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    Day 24 – Morning 
 
      
 
    I woke up to the feeling of my face bouncing on something. I wasn’t sure exactly what it was.  
 
      
 
    Could Entity 303 have returned? Was he hitting me with some sort of magical power that only he knows how to control? 
 
      
 
    I then began to hear a strange, formless sound. Initially, it sounded like screaming or the angry voice of some sort of demonic ghast.  
 
      
 
    After a few more seconds, I finally realized the voice was saying “Jimmy! Jimmy!” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head slightly and cracked open my eyes and saw that my mom was standing over me slapping my face. Not hard. It was not abuse or anything. She was just trying to get my attention. 
 
      
 
    “Mom, stop slapping me. Hurrr,” I said groggily. 
 
      
 
    She stopped and stood upright. “You are so sleepy, I thought something might be wrong. I’ve been trying to wake you up for about five minutes. I’ve been slapping your face for the last fifteen seconds. I was about to call a doctor!” 
 
      
 
    I sat up and shook my head some more to clear the cave spider cobwebs from my mind.  
 
      
 
    I thought about telling my mom about the vision. The strange dream with Emma and Entity 303 – was he just a dream? – but I knew that if I told her she would not let me go with Biff and his family to Capitol City. So, instead, I told her, “I think I might’ve stayed up too late thinking about Capitol City. I must not have gotten enough sleep.” 
 
      
 
    My mom put her hands on her hips and said, “You need to be more conscientious about how much sleep you get. Make sure you get enough sleep during your trip. Don’t forget, even though you will be with Biff and his family, you could still run into zombies or skeletons. You need to have your wits about you.” 
 
      
 
    Dude! What a “mom” speech! 
 
      
 
    “I know, Mom, I know.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, come down for breakfast soon. You have to be over at Biff’s house in about 30 minutes.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, Mom,” I said as I stood up and went over to my closet to get a clean brown robe to put on for the day. My mom went back downstairs to finish making breakfast. I could smell the delightful aromas of apple pies and pork chops rising from the first floor of the house. 
 
      
 
    A few minutes later, I was dressed and had fixed my hair. 
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    “Hurrr. Ready to face the world,” I mumbled to myself as I snapped my fingers and pointed at my reflection in the mirror. 
 
      
 
    When I got downstairs my dad and mom were both sitting at the table. I grabbed two slices of apple pie, a pork chop, sliced watermelon, and a glass of water. While I was eating, my dad said, “Are you ready for the big trip?” 
 
      
 
    My mouth was full so, rather than speaking with my mouth full and risking a choking episode, I just shrugged noncommittally. 
 
      
 
    “I remember my first trip to Capitol City,” said my dad. “It is a mind blowing place. It’s probably one hundred times bigger than our village, and we probably have the biggest village in all of Minecraft.” 
 
      
 
    I looked up at my dad. Could he be serious about how much bigger Capitol City was? I’d seen a few pictures of Capitol City, and I knew it was really flashy and had multistory buildings and bright torchlight everywhere, but I guess I never really thought about the scale of the place. 
 
      
 
    “I remember the first time I went there,” said my mom. “My parents took me when I was 14 years old. We went to see a musical called From Here to the Nether. It was about two people who fell in love but then get separated by a zombie pigman who takes the woman down to the Nether as a prisoner and then the man has to find her and save her. Hurrr. It was so romantic.” 
 
      
 
    I stuck my tongue out and shook my head and made a barfing noise. “I’m glad you guys never drag me to something so gross.” 
 
      
 
    My mom smacked my shoulder playfully with the back of her hand. “Jimmy, you need to grow up.” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged again. I went back to eating my food. I stuffed my face for a few more minutes. 
 
      
 
    Here’s another one of those strange expressions: “to stuff one’s face.” It sounds as though you’re taking your face off and holding it like a sack and then pushing things inside of it. That seems like a very bizarre way to treat your face. Plus, it doesn’t make any sense. If stuffing your face means eating a lot of food, shouldn’t the expression be “stuff your stomach” or “stuff your gut” or something like that? I just don’t get how these expressions come to be. 
 
      
 
    When I was finished eating, I told my parents that I was ready to go. They both gave me a hug, my mom gave me a kiss on the cheek, and they wished me good luck. I picked up the travel bag I had packed the night before and walked over to Biff’s house a few blocks away. 
 
      
 
    When I arrived at Biff’s house, Emma was sitting on a bench underneath an apple tree in the front yard. When she saw me, she stood up, brushed the dust from her brown robe, came over and said, “I wanted to make sure I said goodbye before you left.” 
 
      
 
    “Thanks,” I said, smiling as I set my bag on the ground. 
 
      
 
    I looked over toward the house and saw Biff on his porch waving to me. I saw Claire standing inside the house through a window. She was talking to Biff’s mother. She looked over and, seeing that I had arrived, scowled at me and then turned away. 
 
      
 
    Biff walked over and said, “Is that the bag you’re bringing?” 
 
      
 
    I lifted the bag up and shook it. “Yes. I’ve got a few days worth of clothes in here and some snacks. I hope that’s enough.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sure it will be enough. Besides, we will be staying with my cousins’ family, and they have tons of money and will feed us all kinds of great stuff.” 
 
      
 
    Although I thought such an arrangement might be a bit awkward, given that both Claire and Clayton would be living in the same house, I said, “That’s awesome!” 
 
      
 
    Biff reached out and grabbed the handle of my bag. “Here, give it to me. I’ll make sure it gets packed in our cart. After you’re done talking to Emma, come over to the cart and we will leave.” 
 
      
 
    As Biff walked away carrying my bag, I glanced around to make sure no one was within earshot and said, “Emma, I have to tell you about this crazy dream that I had yesterday.  Hurrr.” 
 
      
 
    “Really? How crazy was it?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, you were in it. I thought I was awake and I heard a knocking on my window in the middle of the night. The dream seemed so real. I went to the window, and you were standing there and told me let you in.” 
 
      
 
    Emma looked at me like I was stupid. “How could you think it was real? What would I be doing out at midnight with all the zombies and skeletons and spiders?” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t know. It was a dream, but I thought it was real but it was a dream, so it was a dream, even though it didn’t seem like a dream. Hurrr. Dreams are weird.” 
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    She shook her head. “Anyway, continue.” 
 
      
 
    “Anyway, hurrr, so I let you in the house and you were telling me you wanted to come with me to Capitol City to confront Clayton and then suddenly you started laughing like a maniac, your eyes turned red, and you attacked me and scratched my face and made it bleed. But then I woke up.” 
 
      
 
    “And there wasn’t any blood, right?” asked Emma in a know-it-all voice. 
 
      
 
    “Actually, my face was bleeding. Hurrr. But, by then you had disappeared and I realized it had been a dream and I must’ve scratched myself so I went over to the mirror to see what my face looked like, and when I looked into the mirror I saw Entity 303 looking back at me!”  
 
      
 
    Emma took in a sharp breath in shock. “Are you sure it was Entity 303?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, it was Entity 303 for sure, but then I passed out. So I’m not sure if I saw Entity 303 in another dream or if he really was there and I passed out from shock.” 
 
      
 
    Emma put her finger to her lips and thought about what I just told her. “Do you believe Entity 303 really exists, or is he just a fairy tale created to scare little kids?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I’ve heard a lot of stories about him. I mean, I know Herobrine is real because so many people have seen him and there are actually history books and diaries written about his misdeeds.” I paused and thought for a moment. “But, Entity 303 seems much more mysterious. Part of me wants to believe it was just a myth and I saw him because it was my only way of processing the fear I was feeling in my dream. But part of me thinks he really does exist and he actually appeared in my room.” 
 
      
 
    Emma didn’t seem to believe my logic. “Even if Entity 303 is real, why would he appear to you? I’ve always heard that Entity 303 is about causing problems for players not NPCs. Hurrr. Why would he bother messing with a villager?” 
 
      
 
    Obviously, I had no idea why Entity 303 would appear to me. “I don’t know, maybe the same person who possessed that squid wanted the scare me and sent Entity 303 in a vision.” 
 
      
 
    “Scare you from what?” 
 
      
 
    Again, I had no idea. “I wish I knew.” 
 
      
 
    Emma laughed. She reached over and pulled me to her and gave me a hug. “You’re so crazy, Jimmy.” She stopped her hug and pushed me away gently.  
 
      
 
    “Maybe I am.” 
 
      
 
    “Anyway, don’t worry about the Surf ‘n Snack while you’re gone. If I need any help running it, I’ll hire a few kids to do some work. We should make quite a few emeralds in the next few weeks before school starts.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. The thought of all those emeralds coming in made me happy again. My greedy villager self was asserting its power. And for once I didn’t try to push it away. 
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    “Just be careful about Claire,” said Emma in a quiet conspiratorial voice. “I’m not sure she has anything to do with Clayton stealing our idea, but she’s always talking about how little she knows about everything, which makes me think maybe she actually knows a lot about a lot of things. Hurrr. It’s a convenient cover story.” 
 
      
 
    I looked over at Claire who was still talking to Biff’s mother inside the house. Could she really be that conniving and duplicitous? On the surface, she seemed so nice. She even gave me the multicolored robe, which was now packed in my bag and which I planned to wear the first day we were in Capitol City. 
 
      
 
    I looked back at Emma. “I’ll be careful. I haven’t detected any vibes that makes me think she’s an evil person, but you’re right, you never know.” 
 
