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    Day 18 
 
      
 
      
 
    I woke up this morning with a sense of dread.  
 
      
 
    My sense was correct.  
 
      
 
    Today, was the worst day of my life. 
 
      
 
    Let’s review:  My surf park thingy was closed by the police. I wouldn’t be able to make any more emeralds and, even worse, would not be able to surf the waves Emma and I had created. 
 
      
 
    And to make matters even more horrible, I had finally decided upon a name for the surf park thingy, but it was closed so no one would ever get to hear it. I had decided to call it “Jimmy and Emma’s Surf ‘n Snack.” 
 
      
 
    Such a sick name! 
 
      
 
    Although I understood the reasons why the police wanted to close the Surf ‘n Snack in order to ensure the safety of all villagers and tourists from squid attacks, I was positive no other squids would ever attack. 
 
      
 
    I could not shake Biff’s account of the squid’s glowing red, evil eyes. Obviously, it was not a normal squid. Or, maybe it was a normal squid, but something had been done to it.  
 
      
 
    Something. Was. Very. Wrong. 
 
      
 
    As I lay in bed trying to puzzle the mystery of the red-eyed squid, I suddenly had a positive thought. Emma and I had made a few thousand emeralds in a very short period of time. Although we were not rich by the standards of your average greedy Minecraft villager, we were rich for kids our age. Most twelve-year-old villagers only had a few dozen emeralds at best, and most had less. 
 
      
 
    But, my relative wealth did not make me feel happy. What would I do with the money? The only thing I wanted to do in life was to surf, and now that was gone. I couldn’t even move my surf park to another location anywhere near the village because it would be shut down by the police for fear of squid attacks. And, I was too young to move away from home to create a surf park in some other part of the ocean. 
 
      
 
    Basically, even if I had all the emeralds in the world, they would be useless to solve my problem. 
 
      
 
    Tear. Sniff. 
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    In order to try to snap myself out of my funk, I decided to go downstairs and eat some breakfast. When I got to the kitchen, I saw that my mom had prepared my most favorite food of all time: apple pie. 
 
      
 
    My mom came over and gave me a hug and said, “I’m glad you survived that squid attack yesterday.” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged, pretending like I was dominant and unafraid. “Yeah, it’s cool. But now I can’t go surfing anymore.” 
 
      
 
    My mom held onto my shoulders and pushed me away to arm’s length and looked me in the eyes with a very serious expression. “I don’t want you to go surfing, or swimming, or any of that other nonsense you do in the ocean. The water is dangerous. You need to stay out of it.” 
 
      
 
    I suddenly became upset. “I’ll never stay out of the ocean. Surfing is too awesome. But, it doesn’t matter right now. The police won’t let me go in.” 
 
      
 
    My mom shook her head sadly and said, “Sit down, Jimmy. Eat one of these apple pies. You’ll feel better.” 
 
      
 
    I quickly devoured one of the apple pies. The sugary sweet baked fruit did make me feel better, but only for a brief moment. This must be how people feel who need to eat to be happy. It only lasts for a short moment and then you need to eat more. 
 
      
 
    I looked into the living room and saw my dad sitting in a chair reviewing his business account books. “What are you doing, Dad?” 
 
      
 
    “Just adding up the emeralds we made this month at our store. It was a pretty good month,” he said, grinning, a greedy glint appearing in his eyes. 
 
      
 
    I sighed. “I wish I could say the same. Emma and I were doing very well but now are making nothing. It’s not fair that something I don’t have any control over destroys my business.” 
 
      
 
    My dad looked at me and smiled knowingly. “Jimmy, there are many things we can control in this life, but we cannot control everything. You had a great business going there and this is just a setback. Eventually, the police will let you go back in the ocean and you can reopen for business. It might take a few weeks or months, but you’ll be back.” 
 
      
 
    I wanted to believe my dad, but I thought he was lying to me. I was sure this was the end of my business world. Now, I would just be a poor villager who would be forced to inherit the family business instead of creating something of my own to be proud of. 
 
      
 
    “I doubt it, Dad,” I said, an angry edge in my voice. 
 
      
 
    My father shook his head. “You know, back when you were very little, a giant zombie and husk horde encircled the village of Zombie Bane. It took weeks before the players could come clear them out. Most zombies would die in the fire of daylight, but the husks remained. Then, when night fell, the zombies would respawn. It was horrible. But your mom and I had saved up enough emeralds and enough food that we were able to make it through. Sure, we lost a solid month’s worth of income, but these things happen. Trust me, you’ll get back on your feet one of these days.” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged in response. I didn’t want to admit that my dad’s story made a lot of sense and he actually kind of cheered me up. I just wasn’t ready to be happy yet. 
 
      
 
    I stood up. “Yeah, I guess. Whatever. I’m gonna go back to my room.” 
 
      
 
    I walked upstairs and went into my room and pulled out my surf magazine. I looked at the beautiful pictures of waves and tubes in exotic locations and I started to cry. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 19 – Morning 
 
      
 
      
 
    I slept until the rays of the sun poured through my window, hitting me in the face, and forcing me to wake up. It was about nine o’clock in the morning.  
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    A few days ago, I would have already been making tons of emeralds. But now, I was just another twelve-year-old sleeping in and wasting the day. 
 
      
 
    Who cares, I thought. I guess that’s what my life has come to. Just a waste of time. 
 
      
 
    At that moment, I decided to spend the entire day in bed. I would only get up to use the bathroom or eat a few snacks. I wasn’t going to get out of my pajamas. I didn’t care that they smelled. 
 
      
 
    About 30 minutes later, there was a knock on my door. 
 
      
 
    “What is it?” I asked, upset that someone had dared to disturb my pathetic-ness. 
 
      
 
    The door cracked open. It was my mom. “Emma is here. She wants to talk to you.” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “Send her up.” 
 
      
 
    My mom laughed. “I’m not going to send her up here to this disgusting pigsty. It smells horrible. Open a window, put on some clean clothes, and come downstairs.” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t want to put on any clean clothes, but I also didn’t want to be too gross around my friends. I walked over to my closet and picked out a super awesome – jk lol – brown robe. No multicolored robes for me. Just pathetic brown robes. I looked just like everybody else. 
 
      
 
    After I put on my robe, I quickly brushed my teeth and tossed a handful of water in my hair so it wouldn’t look so greasy. I left my room and went downstairs where I found Emma sitting at the kitchen table eating a slice of apple pie. 
 
      
 
    “This apple pie is awesome,” she said with her mouth full, crumbs of crust falling from her lips. “Your mom is a great baker.” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “Yeah, hurr, I guess she’s pretty good. I had apple pie for breakfast yesterday.” 
 
