’m Ethan. The mayor. Elijah is my little brother, the assistant to the mayor.”
“Hey! I’m co-mayor!” Elijah shouted and was opening his mouth to say something else when Mom stepped between them.
“It’s nice to meet the both of you. What is the name of this village?” she asked.
“Blockingtown!” Elijah said.
“Cubeville!” Ethan said at the same time. Mom closed her eyes in the way she did when she caught Bruce doing something particularly annoying.
“Sorry,” Ethan said, “we still haven't decided on the new name. We were picked to be mayor just yesterday.”
“Yesterday!?” Mom asked. “Why just yesterday?”
“Because we didn’t have a mayor anymore,” Elijah said.
“What happened to your other mayor?” Jack asked.
“I think...” Ethan looked around, then pointed to the ground by their front door. “... That zombie was him.”
Mom and Dad both gasped.
Ethan nodded, then looked at the family. He opened his mouth to say something, but Elijah cut him off, pointing towards a large building in the middle of the village. “Let’s take them to the village center. It’s cold out here!”
Ethan rolled his eyes. “You’re always cold. Okay guys, this way.” Ethan started walking towards the village center and the family followed, but stopped suddenly when Elijah yelled. “Ethan! Look!”
Everyone turned to see what Elijah was getting all excited about. He was pointing right at Dirtymud. “My donkey? You’ve never seen a donkey?” Jack asked.
Ethan was excited now too, jumping up and down. “No not the donkey!”
“The CAT!” they both yelled at the same time and ran up to Bruce.
“Meow?” Bruce asked and backed up all the way onto Dirtymud’s head. The donkey didn’t seem to care, or even notice.
“Haha! Look at that cat!” The mayors danced around the donkey, each trying to get Bruce down. Bruce was having none of it, and leapt from Dirtymud, bouncing off Kate’s head, then Mom’s, then landing right on top of Dad’s.
“Have you never seen a cat before?” Kate asked. “How do you even know what it’s called?”
“Oh we have,” Ethan said, “but never one that rode a donkey. Or a person! It’s so cool!”
Mom made that face again and didn’t even try to hide it. She raised her hand in the air. “Excuse me mayor Ethan and mayor Elijah, but-”
“Call us the double E’s!” Elijah shouted as he made funny faces at Bruce. Bruce ignored him, cleaning his paw.
Mom let out an enormous sigh. “Double-E’s, can we please go inside now, you know, somewhere not outside at night where monsters come?”
“Oh yeah, sorry! Come on this way,” Ethan led them to the village center. He opened the door and motioned for everyone to go inside.
“Hold on a second,” Jack said, and whipped out some fences and quickly built a small pen for Dirtymud. “You stay out here, okay boy?” He patted the donkey on the neck.
Both Ethan and Elijah’s eyes were bugging out of their heads when Jack turned around to go in the building.
“How in the nether did you DO that!?” Elijah asked, nearly screaming.
“Are you a witch? No, you can’t be, you’re a boy...” Ethan’s face was all scrunched up.
Jack was very confused. “Do what?”
The double-E's pointed to the pen Dirtymud was in. “How did you build that so fast? Was it magic? Can you teach us?”
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When the family entered the building, they were shocked to see it was empty. A big open empty building. “Where’s all your stuff?” Kate asked.
“Elijah burned it all.” Ethan shrugged. “He kept getting cold and putting everything in the fire. We have lots more stuff, though, it’s just in the other houses.”
“Won’t the villagers, you know, get upset if you take their stuff?” Jack asked.
“They probably wouldn’t, but they were all mostly turned into zombies or killed in the raids. It’s just us, our sister Charlotte, and our other sister Marigold. We’re all that’s left,” Elijah said.
“Oh you poor dears!” Mom said, hugging one boy and then the next. “I’m so sorry to hear that.” Her mouth was turned down and it looked like she might cry.
The young mayors shrugged. “That’s just life out here. More villagers will come if we can stop the zombies and the raids and grow food, make beds, and get our golem,” Ethan said. “Buuuut we don’t really know how to fight or anything like that, so we’ll probably end up as zombies too. We’ve just been lucky so far.”
“Well that’s depressing.” Kate said, looking somewhat horrified.
“Heh, what are you gonna do? You gotta have fun while you can,” Elijah said while a big, goofy grin slid across his face. “Fun like, chasing cats!” He jumped at Bruce who leapt high into the air off Dad’s head and landed gracefully on the floor.
“Meow!” Bruce said as he darted this way and that, Elijah chasing him.
“Hey!” Jack said and began chasing Elijah, the three of them- cat, mayor, and boy- running in circles around everyone else.
“STOP!” Dad yelled in his big, booming Dad voice and Elijah and Jack stopped, crashing into each other. Bruce ran up the wall like a spider and dug in his claws, hanging there.
“Meow,” Bruce said, low and growly, then hissed at Elijah.
“... And that’s why I’m the mayor and you’re the co-mayor,” Ethan said. “I’m so much more mature.”
“Hey!” Elijah yelled.
“BOYS!” Mom shouted so loudly it startled everyone. “You two need to calm down and learn some manners!” Jack was glad Mom wasn’t disciplining him for once. “You have guests, who just saved whatever is left of your village, and you are supposed to be leaders? Can we please have just one moment to talk and find out what on God’s green earth is going on here?” Mom’s hands were on her hips and her face did that thing where it looked like it might pop off her shoulders and explode.
Ethan and Elijah were both staring at her silently, their faces full of fear, which was quickly replaced by a look of shame. “I’m sorry,” Ethan said, hanging his head.
“Yeah, me too,” Elijah said, his shoulders slumped. “I’m co-sorry.”
Ethan shot a look at his brother then rubbed the back of his neck. “I have to admit, we may have been going a little crazy with all our villagers disappearing.”
Elijah nodded. “Yeah, it’s been kind of stressful knowing we are probably going to end up zombie chow or, worse... a raider’s trophy.”
“Why don’t you just leave?” Kate asked.
“Where would we go? We’re villagers, not explorers,” Ethan said.
Elijah let out a huge yawn. “It’s getting late, we should probably talk more in the morning, then you can meet Charlotte and Marigold too.”
“You guys can stay in here,” Ethan said. “We don’t have much in the way of food, but maybe we can find you a spare carrot or something in the morning.”
Jack wrinkled his face. “Carrots? Ew!”
Mom gave him ‘the look.’
“Jack! It's not nice to say rude things about someone's food. Especially when they’re offering it to you.”
“Sorry,” Jack mumbled.
“It’s okay,” Ethan shrugged. “We will be back in the morning, okay? You’ll be safe in here.”
“What about you?” Dad asked. “The zombie beat down your door.”
“Oh, that’s okay!” Elijah said. “There are lots of houses here, we’ll probably find one with a door.”
“Probably?” Dad asked, but they had already left.
“Well now,” Mom said with a huge sigh. “They were strange.”




