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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. 
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    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.” 
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    “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.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    As we walked from town toward the Surf ‘n Snack, I looked out at the ocean and smiled. It always made me happy to look at the water. Now that I could actually go surfing, it made me even happier. 
 
      
 
    Before we got to the Surf ‘n Snack, we passed Biff’s SUP school. Biff was there checking on everything and getting ready to open. We waved to Biff and he waved back. He put down the SUP he was carrying and came over to us. 
 
      
 
    “Hey guys, I just want to apologize again for how evil my cousin Clayton is. I knew he was greedy and all, but I had no idea he would enslave villagers.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s not your fault,” said Emma. “I know that if you had known what he was up to, you would’ve told us.” 
 
      
 
    Biff smiled, relieved. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, man,” I said. “I know you’ve been a bully in the past, but your heart’s in the right place. Especially when you saved me from that evil squid.” 
 
      
 
    I could see Biff standing a little taller now. He realized that we didn’t hold him accountable for what Clayton had done. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks guys, that means a lot to me,” he said softly, wiping a tear away from his eye. 
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    I rubbed my chin a bit and then said, “Do you think Claire was involved with Clayton’s evil plans? We saw her standing next to her father and Clayton just before Herobrine appeared at Capitol City and announced his idea about the surf contest.” 
 
      
 
    Biff shook his head. “I can’t imagine she would be, but then again I didn’t think Clayton was a slaver. I’m sure she’ll be at the surf contest. Maybe you could talk to her.” 
 
      
 
    “I suppose I could,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Emma gave me an evil look and said, “I don’t know if we should talk to her. She’s a Dretsky after all. I’m sure her loyalty to her family is stronger than anything else.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. “Maybe she’s more loyal to her friends? Whoever they are.” 
 
      
 
    Emma smiled at that statement. She knew I was referring to my loyalty to her and her loyalty to me, which had allowed us to escape from the Nether together. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, Biff, we’ll see you later. Good luck today with business,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Biff waved at us as we walked on. 
 
      
 
    We didn’t get very far before I stepped into something squishy and … hurrr .. stinky. I looked down and saw that I had stepped in a pile of something brown and disgusting. 
 
      
 
    I shook as much of the goop off my foot as possible. “What is that nasty stuff?” 
 
      
 
    Biff saw what had happened and said, “I think it’s llama poop.” 
 
      
 
    I freaked. I ran to the water and furiously washed my foot until all the turd was gone. Then, I realized there was some on my hand, and I freaked again until I washed it all off.  Finally clean, I returned to the shore and asked Biff, “Llamas?!? Since when do llama’s live in Zombie Bane?” 
 
      
 
    Biff shrugged. “I saw one walking around here when I first arrived. It was weird though. It looked like it was someone’s pet -- it was wearing a fancy saddle -- but there was no one here. I ignored it and kept working and a few seconds later, it was gone. I guess it … hurrr .. left that present for you.” 
 
      
 
    Biff and Emma both laughed at me. I crossed my arms and pouted. “Wait until you step in a llama patty. Then you’ll see who … hurrr ... laughs.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, chill out, Jimmy,” said Emma. “It washed right off. Come on, let’s go surfing.” I was still upset, but knew that surfing would make me feel better. 
 
      
 
    A few minutes later we arrived at the Surf ‘n Snack. Our employees, Michael and Geronimo, whom Emma had hired shortly before she was kidnapped, were already on site. 
 
      
 
    “Hi, Jimmy and Emma, we’re all ready to open,” said Geronimo. 
 
      
 
    I smiled. “Great. Emma and I want to go surfing for a half an hour before you guys open, can one of you turn on the wave machine after we paddle out?” 
 
      
 
    Geronimo gave me a mock military salute and said, “Sure thing, boss.” 
 
      
 
    Emma and I changed into our bathing suits, grabbed a couple surfboards, and then paddled out.  Michael turned on the wave machine. 
 
      
 
    I let Emma catch the first wave. She dropped in, made a deep bottom turn and then hit the lip really hard, sending a massive spray skyhigh before landing in the water leaving a pattern like bubbly Notchmas tree. 
 
      
 
    I got the next wave and, after a quick bottom turn, found myself pitted, deep in the tube. At first, I heard the roar of the wave and then everything went silent. It was very peaceful. It was like what it must feel like the moment before you spawned into the Overworld. I looked out of the tube, the edges of the barrel offering an oval-shaped the vision of the world. In the distance I could see a few roof tops in Zombie Bane. I took it all in and then I felt the wave sucking air into it and then blowing air and mist from behind me and shooting me out of the barrel. I let out a yelp of ecstasy. 
 
      
 
    I paddled back to the take off spot and Emma was sitting there. We let some waves go past us and talked a little bit. 
 
      
 
    “Do you think we can win this surf contest?” asked Emma, biting a nail. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure. I just don’t know how good the Ender King will be as a surfer. I also don’t know who Clayton has on his team. That will probably make all the difference.” 
 
      
 
    Emma nodded her head. “I see.” 
 
      
 
    “And,” I continued, “Notch never told us what the judging criteria would be. Are we supposed to rip the wave to shreds, get barreled, do airs, or something else?” 
 
      
 
    Emma looked concerned. “I guess we need to be ready for anything.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled and said, “Well, I’m ready for the next wave.” And I was. I paddled into the next wave, and rode it all away to shore. 
 
      
 
    Emma followed me in on the next wave and we put our surfboards away. We put our robes back on and then went to unlock the gate to the Surf ‘n Snack where a few dozen villager kids were already waiting to ride the waves. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The rest of the day was uneventful. After a few hours, I paddled out again and surfed a little bit amongst the crowd. I could see everyone whispering and pointing at me. Everyone was talking about the surf contest, it was the story of the century. Maybe of all time, when you consider that Notch himself had ordained the contest. 
 
      
 
    One young villager named Yash, paddled over to me. “Say, Jimmy, is it true that you met Herobrine and actually talked to Notch?” 
 
      
 
    I smiled. “Yes, it is true.” 
 
      
 
    The kid’s eyes got wide and his mouth fell wide open. “I didn’t believe it. I thought people were just making that stuff up. That’s amazing.” 
 
      
 
    “I agree, it is amazing. I still think I’m in the middle of some sort of dream.” 
 
      
 
    Yash kept gawking at me, like I was some superhero or famous celebrity. “Wow, man, I can’t wait until the surf contest.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, it’s going to be tight, sick, awesome, and wicked all rolled into one!” 
 
      
 
    “Wicked?” asked Yash, rolling his eyes. “Hurrr … anyway … are you going to sell tickets to it?”  
 
      
 
    “I hadn’t thought about that. I don’t think I will. This is a historic event. Maybe if we have future contests I’ll sell tickets to them, but I think that everyone should be able to see this contest for free.” 
 
      
 
    The kid smiled. “Awesome. I don’t really have very much money and I wasn’t sure I would be able to afford a ticket.” 
 
      
 
    I laughed. “Just get here early. I have a feeling there’s going to be quite a few people here on the day of the contest. But, don’t forget, the first contest is in Capitol City. The Zombie Bane contest isn’t for two weeks.” 
 
      
 
    “I know, but I can’t afford to travel there, so I’m making plans for the second contest you’ll be holding at the Surf ‘n Snack.” 
 
      
 
    “Just wanted to make sure we were talking about the same thing.”  
 
      
 
    “We were. Thanks, Jimmy.” 
 
      
 
    “Anytime, kid,” I said as I whipped around the nose of my board and paddled into a wave. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    That evening, after we closed the Surf ‘n Snack, I walked Emma to her house. 
 
      
 
    “So, the Ender King is supposed to be here tomorrow?” asked Emma. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, that’s what he said anyway. I hope he shows up.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sure he will. I know he doesn’t think this contest is a very good idea, but he isn’t going to cross Notch, and he certainly doesn’t want to let Clayton win by default,” said Emma. 
 
      
 
    “I totally agree. I can’t wait to see what his surfing style is like,” I said with a grin. “Should be interesting.” 
 
      
 
    Emma laughed and then got a really serious expression on her face. She pointed down the street and said, “I just saw a zombie spawn. It’s getting dark. You had better get home.” 
 
      
 
    I looked over my shoulder and saw the stupid zombie lurching towards me.  
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    I sighed. “Why did Notch make zombies anyway? It seems so weird.” 
 
      
 
    “Why don’t you ask him the next time you see him,” said Emma with a grin. 
 
      
 
    I grinned back. “I’ll do that. I’ll do that.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 32 
 
      
 
      
 
    I woke up earlier than normal because of a loud banging on the front door to my house. I could hear my father stumble out of bed and walk to the front door. It was still so early that even he hadn’t gotten up yet. The first rays of the sun were just beginning to crease the nighttime sky. 
 
      
 
    I heard my dad unlock the door and then heard the creek of the hinges as he opened it. Then I heard him gasp and scream, “Don’t look me in the eyes! Don’t look me in the eyes!” 
 
      
 
    It could only be one person: the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    I quickly got out of bed, tossed on a robe, and ran down the stairs. “It’s okay dad. It’s the Ender King.” 
 
      
 
    By now my mom had come out of the bedroom and was also shielding her eyes from the purple rectangles glowing in the Ender King’s pitch black head. 
 
      
 
    “Endy, what up, my man?” I said, putting my hand out for a bro grip. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King was not amused and ignored my outstretched hand. “Jimmy Slade, I have come to participate in the surf contest as required by Notch. I would appreciate it if you’d stop calling me ‘Endy.’ You can call me your Highness, his Royal Majesty, or just King.” 
 
      
 
    There was no way I was gonna call this guy your Highness or your Majesty. “Okay then, King, what up man?” 
 
      
 
    The King raised one of his slender black arms and slapped his head with his tiny black hand. “I will tell you what is up, Jimmy Slade. I have arrived with my wife and daughter. My servants are setting up a makeshift, palatial structure near the center of town in one of the vacant lots near the library. After you’ve had breakfast, retrieve Emma Watson and meet me there so that we may discuss our strategy for the surf contest.” 
 
      
 
    “Sure thing, King. But, why so formal? I thought we were getting a good rapport going while you were preparing to attack Capitol City.” 
 
      
 
    The King leaned down and put his mouth next to my ear so that he could whisper his response without my parents hearing it. “Jimmy, never forget that I am a royalty. Just because I have treated you well, does not mean that we are friends or that you can treat me with disrespect.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King then leaned backwards and stood ramrod straight, looming above me. 
 
      
 
    I swallowed hard. Sweat was forming on my forehead. The Ender King was a nice guy, but he was from a level of society I could only dream about. Maybe if I were a billionaire like Clayton, I’d understand what it’s like to have people fawning all over you and listening to your every word, but I was just a common villager, who’d done one amazing thing by inventing surfing. Other than that, I was just a regular schmo. “Yes, your Majesty,” I said in all seriousness. “Emma and I should be around in the next two hours.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King smiled. “Thank you. I shall tell my servants to expect you then.” 
 
      
 
    And with that, the Ender King vanished into thin air as he teleported away. 
 
      
 
    I went back inside and went upstairs. I put on my bathing suit and my robe before returning downstairs. I ate a quick breakfast of scrambled eggs and apple pie. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to go get Emma and then go see the Ender King,” I told my parents. 
 
      
 
    My mom was concerned. “I don’t know if you should be spending much time with an enderman. You know what they say about them.” 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes. “What do they say about them, Mom?” 
 
      
 
    She put her hand to her robe and clenched it tightly around her neck. “They say that if you look in their eyes too long you’ll go crazy.” 
 
      
 
    “I heard that if you look in their eyes they attack you. They can’t help it. It is in their nature,” said my dad, also worried. 
 
      
 
    I laughed. “Those are just stories by people who’ve never met endermen. The Ender King is cool. He’s a bit arrogant and rude sometimes, but his heart is in the right place.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, hurrr, I guess you’ve spent a lot of time with him already and he basically saved your life,” said my dad. “I guess he can’t be all bad.” 
 
      
 
    I laughed again. “All he had to do was save my life for you to think it was okay for me to hang out with him?” 
 
      
 
    My mom pointed her finger at me and said, “Don’t be rude, Jimmy. We’ve never met endermen before. This is all new to us. We don’t know if the stereotypes are true or not.” 
 
      
 
    I realized I was being a jerk. Old people are always set in their ways. “It’s okay, Mom. I’m sorry.” 
 
      
 
    I walked over to my mom and gave her a hug. I shook my dad’s hand and said, “Well, I’m off to practice for the contest. I’ll be home before it gets dark.” And I walked out the door. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I knocked on the front door of Emma’s house about five minutes later. Her mom answered and let me in to the kitchen. I told her the Ender King was here and he had summoned me and Emma. 
 
      
 
    Emma’s mother had the same concerned look on her face as my mother had. Emma’s father came in and also expressed his concern. I told them what I had told my parents. At that moment Emma came down the stairs. She had on a brown robe with a light pink fringe on the end of the arm sleeves. 
 
      
 
    “Where did you get that crazy robe?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Emma’s parents looked at her robe and said, “Young lady, I don’t know if you should be showing off with that decorative robe. People will think you’re getting airs.” 
 
      
 
    Emma shook her head. “I just want to have something a little different than everybody for a change. I realize we live in a conformist society, but even a little thing makes me feel different and unique.” 
 
      
 
    “Kind of like my rainbow colored robe that Claire gave me,” I said smiling. 
 
      
 
    Emma gave me the evil eye. Every time I mentioned Claire in a favorable light Emma wasn’t happy. 
 
      
 
    Under Emma’s withering gaze, I suddenly felt very hot. I reached up and pulled on my collar to get some fresh air into my robe. “Anyway, the the Ender King wants to talk to us. Let’s go.” 
 
      
 
    “You kids be careful,” said Emma’s father. 
 
      
 
    Emma and I were already in the front yard and I waved back at him and Mrs. Watson and said, “Don’t worry, Mr. Watson, everything will be fine.” In order to emphasize my words, I started skipping. Emma laughed and started skipping too.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It took us about 10 minutes to skip and walk -- try skipping for ten minutes straight; not possible -- from Emma’s house to the location where the Ender King and his entourage were staying.  
 