      
 
    Emma’s eyes widened with shock and jealousy. “I wish my mom would let me eat apple pie for breakfast,” she said as she stuffed another piece of pie in her mouth. 
 
      
 
    “She only gives me pie in the morning when I’m depressed. It’s not that great.” 
 
      
 
    Emma laughed. “Stop being such a derp. Let’s do something.” 
 
      
 
    I sighed. “Why? We can’t surf any waves. The cops have the ocean closed.” 
 
      
 
    Emma rolled her eyes and shook her head. “The ocean’s pretty big, in case you forgot. We can SUP wherever we want. Besides, even if there are more evil killer squids out there, we can see them from on top of our SUPs and get away from them.” 
 
      
 
    I laughed so hard I almost snorted out a booger, but recovered in time to prevent embarrassment. “There aren’t any more evil squids. Biff said it looked evil.  It was probably possessed or something. There’s no way it was natural. I bet nothing like that will ever happen again. The police are just being stupid for shutting down the Surf ‘n Snack.” 
 
      
 
    Emma thought about it for a minute. She pursed her lips and crinkled her eyes in thought. “Yeah, hurr, maybe you’re right. But, there’s nothing we can do about that right now. So let’s go have some fun. Maybe we can even spend a few of those emeralds we made.” 
 
      
 
    I had to admit, getting outside and getting a little sun and exercise did sound like a good idea. I didn’t want to admit it, but Emma was right. Plus, it would be fun to spend some of the emeralds we made. Maybe we could buy some action figures or a few good Minecraft diaries. I guess it might be fun. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, sounds a good idea. Let me go get my swim trunks on and we can grab our SUPs and go down to the ocean. But, I’ll have to be careful. My mom doesn’t want me playing in the ocean, so I need to sneak the SUP out.” 
 
      
 
    Emma smiled and nodded her understanding. “Great. I’m just going to have another piece of this apple pie while you get ready.” 
 
      
 
    After I changed – my bathing suit hidden under my robe – I walked back downstairs and Emma and I went to the side of my house where I grabbed my SUP and paddle.  
 
      
 
    We then walked to Emma’s house. But, instead of going straight for her SUP, she told me to come check out her latest invention. I put down my board and followed her. 
 
      
 
    When we got to the side yard of her house, there was a big pile of something that looked like a lot of ropes tied together. “See, I made a net,” said Emma proudly. 
 
      
 
    I scratched the bristles of my blonde hair, confused. “What, are you going fishing or something?” 
 
      
 
    Emma slapped her forehead. “No, silly, it’s a protective net. We can put it around our surf area and it will keep out any squids that happen to drift in our direction.” 
 
      
 
    My eyes got wide with understanding. “Do you think that will work?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I’m sure it will. I just need to convince the police it will be strong enough to keep out any squids. I think if they observe it for a while they’ll see that squids can’t get through and maybe they’ll let us reopen the Surf ‘n Snack.” 
 
      
 
    I rushed over to Emma and gave her a hug. (I know, I know. It’s always the girls who do the hugging, but not this time. Not this time.) 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 19 – Afternoon 
 
      
 
      
 
    Emma and I had been paddling around in silence for about half an hour. A few other kids and looked at us from the shore and shouted that we should come in to avoid the evil squid. We just ignored them. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe there were no police officers around. They just shut down my business and don’t bother to guard it??? 
 
      
 
    I stroked over closer to Emma and asked, “What do you think caused the squid to have the evil red eyes that Biff noticed?” 
 
      
 
    Emma shook her head and shrugged. “I’ve never heard of such a thing. I’ve been trying to think of some sort of scientific explanation for what may have turned the squid’s eyes red and made it act the way it did. The only thing I can come up with is that maybe it was sick.” 
 
      
 
    I thought back to the incident as I was being dragged down to the depths and had believed that I was about to lose the last of my air bubbles and die flashing red and then evaporating in a puff of smoke, if smoke could exist under the water. 
 
      
 
    As I relived that horrific moment, I shuddered. I seemed to recall feeling an evil vibration coming from the squid.  Although I had not seen its eyes, I distinctly remembered the feeling of evil and dread coming over me. 
 
      
 
    “You know something, Emma, hurr, as I was being dragged down to the bottom of the ocean by the squid, I felt something strange. I felt as though the squid were truly evil.” 
 
      
 
    Emma chuckled. “That makes no scientific sense. Squids are passive mobs. I don’t think a squid can be evil or good. It just exists.” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head as I continued to paddle along next to her. “I know, but I really did feel something evil from it. Like maybe it was possessed or poisoned or something. Do you think there’s a potion that could do that?” 
 
      
 
    Emma contemplated my question for a moment. I could tell she was accessing the database of her mind. After about 10 seconds, she shook her head. “No, I don’t think there’s any potion that can do that.” 
 
      
 
    I reached up and rubbed my chin in thought. “What about an Evoker? Do you think one could have cast a spell or conjured some sort of evilness to make the squid do what it did?” 
 
      
 
    Again, Emma paused for an extended period of time to think. “I really don’t know. I’m unsure what Evokers are actually fully capable of. We may need to do some research.” 
 
      
 
    “Research? Where can we do that?” 
 
      
 
    Emma looked at me like I was the biggest idiot in the world. “Um, the library? A bookstore?” 
 
      
 
    I smiled sheepishly and said, “Oh, yeah, of course. Let’s get to shore, dry off and go see about that research.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 19 – Late Afternoon  
 
      
 
      
 
    After Emma and I had dropped off our SUP boards and had changed into normal brown villager robes, we went to the town library.  
 
      
 
    The inside of the library looked like you might expect it to look. There were stacks of books on shelves everywhere. It smelled like leather and slightly damp dog due to all the old pages of paper and parchment. I’d only been in there once or twice, usually just with my parents. Libraries and I didn’t get along. 
 
      
 
    As we walked through the front door I saw the scariest looking librarian I had seen in a long time.  
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    Well, since I’d only really seen one or two librarians in the past and that was like five years ago, maybe it was the same librarian. I don’t know. Anyway, the librarian was very scary. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t like the looks of that guy,” I whispered to Emma. 
 
      
 
    Emma laughed. “Librarians are harmless. And besides, that’s a woman.” 
 
      
 
    “Really?” 
 
      
 
    Emma nodded and slapped the side of my shoulder with the back of her hand indicating for me to follow her to the librarian. We walked up to “her” and Emma talked. 
 
      
 
    “We are looking for books discussing Evokers and the sorts of magic they can do.” 
 
      
 
    A look of shock and dismay disfigured the librarian’s face. She put her hand to her chest and fluttered it like a fan as if to indicate that she was having heart palpitations. Then she spoke in a creaky cracky old lady voice, “We don’t have filth like that in our library.” 
 
