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    Day One: Lunchtime 
 
      
 
      
 
    So, it seems like all of my friends are keeping diaries these days. It is the latest rage among us villager kids.  
 
    So, I am going to keep my own diary too. I would not want to be left out. 
 
    The librarian in town has been selling blank diaries for only two emeralds. 
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    So, I decided to buy a diary with my allowance. 
 
    Here it goes… 
 
    My name is Jimmy Slade, and I am a twelve-year-old villager. This is what I look like: 
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    I live in a village called Zombie Bane. Cool name for a village, right? 
 
    The story behind the name goes like this: About two hundred years ago one of my ancestors – my great-great grandfather, Cornelius – single-handedly killed ten zombies in one night.  
 
    To honor this amazing feat, the villagers renamed the village. Since no one was going to name the village something as silly as “Cornelius Town,” they named it “Zombie Bane” instead. 
 
    The killing of ten zombies by a single villager was and still is considered weird and amazing by villagers throughout the Overworld. 
 
    In fact, we get thousands of zombie-obsessed tourists every year who come to our village to see the exact locations where the zombies were killed. 
 
    They can even participate in the famous “Dead Zombie Scavenger Hunt.”  
 
    For the low-low price of only ten emeralds [*wink* – total rip-off], a tourist gets a map showing the location where each zombie was killed by my great-great-gramps.  
 
    The tourist can go to that location and get a souvenir bobble-head zombie with a number on it: “1” for the first zombie killed, “2” for the second killed, etc. (Each bobble-head costs a mere four emeralds.) 
 
    At each location, tourists can buy all sorts of other things, like history books retelling the story of the zombie slaughter, souvenir robes that say “I slayed at Zombie Bane” on them, and of course, food and drinks. 
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    Why have we been able to make such a valuable industry out of this one event? 
 
    Because villagers are usually wimps who just run and hide from zombies whenever they see them. Of course, zombies normally only come out at night, so villagers can still move around during the day time. 
 
    So, all these tourist villagers come here to feel good about themselves. They like to think that maybe, under the right circumstances, they would be able to kill ten zombies all by themselves. 
 
    Of course, they are wrong because villagers only really care about money. Well, most villagers, anyway. 
 
    All of this tourist-industry action amuses me because, even though our village is called “Zombie Bane,” I don’t think any villager in my village has killed even one zombie in like 100 years or something. 
 
    They should change the name of our village to Zombie Lame. 
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    I told my mom my idea about changing the village’s name. She said that I was dishonoring the memory of my great-great-gramps.  
 
    I told her that I thought it was cool and all that he dominated on those ten zombies, and, like, I fully respect him for that, but that was like 200 years ago. Why did people still care? 
 
    She told me that people care about amazing things. People want to believe in something greater than themselves. They want to live their lives through the lives of others who do great deeds. 
 
    This did not make any sense to me. Why would someone want to pretend to live someone else’s life? 
 
    And then she added, “Plus, because of your great-great-gramps, may Notch rest his soul, the entire village is more wealthy than any other village in all the world. The money we make from the tourist industry is amazing.” 
 
    *** Drum roll, please! *** 
 
    And, there it is folks. What really motivates villagers: emeralds. 
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    “You are just greedy like the rest of them, Mom,” I said, shaking my head. 
 
    “What?” she said. “Do you want to toil in the fields all day growing watermelons to trade?”  
 
    I shrugged. “Maybe.” 
 
    My mom laughed. “No, you don’t. You want to sit in a store and sell cheap souvenirs to tourists.” 
 
    I did not respond.  
 
    We sat in silence at the kitchen table. I was eating a pork chop, and my mom was counting a huge pile of emeralds. 
 
    Finally, she looked at me, holding a few emeralds in her hands, and said, “What do you want to do when you grow up, Jimmy?” 
 
    “I want to be a surfer,” I said. 
 
    As my mom fainted, the emeralds she was holding clattered to the floor. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day One: Evening 
 
      
 
      
 
    When my mom passed out, I ran next door and got the old lady who used to babysit me when I was a … well … a baby. She would know what to do. 
 
    I helped the old lady lift my mom onto a couch in the living room. The old lady put a cool, wet cloth on my mom’s forehead. 
 
    “Your mother needs to rest,” said the old lady. “When she wakes up, make her drink this.” 
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    The old lady handed me some sort of potion. I think it was a potion of healing, but I really had no idea. 
 
    I nodded. “The whole thing?” 
 
    “Yes. She should be fine in no time.” 
 
    “Okay, thank you.” 
 
    As the old lady was getting ready to leave, she asked, “What happened to make your mom faint?” 
 
    I shrugged. “I’m not sure. I just told her I wanted to be a surfer, and then she passed out.” 
 
    I watched as the old lady’s eyes began to roll up into her head and she began to sway. Was she going to pass out too?  
 