      
 
    You couldn’t miss the place. It was about one hundred blocks tall and several hundred blocks deep. It looked like a solid block with tiny slits for windows. There were twenty ender soldiers standing around guarding it. Villagers were walking by covering their eyes and looking away, fearful of meeting the supposedly devastating purple gaze. The ender soldiers sat or stood implacably silent.  
 
      
 
    It was then that I noticed a llama hitched to a tree near the building. It looked like it was well groomed, like a fancy pet. I nudged Emma with my elbow. “Do you think that is the llama Biff was talking about?” 
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    Emma squinted her eyes. “I suppose it could be. I wonder why it is here? 
 
      
 
    That mystery would have to wait for another time. Emma and I walked up to the enderman standing in front of the door. “The Ender King sent for us,” I said. 
 
      
 
    The enderman looked down and asked in a deep slow voice, “Names?” 
 
      
 
    “Emma Watson.”  
 
      
 
    “And, Jimmy Slade,” I said. “What’s your name?” 
 
      
 
    The enderman looked at me with his blank expression. Had I been rude to ask? He took his time deciding whether to respond to my question and finally said, “John. General John.” 
 
      
 
    “A general in the Ender Army?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    John nodded. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t remember seeing you at the siege of Capitol City.” 
 
      
 
    “I was guarding the End. In case the Dretsky’s sent forces there,” said General John seriously. 
 
      
 
    “Really?” I said. “Cool.” 
 
      
 
    “Enough of this nonsense,” said the general as he opened a book and consulted its contents. Apparently he located our names in there because he stepped aside and opened the door for us. We walked inside and down an undecorated, narrow stone hallway. When we got to the end of the hall there was a door. 
 
      
 
    I looked at Emma and shrugged. “I guess we go in here.” 
 
      
 
    I reached out to turn the handle and push the door open. I wasn’t prepared for what I was to see on the other side. 
 
      
 
    We walked into a gigantic, luxurious, opulent chamber. Several ender women wearing fancy dresses were standing next to another ender woman who was seated on a throne. I assumed these women were the Ender Queen and her servants. The Ender King stood in a corner of the chamber speaking with several endermen. 
 
      
 
    I leaned over to Emma and whispered, “Should I say something? Should we announce our presence?” 
 
      
 
    Emma shrugged. She looked somewhat uncomfortable. 
 
      
 
    At that moment a young ender girl about as tall as us and wearing a fancy dress embroidered with chorus flowers trotted over to us and gave us each a hug and said, “You must be Jimmy and Emma. My dad has told me so much about you.” 
 
      
 
    At that moment the Ender King looked over and saw that his daughter, the Ender Princess, was hugging us. 
 
      
 
    “Tina, back away from them.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender Princess hugged us tightly, squeezed and then let go and stepped away a few paces. She looked over at her father and said, “Daddy, don’t be so overprotective. It’s Jimmy and Emma. You told me they were good people ... for villagers.” 
 
      
 
    For villagers? 
 
      
 
    The Ender King’s expression softened and he walked over and gave his daughter a hug. “I’m sorry, daughter. It’s just that when we’re outside of our normal realm of the End, you never know what could happen.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, nothing ever happens at home, so it might be nice if something interesting happened while we were here,” said the Ender Princess. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King sighed and shook his head. “You would not say that if you knew what could happen.” 
 
      
 
    While he had been talking like a Debbie-downer, the Ender Queen had walked over and was standing in front of us. “It is nice to meet you, Jimmy and Emma,” she said in a kindly voice. “My husband has told me so much about you.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, your Majesty,” said Emma, curtseying slightly. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, thanks Queen. Only the parts where I save the world from a destructive war are true,” I said, smiling at my joke and winking at the Queen. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King shot me a angry look. “You will address her as your Majesty,” he demanded. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I call you ‘King’ so I thought it would be okay to call her ‘Queen.’ Don’t have a cow, man.” 
 
      
 
    The King slapped his head and then said to his wife and daughter, “Please excuse us, we need to plan for this ridiculous surf contest. Then, I will teleport everyone over to the surfing practice area. I’ll be home for dinner.” 
 
      
 
    The Queen and the Ender Princess smiled and gave the Ender King a hug and then left the room. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, Jimmy and Emma,” said the Ender King, “but we will have to have several ender soldiers with me while we practice. I don’t want to risk any problems.” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “That’s cool. But hey, have you seen Laird around anywhere? He is the fourth member of our team, after all.” 
 
      
 
    “I have not, nor have I met this person. However, we can send a few of my endermen around to find him. They will teleport to all the villages and should locate him shortly. When they find him, they will teleport him back to the surfing practice area.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled. “That’s awesome. Let’s go.” 
 
      
 
    Before he left, the Ender King gave instructions to his men to locate Laird. He also instructed several others to teleport to the Surf ‘n Snack and establish a security perimeter. Then he wrapped his arms around us and we teleported. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Upon arrival at the Surf ‘n Snack, there was already a long line of kids waiting to get in. Our employees were about ten minutes away from opening the place to the crowd. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King looked at me and Emma. “We can’t practice if all these kids are in the water. You’ll have to shut the Surf ‘n Snack down.” 
 
      
 
    “No way, King, I’ve got to keep the money flowing in. It’s all about gettin’ paid, yo!” I said. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King, as he always did when he got upset with me, swelled to triple his size and said, “We have to win the surf contest, Jimmy, not ‘get paid.’ I think this surf contest is a stupid idea -- may Notch forgive me -- but I don’t want to lose to Clayton Dretsky. Either you shut down the Surf ‘n Snack or I’m going to find some other people to be on the team.” 
 
      
 
    I looked over at Emma and said, “What do you think?” 
 
      
 
    She crinkled her eyes in thought and then scratched her head before saying, “Didn’t you tell me Clayton’s wave park has three different types of waves?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, a mushy one, an A-frame like we’ve got, and a long, point-break style wave.” 
 
      
 
    Emma nodded her head. “I thought so. How can we practice for a contest in Clayton’s wave pool if we only have one type of wave?” 
 
      
 
    I was deflated. Not like an old, disgusting balloon, all sticky and stretchy, but just sad. “You’re right. I hadn’t thought about that.” I looked over at the King. “How are we going to practice for the different types of waves?” 
 
      
 
    The King, still triple his normal size glanced around and then said, “We’ll just build another surf park.” 
 
      
 
    “How can we do that? It will take days to build the place and we don’t even know where we could put it,” I yelled, almost hysterical. 
 
      
 
    “Jimmy, have faith in me. When I was angry at you and my head was high in the sky, I looked around and saw the perfect location. It’s far enough away that we don’t have to deal with crowds of tourists and big enough that we can probably figure out a way to construct all 3 different types of waves. My ender soldiers will help. We just need Emma to tell us what to do.” 
 
      
 
    I had to admit, it was a brilliant idea. We would be able to practice as much as we wanted, Clayton would probably think we’re only practicing on our wave, and I could still get paid stacks of emeralds by kids wanting to surf. It was a perfect solution. 
 
      
 
    “I guess it’s ideas like this that made you the King,” I said. 
 
      
 
    The King shook his head. “Actually, I’m king because of my numerous victories in one-on-one mortal combat against other pretenders to the throne.” 
 
      
 
    I searched the Ender King’s face to see if he was making a joke. But his flat expression, which seemed to be almost unchanging no matter what situation he found himself in, gave me no clues. I decided not to say anything. 
 
      
 
    “Well … hurrr … let’s go build surf park,” I said. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I didn’t really have much to do during the construction of the surf park.  
 
      
 
    Emma told the Ender King’s soldiers how to move the rocks around on the bottom of the large portion of ocean the Ender King spotted. She also told them how much redstone and wood she would need to construct the wave-making machines. With the endermen’s teleporting abilities and Emma’s experience building a wave machine, the new, three-wave set up was done by late afternoon. In the meanwhile, the Ender King’s soldiers had located Laird. 
 
      
 
    “This is amazing,” said Laird, watching the endermen work. “I can’t wait to try this place out.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, it’s pretty awesome,” I said. “And after the contest, I can open a second wave pool for more experienced surfers.” 
 
      
 
    “You can have a whole chain of surf parks pretty soon,” said Laird. “It’s too bad you can’t surf in the ocean without having these contraptions make the waves. There’s nothing like surfing a wave made by wind and weather. It is unpredictable and raw. The power of storm driven waves is something you have to experience to believe.” Laird got a faraway look in his face, like he was remembering some amazing adventure when he had ridden gigantic, powerful, natural waves. 
 
      
 
    “I wish I could travel to your world the way you travel to mine. Why is it only a one-way trip?” 
 
      
 
    Laird shrugged. “I guess only Notch knows. Maybe should ask him next time you see him?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, well, I suppose I could. I’m sure he won’t tell me a thing.” 
 
      
 
    At that moment, Emma approached us. The sun was low on the horizon and there was probably only about a half-hour of daylight left. 
 
      
 
    “I think it’s ready to test,” she said. “You want the honors?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “You’re the one who knew how to build it. You should be the first person to ride it.” 
 
      
 
    Emma smiled. “Really? You’ll let me go first?” 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Of course I’ll let you go first. Why would you think otherwise?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ll go first,” said Laird, hopefully. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King walked over. “Why don’t all three of you go first? There are three different waves, after all.” 
 
      
 
    As usual, he was right. Well maybe I shouldn’t say “as usual,” since he wanted to fight a war rather than have a surf contest. But, he was usually right about things. 
 
      
 
    “Actually, there are four waves,” I said. “There’s the mushburger wave, the A-frame which really is two waves since you can go right or left, and then the point break. So we could all go at same time.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s a deal,” said the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    I volunteered to paddle out at the mushy wave. Laird paddled out to the point break while Emma paddled out to the left side of the A-frame. The Ender King grabbed a surfboard and teleported himself out into the ocean so he could ride the right of the A-frame. 
 
      
 
    I wish I could teleport. 
 
      
 
    I looked back to shore at the ender soldier who was near the control box for the wave pool. “Okay, Thomas, press the button.” 
 
      
 
    I could see the enderman’s long slender arm raise up in the air and then move down, pressing the button. The Redstone circuit fired to life and began to move some pistons and push the wave making contraption. I saw the bump in the water as the ocean swelled. The swell came closer and closer until it hit the structures on the bottom of the ocean designed to break the wave in a certain way. It was working perfectly. 
 
      
 
    We all caught our waves and ripped them to shreds. The Ender King was a surprisingly good surfer. 
 
      
 
    I paddled over to the Ender King before the next wave came and asked, “How did you learn how to surf? I didn’t think you had ever surfed before.” 
 
      
 
    The King looked at me with his flat purple eyes and said, “I never have. I’m just naturally good at everything.” He didn’t say it like he was an arrogant poser. It was simply true. 
 
      
 
    “Well, that’s … hurrr ... pretty awesome. You’ll have to … hurrr ... practice some tricks so you can get really high scores.” 
 
      
 
    “Perhaps, I shall. Perhaps, I shall not. I will study this peculiar sport some more prior to the contest and design a routine to impress the judges.” 
 
      
 
    That was a bit weird. 
 
      
 
    “Cool. Um, hey, King, you mind if I take this right and you ride the mushburger?” 
 
      
 
    “I mind not at all.”  
 
      
 
    After we rode a few more waves it was getting quite dark. We turned off the wave machine and teleported back to the Ender King’s dwelling.  
 
      
 
    The Ender King invited us to dinner, but we had to decline because we needed to get home.  
 
      
 
    “Tomorrow, you will stay for dinner,” the King insisted. “Your parents are invited as well. We can teleport you home after dinner, if you are worried about zombies and other nighttime vermin.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King’s servants teleported us to each of our houses, and Laird to a hotel near the center of Zombie Bane. We agreed to meet the next morning at the Ender King’s house in order to spend the entire day practicing. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 33 
 
      
 
      
 
    Today surf practice was very promising. Laird, of course, was ripping. In particular, he was able to ride deeper in the barrel than anyone else. 
 
      
 
    Emma was improving quickly. She was really good at doing turns and floaters on the mushburger wave and on the point break wave. She wasn’t very good at riding the barrel yet, but she was practicing hard. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King was … hurrr … an unorthodox surfer. While he could do the normal things fairly well – turns, slashing maneuvers, and barrel riding – he preferred to do unexpected maneuvers.  
 
      
 
    For instance, he would drop into a wave and then just before he got in the barrel he would shrink down to baby zombie size to make the wave look a lot bigger. Then when he came out of the barrel he would grow to twice his normal size to make the wave look really small. Other times he would teleport off his surfboard and then teleport back on.  
 
      
 
    Steezy. 
 
      
 
    It was very strange. It was interesting, but strange. It was hard to know how the judges might score the King’s waves. 
 
      
 
    We practiced from the morning until noon and then took a break for lunch, which was prepared by the Ender King’s servants. After eating lunch and relaxing for an hour under oak trees, we practiced again for another four hours until the sun was beginning to set. 
 
      
 
    As we put our surfboards away, Laird said, “I think we are doing really well, but I heard Clayton was going to try to recruit some professional surfers from the human world who also play Minecraft. Depending on who it gets, he could have a formidable team.” 
 
      
 
    I slapped my fist against my open hand. “That’s not fair. What if he got three professional surfers? He’d easily win.” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe,” said Laird. “But strange things have been known to happen in surf contests. And, in any event, this is not a traditional surf contest. Who knows what additional rules Notch may impose upon the contest?” 
 
      
 
    “I agree,” said the King. “This is the world of Minecraft, not the world of the humans. Things work differently here.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I don’t know anything about the world of the humans,” said Emma. “But, I do know that if we really want to win this contest and we practice really hard, we’ll have a good chance.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m getting hungry, King,” I said as my stomach rumbled embarrassingly loudly. “Let’s get back to your place and eat.” 
 
      
 
    The King, who was still getting used to my familiarity as opposed to me being super polite and calling him ‘your Highness’ all the time, sighed but then wordlessly wrapped his arms around the three of us and teleported back to his Zombie Bane palace. 
 
      
 
    When we got to the palace, the Ender King told us to wash our hands and then go into the dining room. He instructed his servants to go to my house and Emma’s house and pick up our parents. The King then left to prepare for the evening. 
 
      
 
    After we had washed our hands, we went to the dining room just in time to see two endermen teleport back with our parents. 
 
