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 Day 43 – Morning 
 
      
 
      
 
    As I stood there staring at the strange little old lady who had identified herself as the head monk of the Rainbow Creeper, I took a trip back into my brain. I must have looked strange, probably with a glazed, dead–inside expression just for a few moments while I reviewed everything that had happened to me in the past few weeks.  
 
      
 
    I needed this moment of solitude in order to prepare for what was coming, what I knew would be one of the most difficult and stressful periods of my life. Here is what I thought about…. 
 
      
 
    I had co–invented surfing in Minecraft with Emma. I had been enslaved in the Nether by Clayton Dretsky and escaped. I had helped find Herobrine and asked him for ideas to stop the war between the Ender King and the Dretsky family. I’d watched the Almighty –– or so I thought –– Notch announce the surf contest to prevent that same war. I had been tortured in my dreams by Entity 303 and had seen what I thought was the Rainbow Creeper. I had adopted a pet dog wandering the streets which turned out to be Notch in disguise. I had traveled to the Nether to free my parents and rescue Herobrine. I had seen Notch captured by Entity 303, only to miraculously –– so it seemed at the time –– escape to judge the second surf contest. And, just a few moment ago, I had seen Entity 303 control Spike, Clayton, and Claire and kidnap Notch.  
 
      
 
    Thinking through the events in which I had been involved made my head spin. It was like something from the early mythology of the Overworld. Amazing, stupendous, epic, but not really believable.  
 
      
 
    And now, I was looking at this strange little old lady who claimed to have direct contact with the Rainbow Creeper, a deity about which I had only recently learned. It was almost too much. I could actually feel my brain sweating as it began to overheat. 
 
      
 
    When I snapped out of my trance, I saw the Ender King standing next to the head monk and saying, “Thank you for answering our call. I’ll get to the point: We’re hoping the Rainbow Creeper will help us defeat Spike and Entity 303 and rescue Herobrine and restore Notch to power.” 
 
      
 
    The old lady laughed and said sarcastically, “Oh, is that all?” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King sighed. “I realize it’s a big ask, but the Rainbow Creeper is the only supernatural being remaining who is not controlled by Entity 303, and I’m pretty sure we need supernatural powers to get us out of this mess.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, based on what you are asking, I would agree the Supernatural is in order,” said the old lady with a wink of her eye. “So, what do you think the Rainbow Creeper can do to assist you?” 
 
      
 
    I walked over to the two of them as they were chatting. “Look, lady, we need the Rainbow Creeper’s help right now. ASAP. Pronto! If we don’t get it … hurrr … well, Entity 303 has already corrupted Spike and is going to use Notch and Herobrine to get the creation stone and take over the three realms of Minecraft. The Rainbow Creeper will be destroyed.” I crossed my arms over my chest. That ought to wake her up to the terrible reality we all faced. 
 
      
 
    The old lady laughed. “I don’t think you understand what the Rainbow Creeper is, young man. The Rainbow Creeper cannot be destroyed.” 
 
      
 
    Now it was my turn to laugh. “Well, just the other day I didn’t think Notch could transform into a dog or be captured, but I’ve seen both of those things now. So I don’t think you really know who your Rainbow Creeper is.” 
 
      
 
    The old lady scowled at me and raised her hands above her head and shouted, “Silence!” 
 
      
 
    Normally, when someone who is only about three feet tall tells me to be quiet, I ignore them, mainly because it means they are a little kid trying to act all tough. 
 
      
 
    But there was something about this old lady that really made me listen to her. I actually felt intimidated, like when the Ender King would swell to several times his normal size and stare down at me. But in this case, of course, she was staring up at me through her wrinkled, scrunched up angry face. Her face was so purple with rage that she reminded me of a chorus fruit.  
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
      
 
    I nervously scratched my hair and pulled on the collar of my robe. “Hurrr … sorry. But, you see what I mean.” 
 
      
 
    The old lady shook her head in disgust. “The Rainbow Creeper is more than you can imagine, but I’m not going to get into that right now. The Rainbow Creeper has been watching Entity 303 slowly gain power over the past few years. The Rainbow Creeper had been relying upon Notch to keep Entity 303 in check, but somehow Entity 303 was able to acquire those old rainbow-colored ropes made from the Rainbow Creeper’s own skin ... that was a game changer –– no lie. With those, Entity 303 can control any being in Minecraft.” 
 
      
 
    I gasped. “Even Notch and Herobrine?” 
 
      
 
    “Any being.” 
 
      
 
    At this point, Emma, who had been standing to the side of the Ender King, interjected, “How do those ropes work anyway? They seem to defy all laws of nature.” 
 
      
 
    The old lady chuckled. “Of course they defy the laws of nature. The Rainbow Creeper is not of nature.”  
 
      
 
    Not of nature?!? Where did it come from then? What else is there? 
 
      
 
    The old lady did not explain any further, but left this strange mystery hanging in the air. I looked at Emma and opened my eyes wide and then rolled them slightly to express my dismay at the fact that this old lady wouldn’t tell us more. Emma looked shocked. As a scientist, she was always looking for facts and data; I could tell the uncertainty disturbed her greatly. 
 
      
 
    The old woman continued. “Look, you may not know this but Entity 303 can exist in all three realms of Minecraft at the same time. But, when he is split into three parts, he is much less powerful, more like a ghost, a shy, passive mob, or a dream, but he can still influence events in the realms. When he joins all three of his bodies together in a single realm –– the Overworld, for instance –– he is as powerful as anyone other than perhaps Notch and the Rainbow Creeper. But now that he has the ropes, he is the most powerful creature in all of Minecraft other than the Rainbow Creeper.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King put both of his hands on his head and moaned in distress. “Will the Rainbow Creeper help us then? Without its help, we are doomed.” 
 
      
 
    The old woman nodded. “Truly, the Rainbow Creeper is merciful, and I come bearing advice from the Rainbow Creeper. If you follow this advice and have a little luck, you should be able to defeat Entity 303.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, spill then,” I said. “We don’t have all day.” I needed this old lady to hurry up and get to the point. Seriously, guys, these people who have to monologue before getting to the point bug me. 
 
      
 
    The old woman looked at me angrily and then threw a tiny pebble at me. When the pebble hit my skin it inflicted a massive amount of pain but only for a brief moment. I collapsed to the ground and screamed in agony. “What have you done to me?” 
 
      
 
    “I wanted to show you but a small portion of the Rainbow Creeper’s power. That pebble is made from the Rainbow Creeper’s dead skin. As the skin falls off, the followers of the Rainbow Creeper followers collect it and turn it into weapons. You are a rude child and deservedly punished.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s child abuse, you hag!” said Emma, taking a step toward the head monk. “You should be ashamed of yourself.” 
 
      
 
    The old woman shrugged. “I’m old school when it comes to stuff like that.” 
 
      
 
    By now my pain subsided and I stood up and pointed my finger at the old lady. “I’m not old–school. If you do that again, I’m coming after you, even if you are an old lady.” 
 
      
 
    The old woman began to growl at me but the Ender King stepped in between us and put his hands up. “This is not helping anyone. Head monk, stop inflicting pain on anyone who isn’t evil. Jimmy, stop being so rude.” 
 
      
 
    The head monk lowered her head in shame and said, “I’m sorry. I did not have a good childhood. I didn’t mean to continue the cycle of violence.” 
 
      
 
    I sighed and said, “I’m sorry. I was being a bit rude, but I just want to find my friends and … hurrr … this sounds crazy, but … save the world.” 
 
      
 
    At this point the head monk insisted that we go somewhere more private. The Ender King, Emma, Princess Tina, and I followed the head monk to a private corner of the Surf ‘n Snack. It was easy to find privacy as most of the crowd had run away in terror when Spike had appeared. 
 
      
 
    “I will tell you the steps you need to take to rescue Herobrine and Notch and to free the Dretsky family from Entity 303’s control. You must find and free each of the people Entity 303 has imprisoned. In addition to Herobrine and Notch, he has imprisoned Claire Dretsky as leverage against Clayton and Spike. He knows they will be forced to obey him because they want to protect their sister.” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe the audacity of Entity 303, holding Claire hostage so that he could keep Clayton and Spike doing his bidding. 
 
      
 
    “Are you saying that Spike might be able to break free of Entity 303’s control if Claire were free?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    The old woman shook her head. “No, but the ongoing fear of harm to his sister makes it easier for Entity 303 to control Spike’s mind, freeing up his energy to control Notch.” 
 
      
 
    The head monk then reached into her tattered cloak and pulled out three splash potions. The liquid inside appeared to be all the colors of the rainbow, with actual gradients and separations between the colors inside the bottle. Somehow they didn’t mix together and form an inky black potion.  
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    The old woman handed the three potion bottles to the Ender King. “This is the rarest potion in all of Minecraft. It is the potion of sanity. When you throw it on a person, they have thirty seconds of pure clarity where they can see the world for what it truly is no matter what situation they’re in. When you find Herobrine, Claire, and Notch, you must toss this potion on them because it will allow them to break free of Entity 303’s control and, once they see the world for what it is, they will never be subject to his control again.” 
 
      
 
    What did she mean by that? How does seeing the world for what it truly is allow you to be free from the control of others? Even from someone as powerful as Entity 303? 
 
      
 
    “Once we free them, can we capture Entity 303?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    The head monk looked at me curiously. “Do you want to capture Entity 303? Does it matter?” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t know. Obviously, I want to free Claire and Notch and Herobrine, but shouldn’t we capture Entity 303 once it’s all done?” 
 
      
 
    “That’s up to you,” said the old lady. “The Rainbow Creeper has now given you the power to free your friends. The rest is in your hands.” 
 
      
 
    “I would think the Rainbow Creeper would be more involved in the world of Minecraft. After all, without Minecraft, the Rainbow Creeper wouldn’t exist.” I said, starting to get angry again. 
 
      
 
    The old woman looked at me and smiled. “That’s where you are wrong. Did I not already tell you the Rainbow Creeper is not of nature? The Rainbow Creeper stays here because it enjoys the creeper form and the blocky world. It is not of Minecraft.” 
 
      
 
    I was shocked. I looked over at Emma. She was totally shook. Even the Ender King seemed a little twitchy. 
 
      
 
    “What do you mean? How could the Rainbow Creeper not be ‘of Minecraft’? Minecraft didn’t exist until Notch created it.” I said. 
 
      
 
    “It is true that Notch created Minecraft when he touched the creation stone, but the Rainbow Creeper preexisted that moment,” the head monk paused and looked like she was thinking of continuing, but then said, “That’s a story for another time.” 
 
      
 
    I balled my right hand into a fist and shook it at the old lady. “Netherrack,” I cursed, “you’re going to tell me that story right now!” 
 
      
 
    The old woman pulled out a little pebble and held it in her hand I could tell she was contemplating throwing it at me again. She put it back into her pocket and insisted in a calm, level voice, “No. It is a story for another time.” 
 
      
 
    At this point, Emma intervened. “Look, head monk, I would really like to hear you explain the origins of the Rainbow Creeper, but I guess I can let that pass. However, where can we find Notch, Herobrine, and Claire? They’ve all disappeared. We have no idea where to look.” 
 
      
 
    Leave it to Emma to be practical and ask how to start our quest. I wish I would think of things like that. 
 
      
 
    The head monk nodded her head and then was silent for a moment. She closed her eyes and made little circles by touching the tips of each thumb and middle finger together. She started chanting a little bit and then, after about twenty seconds stopped chanting and opened her eyes. 
 
      
 
    “I can tell you this. Herobrine is being held at the bottom of a stronghold tied to a chair. The chair is on a cobblestone platform surrounded by lava and there is a small tube through which air goes in and out of the area and through which his captor lowers food and drink to him. Claire is imprisoned on an end island inside an end ship. Notch … well … find the other two and you’ll know how to find Notch.” 
 
      
 
    I was about to ask her if she knew where the stronghold was when she simply vanished into thin air. 
 
      
 
    I screamed. “What is that supposed to mean?!? How does that nonsense help us find them?” 
 
      
 
    “I think it will be enough,” said the Ender King. “There are not that many strongholds in the Overworld, and the Ender Army has mapped all of the known ones. We can quickly scout them for evidence of Herobrine’s presence. Plus, if I’m inside a stronghold with Herobrine, I should be able to sense his presence.” 
 
      
 
    Emma nodded. “Yeah, and then since strongholds always have end portals, we can go to the End once we find Herobrine and then we can locate Claire. And then, if the head monk was right, once we find Claire, we will know how to find Notch.” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe,” said the Ender King. “Or, maybe we will need a rest.  There is no telling how long this might take. Still, I admire your optimism.” 
 
      
 
    I sighed. This was crazy. I should be surfing right now and counting all the emeralds I was making from the Surf ‘n Snack. Instead, I was going on a wild goose chase. But it was a goose chase that had to end with me catching the goose or else Entity 303 would take over the world of Minecraft and Claire, Herobrine and Notch would probably be …. I couldn’t think it. It was too horrific to contemplate. 
 
      
 
    I looked back toward the remnants of the contest crowd, most of whom had dispersed when Notch was kidnapped and everyone freaked out. I saw my dad awaiting some distance off. I walked over to him and told him everything that the head monk had told us just now. 
 
      
 
    “Dad, I have to go on this mission. I have to finish what I started.” 
 
      
 
    My dad took a deep breath and then nodded. “I shouldn’t let you go,” he said. “Your mother wouldn’t want me to let you go, but I understand why you must. The blood of Cornelius, Bane of Zombies, runs through your veins. Do our family name proud son.” 
 
      
 
    I felt tears forming in my eyes. I didn’t realize how much it would mean to me to have my dad give me his permission and tell me he was proud that I was a member of the family. 
 
      
 
    I swallowed a couple times to avoid my voice cracking when I replied and said, “Thanks, Dad. I will.” 
 
      
 
    After I received my dad’s blessing I walked back toward the Ender King. It was then I noticed Emma had walked off and was speaking with her parents. They looked frantic and upset. Emma was gesticulating here and there and occasionally turned around and pointed at me or the Ender King. I could not hear what she was saying. 
 