    No, she was able to put a hand out and steady herself against a wall. 
 
    “No wonder she fainted,” the old lady panted. “You can’t be a surfer.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because surfers are just no good lazy slobs who sit around at the beach all day,” explained the old lady in her know-it-all voice. 
 
    “How do you know?” I asked. “Have you ever met a surfer?” 
 
    “No,” she admitted. “But I’ve heard all about them. Useless.” 
 
    “Whatever,” I said, opening the door to my house to let her out. “Thanks for the potion.” 
 
    The old lady did not like being dismissed by a twelve-year-old, but she had dismissed my dream and I was done talking to her. 
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    After the old lady left, I sat in the living room chair near my mom, who was still unconscious on the couch.  
 
    As I sat there, I flipped through a copy of a surf magazine a player had traded to me for 5 emeralds a few months ago. It was the best trade I had ever made. It is why I want to be a surfer. 
 
    I looked at the pictures of the waves. They were rising out of crystal clear blue water in some tropical biome. 
 
    The surfers were turning their boards in radical ways, creating angles I had never seen. They weren’t exactly square. I did not even have words to describe the turns. 
 
    The names of the places in the pictures were like poetry:  Pipeline, Waimea, Teahupoo, Kirra, Lowers, Malibu, Mundaka, Supertubos, Cloudbreak. 
 
    Other pictures showed surfers inside the tube of the wave. It looked so peaceful. And then, the pictures of them being spat out of the tube. It must be what it is like to be born. 
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    And the words they used to describe riding inside the tube were also amazing:  in the green room, pitted, shacked, slotted, tubed, barreled, piped …. It felt like a magical and mysterious language. 
 
    I needed to do this.  
 
    I needed to go to these places. 
 
    I needed to be a surfer. 
 
    After a few hours, my mom finally woke up, and I gave her the potion. I could tell it worked quickly as her eyes brightened and she sat up on the couch. 
 
    Uh, oh, here it comes, I thought. 
 
    “Jimmy, you can’t be a surfer,” she said. 
 
    “Why not?” I asked, crossing my arms. 
 
    “Because you can’t earn any emeralds doing it.” 
 
    “There is more to life than emeralds, Mom.” 
 
    My mom’s mouth hung open in shock, like I had just told her that I was going to have a sleep over at Herobrine’s house. 
 
    “Emeralds are life, son,” she said. “If your father and I have taught you one thing, it is that nothing in life matters more than emeralds.” 
 
    “What about the dreams of your only child?” I asked. 
 
    She patted my head. “I admire your dreams,” she said, “but you need to live in the real world and get rich.” 
 
    “You just don’t get it,” I said. 
 
    My mom sighed. “Why can’t you be more like your friend John. He is already operating his own souvenir shop at Scavenger Hunt stop no. 7. His mother told me he makes 25 emeralds per day.” 
 
    “What is the use of money if you can’t enjoy life?” 
 
    My mom shook her head. “Wait until your father gets home. He’ll talk some sense into you.” 
 
    My dad came home a few minutes later. He owned a store that sold maps of all the dead zombie locations.  
 
    And, as a direct descendant of the great zombie killer, my father wrote a biography of my great-great gramps that just about every tourist who came to our village purchased. The book was called: Cornelius: Bane of Zombies. 
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    After my mom explained that I wanted to be a surfer, my dad sat down on the couch next to me and put his hand on my knee. 
 
    “Son, you can’t make any emeralds surfing. Villagers need emeralds to survive,” he said calmly. 
 
    I shook my head. “No, we need food and shelter to survive.” 
 
    My dad smiled. “Well, how do you think you get that? You have to pay for it with emeralds.” 
 
    “Do I?” I asked. “What about all these players who come to our world with nothing but their hard fists and a determined attitude? They seem to be able to survive without emeralds.” 
 
    I don’t think my dad saw that coming. It was a good point. 
 
    “Um, true, but they are not villagers. Villagers need emeralds. It is how it has always been.” 
 
    “That is not a reason,” I said. “What if I could get food and shelter and surf? Would that be okay?” 
 
    My dad sighed. He knew I would not give up. 
 
    “I’ll tell you what, Jimmy. I will give you one month to prove to me that you can provide your own food and shelter while surfing. If you can do that, then maybe we can figure out a way for you to make some emeralds surfing too.” 
 
    I smiled. I saw my mom frown. “Thanks, Dad!” 
 
    My dad patted my knee. “Now, go to bed and get some sleep. You have a lot of work to do in the next month.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day Two: Morning 
 
      
 
      
 
    I woke up today feeling happy. My dad was going to let me go surfing, for one month at least. 
 
    I put my hands behind my head and imagined all the awesome waves I would surf, all the places I would go, all the tubes I would get. 
 
    And, then, I had a horrible realization: I didn’t know how to surf! 
 
    I sat up in a panic.  
 
    I had to get to the beach. 
 