      
 
    My mother stumbled slightly when she realized she was no longer at her house. The first time teleporting is very disorienting because it lasts less than a second and you are suddenly somewhere completely different. My dad looked dizzy. Emma’s his parents were in the same predicament. 
 
      
 
    My dad shook his head rapidly from side to side and then said, “Whoa! That was … hurrr ... something else.” 
 
      
 
    My mom reached a hand out and grabbed my dad’s shoulder to steady herself. “Oh my Notch,” she said as she checked that her hair hadn’t been messed up by the teleport. 
 
      
 
    Emma’s parents, having already regained their balance, walked over to Emma and gave her a hug. My parents did the same to me. 
 
      
 
    It was then that I finally looked around the dining room and appreciated the grandeur of the situation. There was large table with seating for 10 people: Emma, me, our four parents, Laird, the King, the Queen, and Princess Tina. 
 
      
 
    A servant came in and announced that the Ender King was about to arrive. We stood quietly as the Ender King entered, leading his wife and daughter. They were all dressed in fine clothing, mainly black of course, and they looked extremely impressive. The Ender King helped his wife sit down and then told everyone, “Please be seated.” 
 
      
 
    My parents and Emma’s parents sat close to the king and queen. Laird sat next to my father while the Ender princess set in between Emma and me. 
 
      
 
    “Isn’t this fun?” said Tina, extremely excited. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I guess. Is the food good?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    The Ender Princess nodded her head rapidly. “Oh, of course. My dad’s chef is the best chef in the entire End. I would guess he might be as good as anyone in the Overworld too.” 
 
      
 
    Emma rubbed her hands together greedily. “Good. I’m starving. Surfing for eight hours a day will really make you hungry.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender Princess suddenly looked sad. “I wish I could go surfing. My dad won’t let me.” 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes. “That’s lame. You should come with us tomorrow. It’s easy to learn how to surf, though getting good at it takes some practice.” 
 
      
 
    Emma agreed. “Yes, you should come with us.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender Princess put a tiny black hand on each of ours and said, “I don’t know if my dad will let me. But I’ll ask. But first, let’s eat.” 
 
      
 
    It was then that the servants brought out the first course. The meal was an extravagant one, similar to the meals I had enjoyed at the Dretsky household. It was as if there was a gigantic food factory inside the other room where the servants would go and retrieve dish after dish. 
 
      
 
    I was rather surprised at how much the enders ate. Tina ate about five times as much as I did. Her mother and father each ate ten or twenty times as much as I did. It was astonishing, especially when you consider how skinny they all were.  
 
      
 
    Maybe they needed all that energy in order to teleport? 
 
      
 
    It was a great meal, but I was so tired from surfing, the more I ate, the sleeper I became. In fact, I must’ve nodded off because the next thing I knew I was on top of my bed at home! 
 
      
 
    I sat up and rubbed my head. Then, I put a hand on my stomach. I felt so full. 
 
      
 
    I got up and changed into my pajamas and brushed my teeth. I fell back into bed, and there was a knock on my door. It was my mom. 
 
      
 
    “I was wondering when you would wake up. You fell asleep right before they brought out the plate of chocolate chip cookies.” 
 
      
 
    “I hope I didn’t snore or anything,” I said, feeling anxious about the answer. 
 
      
 
    My mom laughed. “Oh, you didn’t snore. But, when you fell asleep, your face landed in the apple pie.” 
 
      
 
    I reached up and touched my face and felt a little crusty thing by my ear. I picked it off. I inspected it and realized it was hardened apple pie filling. 
 
      
 
    I suddenly turned bright red. “How embarrassing.” 
 
      
 
    My mom laughed again and said, “Maybe a little, but it’s a great story. Emma was calling you Jimmy Appleseed.” 
 
      
 
    Oh great, I thought, a stupid nickname. I bet Emma will keep using that forever. 
 
      
 
    “Did the Ender Princess say anything?” 
 
      
 
    My mom smiled. “Yes, she said she hadn’t seen anyone fall asleep at the dinner table since her one-month-old cousin did it. She was calling you Baby Jimmy.” 
 
      
 
    I turned a deeper red from the additional embarrassment. I slapped my head. Another stupid nickname, I thought. 
 
      
 
    I tried to smile at my mom but it came out looking like I had indigestion and needed to vomit. “Great. Really funny.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, get some sleep Jimmy. You have a big day tomorrow filled with surfing practice. And, Biff told me earlier today that his cousin Claire is stopping by tomorrow.” And having dropped that news bomb on me, my mom walked out of my room and shut the door. 
 
      
 
    Claire! What was she doing? Why was she coming? Was she going to spy on us? Was she going to try to sabotage our practice? Or, was she actually just coming to talk? 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 34 
 
      
 
      
 
    It took me a while to get out of bed this morning. I was so tired from surfing so much and from eating so much that I really just wanted to stay in bed all day. But I knew I couldn’t. I had to practice. 
 
      
 
    [image: determined jimmy.png] 
 
      
 
    And, I had to find out what Claire wanted. 
 
      
 
    After breakfast I stopped by Emma’s house and the two of us walked to the Ender King’s palace. Laird was already there. 
 
      
 
    “I’m so tired guys. Do we have to practice today?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Laird shrugged. “I don’t care. I’ll probably go surfing anyway, but just cruisy, not like when I’m practicing for a contest.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m kind of tired too,” admitted Emma. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King looked at us. “Maybe we overdid it yesterday. When you fell asleep and smacked your face on the apple pie, I could tell you worked really hard yesterday.” 
 
      
 
    I’d forgotten that the Ender King had seen it all too. “Yeah, I’m sorry about that,” I said, turning red. 
 
      
 
    “It was pretty funny, dude,” said Laird. 
 
      
 
    Emma laughed. “Yeah, Jimmy Appleseed, it was funny.” 
 
      
 
    At that moment Tina walked in and said, “Hey everyone! Hi, Baby Jimmy.” 
 
      
 
    I let my head fall forward until my chin was resting against the front of my robe. I slapped my forehead with my right hand. After everyone stopped laughing, I looked up and said angrily, “I get it. I get it. Hurrr. I fell asleep and my head landed on an apple pie. Can we just stop talking about it?” 
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    “Not a chance,” said Emma. 
 
      
 
    “No way,” said the Ender Princess. 
 
      
 
    “No way, José,” said Laird. 
 
      
 
    “I declare as his Royal Majesty that the answer is no,” announced the King. 
 
      
 
    I sighed. “Whatever. Have your fun. My mom told me Claire’s coming to town. Visiting Biff. I’m going over there to see what’s happening. I’ll practice with you guys this afternoon.” 
 
      
 
    I could tell this information came as a shock to them all. Emma looked angry that I was going to talk to Claire. Laird looked confused, and the Ender King was disturbed. 
 
      
 
    “She’s a Dretsky,” said the King. “She’s not one of us. You should stay away from her.” 
 
      
 
    “I agree,” said Emma crossing her arms across her chest. “She didn’t do anything to try to stop the war. She was right there with Clayton and her father.” 
 
      
 
    “Guys, she’s just a kid. Just like you, Emma; just like me. Maybe she didn’t have a choice.” I said. 
 
      
 
    I could tell I got to them. She was just a kid. And kids don’t always have control over what their parents do. “Okay, maybe you should give her a chance,” said Emma, realizing she had rushed to judgment. 
 
      
 
    Laird continued to look confused. I don’t think he’d ever met Claire or heard about her. 
 
      
 
    Tina looked at her father and said, “Yes, Daddy, would you have people hate me just because they hate you?” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King’s head snapped in his daughter’s direction. “Who hates me?” 
 
      
 
    She shrugged. “I don’t know. I’m sure there are some people who hate you. You’re the King and you tell people what to do. People don’t always like being told what to do.” 
 
      
 
    The King realized that she had just been speaking in generalities as opposed to some specific example of royal hatred. He was always too quick to jump to the conclusion that someone was trying to mess with him. I’d noticed that about him. He was on edge and anxious all the time. He really needed to chill if he wanted to be a good surfer. 
 
      
 
    “So, um, hurrr, I guess I’m going to head over to Biff’s house now. If anyone wants come with me, let’s go,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going surfing,” said Laird. 
 
      
 
    “I’m staying here and doing kingly things,” said the King. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll come with you,” said Emma. 
 
      
 
    “Me too,” said the Ender princess. 
 
      
 
    “You’ll do no such thing young lady,” ordered the King. 
 
      
 
    “Oh come on, Daddy, when am I going to be in the Overworld again? Emma and Jimmy are nice. Let me hang out,” she said with a slightly whiny voice. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King softened a bit. You could tell he realized he was being an overprotective dad. “Well, okay, but I’m sending Gretchen with you.” 
 
      
 
    Tina rolled her eyes. “Why Gretchen? Why not Ariana, Taylor, or Rihanna?” 
 
      
 
    “Because they’re young and inexperienced like you, and Gretchen is older and wiser and smarter.” 
 
      
 
    “She’s older all right,” said Tina sarcastically. 
 
      
 
    At that moment an elderly ender woman entered the room. She was hunched over and wore ill fitting clothes. Her hair was crooked and her teeth were missing. The purple of her eyes was turning into a light pink, so advanced was her age. 
 
      
 
    In a crackling squeaky old lady voice, she said, “Now, now, Tina. Someday you will be as old and ancient and decrepit as I am. And then you’ll know why it is your father sent me with you.” 
 
      
 
    Honestly, that didn’t make any sense at all. I was a little concerned that Gretchen might be losing it. Her mind, that is. 
 
      
 
    Tina sighed. “I’m sorry I called you old, Gretchen. You know I like you.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s okay sweetie,” said Gretchen moving in and pinching the Ender Princess’s cheek. “I am old. But I also love you and will protect you with my life. Don’t forget that.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes ma’am,” said Tina. 
 
      
 
    Gretchen smiled and said, “Well, I would teleport all of you to our destination, but I’m so old I don’t know if I can get there with all of you. I’m not even sure I could manage it in a single leap all by myself!” 
 
      
 
    “That’s okay,” I said. “We can walk. It’s good to walk sometimes. It’s only about ten minutes.” 
 
      
 
    “Besides,” said Tina, “I want to take Isabel with me. She needs a walk.” 
 
      
 
    “Isabel? Who is that?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “She is my pet llama,” said Tina. 
 
      
 
    We followed Tina out of the palace to the stables. In one of the stalls was the same llama we had seen hitched to a tree a couple days earlier. 
 
      
 
    As Tina approached, Isabel pricked up her ears and trotted happily in the stall.  “Oh, Isabel, you are so cute,” cooed Tina. 
 
      
 
    I looked over my shoulder and saw that Gretchen had waited outside the stables.  I looked at Emma knowingly and then asked Tina in a soft voice, “Did you come here a day before your father?” 
 
      
 
    Tina stiffened. “Why would you say that?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, hurrr, I stepped in some llama poop and Biff said he saw a llama earlier that looked a lot like this one.” 
 
      
 
    Tina swiveled her head around to make sure it was just the three of us. “Yes, I was here. Don’t tell my parents. I just wanted to see the surf park. I wasn’t sure he would let me out of the palace, so I snuck here a day early.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s cool,” I said. “At least I know who to blame for my stinky foot.” 
 
      
 
    “Sorry,” said Tina. “Llama’s just go when they go.” 
 
      
 
    Emma laughed. 
 
      
 
    “What’s taking you kids so long in there?” squeaked Gretchen. 
 
      
 
    “Nothing. I’m just putting a leash on Isabel,” said Tina. 
 
      
 
    With Gretchen along, the walk took about twenty minutes instead of ten. Tina had offered to let her ride Isabel, but Gretchen refused. She was a very slow walker. Plus, she had to stop and point things out and talk about them. Every single souvenir shop, restaurant, storefront, and house. Everything was amazing to her. Apparently, she had never been outside of the End in her entire life, which apparently was several hundred years. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t realize enders lived so long! 
 
      
 
    So, it was easy to excuse her excitement. She was basically like a little kid on her first trip away from home.  
 
      
 
    Her favorite building was the library. “So many books,” she had said when she looked in the window. Apparently Gretchen loved to read. She told us that … only about twenty-five times during the walk. 
 
      
 
    When we, at long last, arrived at Biff’s house, Gretchen said, “I’m going to sit under this tree. You kids have fun. When you’re ready to go, wake me up.” 
 
      
 
    “How do you know you will be asleep?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Because I’m old. That’s what old ender women do. We sleep.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yeah, that makes perfect sense,” I said, not meaning a single word that came out of my mouth. 
 
      
 
    Tina hitched Isabel to the tree near Gretchen. Then, Emma, Tina, and I walked up to the front door of Biff’s house and knocked. A few moments later, Biff’s dad, Phill, opened the door. 
 
      
 
    “Are you here to see Biff?” he asked, eying the Ender Princess suspiciously. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, sir,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Hold on. I’ll go find him.” 
 
      
 
    We waited on the front porch for about thirty seconds before Biff arrived. “Hi, guys,” he said happily. 
 
      
 
    “Biff, this is Tina, the Ender Princess,” said Emma. 
 
      
 
    Biff reached out his hand and shook Tina’s tiny hand. “Wow, I’ve never met a princess before.” 
 
      
 
    I think Tina might’ve blushed, but it was hard to tell with her obsidian-colored skin. “Well, I’ve never met a Biff before,” Tina said with a smile. The joke was lost on Biff.  
 
      
 
    Biff was about to invite us into the house when he saw Gretchen sleeping under the tree. “Oh my Notch, why is a husk sleeping under my tree!?!” 
 
      
 
    I slapped my head. “That’s Gretchen. That’s Tina’s guardian.” 
 
      
 
    “Guardian? It looks like she’s the one who needs the Guardian.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Yeah, she is some crazy old lady who the King sent to guard Tina. We told him it wasn’t necessary, but he insisted.” 
 
      
 
    Biff shrugged and then noticed the llama. “That’s the llama I saw the other day!” 
 
      
 
    I nodded.  “Yeah, it’s Tina’s pet.” 
 