Chapter 7 

 
The next morning the family woke up, but Bruce was nowhere to be found. “He’s probably hiding from those weird mayors,” Kate said.
“Yeah,” Jack agreed, “I bet you’re right.”
“Shall we go meet the rest of the family?” Dad asked.
“Be on your best behavior,” Mom told the kids. “If they offer you a carrot, you better eat it and smile!”
“Eeeew,” Jack said.
“Oh Jack, don’t be such a baby,” Kate said.
“Hey!”
“Stop it, you two,” Dad said. “You’re starting to sound the like double-E's.”
“I think they’re cool,” Jack said.
They made their way to the center of the village where the double-E's and two other villagers, both girls, were standing, tending to a pathetic garden. The girls both looked up at the approaching family and screamed, running behind the nearest building and peeking out at them.
“It’s okay!” Ethan yelled. “They are friends! I forgot to tell you!”
“You forgot to tell your sisters that strangers were here?” Mom asked with a shake of her head.
“Boy you guys really are going crazy,” Kate said.
Elijah walked over to his sisters, saying something to them, and eventually they came out from behind the building. When they were all together, Elijah pointed to the girls in turn. “This is Charlotte, and this is Marigold.” Then he pointed to the family. “These are... wait, I don’t know your names.”
Mom rolled her eyes. “I’m Mrs. Smith, this is my husband, Mr. Smith, and these are our children, Jack and Kate.”
“Nice to meet you, Jack,” Charlotte said, holding her hand out to Kate.
Jack giggled. “I’m Jack, that’s Kate.”
Charlotte’s cheeks turned bright red. “Oh, I'm sorry, it’s nice to meet you both.”
Marigold gave a wave and a smile. Elijah pointed to her. “Marigold doesn’t talk. I think the stress got to her.”
Charlotte nodded and hugged her sister. “It has been a lot of stress lately.”
Ethan cleared his throat. “Um, well, I have some bad news. We don’t have any carrots to give you for breakfast.”
“YES!” Jack said and pumped his fist. Mom flicked him on the shoulder and cocked an eyebrow at him.
“We don’t have any carrots,” Ethan continued, “because we uh, we don’t have any food left.”
“A travesty!” Mom shouted and ran off. “Dirtymud! Dirtymud! Come here! I need your pack!”
“Oh boy,” Dad said.
“Is she going to eat the donkey?” Elijah asked.
A laugh exploded out of Kate’s mouth. “No, no she isn’t.”
“Then where is she going?” Charlotte asked.
“Probably to get more food than you’ve ever eaten,” Kate said.
“Really?” Ethan asked. “I’m so hungry! All we’ve had is carrots until a couple days ago.”
“Where is all your food?” Dad asked.
“Whatever hasn’t been stolen by raiders, we’ve eaten,” Ethan said with a shrug.
“Can’t you grow more?” Kate asked.
“Sure, but we don’t have any seeds,” he held his hands up, empty.
Jack and Kate looked all around and sure enough, every single blade of grass within the village and the area surrounding it, was cut. “Aren't you hungry?” Jack asked.
“Starving!” Elijah rubbed his tummy.
Mom came back and immediately gave each of the villagers an apple. “Here, eat those and let’s go inside where we can have a civilized meal.”
The villagers gobbled down their apples and looked much better right away. They all went back into the village center building and sat down while Mom passed out snack after snack. The villagers couldn’t even talk they were eating so much and they seemed so happy to have food.
Finally, they finished scarfing and Ethan burped. Elijah burped right after, which set off a burping contest between the two of them. There was no winner because Charlotte smacked them both. “That’s gross! Stop it!”
Then Jack burped and they all cracked up for a little bit.