    I had to get a surfboard. 
 
    I got out of bed and put on a pair of shorts. Then, I put my robe on over them. 
 
    I rushed into the kitchen and grabbed a loaf of bread. 
 
    “See you later, Mom,” I shouted. “I’m going surfing.” 
 
    I ran as fast as I could down to the ocean. As I ran, I tore chunks of bread from the loaf and gulped them down. Our village was only about a ten minute walk to the beach. I ran so fast that I made it there in three minutes. 
 
    I stood on the beach for a moment, taking in the beauty.  
 
    Today, I become a surfer, I thought. 
 
    I took off my robe and let it fall to the ground. The sun warmed my un-tanned villager skin. Soon, I thought, I will look like a bronze statue like the surfers in the magazine. 
 
    I stretched my arms and legs. 
 
    I was ready to go. 
 
    And, then, I realized: I didn’t have a surfboard! 
 
    I sat down on the beach and started to cry. My dreams were destroyed. As far as I knew, no villager in the entire world even knew how to surf, much less build a surfboard. I couldn’t even buy a surfboard with all the emeralds in the world because no one sold them. 
 
    I cried for about five minutes. 
 
    When I was done feeling sorry for myself, I thought, WWSD? (Which, if you don’t know, means What would Steve do?) 
 
    Steve was the name of a very smart and resourceful player who had lived near our village last year. He helped keep zombies away, and we provided him with free food and other helpful items. 
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    Me and the other village kids had watched him craft all sorts of things using only his crafting table and his imagination. 
 
    That’s it! I will craft a surfboard! 
 
    From what I could tell by looking at the surf magazine, surfboards were basically like short planks. I guessed they must be made out of wood, though most of them seemed to be colored, so it was hard to tell exactly what they were made of. 
 
    I ran back to my house, and pulled my crafting table out from my closet. I went to the garage and found a block of big oak wood. I put it on the crafting table and, before you could say “Notch,” I had a perfect plank. 
 
    A surfboard. 
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    I took my sweet new board back to the beach. 
 
    I took off my robe and was getting ready to paddle out when I realized something else: There weren’t any waves! 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day Two: Afternoon 
 
      
 
      
 
    I’ve been sitting at the beach for hours, just staring at the flat, motionless water. My dream of becoming a surfer was dead. 
 
    How could I be a surfer if there weren’t any waves to surf? 
 
    Suddenly, I heard some footsteps behind me. I turned around, fearing it was a creeper, but it was just a player. 
 
    “I don’t have anything to trade, bro,” I said. “Go away.” 
 
    The player approached. He was a big, tall guy with blonde hair. “What are you doing down here?” he asked. 
 
    “I was going to surf,” I said sadly. 
 
    The player smiled and looked excited. “Really? I didn’t know there was surf in the oceans of the Overworld.” 
 
    I laughed bitterly. “There isn’t. I just realized it.” 
 
    “Bummer,” said the player. “I surf back in my world, and was hoping maybe surfing was a new thing here.” 
 
    The player’s words pulled me from my depression. “Wait. You surf?” 
 
    The player nodded. “Yeah, surfing is awesome.” 
 
    I stood up and brushed the sand off my shorts. “Uh, could you teach me how to surf?” 
 
    “Well, I could, if there were some waves, but …,” he said, shrugging his shoulders. 
 
    “Yeah, well, there aren’t,” I spat, kicking the sand. 
 
    The player rubbed his chin in thought. Then, I could tell by his expression that he had an idea. “You know,” he said, “I could teach you to SUP.” 
 
    “SUP?” 
 
    “Stand Up Paddle,” he explained. “It’s kind of like surfing, but not really. You can do it without waves.” 
 
    “Seriously?!?!??! That would be awesome!” 
 
    The player quickly crafted a plank, and then cut it into a smaller piece of wood. It was narrow at the top and wide at the bottom. 
 
    Then, he grabbed my surfboard and put it on the water. 
 
    “Okay, watch this.” 
 
    I watched in awe as he stepped onto the surfboard with one foot. Then, just as he pushed off from the beach with the other foot, he put his paddle into the water and stroked. 
 
    With both feet on the surfboard, he deftly maneuvered it with the paddle. He went out into the ocean, and then paddled back to the shore. 
 
    He handed me the paddle. “You try,” he said. “Just remember, getting the balance right is a bit tricky.” 
 
    I was too excited to be careful. I put one foot on the board, pushed off with the other foot, and … promptly fell into the water. 
 
    The player laughed as he helped me to my feet. “Keep trying. You’ll get the hang of it soon.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said. 
 
    “Look, I need to take off and do some mining. I’ll be back in a few days to check on your progress.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I said. “By the way, what is your name?” 
 
    “Laird. What’s yours?” 
 
    “Jimmy. Jimmy Slade.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day Three 
 
      
 
      
 
    I had worked on my SUP technique all day yesterday. By the end of the day, I had almost got the balance right, but it got dark and I had to come home before the zombies started roaming around. 
 
