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    Day 44 – Morning  
 
      
 
      
 
    I thought I would have had a difficult time sleeping after the struggle to rescue Herobrine. I assumed that I would be thinking about the upcoming rescue mission to the End to free Claire Dretsky from the clutches of Spike and Entity 303. But I was so tired from the previous day’s adventures, that I slept deeply, so deeply that I felt as though I had simply gotten into bed, closed my eyes, and then awakened. Sometimes when you sleep, especially when you have a fitful sleep, it seems like the night lasts forever. But for me, last night, it was as if night didn’t even exist. 
 
      
 
    I got out of bed and stretched my tired muscles. I used to hear my dad say that his muscles hurt when he woke up in the morning and that I would understand someday when I was old like he was. Well, I am only twelve and a half years old, but I already understood.   
 
      
 
    It’s not the years; it’s the mileage. 
 
      
 
    I put on my robe and went downstairs to look for some breakfast. My plan was to eat something, say goodbye to my dad, and then pick up Emma on the way to the Ender King’s Palace. 
 
      
 
    My dad was sitting at the table, waiting for me. He had a worried look on his face. “Jimmy, are you sure you have to go today?” 
 
      
 
    I walked over to the counter and grabbed a piece of fresh bread my dad had made that morning. I took a bite of it, chewed, and swallowed before I answered him. “Of course I do. The mission is not completed. If we don’t rescue Claire, then we will never find out Notch’s location.  Hurrr, assuming the head monk of the Rainbow Creeper wasn’t lying about the chain of events we had to follow.” 
 
      
 
    My dad’s expression remained serious. “As your father, I should not let you go. I think you’re too young for all this. But, you’ve proven me wrong on that several times already.” 
 
      
 
    I kept chewing my bread but didn’t say anything in response. 
 
      
 
    [image: jimmy eating bread.png] 
 
      
 
    “Anyway, I won’t stop you from going. I admire your bravery. I just don’t want you to respawn until you have reached a ripe old age.” 
 
      
 
    Ripe old age? What a bizarre and slightly distasteful expression. 
 
      
 
    I felt emotional. I could see my dad’s perspective. I knew that he didn’t want to lose me in a battle or any other way for that matter. But this was a fight for the survival of all of Minecraft. For the freedom of every mob and NPC alive today. Entity 303 and Spike had to know that their behavior would not be tolerated. Even if every last citizen of Minecraft died fighting them, it would be better than living under the yoke of their slavery. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you for understanding, Dad.” I took another bite of the bread and said, “This is really good bread. Thanks for making it. It is almost as good as Mom’s.” 
 
      
 
    My dad sighed. “When you go to the Ender King’s palace this morning, don’t let your mother see you. You know her psyche is still recovering and she remains under the care of the Ender King’s servants.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. My heart hurt. I wanted to say goodbye to my mom before I left for the End just … just in case the worst happened. “Okay, Dad.” 
 
      
 
    My dad stood up and slid his chair away from the table. He walked over next to me and gave me a hug. It was like the hugs he gave me when I was four years old. He squeezed hard and held me for a long time. If the circumstances had been any other than what they were, I would have pushed him away and told him the leave me be. Told him that I wasn’t a baby. But this hug was all good. It might be the last one I ever had…. 
 
      
 
    My dad let go of me and backed away. He pulled out a box and handed it to me. “There is a bunch of food in there. Put the box in your inventory. I don’t know what kind of food they have in the End. You don’t want to be eating chorus fruit all day.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled and tucked the box into my inventory. “Thanks, Dad.” I stood there for a moment, looking around the kitchen. Wondering if I would ever see it again. I had already come so close to dying so many times, that I refused to take any moment of my life, no matter how small, for granted anymore. “I think I’ll go get Emma now.” 
 
      
 
    My dad nodded and said, “Good luck, son.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 44 – 10 Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    Even though I was in a hurry to get to the End and rescue Claire, I took my time walking to Emma’s house. I enjoyed the feeling of the cobblestones and dirt under my feet. I admired the old trees that had been planted along the streets of my village. I even took some time to admire the souvenir shops that sold cheap memorabilia related to my great great grandfather’s dominant actions that one night so long ago in Zombie Bane. 
 
      
 
    When I arrived at Emma’s house, I walked up the steps to the front door and knocked.  Within a few seconds, Mr. and Mrs. Watson answered it together. 
 
      
 
    “Good morning, Mr. and Mrs. Watson.” 
 
      
 
    Mrs. Watson offered a weak smile and said nothing. Mr. Watson said, “Good morning, Jimmy. I suspect you’re here to pick up Emma for your latest escapade.” 
 
      
 
    Escapade? Dude, this was serious. 
 
      
 
    “That’s right. Is she still allowed to come with me to the End?” 
 
      
 
    Mrs. Watson made a noise that indicated she didn’t think Emma should go but remained otherwise silent. 
 
      
 
    Mr. Watson nodded his head and said, “We don’t really want her to go, but we understand why she needs to. I expect you’ll do your best to protect her?” 
 
      
 
    I stood up as straight as I could and puffed out my chest. “Of course I will, sir. I’m trying to protect all of Minecraft.” 
 
      
 
    Mrs. Watson could stay silent no longer. She pointed a finger at my face, the flat tip of which was so close I could see her fingerprint, and said, “I don’t care about all of Minecraft. I only care about my daughter. If you come back without her, I’m going to be very, very upset.” As she finished her final words, she began to cry. Then, she ran up the stairs and into Emma’s room. I assumed they were having a moment. 
 
      
 
    Mr. Watson looked up the stairs after his wife with sad eyes. He stared at the door to Emma’s room for a few seconds before looking back at me. “Jimmy, this all has been really hard on my wife. And, truth be told, on me as well.” Mr. Watson sighed deeply and then said, “I hope this is all worth it.” 
 
      
 
    I wanted to scream at him. “Of course it’s worth it! Don’t you want to save the world?” But I didn’t. I knew he was very emotional, and so I let him be how he needed to be. 
 
      
 
    You do you, Mr. Watson. 
 
      
 
    Mr. Watson indicated that I should sit down on the couch and wait for Emma. He went up the stairs and into her room as well. After about five minutes, Emma came down the stairs by herself. Her eyes were red from crying. “Let’s go, Jimmy.” 
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    “Hurrr, don’t you want to say goodbye to your parents?” 
 
      
 
    Emma sighed. “I already did. They said they wanted to remember me in my room and not going off on a quest.” She paused for a moment and then said, “You know, hurrr, in case I never return.” 
 
      
 
    My chest tightened briefly at the thought of Emma dying. I did not mind the thought of my own death, but the thought of my best friend dying made me anxious. “You. Will. Not. Die.” 
 
      
 
    She shrugged. “You don’t know that. And besides, I could fall into a pool of lava underneath the town if some stupid player dug a mine in the wrong spot, so I don’t see how going on this quest is much different.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s a rather fatalistic way to look at life.” 
 
      
 
    Emma looked at me with surprise on her face. “I didn’t know you knew the word fatalistic?” 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t either. I must have heard it somewhere.” 
 
      
 
    We left Emma’s house and walked down the road toward the Ender palace. We were about halfway there when we heard a familiar voice. 
 
      
 
    “Guys. Wait up. I’m coming too.”  
 
      
 
    I turned around and said, “Biff, what are you doing here?”  
 
      
 
    “You are going to rescue Claire, right?” 
 
      
 
    “That’s the plan,” said Emma. 
 
      
 
    “Well, she is my cousin. I owe it to her to try to save her.” 
 
      
 
    I suddenly felt bad for keeping Biff in the dark about who Claire really was. That she was a priestess for the Rainbow Creeper and that Emma had tricked Biff into looking at some fake mechanical ideas so that I could talk to Claire by herself about Spike and Clayton. 
 
      
 
    “Is it … hurrr ... okay with your parents for you to come along?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Of course it is. They know how important family is.” Biff thumped his chest with his fist to emphasize his point. 
 
      
 
    “You do realize this is extremely dangerous, right?” said Emma. “One of us or even all of us could be dead soon.” 
 
      
 
    Biff did look a little worried, but he did not change his mind. “You guys have been risking your lives for days now. The least I can do is help rescue my own cousin.” 
 
      
 
    I guess that was it then, Biff was coming with us. “Good to have you along, Biff. Who’s going to run the SUP school while you are gone?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I hired some high school kid. I told him he could have ten percent of the emeralds that come in while I’m gone. He’s already creating an advertising campaign so he can maximize his revenue.” 
 
      
 
    I laughed at the greed of villagers and said, “Come on then. Let’s get to the Ender King’s Palace.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 44 – 5 Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    When we arrived at the Ender King’s Palace in Zombie Bane, the ender soldiers guarding the entrance waved us through but stopped Biff to search him. 
 
      
 
    “He’s okay,” I said, assuming they would listen to me. “He’s our friend.” 
 
      
 
    The ender soldiers looked at me like they could care less what I thought and who my friends were. In the view of their cold, mysterious purple eyes, I was just a weak, ignorant villager to whom their king happened to take a liking. A pet.  
 
      
 
    They gave Biff a pat down and inspected his inventory. When they determined he was not a threat, they waved him through like a delivery boy. 
 
      
 
    Rude! 
 
      
 
    As we made our way to the Ender King’s throne room, Biff marveled at the interior of the Ender palace. “This place is amazing! And this isn’t even the Ender King’s normal Palace. It’s just like a vacation house!”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, it must be nice to be rich,” said Emma. 
 
      
 
    We arrived at the door to the throne room and knocked. The door opened and there, framed by the opening, stood Princess Tina. She had a big smile on her face and squealed and hugged Emma. “Nice to see you again.” 
 
      
 
    “You too,” said Emma, though her squeal was not as high-pitched as Tina’s. 
 
      
 
    After the princess had finished hugging Emma, she looked at me and smiled and said, “Hi, Jimmy!” 
 
      
 
    I smiled back and then pointed at Biff. “This is our friend, Biff. He runs the SUP School and Pool. But, more importantly, he’s Claire’s cousin. He wants to come with us to help rescue her.” 
 
      
 
    The princess stuck out one of her tiny black hands and Biff took it and shook it in a greeting. “Nice to meet you, Princess.” 
 
      
 
    “Likewise. I’m sorry that your cousin has been kidnapped.” 
 
      
 
    Biff nodded his head sadly. “So am I. That’s why I want to help get her back.” 
 
      
 
    At that moment the Ender King walked in and noticed Biff. “Why is he here?” demanded the King. 
 
      
 
    Biff puffed out his chest and said, “I’m here to help rescue my cousin, Claire, Your Highness.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King considered this for a moment and then said, “If you want to come with us, that is fine. But you have to know the risks. There is a substantial likelihood you and your friends may die.” The Ender King paused meaningfully, letting the weight of his words sink in, and then asked, “Do you still want to come with us?” 
 
      
 
    Biff set his jaw and clenched his lips. He nodded his head curtly and then said, “Of course, sir. I have to do this. Family above all else.” 
 
      
 
    Formalities out of the way, the Ender King smiled briefly and said, “Welcome aboard, then, Biff. We’re going to need all the help we can get. If the head monk is correct and Claire is imprisoned on an end ship, then we will need a lot of firepower to get through the end city and its nefarious dangers. And that’s only what we know will be there. Who knows what sort of booby-traps or strange mobs Spike and Entity 303 have waiting for us.” 
 
      
 
    I looked over at Biff as the Ender King was ranting about danger and saw beads of sweat forming on his forehead. I could tell he was reconsidering whether to come with us, but he remained steadfast. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King looked at me and asked, “So, have you figured out why you suddenly have evoking powers now? Have you done any tests?” 
 
      
 
    Biff’s head swiveled around and he looked at me in shock. “You can evoke?!?” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged like it was no big deal. Like I was the coolest kid in town, even though deep in my heart, I knew I was just a derp. “Well, I evoked kind of by accident yesterday when we were rescuing Herobrine. I’m not even sure how it happened.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s amazing!” said Biff. “Evoker fangs, vexes, and everything?” 
 
      
 
    “It was just evoker fangs,” I said. “Maybe it will be vexes next time.” 
 
