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    Day Twelve: Morning 
 
      
 
      
 
    I woke up today with the biggest smile EVER on my face because yesterday was so awesome! 
 
    Everyone thought the wave that Emma and I had created – well, Emma really had done all the creating, but I put her up to it – was cool. They all wanted to learn how to surf. 
 
    I was making plans already on how to make money from the wave and to still be able to surf it every day. My dream of making a living from surfing was becoming real!!! 
 
    I got dressed and went downstairs to eat breakfast. Mom had cooked some pork chops and apple pie. Apple pie is my favorite breakfast, but I was so excited and distracted that I could barely eat. My parents noticed. 
 
    “So, I heard the wave machine was a big success,” said my dad. 
 
    I nodded as rapidly as an enthusiastic puppy. “Totally. Everyone wants to ride it. I’m going to set up a surf shop and surf school and earn tons of emeralds. I told you I could make a living surfing!” 
 
    My dad smiled. “You did. I have to admit that I did not believe you, but I am proud of you for realizing your dream.” 
 
    “Don’t forget to share half of your money with Emma,” added my mom. “Without her, none of this would be happening.” 
 
    I hadn’t really thought about sharing my emeralds, but I didn’t mind. My mom was right. Emma was the brains behind this operation. 
 
    “I guess sometimes selfish dreams can only be realized through teamwork with others,” I said with a trance-like voice in a sudden moment of zen-like clarity. 
 
    My parents looked at me curiously. I don’t think they had expected this answer. Maybe a “sure” or “no way,” but not a deep thought like this. (At least, I thought it was a deep thought that I had thought, was it not?) 
 
    “True,” said my dad. “We will have a difficult time running our souvenir shop without you, but I am sure we can hire another one of the villager kids to help with the summer tourist rush.” 
 
    I had not thought about how my dreams would impact my parents. They gave me food and a home for twelve years of my life, and now I was going out on my own … business-wise anyhow. 
 
    “Gee, dad, I’m sorry. I could still help out in the evenings, when it is too dark to surf.” 
 
    My dad shook his head. “No. Building a business is hard work. You will be tired at the end of the day.” 
 
    “Besides,” added my mom, “there is only one more month of summer vacation. After that everyone will have to go back to school, so your dad and I can manage the store during the slower months of the year.” 
 
    Oh my Notch! I hadn’t thought of that. Once the summer season was over, the tourist stream would dry up and it would just be the local village kids. I couldn’t make a living just from them! Could I? 
 
    “Only one more month of summer? Oh, no. That won’t give me much time to earn mass stacks of emeralds,” I said in a whiney voice. 
 
    “Hmmm,” said my dad, rubbing his chin in thought. “Sounds like you’ve built yourself a seasonal business there, Jimmy my boy.” 
 
    “Is that bad?” 
 
    “Not necessarily, but you will need to make most of your money during a small window of time.” 
 
    I sighed. Total bummer. 
 
    “Unless, of course, you can think of a way to keep selling things to people during the off season,” suggested my mom. 
 
    I snapped my head and looked at my mom with wide eyes. “What do you mean?” 
 
    She shrugged. “Figure out something surfers will buy all year round, even when there is no surf or they can’t travel to your wave.” 
 
    “Like what?” I asked, desperate for knowledge and ideas. 
 
    “I have no idea,” she said. “It’s your business.” 
 
    I sighed again as I stood up from the table. “Well, guess I better go start earning.” 
 
    My mom nodded. “Jimmy, you also might want to think about how you will run your business when you go back to school in one month. The tourists will be gone, but the local kids will still want to surf.” 
 
    I sighed yet again. “I’m not sure I can go to school and run a business.” 
 
    “I’m not sure you can either,” said my mom, “but, if it matters enough to you, you will try.” 
 
    I smiled, buoyed by my mom’s attempt to make me feel better. Maybe I could do it? And, if I couldn’t, at least I could still make money during the summer. 
 
    “Thanks, mom. I need to get going. Customers are waiting.” 
 
    “That’s my boy,” said my dad, slapping me on the back as I walked away from the table. 
 
    As I walked out the door, I sang softly to myself, “Every day, I be hustlin’, hustlin’, hustlin’.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day Twelve: Afternoon 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Okay, everyone. We are going to shut the wave machine down for about thirty minutes for a maintenance check!” I announced to the crowd of about one hundred young villagers in or near the water. 
 
    “Ah, man!” 
 
    “Lame.” 
 
    “Weak.” 
 
    I laughed at how entitled these kids felt after just one day of having access to the first surfable wave in the Overworld. 
 
    I grabbed my SUP, put a chest of food on it, and paddled to the other side of the ocean where Emma was stuck operating the wave machine. 
 
    When I arrived, Emma smiled at me. “It gets kind of lonely over here. I think I need to craft a controller on the other side of the ocean.” 
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    I handed Emma the basket of food I had brought. “Can you do that?” 
 
    Emma took the basket and looked inside. “Yum. Roasted chicken and carrots. Thanks.” 
 
    I nodded. “Well, can you do it?” 
 
    Emma chomped on a roasted chicken leg. “No problem,” she said with her mouth full. “I just need a couple hours. If you can shut the wave down early today, I can build it in the evening.” 
 
    I pointed across the ocean at the mass of villagers waiting for the waves to turn back on. “They aren’t going to like it.” 
 
    Emma shrugged. “They’ll get over it. It’s not like they can go surf somewhere else.” 
 
    “I suppose,” I said. “By the way, my parents mentioned something to me today about school starting in one month. I guess that means we’ll have to shut the place down.” 
 
    “Maybe, but we could still run it on the weekends. Maybe even after school a few days a week,” suggested Emma. 
 