      
 
    Biff was too dense to ask any questions about how the llama was here before the King had arrived. Tina was relieved.  Biff invited us in. We went inside and saw that Claire was sitting at the kitchen table talking to Biff’s parents.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, Uncle Phill,” she was saying, “it was a fine trip. I was glad that Herobrine and Notch came up with this surf contest idea, otherwise we would be at war right now. I might’ve already respawned!” 
 
      
 
    When she heard us come inside, Claire looked over. I smiled and waved. Emma glared, and Tina stood there, not really knowing what to do. 
 
      
 
    Biff made the introductions. “Claire, you know Emma and Jimmy … hurrr ... from before, and this is Tina, the Ender Princess.  
 
      
 
    Claire stood up and did a slight curtsy to the Princess and then walked over and shook her hand. “It’s nice to meet you. I want to apologize for my brother’s behavior. Believe me, we’re not all like him.” 
 
      
 
    Did she mean it? Or was this an act?  
 
      
 
    “Thank you. I know that children are not always like their parents or their siblings, but they can be,” said Tina cautiously. 
 
      
 
    Claire nodded. “Sure they can. But I’m nothing like my brother or my father, believe me.” 
 
      
 
    Emma let out a snort. “Words don’t mean much, Claire. Actions do.” 
 
      
 
    Claire swallowed hard. “I deserve that. I stood by while Clayton and my father were ready to go to war with the Ender King and I did nothing. I apologize, but I was scared. He wanted me up there so that we would look like we are presenting a united front, but I didn’t want to be there, believe me.” 
 
      
 
    “Why do you keep saying ‘believe me’?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Because I want you to believe me, because I’m telling the truth.” 
 
      
 
    I suddenly felt my vibe-sensing ability kick in. I was getting good vibes from Claire. Not one hundred percent perfect, but good. I did believe her, at least at that moment. 
 
      
 
    “Are you going to come to the surf contest in a few days?” asked Tina. 
 
      
 
    Claire nodded. “I should. Actually … hurrr ... I’m on the team,” Claire said sheepishly. 
 
      
 
    My mouth fell open in shock.  
 
      
 
    Emma shook her head and said angrily, “You want us to believe that you’re not on Clayton’s side yet you are on his surf team?!? The whole point of the surf contest was to see who -- the Ender King or Clayton -- wins the right to humiliate the other for the rest of eternity. Why should we believe you that you are not like Clayton?” 
 
      
 
    I had to say, Emma had a good point. I was still getting good vibes from Claire though, so I wasn’t sure what was going on. I was confused. 
 
      
 
    “Just because I’m on the team doesn’t mean I support Clayton’s evil ways. I was never in favor of his enslavement of villagers or of his… hurrr ... exploitation of the … hurrr .... resources of the End.” 
 
      
 
    Now, Tina was upset. “Exploitation of resources?!? Don’t you mean the murder of my people!” 
 
      
 
    Claire sighed. “Yes, but I didn’t want to say that in front of you. I didn’t want to hurt your feelings.” 
 
      
 
    “I am a royal princess. My feelings can’t get hurt. That’s what happens when you are leadership quality,” said Tina resolutely, crossing her skinny black arms in front of her chest. Her purple eyes glowed with rage and, despite what she had said, beginning to shine with the mist of sorrowful tears. 
 
      
 
    Biff could sense the situation getting out of control. He stepped in between Claire and the rest of us. “Hey, guys, can we just try to chillax for a bit? I know everyone’s upset, but I don’t want any fighting inside my house, okay?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, sorry man,” I said. Emma and Tina remained silent, but they backed off a bit. Claire nodded her head and sat down on a chair. 
 
      
 
    Claire looked up at us and into each of our eyes and tried to convey her thoughts without words. Her good vibes increased. She must be telling the truth, I thought. 
 
      
 
    “Look, everyone, you don’t have to believe me. I want you to, but I understand why you might not. But, I’ll prove it to you … hurrr ... one of these days. Just you watch.” 
 
      
 
    “I hope so, Claire, I hope so,” said Emma as she turned and walked out of Biff’s house.  
 
      
 
    Tina followed and said, “Come on, Baby Jimmy, let’s go.” 
 
      
 
    Why did she have to say that? 
 
      
 
    Biff looked at me and laughed. Even Claire had a slight smile on her face. 
 
      
 
    “Baby Jimmy? What’s that about?” asked to Biff. 
 
      
 
    I sighed. “It’s a long story. I’ll explain it later.” Then, I looked at Claire and nodded sympathetically to her but said nothing before I walked out of the house. 
 
      
 
    I walked over to Emma and Tina who were attempting to rouse Gretchen from her sleep. For a moment, I thought she might be dead until I realized that if she were dead she would have already evaporated into a puff of smoke. I shuddered at the thought of what sort of dessicated drops she might leave behind. 
 
      
 
    Yuk! 
 
      
 
    After a couple minutes of forceful shaking, Gretchen finally woke up and we helped her to stand up. She’s stretched her back and cracked it a few times turning from side to side. She then announced, “Ready to go.”  
 
      
 
    We unhitched Isabel and walked to the Surf ‘n Snack, which was already doing lots of business. A couple hundred villagers were out in the water, mostly kids. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve never seen so many kids in the water,” said Emma. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, this is crazy,” I said. “I don’t even recognize half of these kids. Where did they come from?” 
 
      
 
    At this moment, one of our employees walked up to us and, having overheard our conversation, said, “They’re coming from Creeper Junction and Capitol City, sir.” 
 
      
 
    “Knock off the ‘sir’ stuff, Geronimo,” I said, feeling uncomfortable that another twelve-year-old villager would address me as “sir.”  I continued, “What do you mean they’re coming from Creeper Junction and Capitol City?”  
 
      
 
    “They’re all using the DOTS. Apparently, Clayton has been shutting his wave pool so his team can practice, and the kids who would normally go there have been coming here. Plus, they all want to surf where one of the contests is going to happen. We’ve made more money in the last couple of days, than we made in the last week.” 
 
      
 
    I felt the greed swelling within me.  
 
      
 
    This rate of earnings was amazing. I had a vision of a pyramid stacked high with emeralds. Of emerald rings, of emerald crowns, of emerald necklaces, even of an emerald house. Then I realized I was falling into the trap that keeps most villagers from being anything other than greedy workaholics. I shook my head, clearing it of the horrible thoughts of greed. 
 
      
 
    “Wow, that DOTS sure is amazing,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Emma had a concerned look on her face and said, “I’m a little wary of all these people from Creeper Junction, Jimmy. What if they are part of the rainbow creeper religion?” 
 
      
 
    Tina looked at us confused. “What is the rainbow creeper religion?” 
 
      
 
    I explained it to her quickly. The part about breaking away from Notch and being exiled. The part about the exploding creepers leading the exiles to what is now Creeper Junction. The rumors that the ancient religion lives on and that it’s all about absolute power and absolute, insatiable greed. 
 
      
 
    Tina was horrified. She put her tiny little black hand in front of her mouth in shock. “That sounds horrid! Why would anyone want to follow such a religion?” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “I have no idea.” 
 
      
 
    At that moment we were surprised by Mr. Blaze. “Hi, kids. And who are these fine ender people with you?” 
 
      
 
    We introduced Tina and Gretchen. 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze bowed slightly and said, “Nice to meet you Gretchen.” Then he turned and, bowing deeply, said, “It is a pleasure to be in your presence, your Royal Highness.” 
 
      
 
    Tina laughed and said, “I’m just a princess. When I’m queen you can do all that formal stuff. For now, you can just call me Princess Tina.” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze smiled. “Well, Princess Tina, I overheard your question about the rainbow creepers. I can tell you why people would follow that religion, if you would like to hear.” 
 
      
 
    This was getting interesting. 
 
      
 
    “Ok,” said Tina. 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze continued. “The rainbow creeper religion is actually somewhat misunderstood. While there is a strong strain of authoritarianism and end-of-the-world thinking in the religion, there’s also strain of it, followed by a small handful of adherents, who believe in world peace and fairness. Unfortunately, they’ve never held leadership positions, so no one in the Overworld has really heard of them.” 
 
      
 
    “How come you know about all that stuff?” asked Tina, curious and suspicious at the same time. 
 
      
 
    “I read a lot of books.” 
 
      
 
    Tina nodded her head in understanding. “Yes, books. Books are good.” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze smiled. “Anyway, kids, don’t generalize about people who believe in a religion. Some are good and some are bad. They’d probably be that way whether or not they believed in the religion. Anyway, I’m off. I just thought I’d say, ‘Hi.’” 
 
      
 
    “Are you going surfing, Mr. Blaze?” I asked. “Is that why you are at the Surf ‘n Snack?” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze seemed a little nervous for some reason. I got a strange vibe from him just briefly. His eyes darted back and forth and he said, “I’m not. I was just taking a long walk from my house to my bookstore instead of the short walk that I normally take. I just wanted to see what was happening out here.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, see later,” I said, eyeing him suspiciously. 
 
      
 
    When Mr. Blaze was gone I looked around and asked, “Did that seem a little weird that he was here just at the right time to tell us something about the rainbow creepers?” 
 
      
 
    Emma shrugged. “Maybe. Or, maybe he was just taking a long walk. People do take long walks.” 
 
      
 
    Gretchen cracked her back and in her squeaky old lady voice said, “Yes, they do. Walking is great exercise. You kids should make sure you walk a lot. Five or ten thousand steps a day is what they recommended for endermen and women.” 
 
      
 
    What a crazy lady! 
 
      
 
    “Tina, do you want to learn how to surf?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Tina smiled. “I do, but I think I should wait until we are at the more private surf location. I’d be kind of embarrassed trying to surf out here. I really don’t know what I’m doing.” 
 
      
 
    “Suit yourself. I’m going to paddle out and grab a couple waves. Then, we can get some lunch, okay?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Tina smiled and petted Isabel’s neck. “Okay.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at Emma. “You want to come with me?” 
 
      
 
    “No, that’s okay. I’ll stay here and talk to Tina and Gretchen.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, see you guys later.” 
 
      
 
     *** 
 
      
 
    After I finished surfing, we all got some food at the Surf ‘n Snack restaurant and then walked another ten minutes to our secret surf location.  
 
      
 
    Unfortunately, it wasn’t so secret anymore. There were about 200 villagers being kept away by the Ender King’s soldiers. They weren’t all from Zombie Bane either. There were definitely some from Creeper Junction and Capitol City. When we arrived, it was starting to get out of hand. 
 
      
 
    I saw an ender soldier teleport away and then teleport back with five Zombie Bane policemen. The policemen stood in front of the ender soldiers and barked orders at the villagers to disburse or they would be arrested. They were trespassing on private property and they had to get off. 
 
      
 
    It actually wasn’t private property. It was just some part of the ocean that we had taken over for a practice surfing location, but that’s what the police said. It worked. Everyone left, but they were grumbling. 
 
      
 
    We walked past the ender soldiers and said hello to Laird and the King who had arrived some time earlier. 
 
      
 
    “I feel like such a celebrity,” I said. “Everyone wants to see what I’m doing and see our surf park.” 
 
      
 
    “Welcome to my world, Baby Jimmy, welcome to my world,” said the King sadly. 
 
      
 
    [image: san ender king.png] 
 
      
 
    After everyone finished laughing at my stupid nickname, we grabbed our surfboards and practiced. Tina even managed to stand up a few times on the mushburger wave.  
 
      
 
    We practiced for about three hours until the sun began to set. The King and Tina, along with Gretchen and Isabel, teleported back to the palace, while the King’s soldiers took Laird, Emma, and me to our respective dwellings. 
 
      
 
    Another day in the books. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 35 
 
      
 
      
 
    Another morning, and as usual, Emma and I were walking to the Ender King’s palace so that we could teleport to the practice facility. It is kind of amazing that I was already getting bored. The surf contest existed to stop a war, but I was getting bored of preparing for it already. What was wrong with me?!?  
 
      
 
    We were just a few buildings away from the Ender King’s palace when Mr. Blaze waved to us from across the street and then came over. 
 
      
 
    “I have something disturbing to share with you,” he said, his face displaying concern and worry. 
 
      
 
    I suddenly felt sick to my stomach. It wasn’t a good or bad vibe situation, but I actually felt physically ill for some reason. 
 
      
 
    “What is it?” asked Emma. 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze took in a deep breath and then let it slowly out before speaking. “You knew that the librarian had been arrested, right? As a conspirator with Clayton to enslave villagers?” 
 
      
 
    We both nodded our heads. We heard that after Notch freed all the slaves, those returning to Zombie Bane immediately went to the police department and complained about the librarian. The librarian had led the police on a brief chase through the stacks of books, but she was too old and slow to escape capture. Her zombie pigman guards had already abandoned her and returned to the Nether. 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze continued. “The police asked me to speak with her. Because I have a fairly substantial knowledge of the occult and because of my special … hurrr … powers, they thought I could get some information from her.” 
 
      
 
    I was at the edge of my seat, even though I was standing up and there wasn’t a chair in sight. “What did she say? What did she say?” 
 
      
 
    “Nothing at first. She swore her allegiance to Clayton and refused to believe that Notch had actually appeared and done anything. But as the people whom she had enslaved were paraded in front of her one by one, she realized they had gotten out somehow. Finally, she was convinced that I was telling the truth about Notch’s intervention. Still, she said nothing for a few days, until last night.” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze paused for a moment. A shiver ran up and down his body. I could tell something heavy was coming. 
 
      
 
    “When she finally was willing to talk, she told me that after she had joined Clayton, on the promise that Clayton would give her 5% of all his earnings generated by any villagers she helped enslave, she revealed something horrific.” 
 
      
 
    “Isn’t it horrific enough that she would sell her fellow villagers for only 5%?” said Emma. 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “That’s a pretty good percentage, when you consider you don’t have to feed or clothe them or do anything, all you have to do is capture them and send them off to Clayton.”  
 
      
 
    I suddenly put my hand to my mouth. I couldn’t believe those words had just come from my mouth. I sounded just like Clayton. What was happening to me? 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze looked at me curiously. It was as if he was reconsidering revealing what he was about to say. Maybe he thought I was not on the right side or not of sound mind. But he continued nevertheless. 
 
      
 
    “She told me that after she joined forces with Clayton, Clayton had to be sure her loyalty was complete. Therefore, two zombie pigmen took her to the Nether. She was blindfolded and led through passageways for at least an hour until they entered a very large chamber. Her blindfold was removed and she saw some sort of altar with a priest standing in front of it. The priest was wearing a rainbow colored robe.” 
 