    Today, I woke up at first light and rushed down to the ocean with my board and paddle. 
 
    After a couple more hours of trying, I was able to balance and paddle wherever I wanted. 
 
    I paddled for hours. My arms ached with the effort. 
 
    But, it was so awesome. 
 
    Being in the ocean alone… 
 
    I could look down into the water and see squids swimming peacefully. 
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    I could see schools of fish. 
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    Now, if only I could find some waves…. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day Four: Morning 
 
      
 
      
 
    The next morning, I ate breakfast and grabbed my surfboard and paddle, intending to go to the beach. 
 
    Just as I stepped outside my door, Biff stepped in front of me. “What’s all that stuff?” he asked. 
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    I don’t like Biff very much. Heck, I didn’t like him at all.  
 
    He is big and strong and mean. He is a bully. 
 
    His parents own the souvenir stand at the entrance to our village, so they make a lot of emeralds. The tourists buy maps and food from them on the way into the village and shirts, books (even my dad’s book), plaques, posters and other knick-knacks on the way out.  
 
    I once heard my parents say Biff’s parents are the richest people in the village. 
 
    Because his parents are rich, Biff thinks that he is entitled to tell all the other kids what to do. Unfortunately, he is also very strong, so if you don’t do what he says, he punches you in the arm. 
 
    “This is my surfboard,” I said, knowing that he was going to insult me no matter what I said, so I might as well tell the truth. 
 
    “Surfboard?” he said, raising the edge of his lip with a snarl. “Like cowabunga? gnarly dude? killer brah? That kind of surfboard?” 
 
    “I guess so.” 
 
    “What a loser,” he said, shoving me. “Don’t you know there aren’t any waves around here?” 
 
    “I can still SUP.” 
 
    “SUP? ‘Ssup with you, dork?” 
 
    I sighed. “It means Stand Up Paddle, not ‘what’s up’.” 
 
    Biff laughed as he pulled the wooden paddle from my grip. “Let me guess. You stand on the surfboard and paddle around with this?” 
 
    “Yeah, it’s fun,” I said. 
 
    “Doesn’t sound like surfing to me,” said Biff. “Sounds more like canoeing without a boat.” 
 
    I grabbed the paddle back. “Shut up. You just don’t know how awesome it is. Besides, you are right. There aren’t any waves here, so it’s the best I can do.” 
 
    I was so angry, I could feel tears coming to my eyes. Not because of what Biff said or did, but because I knew that I would never be able to be a real surfer without some waves. 
 
    Biff could tell I was getting really upset. I knew what he was thinking: Should I keep messing with him or should I find some other wimpy villager to pick on?  
 
    This was the make-or-break moment for Biff. If he miscalculated and sent me over the edge, I might freak out and do something he was not expecting. Bullies hate the unexpected; they like to control the situation. Biff decided to move on. 
 
    “Whatever,” he said dismissively. “Enjoy splashing in the puddles, baby.” 
 
    As I watched Biff lumber off to find another kid to torment, I realized I was starting to hyperventilate because I was so upset. 
 
    I needed to get to my happy place. 
 
    I needed to get to the beach. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day Four: Afternoon 
 
      
 
      
 
    I spent the rest of the morning paddling around on the ocean. 
 
    I paddled along the shoreline for a great distance, hoping to find some waves.  
 
    Nothing. 
 
    I don’t understand. 
 
    The ocean in the world where the players came from had tons of waves. The pictures in my surf magazine proved it. Why aren’t there waves in the oceans of my world? 
 
    I assumed there must be a scientific explanation for it. But, I have never been very good in science at school. 
 
    I remember this one time the science teacher at our school, Mrs. Drake, asked me to explain to the class what gravity was.  
 
    All I could say was: “It’s the ‘it’ gravy. You know, fashionable. That’s why they put ‘it’ inside the gravy.” 
 
    I thought it was funny… 
 
    Mrs. Drake told me I needed to study more and that I could do it in the principal’s office. 
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    Since I needed a scientific explanation, I needed to talk to my friend, Emma. Emma was a whiz in science. She was always making all sorts of amazing things with redstone and levers and pistons and tracks. 
 
    One time, she built a small shack and put pressure plates inside so that every step you took made a different part of the interior glow. It was really cool. All the kids wanted to use it. 
 
    Biff told Emma she should charge an emerald to each kid to use it. I know I would have paid an emerald to use it. But, she refused to charge kids for something she built for fun.  
 
    Biff told her she was stupid. She told Biff he would have to pay five emeralds to use her glow house. He got all mad and left. 
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    When I got to Emma’s house, she was standing in her front yard staring at the trunk of a tree. 
 
    “Hey, Emma, what’s up?” I said. 
 
    “Shhh,” she said, putting a finger to her lips. “I am observing the bark.” 
 
