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    Preface and Reviewer’s List 
 
      
 
      
 
    Hello! I wanted to preface this book with a quick thank you to everyone who has been reviewing books in this series. In fact, Surfer Villager 11 got more reviews – just barely – than any other book in this series – so far – so thank you very much! 
 
    I’m sorry this book took a little longer to come out than my last few books. I had hoped to have it out by late May 2019, but it took a bit longer. Part of the reason for the delay is that this is the longest Surfer Villager book I have ever written at just over 32,000 words.  Another reason for the delay was that I was watching online the Margaret River Pro surf contest in Australia, which distracted me from my writing. If you have any interest in professional surfing, check out worldsurfleague.com to learn when the next contest will be. 
 
    Thank you to everyone for the ideas you post in your reviews on Amazon. I have incorporated several of them, in one form or another, into this twelfth book in the Surfer Villager series. I hope you like what I did. And, if you do not see your idea, I’m sorry, but I just can’t fit them all in. Still, know that I appreciate them so much and am really impressed by how creative all of you are. If you feel inclined (and your parents are okay with it), you should write your own Minecraft stories and publish them on Wattpad or Amazon for the world to read.  If you do publish your own story, let me know in a review or by sending me a DM on Instagram @drblockbooks. 
 
    I want to give a shout out to everyone who has reviewed Surfer Villager 11. So, below is a list of all the names I saw on Amazon sites around the world as of June 6, 2019. (If the customer name is “Amazon Customer,” I don’t list it below.) 
 
      
 
    Australia 
 
    Bryanhiga 
 
      
 
    United Kingdom 
 
    bhaktakumar rai 
 
    R Tanner-Tremaine 
 
    Jack 
 
    claudia hayes 
 
    Leo 
 
      
 
    India 
 
    BossMario 
 
    RAJDEEP 
 
    Yash 
 
    Jujubee 
 
    AVI THE GREAT 
 
    Mrishri 
 
    Markus / Kannan 
 
    Zero 
 
    Manas Ranjan Dash 
 
    prodabproYT 
 
    Sunil Kolluru 
 
      
 
    United States 
 
    KidOfCubes 
 
    Citrus 
 
    Enderclan68 
 
    Wei6 
 
    Yuuko 
 
    Naku 
 
    ShadowWarrior 
 
    Kevin 
 
    XDude 
 
    Eden 
 
    SoyLover 
 
    Thomas 
 
      
 
    And, now, without any further delay, turn the page for Surfer Villager 12!!! 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 46 – On the Beach 
 
      
 
      
 
    The rainbow that had recently appeared in the beta dimension sky appeared to be quite a distance away from our present location. After we all got over the shock of seeing the rainbow appear in the sky, we began to make preparations to travel to the end of the rainbow. It looked to me like it came down smack dab on the peak of the mountain in the distance. 
 
    “I once heard a player say that some people in their world believe there is a big pile of gold at the end of a rainbow,” said Biff. 
 
    I shrugged. “If that’s all we are going to find, then I don’t even want to start. A big pile of gold is not going to solve any of our problems.” 
 
    “I’m sure it will be something helpful,” said Claire reverently. “The Rainbow Creeper always hears our prayers, but doesn’t always answer them. That rainbow looks like an answer.” 
 
    I looked at Claire and raised one of my eyebrows questioningly. “Something has been bugging me. How is it that the Rainbow Creeper is so powerful and yet I had never heard of him until a few weeks ago? You would think that everyone in the world of Minecraft would know of his existence.” 
 
    “The followers the Rainbow Creeper are very secretive, especially after they were banished from Capitol City so long ago,” said Claire. “Besides, mobs, NPCs, and visiting players can do everything they want in the world of Minecraft without knowing about the Rainbow Creeper. So, there’s no point in him revealing himself.” 
 
    “That seems really convenient,” I said. 
 
    “I’ve got to go with Jimmy on this one,” said Biff. “It seems like if the Rainbow Creeper were so powerful, he would have a lot more followers. Word would have gotten out.” 
 
    Emma shook her head, disagreeing with us. “I don’t know about that. Everyone grows up learning about Notch, so why would they look for another supernatural being to idolize or worship?” 
 
    Spike nodded his head. “I had not heard about the Rainbow Creeper until a few months ago when my dad … hurrr … Entity 303 told me we had to find the creation stone. He said he heard the Rainbow Creeper might have it in his possession.” 
 
    “Children,” said the Ender King in a stern voice. “Let’s not debate the metaphysical; let us head toward the rainbow’s end.” 
 
    We all agreed. It was time for action, not navel gazing. 
 
    Thomas, the wither cow, mooed his agreement. It was strange to hear mooing coming from the mouth of the wither skeleton, but by now I had gotten used to his strange appearance. 
 
    We packed our things and then locked the door to our makeshift shelter on the sand. We quickly crafted a high stone wall around it, to protect it against any possible damage by wandering zombies or drowned zombies who might emerge from the nearby ocean. 
 
    Part of me did not care about the shelter. I never wanted to return. I wanted to go back to the Overworld and confront Entity 303. But, if we did have to return, I did not want to waste my time crafting another shelter either. 
 
    As we completed the stone wall, I looked out into the ocean and watched the miracle of naturally-generated waves. I smiled. I really, really wanted to go surfing. But, as much I wanted to go surfing in the natural waves of the beta dimension, I knew it was more important to go to the rainbow’s end. If Claire were right, we would find the answer – well, some sort of answer, anyway.  If she were wrong, what did we have to lose? 
 
      
 
    *   *   * 
 
      
 
    We had made a couple of short teleports in the direction of the end of the rainbow when we came across another strange creature none of us had ever seen, well none of us except Thomas who had seen all the weird stuff. 
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    “What in the name of Notch is that … that … thing?” asked Biff. 
 
    “That is an appleshroom,” explained Thomas. “It is like a mooshroom except that instead of mushrooms, it grows apples on its back and is found in forest biomes.” 
 
    I looked at Thomas incredulously. “So you’re telling me I can walk over to that thing and snap off one of those apples and eat it?” 
 
    Thomas nodded his head. “Yes, but if it hurts him, he may try to headbutt you.” 
 
    “So, Thomas, what sort of drops will the appleshroom leave if it is killed?” asked Emma. “Scientific curiosity, you know.”  
 
    “Well, it can drop raw meat, apples, and it has a ten percent chance of dropping a hot apple pie.” 
 
    At the mention of apple pie, I suddenly became very hungry. I pulled out my diamond sword and began walking toward the appleshroom in order to end its life, hoping I might be lucky enough to get a fresh hot apple pie. But Emma put her hand on my sword and said, “Leave it be. It is all alone the beta dimension, a freak like Thomas. There’s no need to kill it.” 
 
    Thomas lowered his head and mumbled, “Dang, girl. I am not a freak. I was just spawned this way.” 
 
    I pulled my sword hand away from Emma abruptly. “But I want an apple pie. I’m hungry,” I whined. 
 
    “You sound like a player,” said Claire. “Only thinking about what you want, never what you need, never what is best for everyone else.” 
 
    I felt ashamed. I did sound like a greedy player. At least greedy villagers helped players and NPCs out by making trades, albeit not always fair ones. Players just take and take and take. I put away my sword and let the appleshroom wander into the woods to live its strange, sad, and lonely life. 
 
    I looked into the sky and saw the rainbow was getting closer. I looked at the Ender King and at Princess Tina and said, “Sorry about that. Let’s teleport some more.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 46 – One Hour Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    After making a series of teleports, we appeared to be about halfway to the end of the rainbow. It had been a couple of hours since we left the beach, so we decided to take a break to have some food.  
 
    The Ender King and Princess Tina needed to rest, weary from having teleported so many people, especially the massive wither cow, Thomas. While Thomas went into the field to eat grass, the rest of us looked in our inventories and pulled out some food. 
 
    Emma sighed. “I really hope we can escape the beta dimension soon. At this rate, we’ve only got a few more days of food left. We’ll have to start killing some animal mobs and maybe even planting some wheat or watermelons or pumpkins or something just in case we are here for … hurrr … a longer time.” 
 
    I could tell what she was thinking. Eternity. Stuck in the beta dimension until the end of our days. Or, more likely, until Entity 303 found the creation stone, enslaved the entire world, and then destroyed Minecraft in the next few years. We wouldn’t know when it was going to happen. At least we would probably avoid the years of painful slavery, and then we would be destroyed in the blink of an eye. First we would exist, going about our beta dimension lives, and then we would be nothingness. 
 
    With that cheery thought in my mind, I ate a loaf of bread. It was starting to get stale. I choked it down and followed it with a few sips of water. Biff had a couple chocolate chip cookies he broke into pieces and shared with the squad. That’s kind of what we were, a squad. A military term to designate a small group soldiers. We were soldiers, weren’t we? On a mission to escape the beta dimension and save Minecraft. 
 
    #SquadGoals. 
 
    After we finished eating, we made two more teleports in the direction of the end of the rainbow. At one point, we came to a large meadow filled with strange looking flowers that did not exist in the Overworld. They were pretty in their own way. They resembled rose bushes, but the flowers were a peculiar dull slate gray color.  It wasn’t clear why Notch hadn’t implemented these in the Overworld. They seemed nice enough. 
 
    As we walked around the meadow, admiring the strange flowers, something terrible happened.  The flower stalks suddenly began to extend in length. The flowers themselves grew skeleton-like heads was chomping teeth. One of them took a bite out of Thomas’s leg. He mooed mournfully in pain. 
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    When I saw the strange skeleton-headed flower eating the flesh it had just ripped from Thomas’ leg, I rushed over and slashed at it with my sword, killing it. It disappeared into a puff of smoke, dropping a seed that looked like a skull! 
 
    “Let’s get out of here!” I yelled. 
 
    “It’s an ambush!” screamed Biff. 
 
    The Ender King and Tina quickly reached out to us with their long spaghetti-like arms and teleported us away from the meadow. When we reappeared, some distance away in a forest, we all panted for breath, while our adrenaline subsided. 
 
    “That was weird. What were those things?” I asked. 
 
    Thomas, who was limping slightly from his wound, shook his head. “I’m so stupid. I had forgotten about those flowers until it was too late.  It is called a deadhead rose. I don’t know why I didn’t remember what they were right away.” 
 
    Emma walked over and patted Thomas on the back. “It’s okay. We all make mistakes. But next time, if there’s a potential danger, please let us know.” 
 
    Thomas nodded his wither skeleton head. “I promise. Cross my heart and hope to die.” 
 
    I wished he had not said that last part. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 46 – Twenty Minutes Later. 
 
      
 
      
 
    After the scare with the deadhead roses, we made about a dozen uneventful teleports. We could now see that the end of the rainbow was indeed exactly at the top of the tall mountain, still a way off in the distance. We probably would arrive at the end of the rainbow within another 6 to 10 teleports. Given that we still had a lengthy journey, we decided it was another good opportunity to take a rest.  
 
    We stopped at the bottom of a hill with several trees growing at its base. The trees provided much needed shade from the bright sun glaring down from a cloudless sky.  We each found something to lean against while we ate and rested our weary muscles. 
 
    But our respite did not last long. We heard a rustling in the bushes surrounding the clearing where we were relaxing. It wasn’t just a single creature either. The rustling was coming from all around us. 
 
    I looked over at Emma who was leaning against a nearby rock eating a carrot. “What do you think it is? A flock of chickens or something? Pigs?” 
 
    Emma finished chewing her carrot and swallowed before shaking her head and saying, “Sounds bigger than that. Maybe some horses or cows?” 
 
    “It is not cows. I would be able to smell them,” said Thomas. 
 
    The Ender King teleported next to us from where he had been sitting and whispered, “Get your armor on quickly and ready your weapons. We’re surrounded by something.” 
 
    I could feel my blood pressure spiking in anticipation of the coming battle, if there were actually to be one. I reached into my inventory and quickly put on my diamond armor and helmet. I held my sword and shield at the ready, making sure another sword was at the top of my inventory in case I wanted to go to a two-handed sword technique. 
 
    The rustling was coming closer, getting louder. I looked around and saw that everyone in the squad had armored up, except for Thomas. Not surprisingly, he did not have any armor. He hid behind us. 
 
    The rustling came closer and closer. We formed up in the shape of a semicircle, the hill behind us. I was tense. I looked to each side. We were ready to face whatever might emerge from those bushes. 
 
    A few more seconds passed. Suddenly, the rustling stopped. For the briefest of instants, I thought whatever had been making the noise had gone away. But … I was so wrong. 
 
    At that moment, a group of about ten villagers stepped from the bushes.  Each held a strange weapon that looked like a horizontal bow combined with a long wooden handle. I’d ever seen anything like them before. I turned around and looked at Thomas. I whispered, “Who are these guys?” 
 
    A look of fear bled across Thomas’s face. “They’re … they’re … pillagers.” 
 
    I looked back at them and shouted, “Stop right there, pillagers. You need to back away or I’m gonna slay.” 
 
    Emma and Biff both looked at me and rolled their eyes. Tina moaned in agony at my horrible combat rhyme. The Ender King just clucked his tongue. Thomas mooed. The pillagers laughed. 
 
    “Slay? Who? Us?” said one of them, who seemed like the group leader. He had a gruff, brutal voice. “A stupid kid like you with some other stupid kids, a wither cow, and a couple of enders? Yeah, right.” 
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    Wait a minute? They could talk? 
 
    “How come you guys can talk?” I shouted. 
 
    “What do you mean? We could always talk,” said the leader again. 
 
    “But all of the other villagers in the beta dimension can’t,” said Emma. 
 
    The villagers laughed. “We aren’t villagers. We are pillagers. And besides, Entity 303 freed us from the curse of muteness Notch has imposed upon all other NPCs in the beta dimension. We owe our allegiance to Entity 303, not Notch.” 
 
    Oh, brother! Here we go. 
 
    “In that case, pillagers, what is it that you want?” asked the Ender King in a deep, stern voice. 
 
    The leader of the pillagers laughed. “Isn’t it obvious? We want you to get dead because Entity 303 told us to separate each of you from your lives.” 
 
    What a goofy way to talk! 
 
    “It’s on then,” I said in my best swagger voice as I slashed the air with my diamond sword. 
 
    We rushed at the pillagers and they rushed at us. They launched several crossbow bolts at us. I deflected one with my shield and another hit me in the helmet, but thankfully it was a glancing blow. Biff took a crossbow bolt to one of his arms and screamed in pain. But he continue running at the pillagers. 
 
    Fortunately, it took the pillagers a moment to reload their crossbows. Before they could reload and shoot at us a second time, we had closed the distance between our groups and were slashing at them. 
 
    We inflicted substantial damage, but the pillagers used their crossbows as melee weapons smacking us with them. We had to back off momentarily, which gave them just enough time to finish loading another bolt into their weapons. At this close range, they couldn’t miss us. One of the bolts went into my calf, and I fell to the ground screaming. I heard others screaming as well. Princess Tina had been shot in the arm while the Ender King had been wounded in his thigh. 
 
    The pillagers laughed at our pain. “Say your prayers, fools!” 
 
    They were the ones who were going to be saying their prayers if I had any say in the matter. I pulled a crossbow bolt out of my calf and tossed it aside. I dropped my shield and pulled out my second sword and began a ruthless two-handed sword attack on the leader of the pillagers. 
 
    Cut off the head if you want to slay the dragon. 
 
    After the first blow, his eyes went wide with fear. He put a hand up to block the second blow but it was no use. I sliced right through to the bone. He screamed in agony. “Stop! We will help you defeat Entity 303.” 
 
    I laughed. “The final deceitful words of a desperate man no doubt,” I said menacingly before I slashed at him twice and turned him into a puff of smoke. 
 
    He dropped his crossbow, and I picked it up. I loaded it quickly and shot another one of the pillagers in the back. He disappeared in a puff of smoke right in front of Thomas, who was about to be killed by the very same, now very dead pillager. 
 
    I looked around at my squad. They were beginning to get the upper hand. I tossed the crossbow into my inventory and resumed my two-handed sword attack on the nearest pillager. It only took about ten more seconds before we were victorious. Wounded and in pain, but victorious. 
 
    We sat down in a heap. The Ender King dug into his inventory and found two health potions. He passed them around and each of us took small sips, partially restoring our health bars and ridding ourselves of the most dangerous wounds. 
 
    “That was a close one, kids,” said the Ender King. “We need to resume teleporting and not stop until we reach the end of the rainbow. Who knows what other minions Entity 303 may have told to kill us.” 
 
    None of us disagreed. We rested for about five more minutes so that the Ender King and Tina could regain as much health and strength as possible before we began our rapid teleportation to the end of the rainbow. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 46 – End of the Rainbow 
 
      
 
      
 
    After about eight rapid teleports, we were standing just below the top of the mountain. The rainbow itself clearly and plainly landed directly on top of the mountain. I scanned the surroundings for any clue as to what we should do next. 
 
    “I don’t see any door or door-like structure up there,” I said, squinting my eyes to see better. 
 
    The Ender King nodded his head. “Yes, let’s walk around the top of the mountain at this level and see if we can locate any sort of door, passageway, or crack in the mountain.” 
 
    We all fanned out and looked for an entrance or doorway or even a clue as to what we should do or where we should go.  After two minutes of searching, we realized there was nothing. 
 
    “Well, Claire, you are the rainbow expert. What should we do now?” asked Emma, slightly annoyed. 
 
    Claire shrugged her shoulders. “I have no idea. I honestly wasn’t sure that my prayers to the Rainbow Creeper would be answered. I suppose we can just walk up to the top of the mountain.” 
 
