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    Day 41 – Later that Afternoon 
 
      
 
      
 
    After the dog killed the possessed bat, I knew that I had to go to the Nether to find my parents. Nothing was going to stop me! 
 
      
 
    Emma agreed with me and went to her house to prepare for a trip to the Nether. 
 
      
 
    I’d seen what Spike, through Clayton, had done to me and Emma and the other villagers when we had been enslaved. I knew that the kidnappers of my parents were capable of anything. 
 
      
 
    I quickly packed what I needed in my inventory, and met Emma on the way back to the Ender King’s palace.  
 
      
 
    “Do you think the Ender King will let you come, Emma?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Emma shrugged and then asked, “Will he let you come along?”  
 
      
 
    I did not respond because I wasn’t sure. But the King had better let me come along, because if he didn’t, I was going anyway. 
 
      
 
    The dog trotted alongside us, covered with filth and grime, evidence of a streetwise existence, but somehow looking majestic and dominant at the same time. 
 
      
 
    I looked at the dog and then at Emma and said, “We need to give the dog a name. We can’t just keep calling it ‘dog’ or ‘hey, you’.” 
 
      
 
    Emma nodded her head. “I think we should name it Sunbeam.” 
 
      
 
    I slapped my head. “I’m not going to name a super dominant, bat-killing, grime and filth-covered dog, ‘Sunbeam.’ It needs a name that’s more awesome and more frightening.” 
 
      
 
    Emma shook her head. “What? You probably want to give it some sort of dude-bro name like Hunter or Rex or Killer, right?” 
 
      
 
    “No, just something that sounds a little more awesome when you call to it. How about ‘Solar’? It’s a compromise. It still has to do with sunlight but it’s a little more cool, like a solar eclipse or solar radiation or solar flare.” 
 
      
 
    Emma laughed. “Whatever. I think I’m going to call it Sunbeam.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re going to confuse it,” I yelled, pulling at my hair. 
 
      
 
    Apparently the dog didn’t like us fighting because it barked and growled. I said, “Sorry, Solar.” The dog looked at me and nodded as if it understood and forgave me. 
 
      
 
    Then Emma said, “I’m sorry, Sunbeam.” The dog looked at her and nodded as if he understood her. It was very strange. 
 
      
 
    Anyway, after we had agreed to disagree about the dog’s name, we arrived at the Ender King’s palace. The guard was reluctant to let us in, but we had been there so many times in the past that he assumed the King would likely want to speak with us. 
 
      
 
    When I walked into the King’s reception hall, he looked at us in shock. “Didn’t I tell you that you cannot come with me!” he said in a commanding voice which echoed against the walls. 
 
      
 
    “That ship has sailed,” I said. “My parents have been kidnapped. A possessed bat told me they were in the Nether. I’m coming with you.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King was shook. The color of his face went from a deep obsidian black to an ashy gray, which is what happens when you are an enderman and all the blood runs out of your face.  
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    “This is worse than I thought,” said the Ender King. “It’s one thing to kidnap someone with blood on his hands like Herobrine, but it’s another thing entirely to kidnap the innocent. I thought Notch had put a stop to this when he started the surf contests, but apparently Spike isn’t listening anymore.” 
 
      
 
    At that moment the dog let out a loud howl and then growled several times. 
 
      
 
    Then the King looked at the dog as if it were the first time he had noticed it. “What is this filthy beast doing in my Reception Hall?” 
 
      
 
    I put my hand on the dog’s head and gently stroked its disgustingly filthy fur and said, “This is Solar. He saved my life when the possessed bat was about to attack me. He’s coming with us too.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King shrugged. “Fine, but keep him away from me. I can smell his filth from here.” 
 
      
 
    Now that the King had mentioned it, the dog did smell rather disgusting. It was as if he rolled in some rotten zombie flesh every day for the past five months and no one had ever given him a bath. I was not sure how I hadn’t noticed the stench before now. 
 
      
 
    I pulled my hand away from the dog’s fur and saw that it had turned black. I barfed a little in my mouth but managed to swallow it back down, preventing myself from being embarrassed in front of the King. I wiped my hand on the tablecloth that was next to me, without anyone noticing. 
 
      
 
    That would never be clean again, I thought. 
 
      
 
    “I’m coming to,” said Emma. 
 
      
 
    Then the King looked at her and shook his head. “Have your parents been kidnapped too?” 
 
      
 
    Emma shifted her feet a little and looked down at the floor before saying, “No, but I thought I could come with you.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King shook his head. “No, I will let you go only if you have your parents’ permission, but I’m sure you do not have it, right?” 
 
      
 
    Emma sighed. “Right. I didn’t even ask.” 
 
      
 
    At that moment the Ender King clapped his hands together and Tina teleported into the room. 
 
      
 
    “Tina, you and Emma keep practicing for the surf contest. If Jimmy and I are back by the time of the contest, we will surf in it; otherwise, try to find at least one new person to be on the team, just in case.”   
 
      
 
    “But Daddy, do you think they’ll still have the surf contest after all these kidnappings? Isn’t Spike honoring the deal Notch made with everyone?” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King shrugged his scrawny little pointy shoulders and said, “Who knows? It’s up to Notch, and he acts in mysterious ways. We just have to be prepared.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, Tina and I can practice and try to find someone new for the team,” said Emma. “I think there are some kids who have been ripping pretty hard lately from our village. I’m sure at least one of them would want to be on the team.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King nodded his head resolutely and said, “It’s settled then.”  He turned toward the girls. “Tina. Emma. We will be leaving soon. I want you to keep ender soldiers with you at all times.  Tina, be sure to listen when Ariana or Rihanna tell you what to do. Now that Gretchen is well no longer with us (***tear***), they are your best ladies in waiting for protection.” 
 
      
 
    Tina nodded and said, “Sure thing, Daddy. I’ll have Ariana and Rihanna come with us while we practice surfing.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King, his instructions to his daughter finished, wished them goodbye.  Tina and Emma left the room, presumably to go to Tina’s room. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 41 – Still Afternoon 
 
      
 
      
 
    After Emma and Tina left, the Ender King and I ate food. I wanted to go to the Nether immediately, but he insisted that we have a nutritious meal before what was likely to be long journey ahead. 
 
      
 
    The King’s servants brought us a lunch of mushroom stew, steak and watermelon. Normally I liked all these foods, but right now, as I worried about my parents, my meal tasted like bitterness and rage. 
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    “Let’s get moving, King! We need to save my parents.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King scratched his chin and finished chewing his steak. After he swallowed, he said, “Why would Spike kidnap your parents? I guess I can understand him taking Herobrine, given the possibility to manipulate his power for something else, but your parents are just nobodies.” 
 
      
 
    I dropped my spoon into my mushroom stew. It made a loud clattering sound. “My parents are not nobodies. You take that back.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King said, “I don’t mean that they are losers, just that they don’t have any sort of powers that might be worth manipulating. Neither do you. I don’t understand Spike’s obsession with you or your family.” 
 
      
 
    I had to admit, the Ender King had a point. We are just of family of villagers. Sure, my great-great gramps, Cornelius, had done something pretty awesome when he killed all those zombies, and I had co-invented surfing, but it wasn’t like we were heroes who had saved the world from the Apocalypse or something. And, my family certainly did not have any magical powers like Herobrine. Did they? 
 
      
 
    “Spike has been haunting my dreams. He wants to control me for some reason, but I don’t know why,” I said. “I feel like I need to confront him or he is just going to keep doing this to me and my family.” I slammed my fist down on the table in frustration. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King nodded his head. “I understand your need for revenge or closure, but this could be a trap. We need to be very careful once we enter the Nether.” 
 
      
 
    “I get it, King. But I’m ready,” I said slamming my fist into my hand. 
 
      
 
    As I did that, Solar barked his approval, and then returned to eating a large piece of steak I had put in the bowl for him. 
 
      
 
    “I hope you are ready. This isn’t going to be like riding waves, Jimmy. We can’t go surfing in lava barrels down there, brah.” 
 
      
 
    Solar growled at this attempted sarcastic insult. 
 
      
 
    “Dude, King, stop with this passive aggressive nonsense,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Then the King laughed. “I’m sorry, but I was just trying to emphasize how serious this is. You’ve never seen a real war. We may not come back from this.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded curtly. I understood the risks. “This is personal, King. I just want to rescue my parents, and if we get to kill Spike along the way, so much the better.”  I grinned. 
 
      
 
    The King wiped his mouth with a napkin and pushed his chair back from the table. He stood up and looked at me, his purple eyes glowing inside his pitch black head. He asked, “Are you ready to do this thing?” 
 
      
 
    I stood and nodded. Solar barked. 
 
      
 
    The King looked at both of us and smiled at us with a determined smile.  “In that case, it’s time to armor up.” 
 
      
 
    At that instant, an ender soldier entered the room carrying a large chest. He placed the chest on the floor and then opened it.  Inside, I saw numerous pieces of diamond armor and diamond weaponry. I found a suit of diamond armor that was about my size and put it on. It felt surprisingly light. I felt invincible. I dug around for a diamond sword, grabbed it, slashed it through the air a few times to test its weight, and then tucked it into my inventory. 
 
      
 
    “The dog too,” ordered the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    I looked over at Solar who was sitting there with his tongue hanging out and looking stupid. I searched inside the chest and found a helmet that looked like it might fit the dog. I put it on Solar’s head and he seemed to like it. 
 
      
 
    “Do you think there is any armor in there that will fit a dog?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “There should be,” said the Ender King. “You’d be surprised how many types of armor there are if you just pay attention.” 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t sure what he meant by that – another passive aggressive insult? – but I dug around in the chest and sure enough found some more armor that was the size of a dog. I put it on Solar. It looked pretty dominant, and the layer of diamond armor reduced his stench, so if you were a few paces away from him, you couldn’t smell him. 
 
      
 
    Double-sided armor, I thought to myself with a grin. 
 
      
 
    We were ready. 
 
      
 
    I looked at the Ender King and set my gaze. I didn’t say anything but just nodded my head with confidence.  
 
      
 
    Solar howled.  
 
      
 
    The Ender King approached us, touched us on our shoulders, and we teleported away. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 41 – One Hour Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    The King, five ender soldiers, Solar, and I had been walking around the Nether for about an hour. We hadn’t seen any mobs other than a single magma cube. The cube was happily bouncing when we turned a corner. It caught sight of us, shrieked, and then jumped into a puddle of lava. It was very weird. 
 
