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    Day 28 – Morning 
 
      
 
      
 
    I slept fitfully during the night. The ground in our jail was hard and the zombie pigmen did not provide us with any pillows or blankets. I had pulled my robe around me tightly in an attempt to retain some body heat, but it didn’t work. I shivered all night long.  
 
      
 
    It was the most miserable night of my life. 
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    Now, this morning, one of the zombie pigmen threw open the door to the room and yelled at us to wake up. “Come on, slaves! Get up you lazy animals!”  
 
      
 
    Three more zombie pigmen followed him into the room, each with a golden sword in one hand and a stick in the other. There was menace in their eyes. 
 
      
 
    I wiped the sleep from my eyes and was just starting to stand up when one of the zombie pigman came by and hit me with a stick. “Faster, slave! When I say jump, you say how high.” 
 
      
 
    “Ouch,” I said rubbing my arm where he had hit me. “I’m no magma cube, man. I can only jump a few inches.” 
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    The zombie pigman gave me a startled look. Was he surprised that I had talked back? Or was he in awe of the awesome joke I had just made? I’ll probably never know because his simplistic response was to hit me again with the wooden stick, this time on my leg. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, slaves. Form a line at the door. You have five seconds.” 
 
      
 
    Everyone rushed to the door to get in line. I made sure I was standing with Emma, behind her, actually. Behind me was a decrepit old villager man who looked like he wouldn’t live more than a few days. In front of Emma was a villager woman who looked like she hadn’t been in the Nether for too long; her robe was still somewhat clean. 
 
      
 
    “Get moving!” ordered one of the zombie pigmen, cracking his stick against the cold, hard ground for emphasis. 
 
      
 
    We followed one of the guards through several passageways for several minutes before we came to a chamber where netherrack mining was in progress. There was a pile of iron pickaxes in the center of the room.  
 
      
 
    The villagers who had been in captivity longer than me, robotically walked to the pile of pickaxes and grabbed one. I followed Emma to the pile and we each selected a pickaxe.  
 
      
 
    “Get to work!” shouted one of the guards as he slammed his wooden stick against the ground. The crisp crack of the wood hitting the hard rock echoed sharply off the walls of the chamber. All this stick cracking was giving me a headache. 
 
      
 
    Emma and I walked over to one side of the chamber and began mining. We mined for about twenty minutes, methodically moving our arms up and down like human pumpjacks. We quickly assembled a substantial pile of netherrack blocks behind us.  
 
      
 
    About every ten minutes, a zombie pigman passed by with a couple of villager slaves dragging a cart. They would load the netherrack blocks in the cart and drag it away. 
 
      
 
    When no guards were nearby, Emma said, “I hate this place. I can’t believe how evil Clayton is to force his own kind into slavery.” 
 
      
 
    I brought the point of the pickaxe down against the wall. My hands were beginning to hurt. “Yeah, it’s hard to believe he’s not even an adult yet and he is already so evil. I’m surprised he doesn’t have glowing red eyes!” 
 
      
 
    Emma nodded. In between strokes of the pickaxe, she said, “You know, yesterday when I was walking through the passageways back to our jail after our workday was over, I overheard an Evoker talking to some unknown figure. The two of them were talking about some sort of religious ritual, involving ancient creepers or something? I thought I heard something about attaining additional power or unspeakable power. Something like that.” 
 
      
 
    I tensed when I heard this. “Have you heard about the rainbow creeper religion?” 
 
      
 
    “No, I haven’t,” said Emma with a curious look on her face. 
 
      
 
    “When we were traveling to Capitol City, Biff’s dad mentioned it was some sort of ancient sect that had broken away from the worship of Notch. They worshiped creepers and were banished into the wasteland before founding the village of Creeper Junction. Biff’s dad seemed to think the religion was nearly defunct and only had a few adherents remaining. But, maybe that’s not the case?” 
 
      
 
    Emma nodded her head in thought. “I wish we could do some research about that religion. I’ve never heard of it before. For all I know it claims to offer some path to unlimited power. I can see why some people would want to try and get that.” 
 
      
 
    I winced with pain as I lifted my pickaxe and brought it down against the wall for the 723rd time today. (Yeah, I’d been keeping count.) “I can’t believe we’ve only been picking away for less than an hour. I’m going to be so sore tonight.” 
 
      
 
    Emma laughed. “I thought you would have been in shape from all that surfing you’ve been doing.” 
 
      
 
    “I probably should be, but surfing uses different muscles than mining. Anyway, the fact that you heard someone talking about rainbow creepers and that I’ve recently learned about rainbow creepers is concerning. It feels like something is going on that we don’t fully comprehend.” 
 
      
 
    At that moment I had a terrible memory. The blood drained from my face. I probably looked more like husk villager than a normal villager. 
 
      
 
    Emma noticed. “Oh my Notch! What is it Jimmy?” 
 
      
 
    I sighed heavily. “I just remembered. One day Claire was wearing a new brown robe with a really small rainbow creeper logo on it. She said it was just some sort a new fashion brand, but … what if it’s more? What if she’s a member of the religion and is planning some sort of evil?!?” 
 
      
 
    Emma clicked her tongue and squinted her eyes. “I suppose it could be either one of those things. Leave it to some greedy idiots in Capitol City to engage in religious cultural appropriation for the sake of fashion.” 
 
      
 
    At that moment a zombie pigman came up and hit us both with a stick. “No talking. Working only. Girl, you over there,” said the zombie pigman as he pointed to the other side of the chamber. 
 
      
 
    I could tell Emma was extremely upset at being told what to do and wanted to say something to the zombie pigman. But she was too smart for that. Instead, she just shouldered her pickaxe and walked silently across the room. 
 
      
 
    The zombie pigman turned to me and said, “Boy, if I see you talking to anyone else today, I’ll beat you so hard you can’t even walk.” 
 
      
 
    “Brah, chill. I’m easy like Sunday morning. I’m just going to be picking away for the rest of the day. I ain’t gonna play, so you don’t have to flay. Cool?”  
 
      
 
    The zombie pigman was so taken aback by my awesome rap that he just shook his head and backed away. If I didn’t know any better, I would’ve said he was afraid of me. 
 
      
 
    Skills. 
 
      
 
    As I returned to the repetitive monotony of mining, my mind began to wander. I wondered about the rainbow creeper religion. I wondered about Claire’s robe. I wondered if Clayton was some sort of leader in the religion or if maybe it was his father or maybe it was an Evoker who was their ally.  
 
      
 
    I realized I was completely speculating without any basis in fact and so I stopped. It was then that I remembered Biff and his parents would probably be arriving in Zombie Bane tomorrow. If we couldn’t get out of here, he would tell my parents I was dead. That made me sad. 
 
      
 
    *  *  * 
 
      
 
    After we completed our morning’s work, the zombie pigmen gave us a generous fifteen-minute break. They tossed each of us an apple. We ate in silence, the crunching of our teeth into the flesh of the apples echoing against the walls of the chamber were the only sounds heard.  
 
      
 
    When the lunch break was over, we went back to work for another five hours. 
 
      
 
    *  *  * 
 
      
 
    When the afternoon shift was done, I put my pickaxe back in the pile the center of the room. My hands were blistered and bleeding. We formed up the line and walked back to the room where we were imprisoned. 
 
      
 
    As the zombie pigman guard began to close the door and lock us in for the night, he said, “Don’t get any stupid ideas in there, slaves. You will never escape. Someone will stop by soon with your dinner. Tonight it’s porkchops, and they’re only slightly rotten.” 
 
      
 
    I could hear the zombie pigman laughing to himself as he shut the door and locked it. 
 
      
 
    Emma walked over and sat next to me against the wall. I felt like crying until Emma whispered, “I think I know a way we can escape. But we will have to wait until tomorrow.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 29 – Morning 
 
      
 
      
 
    Last night after “dinner,” which consisted of cold rotten pork chop, Emma told me her plan for escape. It was the most disgusting thing I’ve ever eaten in my life ... the dinner, not Emma’s plan.   
 
      
 
    Obviously, one cannot eat a “plan” because a “plan” is just a bunch of words. I suppose one could eat a plan if it were written on paper, but then one would be eating paper more than eating the plan, n’est-ce pas? It was a conundrum I did not have time to decipher. 
 
      
 
    I could tell you what Emma’s plan was right now, but that would violate the rules of diary writing and writing in general. The main rule of writing is to “show not tell.” So, rather than telling you the plan in advance so you’re not surprised as you read on in this diary, I will not tell you the plan at all. Instead you’ll have to live through it with me every step of the way. 
 
      
 
    Will we escape? Or will we be captured? Or worse? You’ll have to read in order to discover the answers to these profound questions. 
 
      
 
    I thought Emma’s plan was risky, but I thought it might work as well. Either way, I didn’t want to go back to the netherrack mine for another horrible monotonous day of hitting my pickaxe against the wall.  
 
      
 
    We villagers are not very strong and have little endurance when it comes to mining activities. We prefer to make our money by trading goods or selling things, rather than pulling things out of the ground. Of course, Clayton and his family had made their fortune by doing exactly that: pulling things out of the ground. So, maybe my view of what it means to be a villager is all messed up. I’ll have to think about that someday, if I manage to escape. 
 
      
 
    Anyway… 
 
      
 
    One of the zombie pigmen came into the room where we slept and yelled at us to get up. Another zombie pigman threw an apple to each of us for breakfast. Emma and I pretended to eat our apples but instead we tucked them into our inventories. The apples were part of the plan. 
 
      
 
    “Now that you’ve had your delicious and nutritious breakfast, get moving!” yelled one of the zombie pigmen. 
 
      
 
    We stood up and formed a line like we had the other day. I made sure to get in line behind Emma, per the plan. Unfortunately, I had elbow an elderly villager out of the way. He’d been standing behind Emma for a few seconds by the time I got there. As I worked my way in front of him, he said “Hey, no cut-sies!” 
 
      
 
    I looked at the old man with shame in my eyes. If we’d been outside of this prison cell, I never would’ve done this, but this was part of the escape plan. Some of the shame in my eyes was also because I knew that I wasn’t going to be taking this man, or anyone else, with me when I escaped. Maybe I’d return some day to rescue everyone, but not today. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry, sir, I need to stand here.” 
 
      
 
    The old villager rolled his eyes. “What? Is she your girlfriend?” 
 
      
 
    [image: jimmy freaking out.png] 
 
      
 
    I huffed and puffed with anger. My rage and embarrassment showed plainly on my face. “She’s not my girlfriend. She’s just … she’s … well, she’s my friend and she’s a girl, so if that means she’s my girlfriend, then, yes, she’s my girlfriend. But, if you meant, like, do we hold hands and stuff, then no, she’s not my girlfriend.” 
 
      
 
    Emma giggled as I tried to explain why I needed to cut in line. The old man shook his head and muttered something about stupid kids. 
 
      
 
    One of the pigmen noticed the commotion and came over. “What’s going on here, slave?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at the pigman, I was very concerned. If I couldn’t be directly behind Emma, our plan might not work. “Um, I just wanted to get in line behind Emma.” 
 