      
 
    “Try something, Jimmy. Let’s see if you can do it again even though you haven’t had any training,” demanded the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath and backed away from everyone. I brought into my mind the image of a vex and began moving my hands around in a random pattern. I was waiting for bubbles to appear and then the vexes to manifest ... but nothing happened. I tried again, this time trying to call evoker fangs up from the floor, but again I failed. 
 
      
 
    I looked at the Ender King and said, “Someone needs to teach me how to do this or else I guess it’s just gonna happen randomly.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King clucked his tongue. “That’s a shame. It would be really helpful to call some vexes to our aid or even evoker fangs if there is a large group of mobs attacking us. Maybe we can figure something out. I have an extensive library at my Palace in the End. I bet there’s something we can reference.” 
 
      
 
    “And, if we can’t find anything in the End, when we get back, we can … hurrr ... look through Mr. Blaze’s bookstore again,” said Emma. 
 
      
 
    “If we get back,” I mumbled. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King clapped his two tiny black hands together and made a disproportionately loud noise which actually frightened me a bit. “Okay, kids, let’s go to the End. Follow me to the portal room.” 
 
      
 
    We were all very excited. None of us had been to the End before. I’d seen drawings of it and heard a few players talk about it. It sounded like a very mysterious and somewhat boring place, well boring scenery anyway. But we were not going there to be bored. We were going there to fight against the greatest evil in the history of Minecraft. 
 
      
 
    After a few twists and turns through the palace we arrived at the end portal room. Inside the portal room there were several ender soldiers standing guard by the portal. They all saluted the king and the princess as they entered. They looked at us suspiciously, their purple eyes questioning their king’s wisdom, but said nothing. 
 
      
 
    “Okay,” said the Ender King. “Stand on the edge of the portal on the end stones. When I count to three, everyone jump in at the same time. Make sure you’re holding the hand of the person next to you so no one gets lost during the transit.” 
 
      
 
    I suddenly felt nervous. “Is that possible? Could we get lost in the transit? Where would we go?” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King shrugged. “I have no idea. Endermen cannot get lost during a transit to the End. But I’ve heard others can. There are tales of people entering end portals and never coming out. I have no idea what happens to them.” 
 
      
 
    A shiver ran up and down my spine at the thought of being lost in the murky darkness of space or … wherever. Princess Tina was standing next to me so I reached out and grabbed her hand a little too roughly, so great was my fear of becoming lost. 
 
      
 
    Tina looked over at me and said, “Ouch! Not so hard.” 
 
      
 
    “Sorry,” I said sheepishly. “Your dad is freaking me out about this whole getting lost thing.” 
 
      
 
    Tina smiled. “It’s okay. I understand.” 
 
      
 
    After everyone had linked hands, the Ender King counted to three, and we jumped. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 44 – Moments Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    There was a brief moment of darkness, a feeling of a deep, bone chilling cold and then we stepped out of an end portal located inside the Ender King’s Palace in the End. I felt my feet touch down gently on stone.  
 
      
 
    When I opened my eyes I saw that there were several ender soldiers staring at us. At first, they looked surprised but then noticed the Ender King was with us. They saluted him immediately. 
 
      
 
    “At ease, men.” 
 
      
 
    The soldiers relaxed a bit, put their arms by their sides, and then one of them said, “Welcome home, Your Highness.” 
 
      
 
    [image: enderman.jpg] 
 
      
 
    The Ender King nodded to the soldier who had spoken to him. “Thank you, Mike. It is good to be home.” The King paused and then said, “We are going to my war room. Send the Ender general at once.” Mike saluted as the Ender King passed by him. The King motioned that we should follow. 
 
      
 
    We walked through the Ender Palace for a few minutes before arriving at the war room. The Palace itself was astonishingly large. Given that endermen are quite tall and skinny, the ceilings were high above my head, being that I was just an average-sized villager kid, after all. The doorways were also quite narrow, though I had no trouble fitting through them. Numerous paintings and maps were hung on walls. There were also a few statues here and there of famous endermen like kings and queens, princes and princesses. 
 
      
 
    The war room itself was a large rectangular windowless chamber. A large wooden table was in the center. Maps of the End, the Overworld, and the Nether were hung on the walls. Different battle plans had been drawn on them. I was astonished to see that there were plans for invasions of the Nether and the Overworld. But, even more astonishing was evidence that the Ender King had been planning for various attacks and battles within the End itself! 
 
      
 
    “Take a seat,” said the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    We all found a place to sit and had just gotten comfortable when the ender general arrived. He didn’t teleport in this time. He simply opened the door and walked in. He approached the King and the King whispered a few things to him. The general nodded gravely and then sat down. 
 
      
 
    I was getting impatient. I was drumming my fingers on the table. I couldn’t take it anymore. “So what’s the deal, King? When are we leaving to find Claire? The head monk said she was being held on an end ship.”  
 
      
 
    The Ender King looked to me crossly. “Jimmy, when are you going to learn to be more polite?” 
 
      
 
    “What are you talking about? There is no time for manners. We need to rescue Claire before Spike kills her or drives her insane or … hurrr ... something worse.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King shook his head. “Haven’t you learned by now that I’m several steps ahead of you?” 
 
      
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King walked over to his map of the End. He pointed to some small chunks of rock on the edges of the map, surrounding a large island-shaped area. “Do you know what this is?” 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Duh. It’s a map of the End.” 
 
      
 
    “You are correct. The large island in the center is where we are. This mountain here houses the ender dragon. But see these little areas surrounding the large island where we are?” 
 
      
 
    “My eyes work, you know,” I said with all the snarkiness I could manage. 
 
      
 
    The ender general suddenly teleported to my side and pointed his tiny little black index finger right at my eyeball. “Behave. Or die.” Then he teleported back to his seat. 
 
      
 
    I did not know why the endermen thought it was important to teach me manners. It was annoying. But, I will readily admit, the ender general easily could have killed me, so I decided I would stay silent for a minute. 
 
      
 
    “As Jimmy correctly, but rudely, pointed out, the head monk said that Claire was on an end ship. End ships only exist on end islands, floating above end cities. Therefore, she could be on any one of these islands,” said the Ender King, pointing to the dozens of islands encircling the main island of the End. 
 
      
 
    The scope of our search suddenly dawned on me. “That could take weeks! Months!” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King chuckled. “It would only take that long if you can’t transit between the islands very quickly or teleport into the end ships.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, obviously none of us villagers can teleport. Are you going to do all the searching or something?” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King smirked and said, “Tell them, general.” 
 
      
 
    The ender general stood up and walked over to the map where the Ender King had been standing. “You all will recall that after the second surf contest the head monk appeared and explained that Herobrine was imprisoned in a stronghold and that Claire was imprisoned in an end ship. Immediately thereafter, at the King’s orders, my army began a search of all the end islands trying to locate Claire.” The ender general paused and then a peculiar sad, defeated expression crossed his face. “We found her.” 
 
      
 
    Biff stood up and pumped his fist in the air. “Awesome. I want to see my cousin.” 
 
      
 
    Emma smiled broadly. “Wow! Something finally was easy for a change.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, why didn’t you just bring her to Zombie Bane instead of making us come here to this forsaken dimension?” I asked with bitterness in my voice. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King stood up and swelled to five times his normal size. “Silence!” He bellowed. 
 
      
 
    Let me tell you, when you see a 5x-normal-sized Ender King bellowing at you, you do what he says (and you try really hard not to pee your robe). We immediately became as silent as death. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King slowly returned to normal size, looked at the ender general, and said, “Continue.” 
 
      
 
    The ender general let out a deep sigh. “We found her … on the Island of the Savages.” 
 
      
 
    “And?!? Let’s go get her!” I demanded. 
 
      
 
    The ender general shook his head. “It’s not that simple. The endermen on the Island of the Savages have never recognized the legitimacy of the Ender King. If any of us set foot on the island, we will be killed immediately.” 
 
      
 
    “So … hurrr ... how do you know Claire is on that island if you haven’t even been there?” asked Emma. 
 
      
 
    “We searched every other end ship in existence. We’ve looked under every nook and cranny and even torn some apart. She wasn’t on them. The only other end ship in existence that we have not searched is on the Island of the Savages.” 
 
      
 
    “Pardon me for saying this, Mr. Ender King, Sir, but I need to go get my cousin. I’ll go without you if I have to,” said Biff. 
 
      
 
    It was the Ender King’s turn to talk. “Biff, I’m not going to stop you. In fact, the only way your cousin will ever be saved is if a group of non-endermen go there and rescue her.” 
 
      
 
    I could see that Biff felt proud of himself. He had been right about what needed to happen. “Great. Can you take us there? Or at least get us close?” 
 
      
 
    “We can take you to a portal which will transport you to the island. They’re called end gates and we know which one will transport you to the Island of the Savages. But first, we need to make sure you have as many weapons in your inventories as possible.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 44 – A Few Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    The Ender King and the ender general led us to the armory. When we walked in, I couldn’t believe my eyes. There were weapons everywhere.  On the wall. In chests. Piled in the corner. It was insane. 
 
      
 
    On the wall there were crossbows, crossbow bolts, bows, arrows, swords of all kinds, spears, shields, armor, bombs made from TNT, and strange redstone devices that I did not fully understand. 
 
      
 
    “Wow! If you had gone to war with the Dretsky clan, I think you might have won,” I said, impressed. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King shook his head. “And we would have already accomplished that if it wasn’t for certain people wanting to get certain ideas from Herobrine…,” said the Ender King, his purple eyes boring into me. 
 
      
 
    I swallowed hard. I wondered if the King might finally snap and kill me like he had threatened to do so many times in the past. But he looked away from me and spread out his skinny long black arms and said, “Take whatever you think you’ll need. I’d recommend some bombs. You’ll also need some shields to help block the shulker bullets. You all know about shulkers, don’t you?” 
 
      
 
    I had heard of shulkers but I really didn’t know much about them. I knew they were some sort of bizarre, mysterious creature existing in the End and looked kind of like a weird box, but this was the first I had heard about bullets. 
 
      
 
    “Not really,” said Biff. 
 
      
 
    [image: two shulkers.png] 
 
      
 
    The ender general explained. “Shulkers are creatures who appear to be a large block. They can be attached to floors, walls, ceilings, just about anywhere. When you get close to them, the block opens and you can see their bodies. They shoot a little bullet at you which you can block or hit with a sword or an arrow, but if the bullet hits you, it levitates you. Sometimes this is a good thing if you want to go up for some reason but other times it can be bad if there’s no roof above you or you are too high above the ground when the levitation effect wears off. You could float away into oblivion or plummet to your death.” 
 
      
 
    This wasn’t making me feel very good. “That sounds very troubling. Thank you, Notch, for creating such a monstrosity. But, I’m sure there are not very many of these shulkers out there, are there?” 
 
      
 
    The ender general and the Ender King both laughed heartily. “Quite the contrary. There are numerous shulkers throughout end cities. If you want to get to the end ship you will have to fight your way up through the end city past probably dozens of shulkers.” 
 
      
 
    I sighed and slumped my shoulders. “Well, at least we know what we are going to face.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not so sure you truly do understand,” said the Ender King. “First, you will have to deal with the savage endermen. I’m sure they will not appreciate your presence on their island. There will be too many of them for you to defeat, so you will have to find some way to sneak past them without arousing their wrath.” 
 
      
 
    Just great! 
 
      
 
    “And,” continued the King, “we don’t know what sort of traps or other mobs might be on the island as the result of the acts of Spike or Entity 303. You will recall they, along with Clayton, were building an army of nether mobs to invade the End before Notch ordered them to stop and participate in the surf contest instead. Who knows if they are on the island now?” 
 
      
 
    “Is there no way to find out the situation on that island?” asked Emma, concern in her voice. “Can you have some soldiers teleport out there quickly and do some reconnaissance?” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King shook his head. “My grandfather, who also had not been recognized as king by the savage endermen, once attempted something like that. Not only did the inhabitants of the Island of the Savages kill the two soldiers sent there to perform reconnaissance, but they sent ten of their own into the Ender Palace and killed everyone they could before they themselves were finally the killed.” 
 