    I beamed at her. “You are brilliant.” 
 
    Emma raised an eyebrow. “Nothing brilliant about it. Kinda obvious, really.” 
 
    “We’re business partners, right?” I asked. 
 
    “Sure,” said Emma, crunching a carrot. 
 
    “Good, because I might know about surfing, but I don’t know anything about making money.” 
 
    Emma laughed. “Seems pretty easy so far. Anyway, after tonight, I’ll be on the other side of the ocean with you in case you need any help.” 
 
    I stood up and smiled. “I’m sure I will.” I walked over to my SUP and picked up my paddle. “When I get to the middle of the ocean, turn on the machine. I want to get one barrel before the crowd paddles out.” 
 
    “Sure thing, partner,” said Emma, smiling. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day Twelve: Late Afternoon 
 
      
 
      
 
    I stood behind the counter where I collected emeralds from villagers wanting surf lessons or wanting to ride the wave. I counted two hundred emeralds already. Amazing! 
 
    But, I had to shut the wave down now. Emma needed daylight to build the redstone connector so we could operate the wave from this side of the ocean. I really didn’t want to stop collecting emeralds. I bet I could have made another fifty before the sun set. 
 
    Sigh. 
 
    “Everyone! We have to shut the wave down for the day. Please paddle in and return your rented boards. Thank you for your, cooperation.” 
 
    “Lame.” 
 
    “Seriously, man?” 
 
    “Bogus.” 
 
    I shook my head. How rude were these kids? At first, I thought it was just the tourists, but I saw some of the kids I went to school with making rude comments, too. I won’t name names, since they might read this diary, but let’s just say they were some of the more popular kids. 
 
    Emma heard the announcement and shut down the wave. The kids paddled in and returned their boards, giving me evil looks as they did. 
 
    “We open again tomorrow at 9:00 a.m,” I said. 
 
    “Whatever.” 
 
    “So what?” 
 
    Hooray for you.” 
 
    “And, the first thirty people in line get in for free,” I said. 
 
    “Epic!” 
 
    “Sweet!” 
 
    “Notch-tastic!” 
 
    Maybe I could be a businessman after all? 
 
    I watched as the kids walked back to town. They were all sunburnt and tired. I bet they slept well tonight.  
 
    I looked across the ocean and saw Emma already diving into the water to build the redstone connector. When she surfaced, I yelled, “Do you need any help?” 
 
    “No,” she yelled back.  
 
    “Okay,” I shouted. “I’ll hang out until you are done.” 
 
    Emma waved and dove back into the water. Emma sure was awesome. None of this would exist without her. Maybe I should give her more than half of the emeralds we earn? 
 
    I checked to make sure that I had gathered all of the emeralds and then put them into a locked chest that was inside a larger locked chest inside a still larger locked chest.  
 
    “The best in villager security,” I said proudly looking at the chest. 
 
    Emma worked quickly, completing the redstone connector well before the sun set. She emerged from the ocean soaking wet. I brought her a beach towel. 
 
    “Thanks,” she said as she dried off. 
 
    “All done?” 
 
    She shook her head like a wet dog. The spray from her hair soaked my robe. “Knock it off,” I whined. 
 
    Emma laughed. “I just need to make the final connection, and we can test it.” 
 
    Emma crafted a lever and placed it behind the counter. Then, she placed some redstone and connected it to the redstone in the ocean. She slapped her hands together. “Done.” 
 
    “Cool.” 
 
    “Want to do the honors, Jimmy?” 
 
    I nodded and reached over and flipped the lever. The ocean roared to life and the waves rolled toward shore. It still took my breath away. A perfect A-frame wave with tubes in both directions. 
 
    “Awesome,” I said. 
 
    “Do you mind if I paddle out and try to catch a few?” asked Emma. “I haven’t had a chance yet.” 
 
    Wow, what a selfish jerk I had been! 
 
    “Sure. Do you need a lesson?” 
 
    Emma shook her head. “It seems pretty simple, at least in concept.”  
 
    I flipped the lever to turn off the waves. Emma paddled out and stopped at the takeoff spot. She waved her arm, indicating she was ready. I turned on the machine. 
 
    She tried to catch the first wave, but it passed under her. 
 
    “Paddle harder!” I yelled. 
 
    Emma did, and she caught the second wave. She got to her feet, wobbled for a precarious moment, and then shifted her weight and trimmed along the face of the wave. She had an expression of pure joy and stoke. 
 
    “Yeah!” I yelled. 
 
    “Who-hoo,” screamed Emma as she rode the wave all the way to shore. 
 
    She ran onto the beach and right up to me and hugged me tight.  
 
    I still don’t understand what it is with girls and hugging. 
 
    “That was so much fun!” she said. 
 
    “You are preaching to the choir, buddy.” 
 
    Emma looked back at the ocean as the waves rolled in. “It is going to be hard to stand behind the counter and watch everyone else having fun tomorrow.” 
 
    I nodded. “Maybe we can take turns going out there?” 
 
    “That would be cool,” said Emma. 
 
    “Ahh, how cute,” said a mean voice, dripping with sarcasm. It could have been only one person. Emma and I turned around and confirmed its source:  Biff. 
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    “What do you want, Biff?” I asked, spitting the words from my mouth. 
 
    “Just wanted to let you know that I’ve opened a SUP school around the corner,” he said with a grin. 
 
    I laughed. “So what? SUPing is lame compared to surfing.” 
 
    Biff smiled. “Maybe. And maybe that is why I only charge one emerald for all-day SUP rental, lesson, lunch, and baby sitting.” 
 
    “And, why are you telling us that?” asked Emma. 
 