      
 
    The pigman growled. “Slaves don’t have names.” He paused for a minute and then, with a sly grin, asked, “What? Is she your girlfriend or something?” 
 
      
 
    I slapped my forehead. I shook my head from side to side. I shrugged my shoulders a few times. I let my head fall until my chin touched my chest. I looked like a deflated question mark. “No, she is not my girlfriend.” 
 
      
 
    The zombie pigman growled again. “I don’t want to see you misbehaving at all today or you won’t get any mushroom stew for dinner.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, sir. I understand,” I said, while secretly smiling to myself. I already knew I wasn’t going to have mushroom stew at all today. I was going to escape. And if I didn’t escape, then I’d be punished by not having mushroom stew, so it was TRUTH that I wasn’t going to have mushroom stew. So, in a life full of uncertainties, that was one certainty that I carried with me for the rest of the morning. It felt good to be certain about something. 
 
      
 
    As we left the room, there was a pigman at the front of the line, and one at the end of the line with the other two moving back and forth up and down the sides of the line. There were about twenty or so of us slaves. 
 
      
 
    We began walking through the various corridors again to get to the mining site. Walking in front of Emma was a young villager who I had not noticed the other day. He turned around and whispered, “This is so lame.” 
 
      
 
    Emma and I nodded. “Where are you from?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Capitol City,” he said quietly. “My name’s Noah.” 
 
      
 
    “Emma and Jimmy,” said Emma. 
 
      
 
    A zombie pigman noticed our conversation and came up to us and hit each of us with his wooden stick. “Silence, slaves!” We complied, walking in silence. 
 
      
 
    When we got to one particular T-shaped intersection, the line turned right. Immediately after Noah had turned right, Emma got to the intersection and should have turned right, but instead, she yelled, “Now!” We both dashed to the left. 
 
      
 
    Emma got away, but a zombie pigman was too quick, dove after me, and grabbed my leg! I tried to pull it away, but could not free myself. Emma turned around and looked at me, desperation in her eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Just go,” I yelled, resigning myself to a beating followed by a sort, miserable life of slavery in the Nether. 
 
      
 
    But then, suddenly, my leg was free and I was running. I looked back and saw that Noah had jumped on the zombie pigman’s arm, forcing him to let go of my leg. 
 
      
 
    “Run, Jimmy, run!” yelled Noah. 
 
      
 
    “Come with us!” I shouted back. But, before Noah could answer, a zombie pigman stepped in front of him, blocking his path. 
 
      
 
    I knew I couldn’t help him so I turned back around and ran as fast as I could after Emma. I looked over my shoulder and saw that two of the four zombie pigman guards were pursuing us. 
 
      
 
    We opened up a good lead on the surprised pigmen, but we could still hear their footsteps behind us echoing on the walls of the corridors through which we ran. 
 
      
 
    “Come back here, slaves!” they yelled. Only two pigmen pursued us because the other two had to guard the prisoners who had remained. I imagined the looks on the faces of the prisoners, including brave Noah who we had just met, but who had saved us. I’m sure they were shocked. Some were jealous. Some were angry. Some were probably crying. Some were disappointed that we hadn’t shared our plan with them. They probably knew that because of our currently successful escape attempt, the guards would be increased and their own chances of ever getting away would be decreased. 
 
      
 
    Sometimes, life is lame. 
 
      
 
    Emma led the way. She made assured choices of when and where to turn. I trusted her and did what she did.  
 
      
 
    Left.  
 
      
 
    Right.  
 
      
 
    Left.  
 
      
 
    Straight.  
 
      
 
    But still the pigmen followed. 
 
      
 
    Do you know where you’re going?” I asked as I ran behind her. 
 
      
 
    “I hope so.” 
 
      
 
    Now, when Emma had told me her plan, she told me she knew where to go. My concern about being in these corridors was that we would be trapped in some sort of maze. Of course, if we had mining equipment, we might be able to dig a way out. We could find a back way to get to a nether portal and return to the Overworld. But if we just ran around deeper and deeper into the mine, eventually we would either meet a dead end and be captured or we would be so irretrievably lost that we would starve to death. Had I known this, I might not have agreed to the plan, but it was now too late. 
 
      
 
    When we came to a narrow part of the path, the pigmen had started to gain on us. But that was when Emma yelled, “Apples! Now!” 
 
      
 
    We both reached into our inventories and pulled out our rotten apples and dropped them on the ground behind us and continued running. 
 
      
 
    The pigmen were closing on us but they didn’t see the apples. The first pigman stepped on the apple. It squished under his foot and created a low friction surface which caused him to slip, slide and then fall and hit his head on the ground, knocking him out.  
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    The other pigman saw the apple and avoided it but couldn’t avoid his fallen comrade and tripped over him and fell to the ground with a crash. “I’ll get you for this, you meddling kids!” yelled the fallen, but still conscious, zombie pigman. 
 
      
 
    I laughed with triumph. “It worked!” 
 
      
 
    Emma, who was still running in front of me, turned around and said, “Yeah, I’m pretty smart, right?” 
 
      
 
    “So far so good,” I said, giving her a thumbs up followed by a shaka. 
 
      
 
    I knew that the zombie pigmen would not stop chasing us, but we had opened up a large gap between them. Probably at least ten seconds between the pigman who was still conscious, and who knows how long that it would take for the other pigman to regain consciousness. 
 
      
 
    We kept running for another few minutes until we arrived at a door and stopped. 
 
      
 
    “I think this is the door,” said Emma. 
 
      
 
    “How did you know this was here?” 
 
      
 
    “I noticed there was a pattern to the mining operation. I assumed that the path we took would follow that same pattern. I calculated the turns it would take to arrive at this location, which I assumed would be the door to a nether portal room. I hope I’m right.” 
 
      
 
    I was completely flabbergasted. If Emma had been able to calculate this in her brain, she must be some sort of genius. I knew she was highly skilled with mechanisms and contraptions and science, but now it seemed like she was some sort of mathematical savant, hiding behind her shy exterior. Don’t judge a book by its cover kids, don’t judge a book. 
 
      
 
    “You are like some sort of Maze Runner, or Ms. Pac-Man, or something,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Huh?” 
 
      
 
    “Never mind.” 
 
      
 
    We crouched behind a rock, just in case the door opened, so we would not be seen. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, so, the nether portal to Zombie Bane should be behind that door,” whispered Emma. “I’m pretty sure. This feels familiar.” 
 
      
 
    “Feels?” 
 
      
 
    “I was blindfolded when they transported me from Zombie Bane to the Nether.” 
 
      
 
    “I hope you are right. Let’s do this thing,” I said triumphantly, but then realized I had no idea what to do. I scratched my head and said sheepishly, “So, what do we do now?” 
 
      
 
    “I think there should be two zombie pigmen in there, but no more. So, basically, we just need to rush in and jump into the nether portal no matter what.”  
 
      
 
    I nodded my head. “Let’s go.” 
 
      
 
    At that moment, we heard the footsteps of the zombie pigman pursuer running behind us. It was now or never. I looked at Emma. She looked at me. Our eyes met. It was go time. 
 
      
 
    We both jumped up and opened the door.  
 
      
 
    When we entered the room, we saw one zombie pigman leaning against the wall biting his nails. The other zombie pigman was standing near the nether portal twirling a spear in his left hand. We were almost to the nether portal before they even noticed us. The one biting his nails looked up, spit a giant fingernail out of his mouth and said to his colleague, “Stop them, Mateo!” 
 
      
 
    Mateo the pigman stopped twirling his spear when we were just a few steps from the nether portal. “I got this, David,” he yelled to the other pigman.  
 
      
 
    Mateo grabbed hold of his spear with both his hands. He took a strong stance and then thrust the spear in front of another portal, intending to block our path.  
 
      
 
    But. Nothing. Was. Going. To. Stop. Us. Today. 
 
      
 
    I slid on my knees and leaned back like I was doing the limbo and began to slide underneath the spear. Emma did a handspring and propelled herself into the air, spinning backward over the spear. I looked over at Mateo and winked. 
 
      
 
    As we passed into the nether portal, we heard David yell, “Oh geez, man, ah shucks!” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 29 – Morning, continued 
 
      
 
      
 
    So, I could’ve kept telling the story of the escape in the prior journal entry, but it seemed like it was getting kind along. I know some people just like to read one chapter at a time or one journal entry at a time, so I thought I would stop it there for a moment. Ending a journal entry with jumping through a portal seems like a logical place, don’t you agree? 
 
      
 
    Anyway….  
 
      
 
    So, less than one second after we had entered the nether portal, we popped out the other side into a room filled with old books on rickety wooden shelves. We landed on the floor with a thud. Or, maybe it was more like a bump. Or, some combination of the two, like a thuddy thud bump bumpity bumpy thud. 
 
      
 
    I looked around and was confused by the fact that we were in a room filled with books. “This was the nether portal the pigmen brought you to when they captured you in Zombie Bane?” I asked Emma. 
 
      
 
    Emma brushed the dust and dirt off of her robe. She looked around and nodded. “Yeah, this is it.” 
 
      
 
    “Are we … hurrr … in the library?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “I think so,” said Emma. “Probably in its basement. No one ever comes down here.” 
 
      
 
    It was then that I noticed there were several other nether portals in the room!  I was about to ask Emma if she knew anything about the other portals when we heard footsteps coming. Before we could hide, two zombie pigmen and the librarian [!!!!!] came around the corner. 
 
      
 
    “What?!? You? You’re in league with Clayton?!?” I shouted at the librarian. 
 
      
 
    The librarian laughed, or more properly she cackled. “You stupid kids. You believed all that stuff about me not allowing occult filth in the library? I live for the occult.” 
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    I’m not quite sure what it means to “live for the occult,” but I knew the librarian was evil. That’s all I needed to know.  
 
      
 
    At that moment, the librarian yelled to the two zombie pigmen, “Get them!” 
 
      
 
    Emma grabbed my arm and started to run the opposite direction. I did not have time to think; I just reacted. I followed her.  
 
      
 
    As the two zombie pigmen pursued us, one of them yelled at the other, “Go tell master Clayton we’ve located them. I’ll try to stop them.” 
 
      
 
    The zombie pigman jumped into one of the other nether portals in the room. His act seemed to answer my question about the purpose of the other nether portals.  
 
      
 
    This room must be a transportation hub for Clayton’s forces. The nether portal Emma and I came through went to the mining area. The nether portal the zombie pigman jumped in must have gone to another location in the Nether, perhaps where I had entered the mining area, where he could then transfer to yet another nether portal that would lead back to the Dretsky estate.  
 
      
 
    I wondered how many places you could get if you simply knew which nether portals to use. It was an elegant solution to the slow transportation options otherwise available on the Overworld. 
 
      
 
    While I was contemplating solutions to worldwide transportation bottlenecks, the other pigman had gained on us. 
 
      
 
    “Hurry up,” yelled Emma. “There’s a door ahead.” 
 