Chapter 8 

 
“Why haven't you left the village to get more seeds or more food?” Dad asked the villagers. Ethan frowned. “It’s dangerous out there. We’ve seen too many friends taken by raiders.”
“Who are these raiders?” Dad asked. He had that look on his face that said ‘someone’s in trouble’.
Charlottes face crumpled in anger. “They are mean and nasty and horrible and the worst. They come into our village and burn things, steal our stuff, take our food, and even hurt us.”
“They hurt you? Is that what happened to the other villagers?” Dad asked.
Charlotte nodded. “They made a lot of them poof.”
Jack whispered to Dad. “I think that means they killed them.”
Dad nodded, understanding. “How often do they come?”
“Every few days,” Elijah said. “Last time they were here they took all of our torches, then the zombies came that night and ate a bunch of villagers. The zombies have been coming every night now.”
Dad stood up and crossed his arms. Jack and Kate could tell he was mad. “So the raiders are going to come soon.”
“Probably,” Ethan said.
“Why haven’t you put out more lights to stop the zombies?” Kate asked.
“We used to have lots, but the raiders would come and take them all or put them out. Now we just don’t bother putting many out and stay inside when it gets dark,” Elijah said.
“I don’t like being out in the dark anyway,” Charlotte said. Marigold nodded her head in agreement.
Dad crossed his arms, upset at everything he had heard. “This all sounds so horrible. I can’t stand when people pick on the weak.”
“Hey, we’re not that weak!” Ethan crossed his arms, looking offended.
“Well you can’t fight them off,” Jack said.
“And they keep stealing all your stuff,” Kate added.
“Either way,” Mom said eyeing her children, “you have lost so many people and it seems like you have no hope left.” Mom and Dad shared a look, and Mom nodded.
“We would like to help you,” Dad said.
The villagers looked at Dad then at each other. “Help us how?” Ethan asked.
“We need to find a witch!” Jack said. “You could come with us!”
The villagers looked at Jack like he had suddenly grown a unicorn horn. “We can’t leave our village,” Elijah said. “We’re villagers!”
Jack raised an eyebrow. “So?”
“So we’re villagers- if we didn’t have a village what would we be?”
“Alive?” Kate asked.
“Now Kate,” Mom said, “be nice.”
“Okay double-E's,” Dad said. “If you can’t come with us, how can we help you here?”
Ethan thought for a moment. “You could help us by fighting the raiders.”
Mom’s face got all scrunched up. “I don’t like violence; it doesn’t solve anything.”
“It solves a lot for the raiders,” Ethan argued. “They use it to get whatever they want.”
“Hmph,” Mom said, but she didn’t disagree with him. “Well, I won’t do anything violent, but I can help you get more food. I’m pretty good in the garden and I could grow you some wheat and sugar.”
“And she can help make the town a little nicer,” Kate said, looking around. “It’s... uh, a bit run-down. Oh! And I can help you get some chickens for eggs and meat!”
Dad looked at Kate and Mom, frowning. “None of that will do any good if these raiders come and attack. You’d just be feeding the bad guys and giving them more to destroy. We have to defend them.”
Mom crossed her arms, not liking this one bit. “I don’t like this one bit. Have you even tried talking to them? Maybe you could get them to see your side.”
Ethan almost choked. “Talk to them?! They’d poof me before I got out my first word.”
Anger flashed in Mom’s eyes for a second, but she took a breath and calmed herself. “Well, if that’s the case, I’ll help with the town and garden. And then if we have no choice but to help defend them, well I guess we will try our best.”
Dad kissed her on the cheek. “Thank you dear, it’s the right thing to do.”
Mom sighed. “I know, I just wish it wasn’t all so violent.”
“If we had our golem, it could protect us,” Charlotte said, “but the raiders captured it.”
“Let’s take on one problem at a time,” Dad said. “Mom, you get started in the garden, Kate you get chickens going. Jack and I will work on defenses.” Just then Bruce walked between Dad’s legs and purred, rubbing up against him.
“A cat!” Charlotte shouted.
“Not again,” Dad mumbled.




Chapter 9

 
Kate was excited about her job. Once again, she needed to make a mini farm. She wished she could be in creative mode so she could just summon whatever she wanted, but instead she would have to do it with just one kind of animal. At least it was one she liked.
Just as she turned to go, Marigold came out of the house and stood next to her. Kate looked at her. She motioned for Kate to continue. “You want to hang out with me?” Kate asked. Marigold nodded. Kate shrugged and walked until she found a nice, flat area to make a chicken pen, Marigold follow right behind.
She reached for the fencing in her inventory and placed one down. Marigold jumped like Kate had just sprayed her with water. “Are you okay?” Kate asked. 
Marigold’s mouth hung open while she pointed to the piece of fencing Kate had placed. Kate looked at it, but it looked fine to her. The same as any other fence she had ever placed in the game. “Is something wrong with the fence?” she asked. Marigold shook her head and circled her hand, motioning again for Kate to keep going.
Kate placed another section of fence down and Marigold was surprised again. Kate ignored her this time knowing it would take forever if she stopped every time she placed a fence. She continued placing the fences in a square to make a medium size pen. Marigold looked fascinated, not taking her eyes off Kate for even a second. 
Kate quickly finished, adding a gate, and walked inside. Marigold followed, shutting the gate behind herself. Kate pulled out the eggs she had collected from her first chicken pen and gave a few to Marigold. She held one out in front of her face. “Like this,” Kate said and threw the egg. 
The egg splattered on the ground. She did it again, and again it splattered. Marigold motioned for her to stop, smiled, and held up one of her eggs. She took aim and threw it. The egg hit the ground and out popped a chick!
“That's what I was trying to do!” Kate said, throwing another egg. Out popped a chick and Kate grinned. She gave another small stack of eggs to Marigold and together they threw egg after egg, giggling as they chased each other around the pen tossing eggs at each other, and cracking up when one would pop out a chicken on someone's head. 
Mom smiled when she saw the girls playing. Sure, the villagers did not look like kids, but they did seem to act like kids more than adults. She let them play and moved over to the dilapidated garden. It was a real mess. If it weren’t for the broken fence around the area, she wouldn’t have guessed it was ever a garden at all.
She equipped her hoe and got to work, hoeing the ground, and breaking stone blocks that had gotten there somehow. She worked hard and quickly, and before long the garden was looking like an actual garden. 
Mom had planted both wheat seeds and sugar cane, taking care to put them in nice, even rows, and stood back to admire her work, dusting off her hands. “It looks pretty good to me!” With that task finished, Mom went into one of the empty houses, to see if she could find anything else to plant. She was disappointed, though. The house was barren- hardly anything in it at all. 
She went through each house and discovered that every single one was pretty much stripped bare. No belongings, no decorations, no furniture. Ethan had been wrong about how much stuff there was in the town. Elijah was going to have to stop burning things for warmth! 
Mom had been searching through houses for a while with no luck, so she decided to check on the garden. A smile spread across her face when saw the wheat had already grown in! She could get used to ultra-fast-growing plants. With a skip in her step, she went to find the villagers.
The double-E’s were outside their house examining their broken front door. It hung off its hinges, and an entire piece the size of a dog was just missing. Elijah threw his arms in the air. “I don't know how to fix a door!”
“Me either,” Ethan said while he scratched his head, “but we have to figure it out. If we don't have doors, the zombies will just come right in and eat us.” 
“I can help,” Mom said. The mayors jumped, startled. 
“Don’t sneak up on us like that!” Elijah said. 
“I wasn’t try to sneak, but I can help with the door.” 
“You know how to fix doors?” Ethan asked. 
“Sure, I’ll just put up a new one. Give me a second.” Mom pulled out a crafting table, and plopped it down, then quickly crafted up a door and placed it where the broken one had been. 
The mayors were astonished. Their mouths hung open so wide and so long that a fly landed in Ethan’s and he ended up choking and spitting. Elijah, who hadn’t stopped pointing at the door said, “How... how did you do that? Was that... magic?” 
Mom looked confused. “How did I do what? The door? I just made one on the crafting table and placed it there.” 
Ethan finally straightened up, still spitting out fly parts. “We’ve never seen anything like that,” he said.
“You’ve never seen a door? But you had one before.”
Elijah looked at Ethan. “I told you so, they ARE magic!”
Ethen looked Mom up and down, a mix of excitement and fear on his face. “Maybe you’re right, bro.” 
Mom looked between Ethan and Elijah, who were both just staring at her. “I have no idea what you two are talking about, but the garden is ready if you want to come see it.” 
Mom didn’t think their eyes could get any bigger, but they did when she mentioned the garden being finished. She led them to it, and they were so excited to see a beautiful growing garden, even if it was just wheat and sugar. 
“You guys are amazing!” Ethan said. “Wait until we show Charlotte, she loves sugary things.” He gasped as he thought of something. “Mrs. Smith, can you make CAKE?!” 
Mom shrugged. “I suppose, but-” The mayors ran off before she could even finish her sentence.