    We all agreed that climbing to the summit seemed like the only real option at this point. We started walking toward the peak when suddenly a dozen endermen manifested immediately in front of us! They all were holding diamond swords and looked especially dangerous. In fact, they didn’t appear to be the typical skinny endermen, but actually had rippling muscles on their chests. 
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    I looked over at the Ender King. “Know these guys?” 
 
    The Ender King shot me a look of hatred before looking back at the muscular endermen and said, “Can you speak, brothers?” 
 
    The endermen all looked at each other with questioning expressions and then looked back at the Ender King. One of them said sarcastically, “Can you hear, brother?” 
 
    The Ender King rolled his eyes. “Of course I can hear. And, clearly, you can talk.” 
 
    It was then that I noticed. I think the Ender King noticed too. Their eyes. Not purple, not purple and blue, but just blue! Cool, clear, icy blue eyes. 
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    “Your eyes…” said the Ender King. “Why are they that color?” 
 
    “I could say the same thing about yours. Whoever heard of an enderman with purple eyes?” said one of the muscular endermen standing in front of us. 
 
    “I have,” I said, not willing to take anymore guff from these guys. “Where I come from, all of the endermen have purple eyes. Well, hurrr, except for this one Savage Enderboy we met recently. Anyway, what’s the deal with you guys?” 
 
    One of the endermen teleported right next to me and grabbed me by the throat. The Ender King moved to save me, but the other enderman teleported quickly and blocked his way. The Ender King didn’t press it. He knew he was outnumbered and, by the looks of things, out matched. 
 
    The enderman’s blue eyes bore into my school. “Child. The only reason you’re not dead is that the Rainbow Creeper has granted you access. We serve the Rainbow Creeper, and but for his amnesty granted to you, we kill all who come near.” 
 
    Then he dropped me on the ground in a heap. The enderman teleported back a short distance as did the rest of him men who had been surrounding the Ender King.  
 
    Emma looked at them, astonished. “Wait. So you have seen the Rainbow Creeper?” 
 
    The leader of the blue-eyed endermen shook his head. “I know of no one who has seen the Rainbow Creeper. The Rainbow Creeper simply comes to us in our dreams and tells us what to do.” 
 
    “What did you mean you kill all who come here?” I asked, my voice raspy from having my throat nearly crushed. “Who else comes to this mountain?” 
 
    “No one for a long time. Once, many years ago, Entity 303 tried to get in. But we repelled him. We lost many men that day, but he has not returned.” 
 
    Could this be where the creation stone resides? If the Rainbow Creeper and his army of endermen are guarding it, there must be something valuable here. 
 
    “So do you only exist in the beta dimension?” asked Princess Tina. “I ask because we just learned that the Savage Endermen in our dimension have purple and blue eyes, but I’ve never heard of blue-eyed endermen.” 
 
    The leader of the endermen softened a little bit at the questions from a small endergirl. Maybe he was thinking of his own daughter ... if he had one. “Little girl, we are known as Destroyer Endermen. We were created by the Rainbow Creeper to guard this mountain sanctuary. I am not aware of any of our kind which exist outside of the beta dimension.” 
 
    Destroyer Endermen? Cool. 
 
    “So, hurrr, why are you guys so buff?” asked Spike. 
 
    The leader of the Destroyer Endermen eyed Spike suspiciously. He must have known Spike was only recently a minion of Entity 303, but he had been ordered to let us all pass.  It was clear he was not happy with the order, but he obeyed it. 
 
    “We train from young age to be the greatest fighters in the world, nay, the universe. When we spawn, we are examined by the elders. If our bodies appear weak or sickly, we are destroyed. Only the most perfect physical specimens of the Destroyer Endermen race are permitted to survive. We then undergo rigorous training until we are the most effective killing machines ever known.” 
 
    Ruthless. Brutal. Dominant. 
 
    I wasn’t really expecting such a frank and frightening response. I pulled on the collar of my robe a little bit; I was extremely nervous confronting these guys. Knowing that they had repelled Entity 303 alone was astonishing, but to hear about how they were raised from birth to do nothing other than kill was something else. 
 
    “So do you live in the beta dimension’s version of the End?” asked Emma. 
 
    The leader of the Destroyer Endermen nodded. “That is where we are raised and begin our training. When we are ready, we are allowed to come to this mountain fortress to guard it. The trainees are stationed at lower elevations. We are the elite. The only reason you got this far is at the Rainbow Creeper’s direction.” 
 
    “What is your name anyway, big guy?” I asked. 
 
    The Destroyer Enderman looked down at me. “Derek. My friends call me Kabir, but you can call me Derek.” 
 
    “Burn,” said Emma. I ignored her. 
 
    I continued to pull on the collar of my robe and asked, “So, Derek, can you get us inside this rock? We followed the rainbow here and everything.” 
 
    The leader of the Destroyer Endermen stared at me with thinly-veiled contempt. “The Rainbow Creeper has decreed that you are all to be let inside, even him,” he said, motioning at Spike. “We will teleport you inside, and, once you are done, we will teleport you back out here, if that is necessary.” 
 
    I didn’t like how he added that final clause at the end of his statement. It suggested that it wouldn’t be necessary. It suggested that we wouldn’t be leaving the inside of the mountain. It suggested something unexpected and perhaps unexpectedly bad was going to happen to us. But what could we do? Here we were and the Destroyer Endermen held our lives in their hands. 
 
    “Let’s do this then!” I said boldly, summoning up what little courage I had left. “Teleport me inside this rock.”  
 
    Derek shook his head and then slapped it to emphasize his disgust. He looked over at the Ender King and asked, “Is he always like this?” 
 
    The Ender King laughed. “All the time. All the time.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 46 – Seconds Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    We materialized inside a typical chamber you might see inside of a mountain. Cobblestone everywhere, hints of different ores gleaming in the walls. A narrow stream of lava passed along one side of the chamber. A waterfall trickled down the wall opposite where we stood. About thirty blocks away, on the other side of the chamber, there was a small rectangular cut in the wall, obviously the entrance to a passageway. 
 
    The Destroyer Endermen directed us toward the passage. Once we arrived at the doorway, their leader Derek said, “Our instructions are if you come back this way we are to kill you. You may only move forward. If we are called to teleport you out of the mountain we will. Otherwise do not return unless you wish to face death.” 
 
    I looked at the Destroyer Enderman and shook my head sadly. “Man, I thought we were getting to be friends. I was about to call you Kabir and everything.” 
 
    The enderman looked at me with his disconcerting blue eyes and said, “In another time, in another place, I’m sure we could have been friends. But that is not our role to play in this drama.” 
 
    “Drama? What are you talking about? This is life, man! This is straight up History in the making, bruh. This is the future of all Minecraft!” I said, my voice rising with anger. 
 
    The Destroyer Endermen shrugged. “I serve and am of service to the Rainbow Creeper and his desires.” 
 
    I looked at Claire.  “Are you just a slave to the Rainbow Creeper too?”  Claire looked confused and did not respond. 
 
    I looked back at Derek and it was clear by his expression he was done talking to me and everyone else in our squad. The Ender King said, “Let’s go. This is nothing new. We have always moved forward. And now, we have no choice.” 
 
    As we entered the passageway, I looked behind and saw the Destroyer Endermen standing guard, waiting to kill us if we returned. It made me sad. They were obviously very dominant but didn’t use any of their dominance to enjoy life, only to serve as the armed thugs of the Rainbow Creeper. And speaking of which, why does the Rainbow Creeper need guards around this mountain? I thought he was supposed to be all powerful and stuff. 
 
    “Have your weapons at the ready,” instructed the Ender King. “Who knows what we will encounter.” 
 
    Fortunately, we encountered nothing. I guess the Destroyer Endermen were really good at their job of guarding this place.  All we saw was a single long passageway occasionally going uphill, occasionally going downhill, but always deeper into the mountain. 
 
    “This is a really long passageway,” said Emma. “I didn’t think the mountain was anywhere near this wide. It is as if the inside of this mountain is completely different from the outside.” 
 
    “What are you saying?” asked Thomas nervously. “That we are not really inside this mountain?” 
 
    Emma shrugged. “I’m not saying anything. I have no idea what’s going on. I’m just making observations. It’s what scientists do. Observe and then figure out the meaning later.” 
 
    I will admit that I was quite astonished by this passageway. It was long and clean-cut. There were torches at just the right intervals to make it easy to see. The temperature was nice inside the passageway. Not too hot, not too cold. We heard nothing other than our footsteps on the cobblestone. It was odd. I was expecting to encounter some sort of bizarre beta dimension creation like a spider with a creeper head or a wither zombie or a pig with a ghast head ... something like that, but there was nothing. 
 
    After walking for about twenty minutes we finally arrived at a door. Just a typical door like you would see on the home of villager or a player. 
 
    I looked at the Ender King. “Shall we?” 
 
    The Ender King nodded his head as he held his sword at the ready. “Nowhere else to go. There weren’t any side passages. Either we go through this door or back to the Destroyers. Do you want to open it Jimmy?” 
 
    “I’ll  open it,” said Claire. “If the Rainbow Creeper is inside there, I think I should lead the way.” 
 
    I stepped back from the door. “Suit yourself.” 
 
    Claire put her hand on the door handle. I felt nervous. I looked around and saw that everyone else was feeling the same. Biff looked like he was trying to keep himself from vomiting from anxiety. 
 
    Claire pushed the door open but nothing could have prepared us for what we saw on the other side. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 46 – The Room 
 
      
 
      
 
    What we saw inside the room astonished us. Strange boxes with strange lights. Little strange devices with letters written on them out of order. Tiny flashing lights of various colors. I could not see any Redstone anywhere. I had no idea how all of these strange devices were being powered. 
 
    Most astonishing were the strange boxes with windows built into them. But you didn’t see through the windows, instead it was as if an image was projected on the window from within the box. Images of mobs and villagers and strange lettering, as if written in some sort of code, appeared on these glass windows. 
 
    I noticed that all the lights blinking on these strange boxes were made up of the colors of the rainbow: red, orange, yellow, green, blue, violet. I looked around and began to see more references to rainbows. There were strange logos on the boxes that looked like a rainbow-colored apple or a rippling window with rainbow-colored panes.  
 
    I saw weird devices which appeared to be sculpted to be held in your hand. They were attached to boxes by means of strange black wires. The devices also had strange rainbow-colored buttons on them. Some had buttons labeled X – Y – A – B while others had rainbow-colored buttons designated with four shapes: square, triangle, circle, and X. 
 
    “What is this place?” asked Biff.  
 
    “Yeah, and what is all this stuff?” asked Tina. 
 
    “I have no idea,” I said, utterly confounded. “I’ve never seen anything like this. Have you, Emma?” 
 
    She shook her head. Her jaw was hanging loosely from her skull because she was so amazed by what she was seeing. “I’ve never even heard of anything like this. Even in all the science fiction books I read, nothing like this.” 
 
    The Ender King looked at Claire and asked, “Is there anything in the Rainbow Creeper myths and legends that would explain this?” 
 
    Claire sat in silence for a moment. She was looking around the room taking it all in. It seemed like it sparked a memory. “There is a legend that the Rainbow Creeper can communicate with unseen beings from other dimensions. The legends do not provide any details of who these people are or how this communication is accomplished.”  She paused.  “Maybe all this is … hurrr … related somehow?” 
 
    I could have sat there for hours, days, or maybe even years trying to puzzle this riddle, but we did not have time. I would have to worry about this strange room and its contents later. “Yo, guys, those Destroyer Endermen said we needed to keep moving forward. Do any of you see a door or passageway?” 
 
    Everyone looked around the room but was unable to locate any way out other than the way we had come in.  
 
    “Well, there’s some chairs over here. Maybe we should just wait?” suggested Biff. 
 
    No one had a better suggestion. We sat down, got some food out of our inventories, and had a snack. It took us about five or ten minutes to eat our food and then we just sat around staring at the strange boxes with the strange lights and the strange picture windows. 
 
    We sat there for so long that I had begun to drift off. Each time I started to fall asleep, my head slowly tilted forward until it jarred me into wakefulness again. But it only for a few seconds before I began to nod off again and my head started falling forward. Each time I would jar awake, I would see Emma staring at me smirking. I think I was entertaining her as I jolted between sleep and wakefulness. I didn’t care, she could smirk at me all she wanted. I was tired. 
 
    At some point I must have fallen completely asleep because I was awakened by Claire and Emma’s screams. 
 
    I sat bolt upright. I swiveled my head back and forth to determine what was happening. I could see the others who had been asleep were now wide awake as well. 
 
    And that’s when I saw her. The head monk of the Rainbow Creeper standing in front of us and throwing tiny little pebbles onto Claire and Emma before she turned them on the rest of us. 
 
    A pebble of the Rainbow Creeper’s dried skin landed on my arm and exploded. I howled in pain. Poor Thomas the wither cow took one right in the center of his face. He mooed with agony. When the head monk tried to throw one at the Ender King, he batted it away with his sword and said, “Enough of this, monk.” 
 
    The monk sighed and put away her pebbles of pain. “I was trying to have some fun.” 
 
    “Didn’t we work through this already? Didn’t you agree you should not do this to people?” I shouted. 
 
    “I suppose we did,” said the head monk. “But I changed my mind.” 
 
    I rushed towards her with my sword drawn. “Why you little old…” But before I could finish, a Destroyer Enderman suddenly materialized in front of her and held out his sword. “Take one more step and die.” 
 
    “Where did you come from? I thought you guys were going to wait by the exit?” 
 
    The Destroyer Enderman said nothing. I backed away. The enderman vanished. 
 
    The head monk smiled. “Now that we’ve established the pecking order, with me at the top, and you all the way down at the bottom, I have a message from the Rainbow Creeper.” And then she paused. And paused and paused and paused. 
 
    I lost it. “Come on lady,” I said. “Give us the message. ASAP.” 
 
    “Well, first of all, the Rainbow Creeper is very disappointed that you were unable to free Notch.” 
 
    “We almost died! Entity 303 nearly drowned us!” shouted Emma. 
 
    Claire kneeled before the head monk, showing reverence for her spiritual leader. “May I speak, head monk?” 
 
    “Arise priestess Claire and speak freely,” said the head monk.  
 
    “Well, even though they did not free Notch, they did free my brother Spike. It’s good to have him back.” 
 
    The head monk looked at Spike scornfully. “Is it? Would it not have been better if he had died?” 
 
    Claire gasped and stood up. “I cannot believe you would say such a thing, head monk. Does not the Rainbow Creeper believe that all life is sacred?” 
 
    The head monk smiled. “Truly he does, but one who takes as much life as Spike has taken has forfeited the right to live.” 
 
    Claire fell back down to her knees and sobbed. “Are you going to kill my brother now?” 
 
    The head monk chuckled. “Of course not. I’m sure that will happen in its own good time.” 
 
    That was rather ominous thing for the head monk to say. But I did not think this could possibly be the message she was here to send. Emma must have been thinking the same thing because she said, “Head monk, please give us the Rainbow Creeper’s message.” 
 
    The head monk continued to stare at Spike, hatred and vitriol coming from her eyes so thickly that it nearly manifested in physical space. “Very well. Perhaps even Spike can help.” The monk paused for a moment and said, “In addition to being disappointed with you for not freeing Notch, I must inform you there are no more potions of sanity available.” 
 
    Everyone gasped. “How do we break Entity 303’s hold on Notch’s mind without a potion of sanity?” asked Tina, fear and worry in her voice. 
 
    “Yes, the only way I escaped from Entity 303’s control was the potion of sanity,” said Spike sadly. 
 
    “And a waste of a potion it was,” said the head monk viciously. “But truly the Rainbow Creeper is merciful. He has devised a way for you to free Notch even though there are no more potions of sanity.” 
 
    For the first time all day I felt hopeful. If there were any chance of freeing Notch, I would do whatever was necessary. I looked forward to hearing the words that would come out of the head monk’s mouth next. 
 
    “You must have a surf contest,” she said. 
 
    I pumped my fist in the air. “Yes. Let’s do it!” 
 
    The head monk looked at me angrily. “It is much more difficult than you think, boy. First, you must implement the Update Aquatic. Then you must return to the Overworld and find Entity 303 and challenge him to the surf contest.” 
 
    I was crestfallen. How could we possibly implement the Update Aquatic and return to the Overworld? Herobrine was nowhere to be seen, and he was the only one who knew the way. I had no idea how to implement any updates of any kind. And I certainly not did not know where to find Entity 303.  
 
    “That’s impossible,” I whined. 
 
    The head monk pulled out one of her explosive pebbles and threw it at me. It hit me in the chest plate of my diamond armor. It still hurt a little bit. “I thought I told you stop that, monk.” 
 
    “Oh ye of little faith,” said the head monk. 
 
    Claire, still on her knees looked up at the head monk and said, “Will the Rainbow Creeper help us do these things?” 
 
    “Of course he will. In fact, without his help, you would surely fail,” said the head monk with certainty. “Here is what we are going to do. First, you will go to that machine over there with all the letters on it. You will type in these words on this piece of paper.” The head monk handed the paper to Emma. “Once you’ve done that, the Update Aquatic will exist in the Overworld. You will then be returned to Zombie Bane.”  The head monk paused meaningfully and then said, “Finding Entity 303 is up to you.” 
 
    I was astonished. Could it be that easy? 
 
    “What do you mean we will be ‘returned’ to Zombie Bane? How is that to happen?” asked Spike. 
 
    “Silence, scum. I won’t answer that question unless someone else asks,” said the head monk. 
 
    What stubborn old lady! 
 
    “Fine. I’ll ask. How are going to be returned to the Overworld?” asked Biff. 
 
    The head monk smiled. “It’s simple, really. It’s just going to happen. You won’t know how or why, but you will be back.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Seriously? That’s it? You’re not going to give us any further explanation?” 
 