      
 
    I began running as fast as I could, not that I wasn’t already, but somehow I found another speed that I had only dreamed of. Actually, I’d never dreamed of running very fast – I have dreamed of flying, though – but it seemed like a pretty cool thing to write.  
 
      
 
    Anyway, we were just about to the door when the zombie pigman threw a spear at us. Fortunately, his aim was off, and the spear sailed just above our heads. Unfortunately, the spear lodged in the door at a perfect angle, preventing us from opening it. 
 
      
 
    “Netherrack!” swore Emma. I’d never heard her use such foul language. But I totally agreed with her sentiment. 
 
      
 
    She turned to the left, ran to the corner of the room where a chair was resting against the wall. She stopped and picked it up and yelled, “Duck, Jimmy.”  
 
      
 
    I ducked as quickly as I could and she threw the chair at the zombie pigman, hitting him in the head. The pigman was dazed, but he didn’t stop coming after us. We kept running down the same passageway, but probably should have chosen a different path.  
 
      
 
    It was a dead-end.  
 
      
 
    Some fool had built a solid block column in the middle of the hallway for some reason. Maybe it was a structural element in the overall architecture of the library, designed to hold up the rooms above us. It didn’t matter. It was not like I could file a complaint with the Zombie Bane Architectural Review Board.  
 
      
 
    We were trapped. The zombie pigman pulled out a golden sword and slowly came toward us. 
 
      
 
    “What will it be, kids? Do you want me to kill you, or will you surrender?” 
 
      
 
    It was an interesting question. On the one hand, we could surrender and live, but be condemned to a lifetime of mining netherrack in order to make Clayton even richer than he already was. On the other hand, we could die a valiant death in battle with our enemy and respawn somewhere else.  
 
      
 
    As I was considering my response to the pigman’s question, an enderman suddenly appeared in between Emma and me and the pigman.  
 
      
 
    Emma gasped in shock. I … well … I’m not gonna lie, I almost peed my robe. Sweat covered my forehead and my cheeks flushed at the near disaster. 
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    The enderman bent down and looked at us with his emotionless purple eyes and said with a strange accent – I suppose it is the accent of the End – “Come with me, if you want to live.”  
 
      
 
    The pigman, having recovered from the shock of the enderman’s mysterious appearance, began rushing toward the enderman ready to stab him with his golden sword. 
 
      
 
    Before Emma or I could decide our answers to the pigman’s question or to the enderman’s demand, the enderman wrapped his spaghetti-like black arms around us and the library vanished. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 29 – Continued again! 
 
      
 
      
 
    The enderman had teleported us to another room. I assumed we were still in Zombie Bane, and my suspicion was soon confirmed. 
 
      
 
    I looked around the room and saw several other endermen and an end portal. There was a window in the room which had been covered up with blocks of cobblestone in order to ensure the privacy of the occurrences inside the room. After all, villagers would freak if they knew a pack of endermen was at large in their village. 
 
      
 
    “What the heck … hurrr … is going on?” I asked, pushing the enderman’s arms away. 
 
      
 
    “Forget that,” said Emma. “We need to tell our parents that we’re still alive.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, and warn them not to believe anything Clayton says.” 
 
      
 
    One of the endermen who had been waiting in the room came over to us. The enderman who had rescued us stood at attention and saluted. 
 
      
 
    “At ease, soldier,” said the enderman standing in front of us. Our rescuer relaxed slightly, letting his arms dangle at his side.  
 
      
 
    The leader then addressed us. “You cannot speak with your parents yet. Biff and his family are, at this moment, arriving at your parents’ house and informing them you disappeared. Emma’s parents already believe this about her. Clayton must be convinced your parents believe you are dead, or they will be in danger too.” 
 
      
 
    I was desperate. I said, “But, Clayton will know we are alive. The zombie pigman will tell him, so what’s the point? We can’t let our parents believe we are dead. That’s cruel. They will be distraught.” I felt tears starting to form in my eyes. I looked over and saw that Emma was silently sobbing too. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry,” said the leader reaching out a hand and patting each of us on the head like we were tamed wolves. “We will place a dream in your parents’ minds tonight which will convince all of them that you are still alive. They will only be sad for a few hours.” 
 
      
 
    “How will you do that?” asked Emma, wiping away her tears. “I’ve never … hurrr ... heard of endermen doing such a thing.” 
 
      
 
    “It is really quite simple if you are able to evoke. Instead of using evoking for possession and control like Clayton does, we can use it for suggestions. It is a much more elegant use of the power.” 
 
      
 
    “How can you do that? Don’t only illagers or evil villagers have the ability to evoke?” asked Emma. 
 
      
 
    “Endermen can’t do it, but I can!” said a voice behind us. I thought I recognized it and when I turned around I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. 
 
      
 
    [image: realmrblaze.png] 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Blaze?!?”  
 
      
 
    “In the flesh, kids. Glad you made it back,” said Mr. Blaze, still wearing the same stained robe he had on when we entered his bookshop a few days ago. 
 
      
 
    “Why didn’t you tell us you have evoking powers?” said Emma. “It might’ve saved us some time and trouble.” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze looked away sheepishly. “I had no idea what you kids were after. There’s a lot of strange goings-on lately. Not the least of which was when the endermen showed up in my bookshop late one night about a year ago.” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “Wait, you and the endermen have been working together for a year? What are you working on?” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze looked at the leader and raised an eyebrow, basically asking him if he could continue. The enderman gave a slight nod and then Mr. Blaze spoke. “We’ve been working to stop the Dretsky family, particularly Clayton. His behavior these last few years has been horrible and evil. I started hearing about it a couple years ago, when there were rumors that a villager in Capitol City was trying to gain allegiances with evildoers, including evokers, vindicators and illusioners!” 
 
      
 
    The lead enderman took over the story. “Yes, and now Clayton and his family are attempting to exploit my realm. We have encountered several villagers illegally in the End. Although we permit players to enter the End if they need to quest for the Ender Dragon, we do not permit villagers to make that trip.” 
 
      
 
    I was basically lost right now. I knew there was all kinds of crazy stuff happening that was way above my pay grade, whatever that means, so I needed some clarification. “What do you mean exploiting your realm?” 
 
      
 
    The enderman sighed. It was a hollow haunting sigh, as though from an oboe or some other old-school woodwind instrument that only two dozen people in the world know how to play. “They’ve come for our resources. You are now painfully aware of what the Dretsky family is doing in the Nether, and in particular the enslavement of villagers so that they can get free labor to exploit the resources. They are beginning to do that in the End.” 
 
      
 
    “What resources?” 
 
      
 
    The enderman sighed. “Mainly endstone and chorus flowers and fruit.” 
 
      
 
    Emma squinted at the enderman. “They’re not enslaving endermen are they? I don’t see how they could with your teleportation abilities.” 
 
      
 
    The enderman looked down at his tiny little feet, so insignificant compared to his lanky body. He paused for a moment while he contemplated his tiny little toes that he was wiggling. After he went through several different wiggling patterns – starting with the little toe and moving to the big toe then starting with the big toe and moving to the little toe and finally starting with the middle toe going out both ways the same time – he looked up and said, “It’s worse than that. They don’t bother to enslave endermen; they just kill them.” 
 
      
 
    Emma and I gasped at the same time. “No!” 
 
      
 
    “They are killing endermen just for some stupid flowers and fruit?!?!” I yelled, totally outraged. 
 
      
 
    This time Mr. Blaze took over the story. “Yes, I’m afraid it is true. Clayton sends his allies from the Nether into the End where they kill any endermen who get in their way. The endermen are difficult to defeat though and Clayton is losing many forces. But, we’ve learned that Clayton is now working with an unknown person to spawn a massive army of zombie pigmen, ghasts, and blazes to send into the End for a massive battle.” 
 
      
 
    I suddenly had a flash of Entity 303 in my mind. Could that be who was working with Clayton? I shook my head to clear the image. I needed to think clearly. 
 
      
 
    I could not believe what I was hearing. Emma and I had stumbled into the middle of a “battle of the century”-type scenario. This made my great great Gramp’s killing of ten zombies look like playing tic-tac-toe. I couldn’t believe how greedy Clayton was. He already controlled most of the resources of the Nether and was richer than anyone in the entire Overworld. In fact, his personal wealth was probably greater than half of the population of the Overworld. And now he wanted the End. 
 
      
 
    Savage. 
 
      
 
    “Is that why you are here in the Overworld?” Emma asked. “To prevent Clayton’s invasion?” 
 
      
 
    The enderman nodded slowly. “Yes. We cannot wait for war to come to us. We are bringing war to Capitol City.” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe that war was coming. I’d never seen a war. I had never been in a war. But, I had taken history class in school, and sort of paid attention. I knew war wasn’t fun. I knew lots of people would vanish into puffs of smoke and respawn. Maybe their respawns would then become involved in the war and they might respawn multiple times before the war was over. It was horrible to think about. 
 
      
 
    Emma put her hands on her hips and looked directly at the enderman. “So you are just going to lead an enderman army to Capitol City and kill everybody? That’s ridiculous. What kind of mob are you?” 
 
      
 
    The enderman stiffened. You could tell he was not used to anyone addressing him so impolitely. But he knew this was serious business and he knew that Emma was right to be upset in her own way. Or, if not right, at least it was understandable. 
 
      
 
    “We do not intend to start a war without an attempt at negotiations,” said the enderman. “We will march our army to Capitol City and request the surrender of the entire Dretsky family. If they surrender, everything will end; if not, we go to war.” 
 
      
 
    “The entire family?” I asked in shock. “Can’t you just take Clayton and his greedy father away? You couldn’t mean that Claire is involved in this, could you?” 
 
      
 
    Emma shot me a dirty look for bringing up Claire. 
 
      
 
    The enderman stared at me in the eyes. He blinked three times. Then, he turned around and, without a word, walked into the end portal. 
 
      
 
    “What the heck was that?” I asked. The remaining endermen simply looked at me and shook their heads, before jumping into the end portal. 
 
      
 
    “Isn’t anyone going to explain why he has to take the entire family?” I yelled. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 29 – Afternoon and Evening 
 
      
 
      
 
    After the three endermen disappeared, Mr. Blaze took us down a staircase that was hidden in the floor. He lifted up a rock and the staircase was there. We followed him down the stairs through some tunnels and up into the sub-basement of his bookshop. 
 
      
 
    “You two stay here while I go tend to my customers. There’s some food in that cabinet over there, and you can take a nap in the one of those chairs,” he said, pointing to what looked like the most uncomfortable chairs ever crafted in the history of Minecraft. “At the end of the day I’ll come back down here and communicate with your parents to let them know you’re both still alive.” 
 
      
 
    “About that,” asked Emma, “since Clayton knows we have escaped and were rescued by an enderman, what is the point in hiding?” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze sighed. “The point is that if Clayton finds you, he will capture you and torture you until you tell him why the enderman was here. He’s not stupid. He’ll know it has something to do with his exploitation of the End.” 
 
      
 
    “Torture? Would he really do that?” I asked, completely overwhelmed. 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze nodded silently. “So, stay here. I’ll come back when I can.” 
 