      
 
    [image: mangma cube suicide.png] 
 
      
 
    “Where is everyone?” I asked. “It’s like the Nether’s a dead zone.” 
 
      
 
    The King rubbed his chin with his scrawny little hand and said, “I agree. It’s quiet ... too quiet.” 
 
      
 
    I laughed. “I’ve always wanted to have a reason to say that.” 
 
      
 
    The King’s arm shot out and covered my mouth to silence me. “Well, you have a reason now. Is your life complete? Do you want to die?” 
 
      
 
    I reached up and pushed the King’s hand away. “Dude, you need to chill. I’m just trying to lighten the situation a little bit. It’s pretty tense down here.” 
 
      
 
    Solar barked his approval with my statement. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Jimmy, it is tense because there is tension. The tension is that someone is going to die, and it might be us if we’re not careful,” said the King. 
 
      
 
    I knew the King was right, but I was getting sick of all the stress vibes I was feeling from everybody. I wanted to go surfing. I wanted to wash the stress away by getting a few barrels. But I knew that wasn’t going to happen. I guess I did need to pay more attention. 
 
      
 
    We continued along the corridor in the Nether looking for signs of life. Looking for a clue. Looking for something that would help us find my parents or Spike or Herobrine or, maybe, all of them at once. 
 
      
 
    A few minutes later we were suddenly surrounded by three ghasts meowing angrily. I pulled out my diamond sword and was about to strike at one of the ghasts when the King put his hand on mine and said, “No, don’t. They’re not hostile right now, only making us wait.” 
 
      
 
    I lowered my sword but didn’t put it away. I didn’t trust ghasts, but then again, I’d never really met any. 
 
      
 
    One of the ghasts said in a high-pitched voice, “Follow us. Our king wishes to see you.” 
 
      
 
    We followed the lead ghast while the two other ghasts continued behind us to make sure that we didn’t run away. After a few twists and turns we ended up in a very large chamber. It was filled with all sorts of statues, artwork, and valuable metals. It was the Ghast King’s reception hall. 
 
      
 
    As we walked in, the Ghast King floated up from his throne and said, “Ender King! Dawg, that was a sick air at the last surf contest. I had no choice but to give you a perfect 10 from the judge’s booth.” 
 
      
 
    In response to the complement, the Ender King teleported next to the Ghast King and they did some bro stuff. The Ender King bumped chests with the Ghast King. The Ender King tried to fist bump, but the Ghast King frowned because he did not have any hands. They said a few things to each other that I couldn’t hear, and then things got serious again. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King informed the Ghast King why we were there. The Ghast King expressed his condolences at the kidnapping of my parents and his astonishment at the kidnapping of Herobrine. 
 
      
 
    “Do you have any idea where they might be?” I asked, desperation in my voice. 
 
      
 
    The Ghast King meowed and then said, “I haven’t heard anything about where they could be, but Clayton controlled the entire northern quadrant of the Nether before Notch put an end to his slaving days. If Spike is behind all this, I would assume they are hiding somewhere in the northern quadrant.” 
 
      
 
    “Northern quadrant?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King nodded his head. “The Nether divided into four quadrants. Most people in the Overworld don’t know that. I think only the nether mobs refer to the Nether by quadrant. It’s one of those local knowledge type of things.” 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes. “So, anyway, which way is … hurrr ... north?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    The Ghast King turned around and spit a fireball in one direction. “That way.” 
 
      
 
    I found it interesting that the Ghast King had to shoot a fireball in order to point in a direction. It must be kind of lame not to have any hands or arms. He always had to spit a fireball just to indicate a direction. I guess that was why Ghasts lived in the Nether. If they lived in the Overworld, they would constantly be starting fires when they were telling people where to go. It would be a giant, ashy desert up there. All the forests would have burned long ago. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, my good friend,” said the Ender King. “I’m in your debt.” 
 
      
 
    The Ghast King smiled and said, “There is no debt to pay. If you make Clayton and Spike leave the Nether permanently, that will more than repay any debt you could have ever owed me.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” said the Ender King.  
 
      
 
    The Ender King then looked at his small crew and said, “Let’s go, men.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 41 – Sometime Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    The Ender King and I were walking behind the five ender soldiers. Solar was walking directly behind us, bringing up the rear. I was unable to tell for how long we had been walking much less how long we’d been in the Nether. I supposed it was probably nighttime in the Overworld right now. When you don’t see the sun or the moon, it’s hard to know how much time has passed. 
 
      
 
    We still had not seen another soul since we left the Ghast King’s reception chamber. Honestly, it was creepy. I knew there had to be more life in the Nether. A few times in the last couple of hours I thought I’d felt eyes watching me, but saw nothing. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly, my stomach growled. I realized I was starving. I looked behind me at my dog and realized I hadn’t fed him in hours either. 
 
      
 
    “King, can we stop and eat something?” The King, putting his hand on his skinny abdomen, agreed. He called for a halt and a one hour break to eat and rest. 
 
      
 
    I reached into my inventory and pulled out a piece of steak and tossed it to Solar. He ate it quickly and then curled up and went to sleep. I ate some bread and some cookies. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King looked at what I was eating and said, “The doesn’t look like a very healthy meal. You should eat some fruits and vegetables.” 
 
      
 
    “Who are you, my mom?” I said. But just as the words came out of my mouth, I started to cry. My mom had been kidnapped. There was nothing I could do about it, except wander around the Nether, hoping to find her.  
 
      
 
    She might even be….  
 
      
 
    I refused to let myself think such a horrible thought. I knew I’d find her. I had to find her. I would save her and my dad. 
 
      
 
    I wiped the tears from my eyes and set my jaw resolutely. Spike would not win this one. 
 
      
 
    “Actually, maybe you’re right,” I said. I reached in to my inventory and found an old carrot near the bottom. It didn’t taste very good, but it was a vegetable. 
 
      
 
    After we had all eaten, we rested. One of the ender soldiers volunteered to stand guard. 
 
      
 
    I was surprised how easily I fell asleep, despite my diamond armor now itching like crazy. When I had first put it on, I thought it was extremely comfortable but having had to wear it for eight hours, or whatever, straight, it had become super itchy. I wanted to take it off, but I knew I had to wear it in order to protect myself from surprises and enemies. 
 
      
 
    I slept soundly until I heard a scream. It was a scream of profound pain and terror. When I woke up, I sat bolt upright and saw suddenly there was a stream of lava flowing toward us. It was burning one of the ender soldiers alive! I watched as he took his final breath and burst into a puff of smoke. 
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    The other ender soldiers were quickly grabbing rock blocks to try to cover the seams from which the lava was pouring. Fortunately, they were able to soon seal the hole, but they were exhausted. They slumped down against the wall and rested. 
 
      
 
    I looked at the Ender King and said, “That was close.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King nodded. “I can’t believe that was just a natural lava flow. Something’s happening.” 
 
      
 
    Before I could ask the Ender King what he thought might be happening, a group of one hundred magma cubes hopped down from above us and began to attack. They were jumping on top of the resting ender soldiers, whose health bars were decreasing rapidly. I whipped out my diamond sword and began chopping the magma cubes as fast as I could. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King was doing the same. Each of us a killed at least twenty magma cubes before they turned away from the resting ender soldiers and started to turn on us.  
 
      
 
    Two more of the ender soldiers had died, leaving only two remaining out of the five we had started with. As the magma cubes attacked us, those two soldiers were able to pull out their swords and chop at the magma cubes.  
 
      
 
    Solar was surprisingly dominant during the fight. He was jumping on the magma cubes and biting them repeatedly, crushing their hard bodies in his vise-like jaws. Many flashed red and burst into puffs of smoke in between his teeth. 
 
      
 
    As I watched Solar’s wrath, I felt a magma cube jump on my foot. It landed so hard, I thought my foot was broken. After testing it gingerly, I realized I could still walk on it. I gritted my teeth and slashed my sword at the cube, killing it. 
 
      
 
    I looked over to the King and said, “There’s too many of them. But I have an idea.” I pointed at the seam from which the lava had come earlier, and then I pointed to another discolored area at the top of the chamber from which it appeared water was slowly seeping. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King grinned his understanding and said, “I agree. Let’s do it.”  
 
      
 
    The Ender King grabbed me, and we teleported to the lava seam. The two of us took our swords and slashed against the repaired lava, letting it flow again.  
 
      
 
    The magma cubes laughed and said, “You think lava can hurt us? Are you noobs or something?” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King then teleported back to where Solar was, touched Solar and teleported to a small ledge near the discolored portion of the ceiling. The Ender King’s remaining two soldiers teleported to the ledge as well. 
 
      
 
    We watched as the wide, quick lava flow engulfed the magma cubes who remained unharmed. But then, the Ender King and I pulled pickaxes from our inventories and smashed them against the ceiling of the chamber, unleashing a massive flow of water which plunged on to the lava. The lava hardened almost instantaneously, trapping the magma cubes inside, killing them.  
 
      
 
    Somehow, one of the magma cubes had survived. It was hopping up the side of the chamber toward us. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve got this one,” I said with a determined voice. I held my diamond sword ready to slash the magma cube when it came within an arm’s length. But the magma cube stopped just out of reach of my sword. I suddenly saw its eyes turn a bright, glowing red, and the same possessed voice that had inhabited the bat near my kitchen window said, “Turn back now or your parents will die.” 
 
      
 
    I was not going to let this possessed magma cube / messenger of Spike tell me what to do. No one was going to control me!  
 
      
 
    I reached down and picked up a rock and threw it at the magma cube, killing it. 
 
      
 
    But, before it vanished in a puff of smoke, it grinned at me and whispered, “You’ll be sorry.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 41 – Moments Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Is that what the bat sounded like at your house?” asked the Ender King, very concerned. 
 
      
 
    I nodded my head. “Exactly the same voice. I think it’s probably Spike.” 
 
      
 
    “Probably,” said the King, rubbing his chin. “That was pretty impressive that you killed it after the threat it made. That’s something a King would’ve done.” 
 
      
 
    I actually felt very emotional when the King gave me such an amazing and profound compliment. On the one hand, it was the first time he’d ever truly respected me and said so aloud. On the other hand, I knew the decisions made by royalty got people killed.  
 
      
 
    Had my decision to kill the magma cube rather than heed its warning condemned my parents to death? I hoped not. We needed to find out as soon as possible. 
 
      
 
    “King, do you think we need a few more of your ender soldiers down here? I mean … hurrr … three of them are dead now.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King looked at the two remaining soldiers, both of whom had sustained injuries in the battle with the magma cubes.  
 