    The tiny head monk began to laugh and laugh and laugh and laugh and laugh. We all sat staring at her as she laughed so hard tears fell down her face. She laughed so hard that she flopped on the ground like a fish. She laughed so hard that a bunch of drool was coming out of her mouth and watery boogers dripped from her nose.  
 
    She laughed for about two minutes. I got bored and pulled an apple from my inventory and ate it while she finished laughing. 
 
    When she finally finished, she wiped the snot from her nose, the drool from her mouth, and the tears from her face.  Her robe was all wet and gross now.  Blech!  Then, she said, “Look around this room at the miracles you see. This is so far beyond your understanding there’s no point in your even asking the questions. Just do what I say. If you want the Rainbow Creeper’s help, do what I say.” 
 
    And with that the head monk vanished. 
 
    “Aargh. I hate that lady so much!” I said. 
 
    Then Ender King looked at me and said, “Agreed. She’s a piece of work.” 
 
    Claire stood up and wagged her finger at us. “Do not question the head monk. She is a great woman.” 
 
    Even though I felt good vibes coming from Claire, I had to disagree with her. “The head monk seems like a jerk. I realize she’s all-powerful and hangs out with the Rainbow Creeper and everything, but she really should be nicer to people.” 
 
    Claire’s shoulders slumped a little bit and she let out a brief sigh. “She was a bit mean. The things she said about Spike … hurrr … they were really hurtful.” 
 
    Spike walked over and hugged Claire. “It’s okay, Sis. Let’s just do what she says and get back to the Overworld. If we can convince Entity 303 to have the surf contest, maybe we actually have a chance of winning and freeing Notch.” 
 
    Emma was already over at one of the strange contraptions with the letters printed on a wide rectangle. It looked like this: 
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    She pressed the letters in order to make the words that were on the piece of paper the head monk given her. As she typed, the words appeared on the strange window-like screen in front of her. She typed in numerous lines of words. They were gibberish filled with various parentheses and strange brackets and things. But once she did finish, there was a strange humming noise which seemed to emerge from deep within the mountain and radiate out. 
 
    “Is that an earthquake or something?” asked Biff. 
 
    Emma shook her head. “I don’t think so. I think it’s just the Update Aquatic installing into the Overworld.” 
 
    “I’m scared, Daddy,” said Tina.  The Ender King put his arm around his daughter to comfort her. 
 
    I was about to say something when suddenly I felt as though my entire body had disintegrated into tiny little pieces. I felt like I was floating through nothingness. The dust of my body’s tiny bits swirled like a mini-tornado. I suddenly felt like I was a colorful rainbow and then was compressed into a cube. 
 
    A few more seconds passed and then I felt excruciating pain for the briefest of moments and suddenly found myself standing on a street in Zombie Bane. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 46 – Back in Zombie Bane? 
 
      
 
      
 
    I looked around the streets in a daze. Was this really Zombie Bane in the Overworld or were we still in the beta dimension in the duplicate Zombie Bane with the mute villagers? 
 
    I looked around and saw the squad had all arrived with me. They too seemed a little stunned by the transit from the beta dimension to what I hoped was the Overworld. I saw a nearby villager whom I recognized. Time to test whether they can talk…. 
 
    I called to him. “Hey, Damian? Damian?” 
 
    The villager who I believed to be Damien stopped, turned, and without a word walked over to me. Oh, no! I was waiting for a gray trading box to pop up in front of his face, but instead he said, “Jimmy? It’s been a long time. How’s your Surf ‘n Snack business going?” 
 
    I breathed a heavy sigh of relief. I was so glad to hear a villager speaking again. “Oh … hurrr … it’s going great. How are you?” 
 
    Damian shrugged. “Can’t complain. My parents have me working at the family restaurant until school starts next week and the tourist rush dies down.” 
 
    School. Ugh, don’t remind me.  
 
    “Cool. If you want to come down to the Surf ‘n Snack, I’ll let you surf for free.” 
 
    Damien smiled. “That would be cool, but I don’t know how to swim. I need to take care of that first.” 
 
    I smiled. “Yeah, I guess you do. Safety first, right?”  Did I just say that?  Derp. “Anyway see you later.” 
 
    Damien smiled, waved, and walked away. 
 
    Thomas, who had been hiding behind Biff and Emma to avoid being seen by Damian, asked, “So, are we really in the Overworld?” 
 
    “Yes, we are,” I said. 
 
    “Hooray! Moo!” said Thomas happily. “I am going to go join a herd of cows!” Thomas started running away toward the hills. 
 
    “Be careful!” shouted Emma after him. “Players will want to kill you for your meat, and your wither skull!”  
 
    “I will be,” shouted Thomas, already a great distance away. I was shocked at how fast he could move when he wanted to.  We all watched as he ran to freedom, finally getting a real life after thousands of years trapped alone inside Notch’s Minecraft test bed. 
 
    A few seconds passed as we watched Thomas’ form fade in the distance.  I thought I might shed a tear of joy, but at that very moment, Emma exclaimed, “Oh my Notch!”  
 
    I was so on edge that I pulled my diamond sword, ready for anything. “What is it? Is it Entity 303?” 
 
    “I just thought of something horrible. If the Update Aquatic really has been activated, there might be drowned zombies at the Surf ‘n Snack right now.”  
 
    Netherrack! 
 
    I put my diamond sword away and yelled, “Let’s go,” and started running. 
 
    The Ender King yelled, “Stop. You’ll never make it in time. Tina and I will take you.” 
 
    And with that, the Ender King and his daughter grabbed us all – Emma, Claire, Biff, Spike, and me – and teleported us to the Surf ‘n Snack. 
 
    Immediately upon arrival, I ran to the water’s edge and yelled, “Everybody out! Everybody out!” 
 
    They looked to me like I was crazy. Some of them even laughed. “We’re surfing! Go away, kook.” 
 
    I was offended by that. “I own this place! Get out of the water now!” 
 
    They continued to laugh at me. I scanned the water for any signs of that the Update Aquatic had actually been implemented. At first, there was nothing, but then … I saw turtles swimming. I looked over at the Ender King. He’d seen it too. The Ender King suddenly swelled to five times his normal size. He loomed over the water and said in a booming voice that caused ripples on the surface of the ocean, “Get out! Now!” 
 
    He didn’t have to ask again.  
 
    All the kids paddled to the shore frantically, worried about this giant enderman killing them. Of course, that wasn’t what they really needed to worry about. 
 
    Just as the last kid got onto shore, I saw a dolphin jump out of the water and then swim along the surface of a wave, as if he were surfing, until it broke and he dove below the surface. That was the beauty of the Update Aquatic.  But soon enough, I saw the horror. 
 
    A drowned zombie who had followed the kids to shore began to stagger out from the water onto the beach. All the kids who had been surfing screamed. A couple of them peed their swimsuits. It was so embarrassing.  
 
    Just as the drowned zombie realized it was in the sunlight and should return to the water, I walked over to it and slashed its head off my diamond sword in one quick stroke. It flashed red and disappeared in a puff of smoke. It dropped a nautilus shell. I kicked it back into the water.  
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    I fell to my knees. I was mourning the loss of my beloved Surf ‘n Snack. How could it work now with a bunch of drowned zombies lurking just below the surface of the water? 
 
    I turned and looked at Emma tears streaming down my face. “I guess that’s it. We are out of business.” 
 
    Emma shook her head and smiled confidently. “Leave it to me. I’ll figure something out.” 
 
    In the meanwhile, we had to close the Surf ‘n Snack. Biff closed his SUP school out of an abundance of caution. It seemed possible that someone on a SUP could avoid a drowned zombie if they were alert because they could see them swimming up through the water, but it wouldn’t be relaxing the way it was supposed to be. 
 
    After all the kids went home – we even refunded their emeralds – I asked Emma what she thought she could do in order to re-open the Surf ‘n Snack. 
 
    “Well, I think we’re going to have to install a horizontal net to keep any drowned zombies on the bottom of the ocean from swimming up into the surf zone. Then I’m going to install some of those sea lanterns we saw along with some trident spawners that can shoot tridents across the ocean periodically. Any drowned zombie who somehow makes it past the net should get shot by the tridents.” She paused. “And, we’ll probably have to hire some lifeguards to be on constant lookout for rogue drowneds who somehow make it through those countermeasures.” 
 
    I nodded my head. “That sounds like it should work most of the time, but what if someone gets hurt by one of the drowneds?” 
 
    Emma sighed. “I guess we’ll have to have them sign a waiver before they paddle out. One of my uncles is a lawyer. He can write it for us.” 
 
    I shook my head. “We can’t make people sign some sort of stupid liability waiver just to go surfing! That’s not the true spirit of surfing.” 
 
    “Well, then, hurrr, what else can we do other than close the Surf ‘n Snack permanently?” 
 
    “Never,” I said, slamming my fist into my other hand. But, then I realized Emma’s way might be the only way. We might have to have a waiver.  I sighed. “Well, for now, why don’t you work on the countermeasures. We can discuss the waiver idea later.” 
 
    Emma smiled.  “I’ll start working on them now. What are you going to do?” 
 
    “I think I’ll take Claire, Biff, and Spike to my house to see my parents. They won’t believe what happened otherwise,” I said. I turned to Claire, Biff, and Spike. “What do you say?” 
 
    They nodded their heads.  “Sure.” 
 
    “How about you, Endy? You and Tina want to come to my house?” 
 
    Tina was about to say something when her father cut her off. “No. We will return to the palace. Why don’t you stop by this afternoon so we can discuss how to go about finding Entity 303 and challenging him to a surf contest?” 
 
    “OK, we will be there,” I said.   
 
    The Ender King nodded before he and Tina teleported away. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 46 – Unexpected Visitors 
 
      
 
      
 
    Claire, Biff, Spike, and I walked toward my house. I was still reeling from the fact that the Surf ‘n Snack had to be shut down due to drowned zombies now polluting the oceans of the Overworld. Sigh. I hoped Emma’s countermeasures could make the Surf ‘n Snack safe again. If they didn’t, I’m not sure how we would handle it. But I did know, I would have to find a new way to earn emeralds. 
 
    What made me even more sad was that even though there were now naturally-generating waves in the oceans of the Overworld, it would be dangerous to surf them because of the perils of the drowned zombies.  Would I have to live knowing that there were now waves everywhere, but the only place I could surf was in my uber-protected, artificial wave generating Surf ‘n Snack? How ironic! 
 
    When we arrived at my house, I stopped in front of the door and said, “Spike, my parents will probably remember you from that surf contest when you possessed Notch and took over. They might be a little shocked to see you. So let me do the talking first, okay?” 
 
    Spike looked slightly ashamed and said, “I understand. Of course. You talk first.” 
 
    I walked up to the door and opened it. “Mom! Dad! I’m back, and I have some friends with me.” There was no response. I thought this was odd because I expected at least one of them to be home. 
 
    I walked into the house and directly to the kitchen. It didn’t look like anyone had been cooking recently. Usually my mom cooked at least a few things every morning, and the dirty dishes would be lying around on the counter or in the sink before she washed them in the afternoon ... her typical routine. 
 
    I looked at Spike and Claire, concern on my face. “This is weird. I thought they’d be here.” 
 
    At that moment we heard a rustling in the room my dad used as his man cave. I looked over at my guests and said, “They must be in the study. Let’s go check it out.” 
 
    When we got to the door of the study, I knocked, like my dad always asked me to. There was no response but I did hear some more rustling. I knocked on the door again, and again there was no response. I was starting to get worried because of everything that had happened in the past few weeks and because my parents always responded when I knocked on doors. 
 
    I looked at Claire, Biff, and Spike and said, “I’m going to open the door. I’m getting concerned. Be ready for anything.” 
 
    I slowly cracked the door open, but despite what I had said to my friends, I wasn’t prepared for what I saw. 
 
    There standing before me were Entity 303 and Clayton.  
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    My parents were bound and gagged to chairs. Thankfully, it did not appear as though Entity 303 had been torturing them. In fact, Entity 303 was just sitting on the desktop twiddling his fingers, like he was waiting for something. Clayton sat there, a dutiful son, keeping his glowing red eyes on my parents to make sure they did not escape. 
 
    I pushed the door open wide so that Claire, Biff, and Spike could see what I was seeing. They gasped. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” I demanded. 
 
    Entity 303 looked up, stopped twiddling his fingers, smiled, and then hopped down from the desk on which you had been sitting. “Jimmy. I knew you would get here eventually. But I didn’t think it would be so fast. And, I can’t believe you were able to implement the Update Aquatic.” 
 
    “That’s right, you scum. The Destroyer Endermen and the head monk helped us out.” 
 
    I could see a look of shock and surprise pass briefly across Clayton’s face, though Entity 303 remained outwardly calm. 
 
    “Interesting. Well, they never helped me any. You must feel so special,” said Entity 303. He then looked at Claire and Spike and, with utter contempt in his voice, said, “I see you brought your friends. Traitors.” 
 
    Claire couldn’t take anymore. “You’re a horrible father! You betrayed everything that I thought I knew about you. I thought you were a great entrepreneur and investor, but you are just a horrible, mean, conniving, evil … hurrr ... thing!” 
 
    Entity 303 laughed. “It’s good to see some anger in you Claire. Too bad you didn’t have more of that when you were younger. I could have exploited it for my grand plan.” 
 
    Claire turned her head to the side and a tear ran down her face. It was too much for her to take. 
 
    “Stop saying things like that to my sister!” demanded Spike. “I didn’t know being evil was wrong when you made me kill our servants and turned me against the world of Minecraft when I was just a toddler. Now that I’ve tasted the potion of sanity, I know what a terrible thing you are!” 
 
    Entity 303 started a slow clap. Clap. Clap. Clap. “Oh you’re so brave, aren’t you little Spiky Wiky. What a cute little baby you are. I guess the only one who’s truly loyal to his father is Clayton.” 
 
    At the mention of his name, Clayton’s eyes glowed deep red and he stood up and saluted his father. He was completely and utterly under Entity 303’s control. 
 
    Horrific! 
 
    I had had enough of this. “Why have you captured my parents again?” 
 
    Entity 303 shrugged. “Oh, I didn’t capture them. I just tied them up so they wouldn’t bother me while I waited for you. Don’t worry I was going to feed them and everything if it took you more than a few hours to arrive. But since you’re here, I can let them go.” 
 
    Entity 303 snapped his fingers and the ropes and gags fell off my parents. They ran over to me and hugged me close. 
 
    “Are you guys okay?” I asked.  
 
    They nodded emphatically and asked me the same question.  
 
    “Yes, I’m fine, for the most part.” 
 
    “Oh, isn’t that cute,” said Entity 303. “Barf.” 
 
    I backed out of hugging my parents and stood up and faced Entity 303. I pulled out my diamond sword and said, “You need to tell me why you’re here now, or I’m going to kill you.” 
 
    Claire sucked in a breath sharply and said, “Remember what we are supposed to do.”  I realized she was referring to challenging Entity 303 to a surf contest. But, at this point, I was livid and didn’t care. 
 
    My mom held her hand out and said, “No, Jimmy. He’s too powerful.” 
 
    Entity 303 laughed. “Yeah, kid, you better listen to your mommy. You know you can’t take me and Clayton in a straight fight.” 
 
    “I don’t care. I’m sick of you. Get out or prepare to die.” 
 
    Clayton started moving towards me, his sword drawn. Spike pulled his sword out and stood in front of Clayton, blocking his path. 
 
    Entity 303, sensing that things were about to get out of hand, shouted, “Enough. I’m not here to fight you. I’m here to tell you something.” 
 
    Oh brother, I thought. What fresh horror is this? 
 
    “Funny you should say that. I have something I need to tell you too,” I said, trying to sound confident. 
 
    Entity 303 laughed. “You’ll just have to wait your turn until I’m done. Anyway, I had hoped you would be unable to implement the Update Aquatic, but you have done it. Bravo. Nevertheless, you have failed to free Notch, who remains my prisoner and who I am sure will betray all of Minecraft soon enough when he can no longer withstand my tortures and reveals the location of the creation stone.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “If all you’re going to do is brag about yourself, get out.” 
 
    Entity 303 stared at me with hate in his eyes and said, “I’m not bragging. I speak truth. No shade. Not hate. Just truth. And here’s some more truth I am about to speak. Pay attention, you might want to write this down.” 
 
    “I got a memory like a steel trap. I don’t need to write anything down,” I said, lying. 
 
    Claire pulled out a notebook and said, “Let me just make a backup record for your trap, okay?” I had no idea how she could make a joke at a time like this, but it was kind of funny. 
 
    “In that case, behold children. For truly Entity 303 is merciful and believes in giving everyone a chance.” 
 
    “Really? You could’ve fooled me?” said Spike sarcastically. 
 
    “Silence, ungrateful child. Traitorous wretch.” 
 
    Spike rolled his eyes but he stayed silent. 
 
    “I am prepared to honor the deal made earlier by Notch. The winner of the third surf contest will have the bragging rights, but those rights will involve something else. The winner of the contest will get another prize.” 
 
    Wait, was he actually challenging me to a surf contest? Did he know about what the head monk had said to us in the room at the end of the rainbow, or was this a spontaneous challenge? Were the Rainbow Creeper and Entity 303 working together? Or worse, did Entity 303 have control of the Rainbow Creeper or could he read the Rainbow Creeper’s mind?  
 
    Entity 303 continued. “Jimmy, if your team wins, I will free Notch and give him to you free from any of my control. He will be himself again.” 
 
    My eyes got wide with astonishment. He couldn’t possibly be offering this, could he? “What makes you so generous all of a sudden? Did Notch already tell you where the creation stone was?” 
 