      
 
    *  *  *  
 
      
 
    In Mr. Blaze’s absence, Emma and I sat around completely bored. You’d think that in a bookstore there would be all kinds of great stuff to read, but this basement didn’t have any books in it. I guess because it was a secret hideout type of location Mr. Blaze didn’t want to put any books in here and accidentally send one of his employees down here to get something and discover the place.  
 
      
 
    The boredom meant that I had nothing else to do except worry about my parents. I knew they had already been told by Biff’s father that I was “dead,” and there was nothing I could do. I knew that if Emma and I revealed our presence now, Clayton or his henchmen would find us, torture us, and then kill us and maybe our families. 
 
      
 
    He. Was. So. Evil. 
 
      
 
    Finally, after many hours and countless tears of frustration, despair, and rage, Mr. Blaze returned. He asked us how we were doing. We both complained about the boredom. 
 
      
 
    “Well, get ready, because this will be anything but boring,” he said with a serious voice, but a twinkle in his eye. 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze told us to back away and remain silent while he placed the dream into the minds of our parents. 
 
      
 
    It was eerie.  
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze began to move his arms in a strange, repeated pattern. Soon, bubbles materialized in front of him and then a foggy mist floated before his face. In the mist I could see my parents sleeping and Emma’s parents sleeping. It made me sad. I saw that my parents’ faces were streaked with tears, and my mom appeared to be crying in her sleep. I started crying too. 
 
      
 
    And then Mr. Blaze began to move his hands in another strange pattern and whisper words I couldn’t quite understand, though I managed to catch a few of them: “don’t worry” “alive” “home soon” “love you” “happiness”. 
 
      
 
    As he made the strange motions and said these words I watched as my parents and Emma’s parents appeared to smile in their sleep. My mom’s eyes stopped gushing tears. They all sighed like they were very relaxed and then the foggy mist vanished. 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze, suddenly exhausted, sat down on a chair. 
 
      
 
    “That was astonishing, Mr. Blaze,” said Emma, her voice cracking with emotion. 
 
      
 
    I nodded my head and wiped a few tears from my checks. “Yeah. It was … hurrr … super cool … and … hurrr ... amazing.”  
 
      
 
    Emma looked at me like I was an idiot. Wordsmithing was never my strong suit. Plus, I was still emotional from seeing my parents and not being able to talk to them. 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze wiped beads of sweat from his forehead and said, “Thank you. That’s really hard work. Much more difficult than possessing people. There’s two-way communication between the subject of the suggestion, unlike possession which is a one-way street. And four people at once … whew, it was exhausting. I had to hold four conversations at the same time. I should’ve only done one set of parents at the time.” 
 
      
 
    “So, they know we’re alive now?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze tilted his head from side to side. “Yes and no. They will have a certainty in their hearts that you are alive, but they will have no basis in fact for this belief. They will remain with the belief you are alive for at least a week, before the suggestion starts to wear off and they become distraught again. But that’s plenty of time. The endermen should be back tomorrow and their ultimatum to Capitol City will likely happen very soon thereafter, well within a week’s time.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded and then said, “About that ultimatum. Why the entire Dretsky family? Claire seems okay, and even Clayton’s mother didn’t seem like she was very involved in the business.” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze considered my question for moment and then said, “Have you heard about the rainbow creeper religion?” 
 
      
 
    My blood turned to ice. Another reference to the rainbow creeper religion. “Yes,” I said. “In fact, I was mentioning it to Emma a while ago.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, then you probably know it’s an ancient religion that broke away from the worship of Notch, the true creator of all Minecraft. Those who worship the rainbow creeper worship only power and wealth, at the expense of all else. We have reason to believe that Claire and her mother are members of the rainbow creeper religion,” said Mr. Blaze solemnly. 
 
      
 
    “No, it can’t be,” I said. Then I remembered the robe with the rainbow creeper logo on it. Claire had said it was just a new fashion, but was it? Or was it a way to show others that she was a believer? And come to think of it, she’d worn that robe while we were in Creeper Junction, which Biff’s father said was the place where the creeper worshipers had settled several hundred years ago. It was all starting to make sense, or, at least, it was all lining up to be a good conspiracy theory, if nothing else. 
 
      
 
    “So, are you saying that Clayton and his father are also adherents to the rainbow creeper religion?” asked Emma. “I mean, after all, they seem to be only interested in wealth and power as well.” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze nodded. “I assume that is the case. The worship of the Rainbow Creeper is normally passed down through families. It is rare for anyone to join the religion from the outside.” 
 
      
 
    Emma stood quietly, lost in thought. She rolled her head around, stretching her neck. Then, she asked, “Are the endermen fighting against the Dretskys or are they fighting against the rainbow creeper religion?” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze appeared surprised by this question, and, somewhat suspiciously, changed the subject. “Will you look at the time? It is late. You kids need to get to sleep, and so do I. See you tomorrow.”  And with that, Mr. Blaze ran up the stairs and left us alone. 
 
      
 
    I looked at Emma.  “Why did he get so freaked out by your question?” 
 
      
 
    “That’s what I’d like to find out.” 
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    Day 30 – Morning 
 
      
 
      
 
    At first light, Mr. Blaze came down the stairs, bringing with him a breakfast consisting of warm bread, carrots, and fried chicken. He also brought a few Minecraft diaries with him. 
 
      
 
    “I was rude yesterday in not bringing you any books. It looks like you may need to stay down here a few more hours, so I brought you some reading material in case you got bored,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I saw that the books he had brought were books I read before but that I would be happy to read again. I grabbed a copy of the Complete Baby Zeke: The Diary of a Chicken Jockey while Emma pointed at one of the other books and said, “Diary of a Spider Chicken? What the heck’s a spider chicken?” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze shrugged. “I have no idea, but it is a pretty popular book in my store, so I thought I’d bring it down here.” 
 
      
 
    Emma nodded her head. “Okay, hurrr. Maybe I’ll read it.” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze explained that he was waiting for final word from the leader of the endermen that the attack was ready to go. Once he received word, he would come get us so that he could release us to our parents because there would no longer be any need to keep the secret of the pending enderman attack. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, sounds good,” I said. Mr. Blaze smiled and then walked back up the stairs and shut the door. 
 
      
 
    Emma and I read our books quietly for about twenty minutes. But then Emma put her book down, stood up, and started pacing back and forth. I could tell something was wrong. 
 
      
 
    “What is it?” 
 
      
 
    She stopped pacing and looked at me. “We can’t just let them declare war on Capitol City because Clayton’s family is a bunch of greedy villagers. Think of all the innocent villagers who will die in such a confrontation!” 
 
      
 
    “I agree, but what can we do? The Ender Army is far more powerful than the Zombie Bane police force. Besides, the decision is really up to Clayton and his dad whether they are going to surrender.” 
 
      
 
    Emma bit her fingernails nervously. “I wish I could think of something. It seems like there should be a way for the endermen to get satisfaction for the horrible things Clayton has done but without destroying an entire city.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s exactly what the enderman told us the other day. He was going to ask Clayton to surrender, and if he did, there would be no war.” 
 
      
 
    Emma laughed sarcastically. “You and I both know that Clayton’s insane. He will never surrender. He would gladly sacrifice thousands of villager lives if it would mean he could make more money.” 
 
      
 
    I had to admit, she was probably right. Of course, once everyone found out how evil Clayton was, I’m not sure he would be able to live peacefully much longer. On the other hand, insane maniacs have a way of staying around and surviving things that you didn’t think they could. This gave me a crazy idea. 
 
      
 
    “Why don’t we ask Herobrine what to do?” I suggested, only half joking. 
 
      
 
    Emma’s jaw fell open. “What are you talking about? Why would Herobrine want to give us any advice? And besides, how the heck would we get in contact with him in the first place?”  
 
      
 
    “I have no idea. It’s just ... when I saw those visions of Herobrine and Entity 303, and I thought they were real, Herobrine said something to me about having to solve a puzzle.” I shrugged. “I dunno. Maybe he can give us some advice.”  
 
      
 
    “But didn’t you tell me earlier that those visions of Herobrine and Entity 303 were only put in your head by Clayton’s Evoker?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes … I mean, that is what he said, anyway. But who knows when it comes to Herobrine. Maybe he piggybacked on the vision and actually was there. And, what if Herobrine would help us? I mean, he’s an insane maniac, but he’s also an attention hog and a narcissist. He doesn’t want to have to share the world’s attention with someone as powerful as Clayton. He wants to be the most powerful thing in the world, other than Notch.” 
 
      
 
    There was a twinkle in Emma’s eye. She seemed to be following my logic or illogic as the case may be. “Maybe Mr. Blaze will know how to get in contact with Herobrine? He seems to know a lot of rather surprising things.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled. “Yeah. And, we can run our plan by him and maybe he’ll agree that it could work.” 
 
      
 
    Emma returned to her pacing and I returned to reading my book. In fact, I was at a scene where Baby Zeke confronts Herobrine and he … well … I don’t want to give a spoiler, but it was pretty awesome. 
 
      
 
    Maybe I could get to meet Herobrine like Baby Zeke did and people would want to read my diary. I don’t know, maybe I’m just being stupid. I’ve been keeping this diary for a while and I don’t know if I’ll ever publish it. But if I did, I suppose some people might be interested in the story. 
 
      
 
    *  *  * 
 
      
 
    Another couple of hours passed before Mr. Blaze finally came down the stairs and said, “The endermen are ready. You can leave and go home to your parents now.” 
 
      
 
    “Actually, we’d like to stay for a bit,” said Emma. 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze was shocked. “Don’t you want to go home to your parents and prove to them that you’re alive?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course,” said Emma. “But you’ve given them the suggestion vision and now they know we’re alive so it could wait a little bit.”  Emma paused and then said, “We might have a way to avoid this war between the endermen and Capitol City.” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze squinted his eyes and then leaned back against the wall crossing his arms in front of him. “Really? You know of a way to get Clayton to surrender? Because that’s the only way the endermen won’t attack.” 
 
      
 
    “Not yet, but we think we know someone who could help,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze looked at me and rubbed his chin. He smiled that condescending smile that adults use when they know a kid is going to say something lame, but want to appear like they are listening. “Who would that be?” 
 
      
 
    “Herobrine,” Emma and I said in unison. 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze uncrossed his arms and slapped both of his cheeks with his hands and opened his mouth in the shape of an O. Obviously, he was shocked. “I’m shocked!” he said. (Called it!) “How do you think Herobrine can help?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, it was Jimmy’s idea,” said Emma. “But, we think Herobrine wants to remain the most dominant force in the world, other than Notch. I’m sure he does not like Clayton. So, maybe he could come up with a way to take away Clayton’s power but without the risk of the endermen killing half the population of Capitol City.” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze nodded his head up and down. “I suppose your idea makes some sense, but why wouldn’t Herobrine just want the endermen to destroy all of Capitol City? What does Herobrine care about the villagers who live there?” 
 