      
 
    After about two minutes of argument, her parents both hugged her tightly and then said some words to her, hugged her again, and then watched with tears in their eyes as she walked back toward our group. 
 
      
 
    As Emma approached, I could see that she had been crying. “What’s wrong?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Emma sniffed and ran her hand across her nose before answering. “I told them I wanted to come with you to rescue Herobrine and Claire and Notch. They wouldn’t let me go … hurrr ... at first. But I convinced them that this expedition might need someone who can think in a scientific way, and let’s face it, you and the ender folk aren’t much for science.” 
 
      
 
    I’d chuckled slightly and said, “So, that convinced them? Science?” 
 
      
 
    Emma shrugged and then added, “Well … hurrr ... that and I told them that you were super dominant and could take care of me.” 
 
      
 
    I could feel the flush in my cheeks from the embarrassment. “Really? You think I can take care of you?” I was flattered. I had never had anyone tell me that I was able to take care of them. And now Emma, my best friend, was telling me that. It made me feel very proud. 
 
      
 
    Emma laughed and then slapped me on my shoulder. “I can take care of myself, obviously, like when I saved you from being a slave in the Nether. I just told my parents that because they believe in all that old–school chivalry stuff.” 
 
      
 
    I could feel my cheeks getting even redder from even more embarrassment.  
 
      
 
    Did Emma really mean that I could take care of her and she was just covering it up, or did she really mean that I was an idiot and she had just figured out what to tell her parents so that she could come on this trip with us?  
 
      
 
    I had no idea. Instead, I forced a chuckle and said, “Cool.” 
 
      
 
    “Come on, Jimmy,” said Emma with a smile, “Let’s go see what the Ender King wants to do next.” 
 
      
 
    The two of us walked over to the Ender King and Tina, who had been standing near the water’s edge while Emma and I spoke with our parents. I took the lead speaking, mainly because I wanted to distract myself from the embarrassing conversation I just had with Emma. “So, King, what up? How it be? What next, dawg?” 
 
      
 
    The King scowled at me and my idiomatic expressions and then said, “First, we will return to my palace. I shall dispatch my soldiers to search the known strongholds. Then we’ll decide what to do.” 
 
      
 
    And with that, the Ender King reached out and touched my shoulder and Emma’s shoulder and the three of us, along with Princess Tina, teleported back to the Ender King’s palace in downtown Zombie Bane. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   



 

 Day 43 – Moments Later 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    When we arrived at the palace, Laird, to our surprise, was standing in the reception hall!  
 
      
 
    When he saw us he flashed a brilliant smile, gave us a shaka and said, “I just got back from the funeral. I’m still sad, but I wanted to find out how the contest went.” 
 
      
 
    We all had sad expressions on our faces which gave him a hint of how the contest went. 
 
      
 
    “So you lost?” He seemed genuinely surprised. 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “Well, yeah, we did lose, but … hurrr ...  that’s not the real issue.” 
 
      
 
    By the way I said it, Laird could tell I was being serious. Laird lost the smile he been wearing and asked, “How bad is it?” 
 
      
 
    I quickly explained the events of the last week and how we were now on a quest for Herobrine, Claire, and Notch.  
 
      
 
    Laird shook his head sadly and said, “I didn’t think anything could be sadder than the funeral of a friend, but this might just be. And even though I live in a different world and I am not of Minecraft, I feel great sadness.” 
 
      
 
    That was weird. Laird mentioned that he was “not of Minecraft,” just like the head monk had said about the Rainbow Creeper.  
 
      
 
    The Rainbow Creeper couldn’t be a player in disguise, could it? 
 
      
 
    “So, is there going to be a third contest?” asked Laird. 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “I doubt it. But I wish there would be. Notch said it was going to be on an island in the middle of the ocean and there would be naturally generated waves.” 
 
      
 
    Laird sank to his knees and raised his eyes to the sky and said, “Hallelujah!” Then he stood up and said, “Gosh, it makes me sad that Notch was actually going to create powerful natural waves, and now that he is gone, it probably won’t happen. I really hope you do find him because natural waves in Minecraft would be amazing.” 
 
      
 
    I agreed with him and suggested that he check back with us in a few days. If we’d found Notch by then, the contest might be going forward, but if we hadn’t, then maybe the world of Minecraft wouldn’t even exist. 
 
      
 
    “Indeed, Laird, when you do return, be prepared to leave at a moment’s notice. If the world of Minecraft begins to collapse and its existence begins to end, you will want to escape back to the human world, otherwise, who knows what will happen to you,” warned the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King’s warning made everything far too real for me. The fact that he acknowledged that the world of Minecraft might actually end was too much for me to bear. I slumped into a nearby chair and began to sob. 
 
      
 
    Laird came over and put his hand on my shoulder and said, “You can do it, Jimmy. You can find them. I believe in you guys.” Laird removed his hand from my shoulder and scratched his head. “Still, I guess I had best take the King’s advice and go back to the human world. When I do come back, I’ll be ready to leave as quickly as a possible, but also be ready to fight or surf, if necessary.” 
 
      
 
    And with that, Laird shimmered and then disappeared, leaving Minecraft and returning to his world. 
 
      
 
    With Laird gone, the Ender King told us he was going to go talk with his soldiers in order to send them to reconnoiter all the known strongholds for any evidence of Herobrine’s location. Emma, Tina and I acknowledged this, and he left the room.  
 
      
 
    The three of us sat in silence for several minutes, lost in our own thoughts, making peace with our souls and the thought of the ultimate destruction of Minecraft or, at best, a Minecraft where Entity 303 controlled everything. 
 
      
 
    When the King returned a few minutes later, he said, “We should know in a few hours if my soldiers have found a possible location for Herobrine. In the meanwhile, we should rest.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   



 

 Day 43 – Five Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    After about five minutes of sitting in the Ender King’s reception hall, I got bored. And I said so. “King, I’m bored.” 
 
      
 
    The King looked at me with his purple eyes and rolled them. “What is it with you kids today? You’re always bored.” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t know. I didn’t used to get bored. But I’ve had so much insane stimulation, what with surfing and being enslaved and rescuing my parents and seeing Notch kidnapped. Just sitting around is kind of … hurrr ... boring.” 
 
      
 
    “So, you think it’ll be a couple hours before the ender soldiers get back from searching the strongholds?” asked Emma. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King nodded his perfectly cubic black head and said, “Give or take. Strongholds are pretty complex structures and it will take my soldiers a while to perform even a cursory search through all the passages and rooms.” 
 
      
 
    “In that case, do you mind if Jimmy and I go explore Mr. Blaze’s bookstore?” asked Emma. 
 
      
 
    An icy chill ran down my spine. Why hadn’t we thought of this earlier? Mr. Blaze was clearly an ally of Entity 303 and Spike, either by choice or because he was compelled to do so.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, we should do that,” I said, slamming my fist down on the nearby table to emphasize my point. “There might be clues in his bookstore.” 
 
      
 
    “I want to go too!” said Princess Tina.  
 
      
 
    The Ender King regarded us and then said, “That’s a good idea. Tina, you can go but I will send an ender soldier with you. I don’t think your ladies in waiting, Arianna and Rihanna, are strong enough should Entity 303 or Spike appear while you’re at the bookstore.” 
 
      
 
    Tina smiled. “Okay. Whatever you say, Daddy.” 
 
      
 
    An ender soldier suddenly materialized in the room, somehow he had been summoned by the Ender King. The ender soldier saluted and said, “Yes, my King?” 
 
      
 
    “Liam, I want you to protect Tina with your life. If you can protect Emma and Jimmy also, please do, but Tina is your number one priority.” 
 
      
 
    The ender soldier clicked his tiny black heels together and saluted again, acknowledging his understanding of the task. 
 
      
 
    I looked over at Emma and whispered, “I guess we see how it is now, don’t we?” 
 
      
 
    Emma shrugged. 
 
      
 
    Tina walked over and said, “Shall we go?”  
 
      
 
    The two of us nodded and Tina put her hand on Emma’s shoulder and the soldier put his hand on my shoulder and we teleported to the front of Mr. Blaze’s bookstore. 
 
      
 
    Because we had kept most of the story of what happened in the Nether secret from the public, no one outside our small circle knew that Mr. Blaze was a traitor. Therefore, his bookstore remained open.  In fact, the teenage villager whom we had met the last time we visited the store was sitting behind the emerald register selling books. We walked up to him and I said, “What up? How it be?” 
 
      
 
    He looked at us and said, “Oh, it’s you guys.” Then, he noticed Tina and the soldier and looked very uneasy. “And … hurrr ... you have two enders with you?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, they’re cool. Don’t worry about it,” I said. 
 
      
 
    The teenage villager didn’t seem convinced that he shouldn’t worry about two ender folk in his book shop. Although he didn’t challenge their presence, he refused to look them in the face. 
 
      
 
    “Have you seen Mr. Blaze around?” I asked, knowing that he hadn’t. 
 
      
 
    The teenager shook his head and said, “I haven’t seen him for a few days. I keep coming to work because I assume he just went on vacation or something and forgot to tell me. It’s kinda weird though. He’s never done that before.” 
 
      
 
    “Gone on vacation or forgotten to tell you?” asked Emma. 
 
      
 
    “Either. He’s a super–organized workaholic.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded and scrunched my brow as if I were equally as concerned as the teenaged clerk. And then I said, “Hey, when we were here before, Mr. Blaze showed us some books he had in his private library. There is something in one of them I wanted to look at again. Do you think I could get in there real quick?” 
 
      
 
    The teenager looked nervous and said, “I don’t know. That’s his private area. I’m only allowed to go in there when he calls me.” 
 
      
 
    It was Emma’s turn to try. She leaned forward in a conspiratorial manner and said in a whisper, “Look, see that ender girl over there? She’s actually the Ender King’s daughter.” The teenager’s eyes got wide with a combination of amazement and trepidation. “He sent us over here to look for something. Something very important. Maybe even a clue to help us find out what happened to Notch this morning at the surf contest. You wouldn’t want to prevent that, would you?” 
 
      
 
    The teenager started sweating and pulled on the collar of his robe to let some air in to try to cool down. He glanced quickly at the two enders standing in his book shop. He leaned toward Emma and whispered, “That was crazy about Notch. But, say, if she’s the Ender Princess, who’s the tall one?” 
 
      
 
    “That’s her bodyguard. The Ender King told him to kill anyone who got in her way,” said Emma, like it was no big deal. 
 
      
 
    At this point the teenage villager’s face turned bright red and then immediately became a pale white. It looked as though he was going to vomit. But he didn’t. Instead he reached under the desk and fumbled for a key, handed it to Emma and said, “Go ahead. But if Mr. Blaze gets upset, I’ll tell him the Ender King made me do it.” 
 
      
 
    Emma took the key and smiled. “I’m sure Mr. Blaze will understand.” 
 
      
 
    The four of us walked over to the door to Mr. Blaze’s private office. Emma put the key in and opened the door. For a moment, I had a sick feeling that when we opened the door Mr. Blaze would be in there, waiting for us, doing something evil...  
 
      
 
    But he was not. 
 
      
 
    We walked into the office and shut the door behind us so that the teenage villager working at the front desk couldn’t see what we were doing. 
 
      
 
    We started by looking around the room for anything obviously evil, but of course it looked just like an office. Just like it did the last time we were in there.  
 
      
 
    I looked at the locked glass cabinet that held the old books and from which Mr. Blaze had retrieved his book about Evokers. It seemed like that had been years ago. 
 
      
 
    I pointed at the cabinet and said, “If there is anything helpful, I bet it’s in there.” 
 
      
 
    Emma nodded and looked at the keychain. “There’s only one key here and the door is locked on that cabinet. How will we get in?” 
 
      
 
    “Try the key anyway,” I suggested. 
 
      
 
    Emma walked over and stuck the key in the keyhole. The key slid into the keyhole without any problem, getting my hopes up that it might work.  Emma tried turning it a couple of times, but it just jiggled back and forth inside the lock, not opening it. 
 
      
 
    “Netherrack,” I cursed under my breath. 
 
      
 
    “Do you really think there is useful information in there?” asked Tina. 
 
      
 
    Emma and I both nodded our heads and Emma said, “Yes. It’s where he stores all his occult books.” 
 
      
 
    “In that case, Muscles, open it up,” Tina ordered her bodyguard. 
 
      
 
    The ender soldier did as he was told. He walked over to the locked cabinet, put his hands on each of the doors and then, using his long, skinny arms like levers, he pried the doors open in less than a second. 
 
      
 
    We now had free access to the occult collection of Mr. Blaze. 
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    We all reached in and grabbed a book.  
 
      
 
    I grabbed a book called Fantastic Mobs and Where to Find Them. When I opened it up, expecting a summary of different types of “fantastic” mobs, the title page didn’t match the cover. Instead, the title page said the book was entitled Transmogrification of Mobs: Myth or Reality? A Visual Guide with Recipes.  
 
      
 
    I held the book up and said, “Guys, check this out. This is a book about transmogrification!” 
 
      
 
    Emma’s eyes got wide. “That’s amazing and it might explain everything.” 
 
      
 
    I looked down at the floor sheepishly and said, “Really? So … hurrr ... what is transmogrification?” 
 
      
 
    “You didn’t know?!?” asked Tina. “Why did you get so excited?” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “It is a long word, I guess?” 
 
      
 
    Emma slapped her head and then said, “Transmogrification is changing something from one form into another. So if this is about the transmogrification of mobs, that would mean you could change one type of mob into another type of mob.” 
 
      
 
    “Like a chicken into a wolf?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Emma rolled her eyes and said, “I suppose. Or maybe a villager into a blaze or vice versa.”  
 
      
 
    I was offended. “Villagers aren’t mobs! We are NPCs!” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t be so attached to labels,” said Emma. “We all come from the same source: Notch or the creation stone, if you believe the stone exists.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, Jimmy, are you saying you’re better than me or my dad?” asked Tina, her purple eyes shining with barely controlled rage. “Endermen are mobs.” 
 
      
 
    I realized I had made a stupid mistake. “No, that’s not what I meant. I just was kind of thinking of zombies and evil animal mobs, not you. I realize that the labels and divisions don’t really make any sense.” 
 