      
 
    Emma smiled and waved at me and said goodbye and walked away. I put my hands across my chest and tucked each of them into the opposite sleeve, like we villagers do when we are bored.  
 
      
 
    I walked over toward the cart and told Biff I was ready to go. Biff went inside and got his parents and Claire. As she passed, Claire nodded at me but did not say, “Hi.” I nodded to her wordlessly.  I guess she was still mad at me for yelling at her the other day.  
 
      
 
    I sat in the back of the cart with Biff and the baggage, while Biff’s parents and Claire sat in the front area which had padded seats. 
 
      
 
    I got comfortable on top of my bag and told Biff that I felt kind of tired and was hoping I could take a quick nap. He said he understood and told me he’d wake me up for lunch. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks, man, I appreciate it.” I said. 
 
      
 
    The last thing I heard was Biff’s dad telling the horses to get moving and the snap of the reins. Then I fell asleep. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
     Day 24 – Afternoon 
 
      
 
    The next thing I knew Biff was gently kicking my foot with his own. I stirred awake and asked groggily, “What’s up?” 
 
      
 
    “We’re stopping for lunch. Come on, let’s look around. My mom said she’d get the lunch ready.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded to Biff and stretched. I felt a lot better since I took the nap. I usually thought of naps as things for super-old villager grandparents, but I have to say that I now understand why people like naps so much. 
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    I hopped out of the back of the covered cart and saw that we had parked on the top of a small hill underneath a tree. Claire was sitting against the tree looking through a paperback Minecraft diary she had brought with her. It looked like one about a Minecraft bat named Jasper. 
 
      
 
    Biff’s mother was busy putting together some food for lunch and Biff’s father was caring for the horses. 
 
      
 
    Biff pointed away from the tree and said, “Look at that. Isn’t it awesome!” 
 
      
 
    I looked to where Biff was pointing. “So, we’ve been traveling through a savannah biome?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, about an hour outside of the village it transitions from a forest biome to a plains biome and then to a savannah biome. The cool thing is that you can see lots of wildlife.” 
 
      
 
    I scanned the distance and saw that Biff was correct. There was a herd of majestic llamas slowly migrating somewhere. I also noticed a similarly majestic wolf stalking the herd at a discrete distance, hoping for a tasty snack. 
 
      
 
    Biff tapped me on the arm and said, “Let’s go look around a bit. It looks like it is going to be a few more minutes before my mom finishes making lunch.” 
 
      
 
    I followed Biff down the hill a bit and we saw lots of flowers blooming and all sorts of different plants growing. We saw a few piglets wandering in the grass, but they ran away as we approached. They probably thought we meant them harm, but we did not. 
 
      
 
    We had walked a little further when I spotted a bunny. I had never seen a bunny in the wild, only in cages at pet stores. It was pretty cool. I started to sneak up on the bunny to get as close as I could. I thought maybe I could pet it or at least touch it and maybe feed it a carrot or something. 
 
      
 
    The bunny rabbit sat still as I approached. His back was turned to me so I don’t think he could see me, but I was surprised that he did not hear me because I was only a few feet away.  
 
      
 
    I kept creeping closer and closer until the bunny was within arm’s reach. I slowly stretched out my left hand and touched it on its back at which point it turned around and hissed at me, at which point I saw it had glowing red evil eyes! 
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    Behind me, Biff screamed. “Oh my Notch! It’s eyes are just like the eyes of the squid that tried to drown you!” 
 
      
 
    I continued to stare at the red eyes of the rabbit transfixed. And then, just as quickly as the rabbit had turned toward me, it’s eyes faded to a normal color and it hopped away rapidly. 
 
      
 
    I looked over at Biff and asked, “What do you think that was?” 
 
      
 
    Biff was shaken. His voice was cracking with fear as he responded, “I … I … hurr ... don’t … know.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know either. That was really weird. If you hadn’t seen the glowing red eyes also, I would’ve thought I was imagining it,” I said. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t want to tell Biff what I was thinking. I didn’t want to tell him about the research Emma and I had done about vexes and Evokers and possession. I did not want Biff to be scared, but even more importantly, I did not want him to tell Clayton or Claire or any of his other relatives that I suspected Clayton might be in league with an Evoker. 
 
      
 
    I decided to change the subject.  “Say, Biff, do you think lunch is ready?” 
 
      
 
    Biff nodded.  “Yeah, we should probably head back.”  
 
      
 
    On the way back to camp, I noticed some wild watermelons growing and I picked a couple of them and took them with us. 
 
      
 
    Claire was still sitting under the tree but now had some cookies and a roasted chicken leg she was eating. I walked up to her and said, “Hey, we found some watermelons. Do you want a piece?” 
 
      
 
    Claire didn’t say anything but simply scowled. I took that as “no.” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head as I walked to where everyone else was sitting. I put the watermelons on the table. “I found some watermelons, if anybody wants some.” 
 
      
 
    Biff grabbed a watermelon and cracked it open and took a few bites. Then he said, “That was nice of you to offer Claire some watermelon. She won’t stay mad at you forever. Claire is a good egg.” 
 
      
 
    [image: good egg.png] 
 
      
 
    And yet again, another one of those expressions I will never understand. Why would you compare anyone to an egg in the first place, much less to a good or bad egg? By “good egg,” did people mean that you weren’t a rotten egg and so you didn’t stink? Or did it mean you were a perfect oval shape? Or did it mean you could break easily? The ridiculousness of language continues to astound me. 
 
      
 
    We remained under the tree for another thirty minutes while we finished our lunch and then packed it away.  
 
      
 
    Before we started moving again, Biff’s father told us all that it would probably be about another three or four hours until we got to the village of Creeper Junction where we would be spending the night. He told us to be on the lookout for any creepers from now on, as they tended to be more common place in this part of the Overworld. If we saw a creeper we were to let him know so he could redirect the cart and avoid it. 
 
      
 
    Biff and I got comfortable in the back of the cart, keeping vigil for creepers, while Claire traveled in comfort in the front of the cart with Biff’s parents. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 24  – Evening 
 
      
 
    We arrived at the village of Creeper Junction just as the square sun was beginning to set over the western horizon. We’d seen about five creepers on the way, but because we had been vigilant they were easily avoided. 
 
      
 
    During the journey, Biff’s father told us the story of how Creeper Junction was founded. Apparently, several hundred years ago a group of villagers had been banished from Capitol City because they had been found to have been worshiping a God who looked like a creeper rather than Notch. As they wandered in their exile, they faced all sorts of hardships such as nighttime zombie attacks, daytime husk raids, and even creeper attacks (the irony!). As they were giving up hope of ever finding a place to settle, they came across two creepers who for some reason walked directly into each other and exploded. 
 
      
 
    The explosion blew a hole in the earth which revealed a large underground lake. The village is built around this lake and still draws water from it. Many of the exiles in Creeper Junction still worship what they believed to be the creeper god. However, as it has been several hundred years since their exile, many of the villagers in Creeper Junction today have given up the religion of their ancestors or moved to Creeper Junction from elsewhere and do not share the same religious beliefs.  
 
      
 
    Now, the village was a trading post because it was equidistant from several other villages and Capitol City, making a perfect stopping off point, which is what we were now doing. Because Creeper Junction was a transit point for so many villagers and players, there were dozens of inns where we could stay. 
 
      
 
    “Our favorite hotel is the Shaking Creeper Inn,” said Biff’s mother as we traveled. “They have very reasonable prices and some of the best apple pie I’ve ever had.” 
 
      
 
    Biff’s father let out a sigh of delight. “Oh, yes, they have good apple pie all right. And there’s always a lot of people there so you can have a good conversation if that’s what you want to do.” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t really care where we stayed as long as it was safe from creepers and zombies. 
 
      
 
    When we arrived at the Shaking Creeper Inn, a valet approached and took the reins of the cart from Biff’s father. We quickly unpacked the bags in the back of the cart and the valet took the cart to the stables where the horses would be boarded for the night. We walked inside the lobby where Biff’s father secured two rooms for the night: one where Biff, his father and I would sleep and one where Biff’s mother and Claire would sleep. 
 
      
 
    We went up to the rooms and dropped off our bags. After washing my face and using the bathroom, we all went back downstairs for dinner. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe it, but Claire had actually changed her clothes before dinner! She had on a new multicolored shirt and a pair of black baggy pants, which appeared to be a style adopted from the common outfits of players.  
 
      
 
    I didn’t know any villagers who accentuated their pants because the robes normally came down almost to their feet. It was strange to see the peculiar styles that must be common in Capitol City. 
 
      
 
    In fact, many people in the dining room were staring at Claire because they had never seen anyone wear clothing like this. The one exception was another girl about Claire’s age who was wearing a multicolored robe and had some sort of sparkly ribbon tied her hair. She walked over to Claire and said, “Oh my Notch, I love your pants and your shirt. You must be from Capitol City like me. My name is Cynthia.” 
 
      
 
    Claire smiled. “Finally, someone who understands. Yes, I am.  My name is Claire Dretsky.” 
 
      
 
    The girl gasped. “Are you from THE Dretsky family? The business tycoons?” 
 
      
 
    Claire nodded. You could tell she was enjoying all the attention. 
 