      
 
    “Filth?” said Emma, surprised. “Come on, lady. We just want to do some scientific research.” 
 
      
 
    The librarian moved her fluttering hand from her chest to her face, as if fanning herself with it would somehow cleanse her of the horrible things she had just heard emanate from Emma’s mouth.  
 
      
 
    “Well, I don’t know anything about ‘scientific research,’ but I can assure you, young lady, we don’t have any books about Evokers, or magic, or witches, or any of that stuff.” 
 
      
 
    “What about zombie books?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    The librarian looked at me like I was daft.  “Of course we have zombie books! This is Zombie Bane after all.  Zombies are totally different,” she explained, her hand still fluttering in front of her face. 
 
      
 
    “Well, then, where can we find books with information about that filth?” asked Emma. 
 
      
 
    This time, the librarian lifted her other hand up to her face and fluttered both of them in front of her as rapidly as she could. “Well, I’m sure that old weirdo Mr. Blaze has some of those sorts of books in his disgusting bookstore.” 
 
      
 
    “Thanks for the information,” said Emma with a smile, saluting the librarian by quickly tapping two fingers against her forehead. 
 
      
 
    When the librarian had realized that she had just told two twelve-year-old villagers where to find such horrific filth, she passed out.  
 
      
 
    Even though she had been mean to us, we couldn’t ignore a possible medical emergency. We ran around the librarian’s desk and lifted her up and put her on a chair. Then, doing what seemed like the most obvious thing to do, we fanned her face with our hands.  
 
      
 
    Apparently four hands work better than two because she regained consciousness rather quickly and said, “Thank you, children, but don’t go to that bookstore. You’ll regret it.” 
 
      
 
    Emma and I shrugged, said “You’re welcome,” and left the library to go over to Mr. Blaze’s bookstore. 
 
      
 
    As we left the library, my stomach grumbled.  “Hey, Emma, hurr, let’s get something to eat at the Junction before we go to the bookstore. I’m starving.” 
 
      
 
    “Cool,” said Emma. 
 
      
 
    The Zombie Junction Snack Shack – or, “the Junction,” as the locals called it – was owned by a family that lived a block away from my house. The kids were older than me, so I didn’t really know them very well. But all the locals agreed they made the best food. Some of the other restaurants were more popular with tourists, but people in the know went to the Junction for their eats. 
 
      
 
    Emma and I sat down at a table near a window so we could watch tourists walking by. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe school starts in a couple weeks and I can’t go surfing,” I sighed, feeling sorry for myself. 
 
      
 
    “I’m excited for school to start,” said Emma. “I heard the sixth grade teacher is a whiz when it comes to science.” 
 
      
 
    “Ugh, I hate science.” 
 
      
 
    Emma shook her head. “But look at what science has done for you. It created the Surf ‘n Snack. Without science, you’d still be daydreaming and staring at surf magazines.” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “I suppose.” 
 
      
 
    Just then, the waiter came over and asked us what we wanted. Emma ordered three apple pies and a glass of milk. I ordered a watermelon, a carrot salad, roast mutton, and a glass of water.  
 
      
 
    The waiter smiled as he wrote down the order and raised a questioning eyebrow, probably thinking it was bizarre that one person at the table was ordering all desserts and the other person was ordering a full dinner and it was only 3 o’clock in the afternoon. But, like a good waiter, he didn’t question the food choices, he just took the order and went away. 
 
      
 
    I stared out the window watching tourists excitedly pointing at different landmarks. The Junction was only a few doors down from one of the locations where my great great gramps had killed one of his ten zombies. I think it was zombie number eight or maybe number six; I just couldn’t remember. 
 
      
 
    “Sometimes I wish we lived in a town that didn’t have a beach,” I said. “At least then, I wouldn’t want to go surfing.” 
 
      
 
    Emma rolled her eyes. “Really? What about all these landlocked tourists who come here and paid to take surf lessons from you? Maybe you would want to go surfing.” 
 
      
 
    As usual, Emma was right. I didn’t want to talk about it anymore.  
 
      
 
    A moment later, the waiter arrived with our food and we ate in silence. When we were done, I left five emeralds on the table to pay for the meal, including a one emerald tip for the waiter. 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze’s bookstore was only about a five minute walk from the Junction. The outside looked like any other storefront in the village of Zombie Bane. Blocks stacked high, a sturdy door, and a window to show off the items for sale inside. 
 
      
 
    We open the door and walked in. It seemed like any other bookstore I’d been inside. Not that I’d been in very many. Books everywhere. The latest bestsellers. I saw several copies of one of my favorite book, Baby Zeke: The Diary of a Chicken Jockey, displayed on an end cap. There were also some biographies, the most prominent of which was the book written by my father about my grandfather. In case you forgot it’s called Cornelius: Bane of Zombies. There were probably about 100 copies of it stacked in the form of a pyramid located on a table just as you entered the bookstore. The books confronted you and almost demanded you purchase one of them. 
 
      
 
    There were a few tourists milling about browsing the books. A couple of them were carrying copies of Cornelius: Bane of Zombies, and the rest just had a random assortment of entertaining fiction and some guidebooks. 
 
      
 
    We walked up to the information counter and I asked, “Is Mr. Blaze around?” 
 
      
 
    The teenager behind the counter slowly looked up and said, “Hey, are you the kids who run the surf school thingy?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “The Surf ‘n Snack,” I explained while pointing at Emma. “She built the thing.” 
 
      
 
    He looked over at Emma and nodded approvingly. “Nice work. Too bad about that stupid squid. I was thinking about coming over for a surf lesson myself one of these days.” 
 
      
 
    I sighed. “Yeah, anyway, that’s kind of why we want to talk to Mr. Blaze. We were hoping to ask him a few questions.” 
 
      
 
    The teenager behind the cash register glanced to the far corner of the bookstore where there was a small door. He pointed at the door and said, “He’s in there. Doing inventory or something. Just go up to the door and knock. He’ll open it. You can tell him what you want.” 
 
      
 
    We thanked the teenager and walked over to the corner. Before we knocked on the door, I said to Emma, “So, how are we to broach the subject with this guy? Just asking for all his occult books?” 
 
      
 
    Emma shrugged. “I don’t think we are looking for occult books. I think we are looking for research about Evokers. That’s different. We don’t want to become Evokers, just learn about them.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “I guess so. Maybe you should do the talking.” 
 
      
 
    Emma smiled. “I was going to anyway.” 
 
      
 
    We walked up to the door and I knocked. After a few seconds there was no response and so I knocked again. At that point the door latch clicked and the door creaked open.  
 