      
 
    I fainted. Fell down right there in the street. 
 
      
 
    When I regained consciousness, Emma was slapping me in the face and Mr. Blaze was repeating, “Are you all right, Jimmy?” 
 
      
 
    I sat up and shook the cobwebs from my head. “Sorry, I passed out. It’s just when you said rainbow colored robe, it reminded me of a gift Claire Dretsky had given me.” 
 
      
 
    Emma helped me to my feet held me up until I could lean against the wall of the building nearby. “Are you sure you’re okay, Jimmy?” asked Emma. 
 
      
 
    I nodded my head. “I want to hear the rest of Mr. Blaze’s story.”  
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze looked at me and, assuring himself that I was able to bear the weight of what he was about to tell me, said, “The priest approached her and performed some sort of ritual she didn’t understand. He spoke a peculiar language. She understood a few words, but they made no sense. After that was done, the priest backed away and the door behind the altar opened. The librarian couldn’t see anything other than bright multicolored lights coming from the room which cast a shadow on the wall behind her. Only, the shadow wasn’t black, it was all the colors of the rainbow.” 
 
      
 
    I fainted again.  
 
      
 
    When I came to Mr. Blaze was slapping me in the face and Emma was repeating, “Jimmy, are you okay?” 
 
      
 
    I sat up and leaned against the building. “I feel fine except for my face. It’s all hot and red from being slapped so much.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry,” said Mr. Blaze. “But you were passed out a lot longer this time.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, why shouldn’t I be?” I said angrily. “It sounds like the librarian may have actually met the Rainbow Creeper itself!” 
 
      
 
    “Now, now, Jimmy, I wouldn’t go that far,” said Mr. Blaze. “It’s probably just some series of torches with different colored glass around them. You think the Rainbow Creeper really exists?” 
 
      
 
    “Why wouldn’t he or she or whatever it is? Notch is real, right? We saw him with our own eyes.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, but Notch is the true creator of the Overworld,” said Emma. “Why would the Rainbow Creeper even be real? It’s probably just some fake god invented years ago to try to distract people from the true worship of Notch.” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “I really don’t know if that’s true or not but I’ve learned a lot of weird things in the past few weeks about evoking and Herobrine and the Ender King, and all sorts of stuff. Things that I thought were true are false and things I thought were false are true and I’m just really confused right now.” 
 
      
 
    “You are right, Jimmy. This has been a strange few days,” said Emma. 
 
      
 
    “And,” I said, standing up, “what about the strange language the librarian heard? What if it is some ancient language of the gods? What if … hurrr … what if it is … hurrr ... hexadecimal hieroglyphics!?!” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze looked shocked and his eyes darted from side to side. “Don’t say that. Herobrine’s own language? Like in the diary we saw at his fortress?” 
 
      
 
    “We are assuming it is Herobrine’s language,” said Emma. “What if there were others who spoke it at the dawn of time? Think of the knowledge it contains! Or, maybe it is an entirely different ancient language? The language of the gods!” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze shook his head rapidly. “No. No. No. You children cannot concern yourselves with this. I only told you about the librarian because I wanted to warn you to be on the lookout for strange forces and strange doings. Report anything you see to me at once!” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, okay, I guess,” I said, not entirely convinced. Emma looked at me out of the corner of her eyes. She wasn’t entirely convinced either.  
 
      
 
    Why should we report to Mr. Blaze? Why not the Ender King? Of course, Blaze and the King we homies, so maybe telling one was like telling the other. 
 
      
 
    “Good,” said Mr. Blaze. “All this talk of linguistics, philology, and paleo-linguistic analysis aside, I can tell you that my conclusion is there is definitely a group of people, apparently including Clayton Dretsky, who are involved in the worship of the Rainbow Creeper, and are using it not simply to express their faith but to violate the law and destroy the lives of others. Who knows how far they’ll go?” 
 
      
 
    “I have no idea, Mr. Blaze,” I said. “All I know is that I have a surf contest to win. If I can solve the mystery of the Rainbow Creeper along the way, so be it.” 
 
      
 
    I brushed the dirt accumulated from fainting twice from my robe. I thanked Mr. Blaze for telling us about the librarian and then waved goodbye to him as Emma and I began to walk away. But, then I stopped, turned around, and asked, “So what’s going to happen to the librarian?” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze stiffened and said, “She perished last night, alone in her cell. The only thing remaining were her drops: one book and a single pile of gunpowder.” 
 
      
 
    Emma and I both gasped. “A villager dropped gunpowder?!?” said Emma. “I thought only witches or creepers dropped ---.” She couldn’t finish her thought; it was too horrific. 
 
      
 
    Had the librarian’s sole been merged with a creeper? Was the librarian a witch? Or, was the gunpowder a way for the evil priest to somehow control her?  
 
      
 
    I was totally shook. In fact, I’d go so far as to say I was shook-eth. 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze could tell what we were thinking, I was sure. He said nothing, but simply walked slowly away. 
 
      
 
    Emma and I, still in a daze, approached the ender soldier guarding the King’s temporary palace and asked to be let inside. 
 
      
 
    As we walked down the hallway to the Ender King’s chamber, I asked Emma, “Should we tell the King about what Mr. Blaze just said?” 
 
      
 
    Emma pondered this for a moment and said, “No. Let’s keep this to ourselves, for now. I think Notch must have this all under control.” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The rest of the day was basically just like the other days, so there’s probably no reason for me to write anything down about it. The Ender King teleported us and Princess Tina to the practice facility. Princess Tina was getting pretty good at surfing. She was nowhere near as good as Emma or me or Laird, but she was getting the hang of it. A few more weeks and she’d probably be one of the best surfers in the Overworld. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King continued with his bizarre surf style. He was doing handstands on the surfboard. He was curling up in a little ball. He would lie down on the surfboard like a stiff corpse. He would teleport here and there and everywhere while the surfboard rode the waves without him. I just didn’t know if his approach was the right one to win this contest. 
 
      
 
    But he was the King and I was on his team he was not on mine. He could do whatever he wanted. 
 
      
 
    ***  
 
      
 
    At the end of our day of practice, the King said, “Tomorrow, we should get a morning practice in and then travel to the Capitol City. That way, we can get situated and prepare for the contest the day after tomorrow.” 
 
      
 
    “That sounds like a good idea, King,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Excellent. I will arrange for my people to teleport you to Capitol City.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, hurrr, actually, I was kinda hoping to try out the DOTS,” I said. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King swelled to five times as normal size and pointed his long black finger at me and said, “Are you going to betray me? Why would you use the DOTS? That was created by my arch enemy!” 
 
      
 
    “Chill, King. I just want to see how works. I was thinking of maybe trying to build my own DOTS, except I’d call it the SOTS because it would be the Slade Overworld Transportation System.” 
 
      
 
    The King returned to his normal size and had a belly laugh. Although, as an enderman, he really has no belly because he’s super skinny, so maybe there’s a different term I should use here, but that was the best description I can come up with.  
 
      
 
    “SOTS? That is the stupidest name I’ve ever heard in my life. You need to think of something better or else no one’s going to want to use it.” 
 
      
 
    “How about the LOTS?” said Laird. 
 
      
 
    “Or the WOTS?” said Emma. 
 
      
 
    “Those names are even worse,” I said, sticking out my tongue. 
 
      
 
    “So you admit your name is terrible,” said the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe I had been entrapped into admitting my own name was bad. I didn’t like people who played that sort of passive-aggressive insult game. 
 
      
 
    “Whatever,” I said, crossing my arms. “I’ll come up to something.”  
 
      
 
    I turned around and looked out at the ocean as it reflected the final rays of sunshine. Staring at the water helped me calm down before I went any further and said something I’d regret. 
 
      
 
    After a few minutes, the Ender King said, “Okay, let’s teleport back. You want to stay at my palace for dinner?” 
 
      
 
    We all said we would as long as his people could teleport us home after dark. Of course, the King agreed. 
 
      
 
    The King wrapped his spaghetti arms around us next thing we knew we were in the dining hall. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 36 
 
      
 
      
 
    When I got up in the morning I packed my clothes for the trip to Capitol City. 
 
      
 
    My mom made me a delicious breakfast, and both my parents ate breakfast with me. It was nice. 
 
      
 
    “When are you leaving?” asked my dad. 
 
      
 
    “This afternoon. We are going to practice this morning for a couple hours and then the Ender King is going to take us to Capitol City. Well, I’m going to try out the DOTS, but I think everyone else is just going to teleport there.” 
 
      
 
    My mom clutched her robe tightly against her neck. “Doesn’t the DOTS go through the Nether? Do you think you should go back there?” 
 
      
 
    “It won’t be a problem, Mom,” I said with my mouth full of watermelon. “Now that Notch has freed all the slaves and forbidden slavery, I don’t think there’s any danger.” 
 
      
 
    “But what about the zombie pigmen? Maybe they’ll be really upset that you cost them their livelihood?” said my mom. 
 
      
 
    I had to admit, I hadn’t thought about how the zombie pigmen might feel about all this. First, Notch creates them as a race that dwells in the dank, dark Nether, and then he takes away their main source of income. That might make you upset. 
 
      
 
    “It’s not like I’m going to go on a walking tour of the Nether. I’m just going to transit through the DOTS to see how it works. I was thinking maybe of building a transportation system myself.” 
 
      
 
    My dad looked at me and smiled. “That’s the spirit, son. Your entrepreneurial muscles are sure working well. First a surf park and now a transportation system. I’m proud that you’re in the Slade family.” 
 
      
 
    I could feel the desire for emeralds radiating from my father. His greed was strong. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks, hurrr, Dad. Besides, I don’t want to keep using something Clayton invented the rest of my life, and I’m sure other people don’t want to either.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I guess a quick trip through the DOTS should be safe. That’s how your father and I are going to get there to watch the contest anyway. I was just worried that maybe you’d have some anxious reaction to being back in the Nether,” said my mom. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll be all right,” I said before stuffing the rest of my food into my mouth. I chewed quickly and swallowed, somehow avoiding choking on the giant unchewed hunks of food. 
 
      
 
    But, would I be all right? What if the same forces that indoctrinated the librarian captured me while I was in the Nether? What would they do? 
 
      
 
    I shuddered before pushing away from the table and standing up. “Okay, I’m off to see the Ender King. I guess I’ll see you guys tomorrow in Capitol City.” 
 
      
 
    My parents stood up. My mom hugged me and kissed me on the cheek. My dad shook my hand and put his other hand on my shoulder and gripped tightly. “Go get them, son,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I smiled and picked up my bag with my clothes and snacks. “I’ll try,” I said as I walked to the front door and out into the street. 
 
      
 
    ***  
 
      
 
    Our morning practice was successful. Everyone was ripping still. After that we teleported back to the Ender King’s palace and had a delicious lunch. When we were done, I gave my bag to the Ender King’s men who were going to transport it along with my surfboard to our hotel in Capitol City. The Ender King had managed to locate a hotel that was not owned by the Dretsky family. He’d rented out the entire hotel so that we wouldn’t be bothered by anyone else. 
 
      
 
    “Are you sure you want to take the DOTS?” asked the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I want to see how it works. Like I said yesterday.” 
 
      
 
    “I want to try the DOTS too,” whined Tina. 
 
      
 
    The King looked over at her angrily. “I refuse to permit you to use the DOTS now or ever. Besides, you can teleport. You don’t need to use some stupid contraption.” 
 
      
 
    Tina slumped her shoulders and stomped her foot on the ground like an angry toddler. “You never let me do anything.” 
 
      
 
    “What about all the surfing you been doing the last few days?” said the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    “Well, you never let me do anything by myself. You always have to be there to watch me or you send Gretchen along with me.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender Queen intervened. “Now, now, stop arguing. We have a surf contest to win!” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King reached his hand over and held his wife’s hand tenderly. “Meredith, you always know the right thing to say. We should focus on the contest.” 
 
      
 
    Princess Tina lowered her eyelids, slightly ashamed of herself. “Yes, mother. I will focus on the surf contest, too. Maybe I can come up some sort of cheers or rallying cries we can shout when daddy is surfing.” 
 
      
 
    Queen Meredith looked proudly at her daughter. “Yes, that would be nice.” 
 
      
 
    All this strange ender royalty discussion was making me a little woozy. Cheers? Rallying cries? This wasn’t a game of Quidditch; this was surfing. It was all about style and slashing moves and throwing lots of spray, not “2-4-6-8 who do we appreciate”-type stuff. Sheesh! 
 
      
 
    Anyway… 
 
      
 
    “Okay, hurrr, well, now that that’s settled, I’m going to head over to the DOTS and I’ll meet you at the hotel,” I said as I waved goodbye. 
 
      
 
    When I was halfway to the DOTS hub at the library, I heard a voice behind me, “Jimmy Appleseed, wait up.” 
 
      
 
    I turned around and saw Emma running along the street. 
 
      
 
    “You don’t have to come in the DOTS with me,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “I wanted to. I want to see how this thing works too. Besides, teleporting places is cool and all but it’s kind of boring. You don’t get to see anything. You are just in one place one moment and then another place the next. There’s no journey in between. The journey is usually the best part,” said Emma, sage like. 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “I guess so. Come on then, let’s go to the DOTS.” 
 
      
 
    The trip on the DOTS was actually kind of boring. We walked into the library, bought our tickets for three emeralds each, and then walked into the appropriate nether portal. We then materialized in the Nether, where there were another ten portals waiting for us. Each portal was labeled with a number that corresponded to the destination.  
 
      
 
    According to our map we needed to enter portal 7 which would take us to a location near the Capitol City museum district, which was about 4 blocks from our hotel. We walked into the appropriate nether portal and sure enough, within a few moments we were inside the museum district transportation hub. We showed our ticket to the villager guarding the exit and once he had assured himself that it was a valid ticket, he let us leave.  
 
      
 
    We then walked out on to the wide boulevards of the Capitol City museum district. 
 
      
 
    Emma ooo’d and ahhh’d at the sights. Five, ten, and even fifteen-story tall stone buildings graced the wide boulevard. Stylishly dressed villagers walked up and down the street, peering in the shop windows and discussing art and politics and especially money. 
 