      
 
    Tina shot a death stare at me for a few more seconds and then relented. “Okay. Just don’t make that same mistake again.” 
 
      
 
    I handed the book to Emma and she flipped through it. After about a minute, she said, “Look. There’s all sorts of techniques for turning blazes in the every kind of mob. The only transmogrification missing is converting them into villagers.” She paused and tapped her lips with her right index finger. “Maybe Mr. Blaze figured out how to change himself into a blaze. I don’t think a blaze would have turned itself into villager.” 
 
      
 
    “Why not?” asked Tina. 
 
      
 
    “Well, hurrr, mainly because a blaze probably couldn’t read this book without catching it on fire and destroying it.” 
 
      
 
    “This is crazy!” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, it is,” responded Emma calmly, like a been–there, done–that know–it–all. “There’s some writing in the margins that I can’t decipher, but I would guess it is Mr. Blaze’s handwriting and that it contained the extra information he discovered to change himself into a blaze.” 
 
      
 
    I was totally shocked and blown away. Why would but Mr. Blaze want to become a blaze? Other than the fact of his last name, which was somewhat unfortunate and incredibly coincidental, I could not understand the desire to become a blaze. Maybe I’d find out someday, maybe not. 
 
      
 
    At that moment Tina gasped. 
 
      
 
    I looked over and saw her reading a different book. “What is it?” 
 
      
 
    “This book, it’s called Entity 303: A Misunderstood Life.” Tina held up the book and we could see the cover showed Entity 303 sitting on a rock with tears streaming down his face. “The author. It’s written by a Señor Fuego, which is Spanish for ... Mr. Blaze!” 
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    We were all shocked. Even the ender soldier betrayed a hint of emotion behind his disciplined military façade. 
 
      
 
    “Wait. How do you know Spanish?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Tina shrugged. “Players enter Minecraft from all around the human world. I think I actually can speak just about every human language.  Can’t you?” 
 
      
 
    I searched my mind and concluded that no, I could not. But, I said nothing. Just shrugged. 
 
      
 
    “Anyway,” continued Tina, “I flipped through the book and it reads as if Entity 303 is the greatest creation who ever lived. It also talks about conversations the author had with Entity 303 and how Entity 303 has a plan to take over the world.”  Tina paused for a moment and took a deep breath before continuing. “And, from what I can tell, it reads like a playbook for everything that has happened to all of us over the last few days!” 
 
      
 
    Gulp! I was shocked. A playbook? Were we being manipulated this entire time?!? 
 
      
 
    “Let me see that book,” I demanded, sticking my hand out. 
 
      
 
    Tina handed me the book and I flipped through it. It was handwritten, more like a diary than an actual published book.  
 
      
 
    Tina was right. It mentioned, in general outline, all the events we had lived through in the past few weeks, though there was nothing in it about surfing or the Update Aquatic, which obviously was an overlay to the basic story. 
 
      
 
    I was flabbergasted. “How could Entity 303 have set all this up? How could he have foreseen so many events?” 
 
      
 
    “Does it really surprise you, Jimmy?” asked Emma. “If the mythology is true, Entity 303 is a single–minded creature that lives only to disrupt the world of Minecraft. He has probably been thinking about this plan for years, maybe hundreds or even thousands of years. However long he’s existed. I just wonder why Mr. Blaze got involved with him in the first place?” 
 
      
 
    Then I had an idea. If this was a playbook of what happened, I needed to read it to find out what was to come. 
 
      
 
    I looked through the pages until I came to the part about kidnapping Notch and then read what was on the final four pages. 
 
      
 
    “Guys, this is terrible. Entity 303 does plan to enslave the world of Minecraft for one hundred years in order to make everyone suffer. And then, when he is satisfied with the world’s suffering, he plans to destroy everything with the creation stone!” 
 
      
 
    Everyone gasped, groaned, and shook their heads in disbelief. 
 
      
 
    “Well, tell us, how is he planning to do it?!?” asked Tina. “Let’s get ahead of this and stop it!” 
 
      
 
    I sighed. “That’s the problem. All the pages that tell how he plans to do it are almost entirely illegible. It’s like someone poured water on them and left only the conclusion I just explained. It is impossible to know how Entity 303 plans to get there.” 
 
      
 
    Emma grabbed the book from my hands and flipped the pages, verifying what I’d said. She threw the book on the ground and kicked it across the room. “Netherrack,” she swore. 
 
      
 
    I had never heard her swear before. This had finally gotten to her. It was too much. 
 
      
 
    Tina straightened her back and, acting like the princess she truly was, said, “We need to return to my father. He must be advised of this dreadful information immediately.” 
 
      
 
    Emma and I set our jaws and gritted our teeth.  
 
      
 
    “Agreed,” I said, retrieving the book Emma had just kicked and placing it in to my inventory along with the transmogrification guide. 
 
      
 
    And with that, we teleported back to the palace. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   



 

 Day 43 – Moments Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    When we reappeared in the King’s reception hall, the King was sitting on his throne, tapping his fingers impatiently on the armrest awaiting the return of his ender soldiers. 
 
      
 
    Tina ran up to her father and squealed, “Daddy! Daddy! We found something amazing!” 
 
      
 
    The King looked at his daughter and raised an eyebrow –– at least I think he raised an eyebrow, it was difficult to be certain because his eyebrows blended so well with his skin –– and asked, “Oh really? Tell me.” 
 
      
 
    The three of us proceeded to tell him the story of how we had discovered the books about transmogrification as well as what appeared to be Mr. Blaze’s handwritten summary of Entity 303’s long–term plan to conquer and then destroy the world of Minecraft. The entire time the ender soldier who had accompanied us was nodding his head, indicating that we were telling the truth and that he had witnessed it. 
 
      
 
    When we had finished telling our tale, I asked, “So, King, what do you think? Was Mr. Blaze just some kind of deranged groupie of Entity 303 who gave over his life to him or has he been manipulated by Entity 303 to become his slave or is it something else?” 
 
      
 
    The King yawned and shrugged and said, “This entire pursuit is making me weary. All I wanted to do was destroy Clayton Dretsky for killing my people and stealing the resources of the End, but now, if Entity 303 gets his way, I may be presiding over the final kingship of the End. I just want this to be over.” 
 
      
 
    Could this be true? Could the Ender King be giving up? Could this adult be unwilling to sacrifice to save the world for the children? If he gave up, what chance did we have? 
 
      
 
    We all stood around, an awkward silence slowly enveloping us, threatening to choke the life out of the room. I was trying desperately to think of something to say to break the silence, but nothing was coming to mind. I was becoming desperate and nervous. The weight of the silence became so heavy that I was about to scream when an ender soldier materialized in the middle of the reception hall. 
 
      
 
    In fact, the fool was standing on the dining table!  I laughed. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King sat up straight in his throne when the ender soldier appeared. “General, you have returned. What is your report?” He paused and smirked.  “But first, get down from the table, man!” 
 
      
 
    The general stood at attention and then jumped off the table.  “My apologies, my King. I was in such a hurry to get here that I miscalculated my teleportation jump. Anyway, we have searched all three known strongholds from top to bottom and can find no area which would seem to be housing Herobrine. I’m sorry, but we have failed you.” 
 
      
 
    “Was the head monk lying?!?” I shouted with rage and stomping my right foot hard on the floor. 
 
      
 
    The general snapped his head at me, I could tell he thought I was rude. The Ender King shook his head. “I don’t think so. I just think that Entity 303 has hidden Herobrine so cleverly the merely inspecting the rooms over the course of a couple of hours is not enough to find him. We will have to go to each stronghold and search it like we are looking for a needle in a haystack.” 
 
      
 
    “Aargh,” I groaned. “That’s going to take forever.” 
 
      
 
    “Where’s your sense of adventure, Jimmy?” asked Emma. “Who knows what we might find in the libraries and storage chests within each stronghold. Think of the knowledge!” 
 
      
 
    I squinted my eyes at Emma and sighed. “How can you be so optimistic at a time like this? Who cares if we find a bunch of enchanted books or whatever is inside those stupid chests. We are looking for Herobrine. We have to stop Entity 303!” I yelled, pulling my hair at the same time. 
 
      
 
    Emma wagged her finger at me like she was an old lady who thought she knew better than me. “That’s what I mean. If Herobrine is hidden so cleverly, we will have to find clues. Probably hidden in chests or something.” 
 
      
 
    “Emma’s right, Jimmy,” said Tina. “You need to chill.” 
 
      
 
    I probably would have yelled at Tina and Emma if the Ender King had not been there, but I knew that if I yelled at them, especially Tina, the Ender King would be very upset. So, I refrained. “Okay, so now I’m going to have to look through dozens of chests and try to find some weird clue that some freak left behind to help me locate another freak? Sounds like a great way to spend the next five weeks of my life.” 
 
      
 
    “Enough!” shouted the Ender King. “It will not take five weeks, and besides, even if it did, isn’t five weeks of your life worth saving the entire creation of Minecraft?” 
 
      
 
    I scoffed. “Ah, weren’t you about to give up a few minutes ago?” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King swelled to five times his normal size and yelled, “I was just tired. I never give up!” 
 
      
 
    I was ashamed.  
 
      
 
    Of course five weeks of my insignificant life was worth saving Minecraft. Even if I thought every mob and NPC and player in Minecraft was an idiot, I still valued my life and the lives of my family and friends. And I truly valued surfing. It was magical and majestic. I didn’t want that to end. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry. I wasn’t thinking … hurrr ... as usual.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King’s stony face softened, and he returned to his normal size and then smiled at me. “That’s okay. We are all under a lot of stress. Look, we need to prepare. Tina, go to your room and collect your supplies. You are old enough to be on this mission with me.” 
 
      
 
    Tina smiled a huge smile, ran to her father and kissed him on the cheek.  “Thank you! Thank you!” she said before disappearing, apparently teleporting to her room. 
 
      
 
    When she had gone, the Ender King turned to the ender soldier who had accompanied us to Mr. Blaze’s bookstore. “Liam, take Emma and Jimmy to their houses so they may pack their things and stuff their inventories full of food.”  Stuff our inventories? Who says that? “Stay with each of them while they do that and then return as quickly as possible.” 
 
      
 
    “What are your orders for me, Your Highness?” said the general to the king. 
 
      
 
    “Prepare one hundred of your finest men. We will start by exploring the closest stronghold and then move further away to each successive stronghold as needed. With any luck, we will find Herobrine in the first stronghold, but you must be prepared for several days of exploration if we do not.” 
 
      
 
    The general snapped to attention, saluted, and said, “Yes, my King. We shall be prepared within the hour.” 
 
      
 
      
 
   



 

 Day 43 – One Hour Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    Once we were all ready, we teleported as a group to the closest stronghold. In addition to the general, the 100 ender soldiers, and the Ender King, and Tina, it was just Emma and me. We felt out of place surrounded by the tall, lanky, obsidian–colored creatures, but we were all in this together. If the head monk were to be believed, we had to find Herobrine if we wanted to ever find Claire or rescue Notch. We couldn’t fail; the consequences were far too great. 
 
      
 
    As we approached the entrance to the stronghold, I saw that it was being guarded by two ender soldiers. When we got closer, they saluted. 
 
      
 
    “At ease, men” said the Ender King. “Have you seen anyone attempting to enter the stronghold since you searched it?” 
 
      
 
    “No, Your Highness, no one has come in through the main entrance, anyway,” said the first soldier. 
 
      
 
    “That’s correct,” said the other, “I have seen no one. Several other soldiers have been teleporting periodically over the surface of the stronghold and have not seen any new holes dug by any players attempting to locate the stronghold.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King nodded his head and said, “Excellent. Remain here on guard while we enter the stronghold. If anyone approaches who you cannot convince to leave, one of you should teleport to find me while the other should prevent that person from entering. Use all necessary force.” 
 
      
 
    The ender soldiers clicked their heels together and saluted as the Ender King walked past them into the stronghold. 
 
      
 
    Emma and I followed the Ender King and Tina with the mass of one hundred soldiers directly behind us. I had never been inside of a stronghold before. I was excited and scared at the same time. 
 
      
 
    “Emma, have you ever been inside a stronghold before?” Tina asked. “I haven’t.” 
 
      
 
    She shook her head. “No, but I’ve read a lot about them. They are labyrinthine in their construction and typically contain prison cells, libraries, random chests with various items, and silverfish spawners and … hurrr … even an end portal!” 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Everybody knows that.” 
 
      
 
    Emma squinted her eyes at me, slightly angry. “Well, Jimmy, I didn’t see you paying very good attention in geography class last year, so I wasn’t sure if you knew anything about strongholds. I thought I’d give you a quick summary.” 
 
      
 
    She was right. I hadn’t paid much attention in geography class. Now that I’d been all across the Overworld and parts of the Nether, it probably would have served me well to have paid attention.  
 
      
 
    Stay in school, kids.  
 
      
 
    I laughed. “I suppose I deserved that.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King looked back at us and shushed us. “Stop talking so loudly. We may need the element of surprise.” 
 
      
 
    The King was right, as usual. Emma, Tina, and I followed in silence for a few moments until we entered a fairly large chamber.  
 
      
 
    When everyone had gathered inside the chamber, the Ender King said clearly, but quietly, “I want this stronghold explored from top to bottom. I want every room checked and double checked. If it takes all day, then it takes all day. I know that the initial scouts found nothing, but Entity 303 is extremely clever. And, for that matter, so is Herobrine. If Herobrine had been held captive here, he may have left clue. Look for anything out of the ordinary.” 
 
      
 
    The ender soldiers shouted with one voice, “Hoo–rah!” 
 
      
 
    The ender general turned to his men and said, “Form up into squads of two to search the stronghold. If anything is discovered, one of the members of the squad should teleport back to this central room and find me. I will wait here. The other member of the squad should stand guard and protect the clue with his life.” The Ender general paused to look over his men with a determined expression. “Any questions?” 
 
      
 
    There were no questions. These were highly trained ender soldiers who knew what they were doing. A simple reconnaissance mission was something they could handle with ease. Without further instructions. They weren’t babies. 
 