    “Just wanted to let you know why you won’t have any customers tomorrow,” he said with an evil grin spreading across his face. “Ta-ta.” 
 
    I stared at Biff’s back thinking of all the violent things I could do to him, but which would ultimately fail because he would beat me up. I shook my fist at him, but said nothing. 
 
    “Come on,” said Emma. “Forget about him. Besides, we need to get home. The sun is starting to set.” 
 
    I looked at the sky. Emma was right. We needed to get home to avoid the zombies. I’d figure out what to do about Biff later. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day Thirteen: Morning 
 
      
 
      
 
    I woke up today with the biggest frown EVER.  
 
    Stupid, Biff.  
 
    He was trying to steal my customers. He was just jealous of the mad wealth I was going to make. He couldn’t let me just have my fun. A true bully in all aspects of his pathetic life. 
 
    I brushed my teeth and then pulled on my surfing shorts and then put my robe on. I stumbled down the stairs to the kitchen to eat breakfast. My parents were already there. 
 
    “How’s business?” asked my dad. 
 
    “It was great yesterday, but now stupid Biff is opening a SUP school around the corner from my surfing beach. He’ll probably steal all my customers.” 
 
    “Didn’t you mention the other day that surfing and SUPing were totally different?” asked my mom. 
 
    “I did, but that isn’t entirely true. You get to be in the ocean on a board. You can even ride a wave with a SUP.” 
 
    “Hmmm. Maybe he will grab a few customers at that,” said my dad unhelpfully. 
 
    “What should I do?” I asked desperately. 
 
    My parents both shrugged and said at the same time, “It’s your business. You figure it out.” 
 
    “Seriously? No help at all?!?” 
 
    “Look, Jimmy, I don’t know the first thing about surfing or surf culture. All I know is that if you offer people an experience they want, then they will pay for it. As long as people want to learn how to surf, you will have customers,” said my dad. 
 
    “As long as Biff doesn’t steal them all,” I said in a sad, whiny voice. 
 
    My mom patted me on the head like a pet dog. “Jimmy. A little competition is necessary for the market to function. Look at how many restaurants and souvenir shops there are in our delightful village of Zombie Bane, and we all manage to make a living.” 
 
    She had a point. There were so many tourists who came to our village, especially in the summer, that we were flush with emeralds. 
 
    “And,” she added, “you have the only surfable wave in the entire Overworld. I think you’ll be alright even if twenty SUP schools opened in town.” 
 
    My mom was right. I needed to stop being such a wimpy villager and start seeing the positive side of things. If nothing else, I would probably make enough emeralds this summer to pay for a house when I was old enough to move out. I – and when I say “I,” I mean Emma and I – had created a unique business. I would be okay. 
 
    But, look at my thought process. Emeralds, emeralds, emeralds! My villager genetics were showing their true colors. I was more worried about going out of business than about surfing. How had this happened in less than two weeks? Did wealth corrupt the mind? Was money the end of freedom? 
 
    I shook my head to clear it of these deep, intense, profound questions. I had no time to solve them. I needed to catch a few waves and then open the ocean for business. 
 
    I demolished a plate of scrambled eggs, devoured a cold pork chop, gobbled a slice of apple pie, and guzzled two glasses of milk. 
 
    “Got to go,” I said as I stood up from the table and ran out the door as my parents smiled and waved. 
 
    As I ran along the path to the beach, I approached Biff’s SUP school. Biff was already there with a couple of his brutish friends and a girl I did not recognize. She was tall, like Biff, and looked about the same age. She wore a strange, multicolored robe. 
 
    I put my hands in my robe pockets as I passed. I did not want to talk to anyone, though I was curious about the strange girl. But, of course, Biff would not let me pass in peace. 
 
    “Hey, dork, ready to go broke?” Biff taunted. 
 
    “No way that is going to happen. I made over two hundred emeralds yesterday. How many did you make?” I taunted right back. 
 
    Biff turned red. He hadn’t made any emeralds, I am sure. But, I was equally sure he would make some emeralds today. The question was how many would he make and how many of those were emeralds I should have been making. 
 
    “Whatever, dude. We’ll see who is ruling the roost at the end of the summer,” said Biff. 
 
    Ruling the roost? Who uses farming idioms these days? 
 
    The girl turned to Biff and said, “Aren’t you going to introduce us?” 
 
    I looked more closely at the girl’s multicolored robe. I had never seen any of the girls wearing robes like that in our village. They just wore the standard, single-colored robes. In fact, now that I thought about it, I had never seen any villager of any age wearing a multi-colored robe. 
 
    Biff sighed. “Jimmy, this is my cousin, Claire Dretsky. Claire, this is a dork who lives in this village named Jimmy Slade.” 
 
    Claire laughed and reached out her right hand. “Nice to meet you, Jimmy.” 
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    I took her hand and shook it. “Nice to meet you, too, Claire. Uh, by the way, where did you get that crazy robe?” 
 
    Claire let go of my hand and took a step back. She looked down at her robe and then back at me. She struck a pose with her hands on her hips like some sort of fashion model. “Oh, this little thing? I got it at a shop back in the City.” 
 
    “The City?” I asked. 
 
    “Capitol City, duh,” said Biff. “Claire lives there. She’s just visiting for the summer.” 
 
    Capitol City. Whoa!  
 
    Capitol City was the center of all culture and wealth in the Overworld. I had never been, but heard that it housed the pinnacle of villager power in the Overworld. It was where the government of the Overworld was centered. Sure, each village had its own mayor, but the different regions and biomes sent delegates to Capitol City to create laws and ensure order throughout Minecraft. 
 
    It was said that Notch himself designed the layout of the City and even built the building which housed the villager government. 
 