    Entity 303 shook his head. “No, I’m just confident that I can win. I’ll be surfing on Clayton’s team.” 
 
    “And what is it you get if you win?” I asked, fearing the answer. 
 
    Entity 303 paused for a moment. He leaned in and put his face just about a block away from mine and whispered, “I get you as my slave.” 
 
    That was unexpected. I didn’t want to be anyone slave. “What, so I can be like your dog or something? Why would you want to enslave me?” 
 
    Entity 303 clucked his tongue and shook his head expressing his belief that I was an idiot. “Jimmy. Jimmy. Jimmy. Have you not wondered about these powers that have been manifesting in you? Why you have the ability to evoke? Have you not been astonished at your ability to control your teleportation?” 
 
    At that statement, everyone in the room gasped. The only one who knew that I was getting better at teleporting was Emma. 
 
    I shrugged, trying to play it cool. “Yeah, of course.” 
 
    Entity 303 smiled. “You have no idea how powerful you could be, do you?” 
 
    Claire laughed at that statement. “Jimmy? Powerful? He’s more of a derp, don’t you think?” 
 
    I shot a look at Claire. “Chill. Entity 303 is telling me how dominant I am. I want to hear this.” 
 
    Entity 303 looked at me and said, “I’m not going to tell you. You will have to figure it out on your own. But I will let you know it is far more power than you can comprehend.” 
 
    “But how could I, a mere villager become so powerful? Why are these powers available to me? Tell me that at least?” I said, searching desperately for answers. 
 
    Entity 303 snorted. “I don’t need to tell you. Your parents can tell you all about it.” 
 
    I gasped and looked at my parents. Their eyes went down to the floor, an expression of shame, and an admission that they did know the answer. 
 
    Entity 303 chuckled. “Clayton and I will be going now. I will soon provide you with the coordinates of the location of the island where the surf contest will occur. I’ll send them by messenger bat, as I like to do, before the end of the day.” 
 
    And with that, Entity 303 stood up, motioned to Clayton to follow him, and they walked out the front door. 
 
    I looked at my parents and was about to ask them to explain what Entity 303 had meant when I heard a girl’s voice outside yell, “Stop right there, Entity 303. Prepare to die.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 46 – A Few Seconds Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    Although I desperately wanted to ask my parents what Entity 303 meant, I knew I had to save the maniac who had just challenged Entity 303. 
 
    I quickly pulled out my diamond armor and diamond sword. Biff, Spike, and Claire quickly equipped their armor and weapons as well. We dashed to the front door and opened it.  
 
    Our eyes were met with a horrific sight. 
 
    Entity 303 stood floating in the air, laughing while Clayton was slashing at a young player.  The girl’s health bar was quickly diminishing.  
 
    I rushed over to Clayton and slashed viciously at his back with my diamond sword. He let out a howl of pain and turned to face me, his eyes glowing red with evil and hatred. Clayton raised his sword, prepared to engage me in battle, while Claire and Spike tended to the wounded player. 
 
    But before Clayton could strike, Entity 303 bellowed, “Enough. Clayton, you’ve taught that stupid girl a lesson. Let’s go.” 
 
    And with that, Entity 303 moved his hands in a strange pattern and Clayton floated into the air, stopping at Entity 303’s side. Entity 303 looked at me and said, “Remember, the coordinates of the surf contest will be delivered before the day’s end. You had better show up.” And then he and Clayton disappeared. 
 
    I rushed over to the wounded player and, removing a health potion from my inventory, handed it to the player. She thanked me and then drank it, her health bar restoring quickly. 
 
    “Why did you challenge Entity 303?” asked Claire. “That was insane!” 
 
    The player was still breathing heavily when she responded. “When I saw him walking through the village and not afraid of being seen, I assumed he was up to no good. I had to attack him in order to protect Minecraft.” 
 
    “But didn’t you think he would destroy you?” asked Spike. 
 
    She nodded her head. “I was willing to sacrifice myself if that’s what it took to drive Entity 303 away.” 
 
    I admired the strength of will shown by this player, even though it was somewhat foolish to take on Entity 303 directly. Of course, I had done the same and was willing to give up my life as well to protect the world of Minecraft. 
 
    “What’s your name, player?” I asked. 
 
    Her health bar now fully restored, she stood up and thrust out her hand and said, “My name is Yuuko. What’s yours?” 
 
    I reached out my hand and shook her hand. “My name is Jimmy, and these are my friends Claire, Biff, and Spike.” 
 
    Yuuko recoiled at the mention of Spike’s name. “I heard there was someone named Spike who is a servant of Entity 303. Is this he?” 
 
    Spike sighed deeply and said, “I was once his servant, but Jimmy freed me from his control. Now, I struggle with Jimmy to destroy Entity 303.” 
 
    Yuuko nodded her head. “In that case, it’s nice to meet you Spike. You too, Claire and Biff.” 
 
    “So, why are you in Zombie Bane?” I asked. 
 
    “I was going to try out the surf park, but I just came from there and they told me it was closed because of zombies in the water. What’s that about?” 
 
    I explained to Yuuko how the Update Aquatic had just been implemented and underwater zombies were part of that. I told her to be careful anytime she was near bodies of water, especially towards evening.  (I did not mention that my squad were the ones who had implemented the Update or that Notch was a prisoner of Entity 303. No need to open that can of worms.) 
 
    Yuuko shook her head sadly. “How come any time Notch adds a modification or an update, he always has to balance out the good stuff with bad stuff like drowned zombies?” 
 
    None of us knew the answer. 
 
    “So what will you do now, Yuuko?” asked Claire. 
 
    Yuuko shrugged. “I built a shelter near here, so I’ll go back there for a while to recover from this battle. After that … who knows? I’ll probably just keep mining and crafting.” She paused for a moment and then asked, “What was Entity 303 saying about a surf contest?” 
 
    I did not want to give her all the details at the risk that she might start a panic throughout the Overworld but I said, “There has been a series of surf contests, and the third and final one is coming up. Notch was running them, but … hurrr … um ... Entity 303 sort of took that over.” 
 
    She looked shocked. “Is not a bad thing?” 
 
    I nodded my head. “I don’t want to get into all the details, but yes, it is. It most surely is.” 
 
    “You know, I’m learning to surf in my world. That’s why I wanted to try out the surf park to see what it’s like to surf in Minecraft as compared to the world where I come from.” 
 
    I smiled. “That’s awesome. If we can get the Surf ‘n Snack safely retrofitted to prevent underwater zombie attacks, we should go surfing. I’ll let you go for free.” 
 
    Yuuko smiled. “Thanks. I’ll check back in a couple of days and see how it’s going.” 
 
    And with that, Yuuko walked off towards the edge of the village to return to her shelter. 
 
    After she was out of earshot, I turned to Claire, Biff, and Spike and said, “I need to talk to my parents right now about what Entity 303 said. I’d rather do it in private, if you don’t mind.” 
 
    The three of them looked at me with great sympathy and understanding. “If anyone can understand why you want to speak with them in private, it is Claire and I,” said Spike. 
 
    Claire nodded sadly. “Yes, I just hope it isn’t as bad as finding out your father was Entity 303.” 
 
    “We will go over to Biff’s house. Come over afterwards if you have time, otherwise we will just meet you at the Ender King’s palace later this afternoon, like we planned,” said Spike. 
 
    I nodded my head and waved goodbye to them. Then I turned around and faced the front door. I took a deep breath and let out a heavy sigh before walking up the stairs and opening the door to learn my destiny. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 46 – Two Heartbeats Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    I walked inside my house and saw my parents sitting on the couch, looking nervous. I could feel the nervous and frightened vibes coming from them. I had never felt anything like it from my parents before. It concerned me. 
 
    I walked over to them and sat down on a chair. “What did he mean? What did he mean that you could explain to me something about my powers?” 
 
    My parents looked at each other. Their eyes twitched back and forth as they search for the words to explain what Entity 303 had meant. Finally, my father spoke. “It happened a long time ago. Your mom and I had been hoping that a child would spawn in our house, but it never happened. As you know spawning can be somewhat random in the Overworld, and not everyone who wants a child to spawn gets one. Anyway, just as we were about to give up hope of ever having a child spawn in our house, there was a knocking on our door late one night.”  
 
    My dad paused. I could tell emotions were welling up in him as he told story. In fact, my mom took over the narrative from there. 
 
    “Yes, we were sitting at the table eating dinner when … it wasn’t really a knocking, but more of a pounding came from the door. We heard a woman outside cry, ‘Help! The zombies are after me!’ So, we did what any good villager would do and opened the door. But standing before us was not a villager woman, but a witch, holding a small child.”  
 
    This time my mom’s emotions got the better of her and my dad returned to telling the story. 
 
    “That’s right. We didn’t want to let the witch in but there was such desperation in her eyes and a small child in her arms…. We had to let her in. And, she hadn’t been lying, there were zombies after her.” My dad paused for a moment thinking of how to say this next part best. “So she came in and sat down. She put the child on the couch right about where your mom is sitting now. We could tell that she had been seriously wounded in some sort of fight. We gave her some food and water and one of our health potions. After she caught her breath she said, ‘Take this child. He is in grave danger. No one can know where he came from.’” 
 
    My mom nodded. “Yes, we were shocked by her words, of course, but it was as if our prayers to Notch had been answered. A child! We were so happy!” I could feel the loving vibes coming from both of my parents, but especially my mom. She continued, “We told the witch we would care for the child and she could come back and get it, but she refused. She said that the child was special and that he could change the world.” 
 
    They’ve been talking about me, right? But how can I change the world? I’m just a stupid villager, right? 
 
    My mom continued. “We asked her what she meant and she said that she and her evoker husband had been trying to spawn a child with special powers who could help defeat Herobrine and Entity 303. She said she and her husband were sick of strange supernatural glitch creatures like Herobrine and Entity 303 being able to do evil in the world of Minecraft and they wanted to create an army to put an end to it.” 
 
    I was astonished by that statement and said, “Are you kidding me? An Army?” 
 
    My dad nodded his head. “The witch said they had spawned many children with exceptional powers, but few had survived more than a day or two because the powers overwhelmed their fragile villager forms. But she told me they had finally spawned five children who seemed to be able to hold their powers. But … that was when Entity 303 and Herobrine found out.  The two of them gathered forces and hunted down the witch and her husband and killed three of the children.  Only two survived, and only then because the witch and evoker had fought so hard against Entity 303 and Herobrine.” 
 
    My dad paused and my mom continued the story. “The witch said that one of those children was now resting on our couch; the other had been taken elsewhere by her evoker husband. Neither one informed the other where each child would be taken. Then, she demanded we take the child immediately or she would leave.” My mom paused again, a tear running down her face. She looked at my dad imploring him to continue the story. 
 
    With an emotional catch in his voice, my dad said, “We told her we would take the child and raise him as our own. We wouldn’t tell him anything and we wouldn’t tell anyone else. We would just say he had spawned in our home, finally.” My dad now looked directly in my eyes and said, “You are that child, Jimmy. We’re sorry we never told you. We thought what we were doing was for your own protection.” 
 
    I wanted to be angry at my parents for hiding this secret from me, but I wasn’t. I understood their logic. 
 
    My mind was blown.  
 
    I thought seeing the Rainbow Creeper in my dreams had been astonishing, but this story was even more so. It must explain why I had the ability to evoke and teleport. But, what other powers had this witch and evoker placed inside of me? And, is this why I had been participating in all of these battles? Was my destiny to destroy Entity 303? But, what about Herobrine? How come I was his friend now? 
 
    I looked to my parents and said, “So, you guys aren’t my real parents?” 
 
    The both suddenly became angry. “We are your real parents. You may not have spawned in this house, but it is your home. We raised you from a tiny infant.” 
 
    I realized what an inconsiderate fool I had been to say that. “I’m sorry. You’re right. You are my real parents. But this witch … hurrr … did you ever see her again? Or hear anything from her? What about the other kid? Did you ever find out who he or she was?” 
 
    My parents shook their heads. “No. We never heard from her or saw her again. We have no idea who this other child might be or even if the other child is alive.” 
 
    “Still, I wish I had been learning to use these powers all these years. I can teleport a little already!” 
 
    My parents looked at each other with fear in their eyes. My dad said to my mom, “I wonder what other miraculous powers might have been implanted in him by that witch?” 
 
    I chuckled suddenly at a memory. “I can tell you for sure they did not give me the ability to jump like a magma cube.” 
 
    My parents managed a laugh and both reached over to hug me. 
 
    “We’re sorry we didn’t tell you, but after what the witch said, we feared for your safety. We knew Entity 303 or Herobrine would try to hunt you down. But now, one of them has found you,” said my mom with a quivering lip. 
 
    “But, he hasn’t killed me, has he?” I said. 
 
    My dad nodded. “True, but the fact he said that he wants to enslave you worries me a lot. If he does enslave you, he is obviously going to use your powers for his own purposes.” 
 
    My mom held my shoulders and looked directly into my face. “You can’t participate in that surf contest. You have to call it off, even if it means Notch will be captured forever.” 
 
    I pulled away from my mother. “You can’t mean that? If he doesn’t enslave me, he’s going to torture Notch to death in order to obtain the location of the creation stone. If he gets the creation stone, it doesn’t matter if he enslaves me because he will be able to enslave everyone. If I can win that surf contest, I’ll be able to fix everything.” 
 
    My parents shook their heads in disbelief. “Do you really think Entity 303 is going to honor his pledge?” said my dad derisively. 
 
    “All he does is lie,” said my mom. 
 
    They were probably right, but I said, “I have to try. Herobrine is already on my side, even though I was apparently created to help destroy him. If we can free Notch, then Entity 303 won’t stand a chance, right?” 
 
    My parents shrugged their shoulders. My dad said, “Who knows what Entity 303 is capable of. He’s done so much already that is incredible. I mean, capturing Notch himself? Maybe everything that has happened in our house today is all part of his plan?  Hurrr, it wouldn’t surprise me.” 
 
    They were right. How could I trust Entity 303 to honor his deal and free Notch if my team won the surf contest?  
 
    “I understand. I’ll have to be careful. First, I need to go to the Ender King’s palace and debrief him about what has just happened.” 
 
    I hugged my parents again. I walked to the kitchen and grabbed a loaf of bread and a couple of apples.  Then, I walked to the front door and said, “I’ll see you later. If any bats arrive with the coordinates, bring them to the palace.” 
 
    “We will. Be safe,” said my mom. 
 
    I smiled. “I’m always safe.”  
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 46 – Twenty Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    I was sitting in the Ender King’s throne room. The King was sitting on his throne and Tina was sitting next to him on a cushion. I had just finished explaining everything that happened with Entity 303, his challenge for the surf contest, and the astonishing secret my parents had revealed to me.  
 
    I sat in silence while the Ender King processed this information. Unlike prior situations, I did not become impatient with his silence. Part of me wanted the silence to go on forever, for this moment to last forever, for nothing else to ever happen again. But I knew that was not to be. 
 
    Finally the Ender King let out a deep, melancholy sigh and said, “This information is difficult to understand. Do you recall Entity 303’s plan for taking over Minecraft? We saw it in that book from Mr. Blaze’s library but there were no specifics.” 
 
    “That’s right, Daddy. I remember I brought that book to you so that you could look at it,” said Tina. 
 
    The Ender King smiled at his daughter. “Yes, you did, Honey. And I just can’t get over all these coincidences that are now manifesting themselves. Jimmy and some other children, most of whom are now dead, were created to battle Entity 303 and Herobrine? Jimmy, completely unaware of his powers and origins, is now in the midst of a battle with Entity 303, yet he has befriended Herobrine? And now Entity 303 challenges us to a surf contest, just a few hours after the head monk of the Rainbow Creeper said that was what we needed to do to him.” The Ender King paused for several seconds. “I’m not sure what the right decision is.” 
 
    I stood up and said, “King, we have to go through with the surf contest. It’s our only choice now. The sanity potions are gone, and we have no idea where Notch is being held. It is our last remaining path to victory.” 
 
    The King nodded and then said, “But why would Entity 303 give us a chance? Assuming the contest is judged fairly, we actually could win and he would be required to free Notch.” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “Who knows what his plan is. But if we can free Notch, then we will have Notch and Herobrine on our side. And I might even be able to expand my powers and join them to destroy Entity 303 before he is able to find the creation stone and enslave Minecraft.” 
 
    “I suppose, but even assuming the contest is judged fairly, what happens if Entity 303 wins? You will have to let him enslave you.” 
 
    I didn’t want to dwell on that possibility. But he was right. 
 
    “We don’t have to let him enslave Jimmy,” said Tina. “We can say we were going to play by the rules and then cheat, just like Entity 303 would.” 
 
    The Ender King shook his head. “If we stoop to his level, then he wins no matter what happens. We have to enter the contest and compete honestly and fairly.” 
 
    The Ender King was right. We could not use Entity 303’s immoral tactics or else we would be just as bad as he was. But we had to win. We had to free Notch. And most importantly, we had to get vengeance for Entity 303 and Clayton’s destruction of the Savage Endermen and their disobedience to Notch’s order to refrain from incursions into the End. We had to uphold the Rule of Law. 
 
    “Let’s do this,” I said with conviction. “I’m ready to put my life on the line for Minecraft. I’ve done it several times before, and I’ll do it again,” 
 
    The Ender King nodded his head proudly. “Okay. Let’s do this.” The Ender King paused and then looked at me. “Do you think Laird will be available to surf in this contest?” 
 
    “I sure hope so,” I said. 
 
    Tina stood up and crossed her arms in front of her chest. “What do you mean by that, Daddy? Does that mean I won’t be able to surf in the contest?” 
 