      
 
    Standing in front of us was a fairly normal looking villager, though maybe a little shorter than average. He was wearing a brown robe with a few stains on it, probably from food or maybe some soup he had spilled on himself. His hair was a little greasy, like he hadn’t taken a shower in a week or two, but he didn’t smell. He was wearing thick red [?!?] glasses, probably having ruined his eyes from reading too much in low light. The glasses had slid down his nose a little bit and he pushed them back before he said, “Yes? How can I help you?” 
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    Emma looked at him and said, “We were hoping to find some information. Some historical information. Some information about what Evokers are capable of.” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze looked a little surprised by the question but, unlike the librarian, he was not shocked. He tilted his head toward the ceiling and looked at the old wooden ceiling tiles. His eyes darted back and forth as he thought about Emma’s request. Then he smacked his lips together and looked back down at us and said, “I have some books about Evokers. But, what exactly do you want to know?” 
 
      
 
    “Well,” said Emma, “we want to know if they can possess mobs using their magic. We have a theory and we wanted to see if it was even possible before we explored it further.”  
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze squinted his eyes together and looked at us. I could tell he had a book that would tell us exactly what we wanted to know but he was assessing us to see if he was going to reveal it to us. Then he asked, “Are you the two kids who run the surf park?” 
 
      
 
    We nodded. 
 
      
 
    “Then, hurr, I guess this must be about that squid, right?” 
 
      
 
    I was surprised he figured it out so quickly. “Yes, you are right. How did you know?” 
 
      
 
    He shrugged. “I heard a rumor about the squid having evil red eyes. It reminded me of something I read in the book once. In fact, it’s the book that I’m going to give to you to help answer your question. Follow me.” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze turned his back to us and led us farther back into the room. We followed him into a smaller adjoining room crammed with books. He motioned for us to shut the door as we entered. I noticed most of the books in the room were just copies of books for sale in the bookstore. But, there was a small cabinet with glass doors that were locked. It was to this cabinet that Mr. Blaze led us. 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze pulled a key out of his pocket and unlocked the cabinet. He reached in and moved his finger slowly across the spines of the books as he read their titles.  When he found the one he was looking for, he grabbed the spine and pulled the book from the cabinet. He turned around wordlessly and walked over to a small table and set the book down. He opened the book to a section, flipped through a few pages until he found what he was looking for, and then gestured to us. 
 
      
 
    We walked over and stood next to him. 
 
      
 
    “This book explains the magical powers of the Evokers. Most people know that they can summon vexes to attack others, especially players. But there’s a lot more they can do. Normally, they don’t bother with their additional powers because the vexes alone tend to be enough. However, they are masters of the dark arts. Go ahead and read it.” 
 
      
 
    We walked up to the book and began to read. It said: 
 
      
 
    The name Evoker comes from the verb to evoke. Evokers typically are able to summon creatures, known as vexes, from nowhere. They simply materialize. What is little-known is that the Evokers are able to summon creatures to any location they wish. Therefore, an Evoker can summon a vex to the inside of a box or a wall, or any other hollow cavity. There are some who further speculate that Evokers can summon the powers of the vex without the body of a vex, thus enabling them to possess others. There are stories of Evokers in the past who, through much trial and error and pain, perfected this talent. Similarly, there are stories of Evokers who tried but failed to perfect this talent, and instead simply killed the victims they attempted to possess. The last known instance of an Evoker possessing a victim occurred more than 200 years ago. 
 
      
 
    My jaw was hanging slack. I looked over at Emma and said, “This means an Evoker could have possessed that squid!” 
 
      
 
    Emma tilted her head back and forth considering this. “Maybe. But it says the last known Evoker who could do this lived over 200 years ago. If that’s true, then maybe this ability has died, or, at least, the knowledge of how to perform it has died.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Could be, but a power like that is something someone evil would try to revive if they knew it was possible.” 
 
      
 
    “Exactly!” said Mr. Blaze. “When I heard about that squid and his red eyes, I thought right away he was possessed. The only way to prove it would’ve been to examine the squid itself, but now it’s gone. If there is an Evoker out there who can possess mobs, then it’s only a matter of time before the Evoker will attempt to possess villagers and maybe even players. This is very dangerous.” 
 
      
 
    “Do you think the Evoker lives in our village?” I asked, my voice trembling. 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze shook his head. “I doubt it. If someone had been trying to master these dark arts, I think someone would have seen it. Practicing evoking skills requires a lot of attempts and surely they would have summoned vexes that would escape and it would have been noticed. To my knowledge, there hasn’t been an Evoker in Zombie Bane for at least 100 years.” 
 
      
 
    I sighed. “Thank you for letting us read this book. At least we know that our theory might be correct. But how do we prove it?” 
 
      
 
    “Without the squid’s body, maybe we never will,” said Emma. “But in the meanwhile, I need to go back home and work on my net. We should go by the police department tomorrow and see if they will let us reopen our surf park. We can worry about Evoker possession another time.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 20 
 
      
 
      
 
    About ten o’clock in the morning, I went over to Emma’s house so we could walk to the police station together to check on the status of our surf park. The police had previously told us they needed to ensure that the area was safe for swimming activities before they would allow us to reopen. I had hoped that in the two days the park was closed they would have reached that conclusion. 
 
      
 
    The police station was on the other side of the village, so it took us about fifteen minutes to walk there. I jealously watched the tourists entering the various shops and restaurants and spending emeralds by the dozens while Emma and I earned nothing. 
 
      
 
    Stop it, stop it, I thought. The emeralds are means to an end they are not the end themselves. Stop being such a greedy villager! 
 
      
 
    We were passing by the souvenir shop owned by Biff’s family. As his SUP school was also closed due to the squid, I saw him inside folding t-shirts. 
 
      
 
    Biff looked up from his pile of cheaply-made t-shirts and saw me. In the past, we would’ve given each other the stink eye and Biff would’ve made some sort of threatening gesture. But now, after the squid incident and Biff having saved my life, we just acknowledged each other’s existence. I could tell that our relationship been changed forever. In some ways, I wish it hadn’t been. I wish he was still a bully and the squid incident had never happened. But, at least I was alive to have these wishes. Without Biff’s quick thinking, I wouldn’t be. I owed him a debt I could never repay. 
 
      
 
    Emma and I arrived at the police station and walked up to the police officer sitting behind the front desk. 
 
      
 
    “We’d like to speak with the person in charge of the squid monitoring operation by the surf park,” said Emma. 
 
      
 
    The officer looked at us and raised an eyebrow. “You the kids that own the place?” 
 
      
 
    We nodded. 
 