      
 
    “Jimmy, we certainly could use more soldiers, but there’s no way to get them down here. We are deep in the northern quadrant of the Nether. There’s no way to communicate with them other than to teleport all the way back ourselves. Unless we come across one of those DOTS contraptions by chance, the four of us and your filthy mutt will have to be the ones to complete this mission.” 
 
      
 
    I felt a lump in my throat.  
 
      
 
    I swallowed hard.  
 
      
 
    Twice.  
 
      
 
    The lump did not go away.  
 
      
 
    The weight of what we had to do and what would happen if we didn’t accomplish our goal had finally fallen solidly on my shoulders. My knees buckled and I fell to the ground.  
 
      
 
    I looked up at the sky, or rather the ceiling of the underground chamber in which we found ourselves. So, I guess, hurrr, what I was really doing was looking up towards where I thought the sky should be, but instead I saw the filthy, stinking, dank underbelly of the Overworld.  
 
      
 
    As I stared at the filthy, stinking, dank underbelly, I shook my fist at it and yelled, “Notch, why have you forsaken us? It is our hour of need and you’re nowhere near!” Then I let my head fall down and I shed a few silent tears. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King walked over and put his tiny hand on my diamond-armor-covered shoulder and said, “Notch has not forsaken us. The task is ours, not his. If he is needed, he will be here.” 
 
      
 
    I snapped my head around and glared at the Ender King. “Do you really believe that? The only time I’ve ever seen Notch in my entire life was when he wanted to create a surf contest. Yeah, sure, it averted a huge war, but it seems that all Notch wants to do is … hurrr … show up for the good times, and then he ignores us during the bad times.” 
 
      
 
    Solar walked up to me and sat down. He licked my face. If his tongue wasn’t so nasty and his breath weren’t so horrific – it smelled like a husk or a zombie – I might have appreciated the gesture. Solar then whimpered and sat down next to me. 
 
      
 
    I reached out my hand and patted Solar’s diamond helmet, which mercifully prevented my hand from touching his dank, stinky fur, and said, “It’s okay boy. We can handle this, even if Notch doesn’t care.” 
 
      
 
    Solar looked at me again. I felt his eyes penetrating into my soul. It was like he was reading my mind. I knew dogs could sometimes sense what villagers or players were thinking, but this seemed almost as though he were engaging in some sort of telepathy. It didn’t really matter because I had no idea what he was trying to tell me or what information he might be trying to take out of my mind. It started to get a little creepy, so I broke eye contact and stood up. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, so now that I’ve ignored Spike’s threats to kill my parents, we need to find them as quickly as possible. If this is the ragtag group that we have to do it with, so be it,” I said with a determined edge in my voice. 
 
      
 
    Then the King looked at me proudly. “Let’s do it!” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    For the next ten or fifteen minutes we continued into the northern quadrant of the Nether. We occasionally saw the outlines of shadows moving or the dim glow of a blaze passing in the distance down a corridor. We heard the grunting sounds of a zombie pigman or the rhythmic sound of a magma cube hopping in the distance. 
 
      
 
    We didn’t confront anything head-on.  
 
      
 
    It was as if the nether mobs were purposefully avoiding us or else entirely oblivious to our presence.  
 
      
 
    We didn’t pursue any of them. We didn’t take any of them captive or ask them questions. What was the point? They would have said nothing, or else they might have been possessed by Spike and said something horrible to me. 
 
      
 
    We continued to look for my parents, for Herobrine, and for Spike or anything that might help us achieve our goal of locating my parents and freeing Herobrine.  
 
      
 
    But, we found nothing that made sense. However, we did come to something that was nostalgic, but not in a good way. 
 
      
 
    As we passed down a long, wide corridor, we heard the clomping of horses hooves. 
 
      
 
    I looked over at the Ender King and whispered, “What’s a horse doing down in the Nether?” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King glanced sideways at me and said, “Someone must have brought it here. It’s not natural.” 
 
      
 
    We slowly moved in the direction of the hoof beats. We took slow, quiet steps, careful not to alert the horse or its rider. It took us about a minute before we reached a junction in the corridor. It sounded like the horse was just around the corner. The Ender King poked his head around and once he saw what was there, he pulled his head back, but his normally black skin tone had turned a pale shade of gray! 
 
      
 
    “What is it, King?” I whispered, not really sure if I wanted to know the answer. 
 
      
 
    He shook his head. “I think it’s that same group of zombie horsemen that rode through your village. There are three horses and dozens, maybe hundreds of spiders just around the corner.” 
 
      
 
    “That sounds like them,” I whispered. Then, I had a lightning bolt of inspiration. “That zombie you killed. Remember, he talked about his patron wanting him to … hurrr ... drive the herd of spiders through Zombie Bane and make sure I saw it? It must’ve been Spike! We have to talk to them.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think talking is what’s going to happen. We will have to kill them. All of them.” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “How can we do that? Those one hundred magma cubes almost took us out. Now we are talking about taking on three zombies and a few dozen spiders? Do we even have a chance?” I was on the verge of shrieking, but somehow was able to keep my voice to a whisper. 
 
      
 
    Then the King looked over to one of his soldiers and said, “Micah, bring out the weapon.” 
 
      
 
    Micah reached into his inventory and brought out a large obsidian cube. It was about four times larger than a normal sized obsidian block. He took it and placed it at the feet of the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    “Are you kidding me? A giant rock?” I said, disgusted. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King shushed me. “Be quiet. This seemingly normal rock, as you put it, is filled with enough TNT to make 20 TNT boxes. We ignite it and then toss it into the middle of the spiders. It should take care of most of them. We can mop up the rest ourselves.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry I doubted you,” I said, my jaw hanging slack at the thought of this incredible and compact weapon. 
 
      
 
    The two ender soldiers held the bomb on either side. The Ender King ignited a torch and lit the fuse. The ender soldiers swung the bomb back and forth a couple of times to build up some momentum, and then they jumped into the corridor and tossed the bomb into the herd of spiders. 
 
      
 
    The soldiers then jumped back behind the wall in order to avoid the blast wave and yelled, “Fire in the hole!” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King and I dove behind a rock. Solar followed. One of the zombie horsemen galloped around the corner with a sword drawn looking for someone to kill, oblivious to what was about to happen.  
 
      
 
    At that moment the bomb went off. 
 
      
 
    The sound was deafening. The wall shook. Chunks of rock fell from above. There was dust and smoke everywhere.  
 
      
 
    The zombie horseman was blown off his horse and landed in a heap in front of me. He looked at me, surprised, but only for a moment because I swung my diamond sword at him with all my fury and chopped his head off. His horse was mortally wounded during the explosion and within a brief moment followed its master into the afterlife. 
 
      
 
    The few remaining spiders who had survived the devastating explosion came running into the chamber where we quickly dispatched them. Only one of them managed to get a bite in on one of the wounded ender soldiers. It didn’t do much damage. 
 
      
 
    After the smoke and dust settled, we entered the chamber where the herd of spiders had been. There were no survivors. 
 
      
 
    One of the ender soldiers said, “Look, your Majesty. At the far end of the chamber. There seems to be a door.” 
 
      
 
    We all looked in the direction indicated by the soldier. It was, indeed, a door. 
 
      
 
    “Maybe that’s why the herd was here,” I suggested. “Guarding the door.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King nodded his head and said, “There must be something important in there.” 
 
      
 
    It was then that I realized my parents might be in that room. I gripped my sword tightly and ran across the room as fast as I could. I had to get in there. I had to see what they were hiding, even if it was the worst. 
 
      
 
    I slammed against the door, but it wouldn’t open. I looked around and found a long iron bar and shoved it into the door between the doorframe and the door itself. I pulled on it, trying to use the leverage to pop the door open. After a few seconds, the door was beginning to move, but I needed a little more strength.  
 
      
 
    One of the ender soldiers joined me and helped me pull on the bar. We started pulling on it rhythmically. Once. Twice. And then on the third try, the door burst open. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 41 – Seconds Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    When I looked inside the door I saw what I had hoped I would see:  My parents! 
 
      
 
    My parents were both tied to chairs, their mouths gagged, but otherwise they appeared to be unharmed. I rushed over to them and hugged them both. We all started crying tears of joy.  
 
      
 
    I let go of them, pulled out my diamond sword and cut the ropes that held them to the chairs. I removed their gags and my mom said, “You came for us, Jimmy!” And then she continued to sob. 
 
      
 
    My dad, who was still crying, put his hands on the sides of my head and looked at me in the eyes and said, “I’m proud of you, son. You saved us.” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t say anything. I was overcome with emotion. I started to cry even harder. That’s when Solar came over. He licked my parents’ faces and my face. His breath was still nasty, but none of us cared. 
 
      
 
    Through my tears, I saw that someone else was tied to a chair in the corner. I blinked my eyes a few times to clear the tears and that’s when I saw who it was. 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Blaze?!?” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King was already across the room, untying Mr. Blaze. I looked back at my parents. “Was Mr. Blaze here the whole time too?” 
 
      
 
    My parents nodded. My dad said, “Yes, hurrr, he was already here when they kidnapped us. In fact, they were in the middle of torturing him when we arrived.” 
 
      
 
    “Who kidnapped you? Who was torturing Mr. Blaze?” 
 
      
 
    “We were kidnapped by several spiders. It was horrible. They tied us up in their disgusting webs and carried us in their pincers. We thought they were going to eat us,” said my mom, shivering with fear, tears streaming down her cheeks. 
 
      
 
    “But they took us here,” said my dad. “It was Spike. He was here whipping Mr. Blaze with a rope. He was asking Mr. Blaze for information about the Rainbow Creeper’s whereabouts.” 
 
      
 
    I looked over Mr. Blaze. “How would you know where the Rainbow Creeper was?” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze was rubbing his wrists, trying to get circulation back into his hands now that the Ender King had freed him from his bonds. Mr. Blaze shrugged. “I wouldn’t. Spike was insane. He kept asked me questions to which I could never know the answers. I think he just wanted to whip me satisfy his own insanity.”  
 
      
 
    The Ender King cleared his throat and interrupted, saying, “I need to ask you all something. Did you hear any mention of Herobrine or his whereabouts? We think he’s been captured by Spike.”  
 
      
 
    My parents and Mr. Blaze let out a collective gasp. 
 
      
 
    “How could a mere mortal villager, even one as insane as Spike, capture Herobrine?” asked my mom. “He’s practically a God.” 
 