      
 
    “Wow, it must be really great to be super rich. I’m glad I got to meet you,” said Cynthia before she turned and walked away to go have dinner with her family at a another table. 
 
      
 
    Claire turned around and then sat at the table with us. I looked at her.  
 
      
 
    Was she as shallow as she seemed? Did she just care about wearing fancy clothes and getting praise from random strangers?  
 
      
 
    She didn’t seem like that when I first met her in Zombie Bane. But, once I called her brother out as a thief, she changed. Now that we were getting closer to Capitol City, she seemed to be changing even more. I wasn’t sure what to make of it. 
 
      
 
    Just as Biff’s mother had said, the food in the Inn was quite good. Not as good as my mom’s food, but close. 
 
      
 
    After dinner, Biff’s parents told us we all needed to go to sleep right away. We’d be getting up at first light in order to arrive at Capitol City before dark the next day. After we returned to our room, I spent a few minutes getting my clothes ready for tomorrow and then got ready for bed. 
 
      
 
    I walked in the bathroom and shut the door. I took my robe off so that I wouldn’t get any water on the front of it when I washed my face and brushed my teeth. As I brushed my teeth, I looked in the mirror to make sure that the foam was sufficiently lathered. Once I had finished, I spit the toothpaste in the sink and then washed my face with water. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed a towel to dry my face. Once my face was sufficiently dry, I looked in the mirror to make sure there weren’t any dirt streaks on it. But, looking back at me from the mirror was not my own face, but the face of Herobrine!  
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    I closed my eyes and shook my head thinking I was just imagining things, with all the weird stuff I’d seen lately, it wouldn’t have surprised me if my brain would now start making this stuff up just to mess with me. Herobrine was still there when I opened my eyes again. 
 
      
 
    “What … hurr ... what do you want?” I asked with a trembling voice. 
 
      
 
    Herobrine smirked. “You, Jimmy Slade, will have to find the answer to that question yourself.” 
 
      
 
    I was about to ask him something else when his image vanished and I was left staring at my own terrified face.   
 
      
 
    Shaken, I replaced the towel and put my robe back on.  I walked out of the bathroom and went to bed without saying a word to anyone about what I had seen.  Or … thought I had seen. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 25 – Morning 
 
      
 
    Despite the fright I had from Herobrine’s mysterious appearance last night, I slept soundly without any dreams or nightmares. 
 
      
 
    Some might say that I slept like a log. I’ve pondered this bizarre expression many times. While it is true that logs rest on the ground without any movement or activity no matter what disturbs them, one cannot really say they are sleeping. They are inanimate objects that do not wake or sleep. So, to “sleep like a log” to me means that you would have to be dead for it to actually apply. And, since when villagers pass away in Minecraft, they turn into puffs of smoke, the expression made absolutely no sense. 
 
      
 
    Anyway … when I woke up, Biff and his father were already dressed. Brown robes, of course. 
 
      
 
    Biff said, “Hurry up, Jimmy, get your robe on and let’s go have a quick breakfast before we leave.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded my understanding and quickly pulled on a brown robe and pushed my hair to the side with one hand so it didn’t look too crazy. 
 
      
 
    When we got down to the dining area at the Inn, Claire and Biff’s mother were already eating some fried eggs and pork chops. I ordered a fried egg, pork chop, a slice of apple pie, and a glass of water. 
 
      
 
    Everyone at the table was still pretty tired so we didn’t talk about much other than how our food tasted. Everyone said the food tasted pretty good. 
 
      
 
    When the waiter brought the bill, I gave Biff’s dad three emeralds to pay for my share. 
 
      
 
    “You don’t have to pay for this, Jimmy,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Oh no, I insist. My dad told me I should pay my share of the food, and I agree. You’re giving me a free ride to the Capitol City, so it’s the least I could do.” 
 
      
 
    Biff’s dad smiled and grabbed the emeralds and put them in his pocket. “I appreciate it, Jimmy. That’s very thoughtful.” 
 
      
 
    I looked across the table at Claire who rolled her eyes. She obviously wasn’t going to offer to pay her own way. She was used to having other people pay for everything. 
 
      
 
    The one thing I thought was strange was that Claire was wearing a brown robe today. She looked like any other villager. But then I saw it. On the upper left side of the robe just below the collar, was a small creeper emblem with each square of the creeper’s body colored with the colors of a rainbow.  
 
      
 
    “What is that?” I said, pointing at the rainbow creeper. 
 
      
 
    Claire looked where I was pointing and realized I meant the logo on her robe. “Oh, it’s a new designer in Capitol City. It’s called the Rainbow Creeper line and only the most fashionable people have it.” 
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    “But it looks just like a regular brown robe except for there’s a little tiny rainbow creeper on it. How is that fashionable?” I asked, completely confused. 
 
      
 
    Claire sighed and shook her head. “If you have to ask, you’ll never understand.” 
 
      
 
    I had no response to that. 
 
      
 
    Biff’s parents informed us they were ready to leave and told us to go grab our bags and bring them downstairs to put into the cart. We did so and met them out front where Biff’s father gave a five-emerald tip to the valet who had brought the cart around. We loaded our bags in the back.  Biff and I climbed in and, to my surprise, Claire followed. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t you want to sit up front?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “It was boring riding with the adults. Do you mind if I sit back there? I know we haven’t been getting along, but I thought it might be fun to look out the back of the cart for a change,” said Claire. 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t care. There’s plenty of room.” 
 
      
 
    Biff smiled. “Sure, Claire, you can tell us all about Capitol City before we get there.” 
 
      
 
    Claire climbed in and took a seat, leaning against her bag. “Capital City is really just like any other village except it’s a lot bigger and has much brighter torchlight.  There is more money in Capitol City too, but most residents are like any other villagers. They’re greedy and just want to make as much money as possible and stockpile emeralds.” 
 
      
 
    I was confused. “Then how come people from Capitol City always talk about how much cooler they are than everybody else? How come they always wear fashionable clothes and act like plain brown robes are stupid?” 
 
      
 
    Claire sighed and looked a little embarrassed. “You know, there’s so much money in Capitol City that people don’t know what to do with it. Instead of just saving it or helping out poor villagers, they would rather spend it on stupid things. I mean, I know that I spend a lot of money on clothes and so I’m guilty of it too, that’s just how it is. Villagers are basically just selfish.” 
 
      
 
    I could not believe I was hearing this from Claire’s mouth. She seemed so shallow last night when she was talking to the girl from Capitol City about clothes. Now, she suddenly sounds like some kind of philosopher who wants people to share money with each other? It did not make any sense. 
 
      
 
    The cart began to move as we began the remainder of our journey to Capitol City. Biff’s father reminded us to keep a lookout for creepers for the next couple of hours while we were still near Creeper Junction. He said that as we approached Capitol City the odds of seeing a creeper would become much lower because so many players came to Capitol City and killed creepers on the way there and back that creepers generally avoided a fairly wide radius around Capitol City. 
 
      
 
    We told Biff’s father we understood and would keep a lookout. Then we resumed chatting. 
 
      
 
    “Claire, I don’t understand you,” I said. “I mean, it seems like you are really nice sometimes and then other times you seem really mean and, well, pretty shallow and self-centered. I just don’t get it.” 
 
      
 
    Claire laughed. “You haven’t met very many girls have you?” she said with a smile. “Actually, it’s not just us girls who have different emotions and outlooks, all people do. Look, Jimmy, I like you. You seem like a cool guy. But when you insulted my brother Clayton, I got really upset at you and I’m just finally starting to not be angry anymore.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry about that, but I was really upset because it’s pretty obvious Clayton stole the wave technology that Emma invented so he could make his own money from it,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Claire nodded. She picked a piece of dirt off the front of her brown robe and flicked it out the back of the cart. “You know, I want to tell you something. I’ll deny it if you ever mention it, but it’s true.” She paused and then continued. “Clayton is the greediest person in my family.” 
 
      
 
    Biff gasped. “Even greedier than your father!” 
 
      
 
    Claire pursed her lips and said, “Much more.” 
 
      
 
    I was confused again. “What do you mean, Biff? How greedy is their father?” 
 
      
 
    Biff looked at me like I was an idiot. “You know they’re from the Dretsky family right? The Dretskys are billionaires. They’ve been the greediest villager family for the last 200 years. They’ve amassed such a gigantic fortune that their family alone controls one half of all villager wealth in the entire Overworld! And, most of that was amassed during the lifetime of Claire’s father and grandfather.” 
 
      
 
    I had to say I was impressed. I knew Claire came from a rich family but I didn’t know her dad was a billionaire. 
 
      
 
    “So, should you even be riding in this cart with us?” I asked. “Shouldn’t you have some sort of entourage and a bunch of bodyguards?” 
 
      
 
    Claire laughed. “That’s stupid. What is there to be afraid of? No one is stupid enough to kidnap me. If they did, they know that my father would find them and take care of them, if you know what I mean.” 
 
      
 
    I shivered at the implication. 
 
      
 
    She continued, “I’m probably safer than you.” 
 
      
 
    I thought about her logic for a minute. Maybe she was safer. I had no idea since I wasn’t a billionaire. I was, at most, a thousand-aire after splitting the earnings of the Surf ‘n Snack with Emma. 
 
      
 
    “Okay,” I said, “so, lots of people in Claire’s family are next-level greedy. What makes Clayton so special?” 
 