      
 
    “Isn’t this exciting, Jimmy?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s a bit frantic for my taste.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, relax. Just soak it all in while we walk to the hotel. Maybe we’ll see something interesting.” 
 
      
 
    I doubted that. However, I was fairly certain I’d would see things that were expensive and extravagant and stupid, but probably not interesting. 
 
      
 
    I could describe the various shops to you and the fancy doodads you could buy in them, but this is not a shopping guide to Capitol City, this is my diary, and I don’t really care about those sorts of things. Suffice it to say, we walked by all sorts of shops in which people were spending tons of emeralds on things that looked a lot like trash to me.  
 
      
 
    The only thing that intrigued me was the Museum of Redstone circuitry. I thought that might be worth checking out after the surf contest. For now, I wanted to concentrate on winning absolute victory.  
 
      
 
    When we finally got to the hotel, we walked up to the front desk and were about to tell the desk clerk who we were, when she said, “Hurrr, you must be Jimmy and Emma. The Ender King told me to expect you. My name is Rachael.” 
 
      
 
    “Correct,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Rachael reached behind her and stuck her hand into two cubby holes and pulled out two keys. “You are in room 204,” she said to Emma, “and you are in room 205,” she said to me. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks,” said Emma. “Have our bags been put in our rooms?” 
 
      
 
    Rachael nodded. “Of course. If you need anything, pull the string near your bed. It will ring a bell over here,” she said, pointing to a panel of bells with numbers above them, “and I will send a servant up immediately to attend to your request.” 
 
      
 
    “This place is pretty fancy, no?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Rachael rolled her eyes. “Of course it is. We’ve been in business for over 300 years. Only the best for the best clientele, meaning the Ender King of course, not you.” 
 
      
 
    Ouch! 
 
      
 
    “Okay, thanks for that enlightening explanation,” I said. “See ya later.” 
 
      
 
    Emma and I walked over to the stairs and went up to the second floor. We each went in to our rooms. My room was pretty nice. I’m sure this room would cost 50 emeralds a night or something completely ridiculous like that. 
 
      
 
    I went over to the sink and washed my hands and face. I checked my hair in the mirror and then realized I hadn’t asked what room the Ender King was in. I rang the bell and there was soon a knock on the door. 
 
      
 
    When I opened the door, there stood a smartly dressed villager wearing a dark red robe who said, “How may help you?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I was just wondering which room the Ender King is in. I forgot to ask at the front desk.” 
 
      
 
    “He is in the penthouse suite, of course.” 
 
      
 
    “Of course,” I said. “How do I get there?” 
 
      
 
    “Take the stairs all the way to the top. There will be a door. It’s behind the door. Of course, you have to get through the Ender King’s guards.” 
 
      
 
    “No problem with that, they know me,” I said. “Okay thanks.” I began to close the door but the servant put his foot in the door and kept me from closing it. He reached out his hand and flicked the ends of his fingers towards himself, indicating that I needed to give him something. 
 
      
 
    A tip? For that?!? 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yeah, sorry about that. I don’t travel much.” I reached into my pocket and pulled out two emeralds and put them in his hand. His hand remained open and he flicked his fingers toward himself some more. 
 
      
 
    “Two emeralds isn’t enough? What’s a normal tip around here?” 
 
      
 
    “Five emeralds,” he said without a hint of sarcasm or levity. 
 
      
 
    “Five emeralds, just for giving me a little piece of information?” 
 
      
 
    The servant nodded his head and flicked his fingers towards himself again. 
 
      
 
    “Fine,” I said rolling my eyes. I reached into my pocket and dug out three more emeralds and dropped them in his hand. His greedy villager fingers closed on the emeralds and a smile came across his face. He tucked the emeralds into his inventory and said, “It was a pleasure to serve you, sir.” Then he walked away and I slammed the door shut. 
 
      
 
    After a few minutes I went over to Emma’s room and knocked on the door. After she opened it, I told her where the Ender King was and we both walked up the stairs to the penthouse. We said “hi” to the ender soldier guarding the door and were let inside. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King’s penthouse suite was almost as fancy as his palace in Zombie Bane. The Ender King sat talking to Queen Meredith and Princess Tina. The King watched us walk in and then said, “Welcome. Laird is taking a nap in his room, but I’ll send someone for him. We should go over to the Capitol City surf pool and practice.” 
 
      
 
    “Should we? Won’t it be crowded?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Then the King shook his head. “Actually, Clayton Dretsky sent over one of his henchmen -- err, servants -- and told me that he would shut the park down at three o’clock today to let us practice in it. Even though he’s an evil person, at least he seems to be playing fair by letting us practice.” 
 
      
 
    I did not for one second think that Clayton was really playing fair, but I said, “Okay … hurrr ... so what should be do until then?” 
 
      
 
    “Let’s wait for Laird to get here, then we can discuss contest strategy,” said the Ender King. “Or, you can go back to your room and take a nap. I really don’t care.” 
 
      
 
    “Aren’t you being a bit nonchalant about all this, King?” asked Emma. 
 
      
 
    “What is there to worry about?” said the King. “Worry just steals happiness from the present moment.” 
 
      
 
    Mind blown. 
 
      
 
    “But, what if I’m not happy and I’m not worrying?” I asked, trying to back the King in to an intellectual corner. What could possibly explain the absence of happiness without worry? The King was finished. 
 
      
 
    The King rolled his eyes. “In that case, Jimmy, you would be sad.” 
 
      
 
    “Aaargh!” I yelled at the pain of my defeat. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t try to play a player,” said the King as he winked. 
 
      
 
    “My brain hurts,” I said.  
 
      
 
    At that moment Laird materialized in the arms of an enderman. “What’s up, King?” asked Laird. 
 
      
 
    “It is time to practice,” said the King. “Everyone, return to your rooms and put on your surfing clothes and grab your surfboards. Be back here in ten minutes.” 
 
      
 
    When everyone had returned, the Ender King teleported us directly into the water of the Capitol City surf pool. 
 
      
 
    After splashing down, I looked over and saw Clayton standing on his private pier where he had taken Biff and me surfing that one time. Clayton waved at us. Laird waved back, but the rest of us didn’t. 
 
      
 
    “You have the place to yourself for two hours,” yelled Clayton. “At five o’clock, my team wants to practice. You can stay and watch us if you want.” 
 
      
 
    “Thanks, but no thanks,” I yelled back. 
 
      
 
    “Suit yourself,” Clayton yelled before retreating along the wooden pier into his private room. 
 
      
 
    Someone turned the waves on and we started practice. 
 
      
 
    I was surfing the same way that I had been surfing at our practice pool, same goes for Emma and Laird. The Ender King, however, was surfing in a very lethargic style. He would simply catch a wave and stand straight up and stiff on the deck of his surfboard. He performed no maneuvers. In fact, he looked like … well ... a kook. He looked like one of the worst surfers there ever was. He was boring and pathetic. 
 
      
 
    After about an hour of this, I paddled over to the King and said, “King, what’s up? You were ripping back at our practice facility. Why are you acting like a kook?” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King snapped his head around and looked at me. I could tell he was upset, but he did not increase his size. Instead he simply said, “It’s a surprise.” 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t sure what he meant by that. Would I see a surprise at the end of the practice or was he holding back so Clayton would not know what he was capable of? I discovered the answer shortly, because, by the end of the practice, the Ender King had done nothing other than be a kook the entire time. 
 
      
 
    At exactly five o’clock, Clayton came out onto his pier and yelled, “Okay, time’s up. Please leave the pool.” 
 
      
 
    I was going to paddle in and dry off, but the Ender King said, “Everyone paddle to me, and we will teleport away.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t you want watch Clayton’s team and see what they’re like?” asked Laird. 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely not,” said the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    Well, he was the coach of the team, so what could we say? We all paddled close to the King and he wrapped his scrawny arms around us and teleported us to the penthouse. 
 
      
 
    When we appeared in the Ender King’s suite, one of his servants tossed each of us a towel so we could dry off. Once we were dry, then King told us to go back to our rooms and rest for an hour. He would have dinner brought to our rooms. He wanted us to eat and then go to sleep. We had to get up early because the surf contest was supposed to start at eight o’clock the next morning. 
 
      
 
    “I will send an ender soldier to wake you up at 6:00 in the morning. The soldier will bring you breakfast as well. Once you’ve eaten, put on your bathing suit, grab your surfboard, and come up here. We will teleport to the surf pool at precisely 7:30 a.m.. Then we’ll see what Notch’s surf contest is really all about.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The dinner that the ender soldier brought to my room was delicious and filling. I thanked him as he gathered the dirty dishes and teleported away. 
 
      
 
    I thought about knocking on Emma’s door and hanging out with her for a while, but realized I was very tired. So, I put on my pyjamas and crawled into bed. I was asleep before I knew it. 
 
      
 
    The dream began immediately. 
 
      
 
    A hooded, cloaked figure appeared and tied my wrists with rope. He led me down one of the hotel’s hallways to a door. When the door opened, I saw a nether portal inside. The figure pushed me through, but he remained in the hotel. 
 
      
 
    When I emerged in the Nether, another hooded figure led me through a series of passageways. It was hot and humid. Zombie pigmen lurked in the shadows hissing their hatred at me. 
 
      
 
    After several minutes, we came to another room. Inside it was an altar. I was screaming to myself in my dream.  
 
      
 
    Was this the same altar the librarian had seen before … hurrr … before she was corrupted by the Rainbow Creeper? 
 
      
 
    I turned away from the altar, not wanting to look. It was at that moment I caught a glance of the hooded figure’s face: It was Clayton! I reached up to pull off his cloak, but my bound hands did not permit me to reach that far. 
 
      
 
    Clayton pushed me away, knocking me to the ground. He grabbed my head and forced me to look at the door behind the altar. The door was opening. Colored lights were streaming forth. I heard a mysterious language being spoken. 
 
      
 
    I screamed and passed out. 
 
      
 
    The next thing I knew, I was back at the nether portal and was being shoved from behind. I entered the portal and emerged inside the hotel. The first cloaked figure was awaiting me. I looked at his face and saw:  Clayton!   
 
      
 
    Again? Had he been in both locations at once? It was a dream after all, wasn’t it? Or were there two Claytons? 
 
      
 
    [image: dual claytons.png] 
 
      
 
    I screamed again. This time, I woke up in my bed. My wrists ached, as if they had really been tied. 
 
      
 
    I cast furtive glances around my room, not convinced I was really awake. I expected to see another cloaked figure or Entity 303 or an evoker.  
 
      
 
    But, I saw nothing. 
 
      
 
    Nothing except the rope marks embedded in my wrists! 
 
      
 
    It was too much to take, and I passed out. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 37 – The First Surf Contest 
 
      
 
      
 
    True to his word, a soldier arrived at my door at 6:00 in the morning.  
 
      
 
    I woke immediately at the sound of his tiny black knuckles smacking on the door with a staccato sound. He continued to hit the door every second.  
 
      
 
    I checked my wrists and … nothing! No evidence they had ever been tied with rope or anything else. 
 
      
 
    What was going on? The dream had seemed so real last night. I had seen the marks on my wrists plain as day! 
 
      
 
    I rubbed my eyes, trying to wake up enough to be able to get out of bed. The noise of the soldier’s little bony fingers against the hard wood of the door was nothing short of horrific so early in the morning. Finally, after about one minute of enduring this horrible sound, I jumped out of bed, threw on my robe, and rushed over to the door, pulling it open angrily. 
 
      
 
    “Will you give me a minute!” I yelled. 
 
      
 
    Before me stood an exceptionally skinny ender soldier holding a tray covered with food. He looked at me with a confused expression. “A minute for what?” 
 
      
 
    I realized my request made no sense to someone used to following orders. Leaps of logical reasoning were impossible if you never thought for yourself.   
 
      
 
    When I had yelled at the soldier, I had wanted a minute to wake up. But now I was awake and I was standing. “Nevermind. You can put the food on the table.” 
 
      
 
    The soldier entered my room and walked to the small table and two chairs located under the solitary window in the room. He gently placed the tray of food on the table. 
 
      
 
    “The King requests your presence at seven o’clock in his penthouse. Do not be late.” And with that, the ender soldier teleported away. 
 
      
 
    I walked over to the door to my room and shut it, upset that this ender soldier had rudely awakened me before I wanted to be awake and then left without closing my door. I mumbled out loud, “The king requests your presence. The king request your presence. Bah!” 
 
      
 
    I sat down and ate my food absentmindedly. I ate a big pile o’ food, but I didn’t really taste it. I was thinking about the contest already.  
 
      
 
    Who would Clayton have on his team? Would they be any good? Had he managed to get some professional surfers on his team? Did we even stand a chance? 
 
      
 
    After I finished my meal, it was still just 6:30. I lay down in bed again. I could feel myself drifting back to sleep but shook myself awake because I didn’t want to miss the surf contest and incur the wrath of the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    I got back up and paced around my room. Eventually, I put my surf trunks and robe back on and then checked the time. It was 6:55:  Go Time! 
 
      
 
    I opened my door and walked over to Emma’s room and knocked. Through the wooden door, I heard Emma say, “Come in.” 
 
      
 
    I open the door and walked in. Emma was sitting in a chair staring out the window at the crush of people in the streets below. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe how many people live in Capitol City,” she said. “I bet if I counted the people I can see right now, it would be at least half the population of Zombie Bane!” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, this place is something else,” I said, glancing out the window at the thick crowd of people rushing around like frantic cave spiders. “But, I prefer the simple life of the country.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re probably right, but I’d love to come here for college to learn about science from the top scientists of the villager world.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded my head in agreement. “I suppose if I were any good at science, I’d want to come here to.” 
 
      
 
    Emma stood up and closed the blinds across the window. She flattened her robe and said, “I guess we should go.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, but…,” I said, letting my thought trail away. I realized I should not burden Emma with my dream. Not until after the contest was over, anyway. 
 
      
 
    Emma looked at me with concern. “What is it, Jimmy? You don’t look so good.” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “Just nervous, I guess.” 
 
      
 
    Emma smiled. “Well, hurrr, don’t be. We can win this.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled back.  Worry is just stealing happiness from the present moment. “Yeah,” I said. “I suppose we can.” 
 