      
 
    “And so … hurrr ... we are supposed go there by ourselves, three young villager children, and defeat a horde of savage endermen, dozens of shulkers who are shooting bullets at us, Notch knows what sort and number of nether mobs, and maybe even Spike, Clayton, or Entity 303 himself, before we rescue Claire. Is that what you’re saying?” I asked, practically hysterical. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King pursed his lips together and nodded his head up and down a few times before responding. “Yes, that’s exactly what I’m saying.” 
 
      
 
    “In that case, give me as many of those TNT bombs as you can.” 
 
      
 
    It took us about five minutes to fill our inventories full of bombs and other weapons. It turned out the strange redstone devices I had seen earlier were items used by ender soldiers to communicate with each other across great distances.  
 
      
 
    “Can I speak with one of your scientists about how these work?” asked Emma. “I’d love to be able to build something like this myself.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King shook his head. “State secret.” 
 
      
 
    Emma pursed her lips, obviously upset. But, she said no more. 
 
      
 
    The King ordered us to each take two of the communications devices. “You never know. They may come in handy,” he said. “If you find Claire, call me. I would be willing to send over a couple of soldiers to help extract her from the end ship. I think if we teleported directly on to the end ship and got out of there really quickly, we might be able to do it without alerting the savages to our presence. It’s a risk, but one I’m willing to take if you can find her.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, King,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” added Biff. “Thank you so much, Your Highness. I wish you could come with us, obviously you are a super dominant warrior and all that stuff, but I thank you for the help that you can give us.” 
 
      
 
    “I wish Tina could come with us,” said Emma. “But, I understand.” 
 
      
 
    Tina, who had been silently watching us load our weapons, teleported to Emma’s side and hugged her tightly. “Be careful. I like having you as a friend.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King looked at us with remorse. “If the only life I were putting a risk were my own, I would of course go with you. But if any of the savage endermen see me there, they will assume I have come to conquer them, and they will instantaneously send an invasion force to the main island of the End in retaliation. Tens of thousands of endermen would likely die if I did that. I simply cannot risk it.” 
 
      
 
    “I get it,” I said. “Hurrr, now show us to this end gate thingy and let’s get on with it.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 44 – 5 Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    The Ender King, Princess Tina, and the ender general teleported us to the end gate which was connected to the Island of the Savages.  
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    The gate itself was a great distance above the ground. I could have never gotten up to it by myself without building a one-block column on which I would’ve had to perch precariously before attempting to jump into the end gate. Fortunately, the ender folks said they could teleport us up there and toss us into the end gate. 
 
      
 
    “What do you mean, toss?” I asked, worried. 
 
      
 
    “Well, you have to jump inside the end gate. Normally, if an enderman wants to transport through one, he or she just teleports right up to it and jumps in. Since we are going to have to teleport you up in the air, we will have to teleport up in rapid succession and just toss you into the end gate so that you will all arrive on the Island of the Savages at approximately the same time.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure I like this,” said Emma. 
 
      
 
    “Me either,” said Biff. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, kids, but I think that’s the only way we can do this without sending you one by one. If you happen to materialize in the center of a bunch of savages, who knows what would happen.” 
 
      
 
    “Are you telling me that this end gate doesn’t go to a particular location? It’s just random?” I asked incredulously. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King nodded his head. “Yes. You will appear somewhere on the island, but you might appear a great distance from the end city and the end ship. You may have to travel for quite some time before you even get there.” 
 
      
 
    “This is stupid. Can’t you afford some better technology?” I asked, angrily. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King looked at me like I was a bug he wanted to squish. “Look, Jimmy, you need to relax. If I had better technology, I would give it to you. The endermen did not create end gates, they were created at the time of the creation of the world. We learned to use them as best we can.” 
 
      
 
    I crossed my arms in front of my chest and pouted. “I wish I could teleport. That would be such a better deal.” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe think about it hard enough, you’ll be able to,” said Biff. “That’s what my dad always says. Just put your mind to it.” 
 
      
 
    I snapped my head around and squinted my eyes angrily at Biff. “That’s the dumbest thing I’ve ever heard. How can I put my mind to wanting to teleport? It’s a genetic gift. It’s not something that you can just manifest. You have to be born with it.” 
 
      
 
    Biff shrugged. “Maybe, maybe not.” 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes and shook my head. What an idiot. 
 
      
 
    “I agree with Jimmy on this one, Biff,” said Emma. “Scientists have tried for generations to create a teleportation machine, but no one has succeeded. I think it’s a fool’s errand.” 
 
      
 
    “Anyway … hurrr ... let’s get this show on the road. I’m ready for you to throw me into the end gate and see what happens when I come on the other side,” I said sarcastically. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King walked up to me and put his hand on my shoulder. The ender general put his hand on Biff’s shoulder and Princess Tina put her hand on Emma’s shoulder. Without saying a word, the Ender King teleported me to a location directly in front of the end gate opening and threw me inside. As I screamed in terror, I heard Biff right behind me screaming and then further in the distance Emma screaming. The Ender folk had done their job of getting us into the end gate at nearly the exact same time.  
 
      
 
    When I landed on the island, I found myself inside a forest of chorus fruit trees.  
 
      
 
    As Biff and then Emma appeared nearby, I scanned the area for savage endermen. I saw nothing. I looked over at Biff and Emma and waved at them silently to come toward me. When they were next to me, Biff whispered, “Do you see any of the savages?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head and put my finger to my lips to tell him to be quiet. I pointed in various directions and into my eyes and outward from my face. They got the idea and took a few paces and went off in slightly different directions and did some reconnaissance. A few moments later we gathered back at the original point. 
 
      
 
    Emma whispered, “I don’t see any endermen, savage or otherwise. I don’t see anything except these chorus fruit trees. They continue for a great distance.” 
 
      
 
    “Same here,” said Biff. “Nothing’s moving.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s pretty weird,” I said. “The Ender King seemed so convinced that we would be surrounded by these aggressive savage endermen. I’m not seeing anything alive other than these chorus fruit trees.” 
 
      
 
    “Did either of you see the end city? I didn’t,” said Emma. 
 
      
 
    Biff and I both shook our heads. 
 
      
 
    “How do we know which direction to go?” asked Biff. 
 
      
 
    I looked around and noticed a tall mountain to the south. I pointed at the mountain and said, “Let’s get to the top of that mountain. If we can’t see the end city from that vantage, we will just have to find another mountain.” 
 
      
 
    They all agreed with my suggestion and we set off for the summit. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 44 – One Hour Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    As we made our way through the chorus fruit forest and up the foothills of the tall mountain, we saw nothing but end stone and chorus fruit trees. We picked some of the fruit and teleported short distances. This helped us make good time. Plus, it was kind of fun. 
 
      
 
    “Make sure you keep a few of those fruit in your inventory. We might need them to escape at some point,” suggested Emma. 
 
      
 
    Although we had been on this island for one hour, we had seen nothing other than plants and rock. No endermen, no nether mobs from Spike’s army, nothing. It was like there never been any beings alive on the island. 
 
      
 
    Spooky. 
 
      
 
    “Where do you think all the endermen went? Usually there are always packs of them milling about on other parts of the End,” said Biff. 
 
      
 
    “It’s as if they’ve been completely annihilated,” said Emma ominously. 
 
      
 
    “You think they’ve all been murdered? Slaughtered?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    She shrugged. “I don’t know. Maybe. I mean, look at this place. Look at how much chorus fruit there is. Didn’t the Ender King tell us that was why Clayton wanted to invade and enslave endermen? To get chorus flowers and end stone? Why not start with the Island of the Savages where no other endermen are allowed to go?” 
 
      
 
    As I thought about Emma’s words, I realized what a brilliant strategy it would have been. In fact, Clayton and Spike could have pretended to have been honoring the truce forged by Notch and participated in the surf contests, while at the same time exterminating the population of the Island of the Savages and obtaining all the resources they wanted! 
 
      
 
    I looked around and realized that the chorus fruit trees had become extremely dense. I’d heard chorus fruit were common on the end islands, but I’d never heard about jungles of them. “Do you think this forest is actually cultivated by the Dretsky family’s slaves?” 
 
      
 
    Emma and Biff shrugged wordlessly. 
 
      
 
    With that dark thought in my mind, we continued up the mountain. We moved cautiously and quietly, but again saw nothing. We were not approached by any mobs of any kind. 
 
      
 
    “It’s quiet. Too quiet,” I said using a deep mysterious voice to make these words seem as ominous as possible. 
 
      
 
    Emma hit me on the arm. “Stop messing around, Jimmy. This is serious. We need to be alert.” 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Of course, I’m alert. The world needs more lerts.” 
 
      
 
    This time Biff hit me on my other shoulder. While Emma had hit me lightly, Biff punched me as hard as he could. It didn’t feel good. As I rubbed my shoulder, Biff said, “Shut up, dude. We need to find Claire as soon as possible. Stop goofing around.” 
 
      
 
    I thought about saying something else goofy, now that both of my shoulders had been used up, but then I realized they could just hit my shoulders again. Therefore, I decided to remain silent. 
 
      
 
    About five minutes later we reached the summit of the mountain. We looked around and saw an end city some distance away to the west. 
 
      
 
    “Gee whiz, that looks like it’s a long way. Probably take us a couple of days,” said Emma. 
 
      
 
    “Maybe longer,” I said, staring at the valley floor in shock. 
 
      
 
    Emma and Biff looked at me, and Emma said, “What do you mean?”  
 
      
 
    But I didn’t need to answer her question. Biff and Emma saw where I was looking. They saw the shocked look on my face. They knew it was something bad. They both slowly turned their heads to look down into the valley where I had been staring.  
 
      
 
    They saw it too. 
 
      
 
    Hundreds of villagers picking chorus fruit, guarded by dozens of heavily-armed zombie pigmen. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 44 – Moments Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    “We need to free them!” said Biff. 
 
      
 
    As much as I agreed with Biff’s sentiment, I couldn’t agree it was a wise strategic move. “What about all those zombie pigmen? If we go in there and even one of them sees us, we’re done for. There’s too many of them.” 
 
      
 
    “We can’t leave our own kind enslaved by nether mobs. Enslaved by Spike and Clayton,” said Biff. 
 
      
 
    “Biff, I agree with Jimmy,” said Emma. “If we had some ender soldiers with us, we might be successful, but just the three of us … hurrr … we don’t stand a chance.” 
 
      
 
    “But we can’t just leave them there to be worked to death!” 
 
      
 
    I put my hand on Biff’s shoulder to console him. “Look, once we free Claire, we should be able to find out where Notch is being held. Once Notch is free, we can defeat Clayton and Spike … hurrr … I hope, anyway. If we can win that battle, then all the villagers will be freed.” 
 
      
 
    Biff’s eyes were starting to fill with water and tears as he realized that Emma and I were correct. I admired his spirit and desire to free those villagers, but he knew we were right. It would be a suicide mission.  
 
      
 
    Biff ran a finger across his nose to wipe away the boogers of sadness that had flowed freely and then said, “If we are going to leave them there, then how do we get to the end city? If we have to avoid this valley, it’s going to add at least another day to our trip. What if Claire can’t last that long?” 
 
      
 
    I hadn’t really thought about that. The longer Claire remains imprisoned in the end ship, the more likely it would be that Entity 303 or Spike might torture her to death or corrupt her mind to an extent that she could not be saved. Still, I didn’t think Spike, as evil as he had become, would let harm come to his own sister. But, Entity 303 didn’t care about anyone. 
 
      
 
    I looked over at Emma and asked, “What do you think? Is there any way we can get through the valley without being seen? I’m not looking forward to walking up and down mountains for the next couple of days to get to the end city.” 
 
      
 
    Emma surveyed the area for almost thirty seconds. When she was finished, she looked at Biff and me and said, “What is that down there? Underneath those trees to the left?” 
 
      
 
    Biff and I squinted to see what she was pointing at. Initially, I couldn’t make much out. Then, I noticed what appeared to be movement. Lots of movement. And that’s when I said, “I think it’s a herd of cows.” 
 