      
 
    Claire sat up and cracked her neck from side to side and then arched her back to get the kinks out of it from sitting in the back of the cart with us peasants.  
 
      
 
    “Gee,” she said as she rubbed her neck, “maybe an entourage would be nice. This cart is really uncomfortable. Anyway, back to Clayton. When we were young children, he told me one time that he wanted to have more money than father. That is a lot of money. I didn’t believe him. I just thought he was talking big like a lot of kids do, but he meant it. 
 
      
 
    “From the time he was five years old, all he cared about was making money. He would steal it, borrow it, or earn it. Father even called him a prodigy. Let’s just say that there is no line Clayton won’t cross in the pursuit of money.” When Claire finished, she looked down at the floorboards of the cart and picked at a splinter of wood. 
 
      
 
    I looked at Claire. I could tell she was … what was it? Ashamed? It would be difficult to have a brother who was so greedy and unprincipled about his greed, especially when your father encouraged it. 
 
      
 
    Although Emma did not believe in vibes, I was getting good vibes from Claire at that moment. It really seemed like she thought that her brother was out of line, and she wished that he wasn’t quite so greedy. I guess she really was a good egg. It was then that I thought I would ask her. 
 
      
 
    “Claire, have you ever seen anything weird when you look in the mirror?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Claire looked up at me quickly with a flash of anger in her eyes. “What are you saying? That I’m hideous and ugly?” 
 
      
 
    I put my hands out in front of me and shook them to indicate that she had totally misunderstood me.  Actually, Claire was quite the opposite of ugly.  “No, last night at the Inn. I’m just…,” I stammered. “It’s just that I’ve seen some strange things over the past few days.” 
 
      
 
    “The rabbit?” asked Biff. 
 
      
 
    “That, but so much more,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Biff looked at me in shock. “What you talking about? You never said anything to me.” 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t want to bother anyone. I thought maybe I was imagining it. I still might be, but I just wanted to ask Claire and you too I guess, whether you’ve seen anything strange in mirrors lately.” 
 
      
 
    “I haven’t,” said Biff quickly. 
 
      
 
    Claire looked at me with a curious expression on her face. I could tell she had something to say, but she wasn’t sure if she should reveal it.  
 
      
 
    “Why?” she asked curiously. “What have you been seeing in mirrors lately?” 
 
      
 
    And now for the big reveal…. 
 
      
 
    “I saw Entity 303 before we left Zombie Bane and I saw Herobrine last night.” 
 
      
 
    I actually felt a wave of relief letting them know my secret. 
 
      
 
    Both Claire and Biff gasped at this revelation. 
 
      
 
    “Why didn’t you tell me?” asked Biff. “If Herobrine is around, we all could be in danger.” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “I don’t think so. He appeared only for a brief moment.  He didn’t make any threats. He said something strange like there is a puzzle I needed to figure out, but I have no idea what puzzle it could be.” 
 
      
 
    Claire sighed. “I don’t know anything about a puzzle, but I can tell you that the night before we left Zombie Bane, I saw something strange in the mirror too. I thought I was only imagining things but maybe I wasn’t. I was brushing my hair before going to sleep and when I looked in the mirror, I saw a witch looking back at me. I blinked my eyes hard and the witch disappeared. Until you asked me that question just now, I had assumed I was just really tired and hallucinating.” 
 
      
 
    “Ah, man! Ah, geez!  Hurrr.  What could this mean, Jimmy?” asked Biff in a panic. 
 
      
 
    “I have no idea, but I think it might relate to the squid and bunny rabbit.” 
 
      
 
    “What bunny rabbit?” asked Claire.  
 
      
 
    I told her about the possessed bunny Biff and I had seen the other day at lunch time. 
 
      
 
    “That’s pretty weird,” said Claire. “Why do you think it’s related?” 
 
      
 
    Honestly, it was only a hunch. I had no evidence that anything was related to anything else, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that Clayton had something to do with this. I couldn’t shake the feeling that there was a sinister Evoker on the loose. I couldn’t shake the feeling that I got really bad vibes from Clayton but not from Claire. I decided to tell her. Well, not tell her, but explore the possibility. 
 
      
 
    “Claire, does your family know any Evokers?” 
 
      
 
    Claire was instantaneously offended by my question. She smacked her hand on the floorboards of the cart loudly and said, “Of course not! How could you ask such a thing?!? That’s like saying we’d invite Herobrine or Entity 303 to a dinner party.” 
 
      
 
    I froze. Why had she chosen to use those two creatures as an example? Was it just because I had mentioned them recently or was or something else going on? Had Entity 303 and Herobrine been attending dinner parties at the Dretsky house? 
 
      
 
    Well, if they had, I don’t think Claire knew about it. I was still getting good vibes from her, though now they were angry vibes. 
 
      
 
    I tried to explain. “Well, I’ve done some research and I figured out that Evokers can use vexes to possess animals and other mobs. I have a theory that an Evoker possessed the squid to ruin my surf park business and I guess the Evoker could’ve possessed the bunny rabbit briefly to spy on me.” 
 
      
 
    Claire shook her head and looked at me like I was a complete fool. “Where do you come up with this stuff, Jimmy? How can this even be something you’re thinking about? And what does it have to do with me or my family?” 
 
      
 
    I sighed. “I’ve seen evidence that this has been done in the past. I’ve seen books about it.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, so? Why do you think my family has anything to do with it?” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t you think it’s strange that just as the squid closes down my surf park, Clayton leaves and then opens his own surf park in Capitol City?” 
 
      
 
    I saw the blood drain from Claire’s face. “But … hurr ... but … that’s ridiculous.”  
 
      
 
    I could tell she did not believe her own words. I could see her mentally struggling for another explanation, but not finding one. She knew her brother Clayton was the ultimate amoral greedy villager who only cared about money and would do anything to get it. She’d said it herself. She couldn’t decide if Clayton would be willing to cross the line into the use of occult magic and possession of other living beings. 
 
      
 
    “I … just … don’t say anything to Clayton or my father about this,” said Claire. “I don’t know how they’d react.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “I wasn’t going to. But, I was going to try to gather some evidence about it.” 
 
      
 
    “This is crazy,” said Biff. “I can’t believe my cousin might be involved with Evokers! I hope you’re wrong, but….” He didn’t have to finish his sentence. We all knew Clayton was capable of it. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 25 – Afternoon 
 
      
 
    After the discussion about Clayton, we all were quiet for a couple of hours. We all were thinking about what it would mean if Clayton were involved in the strange occult world of the Evokers. I think we all reached the same conclusion that it would not end well ... for someone. 
 
      
 
    We stopped for a brief lunch. I didn’t want to do any exploring. I was afraid of finding other possessed creature, maybe a piglet or a chicken. 
 
      
 
    When we finished eating, we moved on. This time, Claire sat up front with the adults. Biff and I sat in the back and continued our silent ride to Capitol City. 
 
      
 
    Towards late afternoon, Biff’s father yelled, “I can see it. Capitol City straight ahead.” 
 
      
 
    I stood up in the back of the cart and opened the hatch at the top to look at Capitol City. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. It was awesome. 
 
      
 
    [image: imagination.png] 
 
      
 
    The city itself seemed to spread from horizon to horizon. The buildings were ten, fifteen, even twenty stories tall, and I could see mine cart tracks running between the top floors of the buildings like a roller coaster. But, it was not an amusement park ride, it was just necessary transportation in a city filled with hundreds of thousands of villagers. 
 
      
 
    I saw in front of us the road became wider and wider, and I could see hundreds of other carts and villagers and players walking to and from Capitol City. 
 
      
 
    This was what was meant by the word metropolis. 
 
      
 
    My mind was completely blown. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 25 – Evening 
 
      
 
    We got inside Capitol City’s walls as the sun was beginning to set. It took us another fifteen minutes to drive through the enormous streets before we reached Claire’s house, at the top of a large hill. 
 
      
 
    Well, maybe “house” is not the right word. It was more of a mansion. Or maybe it was more like five or six mansions put together. I thought it was an office building as we were approaching it. 
 
      
 
    We pulled into the circular driveway and stopped. Two valets came out, one to hold the horses and another one to help everyone out of the cart. A third servant came out to gather the baggage onto a small rolling cart. 
 
      
 
    The servant carrying my bag asked me if there was anything else that I needed. I said, “I’d like to talk to Clayton as soon as possible.” 
 
      
 
    Claire shot a look at me, warning me against what I was thinking of doing. But I didn’t care. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry sir, but Clayton is currently on a business trip to the Nether gathering raw materials. He should return tomorrow. I will leave him a note to let him know you wanted to see him.” 
 
      
 
    “Thanks, brah,” I said. 
 
      
 
    The servant looked shocked that I would treat him with such familiarity. In response to my attempt to treat him like a bro, he said, “If you all would follow me I will lead you to your rooms.” 
 
      
 
    Claire waved goodbye to us and said, “Dinner is in about an hour. I’ll see you all then.” 
 
      
 
    We all waved to Claire and then followed the servant to our rooms. 
 
      
 
    I was expecting to have to share a room with Biff, but Biff and I each had our own room, connected by an adjoining bathroom. Biff’s parents had a separate room next door.  
 
      
 
    After the servant put my bag on the bed he asked, “Would you like me to unpack your clothes for you, sir?” 
 
      
 
    I was not used to being treated like this. I told him that I would do it myself and reached in my pocket and pulled out a few emeralds for a tip. 
 