    It was also said that people who lived in Capitol City were the leaders of fashion and thought. Claire’s multi-colored robe seemed to provide evidence that this was, in fact, true, at least as to the fashion part of that saying. 
 
    “So, are your parents in the government?” I asked, unable to disguise a slight tone of awe in my voice. 
 
    Claire shook her head. “No, they are merchants who import raw materials from the Nether. Very dangerous and very lucrative.” 
 
    “Cool,” I said. “I’d like to see the Nether someday.” 
 
    Claire laughed. “I wouldn’t. It sounds gross, hot and stinky.” 
 
    I laughed too. I liked Claire. She was stylish and mysterious. 
 
    Just then, Emma walked up. “What’s so funny?” 
 
    I shrugged and pointed at Claire, “Claire is.” 
 
    “Claire?” said Emma, raising an eyebrow. 
 
    Claire reached out her hand. “Claire Dretsky. I’m Biff’s cousin. And you are…?” 
 
    “Emma. Emma Watson. I live in town. I run the surf school with Jimmy.” 
 
    “Good for you,” said Claire. I thought I detected a hint of sarcasm in her voice, but I could not be sure. 
 
    Emma tapped her chin with one of her fingers and looked into the distance for a moment. “Dretsky. Dretsky.” Emma snapped her fingers. “Are you related to the famous Dretsky family that developed the Nether portal technology a few hundred years ago?” 
 
    Claire smiled. “The very same, though I don’t know anything about science. I prefer fashion.” 
 
    Emma sighed. “That’s too bad, I was hoping to pick your brain about a few concepts I’ve been working on.” 
 
    “Talk to my brother, Clayton. He’ll be here tomorrow. He’s the nerd in the family.” 
 
    “Great!” said Emma. Claire rolled her eyes. 
 
    “Come on, Emma. Let’s get the beach ready for the flood of customers,” I said, raising my voice toward the end of my sentence so that Biff was sure to hear how confident I was. 
 
    Biff laughed and shook his head, but did not say anything. I’m not sure why. Maybe he didn’t want to look like a total bully in front of his cousin. Maybe he was setting us up for something. Or, maybe he just couldn’t think of anything to say. 
 
    “Bye. Nice to meet you, Claire,” I said. 
 
    “Likewise,” said Claire.  
 
    Emma waved and we continued to the beach. 
 
    When we arrived, Emma and I each took off our robes. “Being able to work in a bathing suit is pretty awesome, huh?” said Emma. 
 
    “Totally,” I said. “Let’s paddle out and catch a few before the crowd gets here.” 
 
    We each grabbed a surfboard and Emma flipped the lever to turn on the wave machine. It took a little longer to paddle out since we had to go under the white water from several waves.  
 
    We surfed for about thirty minutes and then rode one last wave to the shore.  
 
    When we walked up the beach, there were already fifty people in line. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day Fourteen: Midday 
 
      
 
      
 
    Today was another great day. Lots of customers at the surf school. We made 150 emeralds before lunch time. 
 
    And then, we made even more money during lunch time because we had constructed a small snack shack Emma and I had planned. We sold apples, pork chops, cookies, and cakes to eat. We sold milk, water and apple juice to drink. 
 
    While Emma ran the snack shop, I stood at the entry gate to the surfing area. I saw a boy, maybe a couple years older than me, walking towards the entrance. He was wearing a strange, multicolored robe.  
 
    This must be Claire’s brother, Clayton, I thought. 
 
    The boy strode confidently toward me and then stopped. “You Jimmy?” 
 
    I nodded. “You must be Clayton.” 
 
    “Yep,” he said, passing his eyes over the few structures we had built. Then, he noticed a wave pop up in the ocean and break. A look of amazement crossed his face as he watched a couple of villagers surfing on the wave. I could tell he was impressed. 
 
    “What do you think?” I asked. 
 
    He shrugged, trying to pretend he wasn’t impressed by a rustic country villager like me. “Pretty cool, I guess. How does it work?” 
 
    “If I told you, I’d have to kill you,” I said in a flat, serious voice. 
 
    Clayton looked at me in shock. 
 
    I laughed. “Just kidding. I have no idea. Emma,” I said, pointing to where she was selling a cookie to a five-year-old with a salt water booger hanging out of his nose, “is the brains behind the operation. You should talk to her.” 
 
    A strange, sly smile crossed Clayton’s face. “I will do just that. Thanks, kid,” he said as he walked off. 
 
    Kid?  
 
    I shrugged as I watched Clayton walk over to the snack shack where he leaned casually against it and struck up a conversation with Emma. 
 
    Emma smiled and giggled as she moved her hands in various ways, obviously explaining how the wave machine worked. When she had finished, Clayton bought two cookies and handed one to Emma.  
 
    Did she just blush? 
 
    Clayton left the snack shack and walked back to me as he chomped his cookie. 
 
    “Say, Jimmy?” he said. 
 
    “What?” I asked curtly. For some reason, I did not like Clayton very much. Was it his attitude of Capitol City superiority, the way he ate his cookie, or the way he spoke with Emma? 
 
    “How much for a surf lesson?” 
 
    “One emerald for thirty minutes. Or, you can pay two emeralds for a thirty minute lesson and then have access to the wave for the rest of the day.” 
 
    Clayton dug into one of the pockets of his multi-colored robe and pulled out seven emeralds. He tossed two at me. “It looks like fun. I think I’ll be here for a while.” 
 
    I put the emeralds into the storage chest. “You can change into a bathing suit over there,” I said, pointing to a dressing room. “I’ll pick out a surfboard while you do that. Meet me at the edge of the water.” 
 
    Clayton smiled smugly as he stuffed the five emeralds back into his robe. “Okay. See you in a minute.” 
 