      
 
     *** 
 
      
 
    When we arrived at the Ender King’s penthouse, he was relaxing in a chair, his long, skinny legs stretched out in front of him.  
 
      
 
    Laird was already there, sitting in another chair twiddling his thumbs. Literally. It looked like he was having a thumb war with himself. 
 
      
 
    Queen Meredith and Princess Tina were nowhere to be seen.  Probably still sleeping. Or, maybe getting dressed up in some fancy ender couture so they could look stylish while watching the surf contest. 
 
      
 
    The four of us spent the next thirty minutes discussing contest strategy. Basically, the strategy was to go out there and rip as hard as possible. However, we needed to pay attention to the scores the judges were giving and adjust our surfing accordingly.  
 
      
 
    If they were scoring the barrel, then we should try to get deeper in the barrel. If they were scoring turns, then we should gouge our turns as deeply as possible and shoot as much spray in to the air as possible. If they were giving good scores to airs, then it would be up to Laird to get the points, since the rest of us couldn’t do airs.  Well, maybe the Ender King could, but I’d never seen him do an air. 
 
      
 
    After the discussion was over and the clock showed 7:30, the King wrapped his arms around us and teleported us to the artificial beach inside the Capitol City wave pool. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    When we materialized on the beach, there were fifty ender soldiers waiting for us, ready to protect the King. General John was in charge. Even though Notch himself had created this contest, the King was still worried Clayton might try something. After all, the King had threatened to kill Clayton and destroy Capitol City in the process. 
 
      
 
    After my dream, I was worried Clayton might try something too. 
 
      
 
    When we appeared, the crowd went wild. I looked up and saw there were several thousand villagers in the bleachers, which had been constructed just for this event. About a quarter of the villagers were from Zombie Bane. I assumed the rest were from Capitol City, with a handful of villagers from other locations. I suddenly felt very anxious and nervous. 
 
      
 
    I scanned the crowd and saw my parents and Emma’s parents near the front of the bleachers. I elbowed Emma gently in the ribs and pointed to where our parents sat. They waved and smiled at us and we waved and smiled back. 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t realize that so many people would be watching this!” I said. 
 
      
 
    “It’s a surf contest,” said Laird. “People watch these things. They’re exciting.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, Jimmy Appleseed,” said Emma. “Plus, this is for an eternity of bragging rights. Pretty high stakes.” 
 
      
 
    The King said nothing. 
 
      
 
    It was then that I noticed a small section of the bleachers had been reserved for mobs. The majority were zombie pigman, obviously they would cheer for Clayton. But there were also some endermen, a few skeletons, and two husks. 
 
      
 
    “Who do you think the skeletons and husks are cheering for?” I asked Emma. 
 
      
 
    She shrugged.  “Maybe they just want to see the contest and don’t care who wins?” 
 
      
 
    Normally, if I saw a skeleton or a husk, I would run away or kill it. Now, they were going to watch me surf? I was simultaneously creeped out and in awe.  
 
      
 
    Was it possible surfing would bring everyone together and end the generations of killing in the Overworld? Was surfing the bridge to peace between mobs, NPCs, and players? Was that the real reason Notch had ordered the surf contest? But, then I remembered this was Herobrine’s idea originally. He couldn’t want peace, could he? 
 
      
 
    The King motioned for us to come near him. When we were close enough, he whispered, “I can sense you are all nervous. Stay calm. Just pretend you’re surfing at the practice facility. Don’t worry about it.” 
 
      
 
    “Easy for you to say, King,” I said. “The crowd. The stakes. This is nerve wracking!” 
 
      
 
    “Dude, chill. Are you a surfer, or an uptight villager kook?” said Laird. “Let the stress go, man.” 
 
      
 
    I could feel the chill vibes coming from Laird. I embraced the chill and let it come to me. I could feel myself relaxing already. I was no kook! 
 
      
 
    At that moment, Clayton and his team walked on to the sand and the crowd erupted with a great roar. I strained to see who was on Clayton’s team. To my surprise, it looked like there was a zombie pigman on his team. The pigman looked familiar somehow…. 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t know zombie pigmen could surf,” I said nudging Emma in the ribs. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I didn’t know endermen could surf either, but they can,” she said. 
 
      
 
    As Clayton’s team approached us, I saw that the other participants were a male player I didn’t recognize and Claire. I would have been surprised if she hadn’t told us already that she was going to be on the team. 
 
      
 
    “Claire!” I shouted. “Who’s the player?” 
 
      
 
    The tall thin player with curly blonde hair said, “My name’s John John. You must be Jimmy Slade.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I am. Why do you have two first names?” 
 
      
 
    Before John John could answer, Laird said, “Hey, John! I didn’t know you played Minecraft.” 
 
      
 
    John smiled and walked over to Laird and gave him a bro hug. “Yeah, I’ve been playing Minecraft for years. It helps me relax before surf contests.” 
 
      
 
    “Cool man.” 
 
      
 
    I was dumbfounded. “What you mean it helps you relax before surf contests?” 
 
      
 
    Rather than letting John respond, Clayton interrupted. “Yeah, this John. He’s a professional surfer in the human world. He’s won a couple of world titles. He rips.” 
 
      
 
    I looked over at John and squinted my eyes at him. “Is all that stuff true?” 
 
      
 
    John looked uncomfortable with all the attention, but said, “Yeah, I guess it is.” 
 
      
 
    I looked over at Clayton and said, “That’s cheating! You brought in a ringer!” 
 
      
 
    Clayton laughed. “It’s not cheating. Besides, Laird’s on your team. He used to be a pro surfer, back when he was young.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s different. He’s not a professional surfer now.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s not different at all. You have your own ringer and I have mine.” 
 
      
 
    “Why you –“ 
 
      
 
    Before I could finish the brilliant insult I was about to deliver to Clayton, there was a flash of light and Notch appeared above the water and then slowly floated down to the sand at the water’s edge. Everyone was silent for a moment and then applauded wildly. I had forgotten what an amazing entrance he could make. 
 
      
 
    [image: notch.jpg] 
 
      
 
    He walked up the beach until he was standing between the two teams. “This is to be decided in the water, not on the beach. I want the King’s team to go over to the right and I want Clayton’s team to go over to left. I don’t want the two teams talking during the contest.” 
 
      
 
    Notch stood there as we made our way to our respective locations. 
 
      
 
    Once we were situated, Notch floated up into the air and announced, “Ladies and gentlemen. Mobs and villagers. The contest will begin shortly, but first I want to go over the rules and introduce your judges.” 
 
      
 
    Finally, I get to hear how this contest will be judged. 
 
      
 
    “The rules are simple. Each member of the team will ride each of the three kinds of waves available in the wave pool twice. Where a wave offers the choice of going in either direction, the contestant must ride it in each direction at least once. Therefore, each team member will perform four rides. The winning team will be the team with the highest total score of the top two waves of each team member. 
 
      
 
    “The judging criteria is also very simple. We want to see exciting radical maneuvers, barrel riding, and creativity. This may sound somewhat nebulous, but you will understand why we give certain scores the moment we start. 
 
      
 
    “Each team will take turns riding a wave so the judges can focus on a single wave at a time. Once each wave is completed, the judges will confer and announce the final score. Then it will be the next person’s turn on the opposite team.” 
 
      
 
    Notch looked at the Ender King and Clayton and then asked, “Are there any questions?” 
 
      
 
    The King shook his head. Clayton also had no questions. 
 
      
 
    “Excellent,” Notch continued. “Now I will introduce your judges for the day. The first judge comes all the way from the Nether. Ladies and gentlemen, put your hands together for the Ghast King.” Notch snapped his fingers and suddenly there was a large ghast floating above the sand next to Notch! The crowd gasped in awe and horror. They recoiled at the thought of the Ghast King shooting a fireball at them. 
 
      
 
    The Ghast King then spoke with a deep hollow voice. “Thank you for having me, Notch. Do not worry villagers, I will not to kill any of you today.” 
 
      
 
    The crowd went wild, cheering the Ghast King.  
 
      
 
    “And your next judge is the Witch Queen,” said Notch, snapping his fingers. The Witch Queen instantly appeared next to Notch, floating in the air. 
 
      
 
    The Witch Queen addressed the crowd. “Hello, everyone! I can’t wait to judge the contest. Also, after the contest is over I’ll be selling potions for 50% off the normal price. So come check out what I got.”  
 
      
 
    Notch laughed. “And your third judge … will be … me! In fact, I will be a judge at all three of the scheduled contests to ensure they are conducted properly. However, the other judges will change for each contest.” 
 
      
 
    Oooo, mystery judges! 
 
      
 
    There was a momentary pause while Notch and the Witch Queen floated down to the sand and walked over to a judging platform. The Ghast King floated next to the platform. 
 
      
 
    Once the judges were situated, Notch announced, “Let the contest began! We will start on the mushy wave. The first contestant will be Jimmy Slade.” 
 
      
 
    Of course, Notch had to make me go first. The chill vibes I had gotten from Laird vanished. I was a nervous wreck. Plus, the mushy wave was pretty boring to ride. You couldn’t do much except for some really basic turns and some floaters. If I knew how to do an air, I might be able to fit one of those in, but I didn’t. 
 
      
 
    I looked over at my teammates and said, “Here goes nothing.” 
 
      
 
    I paddled out and waited in the takeoff zone. The villagers from Zombie Bane were chanting, “Go Jimmy! Go Jimmy.” I made the mistake of looking at the crowd and saw my parents holding their breath looking as nervous as I felt. 
 
      
 
    The wave pool turned on and waves came towards me. I let two waves pass underneath me before catching one. I paddled into the wave, did a bottom turn to a nice cutback, another bottom turn, a slashing top turn, another bottom turn, and then a floater at the end. The crowd went crazy. I wasn’t sure if they liked my ride or if they were just excited to actually see surfing in person.   
 
      
 
    I walked up the beach to my team and waited anxiously for the score to be read. The judges decided on the score quickly and Notch announced, “6.5 points out of 10.” 
 
      
 
    I felt ashamed. That was a very low score. Or was it? I had no idea. Being the first surfer of the day is always the hardest because you have no idea what the judges are thinking. 
 
      
 
    “The next surfer is Mateo, the zombie pigman.”  
 
      
 
    Mateo? 
 
      
 
    “Hey!” I shouted. “Weren’t you the pigman who tried to keep me and Emma from escaping the Nether?!?” 
 
      
 
    Mateo looked over with a smirk. “Yeah, so?” 
 
      
 
    I was filled with anger and rage, but Notch had said we needed to settle this in the water. “I hope you wipe out!” I yelled. 
 
      
 
    “Whatevs, brah,” said Mateo as he paddled out. 
 
      
 
    When the pigman caught his wave, he dropped in, did a bottom turn, a slashing turn to start, another bottom turn, then a really drawn out roundhouse cutback, and finished with a floater. He did all this quite quickly. When a score was announced, it was a 6.9 out of 10. 
 
      
 
    I walked over to Emma, Laird, and the King and asked, “What was different about my ride from his ride?” 
 
      
 
    “He opened the slashing turn and you did a more simple turn,” said Laird. “Plus, that was a sick roundhouse. Otherwise, I think they were about same.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King agreed. “Yes, we need to try to be as exciting as possible as quickly as possible.” 
 
      
 
    The next four contestants were Emma, then Claire; Laird, then John. They exchanged similar scores on the wave. I could describe their rides in detail, but you probably want me to get to the good stuff rather than describe each ride. If you wanted descriptions of all thirty-two rides in this contest, I apologize for disappointing you. But, remain calm, for I will describe a few of them…. 
 
      
 
    The final pair of the first round was Clayton versus the Ender King. The Ender King surfed first. He paddled in and did a quick bottom turn, then a massive slashing move, his long back leg extending out so far and pushing his board so hard that it seemed like his board was going to fly into the crowd, but his front foot held onto the board and it returned under his feet just in time for him to do another bottom turn, then a huge cutback, followed with a floater where he teleported up into the air twenty feet above his board and then back on to the board so quickly that landing was not a problem.  
 
      
 
    The crowd went crazy. 
 
      
 
    “Dude,” I said to Emma.  “What the heck was that?!?” 
 
      
 
    Emma shrugged.  “I guess the King had been holding back in practice. He rips.” 
 
      
 
    After a few moments, the judges announced a score of 8.8 out of 10. 
 
      
 
    Only an 8.8? 
 
      
 
    The Ender King paddled in proudly, having earned by far the highest score so far. 
 
      
 
    Clayton looked angry as he paddled out. When Clayton caught his wave, he stood up on his board with the fins in front instead of the nose. He then jumped up, did a kick flip, and spun the board around in the correct direction before bottom turning and doing a slashing top turn followed by another bottom turn, roundhouse cutback, and a finishing floater. 
 
      
 
    I had to admit, his ride was pretty creative at the beginning, but then became similar to the rest of our rides. 
 
      
 
    Apparently the judges agreed because, even though the King’s surfing was much more explosive than Clayton’s, they gave Clayton the same score of an 8.8, as a nod to his creativity, I guess. The crowd was not impressed. There were rumblings from the villagers from Zombie Bane and the endermen in the crowd. Princess Tina, who had arrived after the start of the contest and was sitting in a VIP booth surrounded by ender soldiers, shook her head in disbelief. 
 
      
 
    I agreed that the King’s ride was better, but not by much. The teams were evenly matched. If Clayton didn’t try some underhanded, illegal, and immoral tactics, it was anyone’s contest to win. 
 
      
 
    It was then that I felt a surge of bad vibes. Someone evil had just arrived. I looked in the crowd, but could not see anything suspicious. I looked at Clayton, but he seemed totally involved in the contest; he did not look like he was trying to communicate with anyone.  Then, as suddenly as they had come, the bad vibes disappeared. 
 
      
 
    I could detail the entire surf contest for you, how we went blow for blow on the A-frame, some of us opting to get deep into the barrel and others opting for turns and aerials, but that would take up so much time that you might get a little bored. Suffice it to say, when we got to the final round, about an hour later, Clayton’s team was ahead by only one point.  
 
      
 
    The final round would be contested on the long, point-break style wave. 
 