      
 
    He looked at the emeralds as if he were offended by the very offer. “Sir, that is not necessary. Mr. Dretsky takes care of all my needs.” And with a flourish and a bow the servant left the room. 
 
      
 
    I unpacked my clothes, which amounted to three brown robes, one multicolored robe, and four pairs of pants. When I was done, I walked through the bathroom into Biff’s bedroom, which was an exact duplicate of mine. Biff was sitting on the bed admiring how it felt. “This is the most amazing bed I’ve ever felt. It’s … hurrr ... firm yet very soft. It’s like floating on a cloud.” 
 
      
 
    I slapped my head. “How would you know what it’s like to float on a cloud?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s just an expression, dude.” 
 
      
 
    “Whatever,” I said. “Hurrr, this place is amazing! I can’t believe how huge this house is. If you put our two-bedrooms together it’s like half as big as my house in Zombie Bane.” 
 
      
 
    Biff nodded. “I knew Claire and Clayton’s family were billionaires, but my parents never really explained to me what it meant.  Now, I see.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, parents tend to keep those sort of facts from kids. I don’t know if parents are embarrassed because they aren’t billionaires or if they just don’t want their kids to get weird around people with money.” 
 
      
 
    Biff shrugged. “I don’t know, hurrr, villagers are so weird. On the one hand, they’re greedy and want to make bunch of money, but on the other hand they hide interesting economic information from their children. It’s a conundrum.” 
 
      
 
    “I think you mean a ‘paradox.’” 
 
      
 
    Biff looked at me out of the corner of his eyes. “You know what I mean. We don’t have to have perfect diction, do we?” 
 
      
 
    I laughed. “Dude, hurrr, I’m kidding. It’s still summer. We can talk dumb-ly and not get in trouble-ly with teachers.” I changed the subject. “What do you think we will eat for dinner?” 
 
      
 
    Biff rubbed his chin in thought for a moment and then clicked his tongue against his teeth. “I think will probably have … everything.” 
 
      
 
    *   *   * 
 
      
 
    Biff was right. I had never seen so much food on one table in my life.  
 
      
 
    Interestingly, the only people at dinner were Biff’s parents, Biff, Claire, and me. I knew Clayton was in the Nether, but I was surprised that Biff’s parents were absent as well. 
 
      
 
    Five servants stood at a respectful distance from the table and any time a plate was empty took it away and brought a new plate and then asked what they might serve. After about an hour, I wanted to stop eating, but I felt like it would be rude to tell them to stop serving me.  
 
      
 
    Claire noticed that I was beginning to turn green because I was so bloated with food and told the servants, “I think Jimmy’s had enough. Why don’t you clear the table and bring dessert?” 
 
      
 
    “As you wish, Miss Claire.” 
 
      
 
    Miss Claire?!? So goofy. 
 
      
 
    The servants cleared all the food and plates away while Biff’s parents oooh’d and ahhh’d at how amazing the food was and how incredible it must be to have servants do everything for you.  
 
      
 
    Claire took it all in stride. She didn’t seem overly arrogant about her good fortune, but she also acknowledged that she was quite fortunate. It was a delicate balancing act. I was beginning to admire her. 
 
      
 
    I leaned back in my chair and folded my hands across my bloated stomach. “I think I ate more food tonight than I’ve eaten in the past week. Why did you let me do that?” 
 
      
 
    Biff laughed at me. “Come on, little man, that wasn’t so much food, was it?” I couldn’t respond with words. All I could do was moan. 
 
      
 
    A few minutes later, the servants returned with dessert plates and silverware and a tray of desserts. These were desserts I’d never seen before. I was expecting apple pie or watermelon slices or something similar. Maybe an apple. But these were exotic and, quite frankly, strange:  beetroot pie; golden apple fritters; watermelon gelato; and frozen raw rabbit on a stick encrusted with toasted pumpkin seeds.  (I didn’t eat the rabbit dessert; it sounded disgusting.) 
 
      
 
    When we had finished dessert, Claire stood up and said, “Well, hurrr, it’s getting late. I’m going to go to bed. If you’d like anything else, let the servants know and they will get it for you. Otherwise, I’ll see you in the morning. My parents and Clayton should be back.” 
 
      
 
    “Are your parents with Clayton in the Nether also?” asked Biff’s mother. 
 
      
 
    “No, Auntie, they aren’t. The servants told me they were both at an important business meeting.” 
 
      
 
    “A business meeting this late at night?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Claire shrugged. “They go to business meetings all hours of the day and night. This is nothing unusual.” And with that, Claire left the room. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t help but think it was strange that there would be business meetings during the evening and night. I knew business people had parties and such in the evenings, but they usually tried to get their business done during daylight hours, unless they were running a restaurant or a hotel or something. 
 
      
 
    Anyway, I didn’t have the energy to ponder the vagaries of late-night business meetings, so I stood up and told everyone I was going to my room. I waddled away from the table, my hands on my bloated stomach.  
 
      
 
    Somehow, I made it to my room without falling over. I quickly brushed my teeth, saw nothing but myself in the mirror, and then fell asleep. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 26 – Morning 
 
      
 
    I woke up with first light. I felt well rested. Because I been so stuffed after dinner last night, I wasn’t hungry at all. Rather than stay in bed, I decided I’d look around the house to see what interesting things there were to see. 
 
      
 
    I quickly got dressed, putting on my multicolored robe so that I’d blend in with all the cool Capitol City kids, and left my room. I walked down the hallway and came to a T-shaped intersection. I looked left and right. To the right, there were a bunch of paintings on the wall. To the left, I saw several doors leading to rooms. All of the doors were open. I’d look at the paintings later; I wanted to see what was in these rooms. 
 
      
 
    I probably wouldn’t have admitted it at the time, but I was snooping. I wanted to see if I could find something to link Clayton or anyone else in his family to the possessions and evoking I’d been noticing recently. Or, perhaps, something to link them to Herobrine and Entity 303. 
 
      
 
    The first door opened into a room containing several statues. They were statues of various mobs, including zombies, skeletons, ghasts, and blazes. The statues were very well done and quite lifelike. It was almost as if the creatures had been turned to stone rather than a stone being carved away to turn into them. But, I wasn’t interested in looking at statues, so I walked on.  
 
      
 
    The next door, on the right side of the corridor, opened into a room containing various games. There was a pool table, a foosball table, a pinball machine, a dartboard, and a checkers and chess set. It was too early in the morning to play games, but I thought I’d be back to play some pool later. I hadn’t played pool in a few months, so it would be fun. 
 
      
 
    The next room I entered was what I had hoped to find: the library. I walked into a room that was easily the size of my parents’ house. Every wall was lined floor-to-ceiling with books. There were also bookshelves throughout the center of the room. There were probably more books in here than in any one place I’d ever seen. 
 
      
 
    I walked up to the first bookshelf and to my surprise and delight, there was actually a map of the books in the room! I scanned the map and found a bookshelf labeled “Occult Books.” 
 
      
 
    Oh my Notch, I can’t believe this! They might actually have all the books I need to figure out the answers to my questions! 
 
      
 
    I walked quickly over to the occult book section. I noticed that they had the same book that I had looked at in Mr. Blaze’s bookstore. There were also other books about Evokers, vexes, magic, potion making, Herobrine, Entity 303, myths of Minecraft, and others. 
 
      
 
    This is what the bookshelf looked like – packed: 
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    I was so excited at my find, that I was actually physically shaking. I pulled out an old leather bound volume labeled Human Applications of Possession and put it down on a table and began to flip through it. I found  a section about how a villager could potentially use evoking powers. It was an old text, at least 400 years old, and it didn’t look like the book had been opened in a long time. I began to read.  
 
      
 
    I had just finished the first two sentences -- which said “Tis a dangerous proposition to embark upon the experimental process of Evocation. To labor with vexes and the mind goo of other creatures, including villagers, is fraught with peril.” -- when I heard a gruff voice behind me say, “What are you doing in here?” 
 
      
 
    I turned around and saw Clayton with his hands on his hips in a power stance. He continued, “This is my family’s library. No one gave you permission to be in here.” 
 
      
 
    I quickly closed the book and shoved it back in the bookshelf. I stammered, “I’m sorry. I just … hurrr … got up early … and … thought it would be okay to walk around. I just happened upon the library and was interested.” 
 
      
 
    Clayton curled his lips with disapproval and squinted his eyes at me. “And, so you find the library and then go right to the occult section?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, after the squid incident, I’m sort of interested in what happens when passive mobs get possessed.” 
 
      
 
    I could tell Clayton was not expecting that response. He flinched slightly, as if taken by surprise. “What makes you think the squid was possessed? It probably just grabbed that kid because it was frightened by the surfboard.” 
 
      
 
    “Biff said he saw its eyes when he saved me. They were glowing red. What else could make its eyes red other than some form of magic?” 
 
      
 
    Clayton laughed. “I’m sure there are a million things that can turn a squid’s eyes red if you just knew anything about marine biology.” 
 
      
 
    I suppose he could’ve been right, but I knew he wasn’t. “Well, do you have any marine biology books I could look through?” I asked, calling his bluff. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, there are some over here. Follow me.” 
 