      
 
    “Okay. Give me a minute. I’ll go find the sergeant in charge of that investigation.” 
 
      
 
    We walked away from the front desk and sat on some chairs in the lobby. I looked around the police station and then elbowed Emma in the ribs gently. “Hey, look at that picture over there.” I pointed. “It says it’s an Evoker wanted for his illegal conjuring and magical activities.” 
 
      
 
    Emma squinted at the picture. “All those Evokers look the same to me. How could anyone ever tell them apart?” 
 
      
 
    [image: WANTED POSTER.png] 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t know. But, if there’s actually an Evoker who is wanted for improper use of magic, maybe he possessed the squid or at least knows something about the squid or maybe there’s a group of Evokers who are doing all kinds of illegal things.” 
 
      
 
    Emma nodded her head silently and pursed her lips in thought. After a few seconds she said, “Could be, I suppose. But let’s get our surf park reopened first and then we can worry about illegal Evoking and whether it is related to the squid incident.” 
 
      
 
    I stood up and walked over to the poster. According to the narrative printed on it, the Evoker had been using illegal magic in Capitol City and was on the run. There was no indication he was anywhere near Zombie Bane. 
 
      
 
    At that moment a police officer, who clearly thought he was very important, walked up to us and said, “You the kids here about the squid?” 
 
      
 
    We stood up and I said, “Yes. Do you think we can reopen our surf park now?” 
 
      
 
    He shook his head. “Our monitoring has been inconclusive. We cannot assure the safety of bathers.” 
 
      
 
    “What if we install a net? A squid-proof net,” suggested Emma. 
 
      
 
    The officer rubbed his chin in thought. I could hear his whiskers scratching against his fingertips. “Could work. We’d have to see it in action. Do you have it installed yet?” 
 
      
 
    Emma shook her head. “I should finish it today. Jimmy and I can install it tomorrow and then you can inspect it.” 
 
      
 
    The officer begrudgingly grunted his assent. “Okay. Get that thing installed and we’ll look at it. If we are convinced it will stop squids, then we will probably let you open the place.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled for the first time in two days. “Thank you, officer. We will let you know once the net is installed,” I said. 
 
      
 
    We left the police station and walked to Emma’s house and into her backyard where she was building the net. I walked over to the unfinished net and inspected it. 
 
      
 
    “You really think you can get this thing done in a day?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “No problem,” said Emma confidently. “I already have all the materials I need, and I’ve got my technique down.” 
 
      
 
    “Do you need me to help you?” 
 
      
 
    Emma shook her head. “On something like this, I prefer to work alone. Be back here tomorrow morning and we will load the net into my parents’ horse cart and get it over to the surf park.” 
 
      
 
    “Sounds like a great idea. See you tomorrow,” I said waving at Emma as I walked away. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 21 
 
      
 
      
 
    I woke up early and sprung out of bed. Seriously, I sprung out of bed like a spring. I was so excited about installing the net and the possibility that we could reopen the surf park soon, that I had a spring in my step. 
 
      
 
    I’m not sure why people use that metaphor about springs when they are happy or excited. It seems a bit peculiar to me. Most springs are weight-bearing springs. They are not explosive activity springs. So, I’m just not quite sure where the metaphor comes from. Maybe it relates to rabbits hopping and people thinking they looked like a spring when they hopped? I don’t know. All that I know is that the saying applied to me this morning. 
 
      
 
    [image: jimmy with spring.png] 
 
      
 
    I got dressed quickly, raced downstairs, and wolfed down a big breakfast that my mom had cooked for me. 
 
      
 
    There’s another metaphor that I think is a little weird. Eating like a wolf. I’ve never actually watched wolves eat, but I think they normally eat in packs, with the most important wolf eating first and the rest of the wolves sitting around waiting for their turns.  
 
      
 
    I suppose wolves probably do eat rather quickly because typically a wolf kills an animal and then immediately eats it. I guess you wouldn’t want the animal’s carcass sitting there too long. Plus, once an animal is killed in Minecraft, it flashes red and turns into a puff of smoke pretty quickly, so if you’re a wolf you have to eat the animal very fast before it disappears. 
 
      
 
    So, I’d have to say that I did, in fact, wolf down my breakfast. 
 
      
 
    After eating, I rushed out of the house and went to Emma’s. 
 
      
 
    When I arrived, Emma was already loading the finished net into the back of the horse cart. I jogged over and helped her lift the net. It was very heavy. 
 
      
 
    “Wow, Emma, this thing is massive!” 
 
      
 
    She nodded as she grunted with exertion. “Yeah, it is. But we have to span the entire stretch of ocean from shore to shore in order to keep the squids out. It’s a good thing that our surf park is in an alcove so we only have to close off one side and not both sides.” 
 
      
 
    I continued to shove the net into the back of a horse cart. “Yeah, that was fortuitous.” 
 
      
 
    Emma looked at me and raised an eyebrow quizzically. “I didn’t know you knew what fortuitous meant.” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “Sometimes I surprise myself.” 
 
      
 
    When we finished loading the net into the back of the horse cart, we hitched Emma’s horse to the cart and hopped in the two seats at the front. Emma grabbed the reins and snapped them. The horse began to move and pulled the cart at a slow, meandering pace. 
 
      
 
    It took us about thirty minutes to get from Emma’s house to the surf park area where we could begin installing the net. As we were preparing the net anchors on one side of the shore, Biff and his cousin Claire showed up. 
 
      
 
    I looked at them suspiciously. “What are you guys doing here?” 
 
      
 
    Biff shuffled his feet uncomfortably and scratched his hair nervously. Claire just smiled. Biff began to explain. “Well, my parents have a friend at the police station and they said something about you guys installing a net today. And, hurr, I was wondering if you might install it to protect my SUP area too?” 
 
      
 
    I sighed. He had saved my life….  
 
      
 
    I looked over at Emma. “Is it big enough for that?” 
 
      
 
    Emma thought for a few moments and then said, “It’s probably pretty close. I may need to make it a few more blocks wide to cover the opening by Biff’s SUP school. But, it would probably work.” 
 
      
 
    I looked over at Biff. “Look, since you saved my life I’m willing to move the net farther over. But, if we need to use any more material to enlarge the net, you have to pay for it. Deal?” 
 
      
 
    Biff smiled the biggest smile I’ve ever seen anyone smile during my entire life. “No problem. I’ll even pay for half the net. I just want to be able to reopen my school too.” 
 
      
 
    Biff offering to pay for something that he didn’t have to? What is going on? 
 
      
 
    “Help us load the net back into the horse cart and we will drive it down towards your school so that we can anchor it to the shore there,” said Emma. Biff rushed over and began loading the net with Emma.  
 