    O...kay….. 
 
    “Um, why do you need silence to look at bark?” 
 
    She sighed and turned away from the bark to look at me. “Silence helps me think.” 
 
    “Oh, sorry,” I said. “Maybe I can give you a new problem to think about?” 
 
    “Do you need the recipe for ‘it’ gravy?” she asked with a smile. 
 
    I laughed. “Do you have one?” 
 
    “If I did, I’d give it to my parents so they could sell gravy to tourists who visit their restaurant.” 
 
    “Cool,” I said. “Anyway, I have a problem, and I think science might have the answer.” 
 
    Emma sat down on a stair leading up to the front door of her house. “What’s the problem?” 
 
    I told her about my dream of surfing and the problem of no waves. I showed her a copy of my magazine with surfing pictures in it so she would understand what sorts of waves I was looking for. 
 
    Emma closed her eyes and leaned back, pondering for a few minutes. I was careful not to interrupt the silence of her thinking. 
 
    Finally, she opened her eyes and sat up slowly. “I think I might have an idea. I’ll need to do some calculations…. It might take a few days…. Yeah, it might work.” 
 
    I was SUPER-excited. “What? Tell me. What is the idea?” 
 
    Emma’s eyes darted back and forth nervously and she rubbed her hands together. “Um, I … well … I don’t think you’d understand. No offense.” 
 
    I sighed. “That’s okay. You are probably right. Unless it involves gravy, I’m sure it’s over my head.” 
 
    Emma smiled. “If my idea works, the waves are going to be over your head.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day Five 
 
      
 
      
 
    I stopped by Emma’s house first thing in the morning to check on her progress. She told me to get lost. 
 
    Mad scientist. 
 
    I went back home. 
 
    My mom asked me how the surfing was coming along. 
 
    I told her great. I’d be surfing and making emeralds in no time. 
 
    She patted my head like a dog.  
 
    I knew she didn’t believe me. 
 
    The sad part is, I didn’t believe me either. Unless Emma’s idea worked, I’d never be a real surfer. 
 
    I decided not to go to the beach that day. Instead, I looked through my surfing magazine over and over, wishing I had waves. 
 
    “O great Notch,” I said aloud. “Why did you not create waves when you created the world?” 
 
    “Because you are a lame dork,” came the reply. 
 
    I sat up in my bed. Had I really just spoken with Notch? 
 
    But, I quickly realized I was wrong as I heard the laughter coming through my window.  
 
    I looked out the window and saw Biff walking away. 
 
    “You’re mean,” I yelled at him. 
 
    “At least I am not a surfer noob who will be a noob all his life because he will never learn to surf because there are no waves. Noob,” said Biff with a big smile. 
 
    I didn’t bother to reply. Unless Emma came up with a brilliant solution, Biff was right. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day Six: Morning 
 
      
 
      
 
    I stopped by Emma’s house first thing in the morning to find out how she was doing.  
 
    Her mom told me that she was in her room working on a project and did not want to be disturbed for any reason. 
 
    I took that as a good sign. If she needed total isolation, she must be on to something. 
 
    I thanked her mom and went back to my house to grab my board and paddle. I thought I would SUP all day, and then check back with Emma in the evening. 
 
    After grabbing my board, paddle and some snacks, I walked down to the ocean. As I crested the final hill in the path, I saw something that made me furious. 
 
    Biff and some of his friends were in the water … on SUPs! 
 
    I ran down to the edge of the ocean. 
 
    “What are you doing?!?” I shouted. “This is my beach.” 
 
    Biff and his friends laughed. 
 
    “You don’t own the ocean, Jimmy,” said Biff. “We want to SUP too.” 
 
    The ocean was my peaceful place and Biff and his posse were ruining it. 
 
    “Go somewhere else, then. This is my spot,” I said. 
 
    They all laughed again. “No. We like this spot,” said Biff. 
 
    I had never hated anyone more in my life than the way I hated Biff at that moment.  
 
    I thought about paddling out and pushing them all off their boards, but they would just wait for me on the shore and beat me up when I came in. 
 
    I sighed. 
 
    “Fine,” I said. “But when I start surfing on real waves, you aren’t invited.” 
 
    “That’ll be the day,” said Biff. 
 
    I walked down the beach and around a hill. I wanted to find a spot where I could not see those idiots. 
 
    I realized that they were right about the ocean being open to everyone. But, I had basically invented a whole new way to enjoy the ocean, and they had stolen it for themselves. 
 
    I suppose I should be flattered they liked it, but it did not make me glad that I had to share the ocean with them. 
 
    I put my board in the water and then began to paddle. As I fell into a rhythm, I began to calm down. 
 
    The water beneath me was very clear. I could see the bottom, even though it was many blocks deep. 
 
    Did waves come from down there? Does our world lack some wave generating mineral that is present in the world where the players come from? 
 