      
 
    Then the King shook his head sadly. “I have no idea. All I know is we need to find Herobrine before Spike completes whatever horrific plan he has. Have you heard anything?” he asked again, this time sounding a bit desperate.  
 
      
 
    They all shook their heads.  
 
      
 
    “The only thing I heard Spike say was that Herobrine wasn’t going to be a problem anymore. Spike himself said that between whippings,” said Mr. Blaze. “If they did capture Herobrine, I assume he would be in the Nether somewhere, probably close by.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King nodded his head. “That is my suspicion too. In the Overworld, I can usually sense Herobrine’s general location, but not here in the Nether.”  The King looked forlorn. “We will have to continue our search the hard way.” 
 
      
 
    “How can you sense Herobrine’s location?” asked my dad. 
 
      
 
    “That’s none of your concern,” said the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    My dad looked upset about being brushed off like that, but he didn’t pursue it. 
 
      
 
    “My ender soldiers will teleport you back to the Overworld. You need some rest after your ordeal.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay. Come on Jimmy. Let’s go,” said my mom, reaching out her hand to me. 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “No, Mom, I’m staying. The King and I have unfinished business with Spike.” 
 
      
 
    The King looked at me. “Jimmy, now that your parents have been rescued, I will not allow you stay with me unless your parents consent. Since they have not, you must go with them.” 
 
      
 
    “Actually, he can stay,” said my dad. “And … hurrr … I’m coming with you.” 
 
      
 
    My mom snapped her head and glared at my dad. “Billy! You can’t do this to me! I can’t lose both of you!” 
 
      
 
    “Cynthia, this is a critical moment in history. I need to be as brave as my son. As brave as my grandfather, Cornelius.  Hurrr, the battle is in my blood!” 
 
      
 
    My mom shook her head and started to cry. She repeated, this time in a whisper, “I can’t lose both of you.” 
 
      
 
    “You aren’t going to lose us,” said my dad. “I can feel it.” 
 
      
 
    Did my dad have some kind of vibe sensor that allowed him to predict the future? I wished I could do that with my vibes. 
 
      
 
    “Fine. Do what you want,” said my mom angrily. “But if Jimmy dies, you better die too because I won’t want you back!” 
 
      
 
    Wow! That was super intense. I had never see my mom that upset and dominant. 
 
      
 
    My father nodded his head in understanding. 
 
      
 
    “Take her back,” said the Ender King to one of his soldiers. “And then return as quickly as possible.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you going back too, Mr. Blaze?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “No way,” he said, slamming a fist into an open hand. “It’s personal now. I want to find Spike just as much as you.” 
 
      
 
    “Then it’s settled,” said the Ender King.  “Let’s go find Spike and Herobrine.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 41 – Thirty Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    We were heading in a northerly direction, hoping to find some sort of clue as to the whereabouts of Herobrine or Spike. But it seemed a hopeless, monumental task. The corridors of the Nether seemed to branch every ten or twenty blocks, turning into a labyrinth. Spike literally could have been on the other side of the wall or he could have been a two-hour walk away. 
 
      
 
    “This is ridiculous,” I said throwing my diamond sword on the ground like a petulant toddler villager. “We’re never going to find Spike at this pace! For all we know, he’s just right behind us letting us walk in front of him.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King sighed. “You’re right. Even if I brought my entire Ender Army down here, it would probably still take weeks to search every room. We would need enough soldiers to leave one behind in each room after it was cleared to make sure Spike didn’t sneak in.” 
 
      
 
    It was then that Mr. Blaze spoke up, completely changing the subject. “Where did you get this … hurrr … dog, Jimmy?” 
 
      
 
    “He was wandering through the town. Later, he saved my life from a possessed bat. Ever since then, he’s been at my side.” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze looked at the dog curiously as if he wanted to say something more about the dog, but then thought better of it. Instead, he asked, “How’s his sense of smell?” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “How should I know? All I know is that he himself smells disgusting.” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze ignored my comment and said, “Most dogs can track a scent. If we had something of Herobrine’s, maybe the dog could lead us to him.” 
 
      
 
    I had to admit, it was a brilliant idea. But where could we get something of Herobrine’s? I suppose one of the ender soldiers could have teleported to his palace and grabbed something, but who knows how long that would take and whether the ender soldier could find us again in the labyrinth of the Nether. 
 
      
 
    “Great idea, Mr. Blaze. Do you have something of Herobrine’s we could use?” asked my dad. 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze chuckled but then his face quickly shifted to a look of dark disappointment. “Of course not. Why would I?” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Blaze’s response seemed a little more defensive than it probably should have been. Maybe he was just going a little insane from having been trapped in the Nether for a couple of days and being tortured by Spike, but it did seem a bit odd. 
 
      
 
    At that moment, I remembered. “I think I might have something,” I said sheepishly, my face turning red. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King looked at me with a shocked expression. “What do you mean? How would you have anything of Herobrine’s?” 
 
      
 
    I scratched my hair under my diamond helmet and said nervously, “Hurrr, I may have taken a souvenir the first time we visited his palace.” 
 
      
 
    “Stealing? You stole something?” asked my dad, clearly upset. 
 
      
 
    I probably could have argued about the definition of stealing, but decided this was neither the time nor the place. “Yes, Dad, I guess I did. But it’s gonna help us out now.” 
 
      
 
    My dad shook his head.  “The ends do not justify the means, Jimmy.” 
 
      
 
    Whatever that means…. 
 
      
 
    I ignored my dad and reached in to my inventory and pulled out a small, square object. It was a portrait of Herobrine, painted by an unknown artist. It was very small, which is why I had taken it in the first place. I had assumed Herobrine would never miss it. Now that everyone knew about my shameful crime, I was horribly embarrassed. But, the past is the past. 
 
      
 
    I held the small portrait out to Solar who took a sniff of it. He then barked, alerted and started trotting down the corridor as we followed closely behind. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 41 – One Hour Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    We followed Solar up and down various passageways, into dead ends, back over the same path, and seemingly around in circles. It didn’t seem like it was working. 
 
      
 
    I put my hand on Solar’s back and said, “Do you know what you’re doing, Boy? Seems like you don’t.”  
 
      
 
    The dog looked at me as if to say, “Shut up, kid.” It was actually quite shocking. I swear I saw a humanoid face in place of Solar’s dog face for just a second, as if there were a person living inside of my pet dog. 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. I couldn’t have seen that. I must have been imagining it. People give too much personality to dogs anyway. They’re just animals after all. Aren’t they? 
 
      
 
    A few minutes later, Solar stopped in his tracks and his back grew very straight and stiff. He was staring straight ahead. We all stopped too.  
 
      
 
    The Ender King whispered, “Be very quiet.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King took a few steps forward and peeked around the corner. Then he came back. 
 
      
 
    “There is a large, thick door being guarded by three zombie pigmen. There must be something important in there.” 
 
      
 
    I grinned viciously, sliding my finger along the edge of my diamond sword. “Let’s go.” 
 
      
 
    “Not yet,” said the Ender King. “We need a plan. I’m sure we can kill those three zombie pigmen without much difficulty, but what if there’s an army behind that door, or lurking just around the corner. We need to figure out the contingencies.” 
 
      
 
    The King was right. So we sat down and hashed out a plan. It took us about five minutes. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 41 – Executing the Plan 
 
      
 
      
 
    Our plan in place, we moved in for the attack. 
 
      
 
    One of the ender soldiers picked up a large piece of netherrack and tossed it into a corner of the chamber. The three zombie pigmen guarding the door looked over at it. One of the zombie pigmen, who must have been in charge, pointed to the pigmen standing to his right and said, “You two check it out. I’ll stand guard.” 
 
      
 
    The two zombie pigmen slowly moved towards the source of the noise. When they moved away from the door, the second ender soldier threw his sword at the remaining zombie pigman standing in front of the door. The sword spun through the air, end over end, before finding its target, stabbing the pigman in the heart. The zombie pigman screamed for a brief instant, then disappeared in a puff of smoke.  
 
      
 
    The other two zombie pigmen heard the sound of their commander being killed and rushed back. When they arrived at the door, they looked toward the opening to the passageway and saw an ender soldier standing there. As they rushed towards the soldier, he teleported away. It was at that moment that the Ender King and I stepped from behind our concealed positions and stabbed both of them with our swords, killing them. 
 
      
 
    I looked at the Ender King and said, “That was too easy.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King nodded. “It was either too easy or there’s nothing in that room.” 
 
      
 
    One of the ender soldiers walked toward the door. When he put his hand on it to open it, a blaze suddenly zoomed out from a hidden alcove and attacked him! The ender soldier was engulfed in fire and quickly burned to death. It was horrible to see, hear, and especially to smell. 
 
      
 
    Nas. Ty. 
 
      
 
    The other ender soldier rushed in and attacked the blaze with his diamond sword. The blaze was beginning to flash red. I snuck behind the blaze and slashed at its back.  Our combined effort was enough, and the blaze perished. 
 
      
 
    I looked around, expecting something else, and I got something else. 
 
      
 
    A wall on the other side of the room suddenly slid away, revealing a large chamber from which poured forth at least a dozen husks. 
 
      
 
    [image: husk herd.png] 
 
      
 
    I looked at the Ender King in shock, “What the heck are husks doing in the Nether?” 
 
      
 
    “I have no idea. We just need to kill them,” said the Ender King, all business as usual, cool as a cucumber, as cold-blooded as a snake, serene in the face of near certain death. 
 
      
 
    As the husks rushed toward us, the Ender King pulled out a TNT box, lit the fuse, and tossed the box at the husks before grabbing me and teleporting us to safety. 
 
      
 
    When the TNT exploded, it killed more than half of the husks instantly. Of the remaining husks, another half of them were seriously injured, not posing much of a threat. The few husks who remained in battle condition, closed in on the Ender King and me. 
 
      
 
    It was then that my father, Mr. Blaze and Solar emerged from their hiding places and struck the husks from behind. My father channeled his inner zombie killer, chopping at the back of two husks with his borrowed diamond sword. Solar bit the ankles of the remaining two husks, whom Mr. Blaze then pushed to the ground where they writhed in pain. 
 
      
 
    With the husks distracted, the Ender King teleported between all four of the husks in what seemed like less than a second, quickly stabbing each of them in the heart and ending the battle. 
 
      
 
    We all stood there, breathing hard, waiting for the next horrible trap, but nothing came. We looked around the room. And still nothing came. We looked up into the ceiling, assuming there would be spiders or bats lurking, waiting to attack us. But we saw nothing. 
 