      
 
    Because the King’s team was behind, Notch changed the order so that the Ender King would surf last, giving him the ability to know the score he needed and to win the contest on the final wave.  
 
      
 
    The rest of us surfed our waves, keeping the contest close. In fact, Emma pulled an air at the end of her wave and her score brought our team within 0.5 points with only Clayton and the King left to surf. 
 
      
 
    When Emma paddled in, I rushed over to her and gave her a high-five. “Sick air!” I said. 
 
      
 
    Emma smiled broadly. “Yeah, I was just trying to hit the lip, but my board got air. I didn’t think I’d pull it off. Did it look okay? I felt like a kook.” 
 
      
 
    “It looked sick,” said Laird. “You’ll have to practice those next week.” 
 
      
 
    Even though Emma’s air was awesome and we had pulled closer to a win, I was worried. Clayton’s team had been in the lead since the end of the first round, and I wasn’t sure we’d be able to catch up. I looked over at the King as he watched Clayton paddling out.  The King was calm. I could tell he was planning something.  
 
      
 
    Clayton paddled out to the point-break style wave and proceeded to tear it to shreds. He opened with an air, then did a series of searing cutbacks, followed by another air, and ending with a dangerous floater where he was in freefall for eight feet before landing perfectly like an ocelot leaping from a tree. I had to admit, it was impressive.  
 
      
 
    In the end, the judges gave him a 9.4 out of 10. This meant that the only way our team to win would be for the Ender King to get a perfect 10 out of 10 score, which seemed impossible. 
 
      
 
    I looked over at the King who had already figured out that he needed a perfect score. “I’m sorry King,” I said sadly. “We let you down. We should have ripped harder, scored higher.” 
 
      
 
    The King looked over at me with rage in his eyes. “Never give up until it’s over. I’ve been saving the best for last.” 
 
      
 
    “What do you mean?” asked Emma. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King smiled -- or, at least I think he smiled; it’s kind of hard to tell with endermen -- and said, “Just watch.” 
 
      
 
    As the King paddled out, I heard Tina yell, “Go, Daddy! You rule!” The King turned around and then disappeared from his board. He reappeared next to Tina and gave her a hug, then teleported back to his board. 
 
      
 
    The crowd said, “Awwww,” due to the cuteness of the King’s gesture to his daughter, but then refocused its attention on the final salvo of the war in the water. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King paddled over to the start of the wave and waited for it to come. He paddled in and stood up. He then did a deep bottom turn, a slashing top turn, and another deep bottom turn followed by a mid-face hack that stopped his progress completely in its tracks but regaining top speed immediately.  
 
      
 
    So far his ride was at least as good as Clayton’s, but he needed something extra to push his score to a 10.  
 
      
 
    At that moment the Ender King reached out with his right arm and stretched it to several times its normal length and then dug it into the face of the wave. Somehow this action converted the wave into a barrel and he disappeared for three [!] seconds before popping out the end of the tube with the spray. The crowd went nuts. This wasn’t even a barrelling wave and he had gotten a three-second barrel. It was amazing. 
 
      
 
    And he wasn’t even done yet. 
 
      
 
    He did a few more bottom turn, top turn combinations, throwing massive buckets of spray all over the place, and then he did a deep bottom turn, got up to the top of the wave and pumped his board a few times to increase his speed and then at the end section of the wave, he launched his board into the air. His feet somehow remained on the board and he spun it around multiple times like a top, but that wasn’t the most amazing part. As he was spinning in the air, the Ender King disappeared. 
 
      
 
    But he hadn’t really disappeared. Instead, he teleported onto the beach and did some jumping jacks while the crowd roared and then teleported back onto his board before it finished spinning in the air and then landed on the end of the wave. 
 
      
 
    The King raised his arms in triumph while the crowd exploded with cheers, even those people who are cheering for Clayton’s team, erupted with cheers. 
 
      
 
    The judges had no choice. They had to give the King a 10 out of 10. We had won by 0.1 points! 
 
      
 
    Clayton ran over to the judges’ tower and yelled at them, “That’s not fair! He can’t use teleportation to increase his score.” 
 
      
 
    Notch looked down at Clayton and said, “Was that in the rules anywhere, Clayton? I don’t think so. If there’s no prohibition in the rules, then you can do it in the contest.” 
 
      
 
    Clayton’s face turned red with anger. But he didn’t say anything. Instead, he got a strange look on his face and asked, “Anything goes?” 
 
      
 
    Notch looked down at him and said, “Anything within reason. No killing.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I wasn’t thinking about that,” said Clayton as he walked away with a smug expression on his face. I got some bad vibes from him as he walked toward his team. I noticed that he glanced into the crowd and gave a little nod. I followed his line of sight and saw a figure covered with a dark cloak, just like the figure in my dream. 
 
      
 
    Was that Clayton’s Evoker? Or something worse? Entity 303? Maybe it was Herobrine, who had been conspicuously absent in light of the fact that the surf contest was basically his idea. Herobrine always liked to be the center of attention, but he also liked to disrupt things. Maybe he was here to upstage Notch? 
 
      
 
    I squinted my eyes as I looked at the figure. The cloak obscured his face until, just for a moment, it moved its head and I could just make out his face and … oh my Notch! … it looked just like Clayton! Just like my dream: two Claytons! I was shook. 
 
      
 
    Emma could tell something was wrong as we walked toward Clayton’s team. John, Meteo, and Claire all congratulated us even though we could tell they were disappointed. Clayton stood off to the side, still angry.  
 
      
 
    Then, he gathered himself together and came over to the Ender King. “I guess you beat us fair and square,” said Clayton, reaching out a hand. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” said the Ender King, refusing to shake Clayton’s hand. I couldn’t blame him. 
 
      
 
    “See you next week at the Zombie Bane wave pool, right?” said Clayton. 
 
      
 
    “Right,” said the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    Clayton bared his teeth and said, “Get ready to lose. Your teleportation won’t help you next time.” 
 
      
 
    “Is that a threat?” asked the King. 
 
      
 
    Clayton laughed. “Why? Are you scared?” 
 
      
 
    “No.” 
 
      
 
    “Then, it’s not a threat.” 
 
      
 
    And with that, Clayton snapped his fingers and his team followed, all except for Claire, who hung back for a moment and walked over to me. 
 
      
 
    “You were ripping out there, Jimmy,” she said. I noticed she was now wearing a robe with a little rainbow creeper logo on it. I didn’t mention it, for now. 
 
      
 
    “You were surfing pretty good too. Especially for someone has only been surfing for a few days,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Claire smiled. “Thanks. Hurrr ... there’s something I want to tell you, but I can’t do it here. Maybe I can stop by Zombie Bane next week and we can talk.” 
 
      
 
    “Sure, that’s fine,” I said. I was picking up good vibes again from her. I wondered if she felt trapped or if something else was going on. “Say, Claire … hurrr … does Clayton have a twin brother?” 
 
      
 
    The blood drained from Claire’s face. She turned as white as a bunny rabbit. I no longer felt any vibes -- good or bad -- coming from her. Her lips quivered as her brain worked to come up with a response. 
 
      
 
    But then, I felt the same bad vibes I had felt during the contest, and Claire’s expressed went blank. Her eyes became placid and the color returned to her face.  “No,” she said in a monotone voice. “Why do you ask?” 
 
      
 
    Had I just watched Claire be possessed by an Evoker, or something else? 
 
      
 
    “No reason. I just saw someone who looked a lot like him.” 
 
      
 
    Claire smiled. “Ok, then. Bye, Jimmy,” she said as she walked away toward Clayton. 
 
      
 
    I watched her walk away and then caught Clayton’s eyes. He was staring at me with pure hatred. I knew I had stumbled on to something he had been trying to hide. I needed to discuss this with Mr. Blaze once I returned to Zombie Bane. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King gathered us together and said, “Thank you, everyone. That was very close. We need to practice more for the next contest. We have to be faster and more precise in our turns. I was lucky to get that 10. I don’t know if I can do it again.” 
 
      
 
    We all agreed that speed and precision was the key to the judging criteria. 
 
      
 
    “What now, King?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Now, I will teleport you back to the hotel. You will get your things and my men will teleport you to Zombie Bane. Unless, of course, you want to use the DOTS. There is a station in here somewhere.” 
 
      
 
    “No, teleportation’s fine,” I said. “I want to get home as soon as possible.” 
 
      
 
    “Good. You all should take tomorrow off to rest and recover. I will return to the End with the Queen and Princess in order to see to the affairs of my kingdom. I will then return to Zombie Bane and we can practice some more.” 
 
      
 
    “Sounds like a good plan to me,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Will Tina be coming back?” asked Emma. “I really like her.” 
 
      
 
    The King smiled. “If that is her wish, she will come back.” 
 
      
 
    At that moment, Tina materialized next to us. “Of course, it is my wish, dearest royal father,” said Tina in an exaggeratedly formal voice. 
 
      
 
    Everyone, except me, laughed at Tina’s joke as the King wrapped his arms around us and we teleported away. I couldn’t laugh. I was still thinking about Clayton’s doppelganger. 
 
      
 
      
 
    END OF Surfer Villager, BOOK 6 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    A Note from Dr. Block 
 
      
 
    Thank you to everyone who reads my books and leaves reviews. It means a lot to me. It may not seem like it, but it is hard work to write these books, and it really motivates me when I see your awesome reviews and ideas. 
 
      
 
    So, if you can spare a few seconds, please leave a review of this book on Amazon. Thanks! 
 
      
 
    Hey, HostileHero195/ Kwikkid005, I hope you liked being “General John.” Also, in one of your reviews you mentioned that I should write choose your own adventure type Minecraft books. Is anyone else doing that? I’d like to see what someone else did. 
 
      
 
    Phill, I hope you read this book and see that I named Biff’s dad after you. 
 
      
 
    SpikesWarrior101, I hope you can tell that your idea is going to come to fruition in the next couple books. I was hinting at it near the end. It is a good idea. Thanks!!! 
 
      
 
    Yash, I hope you like the character I named after you. Thanks for your reviews! 
 
      
 
    Remember, if you want your named used in one of my books, leave a review and let me know.  
 
      
 
    If you would like to be notified when I release new books, the best way is to sign up for my email list at www.drblockbooks.com. You’ll also get access to free, subscriber-exclusive stories when you do. If email isn’t your thing, you can follow any of my social media accounts. I’m on Instagram, Facebook, and Twitter @drblockbooks and I also have an official Goodreads profile you can follow or friend. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Thanks again, 
 
      
 
    DR. BLOCK 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Also by Dr. Block 
 
      
 
    The Glitch Guardians – Origins (Glitch Guardians 1) 
 
    The Glitch Guardians – Kindred (Glitch Guardians 2) 
 
      
 
    Baby Zeke: Diary of a Chicken Jockey, Book 1 
 
    Baby Zeke: Diary of a Chicken Jockey, Book 2: Into the Mine 
 
    Baby Zeke: Diary of a Chicken Jockey, Book 3: Rescue Mission 
 
    Baby Zeke: Diary of a Chicken Jockey, Book 4: Mysterious Objects 
 
    Baby Zeke: Diary of a Chicken Jockey, Book 5: Pursuit of Herobrine 
 
    Baby Zeke: Diary of a Chicken Jockey, Book 6: No Rest 
 
    Baby Zeke: Diary of a Chicken Jockey, Book 7: Herobrine’s Minion 
 
    Baby Zeke: Diary of a Chicken Jockey, Book 8: End Times 
 
    Baby Zeke: Diary of a Chicken Jockey, Book 9: Apocalypse 
 
      
 
    The Complete Baby Zeke: Books 1-9 (also available in audiobook) 
 
      
 
    Baby Zeke: Diary of a Chicken Jockey, Book 10: Return of the Warrior 
 
    Baby Zeke: Diary of a Chicken Jockey, Book 11: Rebellion 
 
    Baby Zeke: Diary of a Chicken Jockey, Book 12: Revenge of the Husk  
 
      
 
    The Complete Baby Zeke: Books 10-12 (also available in audiobook) 
 
      
 
    THE LIGHTNING TRILOGY 
 
    Baby Zeke: Diary of a Chicken Jockey, Book 13: A New Enemy 
 
    Baby Zeke: Diary of a Chicken Jockey, Book 14: Shadow Light 
 
    Baby Zeke: Diary of a Chicken Jockey, Book 15: FORTHCOMING 
 
      
 
    Otis: Diary of a Baby Zombie Pigman, Book 1 
 
    Otis: Diary of a Baby Zombie Pigman, Book 2: Konichi Juan 
 
    Otis: Diary of a Baby Zombie Pigman, Book 3: Training 
 
      
 
    Creeptastic (also available in audiobook) 
 
      
 
    Diary of a Werewolf Steve, Books 1-3 
 
      
 
    Minecraft Halloween Tales 
 
      
 
    Diary of Herobrine: Origins 
 
    Diary of Herobrine: Prophecy 
 
    Diary of Herobrine: Apotheosis 
 
      
 
    Diary of a Minecraft Bat (also available in audiobook) 
 
      
 
    Diary of a Spider Chicken, Books 1-3 
 
      
 
    Diary of a Surfer Villager, Season One, Books 1-20 
 
    Diary of a Surfer Villager, Season Two, Books 21-30 (in progress) 
 
      
 
    The Ballad of Winston the Wandering Trader, Books 1-5 (Season One) 
 
    The Ballad of Winston the Wandering Trader, Books 6-10 (Season Two) 
 
    The Ballad of Winston the Wandering Trader, Books 11-15 (Season Three; FORTHCOMING) 
 
      
 
    A Notchmas Carol: An unofficial Minecraft holiday story inspired by Charles Dickens’ A Christmas Carol (also available in audiobook) 
 
      
 
    With Dave Villager: 
 
      
 
    Dave the Villager and Surfer Villager: Crossover Crisis, Books 1 and 2 
 
  
  
 images/00011.jpeg





images/00010.jpeg





images/00013.jpeg





images/00012.jpeg





images/00014.jpeg





cover.jpeg
uuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuu

SLIHgeR

I
) ":_7

1





images/00002.jpeg





images/00001.jpeg





images/00004.jpeg





images/00003.jpeg





images/00006.jpeg





images/00005.gif





images/00008.gif





images/00007.gif





images/00009.jpeg