    I hoped Emma could figure it out soon…. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day Six: Evening 
 
      
 
      
 
    I paddled until I saw the sun setting. I stayed so late that I saw a zombie wandering toward my village just as I got to my house.  
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    That is what I call cutting it close! 
 
    When I opened the door, my mom said, “Jimmy. Thank Notch. I was getting worried about you.” 
 
    “Yeah, maybe I did stay out a bit late,” I admitted. “Sorry, Mom.” 
 
    She smiled. “It’s okay. Get cleaned up and eat some dinner.” 
 
    I went to the bathroom and washed my face.  
 
    I looked in the mirror. I was getting very tan from all the SUPing. It was nice to be outside all day long. 
 
    When I got back to the table, my parents were both sitting down. My mom had set out a dinner of steak, watermelon, bread and mushroom stew. 
 
    I was so hungry from all my exercising that I ate two steaks, one loaf of bread, three bowls of mushroom stew and an entire watermelon. 
 
    “Busy day?” asked my dad, noticing the unusually large amount of food I had consumed. 
 
    I shrugged. “Surfing is good exercise.” 
 
    My mom snapped her figures. “That reminds me. Emma stopped by just before you got home. She said she had an idea about your surfing.” 
 
    I stood up quickly. “Why didn’t you tell me?” 
 
    “Slipped my mind.” 
 
    “Arrgh,” I said. “I’ll see you later. I’m going to Emma’s house.” 
 
    “Take a torch and be careful of the hostile mobs,” said my dad. 
 
    I grabbed a torch from the wall, ignited it, and rushed out the door. 
 
    *** 
 
    I had to ditch one zombie and a skeleton on the way, but there was no real danger. 
 
    When I got to Emma’s house, I banged on the door. Her father answered with an iron sword in his hand. 
 
    “Oh, hi, Jimmy,” he said once he recognized me. “I thought maybe you were a zombie.” 
 
    “Not yet, Mr. Watson,” I said with a smile and a laugh. 
 
    Emma’s father stepped aside and let me in. “Emma’s in her room. She said to send you in if you came for a visit.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I said, quickly walking to her room. 
 
    I knocked on the door, and Emma said, “Come in.”  
 
    I opened the door. Emma was sitting at her desk looking at a book. 
 
    “Jimmy!” she said as she jumped up from her desk and ran to hug me. 
 
    “Uh, hi,” I said, pretending to hug her back. Why do girls like to hug so much anyway? 
 
    “I think I figured it out,” she said with a smile as bright as the sun. 
 
    “Really? You mean, I can surf real waves?” 
 
    She nodded. “All we need are 40 wooden planks, six pistons, some redstone and one on-off lever.” 
 
    My hopes were dashed.  
 
    “Is that all?” I asked sarcastically. “Where are we supposed to get all that stuff?” 
 
    “Seriously?” she asked, like I was stupid or something. 
 
    “Yeah, that stuff costs a lot.” 
 
    Emma laughed. “We can harvest the wood in the forest, no problem. I actually have like 20 pistons and 30 redstone blocks in the storage shed in the back yard that are leftover from other experiments. And, I’ve got some levers in my room.” 
 
    I was surprised. This girl really liked her science. “Wow. Awesome!” 
 
    “The hard part will be finding a place with the right bathymetry,” she said.  
 
    “Uh, what?” 
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    “Bathymetry. Just a fancy word for the bottom of the ocean,” Emma explained. “We need to find a spot that goes from deep to shallow quickly and at a constant rate. That will make tubes.” 
 
    I smiled, remembering what I had seen on my SUP earlier today. “I think I know the place. I’ll show you tomorrow.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day Seven 
 
      
 
      
 
    The next morning, I met Emma at her house just as the sun was coming up. We wanted to get to the beach before Biff and his band of bullies showed up. We did not want them to see what we were doing. 
 
    We walked along the shore until we got to the location where I had SUPed yesterday. 
 
    I put my board in the water and told Emma to sit on it. 
 
    “Are you sure I won’t fall in?” she asked. 
 
    “No, I am not sure, but I am getting pretty good at this. You should be alright.” 
 
    Emma nodded and sat down on the SUP. I put my right foot on the board and then pushed off with my left. We drifted smoothly into the flat ocean. 
 
    I paddled Emma around for about 30 minutes so that she could observe the bottom of the ocean for herself. When she was satisfied by what she had seen, she said, “Let’s get to the shore.” 
 
    When we got to the shore, I asked Emma if she thought she could make some waves at this location. 
 
    “Totally. The hard part is going to be transporting the pistons to the other side of the water.” 
 
    “Why are we going to do that?” I asked. 
 
    “Because we need the pistons over there to push the water over here.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    Emma shook her head like I was the most dense block in the mine. “When you push a bunch of water at once, it ripples through the ocean. When it hits the shallow part, it will make a breaking wave.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    She nodded. “Watch.” 
 