      
 
    “Herobrine’s obviously evil, no doubt,” I said. “But, I don’t think he’s that evil. After all, the only way to be powerful is to have people know that you’re powerful. That’s why Clayton wants to be rich, so people know that he’s rich. If he lived in the Overworld all by himself, there would be no point to amassing such a huge fortune.” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze raised his eyebrows and pursed his lips and then nodded his head, agreeing with me. “That’s a very astute observation. So, basically, what you’re saying is that Herobrine is going to help us defeat Clayton because Clayton’s taking away the power he feels because people are beginning to fear Clayton more than they fear Herobrine, right?” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “I guess so. Makes sense.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, that’s exactly what Jimmy is saying,” said Emma. “At least, it’s worth a try. Herobrine’s pretty devious, so he might be able to come up with something that would avoid war entirely while still stopping Clayton.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve got to hand it to you kids, that’s a pretty interesting idea. I just wish I knew how to contact Herobrine,” said Mr. Blaze. 
 
      
 
    I was crestfallen. I had assumed Mr. Blaze with all his books about the occult and about magic would have some idea about how to contact the white-eyed freak. “Really? You don’t know?” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze shook his head. “I wish I could, but I don’t think anyone knows how to do that.” 
 
      
 
    At that moment the leader of the endermen materialized in the room in which we were talking. He stood there, hunched slightly so that his head wouldn’t hit the low ceiling.  
 
      
 
    He looked at all three of us and then in particular at me, his rectangular purple eyes boring into my soul. I could see the future and the past. I was resurrected and killed and reborn again. I learned 1000 languages and forgot 5000 more. His eyes were like the depths of eternity.  
 
      
 
    And then he said, “I know how to contact Herobrine.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 30 – Afternoon 
 
      
 
      
 
    After dropping his knowledge bomb on us about Herobrine, the enderman refused to tell us how to contact him! Instead, he demanded that we gather our things and teleport with him to the cavern where the Ender Army had gathered. 
 
      
 
    I whined and cried like a baby. I stomped my feet on the ground and hit my head against the wall, demanding that he tell me how to contact Herobrine, but he steadfastly refused. “I will tell you later,” was all he said. 
 
      
 
    Emma was much more mature than I was, but she was upset as well. She threatened to leave and go back to her parents’ house and abandon the whole plan, but the enderman calmed her by telling her that our idea was a good one and that she needed to help.  
 
      
 
    So, the mystery hung in the air and we wondered what was going to happen. 
 
      
 
    When we teleported to the Ender Army assembly site, there were thousands of endermen inside a massive cavern. They were bouncing around and teleporting here and there and everywhere. They were on edge. They were ready to attack. 
 
      
 
    But, when they saw we had arrived, they became suddenly still and silent before they each got down on one knee. 
 
      
 
    “What the heck is that all about?” I asked, looking at our enderman companion. “It’s like they think you’re famous or something.” I started laughing at the ridiculousness of my suggestion … until I realized no one else was laughing. 
 
      
 
    “Jimmy,” hissed Mr. Blaze out the side of his mouth, “he is the Ender King!” 
 
      
 
    Mooshroom flops, I thought. 
 
      
 
    I turned and looked at the enderman who I had just thought was some high-ranking officer in the Ender Army, not the Ender King himself! He had seemed to double in size since we had arrived. His looked down at me with his flat purple eyes regarding me. 
 
      
 
    “How’s the weather up there?” I said, hoping to lighten the mood with my feeble attempt at humor. 
 
      
 
    The endermen in the room gasped and began to move toward me. The Ender King held out a hand commanding them to stop. 
 
      
 
    Would they have killed me for disrespecting their king? 
 
      
 
    I pulled at my collar to let out some of the heat I was now feeling. “So, it’s true then?” I managed to squeak. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I am the Ender King,” he said. His voice seemed to have grown deeper as well, more regal. 
 
      
 
    “So, do you still want to help us contact the H man, or do you have more important things to do?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Rather than answering my question, the Ender King pointed to a small alcove in the cavern. “You children wait in the alcove. I must speak with Mr. Blaze. Alone.” 
 
      
 
    I can tell you, if you ever come face-to-face with an enderman, especially the Ender King, you’ll do what he says. Emma and I walked over to the alcove and sat down. 
 
      
 
    “This is so stupid,” I said. “I know he’s the King and all, but why doesn’t he just tell us how to contact Herobrine. So selfish.” I crossed my arms and pouted. 
 
      
 
    Emma shrugged. “Probably because he doesn’t really know how. He probably just wants us around so that he can use this as a bargaining chip with Clayton.” 
 
      
 
    I gasped. “You don’t think he would sacrifice us to get what he wants from Clayton?” Beads of sweat began to pour out of my forehead. My normally stylish blonde hair became wet and stringy. My armpits were getting sweaty. I could feel the world closing in. I was going to pass out. 
 
      
 
    “Of course not,” said Emma. “He probably just wants us as witnesses. Maybe he wants us to tell the other villagers in Capitol City what we’ve seen. Help convince them to turn over the evil Dretskys.”  
 
      
 
    “That’s a pretty good idea you have. That probably is what he wants us to do,” I said, trying to reassure myself that I wasn’t about to meet my end. 
 
      
 
    At that moment the Ender King and Mr. Blaze came over. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, kids, let’s go contact Herobrine,” said Mr. Blaze. 
 
      
 
    “So, you do know how to contact Herobrine?” I asked, looking at the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King shook his head at me, expressing his disappointment. “Of course. I never lie.” 
 
      
 
    “Jimmy, you need to keep your mouth shut for a while. Do you want the King’s help or not?” asked Mr. Blaze. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, of course. Sorry.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King told the three of us to stand next to each other. Once we were shoulder to shoulder, the Ender King wrapped his arms around us and everything vanished. 
 
      
 
    *  *  * 
 
      
 
    An instant later, we were on top of a mountain in the extreme hills biome. Before us was nothing but trees. I turned around and could see some llamas grazing on grass in the valley below. 
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    I looked to the Ender King and said, “We’re meeting Herobrine in a forest?” 
 
      
 
    “Not exactly. Follow me,” said the Ender King as he walked forward into the trees. 
 
      
 
    We walked through the trees for less than a minute when the Ender King reached out his hand and knocked on what appeared to be thin air as if it were door. I stared in awe as the air suddenly shimmered and was replaced by the walls of an obsidian structure. Even the door, which I could now plainly see, was made of obsidian. 
 
      
 
    “Whoa,” I said. “I bet this is a strong fortress.” 
 
      
 
    Emma was amazed too. “This is where Herobrine lives?” 
 
      
 
    “He lives here for the time being,” said the Ender King with a hint of mystery. 
 
      
 
    At that moment the door cracked open. My knees began to tremble. I was about to come face-to-face with the greatest menace Minecraft had ever known, that white eyed freak, Herobrine. I was starting to take shallow, rapid breaths, my fight-or-flight reflex activating in anticipation of what I was about to see. 
 
      
 
    The door opened slightly more. 
 
      
 
    I began to mumble aloud, “Oh, my Notch! Oh, my Notch! Oh, my Notch!” hoping that invoking the name of the Great Creator would protect me from what was to come. 
 
      
 
    Emma hit me on the arm with the back of her hand. “Jimmy, get a hold of yourself.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” said Mr. Blaze. “Just relax.” 
 
      
 
    But I couldn’t relax. I couldn’t believe this was about to happen. I’d seen Herobrine in the mirror, but I didn’t even know if that had been the real Herobrine or just some cruel trick. Now, I was about to see him for real. I was about to lose it. 
 
      
 
    When the door opened all the way, I screamed! Standing before me in the doorway was … hurrr … oh, how embarrassing, now I can’t believe that I screamed. It was a small chicken. 
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    “How may help you?” asked the chicken. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King spoke. “Chicken. We desire an audience with Herobrine.” 
 
      
 
    The chicken craned his neck back almost on a 90° angle in order to be able to look at the Ender King’s face. “And whom shall I say is calling?” 
 
      
 
    “You can tell him it’s the Ender King and his friends.” 
 
      
 
    Now, it was the chicken’s turn to scream. He let out a high-pitched cluck, which, I suppose, was equivalent to a scream. Or maybe how they gasped or something like that. I didn’t have much experience with chickens, except for eating them. But the chicken doorman was clearly impressed. He backed away from the door in a bowed position and lifted his left wing to indicate that we should enter. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King entered first followed by Mr. Blaze and then Emma. I followed last, not to be polite, but because I was so scared that I didn’t want to go into the building. (Yeah, this is another one of those instances where I almost peed my robe.) 
 
      
 
    The chicken led us to a small room with chairs and a few books in it. He said, “Please make yourselves comfortable. I will go inform master Herobrine that you have arrived.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King looked at the chicken and said, “Please hurry. We don’t have much time.” The chicken saluted the King with his right wing and then scurried away to find his master.  
 
      
 
    I sat down on a chair and looked over at the Ender King. “How did you know Herobrine lived here?” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King shrugged his long skinny black shoulders. “I always know where Herobrine is.” 
 
      
 
    “How do you know that?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King looked at me with those freakish purple rectangular eyes of his and said, “I won’t tell you.” And just like that, the subject was closed. Whatever. I didn’t have to know every single secret of Minecraft. I wasn’t like Clayton. 
 
      
 
    Emma was looking around the room and flipping through the books. They were all written in a strange language that she didn’t understand. It consisted of numbers and letters and even some pictures mixed in for good measure. She took one of the books and showed it to Mr. Blaze. “Do you know what language this is?” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze took the book and studied it. “I believe it’s called hexadecimal hieroglyphics. It is said that Herobrine invented his own language when he first manifested as a glitch and then used it to write diaries. Since no one else can read it, he probably just left these books out. I bet they are his personal diaries.” Mr. Blaze handed the book back to Emma. 
 
      
 
    When she took the book back, her hands were shaking slightly. “Wow. I wish I could read this. I bet it would be fascinating.” Emma put the book down and sat in a chair to wait for Herobrine to arrive. 
 
      
 
    We didn’t have to wait long. A few moments later the chicken returned with a second chicken. Together they clucked a little song and then announced, “King, lady, and gentlemen, the great and majestic Herobrine arrives.” As they finished their statement they both bowed and raised their wings in praise. 
 
      
 
    We all looked down to the end of the hall. And, there he was, in the flesh, Herobrine. 
 
      
 
    [image: have-the-power.png] 
 
      
 
    Herobrine stood there with his arms outstretched, as if waiting for us to applaud his presence. Of course we did not. Emma and I were too shocked to do anything. Mr. Blaze seemed calm, but still in awe of being in Herobrine’s presence. Only the Ender King seemed bored. 
 
      
 
    Herobrine walked toward us and when he got close enough, he said, “Endy! What up, my royal highness?” 
 
      
 
    The King shook his head. “Why are you always trying to be dope?” 
 
      
 
    Herobrine laughed. “I’m not trying to be dope, I am dope.” 
 
      
 
    The King shook his head again. “Okay, let’s stop pandering to the kids in the room, who don’t use the term ‘dope’ anyway since it is totally outdated, and instead, let’s get down to business. We’re here to talk about Clayton Dretsky.” 
 