      
 
    I followed Clayton down one corridor then turned right then turned left down another corridor until we came to a bookshelf against the wall of the room. Clayton pointed to the bookshelf and moved his finger up and down. “All of these shelves have marine biology books on them. Look, here are four books about squids. Why don’t you take them back to your room and read them?” 
 
      
 
    Now, he had called my bluff. “Okay, I’ll do that. Thanks.”  Lame. 
 
      
 
    Clayton grabbed all four books and he put them in my outstretched hands. When his hand touched mine, I felt as though something had passed from him and me. It felt like something evil. Suddenly, I had the worst sense of bad vibes I’d ever felt from any one person. I didn’t know if it was the close proximity to Clayton or if it was the actual touching, but I knew right then and there that Clayton was truly evil. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks, Clayton. Hurrr, I guess I’ll get going,” I said as I backed away from him and quickly turned toward the door of the library. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Jimmy, isn’t there something else you’d really like to talk to me about?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at him. I did want to confront him about stealing the wave machine, but it felt like he had the upper hand right now. I needed to find a better time. 
 
      
 
    “No, not really,” I said unconvincingly. 
 
      
 
    “You’re such a liar,” said Clayton with an accusatory tone. “You want to confront me about stealing your wave technology, don’t you?” 
 
      
 
    I could feel the anger rising in me. I took the books and set them on a nearby shelf. I clenched my fist and said, “Yeah, I do. I was trying to be polite and find a better time to do it, but you did steal it, didn’t you? You’re not even trying to hide it.” 
 
      
 
    Clayton laughed. “You’re so stupid, Jimmy. Emma told me everything about how the wave machine worked. I didn’t have to steal anything; I was given the technology. You didn’t ask me to sign a nondisclosure agreement or noncompetition agreement, so I can do whatever I want. That’s the law. In fact, I’ve made a different and better wave park than you. We have bigger waves, stronger waves, and more varied waves. Your surf parks sucks.” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe he was being so open about what he had done. Obviously, he had no shame about stealing the idea. So I tried something else. 
 
      
 
    “Clayton, it’s not just the technology. You’re going to steal all of our customers. You’re already so rich, why do you have to take away business from rural villagers like me and Emma?” 
 
      
 
    Clayton laughed again. “Seriously? Dude, other than Capitol City, your surf park is the only place anyone can go to surf. I’m not going to give the technology to anyone else. And besides, no one from Capitol City would travel to Zombie Bane just to use a surf park and no one who wants to go to Zombie Bane would travel to Capitol City just to use a surf park. Look at it this way, we’re not stealing each other’s customers, we’re creating more desire for them to go surfing.” 
 
      
 
    Wait, what? 
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    I hadn’t thought about it that way. Clayton did have a good business mind, although he was exceptionally evil and greedy. I had to admit that he was probably right that in the end the existence of another wave park might actually create more desire to ride the waves at my park. I couldn’t believe this, but I was agreeing with Clayton. 
 
      
 
    I scratched my head and said, “Hurrr, maybe you are right.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course I’m right. I am a great businessman. You know what, I’ll even put a sign up at my park that says you invented waves and that the original surf park in the Overworld is located in Zombie Bane. What do you think about that?” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe it! He was actually going to advertise my park at his park. This was incredible. Maybe Clayton wasn’t such an evil jerk after all? Maybe my vibe sensor wasn’t working? Maybe Emma was right that vibes didn’t really mean much? 
 
      
 
    “Um, yeah, if you want to do that, that would be awesome.”  
 
      
 
    Clayton smiled. He stuck out his hand and we shook. “It’s a deal. I’ll make sure that sign gets up in the next day or two.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled back. “Sounds good. Say, do you think I could try your surf park today? I heard from someone that there are three different types of waves.” 
 
      
 
    “No problem, but we should probably wait until the afternoon. I’ve got to do a few things this morning but in the afternoon I’m free and I can take you for a tour of the surf park myself.” 
 
      
 
    “Cool. In the meanwhile, I can, hurrr, read about marine biology.” 
 
      
 
    Clayton looked at me. He was calculating something. Then he said, “You know what, read whatever you want. I don’t care. Just read everything in here; don’t take any books from the library. Deal?” 
 
      
 
    “Deal.” 
 
      
 
    And with that, Clayton left.  
 
      
 
    Maybe Clayton wasn’t such a bad guy after all. Maybe I had been conflating too many weird coincidences into some sort of conspiracy theory that really wasn’t there.  As my science teacher says, “Correlation is not causation … but it might be.” 
 
      
 
    The squid and the bunny with red eyes could be explained with a trick of the light or maybe some sort of contaminant. The sightings of Herobrine and Entity 303 could be explained by hallucinations caused by anger or fear. Even Claire’s hallucination of a witch could be explained because she was so tired as well as angry at me. Maybe. 
 
      
 
    Still, that horrible vibe I got from Clayton was still concerning me. 
 
      
 
    I decided to put the marine biology books back and return to the occult section. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 26 – Afternoon 
 
      
 
    I’d spent the morning reading through the various occult books in the library which might contain something that would explain what I had seen and experienced. 
 
      
 
    I could now confirm that there were villagers in the past who had learned how to use evoking skills and possess passive mobs and even other villagers and players. According to the books, it was quite difficult to learn these skills, but they could be learned. It was very dangerous and could cause injury or death to the target of the novice Evoker or even to the novice him or herself. 
 
      
 
    [image: warning.png] 
 
      
 
    The books warned that pursuing a path of evoking and possession was likely to draw the ire of the most powerful beings in the mythology of Minecraft including Notch, Herobrine, and Entity 303. 
 
      
 
    So, I thought, if Clayton was using evoking, maybe the reason Herobrine and Entity 303 had appeared was because they were upset at him using evoking powers? 
 
      
 
    This was all rank speculation. I could create a great conspiracy theory but I could prove nothing. Imagine presenting this evidence in a court of law. What would the evidence be? My vibes and some speculation based on a 400-year-old book? I’d be laughed out of court. 
 
      
 
    Still, it was an interesting theory and I would remain vigilant. But now the sun was hitting high noon and the servants were calling us to have lunch. I went in to have lunch with Claire, Clayton, Biff, Biff’s parents, and Mr. and Mrs. Dretsky. 
 
      
 
    Mr. and Mrs. Dretsky introduced themselves to me and Biff, but Biff’s parents knew them from way back. 
 
      
 
    They seemed like nice enough people. They were both very generous and told great stories while we ate lunch. Mrs. Dretsky was fashionably dressed and very thin. She wore lots of makeup and earrings and had all kinds of weird shiny glittery doodads in her hair. Mr. Dretsky was tall and muscular, looking 10 years younger than his stated age of 50. 
 
      
 
    “So, Jimmy, Clayton tells me you boys are going to go ride the surf park this afternoon,” said Mr. Dretsky. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, sir. I’d like to see it. Maybe I can get some ideas for how to modify my own surf park.” 
 
      
 
    “I have a SUP park,” said Biff, not wanting to be left out. 
 
      
 
    “One of these days, I might have to try this surfing or SUPing,” said Mr. Dretsky. “Unfortunately, my business ventures keep me far too busy at this time. Maybe in a few weeks.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, dear, you need to relax a bit more. You’re going to stress yourself into an early puff of smoke,” said Mrs. Dretsky with a worried voice. 
 
      
 
    Mr. Dretsky laughed. “I’m not planning on turning into a puff of smoke anytime soon, honey. I’m just really busy right now.” 
 
      
 
    Mrs. Dretsky looked at me and rolled her eyes, showing her disbelief. “Well, hurrr, whatever.” 
 
      
 
    The conversation went on like that for another half an hour as we ate delicious sandwiches and drank fruit juice. 
 
      
 
    Once lunch was done and the servants had cleared everything away, Clayton, Biff, and I put on bathing suits, pulled our robes over them, and walked to the surf park. 
 
      
 
    *   *   * 
 
      
 
    We arrived at the surf park a few minutes later. As we walked in, I noticed just about everybody had on multicolored bathing suits. I was wearing my plain blue bathing suit. There were only a few others dressed as simply as I was, including Biff who was wearing a purple bathing suit. At least I had a multicolored robe on over the bathing suit, so I didn’t feel entirely like a Capitol City noob. 
 
      
 
    When we walked in, everyone noticed Clayton was in our group. They all stared at him, amazed. As we walked through the crowd, some of the villagers said, “Thanks for making the surf park. It’s awesome.” Some girls said, “You’re so cute.” 
 
      
 
    Clayton laughed. “Jimmy, Biff, let’s get to the changing room and get out there. One guy can only take so much adoration.” 
 
      
 
    I had a feeling Clayton could endure more adoration than most. 
 
      
 
    We walked over to the changing room and I took off my robe and hung it in a closet. Clayton and Biff hung their robes too. After that, Clayton opened a locked door where he had his personal stash of surfboards. “Take any one you like,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I found one with three fins on it, a “thruster” as surfers called it. It looked like it would be a good board. Clayton grabbed a similar board and Biff, who had never learned how to surf, went with a SUP. 
 
      
 
    After selecting our boards, Clayton led us to another door which opened on to a private pier that went out into the water! 
 
      
 
    “See, I just walk out of the door and then I jump into the middle of the water and choose which wave I want to ride,” said Clayton proudly. 
 
      
 
    Looking out from the door, I could not believe the size of the surf park.  First of all, it was indoors in the middle of a city, not in the ocean. Somehow, Clayton had built a structure larger than I’d ever seen and then pumped all this water into this giant building.  
 