    As I watched Clayton walk away, I suddenly became angry. I knew his family was rich. I knew he thought he was better than me. Better than anyone in this village, probably.  
 
    It seemed weird that Claire could be so nice and Clayton so arrogant. But, maybe Claire was like that too, only she hid it better? After all, they were related to Biff, and I already knew what a jerk he was. 
 
    I really did not want to give Clayton a surf lesson, but I was running a business and he had paid so there was nothing I could do. 
 
    At that moment, Clayton emerged from the dressing room in a multi-colored pair of swimming trunks. He flexed his well developed muscles, pausing just long enough for all the girls on the beach to spot him and giggle. Then, he slowly walked over to where I was waiting for him by the edge of the water. 
 
    Are you kidding me with this guy? 
 
    When Clayton was standing right next to me, he said, “Let us begin.” 
 
    As much as I thought Clayton was a tool, I had to admit he was extremely athletic. It only took a few minutes before he was standing up on the surfboard. By the end of the lesson, he could trim along the face of the wave. 
 
    And, by the end of the day, he was unleashing vicious turns, carves, and slashes. And, I even saw him get barreled a couple of times.  
 
    In short, he ripped. He was almost as good as I was. If he came back tomorrow, he would probably be better. 
 
    I hated him even more now. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day Fifteen: Morning 
 
      
 
      
 
    I felt very *blah* when I woke up this morning, like I hadn’t gotten enough sleep. My eyes were dry, like someone had dumped skeleton bone meal into them while I was asleep. I wanted to stay in bed all day. 
 
    I was just drifting back to sleep when I heard a loud banging. I sat up and tried to rub the sleep from my eyes. 
 
    “What is it?” I spat. 
 
    “Emma’s here,” said my mom, standing in the doorway and resting her hand on my bedroom door where she had been knocking. “She wanted to walk with you to the surfing park thingy … or whatever it is you are calling your business.” 
 
    It was then that I realized two things: (1) running a business can take over your life to the point where it runs you and (2) Emma and I needed to think of a cool name for the surfing park thingy. 
 
    “Okay,” I muttered as I got out of bed.  
 
    My mom smiled. “Good. Now, get dressed. I’ll pack you some breakfast to go.” 
 
    “Thanks, mom,” I said as she closed the door. 
 
    I changed into some board shorts and put on my robe. My plain, boring, brown robe. I wanted a cool multi-colored one like Claire and Clayton had. Maybe, with all the emeralds I was making, I will buy one, I thought. 
 
    “Superstar,” I whispered aloud as I imagined parading through the village wearing my flashy new robe as everyone gawked at me. I smiled. 
 
    I left my room and walked into the living room. Emma was sitting on the couch reading a book. 
 
    “Hey,” I said. 
 
    “Hey,” said Emma, smiling. 
 
    “What are you reading?” 
 
    She laughed. “Cornelius: Bane of Zombies. It is actually pretty good. Your dad is not a bad writer.”  
 
    I smirked. “Haven’t you heard the story enough times in history class?” 
 
    Emma stood up and shrugged. “Yeah, but not in as much detail. Did you know that Cornelius killed one of the ten zombies with a fork?!?” 
 
    “I know every last detail in that book,” I said with a sigh. And it was true. My dad read drafts of that book aloud to us over and over while he was writing it. The contents of the book were etched … no … they were seared into my brain. 
 
    “A fork,” repeated Emma, shaking her head with amazement. “I guess our ancestors were made of much heartier stuff than we.” 
 
    “Whatever,” I said. 
 
    “Don’t belittle your ancestors, Jimmy,” chided my mom as she handed me a small chest. “I’ve packed a pork chop and apple pie for breakfast along with some milk that I put in an old potion bottle.” 
 
    “Thanks, mom,” I said as I opened the chest and grabbed the apple pie. I shoved the pie in Emma’s direction. “Want some?” 
 
    Emma shook her head. “I already ate.” 
 
    “Good,” I said as I bit into the pie. “I’m starving.” 
 
    “Good-bye, Mrs. Slade,” said Emma as we walked out the door. 
 
    “Bye, mom,” I said with my mouth full. 
 
    It was a beautiful day outside. The sun was shining. No clouds in the sky. A slight breeze to keep things from getting stagnant and humid. 
 
    I finished eating my apple pie and washed it down with a gulp of milk. As I licked the residue of apple pie filling from my fingers, I said, “Emma, we need to come up with a name for our surfing park thingy. Something rad and catchy.” 
 
    “Good idea. What about … um … Surfing Safari?” 
 
    I shook my head. “Too exotic.” 
 
    “Surf Retreat?” 
 
    “Too boring.” 
 
    “iSurf?” 
 
    “Too copycat-ish.” 
 
    “Super Epic Rad Barrel-Making Surf Machine Park?” 
 
    “Too stupid.” 
 
    “Well, do you have any ideas?” asked Emma. 
 
    I shook my head. “Not really. Let me kick it around for a bit. I’ll come up with something.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    We were about halfway to the surf park thingy and I had just started eating my delicious pork chop when we ran into Biff and Claire. 
 
    “Hey, dorks,” he said, offering his standard greeting. 
 
    “What?” I said. The pork chop suddenly tasted less delicious. 
 
    “Nothing. Just heading to Biff’s SUP School and Pool to make some money,” responded Biff. 
 
    I smiled at Claire briefly, but then returned the scowl to my face. I couldn’t believe Biff had already thought of such a cool name for his SUP park thingy. 
 
    While I was lost in thought, Biff reached over and grabbed my pork chop. “This looks good.” 
 
    I grabbed at the pork chop, but it was out of reach. “Give it back, you jerk!” 
 