      
 
    I was about to start helping too when Claire walked up to me and handed me a present. 
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    “Here. I got this for you.” 
 
      
 
    I could feel my cheeks blushing. It was so embarrassing. “Um, thanks. Hurr, uh, what is this for?” 
 
      
 
    Claire shrugged. “I just thought you’d like it. I had fun in Zombie Bane this summer and I wanted to give you something.” 
 
      
 
    That didn’t seem like much of an explanation to me, but whatever. It was a present. I tore the paper off the present and lifted the lid from the box. Inside was a multicolored robe! I pulled the robe out and held it up. “Oh my Notch, this is awesome! Thank you so much!” 
 
      
 
    Claire smiled. “Sure. You’ll be the coolest dressed kid in all of Zombie Bane.” 
 
      
 
    I turned around and showed it to Emma. “Emma! Look at what Claire gave me!” 
 
      
 
    Emma cast a cool glance at the robe and then at Claire. I could almost see the icicles shooting from Emma’s eyes and hitting Claire. “Yes. Very nice,” said Emma in an extremely slow, vicious voice. 
 
      
 
    What has gotten into her?!? 
 
      
 
    I shuddered and turned around to look at Claire. “Anyway, thanks. I’ll probably save it to wear for the first day of school.” 
 
      
 
    “That sounds like a great idea,” said Claire as she stepped closer to me and gave me a hug. 
 
      
 
    Again with the hugging. I just didn’t get it. 
 
      
 
    When Claire stopped hugging me and backed away I asked, “Hey, where’s your brother Clayton?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, father summoned him home quickly for some reason a few days ago. I’m not exactly sure why, but he is the next in line to succeed in the family business, so it probably has something to do with some important business deal.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Well, I had better put this robe back into the box so it doesn’t get dirty. Then, we can help Emma and Biff install the net.” 
 
      
 
    Claire giggled. “Silly. I’m not going to help install the net. I don’t know how to do that kind of stuff. I’ll see you guys later.” 
 
      
 
    Claire began walking back to the village. I waved good-bye to her and went to help install the net. 
 
      
 
    Once Emma, Biff, and I had the net loaded in the horse cart, we drove down the beach a little ways and found a good location to anchor the net on the other side of Biff’s SUP school. After attaching one side to the anchors, we stretched it out toward the other side of the shore.  
 
      
 
    Fortunately, the net was wide enough to reach the other side, but we had to add some additional netting at the bottom of the net so it could reach the bottom of the ocean. We took turns diving down and anchoring the extended net to the bottom of the ocean.  
 
      
 
    After we had connected all points of the net, we stood on the shore and watched as some squids attempted to swim past the net but simply bounced off and were redirected the other way. The holes in the net were big enough for smaller fish to swim through, but not something as large as a squid. 
 
      
 
    “Looks like it’s working,” said Emma, a grin spreading across her face. 
 
      
 
    I put my hand up for a high five from Emma, but she just ignored me. “Dang, don’t leave me hanging like that.” 
 
      
 
    “I thought maybe you were too cool for me with your new multicolored robe,” said Emma sarcastically. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, it was a gift. I didn’t ask for it.” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Whatever,” said Emma, folding her arms across her chest. 
 
      
 
    Biff was oblivious to our dispute. He was staring in amazement at the net. Then he said, his voice cracking and a tear rolling down his cheek, “You guys are awesome. Let’s go tell the police we got the net installed and they can come look at tomorrow.” 
 
      
 
    We all agreed and started walking toward the horse cart. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 22 – Morning 
 
      
 
      
 
    The police had agreed to show up and inspect the net at 10 o’clock in the morning today. Emma, Biff, and I arrived at 9:30 to make sure everything was still in place. It was. The net was extremely secure. We pulled at it with all our might, but it didn’t budge. 
 
      
 
    When the police arrived, we explained to them how the net was anchored to both sides of the ocean and all the way to the bottom. We told them how we had watched and no squids could get past. Thus, we said, both of our schools and surfing areas were safe.  
 
      
 
    The police, of course, didn’t believe us and had to confirm everything we had just told them.  The officers got in a boat and inspected both sides of the net to ensure it truly was anchored properly. They then sent a diver down to inspect the anchorage points at the bottom of the ocean.  
 
      
 
    After about an hour, the police agreed that the net was completely secure. 
 
      
 
    The police then patrolled up and down the ocean to ensure there were no squids on the school side of the net. They found only one and killed it. Once that was done, they told us we had a clean bill of health and we could open our surf school that afternoon! 
 
      
 
    I was so happy, I sank down to my knees, threw my arms to the heavens, shouted, “Praise Be to Notch!” and wept tears of joy. 
 
      
 
    The police officers looked at me like I was in need of serious help and walked off. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 22 – Afternoon 
 
      
 
      
 
    At noon, I watched as Emma turned on the switch to the wave machine to make sure it still worked. It did.  
 
      
 
    Emma and I paddled out and caught a few. I got super barreled on the left and Emma was carving a right. I almost didn’t want to open the Surf ‘n Snack today. I just wanted to have it to myself. But, I needed to make as much money as I could while summer was still in full swing and tourists were all over the town. 
 
      
 
    We each caught a few more waves and then decided we needed to open the park to everybody else. 
 
      
 
    Emma ran to her house, got on her horse, and rode around the streets of the village announcing the reopening of the Surf ‘n Snack as well as Biff’s SUP school. Within an hour we had a huge crowd on hand and had made 150 emeralds. 
 
      
 
    Hurr. Sweet relief! 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 23 – Morning 
 
      
 
      
 
    Today, I arrived at the Surf ‘n Snack at 7:30 in the morning. All villager kids had to start school in two weeks, and so did most of the tourist villagers. Emma and I agreed to have the surf park open from 8:00 in the morning until sunset every day until school started.  
 
      
 
    We – or should I say, “I” – wanted to make as much money as possible during the final days of summer. 
 
      
 
    When Emma and I opened the surf park at 8:00 o’clock there was already a line of fifty people waiting to surf. We got them all through the gate and into the water fairly quickly. Once the initial press of customers was processed, I relaxed a bit looked out at the waves. They had a calming effect on me. 
 
      
 
    I had been staring at the waves for about five minutes when I heard a familiar voice say, “Hey dude, what’s up?”  
 
      
 
    I looked over and saw Laird. “Laird! How’s it going? Have you been accumulating lots of awesome stuff in Minecraft?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure. I’ve got a complete suit of diamond armor and a diamond sword now. It’s all getting pretty easy.” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe you should go over to the hard-core area of the world and see how well you do there?” I suggested with a wink. 
 