      
 
    “In that case, get to work,” ordered the general. 
 
      
 
    The ender soldiers quickly dispersed from the room, some walking and others teleporting. 
 
      
 
    “Yo, King?” I asked. “How the heck will they know if they have searched all the rooms?” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King shook his head and looked at me like I was an ignorant toddler. “They have maps. Didn’t I tell you we mapped all the strongholds?” 
 
      
 
    I could feel my face flushing with embarrassment. “Oh, yeah. Of course, I remember. Hurrr, can I get a map?” 
 
      
 
    “You won’t need a map,” said the Ender King. “You and Emma are coming with me and Tina.” 
 
      
 
    I tried to act all cool. “That’ll work, bruv.” 
 
      
 
    Emma laughed at me. “Jimmy, you have to stop trying to act so cool and chill. You are a terrible actor. Why can’t you just be your non–chill, non–cool self?” 
 
      
 
    Ouch. 
 
      
 
    I looked at Emma with a cold stare and said in an aggressive voice with a sharp tone, “Dang. Mom much?” 
 
      
 
    Emma shook her head. “What? Are you trying to be an edge lord now?” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King reached out his long arms and put a hand on each of our shoulders and shook us. “Kids, seriously? Get your heads in the game! The time for petty differences and bickering about teenage façades is over,” said the Ender King in a low, firm voice. “Look where you are. It. Is. On!” 
 
      
 
    He was right, again, as usual, again.  
 
      
 
    I looked over at Emma and said, “Sorry. I’m kind of a kook sometimes.” 
 
      
 
    She shrugged. “I guess it’s mutual. Although, I’m way less of kook than you, ya feel?” 
 
      
 
    She was right, of course. Again. 
 
      
 
    It was difficult hanging with people who were always right. I was going to get an inferiority complex. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, now that that is settled, follow me,” said the King.  
 
      
 
    We entered one of the corridors at the side of the large chamber to begin our quest. The King led the way. Emma, Tina, and I followed, walking side–by–side. It was very dark inside the corridor, and we each had to ignite a torch in order to see where we were going. 
 
      
 
    The corridor was very long and had narrow side passageways to break up the wall. We walked for about two minutes without seeing anything other than stone walls and a few torches. 
 
      
 
    “Who do you think put these torches on these walls?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Jimmy, torches spontaneously spawn inside strongholds. Hurrr, probably no one put those torches here,” whispered Emma. 
 
      
 
    I nodded.  
 
      
 
    Yep, I should have paid better attention in geography class. 
 
      
 
    “This way. I see a strong light ahead,” said the King, snuffing out his torch. We followed suit and put out our torches. 
 
      
 
    The King moved slowly forward, and we followed closely behind. When we got to the source of the light, I saw it was a small opening, like a window. We looked through it and saw another large chamber below. Two ender soldiers were inside, investigating the room. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King turned to us and said, “I guess that area is taken care of for now. Let’s continue down the passageway. Then, the King reignited his torch, and we continued. 
 
      
 
    Again, the passage stretched on for a long time without any breaks in the stone walls. It was starting to get a little creepy. I was starting to feel claustrophobic. I was beginning to sweat. 
 
      
 
    Don’t lose it, Jimmy. 
 
      
 
    The walls seemed to be closing in on me. 
 
      
 
    Don’t lose it, Jimmy. 
 
      
 
    I was really worried about flipping out and screaming or curling up into a fetal position … you know, the typical freak out stuff. Thankfully, just as I thought I could endure no more, we approached a doorway.  
 
      
 
    We stopped and stared at the closed iron door in front of us. 
 
      
 
    The King looked at us and said, “I know ender soldiers previously searched this room during the brief reconnaissance mission. But, who knows what may be behind this door? Stay behind me, your weapons at the ready, and prepare for anything.” 
 
      
 
    I pulled out my diamond sword, shield, and helmet. I was ready for anything. 
 
      
 
    Emma pulled out a bow and arrows and a helmet. 
 
      
 
    Tina had a diamond pickaxe, helmet and shield. 
 
      
 
    We tensed, ready for anything, prepared to defend ourselves and each other. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King approach the door slowly. 
 
      
 
    Quietly. 
 
      
 
    He reached out his tiny black hand. 
 
      
 
    And then … he smacked the door open. 
 
      
 
    We listened for sounds coming from the room, but heard nothing. We waited for a few moments, but still there was nothing but silence. A silence as still as death…. 
 
      
 
    Finally, after about one minute, the King pulled another torch from his inventory, ignited it, and tossed it into the center of the room. It cast eerie shadows on the walls but didn’t reveal anything. Or, anyone. 
 
      
 
    We entered the room and each removed several torches from our inventories, ignited them, and attached them to the walls so we could illuminate the room fully. It wasn’t very large, maybe 10 blocks by 15 blocks. There were no windows and nothing in the room other than a chest. 
 
      
 
    Emma leaned over to me and whispered, “I bet there’s some enchanted items in that chest.” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. 
 
      
 
    “Go ahead and look inside,” said the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    Emma walked over and opened the chest. “There’s a few books in here and a potion of some kind.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King noded. “Look through the books and see if there is anything noteworthy in them. Emma, you are more of a scholar than Jimmy and will certainly notice anything out of the ordinary,” said the Ender King, offering me a backhanded insult. 
 
      
 
    I shook my head at the Ender King and said, “What the heck, man? Hurrr, I thought we were on the same team?” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King smiled. “Teammates can joke with each other, can’t they Jimmy?” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “I suppose, but it still wasn’t very nice. I’m sure I could notice something out of the ordinary.” 
 
      
 
    “Perhaps, but let’s let Emma handle this one.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, then, what should I do?” 
 
      
 
    “Why don’t you look at the walls to see if there any weird scratch marks or things out of place,” said the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    “Okay. What are you going to do?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll search the walls too. But first, I want to look at that potion Emma found. Maybe it’ll gives us a clue of some kind.” The King looked at his daughter.  “You help Emma.” 
 
      
 
    “Sure thing,” said Tina. 
 
      
 
    I watched as Emma and Tina began looking through the books. They seemed very intent on the contents of the books, but never seemed surprised. I doubted they would find anything, unless one of Herobrine’s old diaries happened to be stuck in the chest. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King had picked up the potion and was swirling it around, holding a torch behind it so he could better see its coloration. It was sort of bluish in color. He pulled the stopper out of the potion bottle and sniffed it. That’s when he pronounced, “It’s either a potion of water breathing or a potion of night vision.” The King tucked it into his inventory. 
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    I nodded my head and then began looking at the walls. There didn’t seem to be anything of note. I didn’t see any etchings or discolorations or scratch marks. However, I noticed that the walls seemed to be almost alive. It was as if there were skin over the blocks. It was very curious. I decided to test what the walls were made of so I smacked the wall really hard with my fist. 
 
      
 
    That was a mistake. 
 
      
 
    Dozens of silverfish suddenly jumped off of the wall and onto my body. They were pinching my skin with their disgusting teeth and poking me with their hideous arthropod toes. 
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    I screamed, “Get off me! Get off me!” I was pushing and punching at them, trying to kill them. 
 
      
 
    “Stop!” yelled the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    I looked over at him as I was still smacking the silverfish. “Me?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” he insisted. “Don’t you remember what the Silverfish Queen said just before the surf contest?” 
 
      
 
    It flashed into my brain.  
 
      
 
    Could that really work? 
 
      
 
    It was worth a try. So, even though I felt totally foolish, I said, “Hello, silverfish.” 
 
      
 
    The silverfish suddenly stopped attacking, backed away from me, and gathered together in a group looking at me, confused.  
 
      
 
    After a few seconds, they replied as a group. “Hello to you, too.” 
 
      
 
    I looked over in the direction of Emma and Tina and then back at the King. “It worked! Oh my Notch! It worked!” 
 
      
 
    The silverfish looked at me with a confused expression. One of them asked, “What worked?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, the Silverfish Queen told us that you all just want us to say ‘hello’ to you and I did.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” said one of them. “Everyone thinks we are disgusting and mean, but we are just misunderstood. We go around cleaning up debris. Without silverfish, the world would be a very dirty place.” 
 
      
 
    I supposed, they were right. But, I didn’t really care. All I cared about was that they weren’t trying to kill me anymore. 
 
      
 
    One of the silverfish continued, “When you hit the wall so hard, we thought you were attacking us. We’re sorry.” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged as I inspected my arms. “Just a few red marks. I didn’t lose any hearts on my health bar, so it’s all good.” 
 
      
 
    That’s when I glanced at the wall where the silverfish had been and my jaw hit the floor. (Not literally, of course. Another figure of speech that makes little sense when you think about it.) “Look!” I pointed at the wall.  
 
      
 
    The wall was read: Go hang a salami. I’m a lasagna hog.  
 
      
 
    “What could it mean?” Said Emma. 
 
      
 
    “I have no idea,” said the Ender King. “What’s a salami anyway?” 
 
      
 
    It was then that I realized what it was. It was a palindrome. I said so, “It’s a palindrome.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King looked at me with a confused expression and said, “A palindrome?” 
 
      
 
    Emma nodded her head. “Oh my Notch! It is a palindrome! Yes, King, a palindrome is when an expression has the same letters forward and backward.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King rubbed his chin and said, “Interesting, I suppose.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, my favorite palindrome is ‘Madam, I’m Adam,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “What can this palindrome mean? Do you think it’s a clue from Herobrine?” asked Tina. 
 
      
 
    “Well, on the surface it clearly has a meaning, although it is a ridiculous one. But maybe it has some sort of other meaning,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Same forward as backward, eh?” said the Ender King, muttering to himself.  
 
      
 
    I stared at the palindrome. Emma and Tina stared at it too. Then, Emma said, “We haven’t seen anything in the books in this chest that is related to this wording.” 
 
      
 
    At that moment, the King snapped his fingers like he had discovered something. “I don’t believe this. One of the other strongholds has the exact same map as this one only flipped backwards. Maybe what this palindrome means is that Herobrine was here but then he was taken to the other stronghold with the reverse orientation!” 
 
      
 
    I looked at the Ender King in shock. “That’s just crazy enough that it might be true!” 
 
      
 
    “Okay, here is what we are going to do,” said the King. “We will finish our thorough investigation of this stronghold. Then, instead of going to the second stronghold as was the plan, we will go straight to this reverse palindrome stronghold and see if we can surprise Entity 303 and find Herobrine.” 
 
      
 
    “That sounds like a plan,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “What’s all this about Herobrine?” asked one of the silverfish, who seemed to be the leader of this group.  I had almost forgotten they were there. 
 
      
 
    “He’s been kidnapped and we need to find him in order to … hurrr, anyway … we just need to find him,” I said.  I did not want to reveal the fact that Notch had also been kidnapped and the Overworld might soon be enslaved for one hundred years before being utterly destroyed. “So, do you know anything about the kidnapping? About the palindrome? 
 
      
 
    They told us of that they remembered some activity in this room because they could hear screaming and heated conversation, but no silverfish were alive who had seen anything. 
 
      
 
    “What do you mean, no silverfish are alive that had seen anything?” asked the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    “Some of our friends had been in here, but when we came back into the room they had vanished. We think that whoever was using the room had killed them all and they disappeared into puffs of smoke,” the silverfish leader said forlornly. 
 
      
 
    I reached out and rubbed the silverfish’s head like it was a pet dog, but it felt scaly and disgusting and so I pulled my hand away ... a little too quickly. The silverfish noticed and shot me an evil glance. But I tried to soothe him by saying, “It’s okay. I’m sure they’ve respawned into a better place.” 
 
      
 
    The silverfish nodded its head sadly and said, “I hope you find whoever did this and bring them to justice.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled grimly. “That’s our plan.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King had watched this exchange curiously and said, “If all the silverfish who were in this room are dead, how did you know any of your kind were in here in the first place?” 
 
      
 
    The silverfish looked at the King like he was an idiot and said, “I told you. We heard noises.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King nodded and then said, “But, that does not explain how you knew any silverfish were in here.” He paused for a moment and then asked slowly, “Do silverfish have a hive mind? I mean, can you communicate with silverfish a long way away without using words?” 
 
      
 
    The silverfish nodded and said proudly, “Sure. We can send signals back and forth through our combined mass, kind of like a network of information.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King rubbed his chin and thought for a moment and then snapped his fingers and said, “So, if I were to introduce you to a new group of silverfish, you could just touch one of them and ask questions and learn what they know?” 
 
      
 
    The silverfish leader smiled and said, “Of course. That’s how silverfish make friends. We become friends instantly. It’s very nice.” 
 
      
 
    “In that case, would you like to come with us?” asked the Ender King. “We are going to another stronghold and it would sure help if we could get information quickly rather than having to sneak around for hours.” 
 
      
 
    I was astonished. The Ender King was brilliant and silverfish were insane. The fact that a silverfish could touch another silverfish in a separate colony and learn what they were all thinking and communicate with them was amazing. I wished villagers could do that. Then maybe we’d all be a lot nicer to each other. 
 
      
 
    The silverfish reared up on its two back legs, puffed out its chest and said, “I’d be happy to come with you, King. When do we leave?” 
 
      
 
    “As soon as possible,” said the King in a deep, serious voice. 
 
      
 
      
 
   



 

 Day 43 – One Hour Later 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    After we had completed our search of our designated room, the Ender King, Tina, Emma, and I, along with our new companion silverfish, returned to the rallying point where the ender general had remained during the search. Within another fifteen minutes, all of the ender soldiers had returned. 
 
      
 
    None reported finding any obvious clues, though they did find strange contraptions that they had never seen before. Oddly colored potions. Strangely colored blocks. Even some rainbow-colored gossamer fabric. It had all been collected and put into a chest. 
 
      
 
    “Take the chest to my palace in the End,” the Ender King ordered one of his soldiers. “Tell my Chief of Science to begin a comprehensive study of everything. I shall expect a preliminary report when I return from locating Herobrine.” 
 
      
 
    “Wow, a Chief of Science. Cool,” whispered Emma. 
 