    “But, I’m hungry,” he said, taunting me with the pork chop just out of reach. “My mommy didn’t pack me a lunch.” 
 
    I could see Claire smiling, but at least she didn’t laugh. 
 
    In the past, I would have kept jumping for the pork chop until Biff decided to eat it or toss it on the ground. But, this time, I realized that I had twenty emeralds in my robe pocket that I had forgotten about. 
 
    “Whatever, Biff. Go ahead and eat it. If your family can’t afford to feed you breakfast, I feel sorry for you.”  
 
    The look on Biff’s face was priceless. 
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    I turned my back and said, “Come on, Emma. Let’s stop at the Potato Shack and get a hot breakfast. I’m buying.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day Fifteen:  Afternoon 
 
      
 
      
 
    It was another financially successful day at the surf park thingy.  Ugh! I needed to come up with a good name, and fast. 
 
    Clayton showed up shortly after lunch, rented a surfboard, paddled out, and proceeded to rip the wave to shreds. I couldn’t believe how good this guy was. 
 
    Everyone was watching him. The speed of his turns, the spray from his cutbacks, the ferocity of his bottom turns, and the insane deepness of his tube-riding. 
 
    I hated to admit it, but he was amazing.  Well, as a surfer anyway. As a person, he left a lot to be desired. I’ll give you an example. 
 
    After surfing for a couple hours, Clayton paddled in and sat on the beach. After he relaxed for a few minutes, he clapped his hands and yelled, “Jimmy! Jimmy!” 
 
    Was he yelling at me? 
 
    I walked slowly over to Clayton and asked, “What’s up?” 
 
    “Bring me a carrot and apple smoothie.” 
 
    “I’m not a waiter. You can go wait in line at the snack shack with everyone else.” 
 
    “Get me the smoothie,” he said with an insistent voice. “Here.” He tossed three emeralds at me. 
 
    I tossed the emeralds back. I spoke through gritted teeth, “I’m not a waiter. Besides, smoothies only cost one emerald at the snack shack.” 
 
    Clayton laughed and stood up, brushing the sand from his surf trunks. “If you aren’t a waiter, you should hire one. No one wants to have to walk all the way to the snack shack for a post-surf drink. You’ll never make it as a businessman, Jimmy-boy.” Clayton turned and walked to the snack shack to buy his smoothie from Emma. 
 
    What a jerk! I thought as I kicked the sand. Still, he had a point about hiring a waiter. It might actually increase sales. But, I couldn’t let him know he was right. I’d wait until he went back to Capitol City, then I would see about hiring a waiter. 
 
    I looked back at the ocean, seeking some peace of mind. The motion of the waves and the smell of the salt spray had an almost instantaneous calming effect on me.  
 
    Except for right now because I saw Biff and Claire riding their SUPs in my surf park thingy area. 
 
    I ran up the shore to where I kept my own SUP. I grabbed it and a paddle and rushed to the water. I jumped on top of my SUP and stroked furiously toward Biff and his cousin. 
 
    “Hey! Hey! What are you doing out here?” I yelled. 
 
    Biff just laughed. Claire looked confused. 
 
    “Biff said it was okay,” she said apologetically. “We just paddled around the point from Biff’s SUP School and Pool.” 
 
    My face turned red with anger. “Biff, you know you can’t use this wave without paying for it. Now, give me two emeralds or get lost.” 
 
    Biff continued to laugh. “Listen to you. Your greedy villager soul rises to the top. Anger strips away the pretense of being a cool surfer bro, doesn’t it?” 
 
    Was he right? Were emeralds the only thing I cared about? 
 
    “That’s not true, Biff. I just don’t like inconsiderate buffoons that have nothing better to do than to use things that don’t belong to them.” 
 
    Biff’s laughter continued unabated. “Whatever, bro. Here,” he said, pulling two emeralds from his bathing suit and tossing them at me.  
 
    I was so surprised that I didn’t react in time, and the emeralds splashed into the water and sunk to the bottom of the ocean. 
 
    “Aren’t you going in after them?” asked Biff. “They sure seemed important a second ago.” 
 
    “Shut up and leave,” I said angrily. 
 
    “No. I paid you.” 
 
    “No, you didn’t.” 
 
    Biff paddled closer to me. Claire looked back and forth at us, wondering how this was going to be resolved. 
 
    Biff looked at me with a fierce gaze. The kind of look he got right before he pummeled a smaller kid. I’d seen it up close many times before. But, this time, I wasn’t going to back down. 
 
    “You wanted two emeralds. I gave you two emeralds. It is not my fault you never learned how to catch, you little baby. Now, go away and let me and my cousin have some fun.” Biff punctuated this request by prodding me in the chest with his SUP paddle. 
 
    Inside my brain, I was seeing red. Just red. Like my brain had become a sack filled with blood and hate. I knew that I was going to fight Biff. I knew that it was going to be rough. I knew that I was likely to lose, but I no longer had any choice in the matter. My scarlet brain had already decided for me. There was no logic to my thoughts, no planning. Just rage. 
 
    I felt my legs crouching slightly to prepare for the leap from my SUP to Biff’s. And, just before I was going to launch myself at Biff, fate … or maybe Notch … intervened. 
 
    A school of about a dozen fish suddenly leapt from the water and slammed into Biff’s chest. The force of the fish knocked him off his feet, and he fell into the water. 
 
    Biff came up from the water sputtering and spitting water. He held on to his SUP and panted for air. 
 
    I laughed hysterically at him, as my brain turned from angry red to a mirthful yellow. Claire laughed so hard, she fell off her SUP also. 
 