      
 
    At the mention of Clayton’s name, Herobrine’s face turned a dark, angry red. He clenched his fists and said, “What do you want to talk about?” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King looked at Emma and me and said, “This is your idea kids, you tell him. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe it. Here I was face to face with Herobrine. I tried to talk but my lips wouldn’t move. My mouth went dry. My brain stopped working. I. Was. Frozen. 
 
      
 
    Thankfully, Emma was a little braver than I. She spoke right up. “Herobrine, we were hoping you could give us some ideas.” 
 
      
 
    Herobrine raised an eyebrow curiously. “Ideas? For what? Are you thinking about blowing something up?” said Herobrine with an evil chuckle as he rubbed his hands together gleefully. 
 
      
 
    “No, I am not,” said Emma. “But, the Ender King is.” 
 
      
 
    “Can I watch? Can I watch?” said Herobrine like a little kid. 
 
      
 
    “No, you may not,” said the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    Herobrine pouted and slumped his shoulders. “You just try to stop me.” 
 
      
 
    Emma rolled her eyes. “Can you please chill? Look, the Ender King wants to stop Clayton Dretsky from killing his people. He’s resigned himself to war with the Dretskys and all of Capitol City, if necessary. But, Jimmy and I were thinking that you might be able to come up with some way to defeat the Dretskys without full-blown war.” 
 
      
 
    Herobrine took a deep breath and said, “I hate to admit this, but the Dretskys are very powerful. If they were just a normal villager family, I could just put some TNT in their house or curse them with some sort of inability to make money, but they have too much protection: Evokers, Vindicators, Illusioners, allied mobs, and all manner of spells and potions.” 
 
      
 
    I finally regained my ability to speak. “Are you saying there’s no way to defeat them except through war?” 
 
      
 
    Herobrine shot me an angry look. “I didn’t say that. I just said it would be difficult. It might take some … creativity.” 
 
      
 
    “So what you got?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    This time, Herobrine didn’t just shoot me an angry look. In addition, he suddenly quadrupled in size so he was almost as tall as the Ender King. He then looked down upon me and pointed his big fat finger at my face and said, “Be quiet you pathetic worm.” 
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    So this was totally a pee-my-robe moment; the worst ever. The fact that I didn’t pee my robe then and there proved to me that there was probably nothing in the entire world that could ever make me pee my robe. On the one hand, I was proud of not peeing myself; on the other hand, there was a gigantic Herobrine standing in front of me. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry,” I squeaked. 
 
      
 
    Herobrine shrunk down to his more typical size and said, “Let me think about your request. I’ll come up with something. Where can I find you in about three hours?” 
 
      
 
    “We will be blockading Capitol City by then,” said the Ender King. “I will give you four hours. If you do not return with a good idea, then my army will march on Capitol City.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 30 - Two hours later 
 
      
 
      
 
    After we finished talking to Herobrine, the Ender King teleported us back to the assembly chamber where his army awaited.  
 
      
 
    Emma and I had a snack consisting of a pork chop, an apple, a few watermelon slices, and water. Mr. Blaze went with the Ender King to meet with the Army generals in order to make final preparations for the assault on Capitol City 
 
      
 
    *  *  * 
 
      
 
    About two hours after we had left Herobrine’s fortress, the Ender King approached us and told us that it was time. We followed the Ender King back to the main area of the chamber. We watched as the Ender King climbed to the top of a dais and addressed his troops. 
 
      
 
    “The Dretskys came into our realm to steal end stone and chorus flowers. They killed our people so they could open florist shops selling chorus flowers and fruit stands selling chorus fruit!” 
 
      
 
    The assembled army booed and hissed. They teleported in chaotic fashion showing their disapproval. It looked like a rapidly spreading ink stain. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King continued. “The lives of endermen are worth far more than end stone and chorus flowers! But the lives of the Dretskys and anyone who supports them aren’t even worth a speck of cobblestone.” 
 
      
 
    The army roared with approval! 
 
      
 
    “And so, my great army, we go to Capitol City to issue an ultimatum. But we must be prepared for it to be refused. And we must be prepared to take on the ultimate burden and to bear the ultimate sacrifice. For our people! For our realm!” The Ender King raised his fist to the air to punctuate his final statement. 
 
      
 
    The army erupted into the most chaotically loud, deafening cheer I had ever heard. It was so loud that I felt it more than I heard it. The vibrations of the cheering passed through my body and shook my brain, they were so strong. I had to hold onto the wall to keep from falling down. In short, I was shook. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King raised his hands, imploring the crowd for silence. “I will teleport first. Once I have left, I want all of you to teleport at the same time to my coordinates.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King turned around and walked over to Emma, Mr. Blaze, and me. He looked at us and said, “Ready?” 
 
      
 
    We all nodded our heads. The Ender King embraced us with his long arms and the room vanished. 
 
      
 
    The next thing we knew we were standing about 200 yards from the front gate of Capitol City. Less than one second later, several thousand endermen teleported to our location and stood arrayed behind us.  
 
      
 
    The Ender King then commanded, “Encircle the city!” 
 
      
 
    And with that the thousands of endermen dispersed, teleporting to different locations in order to form a ring around the city, completely blocking it off from the outside world. 
 
      
 
    There were several guards standing on the guard towers of Capitol City. You could see the shock on their faces even from the distance where we stood. One of them shouted, “What do you otherworldly freaks want?” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King quickly teleported to within a few feet of the guard slapped him across the face and then teleported back. “Bring us the mayor!” he shouted. “We have demands.” 
 
      
 
    The guard, his slapped face turning bright red, shouted, “Okay … hurrr ... I’ll be right back.” 
 
      
 
    We waited in silence for about five minutes until the guard returned and yelled, “Here comes the mayor!” 
 
      
 
    We watch as a man slowly made his way up the stairs. When he came into view, I gasped. It was Clayton’s father, Mr. Dretsky! 
 
      
 
    “I am the mayor,” he shouted. “What is it that you wish to discuss?” 
 
      
 
    “I am the Ender King. Clayton Dretsky, who I believe is your son, has been sending people into the End to steal our resources. He has been killing my people. It must stop immediately or we will destroy Capitol City.” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Dretsky pretended like he had no idea what the Ender King was talking about. “I daresay you are mistaken, sir. My son would do nothing of the kind. He’s too busy with his studies.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King laughed. “Stop lying. I have seen my people struck down in person. I know it is your son, Clayton, and his henchmen who do it. You have one hour to present Clayton, along with the rest of your family, for arrest and punishment. If you do not, we will attack the city.” 
 
      
 
    The mayor said nothing more but walked away. 
 
      
 
    I tapped Mr. Blaze on the shoulder and whispered, “Do you think they will surrender? I’d be pretty scared if I saw an army of endermen surrounding my town.” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze shrugged. “Any other village would surrender immediately. But, you heard what Herobrine said about all the magical and strange powers the Dretskys have at their disposal. They might be just crazy enough to fight the Ender Army, and they might be able win.” 
 
      
 
    I was shocked. I couldn’t believe the Dretsky family could be so powerful. Were all billionaires this powerful? Actually, were there any other billionaires in the Overworld? 
 
      
 
    After that, we waited. There was no chitchat, no goofing around, no playing games. This was it. The ultimatum had been issued. Unless Herobrine showed up with an amazing idea, it would either be surrender or war. 
 
      
 
    *  *  * 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t sure how the Ender King was keeping track of the passing of one hour, there were no clocks in sight, but somehow he knew. After one hour had passed, he yelled, “Guard! Bring Clayton and the Dretsky family to me now, or else!” 
 
      
 
    The guard replied nervously, “Just a second Mr. … hurrr … Mr. King, sir. Let me see what the mayor has decided.” 
 
      
 
    Less than a minute later the mayor, Clayton Dretsky’s father, and Clayton appeared on the guard tower. Someone else was there with them.  It was hard to see but …. 
 
      
 
    “Is that Claire?!?” said Emma. 
 
      
 
    She was right! Did that mean Claire was as evil as her brother? Had she been lying to me all along? Was she part of the rainbow creeper religion? 
 
      
 
    Mr. Dretsky took a deep breath and shouted, “The answer is no!” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King sighed and bowed his head for a few seconds but then when he raised it, his face was resolute. “In that case, prepare to meet your end.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King suddenly swelled to ten times his normally massive size. He was as tall as all but a handful of buildings in Capitol City. He took a deep breath and was about to yell an order to his troops when suddenly Herobrine appeared floating in the sky in between the Ender King and Capitol City. 
 
      
 
    “Wait! I, the great Herobrine, have a better idea!” 
 
      
 
    Last minute appearance? Total drama queen! 
 
      
 
    I shouted, “Yeah, Herobrine! H gonna give it to ya! Gonna give it to ya! Yeah, H gonna give it to ya! First we gonna rock, then we gonna roll!” 
 
      
 
    Everyone looked at me like I was a complete idiot. They didn’t understand that the only reason Herobrine was here was because of the great idea that Emma and I had to ask him to come up with something other than war to settle this problem. And now he was here. I could not wait to hear his idea. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King looked at Herobrine floating in the sky and said, “What is it? This better be good.” 
 
      
 
    Herobrine smiled with glee as he said, “Rather than by war, we will solve this dispute by having a surf contest.” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. It was amazing. I raised my fist into the air and shouted, “Yeah, Herobrine! Great idea, H-man!” I then proceeded to hoot and holler and express my great joy at the idea which Herobrine had brought to us in order to avert war. 
 
      
 
    But not everyone shared my enthusiasm. In fact, no one else did. 
 
      
 
    As I was still shaking my fist in the air and hooting and hollering and jumping up and down, the Ender King stretched out his long black arm, placed it on top of my head, and pressed down firmly so that I could jump no more. 
 
      
 
    I looked over at him and said, “What’s wrong, King? This is a great idea.” 
 
      
 
    Herobrine continued to hover in the air smiling smugly at his own awesomeness. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King looked at Herobrine and said, “That is the stupidest idea I have ever heard in my entire life! You have done nothing to avert war. Why did we even bother asking you for help?!?” 
 
      
 
    The situation suddenly felt ominous. This was it. Looking into the flat purple eyes of the Ender King, I could see he was about to give the order to attack Capitol City. I looked across the open plain between where we stood and where Clayton and his father and Claire stood. I felt an impending sense of dread. 
 
      
 
    I watched the Ender King raise his arm and press his fist into the air as high as he could. I saw him take a deep breath. I saw him open his mouth. I was expecting to hear him yell something like, “Charge!” or maybe “Attack!” or even something as mundane as “Go get ‘em, boys!” 
 
      
 
    But none of that happened 
 
      
 
    Instead there was a blinding flash of light, so bright that I thought I would be rendered sightless, my retinas seared. Everyone present, even the Ender King and Herobrine gasped at the sight of the light. In fact, Herobrine plunged to the earth, but like a cat, landed on his feet. 
 
      
 
    The blinding light continued for a few seconds such that we all had to shield our eyes from it. 
 