      
 
    The soldier holding the chest saluted and teleported away. 
 
      
 
    I looked over at Emma and said, “Do you think the fabric could be some of the Rainbow Creeper’s skin?” 
 
      
 
    Emma nodded her head seriously. “I’m sure Entity 303 has been here with Herobrine. Probably Spike too. I would like to examine the strange contraptions though and see if I might be able to utilize their technology.” 
 
      
 
    “I can’t allow that,” interrupted the Ender King. “They’re all probably booby–trapped. If anyone goes back there and tries to move them, I’m sure something horrible will happen.” 
 
      
 
    I could tell the scientist inside Emma didn’t care about the risks, but she probably also knew the Ender King was right, so she didn’t pursue it any further. 
 
      
 
    “Where to now, Your Highness?” asked the ender general. 
 
      
 
    “The children and I found a clue,” said the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    Children? 
 
      
 
    The Ender King continued. “We believe that Entity 303 has taken Herobrine to the third stronghold on our map. That is our next destination.” 
 
      
 
    “What leads you to believe Entity 303 has imprisoned Herobrine in the third stronghold?” asked the ender general. 
 
      
 
    “It was a curious clue. I don’t have time to explain, but it seems fairly certain we will find him there, or ... what is left of him,” said the Ender King in an ominous tone. 
 
      
 
    “I’m coming to help,” said the silverfish standing proudly near the Ender King’s feet. 
 
      
 
    The ender general had not noticed the silverfish had gotten so close to the King and raised one of his feet into the air in preparation for squishing it. The Ender King’s long, black arm shot out and pushed the ender general’s foot away. “He’s not kidding, General. He is going to help us.” 
 
      
 
    The ender general bowed deeply to the Ender King and said, “My apologies, Your Highness.” He then looked at the silverfish and said, “My apologies to you as well, creature.” 
 
      
 
    The silverfish scurried over toward the ender general’s foot and patted it with one of his many revolting little legs. “It’s okay. Just about everybody tries to do that when they first meet me.” 
 
      
 
    The ender general looked down at the silverfish and said, “I like you silverfish. You have charisma. What’s your name anyway?” 
 
      
 
    “My name is Skittles.” 
 
      
 
    The ender general nodded his head, smirked for a brief instant, and said, “Skittles is a … peculiar name, but it suits you.” 
 
      
 
    The silverfish smiled and looked as though it was blushing. Its normally gray face turning a lighter gray, nearly white. “Thank you.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay everyone, let’s get ready to go,” commanded the Ender King. “Everyone put any loose items back into your inventory and prepare for teleportation. We will stop by the second stronghold briefly and then onward to our destiny.” 
 
      
 
    What a drama queen … hurrr … I mean, drama king! 
 
      
 
    When we arrived at the gates of the second stronghold, the Ender King explained to the guards there that we would not be exploring that stronghold for now. He left an additional ten ender soldiers there to increase the guard … “just in case.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King explained to the guards, “We’ve already explored the first stronghold, and now we go to explore the third. It is vitally important that no one comes in or out of this second stronghold. Keeping this stronghold sealed is the only way we can ensure that our strategy and search is complete,” explained the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    The soldiers guarding the main entrance to the stronghold saluted and snapped their arms down at their sides and said in unison, “Of course, Sire.” 
 
      
 
    The King nodded his head quickly in appreciation of their military discipline. “I’m not sure how long our search of the third stronghold may take. If no one from our group has returned within twenty–four hours, send two of your men to check on us.” 
 
      
 
    Again the two soldiers saluted and said, “Of course, Sire.” 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes. All this military discipline stuff and chain of command stuff was getting annoying. 
 
      
 
    “Let’s get on with it already,” I whined. 
 
      
 
    The King looked at me like I was a mushroom growing on the back of a mooshroom, a pathetic fungus dependent entirely upon another creature. To say he gave me a vicious look would be an understatement. 
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    “What?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Jimmy, you have no respect for authority or for organizational structure, do you?” asked the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    “What do you mean? I have plenty of respect.” 
 
      
 
    Emma chuckled. “Sure you do.  Hurrr. I’ve seen that respect for organizational structures every year in school since we were six years old.” 
 
      
 
    I could feel my face turning red. “Are you saying that I don’t like to follow rules? Especially stupid rules?” 
 
      
 
    Emma laughed again. “Something like that. But, you don’t have to follow the ender army’s rules. You’re not an enderman, and you certainly are not a soldier.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled at my freedom. “That’s right. I call myself ‘Free Will’ Jimmy. No one tells me what to do.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King teleported next to my side quickly and grabbed both my shoulders with his hands and said with menace, “You’ll do what I say or you can go home to your mommy. What’ll it be?” 
 
      
 
    I’ll admit it now, but I would not have admitted it then, but my knees were trembling. This was the first time I felt the King might actually try to kill me. At that moment, I really did want to go home to my mommy.  
 
      
 
    On the other hand, I was part of the greatest adventure in the history of Minecraft, and I didn’t want that to end. Against every self–preservative fiber in my being, I managed to respond, “I want to stay. I’ll follow your lead. But don’t make me call you ‘Sire’.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King stared at me for a moment applying additional pressure with his hands on my shoulders. He was making a point. He was more dominant than I. But then, he released his arms from my shoulders and laughed a bit. “Jimmy, you may not be much else, but you are a unique individual.” 
 
      
 
    I guess he was finally understanding who I was. It only took him, what, three or four weeks? 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, cool King. Anyway, hurrr, let’s get this show on the road.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King teleported to a stone outcropping a short distance away, giving him a vantage point above the entire assembled group. The silverfish was standing by his side, having been teleported by the King. 
 
      
 
    “That silverfish sure thinks he’s cool, doesn’t he?” I whispered to Emma. 
 
      
 
    She looked at me and rolled her eyes and said, “Are you actually jealous of a silverfish?” 
 
      
 
    My face flushed red and I said quickly … probably too quickly, “Of course not. I just … hurrr …. Nevermind.” 
 
      
 
    Emma rolled her eyes again and then turned her head back to watch the Ender King deliver his instructions. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, everyone, it’s time to go. On the count of three, let us all teleport to the third stronghold.” He looked directly at us. “Emma, you can teleport with Tina. Jimmy, stand next to an ender soldier so he can teleport you.” 
 
      
 
    Emma and I did as we were told.  Tina put her hand on Emma’s shoulder, and an ender soldier touched mine. 
 
      
 
    “One. Two. Three.” 
 
      
 
      
 
   



 

 Day 43 – A Few Moments Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    As usual, when we arrived at the next stronghold, there were ender soldiers guarding the main entrance and several other soldiers teleporting here and there ensuring that no one entered the stronghold after the initial search the soldiers had conducted. The Ender King quickly spoke with the guards and confirmed no suspicious activity had been located inside or outside of the stronghold. 
 
      
 
    “Did you guys see any lava in there?” asked Emma.  
 
      
 
    This was a good question. I remembered the head monk had said Herobrine would be found in a small cage surrounded by lava, so if there weren’t any lava pools in the stronghold, that might be a problem. 
 
      
 
    One of the soldiers nodded his head crisply and said, “Yes, miss, there’s some lava in there, alrighty. I’ve never seen no stronghold without no lava.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King pulled out a map of the stronghold, unrolled it, and then held it in front of the soldier. “Tell me where you saw lava,” he ordered. 
 
      
 
    The ender soldier pointed to several different locations on the map, including next to the small chamber which would have been the exact opposite chamber in which we had found the palindrome in the prior stronghold. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King cast a glance at me and said, “We will start there.” 
 
      
 
    Tina, who was holding Skittles, asked, “Shouldn’t we first talk to the silverfish who live in the stronghold?” 
 
      
 
    Skittles bowed his head in a symbol of obedience and said, “I’m happy to do it, King.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King nodded his head and then led us into the stronghold. It didn’t take long before we found a silverfish scurrying along the ground.  
 
      
 
    So. Gross.  
 
      
 
    Sorry, but it’s true. 
 
      
 
    Tina put Skittles on the ground and he trotted over to his fellow silverfish and said, “I need to access the Collective within this stronghold. Do you mind if I do it through you?”  
 
      
 
    The other silverfish looked around suspiciously at the King, Tina, Emma, and me and said, “What are they doing here? What’s this all about?” 
 
      
 
    “They’re looking for someone. They think he might be here and wanted to see if the Collective had any clues,” explained Skittles. 
 
      
 
    The other silverfish remained somewhat suspicious but eventually shrugged all six of his shoulders and said, “Whatevs, bruv. Let’s do this.” He then held out one of his disgusting little legs. 
 
      
 
    Skittles approached more closely and then stuck out his own disgusting leg until the two disgusting legs touched. Both silverfishes’ his eyes rolled back in their heads and they remained motionless with their little scaly legs touching each other for about fifteen seconds. Then, they both let out a deep sigh and collapsed to the ground for just a moment before shaking their heads and regaining consciousness. 
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    The new silverfish, having gained knowledge from Skittles during the encounter, said, “I can’t believe what has happened! Could this really be the end of Minecraft?” 
 
      
 
    Skittles shrugged. “I hope not. But with the information you and the Collective just gave to me, I think it may help.” 
 
      
 
    “Cool,” said the other silverfish as he waved to Skittles and then scurried away to live the remainder of its strange little life collecting debris. 
 
      
 
    “So? What is it?!?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Skittles approached us and Tina picked him up and held him so he would be closer to eye level. “Entity 303 has been here. The Collective recalls his presence and his extermination of the silverfish living within several of the rooms. However, it has been days since they have seen him.” 
 
      
 
    Tina stroked Skittles’s back. It was so disgusting to watch, I thought I might barf, but Tina didn’t seem to mind. Skittles appreciated it. He probably never had any sort of contact with anything other than another disgusting silverfish. 
 
      
 
    “Can you tell us in which of the rooms the exterminations occurred?” asked the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    Skittles nodded sadly. “Of course I can. Just let me see your map and I will tell you.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King walked over to Skittles, unrolled the map and held it in front of him. Skittles pointed to four different rooms. Three of the rooms were the same areas where the Ender soldier had said there was lava, including the room that was the exact duplicate of where we had found the palindrome in the prior stronghold. 
 
      
 
    Then the King looked at all of us and then looked behind us at the mass of ender soldiers gathered at the main entrance of the stronghold. 
 
      
 
    “I have a plan,” he said. “Follow me.” 
 
      
 
    We walked back outside the stronghold. The Ender King left us and stood on top of a rock to address the gathered soldiers. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, men, I have a high level of confidence we are going to find Herobrine inside this stronghold. I need twenty–five of you to remain outside. Ten of you will guard this entrance and the other fifteen will teleport constantly over the full width of the stronghold. If you see any player or mob who looks as though he may be going into or is coming out of the stronghold, your orders are to detain them immediately. If they struggle or try to fight you, you may kill them. If you are unable to detain them, you may kill them. This is very serious, and we need to make sure that no one gets away.” 
 
      
 
    The soldiers nodded solemnly. The kill command still ringing in their ears. 
 
      
 
    The ender general said, “First squad, you’re lucky ones who get to guard the exterior. Deploy.” 
 
      
 
    And with that, they instantly moved into position. They looked like a swarm of insects, only very large, very intelligent, very scary insects. 
 
      
 
    “Excellent,” the Ender King continued. “The rest of you will form into four different groups. We have four rooms that need to be searched first. Each of the rooms must be entered cautiously, as it is possible Entity 303 may be in one of them, although our current intelligence information indicates that he is not within the stronghold at this time. Upon entering each room you must secure it and remain there. If you find Herobrine, do not attempt to free him as there may be booby traps. Contact me immediately.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King paused for a moment and then turned to his general, “Please come here so that I can show you which rooms we need to search.” 
 
      
 
    The general took two steps over and examined the map. The Ender King pointed and said, “These four rooms need to be searched. You and your men should search these three while I will search this fourth room with Skittles, the children, and 5 soldiers. Got it?” 
 
      
 
    Children? Again? 
 
      
 
    The general wordlessly saluted and then said, “Squads three, four, and five, stay with me and I will give you your assignments. Squad two, pick five of your number to go with the Ender King and disperse the rest of the squad into the other squads. 
 
      
 
    I watched for fifteen or twenty seconds while the soldiers complied with their orders. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King then looked at us all solemnly. He was taking in the moment and we were taking it in too.  
 
      
 
    And then he said, “Let’s do this. And, let’s do this right. If we can’t find Herobrine in that stronghold, this could be the end of everything we know. Nothing you have done in your life has ever been this important.” 
 
      
 
    I could feel a tightness in my chest. I felt anxious and proud and scared and brave all at the same time. He was right. This was our chance to make history. To save history. To save Minecraft! 
 
      
 
    The Ender King entered the stronghold and we followed immediately. The other three groups of soldiers followed behind us and then began to disperse into the labyrinth of the stronghold. We continued on. 
 
      
 
    I had to fight once again my claustrophobia as I had in the other stronghold, given that the map of the stronghold was an identical, mirror–image of the first.  
 
      
 
    We had to stay alert but saw nothing other than a few silverfish –– Skittles said “Hi” to a few of them –– and a few zombies here and there. One zombie attacked us, but one of the ender soldiers sliced his head off with little difficulty. The other zombies either didn’t see us or they decided to ignore us. 
 
      
 
    “Doesn’t this seem a little too easy to you?” I whispered to Emma and Tina. “I mean, if Herobrine is imprisoned in here somewhere and Entity 303 doesn’t want him captured, why wouldn’t he have all sorts of mobs attacking us?” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe Herobrine is not here? Or maybe Herobrine is just hidden so well that Entity 303 isn’t worried about us finding him?” suggested Tina. 
 
      
 
    Emma was thinking and tapping her chin. “Or, hurrr, maybe he does want us to find Herobrine. Most of the plan for world domination had been smudged into illegibility in the book we found in Mr. Blaze’s library. Maybe we are supposed to find him in order for Entity 303’s plan to be realized.”  
 
      
 
    Now my mind was reeling.  
 