    Emma picked up a small rock and tossed it into the water about 2 blocks from shore. I noticed as little ripples formed in the water. 
 
    “Wow, that’s – ” 
 
    “Shhh,” she said. “Keep watching.” 
 
    I watched as the ripples got closer to shore and then, just before they hit the edge of the water, they formed tiny breaking waves and slapped against the sand. 
 
    “Oh my Notch,” I said. “Waves!” 
 
    “Imagine how big it will be with six pistons pushing 40 wooden planks through the water.” 
 
    “You are awesome, Emma!” 
 
    She smiled. “Yeah, tell me something I don’t know.” 
 
    We talked about how to get all the pistons and planks down here without Biff or his friends seeing it. I did not want them to take over this part of the ocean before we built the wave machine. 
 
    We decided that tomorrow morning, Emma would borrow a horse cart from her mom and bring all six pistons to this area. We would dig a small cave and hide them inside. Then, each morning I could transport one or two pistons across the water. 
 
    Meanwhile, I would harvest trees for the wood needed to make the 40 planks. If anyone saw what I was doing, I would tell them I was going to make and sell SUPs. (Which actually is not a bad business idea….) 
 
    Once the pistons were in place and the planks attached, all we had to do was flip the activation lever, and the redstone would activate the pistons and start making waves. 
 
    We decided to put our plan into place tomorrow morning. I peeked around the hill and saw Biff and his pals in the water. 
 
    “Looks like we’ll have to go the long way home,” I said. “I don’t want those guys coming over here and nosing around.” 
 
    “That’s okay,” said Emma. “Maybe we can find some apples to pick on our way back to the village.” 
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    Day Eight 
 
      
 
      
 
    Emma delivered the six pistons at first light and then took the horse cart home before anyone else got to the beach. I managed to transport two of them across the water on my SUP. 
 
    I spent the rest of the day on the other side of the ocean harvesting trees to turn into planks. I crafted just over twenty planks, which I piled behind some trees so no one could see them from the water. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day Nine 
 
      
 
      
 
    I transported two more pistons across the water without being seen. I made the rest of the planks. 
 
    I told Emma she should be ready to build her device tomorrow. She was happy. So was I. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day Ten: Morning 
 
      
 
      
 
    I transported the final two pistons across the water. Emma went the long way around on her horse, Ada, arriving just as I was unloading the final piston. 
 
    “Well, it’s all here,” I said. “Now, you just have to build it.” 
 
    “No problem,” Emma said confidently, already beginning to move the parts into position. 
 
    “Need any help?” 
 
    She shook her head. “I prefer to do this sort of thing alone.” 
 
    “Fine by me,” I said as I leaned back against a tree trunk and fell asleep. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day Ten: Afternoon 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Wake up, Jimmy. Wake up,” said Emma as she kicked her foot softly against my ribs. 
 
    “I’m up.” 
 
    “It’s done,” she said with a smile. 
 
    I sat up quickly. I looked out into the ocean and saw … nothing. 
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    “Where is it?” 
 
    “Underwater, of course.” 
 
    I scratched my head. “So, how do we use it?” 
 
    Emma pointed. “See that locked chest?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “We just open it and press the lever to activate the pistons.” 
 
    “Did you try it yet?” I asked. 
 
    “No, I wanted you to have the honors.” She handed me a key to the chest. 
 
    I walked over to the chest and unlocked it. Inside, I saw a small lever. The lever was connected to some redstone. I assumed the redstone led from the chest underground and then underwater to the pistons. 
 
    “How did you build all this so fast?” I asked. 
 
    Emma shrugged. “I’ve built lots of things. This was not very complicated actually.” 
 
    “So, I just move the lever?” 
 
    “Yes, move it up and then return it to its original position.” 
 
    “Here goes nothing,” I said as I raised and then lowered the lever. 
 
    At first, nothing happened. I looked over at Emma. She did not seem worried.  
 
    Then, I heard a low groaning sound as the pistons came to life. It grew louder and louder, as if I had awakened some sort of beast from the depths of the sea. 
 
    And, I had. 
 
    I watched in awe as a huge bulge of water rose in the middle of the ocean and began moving toward the opposite shore. It … was … a … wave! 
 
    “You did it Emma,” I shouted. “You did it!” 
 
    “Keep watching,” she said, a huge grin spreading across her face. 
 
    I saw as the mountain of water got bigger and bigger and longer and longer. It was spreading out like a line in the water, just like the pictures I had seen in the surf magazine. 
 
    And then, suddenly, the center of the line creased and I saw a huge tower of white water erupt where the wave was crashing down into the ocean. I kept watching as the white water emerged in both directions of the wave. 
 
    What did they call this in the surf magazine…? An A-frame. 
 
    I could not believe it. 
 