      
 
    Laird shivered with fear. “No way. The hard-core part of Minecraft is too crazy for me. Besides, there’s no waves over there.” Laird smiled. 
 
      
 
    I smiled back. 
 
      
 
    Laird handed me a couple emeralds and went over and picked out a surfboard. When he came back he said, “By the way, have you heard about the new wave pool that just opened up in Capitol City?” 
 
      
 
    My blood turned to ice. I felt nauseous. My mouth went dry. “What wave pool?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, it’s called the Dretsky Wave Pool and SUP Center. It’s inside some giant building.” 
 
      
 
    “Dretsky?” I said. “Did you say ‘Dretsky’?” 
 
      
 
    Laird nodded. “Yeah. I guess they are some sort of big important family in Capitol City. I’ve heard the wave pool is pretty rad. You should check it out.” And with that, Laird ran into the water and began surfing. 
 
      
 
    I sat there as rage flooded my body. Clayton Dretsky, Biff’s cousin and Claire’s brother, had stolen my idea and stolen Emma’s technology. That’s why he was lurking around on the other side of the shore that one day. I couldn’t believe this. 
 
      
 
    Just then Claire and Biff walked up. 
 
      
 
    “I want to rent a surfboard,” said Claire. “I’m going home tomorrow and want to catch a few more waves.” 
 
      
 
    I exploded with anger. “Why would you want to do that? Why don’t you just surf in your family’s wave pool? You’re such horrible people!” 
 
      
 
    Claire stared at me like a shocked llama seeing a wolf for the first time. “What are you talking about?” 
 
      
 
    “Like you don’t know. Your brother started a wave pool. He stole my idea and now he’s going to steal all my money by attracting tourists to Capitol City to use it.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know what you are talking about,” insisted Claire. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, what are you talking about?” asked Biff, confused. 
 
      
 
    “Laird just told me that the Dretsky Wave Pool and SUP Center just opened in Capitol City.” 
 
      
 
    “SUP center?” gasped Biff. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, they stole my idea and now they are going to steal both of our businesses.” 
 
      
 
    Emma had apparently overheard all this and walked up. “That’s pretty low for Clayton to steal from us, but we will still get business. Tourists are still going to come to Zombie Bane.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, but this was my idea. This is industrial espionage. Clayton can’t get away with this.” I turned my wrath on Claire. “Claire, I’m not going to rent you a surfboard. I don’t know if you were involved in this or not, but I don’t like your family anymore.” 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe you said that to me. Didn’t I just give you a multicolored robe yesterday?” said Claire in shock. 
 
      
 
    I laughed. “You think you can buy me? Take your robe back then.” I was being super vicious. 
 
      
 
    I could see the tears forming in Claire’s eyes. “I just wanted to do something nice for you. You seem like a nice guy.” 
 
      
 
    I laughed. “Whatever. Get out here.”  
 
      
 
    (I was being a total jerk. Inside, I knew Claire probably did not deserve to be treated like this, but I was so angry, my judgment was gone.) 
 
      
 
    Caire stared at me, tears forming in her eyes. Then her eyes got hard and she stared at me. Her stare was like nails. And, truth be told, it made me feel somewhat uncomfortable. She then turned and walked away without another word. 
 
      
 
    Biff watched his cousin walk away and then said to me, “Dude, I’m upset too, but that was pretty harsh.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t care. I’ve had the most technologically advanced amazing idea in the history of Minecraft and now that idiot from Capitol City steals it from me? I’m not gonna take this lying down.” 
 
      
 
    “What are you gonna do, then? You are already standing up,” Emma said in a terrible attempt at humor. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t say anything because, well, I had no idea what to do. Instead, I grabbed a surfboard and paddled out to sit next to Laird. 
 
      
 
    “Laird, any chance you are going to Capitol City soon?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I was thinking about heading there tomorrow. I want to check out the wave pool. I heard it has three different waves.” 
 
      
 
    I slapped my forehead. This was worse than I had imagined. “Three different waves?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I heard they’ve got a big barrel, a long point break, and a mushy little beach break for the beginners to practice on. Sounds v. awesome.” 
 
      
 
    Actually, it did not sound awesome, v. or otherwise. It sounded like I was going to be put out of business. 
 
      
 
    “Sure, it does. Hurr, anyway, I’d like to check it out too. You think I could come with you?” 
 
      
 
    Laird shrugged. “Sure, if it’s okay with your parents.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sure it will be.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, well if it’s okay with your parents, meet me over at the hotel at 9:00 in the morning tomorrow. That’s when I plan to leave,” said Laird as he paddled for a wave. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, I will,” I shouted just as Laird stood up on the wave and began to ride to shore.  
 
      
 
    Laird looked back, threw me a shaka, and said, “Cool dude.” And then disappeared into the barrel. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 23 – Evening 
 
      
 
      
 
    After we closed the Surf ‘n Snack for the day, we counted our several hundred emeralds of earnings for the day, and Emma and I parted ways and went home.  
 
      
 
    Emma knew I wanted to go to Capitol City and she was thinking about whether she should go too. I told her she needed to stay here and run the surf park. And she agreed. Reluctantly. 
 
      
 
    When I got home, my mom had a delicious dinner waiting for me. There was sliced watermelon, mushroom stew, cookies, pork chops, steaks, and steamed carrots. I sat down but didn’t eat because I didn’t have much of an appetite. 
 
      
 
    “Aren’t you hungry?” asked my mom. “You’ve been working all day.” 
 
      
 
    I pushed some food around my plate with a fork. “I just heard that Clayton Dretsky opened up a wave pool in Capitol City. He stole my idea.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s unfortunate,” said my dad. “At least there’s enough surfers to go around.” 
 
      
 
    I dropped my fork. “Are you even upset? He stole my idea!” 
 
      
 
    “Well, he did copy your idea. But ideas are a dime a dozen. It’s the execution of the idea that matters. If he stole your wave-making technology, that would be different.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s what I’m trying to say. I’m sure he did. He was lurking around our wave maker about a week ago and now he suddenly has a wave pool?” 
 
      
 
    My mom nodded her head. “It would seem as though maybe he did steal your technology. That’s illegal.” 
 
      
 
    “Exactly,” I said with a determined voice. “That’s why I’m going to Capitol City tomorrow to confront him.” 
 
      
 
    My parents both laughed. “You are not going to Capitol City tomorrow. You have to stay here and run your business.” 
 
      
 
    “Emma said she’d run the business. I’m going.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re only twelve years old. You can’t travel to Capitol City alone,” said my father. 
 
      
 
    “Laird’s going to take me,” I said confidently. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know any Laird,” said my mom. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, you are not going with some stranger,” said my dad with finality. 
 