      
 
    The light’s intensity began to decrease slowly.  As I regained my vision I started to look around for the source of the light. I didn’t know anything could be so bright without also emitting heat. But there had been no fire and no explosion, only an instantaneous brightness. 
 
      
 
    I looked to my left and saw Herobrine on the ground looking up with concern. I glanced to my right and saw the Ender King also looking up, expressionless. I swiveled my head back and forth and noticed that others were looking up as well. Since everyone was doing it, I thought I might as well do it too. 
 
      
 
    I looked up. 
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    And, behold! There, floating above everyone, was Notch himself!!! 
 
      
 
    I quickly felt my knees trembling with fear and awe. The Creator of all the world was floating above us. Floating above what had almost become a battlefield for an epic battle. But now, it had become a holy place. A place where villagers would remember for generations that Notch had manifested his divine presence. 
 
      
 
    But why? Why had he appeared now? It made no sense. Fortunately, Notch explained. 
 
      
 
    “My creations,” he began with a deep intonation. “I do not approve of your plans for war. The endermen deserve respect and Capitol City deserves to survive.” 
 
      
 
    To my astonishment, the Ender King stood up and then addressed Notch rather crossly, “Of course, we deserve respect! But there must be payment for the horrible crimes visited upon the endermen by the Dretsky family!” 
 
      
 
    Notch nodded his head slightly and blinked his eyes twice. “I will prevent the Dretsky family or their minions from ever returning to the End. Is that not enough to satisfy you?” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King laughed. “No. But it’s a start. I will be satisfied only when the Dretsky family faces the ultimate humiliation. Especially, that terrible Clayton Dretsky.” 
 
      
 
    I heard a smaller voice from far away shout, “I resent that! You can’t talk … hurrr ... to me like that!” It was Clayton yelling from the top of the wall surrounding Capitol City. 
 
      
 
    Notch looked over at Clayton and said, “Clayton, you have been behaving badly towards the endermen. You have also been behaving badly by enslaving innocent villagers. I have just now freed them with my magical powers. I also teleported them back to their homes where they can be with their loved ones once more.” 
 
      
 
    Clayton screamed like a little 3-year-old baby. “You can’t do that to me, Notch! I’ve worked too hard to create my businesses to have you take them away at your whim.” 
 
      
 
    Notch suddenly swelled in size. He was easily one hundred times larger than he had been only a second ago. I trembled at the sight. Not in my wildest dreams or nightmares had I ever thought I would see something like this!  
 
      
 
    Notch hovered above all of us and blotted out the sun. He pointed a gigantic finger directly at Clayton and said, “You know nothing of creating. I created the entire world of Minecraft, not some ridiculous, meaningless multi-billion dollar business! Without me, you wouldn’t even exist. Show some respect.” 
 
      
 
    If Notch had been saying those things to me in his gigantic form, I guarantee I would’ve peed in my robe. Who’s to say Clayton didn’t? But from where I stood, I couldn’t get a clear look. 
 
      
 
    At this point Clayton’s father intervened and stepped in front of Clayton. “Oh, great Notch. My son is sorry for what he did and will not do it again. Besides, he has other business ventures which do not require him to … hurrr … requisition … hurrr ...  labor in the manner in which he has previously.” 
 
      
 
    Notch shrank back to his normal size and, addressing Mr. Dretsky, said, “I suppose one of these other businesses to which you refer is the wave pool?” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Dretsky nodded his head. 
 
      
 
    Notch then looked over in the direction of Emma and me and said, “Jimmy Slade and Emma Watson. You two also have created a surf park, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, sir, we did,” said Emma. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, and we did it first! Clayton stole our idea!” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Did not,” yelled Clayton from across the plain. 
 
      
 
    “Did too,” I retorted. 
 
      
 
    “Did not,” responded Clayton. 
 
      
 
    “Did –” 
 
      
 
    “ENOUGH!” yelled Notch. Notch hovered above everyone for a few seconds in silence, like an elderly substitute teacher after breaking up a spitwad fight. Everyone felt shame in his presence. 
 
      
 
    No one else would speak. By the expression on Notch’s face, it appeared as though he were thinking about something, planning something in his mysterious, amazing mind which had created everything I could see in front of me, except, of course, Notch himself. Notch had been created from the formless vastness of space, by who or what, no one knew. 
 
      
 
    Notch tapped his finger against his lips, continuing to think. And then he said, “Herobrine was right.” 
 
      
 
    “I was?” said Herobrine, taken by surprise. “I mean, I was! Yes, I rule!” he said, pumping his fist into the air. 
 
      
 
    Notch looked at Herobrine as if Herobrine were an annoying little baby with a bright green booger dangling from his nose. “Calm down, Herobrine. You know that I rule, not you.” 
 
      
 
    Herobrine rolled his eyes and shook his head, but wisely stayed silent. 
 
      
 
    Notch then addressed everyone at once. “I think we should have a surf contest. The winner will get bragging rights for all of eternity as the winner of the first surfing contest in the history of Minecraft.” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe this. There was actually going to be a surf contest like in the surf magazine I’d been given by that player so long ago. This was amazing. 
 
      
 
    Notch continued. “I am considering creating additional mobs and behaviors in what I am calling the Update Aquatic to my creation. I’ve considered creating some new animals, such as dolphins and turtles, and new plants, such as seagrass and kelp. I’m also going to create underground structures and allow players and others to swim in the water better than they do currently. I also am considering adding ocean waves, and I want to see what this ‘surfing’ is all about.” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe Notch was revealing his creation plans to us before they had even happened! And, he might be adding real waves to the oceans of the Overworld?!?! The Update Aquatic sounded awesome, but what the heck is a dolphin? 
 
      
 
    Notch continued. “We will hold the surf contest in three parts in three locations. The first contest will be held in the Dretsky wave pool in Capitol City. The second contest will be held at the Surf ‘n Snack in Zombie Bane. The third and final contest will be held at a location to be disclosed later. The surf contest will involve teams. There will be a Capitol City team and there will be an End team. The captain of the Capitol City team is Clayton Dretsky. The captain of the End team is the Ender King. Each captain must select three teammates, for a total of four beings on a team. Those teammates will then have one week to practice for the first surf contest at the Dretsky wave pool.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King shook his head. “Notch, this is ridiculous. I refuse to participate in this farce.” 
 
      
 
    Notch smiled at the Ender King. “You have no choice, old friend, for I am Notch and I have spoken. The team winning two of the three contests will be declared the overall winner and will get to make fun of the loser of the surf contest for all of eternity. If you want to humiliate Clayton Drestky, win the surf contest. I will not allow you to fight a war against Capitol City and kill thousands of innocent villagers when I have already forbidden anyone in the Dretsky family from traveling to the End. I have spoken.” 
 
      
 
    And with that, Notch disappeared. 
 
      
 
    I have to say, I was surprised that Notch was condoning making fun of other people. On the other hand, he did stop a massive war in which thousands of villagers would have died. It was the lesser of two evils, I suppose. 
 
      
 
    I looked over at the Ender King and said, “Pick me! Pick me! I’m a good surfer. Put me on your team!” 
 
      
 
    I could tell the Ender King was annoyed by me, but much more annoyed by Notch. The King looked at me and said, “Fine. You’re on the team. Who else should we have on the team?” 
 
      
 
    I thought about that. “Well, we could get my friend Laird on the team. He is a player from beyond Minecraft, but Notch didn’t put any limits on who could be on the team. Laird’s a really good surfer.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King sighed. “Okay, we’ll get him too. We still need one more person.” 
 
      
 
    I thought and thought. I didn’t know anyone else other than Clayton Dretsky who was very good at surfing. We did have a week to practice though, so we needed someone with natural ability who could learn how to rip in a short time. I looked over at Emma. She had an expectant look on her face. I leaned over to the Ender King and said, “What about Emma? She knows how to surf already, and with practice, she could be pretty good.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King shrugged. He was being surprisingly chill about this whole process, considering the stakes. “Fine, she’s on the team. That makes four.” 
 
      
 
    I stood there, not quite sure what to do and then asked, “So … hurrr ... should we head back to Zombie Bane so we can get our surfboards and then return to practice in the Capitol City wave pool?” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King looked at me. “One of my lieutenants will teleport you and Emma back to Zombie Bane. I need to return to the End for a day with my troops to regroup. I’ll see you in Zombie Bane tomorrow, and then we can begin our practice for this asinine surf contest.”  
 
      
 
    And with that, the Ender King and his entire army, except for one lieutenant, disappeared.  
 
      
 
    The remaining lieutenant walked over to Emma and I and wordlessly wrapped his arms around us. Just before we teleported, I could hear Clayton’s maniacal laughter carrying across the plain. 
 
      
 
      
 
    END OF BOOK 5 
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    If you want to just grab a copy of Diary of a Surfer Villager Book 6, you can click one of the links below, or, read these first couple chapters and then decide if you want to download the next book! 
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 Day 31 
 
      
 
      
 
    Yesterday was a very emotional one. After Notch appeared and decreed there would be a series of three surf contests, the lieutenant of the Ender King teleported me, Emma, and Mr. Blaze back to Zombie Bane. 
 
      
 
    In Zombie Bane, Emma and I were reunited with our parents. Everyone was crying. Even Mr. Blaze shed a few tears as he watched the joyful reunion.  
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    After I explained how Mr. Blaze had put the vision of hope into our parents’ heads to believe we were still alive, our parents thanked him for helping get them through the worst days of their lives. 
 
      
 
    My family and Emma’s family went over to Biff’s house. Biff’s parents apologized for the evilness of Clayton. They asked us if it were true that Notch had agreed to Herobrine’s idea about the surf contest rather than war. 
 
      
 
    “You could say that,” I had said, “but you could also say that Notch does whatever he wants and he would have stopped the war anyway, even if Herobrine had no ideas.” 
 
      
 
    Biff’s parents said there were rumors circulating in Zombie Bane that Herobrine and Notch weren’t telling everything. Some said Herobrine and Notch were part of one religious duality. 
 
      
 
    [image: religious duality.png] 
 
      
 
    Biff’s parents said some more stuff, but I tuned out after I heard the word “duality.” I mean, I realize that I should pay attention to important stuff like the manifestation of the Great Creator and his relationship with Herobrine, but my brain just shuts off when I hear fancy words like that. 
 
      
 
    I just knew that Notch was in charge and that surfing was going to decide the dispute between the Dretskys and the Ender King. It was very awesome, humbling, and frightening at the same time. 
 
      
 
    Biff’s parents decided to have a barbecue to celebrate our safe return and the avoidance of war. We ate pork chops and steak and chicken and watermelons and apples and carrots. Mr. Blaze even brought out a few dried chorus fruits that he saved for special occasions. We each ate a chorus fruit and teleported a short distance. It was pretty fun, but once you had teleported with an enderman, chorus fruit was a poor substitute. 
 
      
 
    As the sun began to set, we all returned home, fearing the appearance of zombies and the other mobs of the night. When I got home, my mom pulled out a gigantic apple pie and gave the entire thing to me. 
 