Chapter 10

 
Dad and Jack walked around the village, trying to get a good feel of how big a job making defenses would be. “What do you think?” Dad asked, leaning against an abandoned house. 
“Well, it’s pretty big, it would be hard to build a wall around very fast,” Jack said. 
Dad nodded. “I agree. I think the first thing we should do is hang torches. Maybe we should build some of those light towers you and Kate made around our old house. If we can keep the zombies away at night, that will help a ton.” 
“That’s a good start, but it won't help with the raiders,” Jack said. “They sound worse than the zombies.”
“What do you know about raiders, anyway?”
“Not a lot really, I never saw one before.” Jack shrugged. 
“You played all that time and never saw one?” 
“Well, that’s easy. Look at how much stuff there is to do!” Jack said. 
Dad thought about that a little and nodded. “I guess you're right. There is a lot to do.” 
They got to work right away, crafting and hanging torches all over the village. Since it was daytime, it was hard to see if they had made enough light to prevent zombies from spawning. To be extra safe, they went around the outside of the town and made three-block high pillars of dirt that they hung torches on as well. 
By the time they were done, the sun was starting to set, and Dad’s stomach was growling. “Come on Jack, let’s see if the villagers have ever had barbeque.”
When they got to the village center, they found everyone around a beautiful garden area, chatting. Ethan waved them over. “Mr. Smith! Jack! Have you had good luck setting up defenses?” 
“I guess we will see soon,” Dad said. 
“I think we put up enough lights to stop zombies, but haven’t done anything about the raids,” Jack said. 
Ethan frowned a little. “Well, I hope the lights don't attract the raiders.” 
“Hey, you need a little positivity, and I know just the thing,” Dad said to the villagers. They looked up at him, curious.
“Baaaaaaarbeeecuuuuuue,” Dad said, nodding his head slowly.
Ethan and Elijah looked at each other with confused faces. Charlotte frowned and Marigold shrugged. Dad laughed and pulled out a furnace, setting it up. Soon enough, light poured out and the delicious smell of barbecue filled the air.
“I don’t mean to be rude,” Elijah said, “but you guys are so... weird.”
“Elijah!” Ethan scolded.
Everyone was quiet as they sat and watched the light of the furnace.
“Hey!” Ethan said, breaking the silence. “Have you heard the story of the respawners?” 
At the mention of that word Jack and Kate got nervous. “No,” Jack said, “what is it?” 
“It’s just a fairy tale.” Elijah said. 
“Is not!” Ethan said. 
“Is too!” Elijah argued. 
Charlotte let out a breath and started talking, ignoring her brothers. “The legend says that someday, a group of heroes will come and free us from the Ender Dragon, who makes all the monsters appear at night.” 
“Oh, uh, we haven’t heard that story,” Kate said. 
“Really?” Elijah asked. 
“Yeah, it's pretty popular, I think everyone knows it,” Ethan said. 
“No, we haven't heard it,” Dad said. “But have you heard of this?!” He held a stack of freshly barbequed meat out for everyone. Mom passed out fresh bread, and the two families had a nice little picnic by the garden.
The sun finally set all the way, and full bellies all around, everyone held their breath to see if zombies would come. Jack walked around the village looking for anywhere he could add a torch to give more light. There was one particularly dark alley that they had missed, and just as Jack equipped a torch to put up, a zombie spawned! 
Jack screamed. He couldn’t help it! The zombie had startled him. The others in the village came running, but Jack wasn’t worried. He placed the torch quickly and equipped his sword just as the zombie was charging him. 
The zombie swung its gross green arms at him, but Jack ducked and rolled to the side. It stopped to look around, confused where he had gone. Then he slashed the zombie hard, causing it to flash and it spun on Jack. 
Jack swung his sword two more times before the zombie could even get close, and just as the others rounded the corner, the zombie fell to the ground and poofed away, leaving a hunk of rotten flesh.
“Wow, good job!” Elijah said as he clapped. “You really are a good fighter, where-” he was going to say more but a streak of black flew through the night and landed on top of the rotten flesh, gobbling it up super quick. 
“Bruce!” Jack moaned.
“Kitty!” Elijah cheered. He lunged at the cat to pick him up. 
“Wait! Stop!” Jack yelled. “Rotten flesh gives him...”
But it was too late. Elijah had snagged Bruce and was squeezing him in a big hug. Bruce let out a yowl, then a strange noise from his rear. 
“... gas,” Jack finished.
Elijah sniffed, then his arms fell to his sides and Bruce jumped away. Elijah fell to the ground. “Help! It attacked me! The kitty poisoned me! I’m gonna DIIIIEEE!!!” 