      
 
    “Is that it?” I asked hopefully. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King nodded. “I think so. That was less difficult than I had anticipated. It just doesn’t feel right. It was too easy.” 
 
      
 
    “I agree,” said Mr. Blaze. 
 
      
 
    “Too easy!” said my dad, wiping sweat from his forehead. “We almost died!” 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Slade, this was nothing. It was too easy. But we have no choice now. We have to open that door,” said the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    “Allow me the honor, sire,” said the remaining ender soldier. 
 
      
 
    “The honor is yours, Bubba,” said the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    The ender soldier walked up to the door and turned the handle. To my surprise, it wasn’t locked. He pushed the door open and walked inside. Again to my surprise he was not attacked. He simply turned around with a shocked expression on his face and said, “Y’all better get in here and look at this.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King walked in first, and I followed closely behind. My dad and Solar coming in last. 
 
      
 
    What I saw shocked me to the core.  
 
      
 
    There, across the room was Herobrine, tied to a wood plank, somehow unable to break free of the enchanted rope holding him fast. Entity 303 stood next to him, lashing him with a rope, seemingly unconcerned about our entrance into the room. Herobrine screamed in pain every time the rope crashed against his skin. Entity 303 gave no sympathy. 
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    “Tell me the secret! Where is the creation stone?” shouted Entity 303, anger and frustration foremost in his voice. “I’ve read your ancient diaries after I stole them. I know you know the location of the stone!” 
 
      
 
    “Never!” said Herobrine in between breaths of agony. “I’ll never tell you!”  
 
      
 
    “Tell me so I can rule the three realms of Minecraft!” insisted Entity 303 with menace, punctuating his words with the lash to Herobrine’s face. 
 
      
 
    When he had finished screaming, Herobrine yelled, “No!” 
 
      
 
    As I watched the exchange between two of the most powerful creatures in all of Minecraft, I saw something else I thought I would never see.  
 
      
 
    I looked over at Solar who had started to glow. Initially, it was a dim glow, like a torch burning in a cave hundreds of feet away, but then it got brighter and brighter. Eventually it turned into an amber light and then a bright yellow light and finally a blinding white light, forcing me to look away. When the light dimmed and I was able to turn back around I could not believe what I saw. 
 
      
 
    It was Notch! 
 
      
 
    “Entity 303, you have violated my law. Prepare to be punished,” said Notch. 
 
      
 
    Entity 303 laughed and said, “You can’t do anything to me anymore, Notch. You think you’re so powerful, but you have no idea what true power is.” 
 
      
 
    “And you have no idea what you are talking about,” said Notch calmly as he snapped his fingers. Somehow, suddenly an obsidian cage appeared around Entity 303, sealing him inside. 
 
      
 
    But, despite being captured, he continue to laugh. “You think this flimsy cage can stop me? Prepare to be amazed.” 
 
      
 
    At that moment there was a whooshing sound and Mr. Blaze transformed into a real Blaze, but three times the size of a normal blaze! 
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    He laughed a deep, guttural laugh as he moved to the side revealing Spike standing behind him. 
 
      
 
    Where in the name of Notch did he come from?  
 
      
 
    Spike looked as though he was confused momentarily but then walked over to Entity 303’s cage and pounded away at it with some sort of enchanted pickaxe, destroying it quickly. 
 
      
 
    I dropped to my knees, cowering in awe and fear of what I was seeing. My dad did the same. The Ender King stood his ground but looked scared. Even Notch seem to have a slight look of concern on his face 
 
      
 
    “How dare you contradict my law!” screamed Notch. “I was only going to banish you, but now I will have to destroy you forever.” 
 
      
 
    Notch walked toward Entity 303, preparing to unleash power the likes of which I could only imagine. Entity 303 stood his ground, not showing the slightest bit of concern. 
 
      
 
    Notch began to move his hands in some sort of ancient pattern, a glowing ball of flame appearing in front of him. The ball was getting larger and larger, and I could feel the heat coming from it and the power vibrating throughout the chamber.  
 
      
 
    I began to back away. Something unspeakable was about to happen. I grabbed my dad’s hand and pulled him with me. “Dad, we need to get behind something. This is going to be insane.” My dad followed me as we ducked behind a large rock. 
 
      
 
    Now Notch had his hands above his head, spinning the giant ball of power, preparing to un-create a part of his creation. 
 
      
 
    But just as he was getting ready to unleash the ultimate destructive power on the universe, he screamed in agony and the ball disappeared. 
 
      
 
    I looked up from behind my rock and saw that Spike and Mr. Blaze had surrounded and captured Notch using a rainbow colored rope of some kind! That’s when I realized it was the same rope that had bound Herobrine to the wooden plank. 
 
      
 
    “No!” I shouted. “What’s happening Solar … hurrr … I mean, Notch?” 
 
      
 
    “Run, Jimmy! Get away as fast as you can!” ordered Notch. 
 
      
 
    “No, I’ll save you!” I yelled. I jumped up to go save him, but my dad’s hand restrained me. 
 
      
 
    “Notch told us to get away. This is serious,” said my dad. 
 
      
 
    It was then that the Ender King teleported to our location and grabbed both of us. “Notch is right,” he said. “I know what’s happening, and we have to leave now.” 
 
      
 
    But it was too late, Entity 303 moved his hands quickly and aimed them in a chopping motion at a nearby wall, opening a vein of lava which poured toward us.  
 
      
 
    The Ender King suddenly screamed. “He’s blocked my teleportation abilities! We’re going to burn!” 
 
      
 
    I looked around for an exit. Something to climb. Something to cut through or jump over, but I saw nothing. 
 
      
 
    I looked behind me and saw lava rushing towards us. It looked like a wave. If only I could… And then I had an idea. 
 
      
 
    “Everyone take off your armor. We can surf this thing.” 
 
      
 
    Everyone looked at me as if I had just escaped from an insane asylum, but then realized the brilliance of my idea. 
 
      
 
    “Your pathetic surfing can’t save you, Jimmy Slade,” said Mr. Blaze, still in his blaze form, ominously. “Your life is over, and we’ve won!” 
 
      
 
    “Not if I can help it, you savage!” I yelled. 
 
      
 
    We all removed our diamond armor and just as the lava flow reached us, we tossed our armor onto the lava and stood upon it.  
 
      
 
    As we rode the lava wave away, Mr. Blaze howled with anger, but Entity 303 just laughed and said, “Enjoy your fun, weaklings. Soon I will have the creation stone and you will bow to me for all eternity.”  
 
      
 
    And with those words ringing in our ears, the lava flow took us out of the chamber and along another corridor. We were not pursued. 
 
      
 
    A few moments later, the Ender King said, “I think I can teleport now.” The single remaining ender soldier nodded.  “I agree, sire.”  
 
      
 
    The King reached out and grabbed my dad and me and then we disappeared. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 42 – Dawn 
 
      
 
      
 
    The Ender King had to teleport two or three times inside the Nether before he reached a location where he could teleport back to his reception hall in Zombie Bane. When we arrived, we could see the first rays of dawn bleeding across the sky. We had been in the Nether the entire night. 
 
      
 
    When we arrived in the reception hall, I collapsed on the ground. My mind had stopped working. I could not think about anything. I couldn’t even think about Notch or Entity 303. I was simply blank, a shell, maybe even a … hurrr … a husk. 
 
      
 
    Even the Ender King just stood there, shaken to his core. Unable to process what we had just witnessed and experienced. 
 
      
 
    Finally, after a few minutes of breathing, my brain started to work again. I looked over at the Ender King and said, “What’s the creation stone?”  
 
      
 
    The Ender King looked at me with the most serious expression I’d ever seen on his face, which is saying something since he was always overly serious to begin with. He always looked like he was bored or upset. But now, I could tell that the fate of the world depended on our response to the unholy alliance of Entity 303 and Mr. Blaze. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King took a deep breath and then said, “The creation stone is a legend. It is said to have existed before Existence. It is said to have existed before Notch. In fact, some say the creation stone actually created Notch. As it floated through the formless nothingness before creation, it encountered a vapor or mist or dust, no one knows for sure. But when the creation stone touched it, Notch was formed. So they say, anyway. At that point Notch created the three realms of Minecraft – the Overworld, the Nether and the End – because the creation stone had touched him and given him the desire to create as well.” 
 
      
 
    “So, what does Entity 303 want with it and why is Mr. Blaze involved?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King took another deep breath and said, “I’ve no idea, but it cannot be good. Everything that can create can destroy. You saw yourself. Notch was going to take away Entity 303’s very existence and even his ability to respawn. If you had the thing that created everything, you could destroy anything.” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe this. Entity 303 was going to hold the three realms of Minecraft hostage to his threat of utter destruction. He would be able to do whatever he wanted, whenever he wanted, and no one could say anything against him. If someone spoke up, he would be destroyed. That is if Herobrine revealed the location of the creation stone. 
 
      
 
    I looked over at my dad who was sitting in a padded chair completely shaken. I looked back at the Ender King who didn’t look much better. I had to ask. “Can we do anything to stop it?” 
 
      
 
    “Did you see the ropes they were using to restrain Notch?” asked the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    “I did. They were multi-colored, weren’t they? I’ve never seen ropes like that.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King nodded. “That is because those ropes were made from skin flayed from the body of the Rainbow Creeper.” 
 
      
 
    I gasped. “They’ve already killed the Rainbow Creeper!” I said, completely distraught. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King shook his head. “No. It is said that there was a time when the Rainbow Creeper allowed his followers to cut his skin off in thin layers in order to make powerful restraints which could even keep the most vicious prisoners from escaping. Somehow Entity 303 must have found those ancient ropes.” 
 
      
 
    I slammed my fist onto the ground. “How do you know? Maybe the Rainbow Creeper is working with them.” 
 
      
 
    “No,” said the Ender King, “the Rainbow Creeper works with no one. Which is what is going to make this so difficult.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at the Ender King confused. “Make what difficult?” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King sighed. “The only way we can rescue Notch is to work with the one remaining God of the three realms: the Rainbow Creeper.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 42 – Morning 
 
      
 
      
 
    I was still trying to process what I had seen. What the Ender King had told me. The creation stone! And, Notch himself had been captured by Entity 303, with the help of Mr. Blaze and Spike.  
 
      
 
    When we arrived home earlier, my father and I told my mother what happened. She broke down and cried. She was worried that the end of the world was coming. So was I. 
 