      
 
    “Exactly,” said Emma. “And cows do not exist in the End, unless someone brought them here.” 
 
      
 
    “Who would bring them here?” asked Biff, surprisingly clueless. 
 
      
 
    “Obviously it was the zombie pigmen. The cows must be here to provide food for them and their slaves,” I explained. 
 
      
 
    Emma was nodding her head. “I was thinking that if we could sneak down into the valley without being seen and get to that herd of cows, we might be able to use them as cover while we move past the zombie pigmen and their slaves. My guess is there will only be one or two zombie pigmen guarding the cows, so we should be able to avoid being seen or take them out, if necessary.” 
 
      
 
    I considered Emma’s plan for a moment. It was a good one. It would save us at least one day’s walk and had minimal risk. Still, if one of the zombie pigmen guarding the cows were able to sound an alarm, we would likely be done for. 
 
      
 
    “I’m willing to risk it,” I said. 
 
      
 
    “I’m in,” said Biff. 
 
      
 
    Emma smiled. “Good. Then it’s agreed. I suggest we stay as far to the left of the herd as possible, and then move slowly once we start being able to hear the cows mooing. Anyone guarding the cows will stay fairly close to them, so we shouldn’t have to worry about anyone spying from high up or anything like that.”  
 
      
 
    I made a fist with my right hand and smacked it into the palm of my left hand. “Sounds like a good plan. But, before we get started, I want to have some apple pie.” I reached into the food box my dad had given me before I left home and pulled out one of the apple pies that was in there. I quickly cut it into six slices with my diamond sword and held the pie plate out to Emma and Biff. “Help yourselves. Two slices each.” 
 
      
 
    Their hands shot into the pie pan, grabbed a slice with each hand, and stuffed the pie in their mouths. Emma mumbled with her mouth full, “Your mom makes the best apple pie.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled and said sadly, “Actually, my dad made it. My mom is still under the care of the Ender King’s servants in Zombie Bane. She is still recovering from her shock.” 
 
      
 
    Emma and Biff sadly nodded their heads. 
 
      
 
    “It is good pie, I’ll have to agree,” said Biff. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 44 – 10 Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    After finishing the first apple pie, I decided that if today were the day we were going to die, I wanted to die with a stomach full of pie, so I got the other one out, and we each had two more pieces.  Unfortunately, because we had consumed so much pie and had become bloated, we had to sit down and rest until our stomachs could digest some of the pie. I rubbed my bloat for about ten minutes before I was ready to proceed with our plan. When Emma and Biff were ready, we began. 
 
      
 
    As we walked down the hill, we entered a very dense forest of chorus fruit. I had come to the conclusion that the zombie pigmen servants of Clayton and Spike had been planting these trees. They would move the villagers between groves of trees to harvest the fruit and the flowers before moving on. Once the trees had grown new flowers and fruit, the slaves would return for another harvest. 
 
      
 
    In fact, the portion of the forest through which we were walking right now appeared to have been recently harvested. There were small flower buds but no flowers or fruit on the trees. I took that as a good sign meaning that it was highly unlikely that any enemy mobs would be lurking in this sector of the forest. 
 
      
 
    My suspicion was partially correct. Certainly, there were no villagers and no nether mobs. However, when we had made it about halfway through the grove and nearly to the base of the mountain, I heard a sound. It sounded slightly like a scratching sound, like fingers against the dirt or a stick against stone. I froze in my tracks. Biff and Emma did the same. 
 
      
 
    I whispered to them, “Did you hear that?” 
 
      
 
    The both nodded their heads silently. 
 
      
 
    “Where did it come from?” I continued. 
 
      
 
    Biff pointed in one direction and Emma pointed in another. I wasn’t sure where it had come from so I said, “Let’s be quiet and see if it happens again.” 
 
      
 
    We waited for about five seconds until we heard it again. Scratch scratch. We could tell where it was coming from now. We spread out and then moved in the direction of the noise. We had our swords drawn, ready to strike. We could not afford to be discovered. No matter what we came across we had to kill it. Quickly. 
 
      
 
    As we continued forward, we heard the noise again. I looked at Emma and Biff with concern in my eyes. They mirrored my feelings back to me. We knew this was going to be a pivotal moment in our quest. 
 
      
 
    We heard the noise again. We could tell we were very close. It seemed to be coming from behind a rock just in front of us. Emma went to the right and Biff went to the left while I indicated to them with hand gestures that I would climb on top of the rock and jump down. 
 
      
 
    When Biff and Emma were in position, I slowly crept up to the top of the rock. I didn’t risk looking over to see what it was because once I looked all bets were off. I indicated to Emma and Biff on the count of three we should all spring our trap. I raised my hand and lifted one finger, then two, and finally three and then I jumped over the edge of the rock to the ground. Emma and Biff sprung from their locations to cut off sideways motion for whatever was making this noise.  
 
      
 
    To my surprise, it was a young ender boy savage who, quite frankly, didn’t look any different than any other ender boys I had seen on the main End island except for his one strange blue eye. 
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    The boy looked at us in shock with his small, purple and blue eyes. He dropped the stick he had been holding and scratching against the ground. His eyes looked back and forth, scared. It was like he had never seen anyone like us before. As I watched his chest fill with air, his mouth opened as if he were about to scream. It gave me no pleasure to do it, but I smacked him on the side of his head with the flat of my sword, knocking him out. 
 
      
 
    “Ooof!” he groaned as he fell to the ground. 
 
      
 
    We quickly tied his hands and feet and put a gag around his mouth. While he was still unconscious, I said, “Do you think this is one of those Savage Enders that the Ender King was talking about?” 
 
      
 
    “He doesn’t look very savage to me. Just looks like a scared little kid,” said Biff. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, Jimmy, why did you … hurrr … have to hit him so hard?” asked Emma. 
 
      
 
    “He was going to scream. He would have alerted everyone.” I said. 
 
      
 
    Emma didn’t seem convinced, but I knew I had done the only thing I could, other than killing him. And I didn’t want to kill anyone if I didn’t have to. 
 
      
 
    “Let’s mine a small cave and take him inside,” suggested Emma. “We can seal the cave and light some torches and then we can talk to him. He might know something useful.” 
 
      
 
    Biff and I agreed with her plan. We removed our pickaxes from our inventories and made a quick cave inside the end stone mountains. After we sealed the entrance, we took the gag off the young ender boy’s mouth and threw some water on his face. He woke up sputtering and started to shout. “Help! Help!” 
 
      
 
    I put my hands in front of me and pressed them down toward the ground in a gesture to calm him. “Relax. We are not going to hurt you again. We just needed to stop you from screaming.” 
 
      
 
    “What do you want?” he asked, blinking his multicolored eyes. 
 
      
 
    “What were you doing hiding behind the rock?” asked Emma. “We had not seen any other endermen on this entire island.” 
 
      
 
    Tears formed in the boy’s eyes and streamed down his face uncontrollably. After a few seconds, he was able to muster the strength to speak. “That’s because I am the only enderman left on this entire island.” He paused for a moment, sobbing, before saying, “Entity 303 and his army slaughtered the rest of my people.” 
 
      
 
    The three of us stood there in shock. Our suspicion that all the endermen on the island had been killed had been confirmed by the last living survivor. “Are you sure they killed everyone else?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    The ender boy nodded his head sadly. “The only reason I escaped is that my mother threw me off the edge of the island onto a small piece of land that cannot be seen from above. The zombie pigmen who had been pursuing us must have thought I had fallen into the void and died.” He paused and looked at me, rage flashing in his purple and blue eyes. “But I didn’t.” 
 
      
 
    “So … hurrr … why were you hiding behind the rock?” asked Biff. 
 
      
 
    The ender boy gritted his teeth. “Trying to figure out how to kill them. Kill them all.” 
 
      
 
    An idea popped into my head and so I expressed it. “Say, is it true that the rest of the endermen in the End referred to you and your people as savages?” 
 
      
 
    The boy grunted. “They are the savages. We live in the traditional enderman way. The rest of them have abandoned all of our historical customs. But, yes, they call us savages.” 
 
      
 
    I tapped my chin with my left index finger. “You know, I’m sure the Ender King would come here with his soldiers and we could kill all the zombie pigmen, if you wouldn’t mind. I know he said he wouldn’t set foot here because he didn’t want to break the treaty.” 
 
      
 
    The boy nodded. “They teach us about that treaty from the time we learn to read. I’ve heard about it for years. The Ender King is correct that he isn’t supposed to break the treaty, but now…,” his voice trailed off as he fully realized that he truly was the last of the Savage Enders alive. 
 
      
 
    “Well then, should we call them?” asked Emma. 
 
      
 
    The ender boy sat silently, contemplating. And after a few moments he said, “If he can kill all of these scum that killed my family, then yes. Call the King.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Before I do that, what is your name? I’m Jimmy, and this is Emma and Biff.” 
 
      
 
    The boy smiled and said, “My name is Aurelius.” 
 
      
 
    I had never heard of such a name. Actually, it seemed kind of weird. But, you can’t blame a kid for having a weird name. I mean, the kid’s parents were the ones who chose it. And, maybe the name isn’t really all that weird, maybe it is just unfamiliar. 
 
      
 
    Anyway…, I said, “Cool” and then walked toward the wall of the cave. I pulled my pickaxe from my inventory and knocked a hole in the wall before stepping outside. 
 
      
 
    I reached into my inventory and pulled out one of the redstone communication devices we had been given before we left the main island. I removed the locking mechanism that secured the lid over the button to prevent the accidental pushing of it. I took a deep breath, held the device above my head, and pressed the button with my thumb. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 44 – 30 Seconds Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    After I pushed the button, the first ender soldier arrived in just under ten seconds. After thirty seconds had passed, I was staring into the fiery purple eyes of the Ender King who was surrounded by twenty-five of his best soldiers and the ender general. 
 
      
 
    “What has happened, Jimmy? Have you rescued Claire? I did not expect you to summon us so quickly, if at all,” said the King. 
 
      
 
    “They’re all dead, King. The savages. They’re all dead,” I said. 
 
      
 
    A look of astonishment passed across the Ender King’s face. “What do you mean? The three of you killed them all?!?” 
 
      
 
    I sighed deeply. “No, it was Entity 303, Spike and Clayton. Their forces killed everyone. They are here exploiting the island’s resources using their villager slaves.” 
 
      
 
    The ender soldiers began to mutter amongst themselves. They were shocked that a single combined Overworld and Nether force could be sufficient to defeat an entire island of endermen. Though I did hear at least a couple of the soldiers whisper to each other they were glad the savages had been exterminated. 
 
      
 
    At that moment, Emma, Biff, and Aurelius walked out of the cave. When the ender soldiers saw the Savage, they immediately pulled their swords. The Ender King looked at me and said in horror, “You’ve destroyed the treaty! Now the savages will come and kill us!” The King reached out and with both hands grabbed me firmly by the throat. He began to squeeze. 
 
      
 
    “King, stop,” I croaked. “He’s the sole survivor. He saw it all happened.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King tossed me aside and walked over to Aurelius and looked at the young ender boy and said, “So, Savage, is this true?” 
 
      
 
    Aurelius stood tall and proud and looked up, directly into the King’s eyes and said, “You are the Savage.” 
 
      
 
    Emma jumped in between the King and Aurelius and said, “This isn’t helping. King, all of Aurelius’ people are dead. He is the last one. We found him just a short time ago.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King softened a bit and looked at the boy and said, “This is true? Are you the last?” 
 
      
 
    Aurelius nodded his head forlornly. He sighed and then said to the King, “I want revenge. I don’t care about the stupid treaties my parents made with you or your parents. We need to come together as endermen to defeat this menace.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King nodded his approval. “Aurelius, is it?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, it is.” 
 
      
 
    “In that case, Aurelius, we are of a like mind. The Dretsky clan, in coordination with Entity 303 has broken the truce established by Notch. Their lives are now forfeit. Anyone who helps them has also forfeited his or her life.” 
 
      
 
    I had never heard the Ender King say anything more ominous than what he said right then. It sounded like total war. Unless we could somehow find Notch and he could restore order, I wasn’t sure how this could be solved.  
 