Chapter 11

 
Elijah didn’t die. After a few moments rolling around on the ground, he stopped and opened one eye. Everyone was watching him. He coughed and stood up, waving his hands in front of his face. “Yes, well. I think I’ll leave the cat alone from now on.” 
“Meow,” said Bruce as he licked a paw clean. 
Dad shook his head. “Anyway, could you tell us more about these ‘respawners’? What all do you know?”
Ethan shrugged. “Well, they are supposed to be powerful heroes who can do things normal people can't do.”
“What kinds of things?” Mom asked. 
“Well the biggest thing, if they are ever killed, they respawn,” Elijah said. “That’s how they got the name.” 
“What else?” Mom asked. 
“They can build things incredibly fast, almost like magic,” Ethan said. 
“They can make potions and magic items!” Charlotte said. 
Dad’s ears perked up. “They can? How do they do that?”
The villagers shrugged. “Can I ask you something?” Ethan asked after a long moment of silence. 
Dad had an idea of what Ethan was going to ask. “Sure, go ahead.” 
Ethan looked straight at Dad as if trying to read his mind. “Are you the respawners?” 
Dad blew out a breath. “Yes, I think we are.” 
“I knew it!” Elijah said as he jumped into a standing position, pointing at Ethan. “I told you so!”
“No you didn’t! I thought so too!” 
“No you didn’t!” 
Mom sighed. “Okay now, that’s enough of that,” she said in her ‘don't you dare argue with me’ voice. The double-E’s immediately stopped. Charlotte chuckled. 
“Are you here to help us and fight the Ender Dragon?” Ethan asked. 
Dad shrugged. “I honestly don’t know why we’re here or even how we got here. We went to bed in our regular beds in our regular house, then woke up here, in Minecraft.” 
Ethan got a confused look on his face. “What’s Minecraft?” 
Dad coughed. “Never mind. Anyway, we don't know why we’re here. All we know is we need to find a witch, and maybe they can help us get back home.” 
It got quiet there after that, and Mom wanted to lighten the mood a little. She brought out pumpkin pie and smiles were had all around. 
Charlotte was so happy she got up and started randomly dancing around the garden. “This pie is so good I could just sing!” she said. 
“Oh no,” Ethan said. “Please don’t.”
Charlotte continued eating and humming, occasionally belting out a note or two. Ethan put his hands over his ears. “No, no, no!”
Charlotte finished her pie, wiped her mouth, and looked right at Ethan, who scowled back at her. She opened her mouth and started singing in a beautiful but painfully loud voice, something about a queen with ice powers letting go.
Ethan jumped up. “Nooo! Anything but that song!” He ran off towards his house. “I’ll be in my bed!”
He slammed the new door Mom had put up behind him.




Chapter 12

 
The village made it through the night without any more zombie incidents. In fact, it was so quiet that none of the villagers even came out in the morning. Mom and Dad let the kids sleep in and took a pleasant walk around the village. They held hands while they walked through the garden. 
Dad bent down and plucked a flower, giving it to Mom. “It looks like we did some good here last night. It was nice seeing the kids really step up to help people in need.”
Mom took the flower and, smiling, put it in her hair. “Yes, it was nice seeing the kids step up. You know, I’m really proud of them. We have good kids.” 
Dad chuckled. “They have a good mom that teaches them to be nice.” He winked at her. 
“And a good dad who teaches them to be brave.” She gave him a kiss on the cheek. “It’s so quiet, should we check on the double-Es?” 
Dad nodded. “Probably, we have a lot to do today if a raid is due soon.” 
Mom frowned. “You know, there is a lot I really do like about this world, but the violence...” She shuddered. 
“I know, but you have to remember conflict is a natural part of life. There is no law here to create order. Just think of everything the kids have learned and the good they have done. If there must be violence, at least it's to help and protect others. I always hope our kids will stand up for those who can’t stand up for themselves.” 
Mom sighed. “I know, I know. I don’t have to like it though.” 
Dad smiled gently and they arrived at the house the double-E’s lived in. Dad knocked on the door and waited patiently. Eventually a bleary-eyed Ethan answered the door. “Nnnn gmornin,” he mumbled. 
In response, Mom pulled out a pumpkin pie from her inventory and handed it to him. Ethan’s eyes got huge and his sleepiness seemed to disappear instantly. “Come on in!” he said, holding the door open. 
Mom and Dad walked in to see this house at least had some stuff in it. There were two beds, neither of them occupied, a furnace, some torches, and a bookshelf. There were also stairs leading to another floor, which Elijah was coming down. 
“Good morning mayors,” Dad said. “I guess you slept well?” 
“It was great!” Elijah said as he sat on a bed. 
“Get off my bed!” Ethan suddenly shouted, and Elijah jumped, standing up quickly. 
“Sorry! Sheesh.” He looked at Mom and Dad. “He hates when anyone touches his bed.” 
“It’s gross! You have germs, I don't want to sleep in your germs,” Ethan said. 
Elijah rolled his eyes. “Whatever! Anyway, without the stupid zombies wandering around banging on doors and groaning all night, we actually got good sleep.” 
“I’m happy for you,” Mom said, “but we need to talk about these raiders. Are you sure we can't convince you all to leave and come with us? They won't be able to raid you if there's nobody here to raid.” 
“I’m sure there's nothing you could say,” Ethan replied. “This is our home, it always has been. We can't just leave it to be destroyed.” 
Mom sighed and nodded. “Well then, I suppose we will have to help you.”
Ethan smiled hugely. “You mean it? You’ll stay and help stop the raiders?” 
Dad nodded. “Yes, we’re respawners, remember? We are here to help.”