      
 
    At breakfast, I was in a bad mood. My mom hadn’t cooked anything because she was still crying about the apocalypse. I had a piece of stale bread and three glasses of water. As I felt the water rehydrate the bread in my stomach, filling my empty stomach sack with something that approximated a meal, I let out a long, deep sigh and then let my head slowly fall to the table. 
 
      
 
    As I was sitting there, wallowing in my misery, my dad put his hand on my shoulder. “Jimmy, the Ender King will figure something out.” 
 
      
 
    I sat up and looked at my dad. “Really? You think that he will be able to contact the Rainbow Creeper? That being that no one has seen in hundreds of years? A being that probably doesn’t even exist?” 
 
      
 
    My dad pulled out a chair and sat down at the kitchen table. “Had you seen Notch before he appeared a few weeks ago? You believed in him, didn’t you?” 
 
      
 
    “Of course I did! Everyone believes in Notch. The Rainbow Creeper is just some weird fairytale, I think.” 
 
      
 
    My dad shook his head. “You yourself have seen the Rainbow Creeper in your dreams, have you not? Just because you haven’t seen something in real life doesn’t mean it doesn’t exist.” 
 
      
 
    “I suppose,” I said not really believing my words. 
 
      
 
    My dad smiled. “Besides, the Ender King himself believes in the Rainbow Creeper. That should tell you something. And what about the rainbow colored flesh ropes we saw in the Nether? Those were from the Rainbow Creeper’s own skin.” 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Maybe. But it could’ve just been some bizarre magical rope that Mr. Blaze had learned about from all those occult books he has in his bookstore. For all I know, it’s fabric dye and some splash potions of harming soaked in spider webs.” 
 
      
 
    “And, for all you know, it’s actually the flayed skin of the Rainbow Creeper,” said my dad. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know what to believe anymore, Dad. All I know is that the surf contest can’t happen anymore. If Notch is gone, no one can judge it. And besides, what’s the point? Notch was the one who created the contest to help stop war. If Notch is gone and Entity 303 and Spike intend to move forward with their plans for world domination or war or whatever, no surf contest is going to stop that.” 
 
      
 
    “I wouldn’t assume the worst just yet,” said my dad. “Notch has some amazing abilities, and he may just get out of this yet. After all, who would’ve thought he could have disguised himself as a dog.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at my dad. He was right. “Yeah, I guess he pretended to be a dog so he could get close to Entity 303 and Spike without them noticing. Too bad his plan didn’t work out. Too bad he didn’t know about Mr. Blaze.” 
 
      
 
    “You go practice for the surf contest,” said my dad.  “You should assume it is going forward, otherwise, the evil people win. Remember, yesterday the King said he needed the morning to figure some things out. You should just try to forget about all this and go surfing.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled, looking happy even though I didn’t really feel it. “Maybe you’re right, Dad. Plus, I can tell Emma about what happened. She’ll be very interested to hear it.” 
 
      
 
    My dad punched me softly in the shoulder. “That’s the spirit, son. Go get pitted.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled because my dad was the ultimate kook. Like, just because he knew a few surf words didn’t mean he wasn’t a total dork. Anyway, he was still a cool guy. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It took me about 10 minutes to get over to Emma’s house. When she saw me coming up the walkway toward her front door, she ran out and gave me a long strong hug. 
 
      
 
    “Jimmy, you’re back! Did you save your parents? Did you rescue Herobrine?” 
 
      
 
    If you had asked me a few days ago if anyone would ever ask me those questions, I would have told you that you were insane. Now … hurrr … I’m not sure I even know what sanity is. 
 
      
 
    I sighed. “My parents are fine, but…” I couldn’t finish it. I broke down in tears. 
 
      
 
    Emma could tell it was serious. She led me over to the stairs in front of the door to her house and we sat down. She waited for me to finish crying. Once I had gathered my composure, I told her everything that happened, including about the Ender King’s plan to contact the Rainbow Creeper. 
 
      
 
    Emma’s mouth hung open in shock. “How? How is any of this possible? Notch being kidnapped? Herobrine in bondage? Spike in league with Mr. Blaze? I don’t even know what to think. I don’t even think I can comprehend this.” 
 
      
 
    I stood up and said, “I know. I don’t want to think about it anymore. Can we just go surfing?” 
 
      
 
    “I suppose. I was going to meet Princess Tina at the practice facility in about half an hour. Do you think her father will let her come?” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t know. Maybe he will, with some soldiers to guard her.” 
 
      
 
    Emma drew in a sharp breath and said, “Is the surf contest even going to happen? Without Notch?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “I doubt it. It will be strange if Clayton’s team shows up. What will we tell them?” 
 
      
 
    “Do you think Clayton knows? Isn’t he in league with Spike.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know. I didn’t see Clayton in the Nether this time. Maybe Spike is doing this on his own. Maybe Clayton has no idea what’s going on.” 
 
      
 
    Emma and I left her house and walked to the surf practice area. Tina was already there with her companions Rihanna and Ariana. There were also five ender soldiers standing guard. 
 
      
 
    We talked with Tina about everything that happened. Her dad already told her. She couldn’t get over it either. 
 
      
 
    “My dad told me I should still practice for the contest. He thought that if he could somehow rescue Notch in the next couple of days, the contest could go forward.” 
 
      
 
    “You really believe that?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    She shrugged her skinny black shoulders and said, “I don’t know. But it’s worth a shot.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Jimmy, I forgot to tell you. We found a new recruit for the surf team. We didn’t know if you’d be back. His name is Justin. He’s pretty good. In fact, he is out there surfing right now,” said Emma pointing into the water. 
 
      
 
    I looked out and saw Justin ripping. I recognized him as one of the local villager kids, but he was a couple years younger than me, so I had never spoken with him before. “Well, maybe if the King is still off on his mission or something, he can take the King’s place.” 
 
      
 
    Emma slapped me on the shoulder, smiled and said, “Cheer up, Jimmy! It will all work out.” 
 
      
 
    I could tell she really didn’t believe the part about it all working out, but she did want me to cheer up. “Well, if I can get a few sick pits, that will cheer me up, at least for a little while.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    We surfed for about two hours before the warm square sun had nearly reached the middle of the sky. It was time for us to dry off and head back to the Ender King’s palace to discuss his plans. The ender soldiers teleported us all there. My father was there as well, seeing as how he was so involved in all this. 
 
      
 
    I looked at the Ender King and said, “So, King, what’s the plan?” 
 
      
 
    “I fear the plan is rather thin, Jimmy, like me,” said the Ender King. “I’ve consulted my staff as well as various wise men and hermits who live in the End, but none of them knows how to contact the Rainbow Creeper.” 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath and said morosely, “So that’s it then? Notch is gone, and we have no way to get him back?” 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t say that,” said the King confidently. “But I will have to ask you to talk to Claire. She’s told you she was part of the Rainbow Creeper religion, right? Maybe she knows how to contact the Rainbow Creeper or will know someone who does.” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “But, she says Spike knows what she thinks and can control her if he is close enough. I can’t just teleport over to Capitol City and talk to her right now!” 
 
      
 
    Then the King nodded gravely. “I fully understand that. We’ll have to wait until her surf team arrives for the surf contest. We have to keep this a secret. We can’t let anyone know the surf contest is unlikely to happen or that Notch has been kidnapped.” 
 
      
 
    I looked over at Emma. “Have you told anyone what I told you?” 
 
      
 
    She shook her head. 
 
      
 
    “I haven’t told anyone either, except the people in this room, Daddy,” said Tina. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King looked at my father and asked, “What about you, Billy Slade?” 
 
      
 
    “The only person I’ve told is my wife. She is sitting at home crying constantly. She hasn’t told anyone.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King nodded his head. “Good. I’ll send one of the queen’s ladies in waiting to teleport your wife back here so that no one will know why she is crying. We must keep this a secret.” 
 
      
 
    “So, what do we do now? Just wait?!?” I said, upset. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King looked at me and nodded. “We wait and we surf.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 42 – Midmorning 
 
      
 
      
 
    Claire, Clayton and the rest of their surf team arrived about 10:00 in the morning. I could tell they had arrived because it sounded like half of Capitol City had arrived with them. Groups of dozens and hundreds of Capitol City residents were marching through the streets of Zombie Bane chanting their love for their surf team, demanding a victory in revenge for the loss last week. Little did they know, they may not even get that chance. 
 
      
 
    I assumed Claire would visit Biff’s house when she arrived in town. Therefore, Emma and I had made sure to arrive at Biff’s house a few minutes before Claire. We were sitting on the porch, chatting with Biff (who didn’t know anything about the drama with Notch or Entity 303 or Spike), when Claire came strolling up the path toward Biff’s house. 
 
      
 
    Emma and I shouted to her and waved when she came in to view. By her expression, I could tell Claire was startled by our presence. 
 
      
 
    “Hi, guys, hurrr, what are you doing here?” asked Claire nervously. 
 
      
 
    I sensed good vibes coming from her. I didn’t think she was being possessed by Spike. After all, Spike had other things on his mind. 
 
      
 
    I looked Claire in the eyes, raised an eyebrow and said, “Can we speak freely?”  
 
      
 
    Claire looked each of us in the eyes and nodded wordlessly. 
 
      
 
    At that moment, Emma said, “Hey, Biff, hurrr, I have this idea for a new type of standup paddle board. Want me to show it to you?” 
 
      
 
    Biff, not being the sharpest tack in the bag or the heaviest hammer in the sack or the brightest torch in the cave, said, “Yeah, I’d love to see it.” He had no idea Emma was trying to get rid of him so that Claire and I could talk privately. 
 
      
 
    “In that case, let’s go in your room. I need to draw pictures of it so you can truly understand how awesome it is.” Biff smiled and trotted away with Emma following behind him. As she walked into the house, Emma looked over her shoulder and gave us a thumbs up. 
 
      
 
    I walked up to Claire, standing as close to her as I could without seeming creepy and whispered, “It’s about the Rainbow Creeper. I need to arrange a meeting with it.” 
 
      
 
    Claire clutched her chest as if she was having a heart attack. Her mouth moved up and down but no sound came out. After a few seconds she finally was able to utter a single word, “Why?” 
 
      
 
    [image: Claire gasping.png] 
 
      
 
    I quickly explained what Spike and Mr. Blaze had done. Her mouth continued to twitch up and down, barely able to utter a word. 
 
      
 
    “Can you help me, or not? Emma can’t keep Biff away forever. He doesn’t know anything, and I’d like to keep it that way.”  
 