    The Ender King looked lovingly at his daughter and said, “This is for all the experience orbs, as they say. This is for Jimmy’s freedom and the freedom of Notch. This is for Minecraft. If you can honestly tell me you think you are a better surfer than Laird, then I will let you surf on the team. So…?” 
 
    Tina uncrossed her arms and slumped her shoulders. “I can’t say that. Laird’s a much better surfer than I am.” 
 
    The Ender King smiled proudly at his daughter. “That’s what I thought. In fact, I think we need to see if Laird can bring any other players with him who are professional surfers. I’ll even kick Jimmy off the team if we can get better talent,” said the Ender King. 
 
    “Hey! I rip,” I said, emotionally devastated that the King would kick me to the curb like yesterday’s garbage. 
 
    The Ender King nodded his head. “For a villager. You rip for a villager. But if we can get professional surfers from the world of the players, are you telling me you wouldn’t want them to surf in your place?” 
 
    Now the King was testing me instead of his daughter. Would I tell the truth? “Well, I would have to see them surf, but it seems likely they probably would be better than me … hurrr ... so I suppose I would be willing to let them surf for my freedom.” 
 
    “Excellent. I’ll send some soldiers to bring the rest of the squad back here so we can discuss our strategy. And, I’ll send a few more soldiers to conduct reconnaissance to locate Laird.” 
 
    “Sweet. Nice job, King,” I said throwing him a shaka. 
 
    The King rolled his eyes. “Tina, why don’t you and Jimmy go into the courtyard and play with your llama for a while. I need to be alone to think.” 
 
    Tina smiled. “Sure thing, Daddy. Jimmy, my llama is due for a good grooming. You can help me give her a bath.” 
 
    “Great. I can’t wait,” I said sarcastically. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 46 – Twenty Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    The Ender King’s soldiers had managed to locate Laird and now he and the rest of the squad sat around the Ender King’s dining table, snacking on food and discussing everything that had transpired. 
 
    “This is amazing,” said Laird. “I can’t wait to find out the coordinates of the surf contest so we can check out the waves.” 
 
    “Yes, indeed,” said the Ender King dryly. “By the way, do you know any professional surfers who play Minecraft who might be willing to participate in the contest with us?” 
 
    Laird thought about it for a while before saying, “Well, I know lots of pro surfers, and some of them play Minecraft. However, I think I should check out the location of the contest first. If it’s huge barrels, I’d choose someone different than if it’s an air wave. I want to select the best surfers for the conditions.” 
 
    The Ender King nodded his head. “Understood.” 
 
    Claire looked at me and said, “Do you have any idea who this other engineered child is, Jimmy? It would be really great to find him or her.” 
 
    Engineered? What am I, some redstone contraption? 
 
    “No. My parents had no idea, and I don’t know how I would ever find out.” 
 
    “You know what, Jimmy,” said Spike. “I know a little bit about evoking. Maybe I can teach you the basics. If you’re as powerful as that witch made you out to be, then I bet once you’ve learned the basic techniques, you could take it from there and become pretty good.” 
 
    My eyes got wide with excitement. “That’s awesome. Can you show me something now?” 
 
    The Ender King slapped the dining room table and said, “No evoking in the dining room. Let’s finish discussing the contest and then you can go out to the courtyard and manifest some evoker fangs or something.” 
 
    “All right King, whatever,” I said disappointed. 
 
    At that moment the door to the dining room opened and in walked Aurelius. “Hey, everybody!” 
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    We all waved and said “Hi.”  
 
    Aurelius sat down next to me. “I heard you guys met some Destroyer Endermen? And they had two blue eyes? I’ve never heard of such a thing.” 
 
    I nodded. “Yeah, it was pretty freaky. They also are super muscular, like if you crossed the top half of an iron golem with the legs of an enderman but all in black. It’s pretty weird looking honestly.” 
 
    Aurelius laughed at the thought of an iron golem walking on the skinny stick legs of an enderman. “I wish they existed in our dimension and not just the beta dimension. It would be cool to meet other members of the enderman species.” 
 
    “I actually found them to be a rather rude,” said the Ender King pompously. “They didn’t even know I was royalty.” 
 
    Aurelius shook his head and rolled his eyes. “Gee whiz, King, you can’t rule over everyone. You never ruled over me.” 
 
    I could see the King took some offense to that remark, but he let it go. The Ender King then asked me to explain to Aurelius everything that happened. I gave him a quick summary. After he was able to work through his astonishment and regain the gift of speech, Aurelius said, “That’s the most amazing thing I’ve ever heard. You’re like some sort of crafted villager, assembled from various parts and powers.” 
 
    I didn’t like being referred to as a science project. But, I guess he sort of had a point. “Yeah but all these powers have been hidden. I only discovered evoking and teleportation when I nearly died.” 
 
    “You know, I could try to help you with your teleportation,” said Aurelius. “I know we talked about it briefly when you were still in the End, but now that you know you might have immense powers, it’s probably worth developing them more systematically.” 
 
    “Actually, Jimmy and I were working on it a bit already,” said Emma. “He is able to control the direction of his teleportation when he teleports using chorus fruit.” 
 
    A collective gasp went through the room. The Ender King looked at me and asked, “Is this true?” 
 
    I leaned back in my chair and acted cool. I looked at my nails and picked at them for a moment before blowing a breath of air across them. I looked at the Ender King and said, “Of course it’s true. Why would Emma lie?” 
 
    The Ender King’s eyes went wide with amazement. “This could change everything. If a villager can teleport, then who’s to say a villager couldn’t have an ability like Skittles did, communicating via a hive mind? Who’s to say a villager couldn’t have the ability to shoot fireballs out of his mouth just like the ghast?” 
 
    Could my ability to sense vibes be a form of the hive mind? 
 
    “I can tell you right now I would not want to shoot fireballs out of my mouth. It sounds like it would hurt,” said Biff. 
 
    Everyone laughed. 
 
    “What? What’s so funny?” said Biff. 
 
    The Ender King raised his long skinny black arms and called for silence. “Okay, so we know Jimmy is some sort of strange science experiment filled with a variety of weird powers. We know Entity 303 anticipated the head monk’s direction to us to challenge him to a surf contest because it was he who challenged us to a surf contest. We know the stakes: either Notch goes free or Jimmy becomes a slave. Any questions?” 
 
    Didn’t I already give this summary?  
 
    “King, that was a great summary, but are you leading up to something?” I asked. 
 
    “Indeed I am. I think we need to have a rigorous training schedule in order to prepare for this contest. After the coordinates are delivered today via messenger bat, we will teleport to the location and inspect it immediately. This will enable Laird to determine whether or not he can bring additional professional surfers to participate in this monumental contest. All we should be doing is surfing and training. Are we agreed?” 
 
    I looked around the room. Everyone had serious expressions on their faces. They were disciplined. They were determined. They were ready to sacrifice everything for Minecraft. 
 
    Everyone collectively shouted, “Yes!” 
 
    The Ender King grimaced with determination and pride. “Excellent. If you wish to go home and speak to your families before we began, let me know and I will have a soldier teleport you. Otherwise, we shall wait for Entity 303’s messenger bat.” 
 
    Emma, Biff, and I each took advantage of the teleportation home to get some supplies and talk to our parents. Spike and Claire had decided to stay in the palace, neither one wanted to return home for fear of the reception they might get from their mother who may or may not be an ally of Entity 303. 
 
    Once I returned to the ender palace, I made myself comfortable in one of the palace rooms which had been assigned to me. I unpacked some weapons, clothing, and my surfboards. I returned to the dining hall to have some snacks and await the arrival of the messenger bat. I didn’t have to wait long. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 46 – Ten Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    One of the Ender King’s servants rushed into the throne room where we were waiting. He ran in front of the Ender King and stood silently. You could tell he wanted to say something but he was waiting for the King to allow him to speak. The King looked at him and said, “Yes, Julian, what is it?” 
 
    “My King! Entity 303’s messenger bat has arrived in the courtyard. My brother Xander is holding it in a cage so it cannot escape.” 
 
    The Ender King stood up excitedly. I stood up as well and rushed over to the King and Julian. “Take us there now, man. Let’s do this thing,” I said. 
 
    The servant looked down his tiny black nose at me and refused to obey my orders. I was not his King. 
 
    The Ender King cleared his throat and looked askance at me. He looked back at Julian and said, “Lead us to the bat.” 
 
    Everyone in the room got up and followed. We wound our way through the corridors of the palace for about a minute before we entered the courtyard. I could see that Julian’s brother Xander was in a corner of the courtyard under a tree. Next to him was a cage in which stood a bat. Xander was feeding the bat slices of apple and watermelon. The bat seemed to be enjoying it. 
 
    As we approached, the bat looked at us. Unlike the prior bats Entity 303 had used, its eyes were not red. In fact it seemed calm and lucid. 
 
    “Bat, I am the Ender King. Do you have a message for me?” 
 
    The bat finished chewing his apple slice and said, “Thank you, Xander. That was a delicious apple.” Xander smiled and bowed and then backed away, letting the King have complete unfettered access to the bat. 
 
    “Bat, I asked you a question,” said the Ender King, becoming slightly upset. 
 
    The bat looked at King and said, “I do have a message for you. Please let me out of this cage and I shall deliver it.” 
 
    “How can we trust you? You are one of Entity 303 servants,” I said. “How do we know you’re not going to explode or something like that.” 
 
    The bat shook his head sadly. “I serve Entity 303 of my own free will. He pays well and gives me good fruit to eat. Should he ever stop doing those things, I would leave his service. I do not intend to explode or anything of that nature.” He seemed pretty confident about his self-control and lack of explosive intent. 
 
    The Ender King must have believed him too because he waved at Xander and said, “Remove the cage.” Xander approached dutifully and lifted the cage, freeing the bat. 
 
    The bat flew and perched on a low branch in a nearby oak tree where he could look the Ender King in the eye. “I have come with the coordinates for the surf contest.” The bat reached into his small inventory and pulled out a piece of paper which he held out to the Ender King.  
 
    The Ender King grabbed the paper and looked at it. “These are indeed coordinates. Xander and Julian, take this document to my Royal Cartographer so that she may plot the location of the surf contest and we may go explore it.” 
 
    Julian and Xander nodded their heads, Julian grabbed the piece of paper, and they dashed away. 
 
    “Thank you, bat, for delivering this information. Would you like some fruit for your journey home?” asked the Ender King. 
 
    The bat smiled. “Yes, I would, but there’s more. Entity 303 wanted me to tell you who the judges will be for this surf contest. Obviously Notch cannot be a judge because he is a contest prize. So Entity 303 wanted to arrange the judges now and let you know in case you have any objections.” 
 
    Entity 303 really seemed like he was being fair about this contest. It was rather surprising. For a being that is used to causing problems and horror and pain, his attempts to follow the rules and be objective and unbiased seemed rather extraordinary. And, very suspicious. 
 
    The King tapped his chin with one of his fingers. “Interesting. I’m listening.” 
 
    The bat gave a slight bow to the King and said, “The judges chosen for the contest will be the Turtle King, the Drowned King, and the Ocelot Queen. Entity 303 felt that using new mobs in the form of the Turtle King and the Drowned King as well as a wild animal mob would mean the judging would be the most fair. He felt that these kings and queen did not have any bias.” 
 
    I laughed. “Doesn’t Entity 303 think they would be biased toward his taking over Minecraft and enslaving everyone?” 
 
    “They probably are,” said the bat. “However, that is a risk Entity 303 will have to take. He has promised these leaders that he will not make them or their kind suffer in the event that he is able to enslave the world. And so that promise may counteract the bias against being enslaved in the first place.” 
 
    Emma scrunched her eyes together, trying to process this logic. “Bat, it seems like it would be impossible to get a fair set of judges or an unbiased set of judges for this contest. However, it does seem like Entity 303 has made an attempt.” 
 
    The bat scratched his stomach and said, “I leave that determination to you. I’m just the messenger.” 
 
    “Give us a minute to discuss this, bat. We shall return,” said the Ender King. 
 
    The bat bowed deeply this time and said, “As you wish.”  
 
    The Ender King and our squad moved over to another corner of the courtyard. “What do you think? Are these good judges?” asked the Ender King. 
 
    “I suppose they are,” said Claire. “Since Notch can’t choose the judges, they seem okay.” 
 
    Spike shrugged. “I don’t recall Entity 303 having any sort of alliance with the Ocelot Queen. Turtles and drowned zombies are brand-new, so it’s hard to say if he’s worked out a deal with them. My guess is he hasn’t.” 
 
    “I got nothing,” said Biff. 
 
    “I just want to get pitted,” said Laird. “The judges don’t matter to me.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t trust Entity 303 at all,” said Aurelius. “After what he and Clayton and ... well, you too, Spike ... did to my people, I’m sure he’s got an angle on this.” 
 
    “Well, I am a contest prize too, I suppose,” I said. “I guess I’m okay with these judges. I wouldn’t want a nether mob to be a judge and I’m sure Entity 303 would never agree to any end mobs being judges, so this seems like a decent choice.” 
 
    The Ender King nodded his head. “Then, it is agreed.” 
 
    We all walked back to the bat and the Ender King said, “Okay, we agree to those judges.” 
 
    The bat nodded his head in acknowledgment of the Ender King’s statement. “Very well. Entity 303 suggests that you follow the same rules as the second surf contest, with the exception being that you don’t use long boards in the contest and everyone has to attempt at least one aerial maneuver.” 
 
    I was okay with that. Long boards were fun and all, but I preferred ripping and slashing with a short board. 
 
    The Ender King looked around to make sure there were no objections and said, “We agree. When will this contest occur?” 
 
    The bat smiled and said, “Entity 303 would like it to occur three days from now. That will give both teams a chance to transit to the island and surf the wave under various conditions for a couple of days and then the contest can occur. He also plans to build some stadium seating so villagers and mobs who want to use the DOTS can transit there and observe the contest.” 
 
    “Three days it is, then. Is there any reason preventing us from visiting the island today?” asked the Ender King. 
 
    “None that I have been told about,” said the bat. 
 
    “Anything else, bat?” I asked impatiently, wanting to get to the island go surfing. 
 
    The bat looked at me and said, “Nothing else. I just hope I might get a few more apple slices before I leave.” 
 
    At that moment Xander and Julian returned. Xander had some apple slices which he handed to the bat. The bat gobbled them up and flew away. 
 
    Julian walked up to the King and said, “The Royal Cartographer has located the island. She awaits your visit.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 46 – Five Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    We all followed the Ender King to the office occupied by the Royal Cartographer. I was excited to learn the precise location of the tropical island containing the new natural waves. 
 
    “I hope it is a big, barreling wave, like Teahupoo or Cloudbreak,” said Laird, barely able to contain his froth at the thought of surfing naturally-generated waves in the world of Minecraft. 
 
    Teahupoo. Cloudbreak. Those names reminded me of the beautiful crystalline waters I’d seen in photographs in that surf magazine I was given so many months ago by a player. If only the waves could be that awesome. If only they could be half as awesome, I would be super stoked. 
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    “Yeah, Laird, that would be sweet,” I said. “Although those waves seem a bit scary. Maybe something a little less gnarly?” 
 
    Laird chuckled. “When the waves are scary, it makes them extra exhilarating. If you can drop in on a steep ledge, get pitted, and survive, your back being stung by the spit from the tube … that’s the best.” 
 
    I’m sure he was right. Even at the Surf ‘n Snack’s artificial wave it was pretty awesome to get a barrel and have the wave spit. I could only imagine what it would be like on a big gnarly barreling wave. A mountain of pure energy over which you have no control. Only trying to harness the energy for a few moments of enjoyment and stoke. 
 
    “I just hope the water is warm,” whined Biff. 
 
    I looked at Biff. “Don’t worry. You’re not on the surf team.” 
 
    Biff’s head drooped a little bit. “I know I’m not. But I can still surf while you guys practice.” 
 
    “I just thought of something,” said Claire. “Obviously, I’m not going to be on Clayton’s surf team again. Is there any room for me on your team?” 
 
    This was an uncomfortable question. Emma and Tina wanted to be on the team and so did I, but Laird was going to be looking for some pro surfers to see if they could fill up the ranks. I was about to respond to Claire’s question when the Ender King interrupted. “Claire, we are going to field the best surf team we can. I don’t know who’s going to be on the team. I might not even surf in the contest if Laird manages to get enough professional surfers to come into the world of Minecraft to compete on our behalf.” 
 
    Claire pouted and nodded her head. “I understand.” 
 
    The Ender King continued. “I propose this. Our practice sessions will be used as tryouts. Whoever surfs the best over the next couple of days will be on the team, unless replaced by a pro surfer. Our only goal is to beat Clayton and Entity 303’s team so that we can free Notch and prevent Jimmy from being enslaved by Entity 303. Ego has no place here! We don’t know what Jimmy’s full powers might be, and if Entity 303 can unlock them, he might unleash something on the world even worse than what he and Herobrine have done in the past. We cannot let that happen!” 
 
    Even though the Ender King’s words made me afraid, I was kind of proud at how dominant he thought I might be underneath my handsome chill villager exterior. I wanted to say something to that effect and brag about myself, but then I thought it might not be such a good idea. 
 
    Wait a second…. 
 
    And that’s when I remembered. “Did the bat say Entity 303 wanted to have the contest in three days?” 
 
    “Yes, that’s exactly what he said,” said Emma. 
 
    Ugh. 
 
    “Three days from now is my thirteenth birthday.” 
 
    “Happy birthday, Jimmy,” said Biff. “It will be pretty awesome if you can free Notch on your birthday, of course you might end up being enslaved on your birthday, so that would be pretty lame.” 
 