      
 
    Should we not be finding Herobrine? Should we not be listening to the head monk? Was the head monk in on all of this? Was the Rainbow Creeper some fake creation of Entity 303 just to distract us and make us go along with the plan? I mean, I’ve only seen the Rainbow Creeper in dreams, and Claire may have been under Entity 303’s control when she claimed to be a priestess. 
 
      
 
    Don’t lose it, Jimmy! 
 
      
 
    I shook my head clear of these confusing and concerning thoughts. Even if Entity 303 were manipulating us right now, I couldn’t allow myself to think about it. I had to move forward and hope for the best. I could not let my friends down. Unless I found clear, irrefutable evidence that we were being manipulated or controlled, I was not going to change my course. 
 
      
 
    At that moment the Ender King said, “Be quiet. Get down.” 
 
      
 
    I crouched as quickly as I could. Something in the Ender King’s voice told me that he believed something dangerous or horrific was coming.  
 
      
 
    Sweat began to form on my brow.  
 
      
 
    My blood pressure spiked.  
 
      
 
    My heartbeat quickened. 
 
      
 
    Next to me Emma crouched. I could feel the heat coming off her body as her muscles tensed and warmed up ready to respond to any adrenaline rush that her body sent her. 
 
      
 
    On the opposite side of Emma was Tina, her long black legs folded like a daddy longlegs to bring her as close to the ground as possible.  She held Skittles close to her. Skittles was shivering with fear. 
 
      
 
    At this moment I was very jealous of the Ender Princess and her father. They could teleport away from danger if they had to. I didn’t think they would abandon us, but if it got really bad ... who knows? 
 
      
 
    As we all crouched in tense silence, I began to hear the rhythmic sounds of … of … something walking toward us. It made a sharp noise against the cobblestone. It didn’t sound like the shuffling of a zombie. I wasn’t sure what it was. Maybe a spider or skeleton? It couldn’t have been a slime because there was no squishing noise. It couldn’t have been a blaze because they don’t have feet. 
 
      
 
    As the seconds passed I became more and more anxious. I began to shiver uncontrollably. Emma noticed and put her hand on my shoulder and looked at me and shook her head. I nodded my understanding and tried to stop my shivering, but it was futile. I’d never been this scared in my life. When scary things have happened to me in the past, they have typically happened suddenly, not while I’m anticipating all the horrible things that could be. 
 
      
 
    I did not like this. 
 
      
 
    The sharp noises were coming closer and closer. I saw the Ender King grip his sword more tightly, and I did the same. There was a faint glow of a torch illuminating the room. We would be able to see what this horrible creature was when it entered and then we might have the element of surprise. At least that was something. 
 
      
 
    The sharp sounds of the rhythmic walking came closer and closer.  
 
      
 
    This was about to happen.  
 
      
 
    What could it be? 
 
      
 
    And then, coming around the corner was… 
 
      
 
    A llama? 
 
      
 
    I sighed with relief. And Tina chuckled a little bit and the Ender King shook his head in astonishment and then stood up. “Llama? What are you doing inside of a stronghold?” 
 
      
 
    The llama, looked over at the Ender King with its stupid eyes and said in a goofy high–pitched voice, “Looking for you.” 
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    The Ender King was surprised by this response and asked, “How did you know I was down here?” 
 
      
 
    The llama moved its mouth in such a way that I can only describe as a smile … a sinister smile … and said, “Entity 303 told me.” 
 
      
 
    And then without warning the llama transmogrified into a husk that leapt at the Ender King and thrust a sword at his neck. But I was faster. I raised my sword vertically as fast as I could and it deflected the blow, such that the husk managed to land only a slicing blow on the Ender King’s shoulder.  
 
      
 
    Tina screamed. “Daddy!” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King screamed in pain but was able to stab the husk in its stomach with his sword. The husk moaned in pain and growled before coming at the Ender King again. 
 
      
 
    I was still off balance from my prior strike and was unable to deflect the husk’s second blow, but fortunately, Emma was able to reach out and slice the husk’s sword–holding hand clean off. The sword clattered to the ground allowing me to recover my balance in time to slice the husk’s head off. The husk disappeared into a puff of smoke dropping only a small piece of nasty smelling rotten flesh. I kicked it under a nearby rock. 
 
      
 
    Tina rushed over to her father and said, “Daddy, are you all right?” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King gritted his teeth and nodded his head. “I should be fine soon. I only lost 3 hearts from my health bar. I should be able to recover in no time.” 
 
      
 
    I could tell Tina was relieved. We all were. Even Skittles walked up to the Ender King and placed one of his disgusting little feet on the Ender King’s foot and said, “I’m glad you are okay.” 
 
      
 
    I was standing up, my head on a swivel, looking for more adversaries or traps. But nothing came. 
 
      
 
    The five ender soldiers, who had been standing on the opposite side of the room when the husk appeared and had been taken by surprise, were likewise on high alert. 
 
      
 
    “This is disturbing,” said the Ender King. “If Entity 303 knows we are here, does that mean he’s already moved Herobrine somewhere else? If he has, it will be a serious blow to our chances of defeating him, Spike, and their minions.” 
 
      
 
    I felt my stomach clench. Was this it? Had Entity 303 so easily defeated us? 
 
      
 
    “Or, maybe he just did this for laughs,” suggested Emma seriously. “I mean, everything else that has happened has been part of his plan to take over the world right? So, maybe this is just his way of messing with us.” 
 
      
 
    Tina looked at Emma. “Could he really be that diabolical? That clever?” 
 
      
 
    Emma shrugged her shoulders. “I’m not sure, but it seems like he has been so far.” 
 
      
 
    At that moment I saw the Ender King’s head snap to attention and he looked to the left. “I think I can feel him.” 
 
      
 
    “What you mean, King?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “I told you I can sense Herobrine if he’s close. I think he might be that way,” said the King as he pointed toward a nearby wall.”  
 
      
 
    Skittles approached the wall and looked toward it. He stared at it for a few seconds and then walked back to our group and said, “He’s not immediately behind that wall but there are a couple more walls that I cannot see through at this distance. Maybe he’s beyond them.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at the silverfish in astonishment. “You can … hurrr ... see through walls?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure. We silverfish do it all the time, to look for debris to eat or players to attack.” 
 
      
 
    I slapped my forehead. “That’s … hurrr … amazing!” 
 
      
 
    Emma laughed. “You should’ve paid more attention in mob biology class. Everybody knows silverfish can see through walls.” 
 
      
 
    “Really? Everyone? I didn’t know. So, you are wrong,” I said, trying to somehow recover from my embarrassment at not knowing things. 
 
      
 
    Emma punched my shoulder playfully. “Chill, Jimmy.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King stood up and rubbed his wounded shoulder, which had almost completely recovered. “Okay, we’re going to head in that direction,” he said, pointing.  
 
      
 
    The Ender King pulled out his map and showed us our present location. It looked like we could take one of two passageways to get to the area where the Ender King was sensing Herobrine’s potential presence.  
 
      
 
    The Ender King continued, speaking to the five soldiers, “Okay, I along with the children and Skittles will take this passageway, and you soldiers take this other passageway. We should meet at the door to the chamber here,” the Ender King pointed, “and then we will enter it together. If after about five minutes you haven’t seen the other group arrive, enter the room yourself because something has happened to them.” 
 
      
 
    We understood our tasks and nodded our heads sternly. I tucked my sword back in my inventory and dug around until I found a carrot for a snack. I was going to need a little energy if it came to a battle. 
 
      
 
    I pulled my sword back out of my inventory and tapped the point on the cobblestone to make a loud, dramatic metallic sound and said, “I’m ready.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King looked at me and my drama and rolled his eyes. “Yeah, I can tell.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   



 

 Day 43 – Seconds Later 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I watched as the five ender soldiers took the passageway to the left. Their military discipline and professional demeanor inspired me. But it did not change what was inside me. I was still super scared, mentally jousting with my outsized fear of death. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King watched his soldiers depart and then turned to face Emma, Tina, Skittles, and me. “Stick together. Who knows we may find. I expect Herobrine to be in that room … or, at least, what’s left of him.” 
 
      
 
    My chest tightened. Could it be possible that Herobrine was no more? Could Entity 303 have actually destroyed him? After what I had witnessed with Notch’s capture, I was sure he could. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King continued, “Skittles, keep scanning the walls. If you see anything unusual, let us know immediately.” 
 
      
 
    Skittles, who was now standing on the floor and was no longer being held by Tina, raised one of his front legs and saluted the Ender King. “Yes, Your Highness.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King took a deep breath and then asked, “Any questions?” 
 
      
 
    “I have a question,” said Emma. “What should we do if we encounter any more mobs? Even ones that seem friendly, like … hurrr … that llama?” 
 
      
 
    “Stay behind me. I am not trying to brag here, but I’m way more dominant than any of you.  I will assess the situation and give commands.  Obey them without question because your life will depend on it.” 
 
      
 
    Good, I thought. Let him take the lead. This is crazy. 
 
      
 
    “Move out,” ordered the Ender King as he began walking in front of us. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The next few minutes were uneventful, though very tense. Skittles walked immediately behind the Ender King, scanning the walls, but finding nothing. 
 
      
 
    Next in line was Emma, her bow and arrows at the ready. Behind her was Princess Tina, carrying her diamond pickaxe and seeming surprisingly relaxed for the situation.  
 
      
 
    I brought up the rear, looking over my shoulder every couple of seconds. I never actually heard any mobs, but I thought I did. I was nervous and jumpy. But, I knew I had to do this. My loyalty to Minecraft … to my World ... overrode my fear of death. 
 
      
 
    As I continued walking down the corridor, I started to hear something that sounded vaguely like a single note of music or maybe a humming sound. “What is that?” I whispered to the group. 
 
      
 
    Everyone stopped walking and the Ender King took a few steps back towards me. “What?” 
 
      
 
    “Do you all hear that? That humming noise?” 
 
      
 
    Everyone stopped and was quiet for a moment. I could tell by their expressions that they were starting to hear it. 
 
      
 
    “I think … hurrr … I do hear it,” said Emma. “It’s almost like the sound of wind blowing through the grass.” 
 
      
 
    “There isn’t any grass down here though,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “I hear it too,” said Skittles. He paused momentarily and scanned the surrounding walls. “I don’t see any source of the sound behind any of these walls.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King nodded his head. “Yes, this is very peculiar. Let’s move on. It could be a trap.” 
 
      
 
    As we resumed, the sound got louder and louder. Not so loud that it sounded like it was next to you, but it began to fill the air. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t like this,” I said. “Are there supposed to be loud humming sounds like this inside strongholds?” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King turned around with a worried expression on his face. “No, there aren’t. We have no choice though. We need to continue toward the rendezvous point. Stay alert.” That was one thing he didn’t have to say. I was so alert, I thought I was going to pass out from the stress. The blood vessels in my skull were pounding. 
 
      
 
    With every step I took, the noise continued to increase. It felt like my body was vibrating to the frequency of the sound. It was just this one long, continuous, unending, unabated, ineluctable vibration coming from the fringes of being.  
 
      
 
    It was starting to drive me insane. 
 
      
 
    And then I blacked out. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   



 

 Day Unknown – Time Unknown 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    When I regained consciousness I was in a bright white space. 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t sure if it were a room or not.  
 
      
 
    I could not see any walls.  
 
      
 
    I could not see my friends.  
 
      
 
    I had no idea where I was or what time it was.  
 
      
 
    For all I knew, I had died and was in the afterlife, waiting to respawn. 
 
      
 
    I felt my brain screaming inside my skull. Then my mouth started to scream. I wasn’t screaming any words or anything that made sense. Just primitive noises of fear, rage, and incomprehension emanating from the primal depths of my being. 
 
      
 
    Was this what it was like to be insane?  Irredeemably insane? 
 
      
 
    Because of the brightness of the space and the apparent absence of walls, I couldn’t tell if there were any entrances or exits to this place. I knew I was standing on something, but there was no ceiling. I was completely disoriented. 
 
      
 
    And then something happened. 
 
      
 
    Lines of color began to drip down the distant walls. Colors of the rainbow! 
 
      
 
    Was I in some kind of place controlled by the Rainbow Creeper? 
 
      
 
    I stood and watched as the lines of color continued to make their way down walls that must have been hundreds of blocks tall, until they reached the floor, creating a horizon at least 500 blocks away. The lines continued along the floor towards me. 
 
      
 
    I was frightened. I didn’t know if the lines might harm me, and I was too terrified to move. It was like I was paralyzed. My screaming had stopped, and the rest of my body had stopped responding to my brain’s commands to run. 
 
      
 
    The lines approached me with increasing speed and then suddenly stopped, just as they reached my feet. The tips of the lines circled around my feet, the colors running together and forming a black circle in which I now stood. 
 
      
 
    I stared at the black circle around my feet. I tried to step out of the circle onto the colorful lines and found that I still could not move. When I took a deep breath and tried to flex all my muscles to raise my foot out of the circle, it still didn’t work. 
 
      
 
    What is going on?  
 
      
 
    The rainbow lines in the white room were weird enough but now I was trapped inside a tiny black circle?!?  
 
      
 
    Why is this happening to me? Why do I always have these weird dreams and visions? If this … hurrr ... is a dream. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly the rainbow–colored stripes began to undulate. They moved faster and faster until they looked like … hurrr ... well, waves. The rippling stripes did not break the way waves in the water did but just rippled back and forth around the room.  
 
      
 
    As I watched them, I began to feel dizzy. Like an idiot, I kept watching them, and began to feel nauseous. Just as I was about to barf, I closed my eyes and counted to ten. When I opened my eyes, the lines mercifully has stopped undulating, and I felt better. 
 
      
 
    The black circle was still down by my feet. I still couldn’t move my feet out of the black circle. It was starting to feel kind of stupid. I was stuck here in this room with all these rainbow colors on the walls and floor, and I was standing inside a tiny white circle outlined with a black line and couldn’t move.  
 
      
 
    “Entity 303! Spike! If you’re doing this to me, get on with it. I’m getting bored!” I was trying my best to sound brave, but my voice cracked a few times and I probably sounded like a scared little toddler villager. 
 
      
 
    Of course, there was no response. Well, no audible response.  
 