    I grabbed my board and tossed it into the ocean, leaving my ridiculous paddle on the shore. I tossed the key to the chest to Emma. 
 
    “Let me get out there, and then you send another wave my way,” I said, more excited than I had ever been in my entire life. 
 
    “You got it, Jimmy,” said Emma. 
 
    I paddled as fast as I could into the middle of the water. I looked back at Emma and waved. I saw her move the lever up and down. 
 
    Then, I watched as a gigantic lump of water made its way toward me. I turned around and paddled as fast as I could, trying to get into position to catch the wave. 
 
    Since I had never caught a wave before, I really had no idea what to do. 
 
    I turned around and saw the wall of water closing in on me. I paddled faster and faster and …. Suddenly, I was moving without paddling. I had caught the wave! 
 
    I scrambled to my feet and was cutting along the face of the wave. I could feel the wind in my hair. 
 
    I was surfing! 
 
    The images from the magazine flooded into my mind.  
 
    What should I do? 
 
    Should I turn? 
 
    Should I try to get in the tube? 
 
    The wave decided for me as it suddenly pitched over me and I found myself inside the wave, completely pitted, piped and barreled. I was in the tube. 
 
    I gave a shout of joy.  
 
    This was amazing. Indescribable. How was I even doing this on my first wave? 
 
    Then, I felt air sucking into the barrel. 
 
    What? 
 
    And, then, I heard a roaring sound behind me and a huge bang like a cannon roared past me. It lifted me off my board and shot me out of the barrel. 
 
    I’m a bird! 
 
    And then I landed with a *SPLAT* in the water. It kind of hurt. 
 
    I found my board floating nearby and climbed on top of it. I sat on my board, watching the final section of the wave break just in front of the shore. 
 
    It was then that I noticed Biff and his buddies standing on the shore, staring at me in silent disbelief. 
 
    Oh, great, I thought. 
 
    Then, I noticed Laird was standing there too. He was making a strange hooting noise, like he had completely lost his mind. 
 
    Laird grabbed the board from Biff and paddled out to me. 
 
    “Dude, that was so awesome!” he said. “What a sick pit!” 
 
    “I didn’t make it out though,” I said. “Not on my board anyway.” 
 
    “So what?” he said. “Can I ride one?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “Let’s paddle back to the take off spot.” 
 
    We got back and waved at Emma who cranked the lever up and down. 
 
    “You go left,” said Laird, “and I’ll go right.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day Eleven 
 
      
 
      
 
    The next morning, Emma and I went back to the beach. There were already 50 villagers waiting for us, most of them kids. 
 
    Insta-crowd. 
 
    I took Emma across the water on my SUP so that she could operate the wave machine. 
 
    Then, I paddled toward the take off spot. I saw Laird paddling out from shore. 
 
    The kids on the shore waved at me and Laird as we paddled to the take off spot. They watched in awe as we rode some waves. 
 
    After a few waves, I paddled to shore and was surrounded by kids. 
 
    “Can I ride one?” 
 
    “Will you make me a board?” 
 
    “How much for a surf lesson?” 
 
    And, suddenly, I realized how I could surf and make money.  
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    My parents would be proud of me for earning emeralds and I could do something I loved every day for the rest of my life. 
 
    At least, I hope that is how it works out…. 
 
      
 
    End of Book 1 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    A Note from Dr. Block 
 
      
 
      
 
    Please leave a review of this book on Amazon and let me know what you think. 
 
    If you would like to be notified when I release new books, the best way is to sign up for my email list at www.drblockbooks.com. You’ll also get access to two free, subscriber-exclusive stories when you do. If email isn’t your thing, you can follow any of my social media accounts. I’m on Instagram, Facebook, and Twitter @drblockbooks and I also have an official Goodreads profile you can follow or friend. 
 
      
 
    And, be sure to grab a copy of Surfer Villager 2 (or my collection of Books 1-5) and find out what happens next. 
 
      
 
    [image: ]             [image: ] 
 
      
 
    You can download Surfer Villager 2 by clicking on one of these links: 
 
      
 
    Amazon USA 
 
    Amazon UK 
 
    Amazon Canada 
 
    Amazon India 
 
    Amazon Australia 
 
      
 
    Or, you can download the collection of Surfer Villager, Books 1-5 by clicking on one of these links:  
 
      
 
    Amazon USA 
 
    Amazon UK 
 
    Amazon Canada 
 
    Amazon India 
 
    Amazon Australia 
 
      
 
    I hope you enjoy the rest of the Surfer Villager series!!! 
 
      
 
    Sincerely, 
 
    Dr. Block 
 
    

  

 
  
   New Coloring Book 
 
      
 
      
 
    Best sure to pick up a copy of my Minecraft-inspired coloring book: The Ultimate Unofficial Mega Mob Mania Coloring Book for Minecrafters. Click here to get your copy on Amazon: https://www.amazon.com/dp/1951728858/.  
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