Chapter 13

 
Jack woke up to Bruce sitting on his head. “Get out of here you crazy cat!” he yelled as he pushed Bruce off. 
“Meow. Meow. Meow. MEOW!” Bruce said as he rubbed up against Jack’s face. 
“Ugh, what do you want?” Jack moaned. 
Bruce sat on Jack’s chest, looked right into his eyes like he understood what Jack was asking and said, “Meow.” 
Jack rolled his eyes. “Oh, I think I know what you want.” He pushed the cat down and got out of bed, then looked in his inventory. He pulled out a raw chicken that he handed to Bruce.
Bruce looked at the chicken and stuck his nose in the air. “Meow.”
“You’re annoying today, Bruce,” Jack said as he pulled out a raw beef and showed it to the cat.
Bruce sniffed it and once again stuck his nose in the air. “Meow.”
Jack sighed and pulled out a raw cod.
Bruce came closer, sniffed it, and his tail swished around a bit, but he still stuck his nose in the air. “Meow!”
“Oh brother,” Jack said, and pulled out a tropical fish.
Bruce jumped all around in a circle. “Meow, meow, meow, purrr, meow!” he said.
“You know these things give you gas!” He held the fish up in the air, thinking it was high enough to keep it away from Bruce.
Bruce leapt up, bounced off Jack’s face and snatched the fish from his hand. Jack fell from the unexpected paw to the nose. “Meow,” Bruce said as gobbled it down.
“Crazy cat!” Jack said, rubbing his face. He stood up while Bruce finished his meal and looked around. Kate was sitting up in her bed, giggling at him.
“He really is a crazy cat,” she said.
“Where are Mom and Dad?” Jack asked, waving toward their empty beds.
Kate shrugged. “Who knows? They don’t appreciate the fine art of sleeping in like we do.” She got out of her bed. “We should probably go find them though.
“Do you have any pumpkin pie?” Jack asked.
“Ooh good idea!” Kate said and looked in her inventory, “Perfect! I have two left.” She shared with her brother and together ate their favorite breakfast.
Jack licked his fingers. “These might even be better than the pumpkin pie from Costco!”
Kate nodded. “I can’t wait until get buckets of milk so we can make cake.”
“OOOh yeah!” Jack agreed.
“Okay, better go find Mom and Dad,” Kate said, and they walked to the door. They opened the door right as Dad was about to open it and bonked him in the nose. He stumbled backwards, falling into Mom, who also stumbled and fell into Ethan, who fell into Elijah. Charlotte pushed Marigold out of the way as they fell, and the two girls were the only ones who stayed upright.
Bruce popped out of the house, leapt off the stairs, bounced off of Ethan’s head with a “Meow!” then Elijah’s head with another “Meow!” and ran off down the street.
“Crazy cat!” Ethan yelled.
Everybody stood up, Dad looking a little embarrassed. “I was just coming to get you guys. We need to talk about defenses, why don’t you come on down to the garden.”
They all walked to the garden, the new favorite place in the village. More food had grown, and they harvested as they talked. The first question Elijah asked was, “Can you guys REALLY respawn?”
Jack nodded enthusiastically, “Yeah! I’ve died a bunch of times! Blown up by creepers, fallen off buildings, eaten by zombies...”
The villagers looked at him like he was crazy, “That... doesn’t sound like something to be excited about,” Ethan said.
Mom rolled her eyes. “Yeah, Jack takes too many risks.”
“Even Bruce can respawn!” Jack said.
“Wait a minute,” Elijah said. “Your CAT is a respawner?”
Kate nodded. “Yep! He fell off a mohawk once and-”
“What’s a mohawk?” Charlotte asked.
The family explained what their old house used to look like and had to explain the crazy hairstyle when they still did not understand. Then they told them about their first few days in Minecraft. The villagers were fascinated by it all. “I can’t believe how much stuff you built!” Ethan said. “You can build so fast it’s crazy.”
“How long does it take you to build things?” Kate asked.
“A long time, I know it took several days to build the tiny houses in the village.”
“What did you do before the raids started?” Mom asked.
Ethan and Elijah both blushed. “We didn’t have jobs yet. All the job site blocks were taken, so we uh, we were unemployed.”
“Oh, that’s okay,” Mom said. “What have you always wanted to do?”
All the villagers stopped working then, thinking about that. “Well,” Ethan said, “I like reading, and fishing and building things...”
“Me too!” Elijah said. “And making things...”
“and animals, and clothes...” Charlotte chimed in, while Marigold smiled, pointing to the plants growing in the ground.
Mom laughed. “Well, it sounds like you could do just about anything!”
Dad nodded, smiling. “We will have to do everything we can to help get this village in tip-top shape once we stop the raiders. It has a good start, and we believe in you.”
Just then, Bruce came ripping down the path towards them, faster than anyone had ever seen him move. He slammed into Jack, bowling him over. “Hey!” Jack shouted.
“Meow meow meow meoooooooooww!” Bruce said, his fur all puffy and his tail swishing around wildly.
“You can’t be hungry already,” Jack said, pushing the cat off. “You eat too much!”
“I don’t think that’s what he’s trying to say,” Dad said and started walking down the path to look. “Oh no, not already,” he mumbled then he shouted to everyone in the village center. “They’re here! The raiders are here!”