    I looked at Biff with cold, angry eyes. “Don’t remind me. When I tell my parents about the date of the surf contest, they are going to be sad. We always do the same thing for my birthday. We sit around and eat apple pie and cookies all day long and then feel sick the next day. Hurrr, it’s awesome.” 
 
    Claire looked at me like I was some less-than-a-villager thing. “That sounds gross. I always go shopping with my … hurrr … parents for my birthday....” Her voice trailed off as she realized she would never go shopping with her father again and who knows about her mother. 
 
    Spike put his arm around his sister and said, “You can go shopping with me.” 
 
    Claire looked up at him and smiled, wiping a tear from her eye. “Thanks, but it just wouldn’t be the same.” 
 
    I was sorry I had put a damper on everyone’s feelings, but facts, man, facts. 
 
    We finally arrived at the door to the Royal Cartographer’s office. The Ender King knocked quickly and then without waiting for a response opened the door. We found the Royal Cartographer sitting at her desk pouring over maps. 
 
    “Hello, Eden. Julian told me you have determined the location of the island.” 
 
    Eden stood up at her desk and put down a magnifying glass she was holding in her hand. “Yes, Your Highness. I have located it. Let’s go over to my wall map of the Overworld.” 
 
    Eden was, like all ender folk, tall, skinny, and obsidian-colored. She’s wearing a strange a wreath on top of her head, made of sticks of various plants and flowers. She wore a purple robe embroidered with a map of the End. 
 
    We walked over to the wall map and saw a large blank portion which represented the vast ocean. Eden reached into her pocket and removed the paper with the coordinates. She referenced it one more time, looked at the wall map, and put her finger right in the middle of the ocean. “There.” 
 
    I was astonished. There wasn’t another landmass within thousands of blocks of the island. 
 
    “Do you know how big the island is?” I asked. 
 
    She shook her head. “There’s no way to determine that from the coordinates. But I would assume it is not a very large island.” 
 
    The Ender King rubbed his chin and said, “That’s a long way. I’m not sure I can teleport that distance. Back when Notch was going to oversee the contest, he said it would be within teleportation distance, but I don’t want to risk it.” 
 
    “Indeed, Your Highness, it is quite a long way,” said Eden. “Julian informed me that the bat said there would be a DOTS pathway to get to this island. I would suggest you use it.” 
 
    The Ender King’s obsidian skin turned even darker with rage. “I do not want to use Clayton Dretsky’s slaving apparatus to transport to the island… But, under the circumstances, I suppose I have no choice.” 
 
    “King, I understand your sentiment, but Emma and I have used the DOTS before, and it’s really fast. I believe that we can get from Zombie Bane to that island in ten or fifteen minutes at most,” I said. 
 
    The Ender King bent down and stared at me in the eyes. “You know what else we are going to do after we win this contest?” The Ender King paused. I knew it was a pause for emphasis. He did not want me to answer his question; he was going to tell me the answer. “We are going to destroy the DOTS!”  
 
    “Heck, yes we are,” said Aurelius. “That’ll show them. The only mobs entitled to rapid transportation are the endermen.” 
 
    “Are you being mob-ist?” said Tina breathlessly, in shock. 
 
    “What’s mob-ist?” asked Aurelius. 
 
    “It’s when you think one mob is better than all other mobs. Where you think one mob is superior and should have all the benefits of existence.” 
 
    Aurelius realized now how rotten his prior statement sounded. “I’m not mob-ist. I’m just angry about how Clayton and Entity 303 used their technology to murder all my people. I guess if someone else had built the DOTS I wouldn’t mind so much.” 
 
    I looked over at Aurelius. I felt sorry for him. If I were in his place, I’d probably be curled up in a fetal position crying all day long. Somehow he was holding it together. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it, Aurelius,” I said. “We will win the surf contest and then Clayton and Entity 303 will get their just desserts.” 
 
    Honestly, just desserts? So are there like unjust desserts? Do just desserts taste better than unjust dessert? How do expressions like this come into being? Ridiculous! 
 
    Aurelius smiled at me. “Thanks, Jimmy.” 
 
    The Royal Cartographer was becoming annoyed that we were standing in her office talking about things unrelated to maps. I could see her tapping her foot impatiently and then she crossed her arms in front of her chest, a sure sign that she was done with us. Of course, she was the Ender King’s servant and would never tell him to leave. Instead, she asked, “Is there anything else I can help you with, Your Highness?” 
 
    The Ender King stood for a moment thinking and then said, “No, Eden, I think that is everything. Could you draw a map of this quadrant of the Overworld and indicate the location of the island for me? I’d like to take it with me.” 
 
    Eden bowed slightly to the Ender King. “Certainly. I should have it done within the hour. Shall have it delivered to your throne room?” 
 
    “Yes, that will be satisfactory.” 
 
    The Ender King began to walk out of the office and waved us all to follow. When we were back in the hallway the King said, “There is still quite a bit of daylight left, so I think we should get to the island and practice. Once the cartographer creates my map, we will go to the DOTS station and purchase our tickets. While we wait, why don’t you relax or have a snack or take a nap? We’re going to need our energy and our wits about us.”  
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 46 – One Hour Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    After the map was brought to the Ender King, he wanted to leave immediately. We were all prepared. Except for Aurelius. 
 
    “Aren’t you coming with us?” I asked. 
 
    He shook his head. “I’ll come for the contest, but I need to go back to the End for a while. Two of the Ender King’s archaeologists and I will be traveling around my people’s former capital city, Savopolis. They want to map it for their history of my civilization.” Aurelius looked sad. I could only imagine what he was going through. “And, we’re going to look for survivors. I can’t believe that Entity 303 and Clayton’s legions of the undead killed everyone. I mean, I survived, right?” 
 
    I reached out and put my hand on Aurelius’ shoulder to comfort him. “You sure did survive. I’m sure you’ll find someone.” I’m not sure I believed my own words, but I hoped for Aurelius’ sake that he wasn’t the last of his kind. 
 
    “Good-bye, Aurelius. See you at the contest,” said Emma. 
 
    Aurelius smiled. “I can’t wait. I hope you have a good training session. You need to smash Entity 303 and his team.” 
 
    “I’m sure we will,” said Spike fiercely. 
 
    Aurelius looked at Spike with hatred. “I’m not sure you deserve to be on anyone’s team, after what you did.” 
 
    Spike lowered his eyes and didn’t say anything in response. He knew that Aurelius was angry and had a right to be. Spike just turned and walked away. 
 
    Aurelius took a deep breath and let it out slowly to calm himself. “Anyway, good luck again you guys. I’m going back to the end portal room for transit.” And with that, Aurelius turned around and walked away. 
 
    The Ender King, impatient to leave, said sharply, “Ready to go?” 
 
    We all indicated that we were. 
 
    “In that case, let us go to the library and use this infernal DOTS.” 
 
    We walked through the streets of Zombie Bane for about five minutes until we reached the library. Young villagers gawked at us, wondering where we could be going with the Ender King and his princess daughter. One of them asked. 
 
    I was about to respond when the Ender King cut me off. “Royal business. None of your concern.” 
 
    The eight-year-old villager who asked the question started to cry and ran over to his mommy and buried his face in her robe. She looked at the Ender King and scolded him. “You could be a little nicer to the children.” 
 
    “Sorry, ma’am, no time for pleasantries today.” The Ender King walked on. 
 
    Emma, feeling sorry for the little child, walked over to him and his mother and said, “Don’t mind him. He has a lot on his mind. We’re going on a trip, but we can’t tell you about it yet. We will make an announcement in a couple of days.” 
 
    This explanation was far too complicated for eight-year-old villager. But he smiled at Emma’s kind voice. The child’s mother said, “Thank you, young lady,” and smiled warmly at Emma. Emma smiled back and then returned to the group. 
 
    We finally arrived at the library, the scene of so much chaos during Emma and my escape from the Nether. The building where we had nearly been killed by a zombie pigman before being rescued by an enderman. It was strange to imagine other buildings in the town that may have been the site of similarly dramatic events in the centuries past, but now have been completely forgotten. 
 
    We entered the library and walked down the stairs to the DOTS ticket window. I scanned the board for island destinations, but found none. I walked up to the villager behind the ticket booth and said, “Hey, bro, we need to go to an island in the middle of the ocean. How do we get there?” 
 
    The villager looked at me like I was insane. “We have no transportation facilities to any islands other than one mooshroom island located in the north.” 
 
    I looked over at the King. “Are we heading north?” The Ender King shook his head. 
 
    I turned back to the villager. “Not good enough. We’re heading the opposite direction. To the tropics.” 
 
    “Well I have no idea how I can help you.”  
 
    “Let me talk to your supervisor,” I said, acting all dominant. 
 
    The villager behind the counter rolled his eyes and said, “Sure thing, little boy.”  
 
    Rude!!! 
 
    The villager left and was gone for about a minute before another villager, who was extremely overweight and very self-important, waddled up to the counter and said in a deep blubbery voice, “How may I help you, young man?” 
 
    “Yeah, I was telling this guy over here that I need to go to a tropical island. I was told I couldn’t get there using your transportation system. But that is not true, is it?” I acted as arrogant as possible. It seemed to me that customers who asked to “see the supervisor” always acted like arrogant jerks. Yet, they seemed to always get their way. I was following their lead. 
 
    The large man behind the counter consulted a manual, flipping through the pages slowly and methodically. I was pretty sure he was going slowly on purpose, to make me angry. It was working. After a couple of minutes, he said, “It does appear there is a new route recently installed in the last twenty-four hours. It will get you to an island in the south. I’ve never heard of it before though. Are you sure you wish to go there?” 
 
    This time the Ender King answered. “Absolutely. How much?” 
 
    The bulbous villager consulted the manual again and said, “It appears that there are two transfers required. You go into the Nether then up to the surface and back to the Nether and then you should surface on the island. That many journeys will cost you ten emeralds each.” 
 
    The Ender King nodded and then looked at me. “Pay the man, Jimmy.” 
 
    “What? You’re the King. Why don’t you pay?” 
 
    The Ender King looked at me with hate filled eyes. “Don’t you think it’s the least you could do? After all, this contest is about you, remember?” 
 
    I grumbled and groaned but dug into my inventory and pulled out eighty emeralds to pay for the entire squad:  me, Emma, Claire, Spike, Biff, Laird, Tina, and the King. I unceremoniously dropped the emeralds on the counter in front of me and said, “There. Hurry up with those tickets.” Then I turned around and looked at squad. “You have to pay for yourselves next time. That was expensive.” 
 
    They just stared at me like I was a greedy villager. Which, of course, I was. And so were they, which explains why they didn’t want to pay for their own tickets. 
 
    The humongous villager behind the counter took his sweet time getting the tickets. A few minutes later we finally had all our tickets and walked into the DOTS to begin our journey.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 46 – Fifteen Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    Our transit through the DOTS had been uneventful. The Ender King was constantly on guard during the short minutes we spent in the Nether, looking around for any clues that Entity 303 and Clayton were planning some sort of betrayal, but seeing nothing obvious. When we finally arrived on the island, we were astonished. 
 
    There was a single villager on the island operating the DOTS. He looked extremely bored when we arrived. But, upon seeing us, he hopped up from his seat and said, “Welcome to the island! Can I interest you in a flower necklace?” 
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    Flower necklace? What kind of nonsense was that? 
 
    The villager came out from behind his counter with an arm load of necklaces made literally of flowers. He walked up to the girls and put necklaces over the heads of Tina, Claire, and Emma. I guess girls do like necklaces. He then turned toward the rest of us and said, “Gentlemen? Would you like a necklace?” 
 
    “I want one,” said Biff. 
 
    Spike and I waved him away, not wanting some stupid necklace. 
 
    The Ender King bent down his neck and said, “I’ll take one. Make sure there’s a lot of purple in it.” 
 
    The villager looked through his assortment of necklaces and found one that was at least 50 percent purple with other dark colors in it and put it over the Ender King’s head. 
 
    “You folks must be one of the surf teams. Entity 303 told me to expect you,” said the villager. 
 
    I quickly reached out and grabbed his tropical-themed robe and twisted it tightly with my hand. “What do you mean? Are you one of Entity 303’s servants?” 
 
    The villager suddenly became nervous and shook his head rapidly side to side. “Oh no, I just work for the DOTS. I suppose, though, my boss is the Dretsky family.” 
 
    “Then how did you meet Entity 303?” 
 
    “Well, after I was posted to this island location, he showed up and told me about the surf contest. I was super scared, but he was being very polite and kind so I eventually stopped being scared and … hurrr ... here we are.” 
 
    I released my grip on his robe and backed away. “Sorry about grabbing your robe. I’m just a little on edge.” 
 
    The villager nodded. “I’d be on edge too if I might be a slave in a few days.” 
 
    “How do you know about that?” asked Emma. 
 
    “Entity 303 told me about it. He and Clayton and the rest of his team were here earlier surfing. He told me to expect you.” 
 
    The Ender King intervened. “Where’s this wave we’re supposed to surf? Take us to it.” 
 
    You could tell that the villager was not exactly pleased by the Ender King’s attitude, but he said, “I live to serve and be of service.” He then bowed deeply and said, “Follow me.” 
 
    We followed the villager out of the building in which the DOTS was located onto a wide sandy beach. The villager pointed straight out in front of us and said, “That’s the wave right there.” 
 
    “Where, I don’t see anything?” I said. 
 
    The villager smiled and said, “Wait for it.” 
 
    And so we did, about fifteen seconds passed before we could see a bump standing up in the ocean. It was coming closer and closer and getting larger and larger. We were all starting to get very excited. Laird was bouncing on his tip toes. And then, the wave stood up, hitting some underwater rocks or reef, and then broke, forming a perfect cylindrical barreling left-hander. We watch its perfection in silent awe and then erupted with hoots and yells when it regurgitated a huge spit cloud from inside the tube. 
 
    “Epic!” said Laird, his mouth agape and his hands raised in the air as if celebrating a victory. 
 
    “Sick!” said Emma. 
 
    “Whoa!” was the best I could muster, “epic” and “sick” having already been used by the others. 
 
    Laird had already gotten his board out of his inventory and tossed off his robe, revealing his surf trunks below it. “Let’s paddle out. Last one to get pitted is a rotten egg.” 
 
    We all excitedly changed into our surf clothes and got our surfboards ready. I thought I’d wow everybody with a little teleportation, having worked on it a bit with Aurelius and by myself. (I didn’t write about the training in my diary because … hurrr … I was so busy with other things that I forgot to mention it. On the bright side, now you get to be amazed as well!!!)  
 
    I dug into my inventory and pulled out a chorus fruit. Then as everyone else ran down to the water’s edge and started paddling out – except of course for the Ender King and Princess Tina who were just going to teleport to the take off zone – I focused my energy on the spot where the waves were breaking. It was so powerful that I immediately picked up its vibes. I held on tightly to my surfboard and then ate the chorus fruit. 
 
    The next thing I knew I splashed down in the take off zone, already well beyond where the rest of the non-enders were paddling. They all gasped with astonishment. Laird hooted his approval of my teleportation. A moment later Tina and the Ender King materialized next to me. 
 
    “No way, Jimmy! When I heard you were working on your teleportation skills, I didn’t know you were already this good!” said Tina. 
 
    The Ender King nodded. “I can see why Entity 303 is concerned about your hidden powers.” 
 
    I smiled. It was nice to have some praise once in a while. Especially if I were to become a slave in three days’ time. I needed all the praise I could get to make these last few days of freedom as sweet as possible. 
 
    “Aurelius really helped. He taught me some focus techniques which work very well,” I said, trying to be modest. 
 
    While the three of us sat there, waiting for the rest of the squad to make the paddle out, another wave came in. Tina and the Ender King looked at me and the King said, “Why don’t you take this first one?” 
 
    I didn’t argue with him.  
 
    I paddled into the best take off spot and then paddled into the wave. It stood up, and the wave quickly became super steep, way steeper than the Surf ‘n Snack’s artificial wave. As the wave lurched forward, I thought I might pearl and wipe out, but I instinctively adjusted my weight and even though I was in freefall down the face of the wave for part of the drop, my fins dug into the bottom of the wave, allowing me to make a quick bottom turn so I could get slotted in the pit.  
 
    Inside the barrel, I stuck my hands into the face of the wave to slow my surfboard so I could get even deeper in the tube. For a moment I was a little too deep. I was riding on top of the foam ball! It was bucking like a wild skeleton horse. I thought I would lose control of my surfboard, but then somehow I made it past the foam ball just as I could feel the wave sucking air in and then I felt the stinging spit of the wave hit my back and shoot me out of the wave faster than I’ve ever gone on a surfboard in my life.  
 
    When I came out I heard Laird, Emma, Spike, Claire, and Biff yelling ecstatically. They had a front row seat to see me ejected from the tube. I turned back around and looked at the tube I had just exited. It was massive. From top to bottom, it was at least three times as tall as I was; from side to side, at least twice as wide as I was tall. For a moment, I almost didn’t care if my team lost the surf contest, if I kept or lost my freedom. That barrel made it all worthwhile. 
 
    Only a surfer knows the feeling…. 
 
    We surfed for another couple of hours, trading barrels, suffering massive wipeouts, two-wave hold downs, being rag-dolled under mountains of white water. But we kept going back for more. The barrels made it worth it.  
 
      
 
    *   *   * 
 
      
 
    After about three hours, I could barely move my arms. I caught one last wave and then rode the whitewash to shore. Within about ten minutes everyone had joined me on the beach. 
 
    “Obviously this is going to be a barrel contest,” I said, still breathing heavily. 
 