      
 
    The surf park had three different wave making mechanisms, each pushing a different direction. One went over some sort of underwater surface that made a giant barreling wave, similar to what was at my surf park. Another mechanism made a mushy, weak wave that was suitable for beginners. The third wave broke a long distance without a barrel but with a steep wave face that allowed deep bottom turns and aggressive top turns and cutbacks. Surfers called it a “point break”-style wave. 
 
      
 
    “Holy Notch, this is amazing,” I couldn’t help but say. 
 
      
 
    Clayton smiled and then jumped into the water. He yelled back, “Let’s get pitted!” 
 
      
 
    We spent the rest of the afternoon riding the different waves. Biff even stroked his SUP into a few of the mushy waves and after about an hour, went back inside and got a smaller surfboard and actually seemed to be having fun without a paddle. 
 
      
 
    Clayton was ripping even harder than he did when he was at my surf park. I had to say he might be the best surfer I’d ever seen. 
 
      
 
    Well, almost the best. After we been surfing for over an hour, I saw someone paddling out who I thought I recognized. When he got closer, I saw that it was Laird. He was the best surfer I’d ever seen. 
 
      
 
    “Jimmy, what’s up? I was hoping I’d see you here,” said Laird with a big smile on his face. 
 
      
 
    “Laird! Good to see you. Clayton was just letting me check out his surf park.” 
 
      
 
    Laird sat up on his board and said, “Hey, Clayton, this place is awesome. It’s almost like surfing in the real world where I’m from.” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe it, but Clayton was actually blushing a little bit. “Thanks, man. That means a lot coming from a player who actually surfs on real waves that were not made by machines.” 
 
      
 
    Laird continued. “I’m just glad Jimmy and Emma figured out how to do it in the first place. Your park is totally awesome, but you have to admit, without Jimmy and Emma, this place wouldn’t exist.”  
 
      
 
    After Laird dispensed his wisdom, he turned around and paddled into a giant barrel and got spat out. Instead of paddling back out to where we were, he paddled over to the take off spot for the point break. 
 
      
 
    I looked over Clayton. I was still picking up an evil vibe, but it didn’t seem quite as strong as before. Maybe being in the water was reducing his evilness, or perhaps the water was just interfering with my ability to pick up his evil vibes. 
 
      
 
    Anyway, we were having a good time surfing. I didn’t want to think about his evilness while I was out here in the water. I didn’t want to destroy the purity of my surfing stoke. 
 
      
 
    We surfed for about another hour before we paddled back to the private pier and climbed up a ladder that was monitored by a security guard. 
 
      
 
    “Welcome back to land, sir,” said the security guard, who was one of the most muscular villagers I had ever seen. He was so buff that he seemed as though he had been genetically altered. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks, Nick, glad to be back,” said Clayton in a paternalistic tone. 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. How weird it must be to be this rich and have all these people fawning over you.  
 
      
 
    Anyway, we walked back inside the changing room, dried off, and put our robes back on. Biff was already in there waiting for us, having left the water about fifteen minutes earlier. 
 
      
 
    “So, what should we do now?” asked Biff. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I have a few business items to take care of,” said Clayton. “Why don’t you and Jimmy go back to the house and I’ll be back in time for dinner.” 
 
      
 
    “Sounds like a plan,” I said. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 26 – Evening 
 
      
 
      
 
    Everyone was gathered around the dinner table, Clayton’s parents, Clayton, Claire, Biff, Biff’s parents, and me. As with previous meals, there was an overabundance of food on the table and numerous servants standing around waiting to serve it to us. 
 
      
 
    During dinner, I tried to get some more information about the Dretsky business empire. I was hoping to find some sort of evidence that might link it to the possessions and the evoking I suspected enabled the possessions. 
 
      
 
    “So, Mr. Dretsky, I’ve heard that your family imports raw materials from the Nether. What do you do with them?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Mr. Dretsky finished chewing the food in his mouth and swallowed. He put his fork down on the edge of his plate and then said, “The Dretsky family has found a market for mainly netherrack in the Overworld. When netherrack is converted to nether brick, it becomes a very strong building material.  It is used extensively in the multistory buildings in Capitol City for extra strong foundations and structural support. Netherrack is the main raw material we bring into the Overworld. It is very lucrative.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded my understanding. “So, do you trade with the Nether mobs then? Like, are the zombie pigmen running the place, or what?” 
 
      
 
    I noticed out of the corner of my eye that Clayton was looking at me curiously. It was like he was beginning to worry that I was pressing all the wrong buttons. I glanced at Claire to see if she was exhibiting any of the same concern. It didn’t appear that she was. She was simply eating her food and waiting for the next person to talk. 
 
      
 
    “Jimmy, our negotiations with the Nether mobs are quite complicated. The zombie pigmen do have quite a bit of control down there, but the blazes and ghasts are also extremely important to keep happy. After all, the only way to get ghast tears is to either kill them or to have them collect the tears for you. Killing takes a lot of effort so we prefer to have good relations with the ghasts.” 
 
      
 
    Did he just imply that he would be willing to kill ghasts for their tears? I think he did. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, okay,” I said. “So do the mobs, like, have governments and leaders or do you have to negotiate with individual groups?” 
 
      
 
    Clayton put up his hand. “I’ll take this one, Father.”  
 
      
 
    Clayton turned around and looked at me. He steepled his hands in front of his face and silently judged me for a couple of seconds. It was uncomfortable. Then he began. “A long time ago, before I was born, that is what the Dretsky family had to do, negotiate with individual groups. However, since we’ve been conducting business with the Nether mobs, they have formed themselves into governments, partly to get better deals from us and partly because I think they realize that working together is better than working separately. In fact, that’s why I was in the Nether the other day when you arrived. I was negotiating a new trade agreement with the magma cube government officials.” 
 
      
 
    Biff choked on his food and coughed a couple times and then said, “The magma cubes have a government?” 
 
      
 
    Clayton nodded. “It is a rather dysfunctional government, jumping rapidly between different ideas, but it is a government nonetheless.” 
 
      
 
    “What sort of materials do you import from the magma cubes?” asked Biff. 
 
      
 
    “You know how magma cubes hop around a lot? Well, they provide us with the ingredients for the propulsion system inside their bodies. We are starting to develop applications in the construction and transportation industries. It’s all new as of yet, but our scientists are working on it feverishly.” 
 
      
 
    This is really amazing, I thought. I had no idea that you could do such things. No wonder the Dretskys were billionaires. 
 
      
 
    “It must be pretty cool to visit the Nether so often,” I said. 
 
      
 
    I saw Clayton’s eyes squint a little bit and then he began to slowly nod. I was starting to feel the evil vibes coming back. Then Clayton said, “You want to visit the Nether? I could take you.” 
 
      
 
    At that point Biff’s father said, “Hold on now, Clayton, Jimmy is here under my protection and I gave his parents my word that I wouldn’t let him do anything dangerous. I know you go to the Nether all the time, but I still think it’s too dangerous for him to go. I won’t allow it.” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Dretsky chimed in, “Oh come now, the Nether is not very dangerous. We can send them down there was some bodyguards if it’ll make you feel better. It’s really not a big deal.” 
 
      
 
    Biff’s father shook his head. “I cannot allow that. That is a decision for Jimmy’s parents, and they are not here to make it.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, come on,” I whined. “I want to go.  Please?  Hurrr.  Please?” 
 
      
 
    “Sorry, Jimmy, if your parents were here, they could make that decision, but they aren’t. Unfortunately, there exists no technology in the Overworld that would allow me to contact them from this great distance and get their approval. Therefore, I have to say no,” said Biff’s father. 
 
      
 
    I sighed. “I understand.” I poked at my food with my fork. 
 
      
 
    The rest of the meal was filled with small talk about business dealings and the weather. I didn’t pay attention. I really did want to go to the Nether, even if it was with a jerk like Clayton. I really wanted to be able to tell my friends I’d been down there. Especially Emma, she would be so jealous. 
 
      
 
    After dinner, we returned to our rooms and packed our belongings because we were going to be leaving the next day around 9:00 in the morning. We would be retracing our route to Creeper Junction and then to Zombie Bane. 
 
      
 
    After I finished packing, I fell asleep quickly, and yet again, had no dreams. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 27 – Morning 
 
      
 
    The sun had not yet come up when I felt someone shaking my shoulder. I slowly woke up and looked over and saw Clayton standing above me. He had his finger to his lips indicating I should be quiet. He handed me my robe and motioned that I should come with him. 
 
      
 
    I got up, put on my robe, and followed Clayton. We went down the hallway a bit and then entered another room. When we got inside, Clayton shut the door and ignited a torch so we could see. 
 
      
 
    “Do you really want to see the Nether?” asked Clayton. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I do, but after what Biff’s dad said, I don’t think I should really go.” 
 
      
 
    “What are you, a baby? It’s no big deal.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know, we have to leave pretty soon and I don’t want to get in trouble.” 
 
      
 
    Clayton shook his head and laughed. “Come on. Don’t you want to tell your girlfriend Emma all about it?” 
 
      
 
    I felt my face flushing both with embarrassment and anger. “She’s not my girlfriend!” 
 
      
 
    “Jimmy, you will always be a loser in Zombie Bane. You need to see what else is out there. The Nether will blow your mind.” 
 