      
 
    Instead, the walls of the room began to undulate again and began to close in upon me. I tried to move to run away somehow, but my legs would not respond. The stripes of colored rainbow continued to close in on me.  
 
      
 
    In just a few short seconds, the lines had enveloped me.  They were still rippling and were just inches from my body. It was one of the most creepy things I had ever experienced and yet it looked so beautiful. 
 
      
 
    And then the lines collapsed upon me with a tremendous pressure. I felt as though I were being squished, like when you step on an apple and all the flesh squeezes out, leaving just a streak of goo on the ground. Except, I was the apple, not the foot. 
 
      
 
    I knew this was it for me. Entity 303, Spike, or whoever had won this battle. I could only hope I would respawn somewhere to continue the fight against them. 
 
      
 
    The pressure continued to increase, and I felt as though the lines were reaching in to my mouth and down into my chest until they wrapped around my heart. 
 
      
 
    For just a split second, I thought I understood the mystery of the universe. It was as though …. 
 
      
 
    And then, the pressure became too intense and it was over. 
 
      
 
    I was dead. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   



 

 Day 43 – Moments Later 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I shook my head and came to. The Ender King, Emma, and Tina were standing and looking at me. Skittles was standing on my chest rubbing my cheek with one of his disgusting feet. I pushed him away and screamed.  
 
      
 
    “Jimmy, we were so worried!” said Emma. “You suddenly passed out and then screamed for a few seconds and then went into some sort of coma or trance.” 
 
      
 
    I pushed myself up on my elbows and said, “I did?” 
 
      
 
    Tina nodded. “You did. It was one of the most frightening things I’ve ever seen. Your eyes rolled back in your skull and then darted back and forth under your eyelids.” 
 
      
 
    I pushed myself further up and leaned against the wall. I rubbed my head, trying to get rid of the dull throbbing sensation. I noticed the strange humming sound had disappeared. “The sound. It’s gone.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King nodded. “It stopped the moment you passed out.” 
 
      
 
    I told them what I had seen in my vision. Then I asked, “What do you think it means?” 
 
      
 
    “I bet it was Entity 303!” said Tina. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, he was probably trying to distract you with the rainbow colors to make you think it was the Rainbow Creeper,” said Emma. 
 
      
 
    “Maybe. But, there was this moment, at the end, where I thought I … hurrr … where I thought I had complete knowledge of everything that existed or ever would exist.” 
 
      
 
    They all stared at me as if I had turned into a skeleton or a squid.  
 
      
 
    “Did you hit your head when you passed out?” asked the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    I scowled at him. “No.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, then, maybe it was the Rainbow Creeper after all,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Maybe the meaning of your vision will reveal itself,” suggested Skittles, a tiny, scaly sage. 
 
      
 
    I nodded my head. “It always seems too. That’s what I’m afraid of.” 
 
      
 
    I pulled a carrot from my inventory and ate it quickly. Then, I pulled a cookie out and ate it too. I took a deep breath and stood up. “I’m ready to go. How much farther do you think it is?” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King looked at his map and said, “Not far. Two minutes at the most.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled. “I hope these are the most uneventful two minutes of my life.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King looked at me with sad, serious eyes and said, “I do too, Jimmy. I do too.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The amazing thing was, they did turn out to be uneventful.  
 
      
 
    Sure, I was tense and scared the entire time. I sweated more in those two minutes than I had sweated in my entire life, of course, it was from nervousness rather than exertion. I probably took several years off my life with the stress I endured during those two minutes. Every little breath of wind or echoing sound of a distant zombie or spider made me nearly jump out of my skin but we made it without any issue. 
 
      
 
    (Okay, guys, I have to stop here and talk about that expression “jump out of my skin.” Honestly, who comes up with these idioms? How could anyone jump out of their skin? If you jumped out of your skin and managed to stay alive you would be a skeleton or maybe a skeleton with some internal organs exposed to the air? It doesn’t make any sense. Basically, if someone actually had jumped out of his skin and survived, I am sure he would be known around the world.  It would be the most significant historical event in the history of jumping.  Everyone would know about it. Instead, it’s just some expression that people say when they mean to say they are really scared. Anyway, back to my diary.) 
 
      
 
    Finally, our group had arrived at the door to the room in which we believed Herobrine was being kept. There were no mobs guarding the door. The five ender soldiers who had gone the other direction had not arrived yet. Therefore, as planned, we would wait for them for five minutes before opening the door. 
 
      
 
    We all set up in defensive positions, under the assumption there must be some sort of trap or a mob patrol that would pass by sooner or later and attack us. After we took our positions, we asked Skittles to use his powers to look through the wall into the room. 
 
      
 
    Skittles nodded his head, smiled, and then peered at the wall. He had a confused look on his face and then shook his head. He looked again squinting his eyes this time. Again, confusion. 
 
      
 
    “What is it, Skittles?” whispered Princess Tina. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know why, but I can’t see through this wall,” said Skittles with a worried voice. 
 
      
 
    “Are you sure?” asked the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    “I tried really hard. I used all my concentration. Normally, it’s easy, like breathing, but I can’t see through this wall at all.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King rubbed his chin. “That concerns me. My guess is there is some sort of trap inside that room.  It must have an enchantment on it preventing Skittles from seeing through the wall. Let’s wait for my soldiers to arrive and then we can come up with a plan of entry.” 
 
      
 
    While we continued to wait, Skittles periodically tried to look through the wall but to no avail. I could tell he felt very sad and useless. And, he sort of was useless at this point. I mean, what good is a silverfish in battle against who knows what horrific things were inside? If he couldn’t see through walls and give us some assistance, why was he even here?  
 
      
 
    And then I realized what a jerk I was being, even though I was only doing it in my thoughts and no one had heard me. I was a bully. At least I hoped no one had heard me. Actually, Skittles had contributed by giving us information from the Collective. And, he did seem like a pretty nice silverfish. I felt ashamed and resolved never to be mean to Skittles again, even if it were just in my head. 
 
      
 
    At that moment, the ender soldiers finally arrived, but there were only three of them. They looked bedraggled and exhausted. Two of the three were wounded. 
 
      
 
    “What happened, men?” asked the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    The one soldier who was not wounded said, “Your Highness, I don’t know how it happened. We were about halfway here when suddenly a group of five zombies and eight spiders seemingly appeared out of nowhere and attacked us. The zombies came from behind and spiders came from in front of us. We were surrounded. They had the element of surprise. I’m sorry, but we lost two of our men.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King looked sad. “I know you did your best, son. I wonder why they attacked you and not us?” 
 
      
 
    The Ender soldier shrugged his shoulders and said, “I think it was just happenstance, Your Highness. It didn’t seem like it was planned. We were just in the wrong place at the wrong time.” 
 
      
 
    “Perhaps,” said the Ender King, not entirely sure. “In any event, we need to get into this room. We need to come up with a plan. The silverfish can’t see through the wall, so there must be some sort of enchantment on it. Who knows what could be inside.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It took us about five minutes to come up with a plan. It was mainly the soldiers and the Ender King who decided what to do, but the rest of us contributed ideas, most of which were determined to be lacking in military value. 
 
      
 
    Anyway, here’s what we did.  
 
      
 
    One of the ender soldiers had a TNT block. The ender soldier put the block next to the door and we backed away. Another ender soldier shot a flaming arrow into the block and it exploded, destroying the door and opening the entrance to the room. We then waited in defensive positions while the smoke cleared, ready to defend ourselves from an army of hostile mobs we assumed was going to rush out of the room and attack us. 
 
      
 
    But, after thirty seconds, nothing had happened. I looked over at the King and said, “Should we go in?” 
 
      
 
    The King thought about it for a moment and then ordered his three soldiers to enter and report back. The soldiers cautiously approached the door. They peeked in and then, seeing the coast was clear I suppose, entered the room with their swords drawn. They were out of sight for ten or fifteen seconds until they came out and looked at us, expressions of amazement on their faces, and said, “You need to get in here and see this.” 
 
      
 
    We entered the room and what I saw made my knees buckle and I collapsed to the floor. The room was painted with rainbow–colored lines and only a small white circle with a black stripe around it was unpainted in the center of the room.  
 
      
 
    “This … this … hurrr … is what I saw when I passed out.” 
 
      
 
    Everyone looked at me in shock. I continued, “Exactly like this.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King teleported quickly to my side and grabbed my shoulders and said, “Jimmy, think very carefully. There must have been something in that vision that was helpful. Herobrine must have been in here. Where do you think he’s gone?” 
 
      
 
    I thought about it for a while. I hadn’t gone anywhere in my vision. I just stood in that circle unable to move until I was crushed by the stripes.  
 
      
 
    And that’s when I knew. 
 
      
 
    “The hole. He’s down the hole.” 
 
      
 
    One of the ender soldiers walked over to the white circle and stood on it. He jumped on it. But nothing moved. Another soldier bent down and tried to pry the hole open but it didn’t work.  
 
      
 
    “Nothing’s happening, kid,” said one of the soldiers. 
 
      
 
    “It has to be that. In my vision I was standing on that circle and was nearly crushed to death by the rainbow stripes. I’m sure it pushes you down into that hole somehow.”  
 
      
 
    The same ender soldier rolled his eyes. “Prove it then. Open this thing up for us.” 
 
      
 
    “I will not have insubordination,” said the Ender King. “Apologize to Jimmy for your tone.” 
 
      
 
    I waved my hand. “It’s cool, King. Everyone’s just frustrated.” 
 
      
 
    Skittles walked over to the white hole and peered at it. He let out a gasp of shock and said, “I can see through this! And I can see … Herobrine!” 
 
      
 
    “I was right!” I said in triumph. I looked at the ender soldier who had doubted me.  “In your face, skinny man!” 
 
      
 
    The ender soldier lunged towards me, but the Ender King intervened.  “Enough! Both of you!” 
 
      
 
    “What else can you see down there, Skittles?” asked the Princess Tina in an excited voice. 
 
      
 
    Skittles looked down through the hole again, squinted his eyes, and said, “Herobrine is tied to something, maybe a chair. It gets fuzzy pretty fast when I look around him but I think I see the glow of lava down there.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s what the head monk said. She said Herobrine would be somewhere with a tube for air and food and that room would be surrounded by lava,” said Emma. 
 
      
 
    I nodded my head in agreement. “Skittles, do you think we could mine our way into that chamber without getting killed by the lava?” 
 
      
 
    Skittles looked down the hole again. “It’s difficult to tell. I don’t know if the lava might be running down the walls or if it’s just on the floor level, like a lake.” 
 
      
 
    “Let’s try mining directly down,” suggested one of the ender soldiers. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King looked at him and said, “Normally, I would say no. Everyone knows you shouldn’t mine straight down, but in this case, we should probably try it.” 
 
      
 
    The three ender soldiers removed pickaxes from their inventories and began to strike the white circle. It was impenetrable. They each took a few steps back and started mining down through the rainbow-colored floor. This time, their pickaxes were able to penetrate the floor as if it were regular stone. They slowly made their way down, checking carefully after the initial layers of block, to make sure they did not break through and fall into the lava pit.  
 
      
 
    But, they were not careful enough. 
 
      
 
    Without any warning, lava erupted up through the three nascent mineshafts in which the ender soldiers were standing. They were vaporized instantly. The lava, having accomplished its mission, receded back into the area where Herobrine remained. 
 
      
 
    The rest of us could do nothing but watch in horror. It took a few moments before anyone could speak. Finally, the Ender King said, “Their sacrifice was honorable. Their names shall be sung in our songs for all eternity.” The King then bowed his head for a brief moment of silence before saying, “Skittles, can you go back to the circle and check on Herobrine?” 
 
      
 
    Skittles approached the circle cautiously, careful to walk as far from the mineshafts as possible, and looked down. “He’s still there. He’s looking around, probably as surprised as we were. But he seems to be okay.” 
 
      
 
    I snuck over toward one of the shafts through which the lava had erupted earlier. 
 
      
 
    “Be careful, Jimmy,” said Emma, clutching the front of her robe nervously. 
 
      
 
    I looked over my shoulder at her and said, “I’ll be fine.” Then, I got down on my hands and knees and crawled to the edge of the shaft. I peeked over and saw lava beneath me. I peeked further over in an attempt to see anything else that might give us a clue as to how to get down there. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly, the lava shot upward. My lizard brain took over, reacting before I had realized the danger, and I was able to pull my head out of the lava’s path with no time to spare. The rising lava singed my hair and another drop of lava hit my arm. It was painful but not very damaging. 
 
      
 
    “This is crazy,” said Tina. “We obviously can’t get in there unless we can somehow figure out how to open that white hole.” 
 
      
 
    I had to agree with Tina. This seemed very difficult, if not impossible. I tried to think back to what happened to me in that strange white room when the rainbow engulfed me. There had to be a message there.  Someone, good or evil, was telling me how to open that hole.  
 
      
 
    But what? But how? 
 
      
 
    And that’s when I had a crazy idea. I reached into my inventory and sheepishly removed my rainbow–colored robe that Claire Dretsky had given me so long ago. 
 
      
 
    Emma saw it and laughed. “Are you kidding me? You are carrying that stupid robe around with you?” 
 
      
 
    My face flushed red with embarrassment. I shrugged my shoulders and said, “I put it in my inventory a while ago and kinda forgot I had it,” I lied. Actually, I knew it was in there. I carried it with me everywhere. I was always looking for an excuse to wear it. I hoped I was right that this was a good time for it …. 
 
      
 
    I pulled the rainbow–colored robe over my ugly brown robe and said, “I think the reason the hole won’t open is that the rainbow is incomplete. When I was unconscious in that strange white room, the only way I got out was when the rainbow enveloped me and squished me back into the regular world. I’m thinking that if I stand on the hole and match the stripes on this robe to the stripes in the floor, something might happen.” 
 
      
 
    Everyone stared at me in shock. Skittles was the first one to speak. “Jimmy, that’s both the most ridiculous and most beautiful idea I’ve ever heard in my life. I hope it works.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled at Skittles. The ugly, bottom–feeding, debris–cleaning bug was starting to grow on me. He wasn’t so disgusting and foul after all. 
 