    As I stood there, standing on my SUP, looming down at Biff. My brain changed from a mirthful yellow to a calmed blue.  
 
    What was the point of fighting Biff? And, why had I been so angry in the first place? 
 
    “You know what, Biff? I’ll let you and Claire use my wave today, free of charge. Here’s your refund,” I said, reaching into my surf trunks, grabbing two emeralds, and tossing them to Biff. Biff reached for them, but couldn’t quite catch them. They sunk to the bottom of the ocean, joining the other two emeralds in the briney deep. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day Sixteen 
 
      
 
      
 
    Today was uneventful. The crowds kept coming, and Emma and I kept making tons of emeralds. I think we made more in a week than some adult villagers made in a year. No lie. 
 
    In fact, when I was walking to the surf park thingy – still haven’t thought of a name – a few of the adult villagers were scowling at me. It wasn’t fair to be jealous of a twelve-year-old, was it? And, what was the point of their jealousy? They had nothing to be jealous of. I mean, seriously, they didn’t have to go to back to school in a few weeks like me, so what was there to be jealous about? 
 
    The only strange thing that happened today was when I saw Clayton on the opposite side of the ocean. He was walking along the shore, near where Emma’s wave machine was. 
 
    Emma was standing next to me when I noticed Clayton. I tapped her shoulder and pointed. “What do you think he’s up to?” 
 
    Emma shrugged. “When I explained to him the other day how the machine worked, he asked where it was. Maybe he just wants to see it in action? He is super interested in science.” 
 
    “Maybe,” I said, unconvinced. There was something about Clayton that just wasn’t right. His sister Claire was a bit arrogant from living in the City, but otherwise okay. Clayton had something else going on, something darker. There was a sense of entitlement when he tried to order that smoothie from me, like his superiority was the obvious order of things. 
 
    Who knows, maybe there are lots of servants in the City and he is just used to it. After all, his family was supposedly very rich, and he was probably used to getting his way. But, that did not excuse his inconsiderate behavior or explain the strange vibe I felt whenever I was around him. 
 
    I turned to Emma. “Do you believe we can sense the vibrations of other people?” 
 
    Emma raised an eyebrow, as if to say, “No, that’s crazy,” but instead she said, “What do you mean?” 
 
    “You know, like their vibrations. Like, do you believe that you can sense what someone’s true intent or motivations are just by sensing the vibrations they give off?” 
 
    Emma chuckled. “That assumes people actually emit vibrations. Other than the vibrations of their beating heart or their digesting intestines, I don’t think people give off vibrations.” 
 
    I frowned. “What about how they say dogs can sense fear? You know, like that. Do you think people can sense fear or other emotions?” 
 
    “I can tell you are serious, but I’d have to see it proven by science. Otherwise, I just don’t believe it,” said Emma. “Sorry.” 
 
    I watched as Clayton walked back and forth, looking down into the ocean. It looked like he was taking notes, but I couldn’t tell for sure. Maybe he was just holding a small rock. 
 
    “Well, I think we can sense vibrations, and I don’t like Clayton’s.” 
 
    “He can be a bit … abrupt,” Emma agreed. “But, I think he is basically an okay person. He just grew up rich in the City. That probably explains why he doesn’t act exactly like we country villagers do.” 
 
    I doubted that very much, but I could tell my conversation with Emma was at a dead end. I noticed that Clayton was done with his observations, and he had started walking back in the direction of the village. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day Seventeen: Afternoon 
 
      
 
      
 
    With the exception of Clayton’s suspicious behavior, yesterday had been a good day. We made nearly three hundred emeralds.  
 
    On my way home, I had passed Biff’s SUP School and Pool. He claimed that he had made fifty emeralds. I did not know if he was telling the truth, but I really didn’t care. As long as Emma and I kept making emeralds, I didn’t mind if Biff did too. Maybe he’d stop being such a bully if he had some money to help his self-esteem. 
 
    This morning was uneventful.  
 
    Emma and I surfed and then opened the beach to our customers. The emeralds were pouring in. I taught a few villager kids how to surf. Sales at the snack shack were almost continuous. A couple dozen villagers were in the water surfing. 
 
    Yes, sir. Things were going great.  
 
    I sat in a chair, getting a tan and looking out at the happy tourists and local villagers enjoying my wave. They looked like floating emeralds, which, in a way, they were since they had to pay to use my wave. 
 
    I felt a swell of greed rising within me. I fought against it. It was okay to make money, but not to be so greedy that you could think of nothing else. The greed was a villager curse. That is what had led me to nearly fight Biff the other day over two measly emeralds. I needed to keep that greed in check. I needed to remember how lucky I was. 
 
    The swell of greed was gone. I felt the warm sun on my body. I smelled the salt air drifting in from the breaking waves. I heard the laughter of everyone playing in the ocean. 
 
    What could go wrong? I thought as I put my arms behind my head and exhaled a long, calming breath. 
 
    That was when I heard the scream. 
 
    I jumped up from my chair and put my hand to my forehead, blocking the sunlight from my eyes so that I could see better. I scanned the ocean, but saw nothing. 
 
    Emma rushed to my side. “What was that?” she asked in a panicked voice. 
 
    I shook my head. “I’m not sure. A scream from the water, but I can’t see anything.” 
 
    Another scream. 
 
    A young villager raced up to us. “A squid is attacking my brother.” 
 
    “What?” Emma and I said in unison. “But squids are passive mobs.” 
 
    “Save my brother,” said the villager, pointing at the water. “He’s over there!” 
 
    “Turn off the waves,” I shouted to Emma as I grabbed my SUP and paddled out as quickly as I could. 
 
    I scanned the water, looking for any sign of the squid and villager. I saw nothing. Then, I noticed a surfboard floating in the water. I stroked over to it quickly. 
 