      
 
    Unless, somehow, the Rainbow Creeper could do something about it. But the Rainbow Creeper seemed to always stay on the sidelines, manifesting in a dream or alternate reality, but never engaging in the world of Minecraft. I had not lost my hope entirely on a real-world intervention by the Rainbow Creeper, but I would need to speak with Claire about it, if we found her … hurrr … no, when we found her. 
 
      
 
    “King, we need to tell you what’s happening down in the valley. It looks like a force of zombie pigmen is holding dozens of villagers captive. They are harvesting chorus fruit and chorus flowers. We were going to sneak around to the end city to the west but then we stumbled upon Aurelius. Since he told us all the other endermen native to this island were dead, we assumed it would be okay to call you.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King looked at me with an understanding glint in his eye. “You did the right thing, Jimmy. Now that there is no treaty, we need to secure the entire End for all endermen.” 
 
      
 
    The ender general approached the King and said, “I just teleported up to the nearby mountain and observed this valley of which Jimmy spoke. It looks like there are at least two dozen zombie pigmen down there. We could probably take them in direct combat, but I cannot guarantee that one or two might not escape and alert the Dretskys that we are here. This may compromise the safety of Claire Dretsky and Notch himself.” The Ender general paused for a moment and then with a look of profound seriousness on his face said, “Maybe it’s time to try ... the weapon.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King looked very concerned and asked, “How is that any better than direct combat?” 
 
      
 
    “Direct combat will give our mission away. They will run away to inform Spike and tell him that the Ender King knows where they are. But, if we use the weapon, they will be so scared and astonished, they will be unable to do anything other than die.” 
 
      
 
    “But the weapon … it has not been tested very well. What if we lose control?” 
 
      
 
    The ender general understood the King’s concern. “If we lose control let’s hope it is after all the zombie pigmen have died and we can step in and destroy it ourselves.” 
 
      
 
    “What the heck are you guys talking about?” I asked. “What sort of weapon can you use but can get out of control? Don’t weapons just do what their handlers ask of them? A sword will slash and a bomb will explode?”  
 
      
 
    The Ender King cast a sidelong glance at me and said, “Not this weapon. We think we have it under control now, but you never know.” 
 
      
 
    Emma came closer and said, “What sort of weapon is this? Is it really safe to use?”  
 
      
 
    “We will find out,” said the Ender King quietly. “We will find out.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 44 – 15 Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    The ender general dispatched several of the ender soldiers back to the main island of the End. They returned with two ender scientists and several large boxes. 
 
      
 
    I watched as one of the ender scientists busily assembled some sort of harness or horse bridle. It was made out of leather with metal buckles holding it together. 
 
      
 
    Biff and Emma were watching this display with me. Aurelius was talking with the ender general, debriefing him about the assault on the Island of the Savages by the Dretsky forces. 
 
      
 
    Biff said, “What are they doing? Do they have some sort of giant horse in those boxes?” 
 
      
 
    Emma squinted her eyes at the device. “I’ve never heard of a horse that large. Plus, it looks like they are reinforcing it several times. There’s no point in reinforcing a horse bridle like that.” 
 
      
 
    I let my imagination run wild for bit and suggested, “Maybe it some sort of giant golem that just walks up to the zombie pigmen and explodes.” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe, but if that is true, what did they mean earlier when they said it was a weapon they couldn’t control?” asked Emma. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, golems tend to be rather docile unless provoked. I wouldn’t think a golem would ever get out-of-control,” said Biff. 
 
      
 
    “Plus, the Ender King told us that it could discriminate between zombie pigmen and villagers, so the villagers could survive this attack. It must be rather smart. Golems might be loyal, but they are not smart,” said Emma. 
 
      
 
    At that moment I watched the two scientists opening boxes. They removed what appeared to be blocks of material of some kind, though they remained wrapped in cloth so I could not discern what type of materials they were. The only thing I knew was that these items were cube shaped. I pointed at the blocks being unpacked and said, “Looks like they’re going to craft something. I guess … hurrr ... it’s a multipart weapon?” 
 
      
 
    Biff and Emma shrugged their shoulders. “Maybe.” 
 
      
 
    The ender soldiers had erected a small tent. The scientists were working inside the tent assembling whatever this weapon was. The Ender King and ender general went into the tent a couple of times to check on the progress. Each time they emerged, they seemed satisfied with what was happening. 
 
      
 
    Aurelius, having completed his debrief with the ender general, returned to talk with the three of us. “How’s it going, Aurelius?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, I guess. The ender general was shocked at the size of the invasion force. The amount of zombie pigmen lurking in the valley down there is a tiny fraction of the number that invaded a few weeks ago.” 
 
      
 
    Emma shook her head and said, “Whoa! That sounds like almost every zombie pigman in the Nether must have been here.” 
 
      
 
    Aurelius scratched his foot against the dirt. “Could’ve been. The ender general thinks maybe there were zombie pigman spawners brought to the island to generate a giant army in a short period of time.” 
 
      
 
    “Diabolical,” said Biff. 
 
      
 
    We were interrupted in our conversation when the Ender King announced, “The weapon is ready. We will now carry it as close to the valley as possible. The weapon has been programmed to kill everything it sees except for villagers and endermen.” The Ender King paused dramatically. “Let’s hope it works like my scientists say it will.”  
 
      
 
    Several ender soldiers quickly tore down the tent and I anxiously looked, hoping to get a glimpse of this mysterious weapon. But I was disappointed. The weapon itself had been encased in a wooden box from which polls extended on either side. Four ender soldiers stood at the front of the box holding the polls and another four ender soldiers held the polls jutting from the rear of the box. They lifted the box off the ground and began walking toward the valley. 
 
      
 
    I guess I would have to wait to see what this weapon was until we got there. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 44 – One Hour Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    We had slowly and cautiously approached the valley.  A few of the ender soldiers teleported ahead a short distance at a time to look for the enemy. If none were spotted, we would move to that position. There was no talking, no complaining, nothing but forward movement during that hour. 
 
      
 
    “Why don’t you just teleport the weapon to the valley and be done with it?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Can’t do it,” explained one of the scientists. “The weapon is too dangerous and may incorrectly activate during teleportation.” 
 
      
 
    When we had gotten as close to the valley as anyone dared, we could just smell a hint but putrefied bacon, the savory stink of the zombie pigmen. Biff held his nose and whispered, “That is nasty.” 
 
      
 
    Emma, Aurelius, and I nodded our heads in agreement. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King walked over to the two scientists and said something to them. I couldn’t hear it but it must’ve been something like, “Release the weapon.” 
 
      
 
    The two scientists opened the door on the side of the box which had now been placed on the ground. They walked inside. They were in there for a couple of minutes doing something before they emerged, carrying a rope. The scientists handed the rope to the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    The King cleared his throat to get our attention and then addressed us very quietly. “When I pull that string, the weapon will come out. If everything goes according to plan, it will not attack us. Do not be frightened when it comes out and do not move to attack it. If it senses you are a threat, it may override its programming. After it emerges, it will begin a search and destroy mission to kill everything in its path except for villagers and endermen.” 
 
      
 
    The King walked back toward the ender general. Then the King looked at everyone and said, “Find a rock to get behind. A big one.” 
 
      
 
    The King didn’t have to ask twice. I practically dove behind a large rock to my right, but then I peeked my head out so that I would be able to see what this fabulous weapon was. Emma, Biff, and Aurelius were also behind nearby rocks, straining to get a look at this weapon when it emerged. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King himself ducked behind a rock and then yanked on the rope. The sides of the box fell away and I saw stacked there four blocks of soul sand and three wither skeleton skulls! 
 
      
 
    Oh! My! Notch! 
 
      
 
    A second tug on the rope and all the items came together. There was a swirling of wind, some sparks, and then in front of me floated a wither! 
 
      
 
    [image: WitherHDR.png] 
 
      
 
    “Netherrack,” I swore under my breath. 
 
      
 
    The wither paused for a few moments while it gained full power and health. Once it was at full strength, it soared into the air before swooping down upon us, looking for something to kill.  
 
      
 
    It was then that I noticed the harness I had seen earlier was now around the wither. I could see some redstone circuits glowing in the harness. This must have been what kept the wither from killing all of us.  
 
      
 
    The wither circled us, saw nothing he was permitted to kill, and howled in frustration. One of the ender scientists then approached the wither very cautiously and pointed in the direction of the valley with a tiny black finger and said, “Your prey is that way.” The wither howled and then zoomed away toward the valley. 
 
      
 
    After the initial shock wore off, I said, “Wait a minute! I thought withers did not attack zombie pigmen? What kind of nonsense is this?” 
 
      
 
    One of the ender scientists approached and snorted his contempt for me. “We have created a harness to control the wither. It will attack what we say and it will ignore what we say.” 
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    Nice shorts, bro. 
 
      
 
    “Really? The Ender King did not sound so confident it would work a little while ago,” I said defiantly. “What if it ends up killing the villagers instead?!?” 
 
      
 
    The scientist snorted again. “It will work. We are scientists!” 
 
      
 
    Emma had been watching this exchange and intervened.  “I am a scientist too, but I would not unleash something so dangerous and untested upon the world!” 
 
      
 
    “You dumb villager, we have tested it,” said the scornful scientist. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King could not take any more of this.  “Dr. Camino. Stop insulting the children. You have admitted to me the risks, and I have made the military decision to deploy the weapon.” 
 
      
 
    Dr. Camino’s blood was still riled up. “But, Your Highness, I shouldn’t have to –.” 
 
      
 
    “Silence!” commanded the King. “Go stand with your colleagues and get ready to march. We need to get to that valley as soon as possible to recapture the wither once it completes its task.  Or, to destroy it if your harness fails to control it.” 
 
      
 
    Dr. Camino did not like being yelled at, I could see it in his eyes. He clenched and unclenched his tiny black fists three times before he wordlessly obeyed the King. 
 
      
 
    The King stared after Dr. Camino for a long moment before turning back toward us. “Come. Let us see the results of our deeds.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 44 – Continued 
 
      
 
      
 
    As the wither zoomed off toward the Valley to complete its task of killing all the nether mobs, we quickly followed in pursuit. Soon, we started hearing wither explosions and the screams that followed. We could hear villagers screaming with fear and zombie pigmen screaming with agony. 
 
      
 
    I looked over at Emma who was running next to me and said, “It sounds terrible. I hope the targeting system on that wither works like Dr. Camino said it would.” 
 
      
 
    She nodded her head. “If it doesn’t, there will be no one left.” 
 
      
 
    Biff was running just behind us. He said, “Do you think that harness can really control the wither?” 
 
      
 
    I turned around as I kept running. “I don’t know. We’ll know in a few minutes when we get to the valley.” 
 
      
 
    The endermen had been teleporting short distances to keep up with us as we ran. I looked over at the Ender King who had just materialized next to me and said, “Hey! Why can’t you teleport us too?” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know. It seems like you were enjoying running.” 
 
      
 
    I slapped my head but kept running. “Never mind, it sounds like we are almost there.” 
 
      
 
    We arrived in the valley and ran past the herd of cows. No one was guarding them. We saw puffs of smoke rising from the forest of chorus fruit. We all drew our swords, just in case. We saw the wither rise up from among the trees and then descend again, followed by a massive explosion soon thereafter. 
 
      
 
    As we slowly approached the killing field, the explosions stopped. As the sound of the violence died down, I heard the sobbing of villagers. They were still alive! 
 
      
 
    We rushed forward and saw that it was true. Dozens of villagers were huddled together in a mass. Dozens of drops from dead zombie pigmen surrounded them and huge portions of the ground had been blown away by the wither explosions. But it didn’t look like any villagers had been harmed. 
 
      
 
    I looked over at the ender scientist. “This was amazing! Good job.” 
 
      
 
    Dr. Camino looked at me with contempt and said, “Of course it worked. I am the smartest person in all of the End.” 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes. What an arrogant fool! I’m just trying to give the guy a complement and still he has to build himself up even bigger. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King walked over to the scientist and clapped him on the back with his hand. “Great job, Dr. Camino. Now, how do we stop the wither?” 
 