    Laird nodded his head. “I know a few pro surfers who are considered the best barrel riders in the world, especially at hollow lefts. I’ll find out if they play Minecraft and if they want to be in the contest. I’ll let you know by tomorrow morning.” 
 
    The Ender King gave Laird a shaka and said, “Fantastic. Let’s meet at my palace in Zombie Bane first thing in the morning. Bring any pros with you who want to help. If you can’t find anyone, I think we will probably be okay. It seems like everyone here rides that barrel pretty well.” 
 
    Laird nodded his head. “Sure they do, but I’m telling you, there’s a big difference between someone who is good and someone who is legendary. Trust me.” 
 
    I got goosebumps just thinking about Laird’s words. What would it be like to be a legendary surfer? I could only imagine. 
 
    The villager who was in charge of the DOTS had nothing better to do, so he brought us some refreshing watermelon juice. It tasted good after a long surf. I mentioned that I was hungry and he brought some roasted chicken and bread. We all enjoyed a large snack and then packed our stuff and put our robes back on. 
 
    I turned to the villager and said, “By the way, what’s your name? I forgot to ask.” 
 
    “My name is Nate.” 
 
    “Nice to meet you, Nate. I’m sure we’ll be seeing a lot of you in the next few days.” 
 
    “I’m sure you will, Jimmy. I’m sure you will.” 
 
    Having now been properly introduced, we got back in the DOTS and returned home to Zombie Bane. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 46 – Dinnertime 
 
      
 
      
 
    I said goodbye to the squad and went home to my house. My parents were there preparing dinner. 
 
    “Welcome back, Jimmy,” said my dad. “How was the surfing?” 
 
    I flopped down on the couch. “It was amazing. It makes the Surf ‘n Snack look like a glass of water with a couple ripples in it. The waves were huge. Powerful. Epic.” I paused for a moment and felt the soreness in my muscles. “I’m so tired. I’m going to sleep early tonight.” 
 
    “Not before you eat a delicious dinner,” said my mom smiling. “I’ve got steak, cookies, watermelon, apple pie, mushroom stew, and scrambled eggs.” 
 
    The food sounded amazing. I dragged my tired carcass up from the couch and sat down at the table. The food looked and smelled delicious. We ate in silence for a couple of minutes, my mouth never ceased chewing until I finally paused to drink some water and let out a deep bone-tired sigh. 
 
    “Gracious me. I’ve never seen you eat so much so fast,” said my mom. 
 
    “I did a lot today.” 
 
    “Well, be sure to save some room in your stomach for your birthday cake in three days,” said my dad. 
 
    My birthday. I guess I had better tell them. 
 
    “About that. Hurrr. The surf contest is on my birthday.” 
 
    My mom dropped her fork and it clattered on her plate. “No. We have to celebrate your birthday here at home. What if…? What if…? What if you lose the surf contest? And you … hurrr ... get enslaved on your birthday!” My mom could not speak anymore. She broke down sobbing. My father stood up and put his hands on her shoulders to comfort her. 
 
    I looked at my mom. I felt sorry for her. It must be hard to watch your child grow up and face obstacles like this. Fighting an evil family of billionaires and Entity 303. Battling for your freedom. Facing possible enslavement. It was pretty intense. 
 
    “Mom, look. We’re going to win that contest. I’m 100% certain. I wouldn’t have agreed to Entity 303’s terms if I didn’t believe that. Plus, didn’t the Rainbow Creeper enter your dreams and tell you everything was going to work out?” 
 
    My mom looked up at me with tear-streaked eyes. “Yes, but I … hurrr…. We can’t know that for sure. I don’t want to lose you. You were such a gift when the witch brought you here unexpectedly.” She paused for a moment. “It’s just not fair.” 
 
    “Look, Mom. Laird is going to find some professional surfers to join our team. We’re totally going to smash Entity 303 and Clayton and whoever they have on their team. And then Notch will be free and we can restore order to the world of Minecraft.” 
 
    My mom wiped the tears from her face and said, “I hope you’re right Jimmy. I just … hurrr … I’ve seen a lot of things go wrong that I thought were going to go right. I hope you are not wrong. I hope the Rainbow Creeper didn’t mislead me.” 
 
    “I can only speak for myself, and I know that I am not wrong. But, I am tired. Do you mind if I go to bed?” 
 
    My mom stood up, walked around the table, and gave me a hug. “No, I don’t mind if you go to bed. Do you want me to make a big breakfast in the morning?” 
 
    I smiled. “With an apple pie?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 47 – Morning  
 
      
 
      
 
    Just as promised, my mom made me an apple pie and a bunch of other delicious food for breakfast. I even asked her to make me an apple pie omelette. She put the eggs into a frying pan and then put a slice of apple pie inside of it when she flipped over the eggs. She thought it was disgusting, but I thought it was delicious. 
 
    “I think we’ve just invented a new fad. If Emma can’t get the Surf ‘n Snack safety systems to work properly, I’m going to open an apple pie omelette restaurant.” 
 
    My mom laughed. “You’re crazy, Jimmy.” 
 
    “That’s what you said about my surfing idea, too. But look at how that’s worked out,” I said proudly. But an instant later, I realized I probably hadn’t made the best comparison. Sure, I’d made a bit of money and delayed a war between the Ender King and the Dretsky / Entity 303 family. Notch liked my idea so much he added waves to the Overworld. But now there were also drowned zombies in the oceans and rivers. And, worst of all, I was at risk of becoming Entity 303’s slave for the rest of my life. “On second thought, maybe I am crazy.” 
 
      
 
    *   *   * 
 
      
 
    After I finished breakfast I met the squad at the Ender King’s palace, as previously agreed. Laird had returned with two pro surfers named Gabriel and Kelly. He introduced us.  They told us they were interested in competing but wanted to ride the wave before committing. 
 
    Emma was also there and met them, but said she wouldn’t be coming with us to the island. She wanted to work on the safety structure for the Surf ‘n Snack. “Once you win the surf contest and Notch is free, everyone’s going to want to surf, but they are not going to want to deal with the drowned zombies. If I get the safety systems in place, we are going to make even more money than we’ve already made.” 
 
    “Are you sure you don’t want to come with us? It’s so much fun surfing those waves. And, the Surf ‘n Snack can wait,” I said. 
 
    Emma shook her head. “You and I both know that I’m not good enough to be on the surf team. I’d rather spend my time working on this problem than getting barreled. At least for now.” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “Suit yourself. See you later.” 
 
    After Emma left, the rest of us went to the DOTS. And by the rest of us I mean the Ender King, Tina, Spike, Claire, Biff, Laird, Gabriel, Kelly, and me. This time, the Ender King paid for the tickets. 
 
    When we arrived at the island, Gabriel and Kelly were amazed at the quality of the wave. “It reminds me of Fiji,” said Kelly. 
 
    “Verdade,” said Gabriel, speaking Portuguese. 
 
    They paddled out and got super barreled. It seemed like they were ten or twenty feet deeper in the barrel than I could ever get. The only other person who came close was Laird, but even he could not get as deep as they could. 
 
    After we surfed for about an hour and a half, they both said they would be willing to be on the surf team. “Great,” said Laird. “The contest starts two days from now.” 
 
    Gabriel and Kelly’s faces fell. They looked disappointed. “We have a contest in our world that starts on the same day,” said Gabriel. 
 
    “Yeah, we can’t miss that. That’s how we make our living,” said Kelly. 
 
    I wanted to cry. If these two guys were on the team, there was no way we would lose. But if they weren’t, who knew? 
 
    “Please?” I begged. “You guys rip. Are you sure we can’t just give you some emeralds or something and you can skip the other contest?” 
 
    They both laughed.  
 
    “I’ll tell you what, sometimes a contest won’t start on the first day. If the waves are too small or if it is too windy, the contest will start on a later date.  We call these off days ‘lay days.’ So, if we get a lay day, we can come,” said Kelly. 
 
    “Yeah. I’ll do that too,” said Gabriel. “But, I have to warn you, the forecast for our surf contest looks really good, so I think it is going to run on the first day.” 
 
    I nodded my head. At least there was a chance. Still, we had to have some backup surfers ready. If Gabriel and Kelly couldn’t be on the team, then it would be the Ender King, Laird, me, and Claire. Tina was almost as good as Claire, but not quite. 
 
    My confidence in our winning the surf contest had vanished. What if Entity 303 was able to win? What if I became his slave? Would I even remember my prior life? Would he just erase my memory and turned me into some sort of ultra-powerful servant who tortured and murdered his enemies? 
 
    I shuddered at the thought. 
 
    Kelly and Gabriel had to get back to their world, so we said goodbye and then they shimmered and disappeared. 
 
    “I wish I could go to the world of the players. Then I could escape this whole mess and not care about what Entity 303 did,” I said pouting. 
 
    Claire looked at me angrily. “You don’t mean that. After all you sacrificed to protect Minecraft? You would not just run away now.” 
 
    I wanted to run away, but Claire was right. I would not run away. 
 
    I grunted. “Yeah, well, whatever. Let’s go get some more barrels.” 
 
    We surfed for about another hour when suddenly Entity 303 appeared floating above us at the take off spot. 
 
    “Enjoying the waves?” he asked, sounding surprisingly normal and chill, but exuding pure evil vibes. 
 
    The Ender King stared at him. “Get away. We’re practicing.” 
 
    Entity 303 smirked. “I know you’ve been here for a couple hours. And I know you brought professional surfers with you. It’s my team’s turn to practice.” 
 
    “I suppose that’s fair,” said the Ender King, a hint of suspicion in his voice. “By the way, who’s on your team?” 
 
    Entity 303 shrugged. “Same people as the prior to contest, except I will be on the team instead of Claire. So it’s me, Clayton, Mateo the zombie pigman, and John-John.” 
 
    I knew that Clayton, John-John, and Mateo were pretty good surfers. But if we could get one or both of the pro surfers who were here this morning on our team, we could beat them. However, I had no idea how well Entity 303 surfed. I remember when I thought the Ender King was just a kook, but then found out he ripped during the first contest. I assume Entity 303 was probably just as good. These thoughts were doing nothing for my confidence. 
 
    “Give us a minute to paddle in,” said Laird. 
 
    Claire and Spike had already started to paddle in. They didn’t want to be anywhere near Entity 303. I decided I would show off and teleported to the beach. 
 
    I turned and faced beach. I zeroed in on the vibe of a turtle walking along the sand. I pulled a chorus fruit from my inventory and ate it. I teleported and materialized on the beach. I looked out the lineup so I could wave triumphantly at Entity 303. But he was gone. 
 
    I suddenly felt a tapping on my shoulder and turned around. Entity 303 was standing right behind me.  
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    “Nice trick, Jimmy. Once you are my slave, I’ll show you how to do that without the stupid chorus fruit.” And then he disappeared and re-materialized floating above the breaking waves in the distance. 
 
    At that moment, a crippling wave of fear passed over my body and I sank to my knees.  I hate you, Entity 303! I hate you! I would not give him the satisfaction of seeing me on my knees. I mustered all of my strength and stood up. I stood tall, flexing my blocky muscles! 
 
    I stood there waiting for my friends to paddle in. When they arrived at the beach, Tina asked, “Does anyone want a snack?” 
 
    “I just want to get home,” I said. “I don’t want to be near that thing.”  I pointed to the water where Entity 303 continued to hover. 
 
    “Don’t talk about your new master that way,” said a vicious voice from behind me.  It was Clayton! 
 
    “I hate you, Clayton! Why?!?” screamed Claire, who moved toward Clayton, ready to attack him. Tina reached out to restrain her. 
 
    Clayton laughed.  “Relax little girl. Once Jimmy is our slave, you can rejoin the family.”  Clayton looked at Spike. “But, I am afraid father is just going to kill Spike. He hasn’t forgiven his traitorous actions.” 
 
    Spike turned red with rage. “Not if I kill him first.” 
 
    Clayton spat on the sand. “You and I both know that is not going to happen.” 
 
    “Try me.” 
 
    At that moment, Mateo and John John arrived.  
 
    “What is going on?” asked John John. “Why are you all so angry? There are some sick waves out there. No need to be mad.” 
 
    I picked up a super chill vibe from John John. I don’t think he had any idea what he was involved with. He just wanted to surf. 
 
    Mateo grunted. “Family squabble. Don’t worry about it. Let’s go surfing.” 
 
    “Before you go, John John, don’t you have a professional surf contest in a couple days?” I asked, hoping he might have to skip the Minecraft surf contest like Gabriel and Kelly. 
 
    He shook his blond hair.  “No. I am taking a break from pro contests this year. I did not like the vibe.” 
 
    Oh, no! He will be here for sure! 
 
    “Wait, why are you surfing in this contest if you are taking a break from contests in your world?” asked Tina. “It seems like you would want to skip all contests.” 
 
    John John shrugged. “This is something different. I get to have fun and get barreled even if I lose. But, the funny thing is, when I don’t have any pressure on me, I always surf way better.”  He paused for a moment to smile and then said, “Anyway, I’m going surfing. See you later.” 
 
    Clayton followed Mateo and John John to the water’s edge, turning around once or twice to smirk at us. We watched them paddle out.  Once they got to the lineup, Entity 303 floated down to the water and a surfboard materialized for him to sit on. 
 
    “Let’s go,” said the Ender King. “We will return tomorrow morning for more practice.” 
 
    There was no dispute. We entered the DOTS and returned home to Zombie Bane. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 48  
 
      
 
      
 
    Today was a lot like yesterday. We took the DOTS to the island to surf in the morning and returned home when Entity 303’s team showed up around lunchtime. 
 
    The contest would start tomorrow at 8:00 in the morning. I was ready. My muscles were finely sculpted. My timing was spot on. My barrel-riding technique was a good as any villager’s, but still I was worried. 
 
    Would Kelly and Gabriel show up? If they didn’t, could we actually defeat Entity 303 and his team? Would I be a slave 24 hours from now? 
 
    The Ender King hired a couple of kids to walk through the streets of Zombie Bane and announce the contest. He wanted a supportive crowd.  “Maybe it will convince the judges to give us more points if we are getting the loudest applause?” I didn’t think it would work, but anything to give us an edge was worth trying. 
 
    As I relaxed in my house that afternoon, dozens of friends of my parents came to the door, to wish me good luck and an early “Happy Birthday.” I thanked the first few people who stopped by, but eventually I got overwhelmed by all the attention. 
 
    “Mom. Dad. I am going upstairs. I need to take a nap.” 
 
    “Ok,” said my mom, “I’ll wake you for dinner.” 
 
    I went upstairs and stretched a little bit, hoping my muscles wouldn’t be too sore tomorrow in case I had to surf during the contest, which I was anticipating. Even if Gabriel and Kelly showed up, I assumed it would be me, Gabriel, Kelly, and the Ender King surfing. If they failed to show up then I certainly would be surfing. 
 
    I got into bed and closed my eyes, and fell asleep very quickly. 
 
    The next thing I knew I was on a tropical island. It greatly resembled the island where we had been surfing, but did not appear to be the same island. 
 
    There were waves, but they were small and gentle. I sat on the beach and let the calm vibes of the ocean enter my mind. I watched as the waves moved into the shore and then retreated back to the ocean. Into the shore. Retreating back. In. Back. In. Back. 
 
    Once I achieved a state of ultimate calm, a parrot flew down and landed in the sand in front of me. It stared at me, turning its head quickly from side to side. It stared at me with one eye, flipped over its head, then stared at me with its other eye. 
 
    “Polly want a cracker?” I asked the parrot. 
 
    The parrot squawked and then said, “My name is not Polly. My name is Cocoa Witherbean.” 
 
    I was doubly shocked by the speech the parrot. First of all because I only thought parrots could copy things people had said to them, not make complete and original sentences. And second because of the parrot’s peculiar name. 
 
    “How did you come to have such an expressive name?” 
 
    The parrot cocked his head to one side and looked at me with his left eye. “I do not know. I have simply had that name from the beginning of time.” 
 
    “Beginning of time? You mean from the time you spawned.” 
 
    “I did not misspeak. I said from the beginning of time.” 
 
    I noticed the multicolored feathers on the parrot and noting there was no brown said, “Shouldn’t a parrot with the name Cocoa Witherbean have some brown feathers?” 
 
    The parrot looked at me, this time with its right eye, and said, “I prefer the colors of the rainbow.” 
 
    I was jarred out of my calm with the parrot’s words. Rainbow?!? I was about to ask it another question when it disappeared. And, I promptly forgot the entire episode. 
 
    All the energy and excitement I had felt when I had heard … hurrr … something from a creature of some … hurrr ... kind began to leave my mind. I couldn’t even recall what I had been doing that had made me so excited. Or what question I wanted to ask or why. 
 
    I shook my head and stared out at the water again. Into shore. Retreating back. In. Back. In. Back. 
 
    I began to feel more and more tired. I leaned back and soon was flat on my back on top of the sand. The warmth of the tropical sun made me instantly drowsy and I fell asleep. I woke sometime later, still sitting on the tropical island. When I sat up, I saw that the parrot had returned, and I began to remember. 
 
    “Cocoa Witherbean, right?” 
 
    “At your service, Jimmy.” 
 
    “I must be dreaming because how else would you know my name? I didn’t tell it to before, did I?” 
 
    “You did not.” 
 
    “I remember having a question I wanted to ask you. But I can’t recall it now.” 
 
    “I think I know what it was,” said the parrot. 
 
    “Really? What?” 
 
    “You were wondering if I might be the Rainbow Creeper.” 
 
    Loud internal screaming inside my mind!!! 
 
    I was jarred into the shocking reality that yes that had been my question. Could the parrot have been the Rainbow Creeper? Or perhaps one of his minions? But if he were, why come to me in a dream in the shape of a parrot and not as the Rainbow Creeper himself? 
 