      
 
    “You guys are lame,” I said as I stood up and ran upstairs to my room and slammed the door. 
 
      
 
    About twenty minutes later, my mom came upstairs and knocked on the door. “Go away,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Biff is here. He wants to talk to you.” 
 
      
 
    I reluctantly opened the door and walked past my mom without looking at her and clomped down the stairs. When I got to the ground floor Biff was standing there looking somewhat nervous. 
 
      
 
    “What is it?” I asked impatiently. 
 
      
 
    Biff began haltingly. “Hurr, well, I was thinking, that, well…. Anyway, I’m upset about what Clayton did too, and my parents said they’d take me to Capitol City tomorrow when they take Claire back. Do you want to come?” 
 
      
 
    This was actually perfect. My parents would have to let me go with Biff and his family. They were responsible adults. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah that sounds great I’d love to come. Let me ask my parents.” 
 
      
 
    I walked into the kitchen where my parents were both still sitting at the table. “Did you hear that? Biff and his family are going to Capitol City tomorrow. Would you mind if I rode along with them?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I guess they are acceptable. They’ve been to Capitol City and back dozens of times,” said my mom reluctantly. 
 
      
 
    “Make sure you pay your fair share,” said my dad. “Now that you have all those emeralds, you can at least pay for your meals and any hotels you have to stay at. It is a overnight trip after all.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled. “Thanks guys. I’m sorry I was such a jerk earlier.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry, we were twelve years old once too, dear,” said my mom, offering a kind smile. 
 
      
 
    I left the kitchen and went back to Biff. “It’s a deal. What time are we leaving tomorrow?” 
 
      
 
    “Probably about 10:00 in the morning. Be at my house by 9:30 so we can get your stuff packed properly in our cart.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, Biff, thanks. We need to get to the bottom of this and figure out why Clayton would steal from us.” 
 
      
 
    Biff nodded. “Yeah, I knew he was as greedy as the next villager, but I didn’t expect he would steal from someone so blatantly.” 
 
      
 
    And with that, Biff left and I shut the door behind him. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 24 – Just After Midnight 
 
      
 
      
 
    After Biff left, I packed all my clothes so that all I had to do was wake up in the morning, have breakfast, and walk over to Biff’s house.  
 
      
 
    I’d been asleep for about three hours when I heard a soft tapping at my window. I thought it was strange because my room is on the second floor and so for someone to tap on the window, they would have to get up on the roof.  
 
      
 
    At first I thought it was just a bird or something and ignored it. But then the tapping grew louder and I could hear a pattern in the tapping. It sounded like something a person would make. 
 
      
 
    I cautiously got out of bed and went to my window and lit a torch to see what was out there. I was startled to see Emma standing on the roof and tapping at the window. 
 
      
 
    She whispered, “Open the window. There’s a zombie below me and it won’t go away until it can’t see me.” 
 
      
 
    I opened the window and let her in. “What are you doing out so late? Aren’t you afraid the zombies and skeletons and spiders are going to get you?” 
 
      
 
    She shrugged. “They’re pretty stupid, really. If you just pay attention you can always hide from them or run away.” 
 
      
 
    I sat down on the edge of my bed while Emma sat down on a chair in the corner of my room.  
 
      
 
    “So, why are you out so late?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “I think I want to go to Capitol City with you and confront Clayton. This is my business too and, in fact, it’s my technology that he stole. I think I should be there.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I guess I don’t mind the business being closed while we are gone. Are your parents okay with you going?” 
 
      
 
    Emma looked down at the floor and without raising her head said, “Yes, hurr. Yes, they are.” 
 
      
 
    I sat there for a few moments and then said, “Okay. Well are you going to go back to your house now, or should I let my parents know you are here so you can sleep on the couch downstairs?” 
 
      
 
    Emma suddenly started laughing.  
 
      
 
    At first it was her normal high-pitched laugh but then it became deeper and slower and more maniacal. I was starting to get a little freaked out. I’d never heard her laugh like that. Come to think of it, I’d never heard anyone laugh like that. 
 
      
 
    When the laugh went on for about 15 seconds I stood up from the bed and was going to go over to Emma to see if she was okay.  But, at that moment, her head bolted upright and she stared at me with glowing red evil eyes.  
 
      
 
    Oh. My. Notch! 
 
      
 
    She stopped laughing and lunged for me and began to claw my face. I could feel her fingers digging into my skin and I screamed and screamed and screamed. 
 
      
 
    And then I woke up.  
 
      
 
    It was only a dream.  
 
      
 
    I sat up in bed covered with sweat. 
 
      
 
    The stress of the last few days must’ve been messing with my mind. 
 
      
 
    I can’t believe I thought Emma had scratched my face. 
 
      
 
    I sat there and finally caught my breath and stopped sweating. But, then I looked down on the sheet in front of me and saw little droplets of blood! 
 
      
 
    I got up and ran to the mirror. I held up a torch so that the light would reflect on my face. There were scratches that were oozing blood!   
 
      
 
    Had Emma really been there? Or, had I just scratched myself in my dream?  
 
      
 
    I looked back at the mirror to check my scratches again. But, instead of my face, I saw something else. I saw… 
 
      
 
    [image: entity 303 face.jpg] 
 
      
 
    As I looked into the face of what could only be the legendary and mythical Entity303, I suddenly felt the same evil vibration I had felt when I was being dragged to my death by the squid. 
 
      
 
    Could it have been Entity303 and not an Evoker who had turned the squid evil? 
 
      
 
    My mind was racing. 
 
      
 
    It was too much. 
 
      
 
    I started to shut down. 
 
      
 
    I screamed and passed out. 
 
      
 
      
 
    END OF BOOK 3 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
      
 
    Thanks to everyone who reviewed the first two volumes of this series. I realize that it has been a while since I released a book, so I apologize. 
 
      
 
    Thanks to LegoWarrior70 for the inspiration for the name of the surf park thingy.  LegoWarrior70 suggested “Jimmy and Emma's surf, snack, turf and wave lesson park,” which is a good name, but I didn’t want to type it out every time, so, I shortened it “Jimmy and Emma’s Surf ‘n Snack,” aka, the “Surf ‘n Snack.” 
 
      
 
    Harrison:  Thanks for your suggestions for book three.  I know you posted your suggestions in a review quite a while ago, but I think you’ll see that I’ve adopted some of them as this series moves forward.  Thanks for being a loyal and helpful reader! 
 
      
 
    And, thanks to everyone for all the suggestions and support. 
 
      
 
    And, if you have a moment, please leave a review of this book on Amazon, it would mean a lot to me. 
 
      
 
    Thanks a million, 
 
    Dr. Block 
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