      
 
    Dr. Camino reached into his inventory and pulled out a small redstone device with a lever on it. “I just flip this lever and the wither will come to me like a dog. Then we’ll put him in a box and store him away for later.” 
 
      
 
    Somehow, I didn’t think it was going to be that easy. But I had doubted the scientist earlier when he said the wither could discriminate between different mobs because of the harness. Maybe you really could control it like a dog? 
 
      
 
    The scientist walked in front of all of us and looked at the wither and said, “Wither. Come here.” He then flipped the switch on the redstone device. The redstone device glowed red but nothing happened. The wither just hovered in the air staring at the scientist. 
 
      
 
    The scientist looked at the redstone device and smacked it against his leg a couple times as if that would fix any weak connection inside of it. Then he flipped a lever again. Again the wither stared at him. 
 
      
 
    I saw sweat forming on the scientist’s forehead. He said nervously, “Um, it doesn’t appear to be working as planned. But that’s okay, the harness should control the wither. We can just attach a leash to it and it will come along.” 
 
      
 
    Again, I didn’t think this was very likely to work. And, now that the remote control didn’t function like the scientist had hoped, I was feeling more confident in my lack of confidence. 
 
      
 
    The ender scientist motioned to a couple of soldiers who brought him a long leash. The scientist took it and walked toward the wither. The wither did not move. The scientist approached the wither and reached up to hook the leash onto a metallic portion of the harness.  
 
      
 
    Just as the end of the leash clicked into place, the wither howled and shrieked with anger and then exploded. In the aftermath, Dr. Camino had been vaporized, passing on to the great respawning area in the sky. The wither hovered and stared at us with menace. 
 
      
 
    I looked over at the Ender King. “What are we going to do now? We can’t just leave this thing here.” 
 
      
 
    “Agreed. I really don’t want to fight a wither right now, but it looks like that might be our only option.” 
 
      
 
    Aurelius looked over at the King. “What kind of arrogant scientists do you have over on the main island? Why would anyone think they could control a wither?” 
 
      
 
    The King looked at Aurelius and I could see in his eyes that he wanted to scold him, but he was more diplomatic than that. “There are many who would like to destroy us, as your people have found out. Sometimes in trying to develop a better weapon, you fail.” 
 
      
 
    Aurelius nodded his head with sad understanding. 
 
      
 
    Then the King looked at the ender general and gave him a nod. The ender general turned around to face his men and said, “Prepare to attack. I want ten archers at a distance shooting at the wither. When the wither is distracted, I want the rest of you to teleported and chop at it with swords. We will keep this up until we kill it.” 
 
      
 
    As the endermen got into position, I remembered I had the rainbow colored ropes made of Rainbow Creeper skin in my inventory. I thought for a moment and then wondered if it was worth the risk. But I thought I would try. “King, I think I can do this without any fighting.” 
 
      
 
    The King looked at me like I was insane. “What you mean?” 
 
      
 
    “Just hold your men back for a few seconds. I want to try something.” 
 
      
 
    Emma reached out her hand and grabbed my wrist. “Jimmy. Are you insane? Don’t go near the wither.” 
 
      
 
    “I have to try something. If I don’t, I’ll always wonder.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t be stupid, Jimmy,” said Biff. 
 
      
 
    Aurelius nodded his head in agreement.  “Yeah, man, you are cuckoo.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m going,” I said as I pulled the rainbow colored ropes out of my inventory and dashed toward the wither. The wither remained hovering in the air staring at me with menace. I held one end of the rope in each hand and jumped at the wither.  
 
      
 
    The wither shot a skull at me, but I ducked my head and it exploded on the ground nearby.  The concussion from the explosion shook me, but did not change my trajectory. I hit the wither’s central head. I wrapped the rope around the wither’s central face and suddenly it became calm. It floated down to the ground and sat there, its three heads looking at us calmly. And then much to my surprise, the wither shuddered twice and then returned to its constituent parts: four blocks of soul sand and three wither skeleton skulls. The pieces fell apart and the wither was no more. 
 
      
 
    An audible gasp went through everyone watching, partly because I was so stupid to do what I had done but mainly because the rainbow colored ropes had defeated the wither so easily. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King teleported immediately to my side and said, “How did you know that would work?” 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t. I just thought that if they could restrain Herobrine, they would probably work on a wither too.” 
 
      
 
    Aurelius approached, looked at the rainbow colored ropes, and said, “What are those, exactly?” 
 
      
 
    “They say it is a rope made from the skin of the Rainbow Creeper.” 
 
      
 
    Aurelius’ his eyes went wide. “Our people speak of the Rainbow Creeper.” 
 
      
 
    Now my eyes went wide. “What are you talking about?” We continued our conversation with our eyes wide and unblinking, like maniacs. 
 
      
 
    “My people believe that the Rainbow Creeper is what gave us the ability to think. The ability to have free will.” 
 
      
 
    “That doesn’t make any sense,” said Biff. “Wouldn’t free will have been created at the same time Notch created all of Minecraft?” 
 
      
 
    Aurelius shrugged his shoulders. “I didn’t study much philosophy or religious history in school, I only know the legend. Our people say that is where free will came from. Before the Rainbow Creeper, we were just automatons.” 
 
      
 
    This was getting crazy. Plus, my eyes were starting to dry out because they were still wide.  I narrowed them. 
 
      
 
    The more I heard about the Rainbow Creeper from different sources, the more confused I become about what it truly was. The only thing I knew was that its skin was able to perform various powerful actions. In the form of rope, it appeared that it could restrain anything. In the form of tiny little pebbles, it could cause explosions. If its skin was this powerful, what could the rest of it do? What was it thinking? What else could it control? 
 
      
 
    Meanwhile, the ender soldiers gathered the pieces of the wither and put them back into storage. They teleported back to the end gate and returned the wither weapon to wherever the Ender King had it stored. The remaining soldiers along with the King, the general, Aurelius, Emma, Biff, and me, approached the freed villagers. 
 
      
 
    I walked up to one of them and said, “How did you get here?” 
 
      
 
    He explained that he had been kidnapped in his home village by some zombie pigmen who had been lurking in a nearby alley. He said there is a similar story for everyone here. They were all trapped and brought here to harvest chorus fruit and flowers. 
 
      
 
    I nodded my head. “Have you seen Clayton Dretsky or Spike?” 
 
      
 
    He shook his head. “But, I’ve heard their names. Some of the guards were talking about them. Apparently they control everything.” 
 
      
 
    “Apparently so,” I muttered. 
 
      
 
    The King climbed up on a rock and said, “Villagers, I will have several of my men ferry you back to the End and then transport you to the Overworld. We should be able to return you to your home villages in short order.” 
 
      
 
    The villagers let out a cheer of joy and thanksgiving. 
 
      
 
    The King assigned five ender soldiers to handle this task. The rest of us headed for the end city to free Claire. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 44 – Moments Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    We made our way to the end city as quickly as we could. Teleporting as much distance as possible each time. Within about two minutes, we had arrived at the base of the end city. 
 
      
 
    It surprised me that our trip was so easy. Although we had defeated the zombie pigmen who were guarding the enslaved villagers, I expected there to be other obstacles in our path. There was nothing. No more zombie pigmen, no blazes, no strays, nothing. 
 
      
 
    I looked up at the immense end city, with the end ship beginning to sail away from its top level. I looked over at the King and said, “How do we get up there?” 
 
      
 
    The King smiled confidently. “We can just teleport up to the ship. We will have to stop a few times inside the city, but we should get there fairly quickly.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled. This had been remarkably easy. When the King had sent us over to this island without any endermen to assist us, I was extremely worried. But now, everything seemed well in hand. 
 
      
 
    But then it happened. 
 
      
 
    It started to rain. Hard. 
 
      
 
    I looked up into the black cloudless sky in the End. I shielded my eyes with one of my hands and said, “I didn’t know it rained in the End?” 
 
      
 
    I looked over at the endermen who were screaming in pain as the rain hit them. 
 
      
 
    “What is it King?” I asked in confusion. 
 
      
 
    The Ender King was talking through teeth clenched with pain. “The rain. It burns. That’s why we live somewhere it doesn’t rain.” The King paused and braced himself against several more drops of rain before saying, “We can’t stay with you, Jimmy. You will have to handle this yourself.” 
 
      
 
    I was destroyed. This must have been Entity 303 or Spike’s doing. There’s no way it could have rained in the End without some sort of magical intervention. 
 
      
 
    Emma walked over to the King said, “Can’t you just teleport inside the end city? It’s probably not raining in there.” 
 
      
 
    The King nodded his head. “Good idea.” And then he teleported into the city. But he was back a few seconds later. “The roof is gone. The water is coming down inside the city like a waterfall.” 
 
      
 
    At that moment the ender general teleported next to the King and said, “The men are losing health rapidly, Your Highness. If we don’t get out of here in the next thirty seconds, we will all be dead.” 
 
      
 
    The King understood. He looked over at us and said, “I’m sorry. But you’re on your own.” The King then looked over at his general and said, “Give the order. We evacuate now.” 
 
      
 
    Before he teleported away, the Ender King said to me, “When the rain stops or when you rescue Claire, summon me again using the redstone device.” 
 
      
 
    “Sorry guys. I have to go with the King. I don’t want to die either,” said Aurelius. 
 
      
 
    We nodded our heads with understanding as we watched Aurelius walk to the King’s side and then teleport away. 
 
      
 
    I had a suspicion the rain would stop once they left, the objective of driving the endermen away having been accomplished, but it did not. It kept raining. The downpour was torrential. It was unlike anything I’d ever seen. Rivers began to form on the end stone, wearing away the stone into shallow canyons. It was something quite extraordinary to behold. 
 
      
 
    “Let’s get inside the city,” said Biff. 
 
      
 
    Emma and I followed Biff into the city. And ... we were immediately attacked by two shulkers. 
 
      
 
    The shulkers opened their shells and spat slow-moving bullets directly at us. 
 
      
 
    “Get a shield and block them!” Emma shouted. 
 
      
 
    We fought off a few of the bullets before Emma was hit with one. She levitated up into the sky but was able to grab onto a piece of stone jutting out from the wall of the end city. Fortunately, she wasn’t too high in the air when the levitation effect wore off. Nevertheless, she slammed to the ground with a THUMP. 
 
      
 
    By then, Biff and I had defeated the two shulkers who had attacked us. Their shells fell to the ground. 
 
      
 
    When Emma recovered from her fall and stood up, she rubbed her shoulder and said, “Ouch. Maybe I should’ve tried to land on a higher floor?” As she continued to rub her shoulder, she picked up the shulker shells. “I’m going to make a shulker box. I heard they are really good for storing things.” 
 
      
 
    “Really?” asked Biff. “Maybe I should make one for storing my emeralds.” 
 
      
 
    “No time to talk about your greedy desires, guys,” I said. “We need to get up there and save Claire.” 
 
      
 
    So, finally, we were on our way up the end city. It was about ten stories high. We had to fight about a dozen shulkers on the way up. When we were almost to the top, I was hit with a bullet and received the levitation effect. As I was floating up into the rainy sky, I reached for a stone outcropping on the wall of the end city to keep myself from floating into oblivion.  
 
      
 
    I thought I had it, but the rain made the rock wet and I could not get a grasp on it! 
 
      
 
    Biff and Emma screamed, “Jimmy! No!” 
 
      
 
    I began to float higher and higher. I was trying to drift in a direction where I would at least land on something fairly high up once the levitation effect wore off, rather than falling all the way down to the ground, a fall which would likely kill me. But I could not control my drift and I drifted beyond the edge of the end city and floated high above the solid ground.  
 
      
 
    Realizing my precarious situation, I started screaming like a little baby, “Help! Help! I’m going to die!” 
 
      
 
    As Biff fought the shulkers and kept their bullets away from Emma, she acted quickly. She pulled out a bow and arrow and tied a rope to the end of the arrow’s shaft. She aimed the arrow toward me and yelled, “Grab this when it comes by.” 
 
      
 
    She loosed the arrow and it shot straight at my head. Somehow, I managed to grab the rope as it passed by me! Emma held the other end of the rope and tied it to a stone outcropping, just as my levitation effect wore off. 
 