      
 
    “I’m so happy you’re alive, Jimmy,” she said as a slight mist of tears appeared in the center of her eyes. “I don’t know what I would’ve done if you hadn’t returned.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m glad I’m back too, Mom,” I said with a mouthful of apple pie. “I’m just glad Emma was there in the Nether. Without her, I’m not sure I would’ve ever escaped, and we’d be in the middle of a gigantic war between the Ender Army and Capitol City.” 
 
      
 
    My mom smiled at me and patted my head and said, “I have to admit, when you first started to do all that surfing stuff I thought it was pretty stupid and reckless. But now, even Notch thinks it’s cool. I guess I think it’s pretty cool too.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled at my mom as I finished the rest of the apple pie. 
 
      
 
    As a result of eating so much food at Biff’s house and now a gigantic apple pie, I was slowly slipping into a food coma. I went upstairs, brushed my teeth, and went to sleep.  
 
      
 
    Now, I have just woken up in the morning and wrote that stuff you just read in my diary because I thought it was important and I didn’t have time to write it yesterday. 
 
      
 
    Anyway, so I woke up and stretched, brushed my teeth, fixed my hair, and put on my robe. I was excited to get back to the Surf ‘n Snack to see how things have gone in my absence and to find out how many emeralds I had earned.  
 
      
 
    I also wanted to get back in the water. It had been several days since I’d been surfing and already I was feeling sad and depressed. Surfing always did away with those feelings in me. 
 
      
 
    After a big breakfast and another apple pie (my mom obviously missed me), I walked to Emma’s house to pick her up on the way to the Surf ‘n Snack. 
 
      
 
    “Emma, what’s up?” I said as I approached the fence surrounding her yard. She was outside messing around with some redstone and various switches. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Jimmy, I’m just trying to come up with a more efficient mechanism to generate waves.” 
 
      
 
    Oh, that Emma, always thinking about science. 
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    “You know … hurrr … before Clayton sent me to the Nether, I surfed his wave pool. It was pretty awesome. He had three different types of waves.” 
 
      
 
    Emma looked up, her eyes wide. “What types of waves?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, he had a long barreling A-frame wave, like we have, and he also had a really mushy, soft wave that you can learn on. Then, he had a really long, point-break style wave that didn’t have a barrel, but you could do a lot of maneuvers on.” 
 
      
 
    Emma shook her head. “How are we supposed to practice for that contest in Capitol City if we only have one type of wave?” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t know, should we build another wave pool somewhere?” 
 
      
 
    “That would be ideal, but how could we build a wave pool with three different waves without being able to manipulate the floor of the ocean? We would have to swim and move rocks around.” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged again. I liked shrugging. It kept my shoulders loose and ready for paddling out into the water. “Maybe the Ender King will have some ideas?” 
 
      
 
    “I guess so.” 
 
      
 
    I suddenly remembered the fourth member of our surf team. “By the way, have you seen Laird around?” 
 
      
 
    She shook her head. “I haven’t seen him in a week.” 
 
      
 
    I rubbed my chin in thought. “Yeah, the last time I saw him was at the Capitol City wave pool a couple days ago.” I was somewhat concerned. There was no way to contact Laird via some miraculous technology, like sending sound over the air in an analog or digital format, which is what I’ve heard some players call a “telephone.” So, we were kind of at the mercy of Laird just showing up. 
 
      
 
    “Maybe the Ender King will have some ideas about how to track him down?” said Emma. 
 
      
 
    I smiled, but it probably looked like I was in pain. It was one of those unhappy smiles people make when they don’t know what else to do. “I hope so. If not, we will have to find someone else to be on the team.” 
 
      
 
    Emma stood up. “I’m sure it will all work out. Let’s go surfing!” 
 
      
 
    I smiled again; this time for real. “Yes, let’s!” 
 
      
 
    *  *  * 
 
      
 
    As Emma and I walked to the Surf ‘n Snack, we passed by the library. We noticed that there were several police officers standing outside the library, each holding iron swords. 
 
      
 
    I nudged Emma and said, “I guess the books are dangerous now, right?” 
 
      
 
    Emma smirked in pain at my pathetic joke and walked up to one of the police officers. “What’s going on Officer ... um?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s Officer Wyatt, little girl,” he said gruffly. 
 
      
 
    “Well, hurrr, Officer Wyatt, why are you standing outside the library?” 
 
      
 
    The police officer looked at her and said, “We’re making sure that no criminals use the DOTS.” 
 
      
 
    “What’s the DOTS?” asked Emma. 
 
      
 
    “It stands for the Dretsky Overworld Transportation System. After Notch prevented Clayton from enslaving villagers, Clayton converted his slave and resource transportation system to a public transportation system to help villagers travel through the Overworld more easily.” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. I couldn’t believe this. Someone as evil and horrible as Clayton, whom Notch punishes, still ends up making money from his old slavery infrastructure. This was crazy. And, he converted it in a single day! 
 
      
 
    “That’s stupid!” I yelled. “It’s not fair!” 
 
      
 
    The police officer shrugged. “I just do what I’m told.” 
 
      
 
    “How much does it cost to use the DOTS?” asked Emma. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure, but I’ve heard people say it’s only a few emeralds to go between here and Captiol City and the trip only takes like thirty seconds,” said Officer Wyatt. 
 
      
 
    Even though I hated Clayton, I had to admit that he was able to make lemonade out of lemons. Of course, I don’t really know what a lemon is since I’ve never seen one, but I’ve heard players use that expression:  “When life gives you lemons, make lemonade.”  
 
      
 
    Anyway, I actually wanted to use the transportation system the see where else it went besides Capitol City. 
 
      
 
    “So, if we want to use the DOTS, we just head inside the library and someone will tell us what to do?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    The officer nodded his head. 
 
      
 
    I looked over at Emma. “Come on, let’s check it out. I bet it’s wicked” 
 
      
 
    “Wicked?!? Is that your catchphrase now?” asked Emma. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t have a catchphrase. I just heard some of the other kids using it and I thought it sounded … hurrr .... well … wicked.” 
 
      
 
    Emma shook her head. “It sounds … hurrr … I don’t know … like something a school-aged wizard in England might say.” 
 
      
 
    “Where’s England?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I met a girl player a few weeks ago who said she was from there. It’s some dimension where the players live. They call it a ‘country’ or a ‘kingdom’ or something.” 
 
      
 
    “The world where the players come from sounds weird,” I said. “Except for the real waves.” 
 
      
 
    We walked into the library and saw a big sign pointing toward the entrance to the basement which said, “DOTS This Way.” 
 
      
 
    We walked down the basement stairs where only two days earlier we had nearly been killed by one of Clayton’s Zombie Pigman allies. I was feeling uncomfortable, but I forced myself to continue.  
 
      
 
    We walked up to the villager standing in front of the nether portals. I asked, “Where do all these portals go?” 
 
      
 
    The villager smirked at me like I was totally ignorant. “Hurrr, they go to the Nether, obviously.” 
 
      
 
    [image: squidward villager.png] 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I know, I spent some time there myself, but where can you go after you get to the Nether?” 
 
      
 
    The villager sighed and handed me a piece of paper. “Here’s a map. You figure it out.” 
 
      
 
    Rude. 
 
      
 
    Emma and I walked away from the annoying villager clerk and studied the map. It appeared as though there were several locations within Capitol City to which we could travel, including Clayton’s Surf Park, the Capitol City library, the Capitol City government buildings, and the museum district. There were also several other villages to which one could travel, including Creeper Junction.  
 
      
 
    There were even a few portals that opened in the middle of the wilderness, probably where Clayton had captured animals for meat and obtained raw materials to craft into products for sale, but now they transported people to enjoy the beautiful vistas offered by the pristine, unspoiled areas of the Overworld. 
 
      
 
    I looked over at Emma and said, “I have to admit, this is pretty awesome. Think of how much time DOTS will save people.” 
 
      
 
    Emma nodded her agreement. “I wish I’d thought of this. It’s so obvious and simple yet no one had done it before.” 
 
      
 
    I was totally jealous of Clayton. “Yeah, but now everyone’s going to do it. Knowing how greedy villagers are, I bet there are several DOTS competitors already in the planning stages.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sure there are,” said Emma, “but Clayton has the advantage of already having alliances with all the Nether mobs. Anyone else who wants to set up permanent nether portals is going to have to probably pay a fee to the mobs in order to avoid having them destroy the portals or attack their customers.” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “I suppose,” I said. But, the geopolitics of trade and transit between realms was not of interest to me at the moment. “But, whatever. Let’s go surfing.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    End of Preview 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Find out what happens next! Grab your copy of Surfer Villager 6 on your Amazon store, or click one of links below: 
 
      
 
      
 
    Amazon USA 
 
    Amazon India 
 
    Amazon UK 
 
    Amazon Australia 
 
    Amazon Canada 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    A Note from Dr. Block 
 
      
 
      
 
    Everyone, I want to thank you so much for reading and reviewing my books. It really means a lot to me and motivates me to write more.  
 
      
 
    I want to give a shout out to EPICSNIPEZ3355, who appears in the book as Noah, for his really kind and uplifting review of SV4. Thank you for your words. They really meant a lot to me. 
 
      
 
    To Rebecca.  Thanks for your review of SV4 and listing me as one of your favorite Minecraft authors. That really means a lot. I’m sorry I didn’t use your ideas in this book, but stay tuned because Entity 303 is going to return at some point…. 
 
      
 
    To LegoWarrior70. I’d be happy to put you in as Biff’s dad, but can you give me a name other than LegoWarrior70? I think a villager should have a more standard name.  Just leave a review of this book with the name you want me to use, and I’ll put it in SV6. 
 
      
 
    To Mateo.  I hope you liked how I used your name in this book. Also, thank you so much for saying that you like my books as much as Steve the Noob.  That means a lot, especially since his books get hundreds of reviews and mine only get 5 or 10. :(  Maybe, someday, I will be as popular as Steve the Noob…. 
 
      
 
    To David. I saw your review for SV2 on Amazon Australia. I hope you are still reading the series and see that I used your name! 
 
      
 
    To everyone else.  I hope you enjoyed this book! If you have any ideas for scenes in the upcoming books, let me know. I envision this series having at least 4 more books. SV6 will be the first surf contest and the unsettling events surrounding it involving rainbow creepers, Clayton’s deception, and unseen forces. SV7 will be the second contest and surrounding events. SV8 will be the third contest and surrounding events. SV9 will be when all the story threads come together in an amazing – I think – climax. Of course, if the series gets really popular (like Steve the Noob, Cube Kid, or Crafty Nichole), I’d be willing to continue it indefinitely. 
 
      
 
    So please, let me know your ideas for the upcoming books in your book review on Amazon. And, if you want your name in the next book, leave a name request in your review of this book and I’ll do my best to put your name in SV6. 
 
      
 
    And, after you leave your review, head over to my website – DrBlockBooks.com – and grab your free copy of my Minecraft coloring and activity book. 
 
      
 
    Thanks a million! 
 
      
 
    Dr. Block 
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