    I could not see anything. Until ... I looked down.  
 
    I saw a squid dragging a young villager down into the depths of the ocean. I had to act fast. I dove off the SUP and swam down to the squid. I looked at the young villager. He was struggling to get free. I pulled at the squid’s tentacles, but that only made it tighten its grip on the villager. 
 
    I swam next to the squid and punched it in the head. This made the squid loosen its grip on the villager, and he was able to escape and swim to the surface.  
 
    I was following him to the surface when I was enveloped by a cloud of black ink. I couldn’t see anything. I became disoriented.  
 
    Was I swimming up or down? 
 
    Then, I felt a tentacle grab my leg and pull me down. I kicked at the tentacle but its grip tightened. I struggled against it, but I could not free myself. I was being pulled deeper and deeper. 
 
    I could feel my health decreasing.  
 
    Was this really it? Killed by a squid? How embarrassing. 
 
     At least I had saved the young villager. That had to count for something. 
 
    I had given up hope and was contemplating where I would like to respawn – Capitol City, maybe – when I suddenly felt the tentacle release its grip. I was able to see through the murky water that the squid was flashing red. 
 
    Something had killed it! I hoped it had not been a bigger squid! 
 
    Then, I felt an arm grab me and pull me to the surface. 
 
    As I broke the surface of the water, I coughed and spit water from my lungs. I saw stars as I felt two hands put me on top of my SUP. The hands held me on the board as I coughed some more, before finally regaining something like a normal breathing rhythm. 
 
    I looked around and saw Claire was holding me on the board. Behind her, standing on his SUP was ... Biff? 
 
    “Thanks, guys,” I said, completely surprised. 
 
    Claire smiled reassuringly. “We heard the screams and paddled over to investigate. We saw you save that young villager and then not resurface. It was scary.” Claire shivered as she finished speaking. 
 
    I looked at Biff. “Yeah, it was intense. I think you are a dork and a loser, but I don’t want you to die,” he said. 
 
    “Thanks, Biff, that means alot coming from you.” (I don’t know why I said that. Maybe it was the euphoria of still being alive. My brain was clearly not functioning properly.) 
 
    “Biff dove in and stabbed the squid with his sword, and I followed and carried you to the surface,” said Claire. “My parents aren’t going to believe this when I tell them.” 
 
    I smiled weakly. “Can you paddle me to shore? I don’t feel like being in the ocean anymore today.” 
 
    “Sure. Just sit there on the front part of the SUP,” said Claire as she stood up and started to paddle. 
 
    As we got closer to the shore, I could see Emma’s face. She was relieved I was alive. She rushed into the shallows of the water and pulled me from the board onto the shore. Someone must have told my parents what had happened because they were there too. 
 
    “My baby,” shouted my mom as she hugged me close. 
 
    How embarrassing, but reassuring at the same time. 
 
    My dad moved in and we had a group hug. 
 
    Still embarrassing, but I wasn’t pushing them away. 
 
    Finally, we ended the hug, and I looked around and said, “That was crazy. I’ve never heard of a squid attacking anyone before. Aren’t they normally docile?” 
 
    Everyone nodded. No one said anything, but I noticed Biff looked uncomfortable, like he wanted to say something, but just couldn’t bring himself to utter the words. 
 
    “What is it, Biff?” I asked. 
 
    Biff rubbed his over-sized head with his meaty, bully hands and said, “Well, it’s just that … right before I stabbed the squid, I saw its eyes.” 
 
    Biff shivered. His words stopped. I could tell it was something intense. Finally, Biff managed the strength to continue. 
 
    “Its eyes. Its evil eyes. They were … glowing red.” 
 
    Before I could ask a follow up question, two village police officers rushed over to us. 
 
    “We heard that a squid attacked and nearly killed a young villager,” said one of them. “Is that true?” 
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    We all nodded. 
 
    “In that case, I’m shutting this surf park thingy down until we can make sure this won’t happen again.” 
 
    “What?!?” I shouted. “You can’t do that! This was just a freak occurrence. Squids are normally docile. You can’t shut down my wave, bro.” 
 
    The officer walked over and loomed above me. He was imposing and authoritative. Was he going to arrest me? 
 
    “Look, kid, first of all, I’m not your bro. Second of all,  I don’t care what you think you know about the behavioral imperatives of squids. A kid almost drowned here, and we aren’t letting anyone in the water until we think it is safe. Got it?” He finished by jabbing a finger a few inches in front of my face. 
 
    I sighed. My shoulders slumped. “Yes, sir.” 
 
    My dream to be a surfer had been crushed. My life was no longer my own. I looked over at Emma. I could tell she was sad too. 
 
    I put my hands in my face and sobbed. 
 
      
 
    END of Book 2

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
      
 
    Hi! I really hope you liked this book. Would you mind leaving a review on Amazon to let me know what you thought?  Thank you!  
 
    If you want to be alerted when I release a new book, be sure to sign up for my email list at www.drblockbooks.com or follow any of my social media platforms. I’m on Facebook, Twitter, and Instagram under @drblockbooks. I am also on Goodreads, just search for Dr. Block. I recommend signing up for the newsletter because you will get a TWO FREE, subscriber-exclusive short stories as well as a periodic newsletter. 
 
    Thanks again for reading my books! 
 
    And, if you want to know what happens next, pick up a copy of BOOK 3 of the Diary of a Surfer Villager by clicking one of the links below or going to your local Amazon store. 
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    Amazon USA 
 
    Amazon Australia 
 
    Amazon India 
 
    Amazon Canada 
 
    Amazon UK 
 
      
 
    See you later, 
 
    Dr. Block 
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