      
 
    I fell down, faster and faster. It felt like my stomach was coming up through my mouth. But I held onto the rope. As I fell, the rope landed on the top edge of the end city. I saw the rope stretch tight as I passed the top of the end city and continued hurtling toward the ground, but because Emma had tied it off, I only fell about 10 feet past the top of the roof before slamming into the side of the building. 
 
      
 
    “Ooof.” 
 
      
 
    Biff, having defeated the last of the shulkers, ran to the side of the building and looked over. He saw me there hanging on to the rope for dear life. “Hang on, Jimmy! I will pull you up.” 
 
      
 
    When I had slammed into the side of the building, I bashed my head a little bit. I was feeling dizzy. I wasn’t sure I could hold onto the rope much longer. I could feel Biff starting to pull me up. I felt as though I were floating. Drifting in the air. I hoped I wasn’t actually falling to the ground. To my death. But then a hand grabbed one of my hands and pulled me over the edge of the wall back into the end city. 
 
      
 
    Emma was kneeling beside me and shaking my shoulders. “Jimmy! Jimmy? Are you okay?” 
 
      
 
    I rubbed my head with my right hand for a moment before I responded. I was starting to become more lucid. I said, “I think so. That was a close one.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes it was,” said Emma as she hugged me. 
 
      
 
    Biff tapped his foot impatiently while Emma hugged me and then after a few seconds said, “Shouldn’t we be trying to get on the end ship. It seems like it’s sailing away from the city.” 
 
      
 
    I stood up and even though I felt dizzy, I willed myself to walk toward the edge of the end city where I could see the end ship sailing away. I looked at both of them. “I hope one of you brought ender pearls.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 44 – Continued 
 
      
 
      
 
    “What do you mean?” asked Biff. 
 
      
 
    I pointed at the ship sailing slowly away. “How else can we get out there? We have to teleport.” 
 
      
 
    Emma was digging around in her inventory and managed to locate two ender pearls. She held them out so we could see them and said, “Just need one more.” 
 
      
 
    Biff and I dug around in our inventories and Biff managed to find an ender pearl. I didn’t have any.  Stupid. 
 
      
 
    Emma handed me one of her ender pearls and said, “Make it count.” 
 
      
 
    Biff held his ender pearl in his hand and said, “So, I need to throw it into the ship right? That’s how I get out there?” 
 
      
 
    Emma nodded her head. “Yep. I’ll go first.” Emma stood close to the edge of the end city and was pulling her arm back, about to throw her ender pearl when she said, “I’ll never make it that far. Let’s build a little pier out there so we can get closer.” 
 
      
 
    Emma placed blocks at the edge of the end city until she had made a pier about ten blocks long. The end ship continued to sail away very slowly, but she had gotten probably eight blocks closer. She stood on the end of the pier, pulled her arm back, and launched the ender pearl at the ship. We all saw it land inside the ship and then Emma disappeared. A second later, she was in the ship waving to us. “Your turn!” she called. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll go next,” said Biff. He walked to the end of the pier and aimed his ender pearl. I saw his lips moving like he was saying a quick prayer to Notch. Then he pulled his arm back and threw the ender pearl.  
 
      
 
    I watched as it arced into the sky and began falling. I looked back and forth between the ship and the pearl and came to a terrible conclusion:  I didn’t think it was going to make it. I watched as the ender pearl slowly came down from its apex and then hit the rail of the end ship. The pearl then bounced up in the air for a moment and then fell inside of the ship. Biff disappeared and materialized on the ship in the back of the ship.  
 
      
 
    Biff yelled at me, “Make the pier a little longer! I almost missed.” 
 
      
 
    I agreed that was a good idea, so I added five blocks to the end of the pier. I stood there, looking down from such a great height at the ground. I felt a little woozy and then looked back at the end ship. Emma stood there, waiting for me. “Hurry up,” said Emma. “We can’t search the ship while you are still over there.” 
 
      
 
    I put the Ender Pearl in my left hand and wiped the wetness from my right hand, the rain was still falling steadily. I transferred the ender pearl back into my right hand, cocked my arm behind my head, aimed, and threw it at the ship.  
 
      
 
    At that precise moment, a huge gust of wind came up. Before that, there had been no wind. Just a torrent of water falling straight down from a cloudless sky.  
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    The ender pearl drifted away and then the next thing I knew, I was in midair. The Ender Pearl must have reached its full range and then teleported me into midair. I heard Emma and Biff scream in terror. I was falling towards the ground. If I hit from this height, I would surely die. I was filled with rage. I knew that wind was caused by my enemies, by the power of Entity 303 or Spike.  
 
      
 
    To die like this?  
 
      
 
    To be defeated like this?  
 
      
 
    After all I’d gone through, I wasn’t going to allow it to happen. I was filled with such rage that my eyes turned red and then a deep purple. I looked up at the end ship falling away from me but it wasn’t falling away from me I was falling away from it. I was only moments from impacting the ground. My vision turned the world a deep purple and my anger filled my soul. I was about to die.  
 
      
 
    And then, I hit the ground. 
 
      
 
    But ... it wasn’t the ground. It was the deck of the ship! Somehow I had teleported and escaped death. Emma and Biff stood staring at me, completely amazed. 
 
      
 
    “Jimmy? Jimmy? Are you okay?” asked Biff. 
 
      
 
    I sat up and rubbed my head. “I think so. Did … did … hurrr … did I just teleport?” 
 
      
 
    “I think so,” said Emma. 
 
      
 
    I looked at her in shock. “How could I have done that? I am not an enderman!” That’s when I remembered. The world seemed purple right before I teleported. Like I was looking through purple eyeballs. Like I had momentarily become an enderman. 
 
      
 
    “There must be some other explanation,” I said, not wanting to believe it. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know, Jimmy. You never had evoking powers until you were in the Nether yesterday. It was when you thought you were going to die that the powers came out. The same thing happened here. You should be dead. Yet, you managed to save yourself by teleporting.”  
 
      
 
    I was dumbfounded. I felt the rain falling on my face. Normally rain felt cleansing. But not this rain. It felt evil. In fact, I was detecting massively bad vibes emanating from each individual raindrop.  
 
      
 
    I stood up and blinked the water out of my eyes a few times. “We’ll figure it out later. Let’s go find Claire.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 44 – Continued Yet Again 
 
      
 
      
 
    We quickly searched the deck of the ship, finding nothing except a shulker which we killed very quickly. The rain continued to fall. 
 
      
 
    I looked at Biff and Emma and said, “She must be trapped in the hold of the ship. Maybe in the treasure room.” 
 
      
 
    Biff had a determined look on his face and said, “Let’s go save my cousin.” 
 
      
 
    We descended into the first level of the ship. As we entered the room at the bottom of the stairs, another shulker began his attack. We barely managed to dodge the bullets before killing it. There was a chest in the corner. It was unlocked. There was not much inside of it. We turned the corner into another room and found a brewing stand with some health potions. I took them and put into my inventory. At the rate I was going, I would need them. 
 
      
 
    “Well, she’s not here. I guess we need to go down another level,” said Emma. 
 
      
 
    “I will lead the way,” said Biff. 
 
      
 
    We descended the stairs and entered the next level. We saw a large box made of obsidian. It was large enough that a person could have been inside. There was a strange tube leading up from the top of the box. Perhaps for air.  I looked around the room but didn’t see any obvious traps or lurking enemies. 
 
      
 
    “Claire! Claire! Are you in here?” asked Biff. 
 
      
 
    We heard mumbling coming from the end of the pipe leading out of the obsidian box. We could not make out the words, but it did sound like girl’s voice. It must’ve been Claire! 
 
      
 
    Biff quickly pulled out a diamond pickaxe from his inventory and began mining the obsidian. As he did, I pulled my diamond pickaxe out of my inventory and was about to start mining too when I noticed another shulker in a corner of the room. Somehow we hadn’t seen it when we had first entered. 
 
      
 
    I could’ve sworn I checked the whole room. 
 
      
 
    I put away my diamond pickaxe and pulled out my diamond sword, ready to do battle with the shulker. As its shell rose to allow it to shoot at me, I saw it was no normal shulker. 
 
      
 
    It was Spike! 
 
      
 
    Spike leapt out of the shulker shell and started hacking at me with his two-handed sword attack. I managed to block his first two strikes but then Spike hit me in the chest plate of my diamond armor. Fortunately, the armor softened the blow, but I took several hearts of damage. 
 
      
 
    Emma pulled out her bow and managed to shoot Spike in the back with an arrow. He reached back and viciously yanked the arrow from his body, laughing like an insane maniac. 
 
      
 
    Biff continued hacking at the obsidian box, hoping to free his cousin before Spike could stop him.  
 
      
 
    While Spike was distracted by the arrow in his back, I managed to land a blow with my sword to his arm. But his armor kept him from being too severely injured. 
 
      
 
    Spike continued to laugh and slashed at me again with both of his swords. This time I took a heavy but glancing blow to the head. I lost several more hearts of damage and felt dizzy. Emma managed to hit Spike with two arrows in the meanwhile. One in the leg; one in the arm. This forced Spike to drop one of his swords and back away for a moment. Emma landed two more arrows, one in his chest plate and one in the front of his leg.  
 
      
 
    Spike howled in anger. “You won’t get Claire! We won’t allow it!” 
 
      
 
    We?!? Was Entity 303 or Clayton near? 
 
      
 
    While Spike was telling us what we could and couldn’t do, I managed to grab one of my health potions and drink it. My health restored, I stood up and reached into my inventory and pulled out a potion of slowness. I tossed it Spike and hit him. It had the desired effect.  
 
      
 
    I closed on him with my sword and began hacking at him. His lack of speed made him unable to defend against my blows. Emma put away her bow and arrow, and switched to a diamond sword. She was slashing at Spike’s legs while I was slashing at his chest and head. We were doing severe damage to Spike. It was only a matter of time before we killed him. 
 
      
 
    But, as I was pulling my sword back for what I thought might be the final blow, Spike vanished. I looked up to the heavens and screamed, “No!” 
 
      
 
    A moment later I heard Biff say, “She’s here! She’s here!” 
 
      
 
    I ran over to the obsidian box and saw that Claire was indeed inside it, her arms and legs tied together. But not with rainbow colored rope, just normal rope. 
 
      
 
    I pulled out my diamond pickaxe and helped Biff finish picking enough of the obsidian so that we could get her out. This took a few more moments but we finally lifted her out she looked at us. “Biff? Jimmy?” 
 
      
 
    Biff hugged his cousin and said, “Yes, Claire. You’re safe now.” 
 
      
 
    Claire smiled. “Untie me. I’ve been tied up for so long.” Biff reached down and untied her wrists and then kneeled and untied her feet. She flexed her hands and rotated her ankles a few times to get the blood flow back into her extremities. 
 
      
 
    She smiled. She looked over at Emma and exchanged a smile with her as well. 
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    “Claire, did they do anything to you? Are you okay?” Emma asked. 
 
      
 
    Claire rubbed her head and said, “I don’t know. I just remember being at the surf contest and then waking up inside this box. Entity 303 visited me once. He didn’t say anything. He just looked at me for a while and then went away. Spike came every day and dropped off food for me. But that was it.” 
 
      
 
    “It was very frightening to see you possessed at the surf contest. Your eyes turned red and you vanished with Spike into thin air,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Claire nodded her head. She paused for a moment and glanced down at the floor. When she looked up, her eyes were a bright, bloody red. “Like this?” 
 
      
 
    It was at that terrible moment I realized I had forgotten to bring the potion of sanity!!! The Ender King still had it. And now, Spike had possessed Claire again. All this work, all this death, for nothing. Spike would have her again. 
 
      
 
    Biff fell to his knees and began to cry. “No! Claire, no!” 
 
      
 
    “You stupid boy,” said Claire in a deep, menacing voice that was not her own. “You think you can defeat us? You think you can defeat Spike? You think you can defeat the legions of Entity 303?” 
 
      
 
    Wait. Legions? 
 