      
 
    I had no doubt it would blow my mind. I probably shouldn’t have agreed to go, but I did. It was too easy. Clayton was right there. No one would know I was gone. We might even get back before they woke up. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, Clayton. But let’s just go for like half an hour. I really don’t want Biff’s parents to find out I’m gone.” 
 
      
 
    Clayton smiled. “Okay. No worries, mate. Just a quick trip.” 
 
      
 
    Clayton led me out of the room and down the hall where, after a series of twists and turns, we arrived at another door. Clayton opened the door and a strange purple glow came through the crack of the door as he slowly opened it. 
 
      
 
    We walked into the room and I saw an active nether portal. 
 
      
 
    [image: nether portal2.jpg] 
 
      
 
    “Wow! I’ve never seen a nether portal before. Not in person anyway, just in drawings.” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Pretty cool, isn’t it?” 
 
      
 
    “It sure is, Clayton. So, what do we do now?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s easy. We just walk up to the portal and step in. We will pop out on the other side in the Nether, and then we can walk around and I’ll show you a couple things and then we will be back before anyone knows it.” 
 
      
 
    “Sounds awesome.” 
 
      
 
    Clayton led the way to the nether portal and stood in front of it. He looked at me and said, “Just walk like you normally walk. You won’t feel a thing. One moment you’ll be in this room, and the next you’ll be in the Nether.” And with that, he walked into the nether portal and disappeared. 
 
      
 
    I could feel my heart racing and my breath increasing in speed. I felt like I was going to pass out. I cautiously slowed my breathing and, when I felt a little bit more under control, I stepped into the nether portal. With my next step ... I was inside a red-hued world that was hot and humid and smelly. And Clayton was standing right next to me. 
 
      
 
    “I … I … can’t believe it,” I said in awe. 
 
      
 
    “Cool, right? Come on, let’s look around.” 
 
      
 
    For the next fifteen minutes, Clayton showed me around the area near the nether portal. We encountered some magma cubes who said “Hi” to Clayton. We saw a few ghasts floating at a distance inside a large cavern. A blaze passed by and waved its flaming hand in acknowledgment to Clayton. We even talked with a group of zombie pigmen, who said that all business operations were well under control. 
 
      
 
    “Wow, Clayton, all these hostile mobs aren’t hostile to you at all. Your family has really done a good job negotiating agreements with them.” 
 
      
 
    Clayton nodded. “It’s true. Although, I have to admit that I’m the one who’s really made the relationships blossom in the past couple of years. Before that, there was always some hostility underneath each group of mobs, but now, they genuinely like working with us.” 
 
      
 
    “Why is that? What of you been doing differently?” 
 
      
 
    Clayton grinned like a wolf, an evil wolf. “Trade secret. If I told you, I’d have to kill you.” 
 
      
 
    I laughed, but it didn’t really seem like Clayton was joking. 
 
      
 
    “Plus, I’ve had some additional assistance in convincing the natives to become more … hurr, what is the right word? Compliant,” Clayton said in a sinister tone. 
 
      
 
    I was about to ask him what he meant when from behind a nearby rock stepped an Evoker!  
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    In fact, I recognized him. He was the Evoker from the wanted poster at the police station in Zombie Bane! 
 
      
 
    “I knew you were working with an Evoker!” I yelled. “I knew I should’ve trusted the evil vibes I was picking up from you!” 
 
      
 
    Clayton laughed at me. “And now, it’s too late.” 
 
      
 
    I got a horrible sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach. Is Clayton going to kill me? Or would the Evoker do it for him?  
 
      
 
    It was time for action, not words. I turned and ran as fast as I could toward the nether portal. I thought that if I could get through it, I could run to Biff’s family and they could protect me. I didn’t think Clayton would try to do anything in front of them. 
 
      
 
    As I sprinted away, I heard Clayton yell, “Get him!” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t bother looking back. I knew the Evoker was after me because I could hear his footsteps. I hoped I could outrun him and his spells, but then in front of me four zombie pigmen suddenly jumped out from behind some rocks and blocked my path. I skidded to a halt.  
 
      
 
    I looked left and right and saw a small opening to the left. I sprinted for the opening but then suddenly a blaze appeared in it blocking my way. 
 
      
 
    I was trapped. 
 
      
 
    I heard a slow clapping sound and turned to see Clayton walking towards me slowly applauding. 
 
      
 
    “Nice try, Jimmy, but you are the pathetic loser in this story, and I’m the rich and famous winner. You’ll never get away.” 
 
      
 
    I started shivering. Was this it? Was I about to become a puff of smoke and respawn somewhere else, with a new family, with a new life where I didn’t know anything about surfing? I could feel a tear forming in my right eye but I willed myself to stay strong in front of Clayton and the tear tried up. 
 
      
 
    “Are you going to kill me now?” 
 
      
 
    Clayton laughed again. “Why would I kill you?” 
 
      
 
    I don’t believe this, was he going to let me go? I was feeling the most evil vibes coming from him that I’d felt ever, but he seemed like he was going to let me live. What was his plan? 
 
      
 
    “Of course I’m not going to kill you, I’m going to make you work for me. That’s what I do to all of my enemies.”  
 
      
 
    “Enemies? How am I your enemy? I thought we were going to work together with the Surf Park advertising,” I said, completely confused. 
 
      
 
    Clayton sighed and shook his head. “See, this is why I’m a billionaire and you are a pathetic loser. Anyone who makes money is my enemy. My goal is to create a world where the only person who makes money is me.” 
 
      
 
    I was astonished by Clayton’s next-level greed. I looked into his eyes and saw that he was sincere in his belief that he wanted to create a world where no one but himself could make money. 
 
      
 
    “You’re insane!” I yelled. 
 
      
 
    Clayton shrugged. “Maybe I am, but I’m rich. That’s all that matters.” 
 
      
 
    I saw Clayton move his hand, indicating something. At that moment the four zombie pigmen standing around me grabbed my arms, restraining me. 
 
      
 
    “You can’t do this Clayton. Biff and his family and my parents will come looking for me. You won’t get away with this.” 
 
      
 
    Clayton sighed and shook his head again, indicating that I was stupid. “Really? I think what happened was Jimmy got up early and started looking around the house. We found his multicolored robe next to the nether portal. He must’ve gone exploring down there and gotten lost. We sent a search party, but couldn’t find him. I’m sorry, but he is lost forever. Probably – tear, sniff – dead.” 
 
      
 
    My jaw fell open. Clayton was going to pretend that I got myself killed by doing something stupid. And, he was such a good actor, he was going to succeed. 
 
      
 
    “No! You can’t do this to me!” I yelled. Tears were finally starting to stream down my face. I couldn’t restrain myself anymore. I knew this was the end. 
 
      
 
    “Take him from my sight,” Clayton said to the zombie pigmen. 
 
      
 
    As I was led away the Evoker stared at me wordlessly. I saw him twitch his finger slightly and Herobrine and Entity 303 appeared in front of me. They did a little dance and then disappeared. I looked over at the Evoker. He grinned at me knowingly. 
 
      
 
    “It was you. You made me see those things,” I said. 
 
      
 
    The Evoker narrowed his eyes and nodded without saying a word. 
 
      
 
    I’d been led down this path the entire time. Clayton had been thinking about capturing me ever since he laid eyes on the Surf ‘n Snack. And now he had succeeded. My only solace was that Emma was still free and operating the Surf ‘n Snack. But, if Clayton had done this to get me, he would probably do the same thing to Emma. 
 
      
 
    I felt so helpless.   
 
      
 
    The zombie pigmen led me down a narrow corridor and then into a larger room and finally to a door. They opened the door and shoved me and then locked the door behind me. 
 
      
 
    Inside the room I saw dozens of villagers in various states of degradation. Some looked like they had just been captured and others looked like they’d been there for months, maybe years. 
 
      
 
    They looked at me with forlorn eyes but said nothing. We knew we were trapped. 
 
      
 
    I sat down on the ground and started to cry. 
 
      
 
    “Stop crying, Jimmy. We’re going to get out of this,” said a confident female voice. 
 
      
 
    I looked up and standing in front of me was Emma! 
 
      
 
    [image: emma.png] 
 
      
 
    I wiped my tears and then stood up and hugged her.  Yes, it is true, I hugged her. “How? Hurr. How did he get you?” 
 
      
 
    “The Evoker. I was walking home after closing the Surf ‘n Snack yesterday and the Evoker hypnotized me somehow. I woke up in a building somewhere in Zombie Bane surrounded by zombie pigmen. When I woke up, they escorted me through a nether portal and brought me here.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m so sorry this happened to you, Emma.” 
 
      
 
    She shook her head. “It’s not your fault. Besides, I told you. We’re going to get out of here.  And, then, we are going to get our revenge on Clayton.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    End of Book 4 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Surfer Villager 5 
 
      
 
      
 
    Ready to find out what happens next? Then grab a copy of Diary of a Surfer Villager 5 on your local Amazon site. I’ve included the most popular links below for easy access! 
 
      
 
    Amazon USA 
 
      
 
    Amazon UK 
 
      
 
    Amazon India 
 
      
 
    Amazon Australia 
 
      
 
    Amazon Canada 
 
      
 
    Oh, and if you wouldn’t mind, please leave a review of Surfer Villager 4 before you dive in to book 5.  Thanks a million, Dr. Block! 
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