      
 
    Claire had regained some more composure and said, “I only know where we attend Rainbow Creeper worship services. I’ve never met the Rainbow Creeper myself, but the priest might know. It’s in Creeper Junction.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, it’s a good thing that the Ender King can teleport since we couldn’t take the DOTS without arousing suspicion.” 
 
      
 
    Claire looked at me with a strange expression on her face, which was a mixture of admiration and fear, awe and hatred and said, “I guess you’re right.”  
 
      
 
    After that, Claire gave me all the information I needed. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 42 – Afternoon    
 
      
 
      
 
    Emma and I went to speak with the Ender King. We told him what Claire had told me. He wanted to go immediately although he realized that it was important not to be seen. Therefore, we decided to go after dark. 
 
      
 
    Claire told us the location of the Rainbow Creeper temple in Creeper Junction. I asked, but she refused to come with us. She was afraid that Spike might be able to track her movements somehow and our plan would be given away. 
 
      
 
    Claire had given us enough information so that the Ender King could teleport within a block or two of the temple. She left Biff’s to return to surf practice with Clayton’s team so that no one would suspect anything. A little while later, the Ender King, Emma, Tina, and I showed up for our surf practice. 
 
      
 
    Clayton and his team were leaving the pool when Clayton came over to us. “What happened to Laird?” 
 
      
 
    “He had to attend the funeral of one of his friends,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Clayton scratched his head, confused. “What’s a funeral?” 
 
      
 
    It was then that I realized that most Minecraft villagers would have no idea what a funeral is. When creatures die in Minecraft, they disappear into a puff of smoke, with nothing left to bury. Even the drops they leave behind tend to be useful, so no one would think just to put them in the ground. 
 
      
 
    “It’s what humans do when they die. They have a ceremony to remember the human’s life, then they bury the remains,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “You mean, they don’t just disappear into puffs of smoke?” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “No, they don’t. I know it’s pretty weird but that’s how their world works.” 
 
      
 
    Clayton nodded his head. “Interesting. I heard if they punch a tree in their world, they will break their hands. Sounds like humans are pretty wimpy.” 
 
      
 
    “Whatever,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry that Laird’s friend died, but I’m glad Laird won’t be here. Now we should be able to beat you guys without any problem.” 
 
      
 
    That’s when Tina stood up straighter and put her tiny hands on her tiny hips and said, “What about me? I’m replacing Laird. I rip.” 
 
      
 
    Clayton laughed hysterically. “I doubt that. And your father’s freaky teleportation air show won’t help this time. During the last contest it was a new thing and no one had seen it before, so the judges totally over-scored him. This time, we’re going to crush you guys.” 
 
      
 
    It was my turn to laugh. “Somehow, I doubt that.” 
 
      
 
    Clayton shrugged his shoulders and said, “Tell yourself whatever you need to in order to sleep well tonight. But this is gonna be a massacre.” 
 
      
 
    When he used that word, I looked at him very closely, scrutinizing him. Did he mean a bloody massacre or just mean that his team was going to score more points than ours? I could not be sure, but I wasn’t feeling any evil vibes coming from him. Just his normal stupid mean idiot vibes. I decided I would let it go. I took the lack of evil vibes to mean that, Clayton didn’t know what Entity 303, Spike and Mr. Blaze had done to Notch. 
 
      
 
    “That’s enough you two,” said the Ender King. “It is our turn to start surfing now. You need to clear out of the practice area.” 
 
      
 
    Clayton smiled a fake smile and then looked over at his team and said, “Let’s go, guys.” 
 
      
 
    I noticed that Clayton had the same team members. No changes for him. We barely beat his team the last time, so maybe Clayton was right about the upcoming massacre. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 42 – After Dark 
 
      
 
      
 
    We surfed for a couple of hours. It was fun, but I couldn’t stop thinking about the Rainbow Creeper. After we finished surfing, we went back to the Ender King’s reception chamber and had dinner and waited for nightfall. 
 
      
 
    Once it got dark, Emma, the Ender King, my dad and I teleported to the location provided by Claire. We materialized in a rabbits warren of narrow streets and alleyways, barely wide enough for one villager to pass through. If we ran into anyone, they were sure to notice we were out of place. Fortunately, we saw no one. Well, no villagers, anyway. 
 
      
 
    As we navigated the narrow streets, trying to find our way to the temple, we turned one corner and saw a zombie standing there moaning and drooling all over itself. In a surprise move, my dad withdrew an iron sword from his inventory and stabbed the zombie in his head, killing it instantly. 
 
      
 
    “Way to go, Dad,” I whispered. He smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, I think it’s only a couple more doors down,” said the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    He was right. Claire described the front door of the house we were looking for as having three vertical lines and three horizontal lines, each of which would be a different color of the rainbow. This is what we saw: 
 
      
 
    [image: door.jpg] 
 
      
 
    Not very subtle.... 
 
      
 
    Anyway, just as Claire had taught us, we knocked on the door in a certain pattern: three long, two short, two long, three short, one long, one short and one long. We stood there, hoping Claire hadn’t just steered us wrong or that Spike actually possessed her and his minions waited inside to kill us. 
 
      
 
    The door slowly opened. Inside stood a flaxen haired witch, just as Claire said there would be. Other than her quite attractive hair, the witch was extremely ugly. She peered at us with her one good eye, the other eye having been destroyed by the slash of a knife or a sword many years ago, then asked with a creaky gravelly voice, “What do you want?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at the Ender King, who was hiding in the shadows for approval to speak. I could just make out his purple eyes blinking twice, which I took to be a go ahead sign. 
 
      
 
    “We need to come in and talk to you about … hurrr ... the Rainbow Creeper.” 
 
      
 
    The witch’s one good eye opened wide and she had tried to slam the door in my face, but at that instant the Ender King teleported between her and the door, preventing her from shutting it, eliciting a terrified scream from the witch. Fortunately, the Ender King slapped his hand across her mouth in less than a second, stifling the scream and preventing us from being discovered. 
 
      
 
    We pushed our way into the room and shut the door behind us. 
 
      
 
    The witch stared at the enderman in front of her, apparently not concerned about the legend that to stare one in the eyes was to invite an attack and perhaps death. Instead, she said, “Mumble mumble mumble.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King looked at her and realized his hand was preventing her from articulating any meaningful sounds. He said, “I’m going to remove my hand, but if you scream, it’s coming back.” 
 
      
 
    The witch nodded her understanding, and after the Ender King slowly removed his hand, she said, “Rainbow Creeper? I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
 
      
 
    I approached the witch and said, “Don’t worry, we know all about it. Claire Dretsky told us to come here.” 
 
      
 
    The witch had great fear in her eyes and said, “Priestess Claire?” 
 
      
 
    Priestess?  
 
      
 
    “What you mean, priestess?” 
 
      
 
    The witch looked confused and said, “Claire Dretsky. She’s one of the Rainbow Creeper’s priestesses.” 
 
      
 
    “Does that mean she talks to the Rainbow Creeper?” Emma asked, incredulous. 
 
      
 
    The witch shook her head. “Oh no. Only the head monk is allowed to speak with the Rainbow Creeper. The priests and priestesses just help with the ceremonies.” 
 
      
 
    “And who might the head monk be?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    The witch chuckled. “I’m not going to tell you that. Priestess Claire is nowhere near the top of the hierarchy. But I will tell you anything else you want to know.” 
 
      
 
    At this point, the Ender King took over. “Do you know who I am?” 
 
      
 
    The witch shook her head negatively. “Should I?” 
 
      
 
    “I am the Ender King,” he said, straightening his back so that he stood as tall as possible. 
 
      
 
    The witch let out a gasp of shock and then went silent. 
 
      
 
    The King continued. “I need to speak with the Rainbow Creeper about a matter of some exceptional urgency. I’m not sure how much I should reveal to you, but I will tell you that the fate of the three realms of Minecraft depends on whether or not I am able to speak with the Rainbow Creeper. And moreover, whether the Rainbow Creeper is willing to help avert catastrophe.” 
 
      
 
    “And so you want me to relay your message?” the witch asked. 
 
      
 
    “In part. I want to setup a meeting with the Rainbow Creeper itself. This matter is absolutely that important.” 
 
      
 
    The witch looked extremely concerned. “I’ve never heard of the Rainbow Creeper meeting with anyone other than the head monk and maybe Notch once or twice. Assuming those stories are even true.” 
 
      
 
    “Indeed. Tell the Rainbow Creeper that we saw ropes made from its flayed skin being used for nefarious purposes. We need to discuss how to punish those responsible.” 
 
      
 
    The witch was shocked. “You’ve seen the missing ropes? Those were stolen over a decade ago.” Then the witch clapped her hands over her mouth, realizing she had said too much. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King squinted his eyes and looked into the witch’s one good eye and said in his most serious voice, “I need to meet with the Rainbow Creeper as soon as possible. Tonight would be ideal, but I understand it may take longer to contact a god.” 
 
      
 
    The witch looked at all of us and then said, “I can promise nothing other than to relay your message to the head monk. Whatever she decides, I shall obey. Where can I contact you?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m staying in Zombie Bane until tomorrow. After that, I shall be in the End for at least a day. Or, you may contact Jimmy here directly.” 
 
      
 
    The witch nodded her head. “I understand. After you leave, I will contact the head monk as quickly as possible.” 
 
      
 
    And with that cold comfort, the Ender King teleported us back to his chamber and then had ender soldiers teleport us back to our houses so we could try to get a few hours of sleep before the surf contest started tomorrow morning. If it started at all. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 43 – Morning 
 
      
 
      
 
    I woke up with a lump in my throat. Today was the day of the second surf contest, and I had no idea whether Notch was going to be able to free himself. Well, I had an idea, and my idea was that he would not be able to free himself and that the world would finally know that he had been kidnapped. 
 
      
 
    Yesterday, I discussed with the Ender King our strategy if Notch did not show up. His answer, “I’ll think of something.” 
 
      
 
    After I got up, I fixed my hair, put on by board shorts and then my robe. I walked downstairs and had breakfast with my dad. My mom was still in the care of the Ender King’s servants. 
 
      
 
    We had a somber breakfast, of bread, watermelon, and cookies. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think Mom would be too happy if she knew what you were giving me for breakfast,” I tried to joke with my dad. 
 
      
 
    He looked at me with a smile and said, “She wouldn’t mind, under the circumstances.” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t have anything to say in response to that. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed my surfboard and started walking to the Ender King’s palace. My dad told me he would be at the Surf ‘n Snack in time for the contest to start. 
 
      
 
    “I hope Notch can make it,” said my dad without much hope in his voice. 
 