Chapter 14

 
“What?!” Jack said and ran down the path to meet up with Dad. Sure enough, along the path leading out of the village was a group of five gray-looking Minecraft people, all with crossbows. One of them had a large banner attached to his back, and his crossbow had a strange glow.
“Oh no!” Jack yelled.
“Mom! Get the villagers into a building!” Dad yelled.
Mom moved quickly and pushed and prodded the double-E’s, Charlotte, and Marigold into the big, central building. Bruce chased them all in. Then, just to be safe, Mom placed some dirt blocks in front of the door. “I hope that holds them,” she said.
The villagers, who had seemed so carefree earlier, now looked frightened and nervous. “It’s okay,” Mom said. “We will protect you.” She hoped she wasn’t letting on just how worried she was. Bruce came up to the villagers who were sitting on the beds, and said, “Purrrrrr,” rubbing against them. The villagers seemed to take comfort with the cuddly cat and didn’t even try to chase him around.
Outside, Kate had caught up to Dad and Jack. “Stay behind me kids but put on your armor and get your weapons out,” Dad said as he equipped his combat gear. The look on his face was fierce as he started down the path to meet the raiders.
The raiders and the family met on the path, and both groups came to a stop. The raider with the banner attached to his back stepped forward right up to Dad. “You had better just move along,” Dad said. “This village is under our protection now.”
The man with the belted out a deep laugh. He pointed at Dad and the kids, then laughed again. The rest of the illagers laughed as well. “Who are you?” the main one asked. “Just some noob and his little brats? You can’t stop us, everything in that village belongs to us and we’re going to take it!”
“How can you be so cruel?” Kate asked.
“Cruel?” the man responded. “We aren’t cruel. We are here to make people strong. Only strength can stop the endermen from taking over our world. And the villagers,” he spit on the ground, “are weak. Villages are homes for weak people who don’t want to fight to keep our world safe.”
“That’s pretty stupid sounding dude,” Jack said. “Killing and stealing from people doesn’t mean you’re strong. It means you’re a bad guy, just like the endermen.”
Dad pointed to Jack. “I gotta admit, he’s right. That sounds pretty stupid.”
“I’ll show you stupid!” the man yelled.
“You already are!” Kate said. “Your face!”
Jack cracked up laughing, and the man growled and leveled his crossbow at Kate.
“Don’t you DARE raise your weapon to my child!” Dad snarled and pulled his sword out. “Last chance. Leave now and never come back.”
In response the man pulled the trigger, sending a crossbow bolt flying. It hit Kate, striking her armor. “Ow!” she yelled, holding her shoulder. “That really hurt!”
Dad’s face took on a look the kids had never seen before. He had so much anger in it that it frightened them. “You will NEVER hurt my children again!” he shouted and charged, sword out at the man with the banner.
The other pillagers fanned out, moving into an attack position and loading their crossbows. Jack wasted no time running at the two on the right, while Kate, surprised by Jack’s sudden movement, copied him, charging at the ones on the left.
Jack’s pillagers must not have expected him to charge in so fiercely as they took too long to react, giving Jack plenty of time to get close. He baseball-slid in, crashing into the feet of one pillager and knocking him down to the ground. The pillager “OOF’d” and lost his breath, and Jack was able to hit his hand with the crossbow and steal it.
The other pillager finally got over his shock and aimed to fire at Jack, but he rolled out of the way just in time, and the pillager hit his friend who was on the ground. Jack landed on his feet and fired his stolen crossbow at the pillager standing, hitting him and flashing him red.
Dad slammed his shoulder into the lead pillager, knocking him back, but not down. “Is that all you got?” the pillager asked, and faster than Dad would have thought possible, he loaded his crossbow again and fired it at Dad.
Dad spun to avoid it but wasn’t fast enough, the bolt going right into his hindquarters. “What is the deal with my butt?” Dad whined through the pain. He zigged and zagged his way towards the pillager with the banner, hoping to not get shot again. The pillager moved backwards and away, staying just out of reach of Dad’s swinging sword.
Kate wasn’t anywhere near as confident as Jack at combat. Jack had always enjoyed fighting mobs, but Kate preferred to avoid combat. She wasn’t a total noob though, nobody who played survival Minecraft could escape combat altogether. She knew the smart thing to do would be to try to dodge the attacks from the pillagers, and while they were reloading, get in and attack back.
She tried watching both the pillagers at the same time, but they were playing it smart. One would fire while the other reloaded. She didn’t know what to do and wished she had some kind of ranged weapon like a bow and arrow. And that gave her an idea. She quickly grabbed her stack of eggs and threw one as hard as she could at the pillager aiming at her. It hit the pillager, flashing him red and knocking him back, but doing no damage. It did, however, throw off his aim.
Jack was doing great against his two pillagers, or so he thought. He threw the crossbow down since it didn’t have any more bolts and had his sword out again. The pillager he had stolen the crossbow from was injured badly and Jack went in to defeat him. He wasn’t paying good enough attention to the other pillager though and took an arrow to the leg.
“Ow!” he screamed as a huge chunk of his hearts disappeared. He performed a jump attack on the unarmed pillager, giving him a critical hit and poofing him. Jack turned towards the other pillager and ran towards him but took an arrow in the chest and was sent for respawn. “Oh man!” he yelled as he appeared in the house on the bed.
“Waaah!” the villagers all said at the same time as their eyes bugged out when Jack respawned right in front of them.
“Sorry! Gotta go!” Jack yelled, quickly mined the dirt blocks guarding the door and ran back to the fight.
Dad was getting worried. This pillager with the flag was smarter than he was hoping. He kept running backwards to load and fire his crossbow. While Dad had gotten good at dodging the arrows, he saw Jack get sent to respawn out of the corner of his eye. That meant there was probably going to be more pillagers on him any minute.
He turned his head and saw Kate... throwing eggs? There were baby chickens clucking all around her. “What the what?” he mumbled and took another crossbow shot, this time right to his chest piece. “OW!” If he got hit again, he would respawn. He had to do something different.
Dad ran in towards the flag-carrying pillager, then pointed right behind him. “What is THAT!?” he shouted and tried to look scared. The pillager turned around and Dad charged him, knocking him to the ground with a powerful attack from his sword.
“You got me!” the pillager shouted but raised his crossbow at Dad. Dad hit him with his sword again, then rolled away as the shot was fired, dodging it.  As the arrow thunked into the ground, Dad rolled back over, and with a final blow, defeated the flag-carrying pillager.
“My captain!” a voice shouted from behind Dad. He spun around to see the pillager that had been fighting Jack standing there, crossbow loaded and pointed directly at him.
“Oh no,” Dad said as the pillager went to pull the trigger. Suddenly, out of nowhere, an egg hit the pillager in the side of the face, knocking him sideways and sending his arrow flying wild. A chick appeared and happily jumped around. “Thanks Kate!” Dad yelled as he jumped at the distracted pillager, landing a critical hit and following it up quickly with another attack that defeated him.
“Little help!?” Kate yelled. “I’m out of eggs!”
Dad spun to see the two last pillagers aiming their crossbows at Kate, surrounded by over a dozen baby chickens. The bad news for the pillagers was that Jack had finally returned to the fight, with a spare sword he had gotten out of Dirtymud’s saddle bags. He crept up to the battle, and in a surprise jump attack, got a critical hit on one of the pillagers.
The other one spun to see who was attacking and while his back was turned, Dad zoomed in, sword blazing. Kate had equipped her sword and also raced into the attack. In just a few seconds the final pillagers were cut down.