      
 
    I walked over and stood on the white hole. I looked down and arranged it so that the stripes on my robe matched each stripe on the floor. What shocked me was the fact that there weren’t any stripes left over. My robe was a perfect match for the pattern in this room! 
 
      
 
    “A perfect match!” marveled Tina. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, no, I almost forgot,” said the Ender King reaching into this inventory and removing the splash potion of sanity. “Here. Take this. When you get down there, you will need to throw it at Herobrine, like the head monk said.” 
 
      
 
    I reached out and took the potion. “Thanks. I had forgotten about that,” I said as I put the potion into my inventory. 
 
      
 
    I stood on the white hole assuming the passageway would open on its own, but it didn’t. Was I supposed to do something else? Was I supposed to sing a song or do a dance or drink a potion or something? 
 
      
 
    I stood there wondering what was happening or rather what wasn’t happening. And then I decided just to close my eyes and take a deep breath and wish for the hole to open. 
 
      
 
    The next thing I knew I was falling. It seemed as though I were falling for hours. It was dark. It was cold. Then, slowly, over the span of what seemed like minutes, it got brighter and warmer until I hit the ground. Thankfully, it was not a hard landing. 
 
      
 
    I shook my head and saw that I had landed on hard rock. I was slightly dazed but then shook my head again and regained my senses. I looked up and sitting in front of me, tied to a chair was Herobrine. 
 
      
 
    “I did it,” I said excitedly as I thrust my fist into the air. 
 
      
 
    Herobrine looked down at me, rolled his eyes, and said, “Congratulations. Now get me out of here!” He paused and then added, “So I can kill you!” He leaned forward in his chair, trying to get to me, but he was tied to the chair by the rainbow–colored robes. 
 
      
 
    I backed away, removed the sanity potion from my inventory, and got ready to throw it at him. 
 
      
 
    “What is that?” he asked. Suddenly, his voice changed into the voice of Entity 303. “No, don’t!!!” 
 
      
 
    I tossed the potion and it splashed all over Herobrine. 
 
      
 
    At first, nothing happened. Then, he screamed in agony as if he were being tortured. Then, he fell silent. His pupils dilated and he stared in silence into the distance. Tears formed in his eyes and he sobbed uncontrollably. 
 
      
 
    “It’s so beautiful,” he whispered right before he passed out. 
 
      
 
    I probably should have slapped him back to consciousness, but I needed a moment to assess the situation. 
 
      
 
    I stood up and looked up the passageway to the room above. It seemed impossibly far. Even though Skittles had seen Herobrine just a few blocks below the room above, it now seemed like the shaft stretched for almost an eternity up into the sky. 
 
      
 
    I walked over to Herobrine’s unconscious form.  “I hope that potion really worked,” I muttered before slapping Herobrine a few times. 
 
      
 
    He slowly sat up and looked at me as if he were seeing me for the first time.  “Jimmy? Is that you?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, we came to save you from Entity 303.” 
 
      
 
    Herobrine smiled. “Thank you. I thought I was done for.” He paused. “That potion, what was it?” 
 
      
 
    “The head monk of the Rainbow Creeper called it a potion of sanity.” 
 
      
 
    Herobrine nodded his head. “And so it is. So it is.” 
 
      
 
    I sat there staring at him. He was changed for sure. The potion had done something to him. But, now was not the time to find out how it had altered his worldview. We needed to escape. Entity 303 knew I was here. He was able to possess Herobrine just a moment ago. I had to act quickly. 
 
      
 
    “H–man, do you know what the deal is with that shaft?” I asked. “I was just in a room a few feet above you and now it seems like we are miles below the surface of the Overworld.” 
 
      
 
    “The ropes, kid. Untie the ropes,” insisted Herobrine. “I’ll tell you about the shaft later.” 
 
      
 
    I was able to easily untie them, since their power of restraint appears only to affect the victim being restrained by them. I put the ropes in the pocket of my rainbow–colored robe and looked at Herobrine as he stood up from the chair and rubbed the feeling back into his wrists. “So, how do we get out of here?” 
 
      
 
    Herobrine sighed. “I was hoping you would know. Look around you. We are surrounded by lava and there is no obvious way to get up to that shaft.” 
 
      
 
    I had to admit, I was perplexed. There was no hole for me to stand over or stripes to match to my robe, only a dark passageway leading upward and well out of reach.  
 
      
 
    I didn’t know it then, but things were about to get much worse. 
 
      
 
    Into the room, from some unseen passage, came four blazes! They got on all sides of us and came towards us. Herobrine tried to conjure some magic but his powers failed him.  
 
      
 
    “Entity 303 did something to me,” he said angrily. “I can think of clever things to do but I can’t do any of them. I don’t know if it’s this room or if he somehow stripped me of all my powers. Give me a sword or something. It’s our only chance.” 
 
      
 
    Now I was completely panicked. I reached into my inventory and pulled out an iron sword and tossed it to Herobrine. I pulled out my diamond sword and got ready. If there were more surface area for us to stand on or if there were only one blaze, I would have been confident we could survive, but four blazes against two people was not fair odds. 
 
      
 
    One blaze attacked us all by himself. Herobrine slashed it and we both hacked as fast as we could and were able to defeat it.  
 
      
 
    For whatever reason, the other three blazes remained at a distance, watching it happen. Maybe they had given the first blaze the honor of the kill or maybe they did not like him and hoped he would die. It didn’t really matter in the end. Now all three of the blazes came in unison towards us. This was it. It was over. Entity 303 had won. 
 
      
 
    I could feel anger and rage rising inside of me. Was I going to be killed by blazes surrounded by lava? Death in a hot place?!? If I had to die, I wanted to die in the cool water of the ocean. Not inside of an enchanted deathtrap created by Entity 303. 
 
      
 
    Then, I felt something strange inside of me. A small, soft voice whispered words to me. I could not understand the words, could not tell you what they said, but somehow I knew what to do. 
 
      
 
    I moved my hands in a certain pattern and felt the power of something coursing through my body. And then without warning dozens of evoker fangs emerged from the lava and –– SNAP! –– chewed the three blazes to death! 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    Herobrine looked at me with astonishment. “I didn’t know you had evoking powers!” 
 
      
 
    I looked at my hands in shock. I looked up at Herobrine. “I don’t have evoking powers. Or at least … hurrr … I didn’t have any evoking powers until now.”  I was so confused. 
 
      
 
    Herobrine reached out and touched my rainbow-colored robe. “Where did you get this?” 
 
      
 
    “Claire Dretsky gave it to me a while ago.” 
 
      
 
    Herobrine bit his lower lip thoughtfully and nodded his head. “I wonder if the power comes from the robe?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve worn the robe a couple times before and never felt any evoking powers coming through my body.” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe it only works when you’re in danger? We will have to figure it out once we escape.” 
 
      
 
    “Or maybe the power was given to me by the Rainbow Creeper when I was taken to the rainbow–colored room.” 
 
      
 
    Could that be it? Had the Rainbow Creeper bestowed this power upon me? 
 
      
 
    “What are you talking about, boy?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “Nevermind. We can talk about it later. We need to get out of here before any more mobs come our way.” 
 
      
 
    That’s when an idea popped into my head. “My robe was what got me down here, so maybe it’s what’s keeping me down here.” 
 
      
 
    Herobrine furrowed his brow, confused.  
 
      
 
    I quickly pulled off my rainbow–colored robe, folded it, and tossed it back into my inventory. And sure enough, at that moment there was a whooshing sound, then complete darkness, and after what seemed like five minutes, we appeared in the room from which I had originally departed. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King, Princess Tina, Skittles, and Emma stared at us in astonishment. 
 
      
 
    “What happened. How did you get Herobrine? You were only … hurrr ... gone for like five seconds,” said Emma. 
 
      
 
    Herobrine put up a hand and said, “You guys can talk later. We need to get out of here before Entity 303 comes back. He left me a few hours ago, and he typically comes back every few hours to slap me around and laugh in my face.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, and he spoke to me through Herobrine’s body just before I threw the potion of sanity!” 
 
      
 
    “We leave immediately!” ordered the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    And with that, the King and his daughter teleported all of us out of the stronghold. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   



 

 Day 43 – A Few Hours Later 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    After we had teleported to the relative safety of the surface of the Overworld and told the soldiers outside to stand down and go to the other strongholds and spread the word to return to the End, we returned Skittles to his home stronghold where he greeted his friends and, I am sure, shared his experiences with the Collective. 
 
      
 
    “Good–bye, everyone, it was a fun adventure,” said Skittles. 
 
      
 
    “You should come to Zombie Bane. We can teach you how to surf,” said Emma. 
 
      
 
    Skittles smiled. “Maybe I will.” 
 
      
 
    We all smiled and waved to him and we teleported away to Zombie Bane.  When we arrived back in our home village, we dropped Emma at her parents’ house.  
 
      
 
    After that, we stopped by the Ender King’s palace to drop off Princess Tina.  Finally, the Ender King, Herobrine, and I teleported back to Herobrine’s fortress. 
 
      
 
    When Herobrine arrived and saw its demolished state, he shook his head. “I can’t believe I let my guard down and let myself be taken.” By this time, Herobrine’s powers had returned, and he was quickly able to clean everything and put his palace in order using his magic. 
 
      
 
    As we sat in Herobrine’s kitchen, waiting for him to bake some bread, we heard a knock on the door. Herobrine excused himself to answer the door. A few moments later he came back laughing and slapping the back of a villager who was about my age. The villager was laughing and slapping Herobrine’s back. It was strange. 
 
      
 
    “King. Jimmy. I want to introduce one of my best friends, his name is John.” John had brown hair and was about twelve or thirteen years old. I’d never seen him in Zombie Bane, so he must be from a different village. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, Herobrine is the best,” said John. 
 
      
 
    “John, do you recognize me?” asked the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    John stopped and stared at the King and said, “Sorry, man, you look like all the other endermen I’ve ever met.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King shook his head and said, “I rescued you and your parents one time from a zombie attack. I was in the Overworld on some business and when I saw you in trouble, I saved you. You were only about three years old though, so I guess it’s no surprise you don’t remember me.” The King paused for effect and then said, “I am the Ender King.” 
 
      
 
    “Wow, wait until my friends hear that the Ender King saved my life when I was a baby! It’s weird enough that I’m friends with this guy,” said John tilting his head toward Herobrine. 
 
      
 
    “How exactly did you to become friends?” I asked. I mean, what are the odds that a villager would know Herobrine and the Ender King? I couldn’t believe that I did. 
 
      
 
    Herobrine said, “Oh, I was putting up signs and stripping all the leaves off trees one day, you know, just for fun. I saw John, who must have been about five years old at the time, out there following me around. I thought about maybe just killing him, like I do, but he seemed so curious and so nice. So I stopped to talk to him. He wasn’t afraid of me or anything. He was the first villager I had ever met who wasn’t scared, so I thought we should remain friends.” 
 
      
 
    John nodded his head. “Yeah. I’ve never been afraid of anything. My mom says it’s an imbalance in my brain chemistry, but I just think I’m super dominant.”  
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes, but had to respect a kid who wasn’t afraid of Herobrine. I know I was afraid of Herobrine until I met him. 
 
      
 
    I looked over at the King and said, “Shouldn’t we go after Claire? The head monk said she’s in the End.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King sighed. “I suppose we should, but I’m very tired. Let’s go back to Zombie Bane and get a good night’s sleep. We can go after Claire tomorrow.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you going to come with us, Herobrine?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t think so, Jimmy. I really need to recover. Having my powers stripped away and being imprisoned and tortured is not very conducive to adventuring. But, if you can figure where Notch is, come find me. I will help you rescue him.” 
 
      
 
    “Suit yourself,” I said as I stood up and looked at the King. “Shall we?” 
 
      
 
    The King nodded his head, put his hand on my shoulder, and we teleported back to Zombie Bane for a well-deserved rest. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    End of Surfer Villager Book 9 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    A Note from Dr. Block 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Guys, I am so sorry this book took so long to publish. I hope you aren’t too mad and will still leave a review of this book. I was on a pretty good pattern of releasing one book every month, but the last few months have been difficult. I have another job, and it sometimes gets in the way of writing. 
 
      
 
    But, I have some amazing news!  It is very, very likely I will be a full–time writer by February 2019. That means I will have way more time to write Minecraft books and plan to release one or maybe even two per month next year.  I really hope I am able to do this for you! 
 
      
 
    Now, let me give some shout outs: 
 
      
 
    First, thank you to everyone who has left reviews of my books. It really means a lot to me. It encourages me to keep writing and it helps others find these books in the Amazon biome. :) 
 
      
 
    Second, I want thank Mythmajestic for the review and the idea to give the characters evoking powers. As you can tell, I used that idea in this book. But, were the powers a one–time thing? Were they from the Rainbow Creeper or Spike or someone else?  Time will tell….  Also, Mythmajestic, I am glad you liked Diary of a Spider Chicken. I really had fun writing those books.  I may write a few more in that series someday. 
 
      
 
    Third, I want to thank Wei6 for his review. I hope you saw I put your character “John” in at the end of this book. I think he may appear in a future book too, but maybe not SV10. I have an idea…. 
 
      
 
    Fourth, someone with the review name, The Epic Start, wanted me to use the name Liam.  I hope you were happy with it being an ender soldier! 
 
      
 
    Fifth, I wanted to announce that I am going to write another Baby Zeke book.  I already have the idea and have written about 7,000 words, so I hope to have it out soon. (UPDATE:  Baby Zeke 10 and 11 have now been published. If you want to read them, just go to Amazon and search for “Baby Zeke 10” and “Baby Zeke 11”.) 
 
      
 
    And, if you want to find out what happens next, then be sure to read Surfer Villager 10!  You can go to Amazon and search for it, or click on one of the links below: 
 
      
 
    Amazon USA 
 
      
 
    Amazon UK 
 
      
 
    Amazon India 
 
      
 
    Amazon Australia 
 
      
 
    Amazon Canada 
 
      
 
    Thanks for reading my books! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Sincerely, 
 
    Dr. Block 
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