      
 
    I had only one chance. I could tell that Claire was, at that moment, possessed by Spike’s spirit. I knew she was good inside. I had felt good vibes coming from her at the moment we saved her. She did not want to be a part of Spike’s evil plan. She did not want Entity 303 to succeed. And besides, she was a priestess for the Rainbow Creeper. We needed her on our side. 
 
      
 
    As she was berating Biff, I managed to sneak up behind her and wrap the rainbow-colored rope around her waist. 
 
      
 
    Claire began to thrash and screamed in her own voice. “No! No!” 
 
      
 
    She kept thrashing but I held onto the rope as tightly as I could. “Emma, help me. Pull her down.” 
 
      
 
    Claire’s voice switched from her own to a more guttural voice. The voice of Spike. “No! You cannot do this. You are not permitted!” 
 
      
 
    Emma managed to force Claire to the ground while I tied the rainbow-colored rope around her wrists and then around her ankles. When she was secured, she thrashed a few more times before going limp and passing out. 
 
      
 
    We stood there in shock for more than a minute. Then, Claire’s eyelids began to flutter and when she opened her eyes. They were back to normal. “What? What happened?” 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 44 – 10 Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    After we explained to Claire what happened, she was distraught. “Will I ever escape the clutches of Spike? Can we ever be free of him or Entity 303?” 
 
      
 
    “You will be,” I said with determination. “The head monk of the Rainbow Creeper gave me a potion of sanity. I forgot to bring it. Once I throw it on you, you will be free of Spike’s control forever.” 
 
      
 
    Claire looked at me startled. “You’ve met the head monk?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, but she is kind of an annoying old woman, truth be told,” I said. 
 
      
 
    Claire looked at me like I had just committed the worst crime in the history of Minecraft.  “How dare you?!? She is a great leader.” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “Well, she hasn’t given us any bad advice yet, so that’s something.” 
 
      
 
    “How will you get the potion of sanity?” asked Claire. 
 
      
 
    “The Ender King has it. We just need to get you to him, or vice versa.” 
 
      
 
    Claire nodded her head. “Leave me tied up until then. I don’t want Spike to be able to possess me.” 
 
      
 
    And, just like that, the rain stopped as suddenly as it had begun. I didn’t know if it was temporary or permanent so I quickly pulled out a redstone communicator to summon the Ender King. After I pressed the button, the Ender King appeared within ten seconds. He had a sword drawn and was ready to fight. The ender general and several soldiers materialized an instant later. They looked around and saw that Claire was free and everything was fine. 
 
      
 
    The King immediately walked over to me and handed me the potion of sanity. “When I realized you had forgotten this, I feared the worst.” 
 
      
 
    I took the potion. “Thank you.” 
 
      
 
    I walked up to Claire and held the potion in front of her. “Sorry, but I have to throw this on you.” 
 
      
 
    She nodded her head and closed her eyes. I threw the potion on her. For a moment nothing happened and then her eyes opened wide as if in a state of ultimate shock. She then screamed hysterically, like someone who discovered everything they’ve ever known and everything they’ve ever loved has been taken away from them in an instant. The screaming was horrific. I can only imagine what might have brought it on. Everyone on the deck of the ship stood back and watched Claire with fear on their faces. 
 
      
 
    After thirty seconds, it was all over. Claire had passed out again. I cautiously approached and untied the rainbow-colored ropes. Then we waited. 
 
      
 
    It took about five minutes for Claire to regain consciousness. She sat up with a start, obviously still in the throes of whatever had made her scream. She looked around furtively, like a trapped mouse. Then she put her face in her hands and cried. Emma walked over to her and knelt down next to her and put an arm around her. She didn’t say anything. 
 
      
 
    Claire sobbed for about five minutes while we stood guard, hoping we would be left alone. Fearing Spike might still return. 
 
      
 
    When she finished sobbing, Claire stood up, wiped the tears from her face, and looked at us. “I have something terrible to tell you.” 
 
      
 
    We didn’t say anything. The King nodded his head indicating he was ready to hear it. 
 
      
 
    Claire took a deep breath and then said, “Entity 303 is … hurrr … is … my father.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 44 – Mind Blown 
 
      
 
      
 
    As this short sentence came out of Claire’s mouth, I think my head may have exploded. There was a ringing in my ears and everything went fuzzy. I may have passed out and stood back up. I may have floated into the air and come back down. I honestly have no idea.  
 
      
 
    When I regained my senses, I looked around. Everyone else appeared to be having similar feelings as I did. Two endermen kept teleporting a foot to the left or a foot to the right, back and forth like they were caught in some kind of weird loop. I saw Biff vomit over the railing of the ship. A shulker attached to the bottom of the ship shot a bullet at the vomit glob, and it levitated back up so we could all see how nasty it was, until the levitation effect finally wore off and the barf fell to the ground.  
 
      
 
    I looked at Claire and asked with a trembling voice, “What do you mean? How is that even possible? How can Entity 303 be your father? Anyone’s father?” 
 
      
 
    Claire pulled her hair. “The potion of sanity. When you threw it on me, I understood the truth about all things for just a brief moment.” 
 
      
 
    That’s what the head monk had said. I remembered. I guess sometimes the truth is not what we want to know. 
 
      
 
    Claire continued, “I saw that Entity 303 had taken the form of a villager and moved into Capitol City. He met my mother and married her. It was all part of his plan…. Then three children spawned in their household. The first was Spike, the second Clayton, and lastly me. He revealed himself to Spike first, corrupting his mind and making him into an evil slave. Clayton came next. Spike did the dirty work there. I don’t think Clayton knows Entity 303 is our father. And me…?” Her voice trailed off. 
 
      
 
    “And you?” I asked, not wanting to hear the answer, but knowing I had to. 
 
      
 
    I saw a tear fall from Claire’s right eye. “And me? I was just a little sister. I didn’t know anything about it. Until recently. You know the rest. My mom was a believer in the Rainbow Creeper. She took me to the meetings. To the worship services. Why would Entity 303 have chosen her? What is his plan? Does he want access to the Rainbow Creeper?” 
 
      
 
    The possibilities had my head spinning. I could not think about it right now. This was too much. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know the answers either, Claire,” said the Ender King with a concerned voice. “But I know we need to get ready for anything. To be ready for anything. But before that, we need to get out of here. We need to get you back to the End.” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King’s words reminded me of something. “But the head monk,” I began, “she said we would learn where Notch was when we freed Claire. Has anyone heard anything? Seen anything?” 
 
      
 
    Everyone shook his or her head in the negative. 
 
      
 
    I sighed. “The head monk has been right so far. I can’t imagine she was wrong on this one,” I said as I walked along the side of the ship, looking for any sort of clue. A note. Something scratched into the side of the ship. A chest we had missed.  
 
      
 
    Anything. 
 
      
 
    As I approached the bow of the ship, I thought I heard breathing. Slow, deep breathing, like something large nearby was breathing. I slowly walked toward the sound. I saw nothing that could have been so large that it could make a breathing sound like that … but then ... I saw it. The head of a dragon on the prow of the ship! 
 
      
 
    I quickly built a cobblestone platform so I could get out to the dragon’s head. Everyone looked at me like I was crazy. 
 
      
 
    “Be careful, Jimmy,” said Emma. 
 
      
 
    I walked up to the dragon’s head and saw that it was indeed breathing. I knelt down close to it and its eyes turned and looked at me. I looked back. 
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    Oh my Notch! Now what? 
 
      
 
    “Hurrr, did you want to tell me something?” I asked, feeling scared and stupid all at the same time. 
 
      
 
    The dragon took a few more deep breaths and then opened its mouth and said, “You shall find Notch in the Update Aquatic in a monument of his own making.” And with that, the dragon’s mouth closed. His breathing stopped, and his eyes turned stony, staring straight ahead. 
 
      
 
    In a daze, I walked back into the bow of the ship. I told everyone what the dragon had said. 
 
      
 
    “But there hasn’t been an Update Aquatic!” said Emma. “Notch did not finish it before he was kidnapped.” 
 
      
 
    Or did he? 
 
      
 
    Biff looked at the Ender King and implored him, “Do you know what this means, Ender King? Could the Update Aquatic have been implemented already? Could it be out there somewhere that we just don’t know about?” 
 
      
 
    The Ender King shook his head sadly. “I’m not aware of any changes to any of the dimensions of Minecraft. But then again, I didn’t think it could rain in the End either.” 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath and said the King, “Let’s get back to your Palace. We can speculate there. There has to be an answer. I’m sure we can figure it out.” I paused for a moment. I had much less certainty in my mind than the words coming from my lips might have implied. “At least, I hope we can.” 
 
      
 
    As the Ender King was preparing to teleport back to the main End island, Emma said breathlessly, “Hold on a second! We never got the elytra!” 
 
      
 
    How could I have forgotten about the mythical elytra? It’s not like anything else had been happening…. 
 
      
 
    I watched as Emma ran down into the ship’s treasure room and then returned shortly thereafter with the magical pair of wings. She held them out and we all looked at them, amazed. 
 
      
 
    [image: elytra full.png] 
 
      
 
    “Why don’t you put them on and glide down to the ground?” I suggested. 
 
      
 
    Emma smiled, but shook her head. “I’m going to save these for a special occasion.” She tucked the elytra into her inventory. 
 
      
 
    “Is everyone ready now?” asked the Ender King impatiently. 
 
      
 
    We were ready.  
 
      
 
    Some nodded their heads. 
 
      
 
    Others said, “Yes, Your Highness.” 
 
      
 
    And so, we teleported back to the Ender King’s Palace, to determine our next moves. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    End of Book 10 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    A Note from Dr. Block 
 
      
 
      
 
    Thank you everyone for reading this book and continuing to support me and the Surfer Villager series. I hope you enjoyed this book.  Please leave a review on Amazon and let me know what you thought! 
 
      
 
    Now, some shout outs. 
 
      
 
    To Manas Ranjan Dash over in India, thanks for the review of SV9. I hope you liked my use of the name Mike for the ender soldier.  
 
      
 
    To Royal Doggo/Citrus in USA, thanks for the review of SV9. I guess you saw that I used your idea about forgetting the potion of sanity. Hope you liked the result. 
 
      
 
    To Wei6 in USA, thanks for your review of SV9. You must have noticed I used your ideas. Great idea about Entity 303 being Claire’s dad. I was thinking about something similar, but your idea made more sense. And, it is sort of a “Luke, I am your father” kind of moment, I think. 
 
      
 
    To Shadowslayer1818 in USA, thanks for your SV9 review. I modified your idea to create the Island of the Savages. Hope you liked it! 
 
      
 
     I want to thank the following readers for their reviews and ideas, even though the ideas didn’t make it in to SV10:   
 
      
 
    From India: kuldip malik (thanks for your review of SV9).  
 
      
 
    From the UK: Kwikkid005 (thanks for the SV9 review; your ideas were very good and, I can tell you, something similar to some of those ideas will occur in upcoming books); joshmeister2018 (thanks for your SV9 review; in upcoming books, I will be explaining, or trying to explain, Jimmy’s strange powers); and theo h (thanks for the review of SV9; I promise to put theo and andre in SV11!). 
 
      
 
    From the USA: TheBossAKAme and kooperk10 (thanks for the SV9 review; here is the shout out you wanted!); adamdadabhoy (thanks for your review of SV9); Sun2000 (thanks for the SV9 review); DarkestNight6441 (thanks for your SV9 review; I may write some more books about Herobrine in the future); and Shadowwarrior (thanks for your SV9 review; as for your ideas, I have been thinking about some similar ideas, so stay tuned for future books and I think you may recognize some of them…). 
 
      
 
    Thanks again, everyone! Your support means so much to me! 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sincerely, 
 
    Dr. Block 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    And, if you are ready to read Surfer Villager 11, it is now available on all Amazon stores worldwide! I’ve included the most popular links below: 
 
      
 
    [image: diaryofasurftervillager_bk11_kindle_SMALL.png] 
 
      
 
    Amazon USA 
 
      
 
    Amazon India 
 
      
 
    Amazon UK 
 
      
 
    Amazon Australia 
 
      
 
    Amazon Canada 
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