Chapter 15

 
“We did it!” Kate shouted, happiness beaming out of her. “We saved the village!”
“Yes!” Jack fist-pumped and did a floss dance.
“I have to admit,” Dad said, “those guys were a lot tougher than I thought they would be. Great job with those eggs Kate, that was a really smart idea. Jack, you were really brave, I’m proud of both of you.” He grabbed them and hugged them close.
“I didn’t know you could be so fierce, Dad!” Kate said. “It was kind of scary.”
“Yeah,” Jack agreed. “And cool.
“Nobody messes with my family,” Dad said.
“Let’s see what these guys dropped!” Jack shouted and pulled away to go look at the floating loot. They went around and picked everything up. “Okay, we have two crossbows, a handful of arrows, an iron helm and an enchanted book. Kate, I think you should have this enchanted crossbow, and we should probably give Mom the regular one.”
“Thanks Jack! Yeah, I am not as good at sword fighting as you are, but I think I would like to shoot from a distance if we get in combat again.”
“That was nice Jack, and a good idea. It’s smart for us to have multiple ways to attack as a team. What does the book do?” Dad asked.
Jack looked at the book. “It says it increases mining speed! Neat!”
Dad smiled. “That could be very useful in the future. How do we use it?”
Jack shrugged. “No idea, I’ve never gotten one before.”
“Alright then,” Dad said, “lets go check on Mom.”
Back at the village Mom was nearly running out of food trying to keep the villagers calm. “No, I’m sorry, I don’t have any more pumpkin pie,” she said for the fifth time. She paced, looking at the window. “Where could they be?” she wondered.
Mom hoped that her family was okay. She knew they could respawn, but was worried the pillagers might have captured them. Suddenly there was a loud banging at the door behind the new dirt blocks she had placed.
“AHHHH!!” the villagers screamed, and to be fair, Mom did too. There was a crunching sound like wood being splintered, and Mom and the villagers stood up, running to the back of the room.
“I’ll protect you!” Mom said, “stay back!”  She moved to the front of the building. She stood, ready to fight, not really knowing what to do. The dirt blocks started getting destroyed, spraying bits of dirt everywhere. Then she had an idea! She could mine the back of the building and take the villagers out somewhere!
She was just about to say something when the first dirt block exploded away and Jack’s head poked in. “Mom! We’re back!”
“Yay!” the villagers cheered, and Mom sighed with relief.
“Oh finally!” Mom said. “I was so worried!”
Jack broke through the rest of the blocks and they swept into the room. Mom ran up and the family all hugged, the villagers cheering around them. Dad stood up straight. “We did it, we defeated the raiders. Now we can help you get this village back on its feet, and maybe you can help me figure out what this little picture of a man and two axes means.”
“Oh no,” Ethan said, his face falling into fear. “That wasn’t the raid, that was just a patrol. And the picture you’re talking about is a bad omen, it summons a raid. You’ve doomed us all!”




The End!

 
We need your help! This Megablock edition of The Accidental Minecraft Family needs reviews badly! If you leave a review, we could add your name or a character idea you think up into the next book. Please leave a review and tell us your favorite part or favorite character. 




Its not over yet! Get The Accidental Minecraft Family Megablock edition book 2 by clicking here. 

The idea for The Accidental Minecraft Family came from our own family enjoying playing Minecraft together. How cool would it be if you were actually pulled into the game in real life?! Um, SO COOL!

These books were written by a mom and dad, with tons of help from a daughter who is 10 and a son who is 8. They brainstormed with us, thought of cool ideas, and read the books before they were finished to tell us what parts were good and what jokes were lame. Kids are super smart and creative and have some of the best ideas!

We need your help though! It’s a lot of work to write a book, but sometimes the hardest part is finding all the readers. This is where you come in! First of all, tell your friends! You can also help other kids and their parents find our books by leaving a short review. (Make sure to ask your parents first!) It doesn’t have to be long, just a few words on why you liked it and pick how many stars you think the book should get (hopefully 5!)

Ours kids get super excited to read every review that comes in, and they even do a little dance. They also would love to hear your favorite parts of the book or if you have anything you would love to see in the next books! So please leave a review, then go read more of our books.

Reading is so cool. You get to sit at home (or in the car or waiting room or wherever you are) and escape to a whole other world without even standing up! Plus, all the scientists say it’s good for your brain. And who doesn’t want a super-duper smart brain?

Read on, friends!
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