      
 
    I sighed. “Me too, because if he doesn’t, it’s going to get real.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I walked toward the Ender King’s palace feeling glum. Not only had I lost Notch, but my dog too. I missed Solar. If we could figure some way out of this mess and restore the balance of power in the three realms of Minecraft, I was going to get myself a dog. I had plenty of emeralds from the Surf ‘n Snack and could easily afford it. I’m sure my parents wouldn’t mind. 
 
      
 
    When I got inside the Ender King’s palace, Emma was already there. Tina, the Ender King, Emma and I stood, each holding a surfboard and looking each other in the eyes. We didn’t have to say anything. We knew what was likely to happen, and we are ready for it. The Ender King put his hand on my shoulder. Tina put her hand on Emma’s shoulder and we all teleported to the surf contest. 
 
      
 
    When we arrived, Justin was waiting for us. 
 
      
 
    “Do I get to surf?” asked Justin anxiously. 
 
      
 
    I shook my head.  “Not this time, unless one of us gets hurt.” 
 
      
 
    Justin looked sad.  “Okay. Maybe next time.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled.  “Maybe.” 
 
      
 
    The crowd was already extremely loud. Groups from Zombie Bane and from Capitol City were chanting for their teams. Flags were waving. Someone created a Zombie Bane flag which was a picture of a zombie with a slash through it, in honor of my great-grandfather, and the name of our town. I could only imagine the number of reproductions of that flag that would be sold in Zombie Bane souvenir shops from this day forward. 
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    I looked over and saw Clayton’s team consisting of Clayton, Claire, Mateo, the zombie pigman, and John-John. They looked ready. But they would not have a chance if Notch didn’t show up in the next ten minutes. 
 
      
 
    I tried to catch Claire’s eye so that I could wink at her or something to let her know that we made contact with her Rainbow Creeper connection. But she refused to look over at us. I didn’t know if she was just trying to protect herself or if maybe Spike was controlling her. 
 
      
 
    Normally I would have been stretching in order to get ready to surf, but I figured what was the point? Notch wasn’t going to show up, and then the Ender King was going to have to tell the entire crowd what happened. It would cause panic and pandemonium. I hoped a riot wouldn’t break out. People were going to run for their lives. I’m sure the rates of depression and anxiety would spike, as people began to realize that Notch was not powerful enough to protect even himself. 
 
      
 
    But then a miracle happened, Notch appeared floating in the air just as he had done at the contest in Capitol City!!! 
 
      
 
    He looked over the crowd as they applauded and screamed his name. He smiled. 
 
      
 
    I looked over at the Ender King and asked quietly, “Is that really Notch?” 
 
      
 
    Ender King squinted his eyes and then said, “It sure looks like him. Maybe he escaped? Just be on your guard in case it’s a trick.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded my head in understanding, but I didn’t want it to be a trick. I wanted it to be the one true Notch, having escaped his evil captors. 
 
      
 
    Just as he had at the first surf contest, Notch announced the guest judges first. 
 
      
 
    “Welcome to the second of three surf contests to decide who will have the bragging rights between Clayton Dretsky and the Ender King. Our first guest judge needs no introduction. His dry disgusting skin and his ability to go about in sunlight mean he can only be, the Husk King.” 
 
      
 
    Notch snapped his fingers and the Husk King appeared on the sand in between the two surf teams. He put his hands in the air and pumped his fist. The crowd, not knowing what to do and not really wanting to applaud for the King of the mobs who had killed so many villagers, politely applauded. Only the zombie pigman on Clayton’s team truly hooted and hollered in appreciation of the Husk King’s appearance. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you Notch for this chance to be a judge of the surf contest,” said the Husk King in a formal tone. “I know that many of you in the audience are not fans of husks, and that is okay. Notch made us for a reason, and that’s all that matters to me.” And with that, the Husk King walked over to the judging platform. 
 
      
 
    The Husk King finished with his speech, Notch returned to his introductions. “Our next guest judge may surprise you, but I think you’ll be amazed. Without further ado I give you… The Silverfish Queen!.” 
 
      
 
    Notch snapped his fingers and the Silverfish Queen appeared on the sand in between the two surf teams. 
 
      
 
    The crowd let out a collective, “Eeww. Gross.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t be rude!” commanded Notch, admonishing the crowd. 
 
      
 
    The crowd politely applauded and the Silverfish Queen spoke, “I understand your revulsion for me. Silverfish do creep around and look pretty gross. But, remember, we are entitled to exist too. We are part of creation. So, next time you see a silverfish, instead of trying to squish it, say hello.” 
 
      
 
    The crowd sat in stunned silence while the Silverfish Queen scurried over to the judges’ table 
 
      
 
    The introductions concluded, Notch floated over to the judges’ table and then proceeded to announce the rules for this particular contest. 
 
      
 
    “The rules for this contest are much the same as the first contest, except I’m going to ban teleportation, since it potentially gives an unfair advantage to the Ender King’s team, especially now that I see there are two ender people on the team. Other than that, the only other rule change is that one of the four rides required for each contestant will need to be on a longboard. I know that riding a shortboard is good for radical turns, aerials, and getting pitted, but I want to see some style, some steeziness, if possible, on the longboard. That way, we can see if you are a well-rounded surfer or just a one-dimensional shredder.” 
 
      
 
    I looked over at the Ender King. “You should do that maneuver where you lie down on the longboard like a corpse. That’s pretty cool.”  
 
      
 
    The Ender King nodded his agreement. 
 
      
 
    “By the way, King,” I asked. “Do you still think that’s the real Notch?” 
 
      
 
    The King nodded confidently. “Yes, I do believe it is. I don’t get a sense that he’s being controlled by Entity 303 or anyone else. He must’ve gotten away. We will ask him after the contest.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled happily. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    From the beginning, the surf contest was a one-sided affair. Clayton’s team had been preparing all week as if they were going to be in a surf contest, while my team had barely prepared at all, and we were short Laird who had been replaced by Tina. Tina was good, but nowhere near as good as Laird, who’d been a professional surfer for twenty years. 
 
      
 
    After the first round, it was still close, but after that, our lack of preparation showed. Although the Ender King had the highest individual scores of any surfer in the entire contest, Clayton’s team crushed us. There’s no other way to put it. It was humiliating. 
 
      
 
    After the contest was over, Clayton walked up to me and thumped his chest and said, “That’s how it should be. Next time, wherever that contest is, we will crush you again.” 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes. “You have no idea what we’ve been dealing with do you? If you did, you would not be acting like this.” 
 
      
 
    Claire overheard what I said. I could see the color drain from her face and she blinked her eyes as if she were in shock. 
 
      
 
    What’s wrong with her? 
 
      
 
    It was then that Notch floated back into the sky and said, “As promised, the third contest will be at a mystery location. I will tell you right now that it will be an island in the middle of the ocean where you will get a sneak peek at the Update Aquatic. And, I have created natural waves.” 
 
      
 
    Everyone gasped. Natural waves? No wave machine needed? What would it be like? 
 
      
 
    We had to get Laird back. He was used to surfing powerful natural waves. None of us were. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, natural waves,” continued Notch. “I will give each team the coordinates of the island one day before the contest. I will also ask that the Ender King and his people teleport Clayton’s team to the island so they can get there on time.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King bowed his head and said, “Of course, Notch. Consider it done.” 
 
      
 
    And with that Notch said, “Well then, I guess I will be going. But before I do…” 
 
      
 
    It was then that something entirely unexpected happened. Clouds suddenly rolled in, darkening the sky in a matter of seconds, and it started to rain. There was thunder and lightning and then Notch put his arms out to his sides and his eyes turned a glowing red and he said in a deep, hollow voice which was not his own, “You people are fools. I have complete control of Notch. You will never have your stupid contest. Prepare for the reign of Spike.” 
 
      
 
    And as the villagers in the crowd screamed and cried and pulled their hair in agony and despair, Notch simply disappeared and Spike appeared in his place laughing at everyone. 
 
      
 
    When Spike appeared, Clayton and Claire’s eyes suddenly turned a glowing red and they began to laugh with the same rhythm as Spike. It was then that Spike snapped his fingers and Clayton, Claire, and Spike all disappeared. 
 
      
 
    I looked at Emma and Tina and the Ender King, tears streaming down my face. 
 
      
 
    “Now what?” I said, assuming the answer would be that the world was going to end. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King was about to say something when a strange figure materialized next to us. It was a decrepit old villager woman not much taller than a six-year-old kid. She had wrinkled clothes and a strange hat pushed to one side. She had wrapped herself in a quilt that had all the colors of the rainbow on it but had many holes in it, as if it were hundreds of years old and not very well cared for. 
 
      
 
    And then she opened her mouth and with a cracky squeaky voice she said, “I understand you wish to speak with me. I am the head monk of the Rainbow Creeper.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    END of Surfer Villager 8 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    A Note from Dr. Block 
 
      
 
      
 
    I hope you liked book 8 of the Surfer Villager series. I made it a bit longer than the last book – just over 16,000 words – and I tried to put more action scenes into it. I hope you will agree that I succeeded. Let me know in your review. 
 
      
 
    So, I want to respond to a couple of comments from the reviews on Amazon. 
 
      
 
    Someone named “Amazon Customer” left a review of SV7 and asked if I was friends with Cube Kid. I would not call myself his friend, but I have talked to him via email a few times. He was kind enough to give me some praise that I put on the cover of my Complete Baby Zeke collection. So, I can try to email him and ask him to write more Minecraft books, but I can’t guarantee anything. I wish he would write more books too. They are all pretty good. 
 
      
 
    Hey, creeperking672, that Green Steve idea is interesting. I am looking for an adventure for my new Baby Zeke books, so maybe I can work that in somehow.... 
 
      
 
    Yash, you asked about the Otis diary.  I did write three of them, with the third book ending when Otis first meets Baby Zeke in the cave. I probably could write some more, but it will be a while. My immediate plans include more books in the SV and Zeke series for the next few months. 
 
      
 
    To everyone who suggested names for Jimmy’s dog, thank you. I decided to go with Solar and Sunbeam because they were both suggestions and they both were about the sun. And, since the dog turned out to be Notch in disguise, I thought a celestial name would be appropriate. 
 
      
 
    Anyway, that is all for my notes.  
 
      
 
    Be sure to follow my Amazon author page at https://www.amazon.com/Dr.-Block/e/B00WHDXJGK/ or my Instagram or Facebook (both @drblockbooks) to stay updated when new books come out. 
 
      
 
    Yours truly, 
 
    Dr. Block 
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