    “Well? Are you?”  
 
    The parrot clucked and then squawked and flew away. I woke up from my dream in my own bed. I was drenched with sweat. 
 
    I propped myself up against some pillows in my bed and took a few deep breaths to get over the shock of my dream. I wasn’t sure if it really had been a Rainbow Creeper manifestation or if I just was overly tired and having a weird dream. That’s the thing about dreams. They are weird. 
 
    At that moment I heard my mom call, “Jimmy! It’s dinner time.” 
 
    I got up and splashed water on my face before heading down for dinner with my parents. Not knowing whether it would be the last dinner I ever ate with them. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 49 – The Third Surf Contest 
 
      
 
      
 
    I woke up before the sun had even risen. My anxiety about the contest and its outcome prevented me from sleeping as long as I normally did. I sat up in bed and looked around my room, taking in every detail.  
 
    This might be the last time I ever see it. 
 
    I got out of bed and washed my face and combed my hair. I put on a fresh pair of surf trunks and a robe over them. At first, I put on a typical brown robe but then I thought, today was a special day and it might be the last day I have any free will, so I changed my robe. I put on the rainbow-colored robe Claire had given me so long ago. 
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    I walked downstairs, not expecting my parents to be awake yet, but they were both sitting at the kitchen table waiting for me. 
 
    “Good morning, Jimmy,” said my dad. “Happy birthday. Cool robe. It’s bright!” 
 
    My mom’s eyes were filled with tears as she choked out the words, “Happy birthday.” 
 
    I could feel myself getting emotional. I struggled to hold back the tears but couldn’t. I ran over to my parents and hugged them and we all cried together for a while. 
 
    Eventually, I backed away and said, “Don’t worry. No matter what happens, I’ll always love you.” 
 
    This unleashed another round of crying for several minutes until we were all cried out. 
 
    My mom stood up and said, “I’m going to cook you a big breakfast.” 
 
    I shook my head. “I don’t want to be bloated when I’m trying to surf today. Maybe just a fried egg and a slice of apple pie.” 
 
    My mom heaved a deep, melancholy sigh and said, “Okay. That won’t take long.” Moms like to feed their children to show their love. Well, at least mine was that way. 
 
    I sat down at the table with my dad. He just stared at me without saying anything. I think he was trying to remember everything about me … just in case. 
 
    It wasn’t long before my mom brought me a fried egg and apple pie with a glass of water. I ate my food slowly, enjoying all the flavors, wondering if I’d ever have a slice of pie again. 
 
    When I had finished my breakfast, I stood up and said, “Well, hurrr, I guess I need to head over to the Ender King’s palace. You are coming to contest, right?” 
 
    My dad took a deep breath and said, “I don’t think we could bear it, Jimmy. If you win, we will know soon enough. If you lose, hurrr, we don’t want to be there to see that.” 
 
    I understood their feelings completely, but still wished they were going to come to the contest. “That’s okay, Dad, I wouldn’t want you to see me if I lost the contest either. Plus, if you’re that anxious, your vibes might interfere with my performance.” 
 
    My mom smiled and gave me another hug. “Good luck, Jimmy. Even though the Rainbow Creeper told me everything would be okay, I don’t know how this part of the story ends. I’ll always love you and give thanks as long as I’m alive for the witch who brought you to our doorstep.” 
 
    I felt myself starting to cry again but sniffed a couple times and wiped my eyes to stop it. 
 
    “Thanks for being my parents. I hope I’ll be able to thank you again later today,” I said as I walked out the front door. 
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 49 – Ten Minutes Later  
 
      
 
      
 
    I walked slowly through the streets of Zombie Bane, observing everything, and wondering what might happen to Zombie Bane if we lost the surf contest. Would Entity 303 flatten it? Destroy it? Erase any evidence that it had ever existed? Or, would he enslave its residents to do some horrible deeds and then kill them later and destroy the village then? It always ended with death and destruction, that was for sure. 
 
    When I arrived at the Ender King’s palace, I looked around for Kelly and Gabriel. They were nowhere to be seen. I walked over to Laird and asked if he expected them to come. 
 
    “I don’t know. I told him to be here by 7:30, and it’s almost that time now.” 
 
    Claire shook her head sadly. “If they don’t show up, it’s going to be a real battle out there.” 
 
    Laird nodded his head. “I agree.” 
 
    Just then the air shimmered and Kelly stood in front of us. 
 
    “Yes!” I yelled. “At least one of you showed up.” 
 
    Kelly did not look happy. “Jimmy, I’m sorry, but our surf contest starts at 8 o’clock and I have to surf in the first heat. So I won’t be able to participate.” 
 
    I felt sad inside. “What about Gabriel?” 
 
    Kelly shook his head. “Gabriel is in the second heat. He has to mentally prepare for it. Plus, we can’t just surf one wave and then leave your contest, can we?” 
 
    I looked over at the Ender King with hopeful eyes. “Can they?” 
 
    The Ender King shook his head. “The teams have to remain the same for the duration of the contest, that’s how I understand the rules.” 
 
    “Netherrack,” I cursed, suddenly feeling sorry for myself, feeling Entity 303’s shackles tighten. 
 
    Kelly took a few steps towards me and then asked, “Can I give you some advice?” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “Only if it’s good advice.” 
 
    Kelly laughed and said, “The thing about a surf contest is that only part of winning involves skill. The other part is all mental. If you can make the other team doubt their abilities, they’ll make mistakes, and then you can win.” 
 
    This sounded interesting. “What do you mean exactly? Can you give me an example?” 
 
    “Sure. Just do the opposite of what everyone expects you to do before the contest. You’re probably nervous right now, right? You worry about being enslaved for the rest of your life? About having to live under an oppressive regime run by Entity 303?” 
 
    “Bingo. That’s exactly how I feel.” 
 
    “Okay then, you have to act the opposite. Show up there and be confident. Tell some jokes. Tell the other people good luck and tell them that you love them. Stuff like that. It makes people crazy. They can’t get it out of their heads and then when they try to do some technical maneuver, they are still thinking about it. Because they are distracted, they fail.” 
 
    “That’s some serious Yoda steeze,” said Laird. 
 
    I liked this guy. He was tricky. “Cool, Kelly, thanks. I might try it.” 
 
    Kelly smiled at me and flashed a shaka. “Good luck. I guess I’ll know if you win or not the next time I play Minecraft. If it looks the same, you’ve won. If it’s all fire and brimstone and Armageddon, I will know Entity 303 was victorious.” And on that bright note, Kelly shimmered and disappeared, returning to the world of the players.  
 
    “I think he’s right,” said Spike. “Entity 303 always talked about psychological warfare. This is just a personal version of it.” 
 
    “Well, if no one else is coming, I guess we should get going,” said the Ender King. 
 
    No one disagreed with him, and our squad consisting of the Ender King, Tina, Laird, Claire, Spike, Biff, Emma, and me, left the Ender Palace for the DOTS. Within ten minutes, we were standing on the island looking at perfect barreling waves. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 49 – Just Before the Contest  
 
      
 
      
 
    When we arrived, I was amazed to see how many people were there to watch the contest. During the night, Entity 303 or his minions had built seating for approximately 5000 spectators. Most of the seats were filled with villagers from Zombie Bane or Capitol City, but a sizable percentage of the seats were filled with undead mobs, many wearing protective gear to avoid burning in the sunlight.  
 
    I saw some blazes in a corner of the stands and stared at them, wondering if one was Mr. Blaze. The eyes of one particular blaze stared at me knowingly, and I knew it was he. He suddenly winked and then smiled an evil smile.  I knew that he was hoping I would lose the surf contest and become Entity 303’s slave.  I swallowed hard, nervous about Mr. Blaze watching me during the contest.  But, then I remembered what Kelly said, so I flashed a shaka at Mr. Blaze. He recoiled and then looked away. 
 
    There were also a few hundred players in the stands. I guess word had gotten around about the contest and they wanted to watch. Not that they really cared about the outcome. Minecraft was just a hobby for them, not the place where they had to live the rest of their lives. I noticed one of the players waving at me and, upon a closer inspection, saw it was Yuuko.  I waved back.  She gave me a thumbs up and I flashed her a shaka. 
 
    But, now, it was time to focus. 
 
    As we stretched and got ready for the contest, Aurelius rocked up. “Hey guys! I didn’t want to miss the contest.” 
 
    I gave Aurelius a high-five. “Cool, man. Good to see you.” 
 
    “I have a surprise for you guys,” said Aurelius. “It’s awesome.” 
 
    “What is it?” asked Emma. “You seem really happy.” 
 
    “I am happy,” said Aurelius as he turned around and yelled, “Hey Trey, get over here.” 
 
    To our shock and amazement, another young Savage Enderman appeared from behind a nearby tree and ran over to where we were standing. Trey looked a lot like Aurelius, with one blue eye and one purple eye, and about half as tall as a full-grown adult enderman. 
 
    “What’s up guys? I’m Trey.” 
 
    We were all dumbfounded, including the Ender King and Tina. 
 
    “So you survived Entity 303 and Clayton’s genocide of your people?” asked the Ender King. 
 
    “All by yourself?” asked Tina. 
 
    Trey thumped his chest and said, “Of course. You think a few thousand zombie pigmen can kill me? No way.” 
 
    I had to admire Trey’s bravado. I was also glad for Aurelius that he had one of his own kind to be friends with. Someone who understood him at a level that none of the rest of us ever could. 
 
    “Where did you find him?” I asked. 
 
    “Well, when the King’s archaeologists and I were searching the capital city of the Savage Endermen, Savopolis, we found Trey living in an abandoned office building. He was eating snacks out of the vending machine. At first, he thought we were nether mobs in disguise, hunting down the last of the survivors, but we finally convinced him we were actual endermen. And, well, here we are.” 
 
    “It was tough for a few days there,” said Trey, his eyes staring into the distance. “But now, I get to watch you guys crush Entity 303 and Clayton’s team, and free Notch. Once Notch is free, we will get our revenge.” 
 
    I really liked this guy.  
 
    “Just be sure to cheer as loud as you can for us, okay?” said Laird. “We have to show the judges that were the best, and every last cheer will help.” 
 
    Trey and Aurelius agreed and walked away to sit in the stands. I returned to stretching and warming up prior to the contest.  
 
    About a minute later I noticed something peculiar. There was a large flock of parrots that flew from somewhere else on the island, circled three times around the beach, and then perched in one of the nearby trees. It looked like there were about sixty or seventy parrots. I thought back to my dream. Could it really have been the Rainbow Creeper who spoke to me as Cocoa Witherbean? 
 
    I looked over and saw the three judges had arrived, the Turtle King, the Drowned King and the Ocelot Queen. They called the Ender King and Entity 303 over to them, presumably to discuss the rules. While they were doing that, I continued stretching. It was then that I noticed Notch. He was tied to a tree with rainbow-colored ropes, looking pathetic and skinny, like he had not eaten in days. 
 
    I walked over to him and said, “Hi, Notch. You don’t look so good.” 
 
    Notch took a deep breath and slowly exhaled. “I don’t feel good. Entity 303 has been viciously torturing me for the past several days. But I haven’t broken. I haven’t told him where the creation stone is. If he wants to enslave the world of Minecraft, he’s going to have to do with the old-fashioned way, with a gigantic army.” 
 
    “He couldn’t make an army that big,” I said. “Besides, we’re going to win this contest and your freedom. Then you can help us destroy Entity 303.” 
 
    Notch gave me a halfhearted smile. “I sure hope you’re right, Jimmy. I’m really tired. I’m not sure how many more days of torture I’ll be able to stand before my existence comes to an end.” 
 
    I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Notch himself saying that he might die? Was that even possible? I couldn’t let that happen. My team couldn’t let that happen. That would be as much a disaster for Minecraft as Entity 303 enslaving us. “Don’t worry, Notch. Just sit back and watch us get barreled.” 
 
    He smiled again. “I’m glad you like the waves I created. I never realized how much fun surfing was until I saw the Surf ‘n Snack. What a great sport and lifestyle!” 
 
    “I totally agree,” I said. “But now I have to go get ready for the contest.” I left Notch alone. 
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 49 – Ten Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    Claire, Laird, and I had finished stretching. We were ready to start surfing. The Ender King returned from the judges’ panel and said, “Just as Entity 303 had told us, the rules for this contest are the same. The only thing the judges want to see is that every surfer has to attempt at least one aerial maneuver on one of their waves. Each surfer will ride three waves, so you may want to save your air for the final wave, unless you get a really good section on the first or second wave.” 
 
    Great. Airs. 
 
    It would probably be difficult to do an air on this wave. It was so steep, and the landing area was not very large. This was a barrel wave, not air wave, but I guess that’s what would make it exciting. It was entirely possible some of the surfers would not be able to complete aerial maneuvers, meaning that those who did would likely get a much higher score. The airs might be the point of difference in this contest. 
 
    The Ender King continued. “We played block, parchment, sword to see whose team will surf first. We have the honor. In what order do you think we should surf?” 
 
    We all looked at each other and shrugged.  
 
    Finally, Claire spoke. “I have a suggestion. “I think it’s no secret that the two best surfers on this team are Laird and the Ender King. Why doesn’t Laird go first, then me, then Jimmy, and then the King. That way, if Jimmy or I make a mistake, the judges will see the two best surfers first and last.” 
 
    We agreed that was a good strategy. 
 
    At that moment, the Drowned King banged his trident against a rock making enough noise to quiet the crowd. “Spectators and fans, your attention please. I am the Drowned King. Let me explain the rules. Each team will take turns surfing, all four members of each team will surf before the four members of the other team. We will then provide aggregate scores at the end of each round. There will be three rounds. At the end we will declare the winner and hand out the prizes, meaning Notch or Jimmy.” 
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    The Drowned King was so clinical when he said it. It made me realize that I was basically just a piece of meat, a carcass, with very little control over my actual life. I was having an existential crisis. I felt panic, but pushed it down. Today was not the best day to freak out. 
 
    The Turtle King next stood up and said in a very slow methodical voice, “I look forward to this contest. I hope you do too.” 
 
    That’s it? 
 
    The Ocelot Queen then jumped quickly up to a tree branch above the crowd and said, “Meow.” She then hopped back down and sat at her judging location. 
 
    What the…? 
 
    The Drowned King then took his trident and banged it against a golden shield, signifying the first round had begun. 
 
    We all paddled out, I did not teleport because I did not want to use my energy up on teleportation, and I did not want to distract the judges from the task at hand, grading our surfing ability. 
 
    Laird caught the first wave, getting super deep in the barrel, wrestling the foam ball, and then being shot out with the spit. Probably the only thing that didn’t make it an extraordinary wave was the amount of spit that came out of the wave was quite minimal. Sometimes, nature gives you raw deal. 
 
    Claire paddled into the next wave and got barreled, but you could see the nose of her board poking out of the barrel, meaning she wasn’t very deep. I was sure her score would be pretty low. 
 
    I paddled in next. I pulled into the barrel but then realized I wasn’t going to get very deep and so decided I would make this my air wave. I pumped a couple of times as I came out of the barrel, a little bit of spit hitting me in the back. I gained more speed, pumping my board over and over, until I was able to drop down the face of the wave and turn my board into a super deep, super fast bottom turn. I steered my board up the face of the wave and then boosted straight up into a tail high inverted reverse. It was a totally sick and tweaked out air.  
 
    The crowd went wild. 
 
    When I paddled back to the others sitting at the take off zone, they all congratulated me on my sick aerial maneuver. 
 
    Finally, it was the Ender King’s turn. The King paddled in, using his super long arms to get into the wave really early. As a consequence, he was super deep inside the barrel when the lip of the wave pitched over him. He then used his powers to shrink his body to about the size of Aurelius. The lower center of gravity meant he was much more stable in the barrel. He stayed inside the barrel for what seemed like an eternity before he was spit out by a solid wall of water that looked more like a river than a mist. It was one of the best barrels I’d ever seen in my life. 
 
    The crowd erupted with cheers as our team paddled back into shore, passing by Clayton’s team as they paddled out. We shot daggers at each other with our eyes, but said nothing. 
 
    Stupid Clayton! 
 
    The first one to ride a wave on Clayton’s team was John John. He surfed regular foot, so he was riding this wave backside. He was able to knife into the barrel, grabbing his rail for stability, using his butt to slow down inside the barrel.  As a result, he was super deep in the barrel and stayed in it a long time before coming out with a bunch of spit. It was pretty amazing, almost as good as the Ender King’s wave. 
 
    Mateo the zombie pigman went next. He didn’t get very deep in the barrel and when he came out, he went for an aerial but didn’t pull it, wiping out. 
 
    I looked over at the Ender King with a big smile on my face and said, “Sweet. We might win this round.” 
 
    The Ender King nodded his head but said nothing, a look of concern on his face. 
 
    Clayton went next and got a super deep barrel. When he came out with the spit, he did a massive rail grabbing cutback on the open face of the wave. This move threw a lot of spray and looked super sick. He was going to get a good score. 
 
    Stupid Clayton! 
 
    And now, the moment of truth we had all been waiting for. Entity 303 was actually going to surf a wave. He paddled in and got covered up. He was in the barrel for what seemed an eternity before he came out of the tube, but for some reason there was no spit! It was a deep, long barrel, but without the spit, it wasn’t dramatic. 
 
    After Clayton’s team paddled in, we sat on the beach waiting for the scores. Each wave was graded on a scale of 10, meaning the maximum score for either team was 40 points per round.  
 
    The Drowned King stood up and said, “The Ender King’s team receives a 37.5, while Entity 303’s team receives a 35.5.” 
 
    I couldn’t believe it. We were in the lead. But there were still two rounds to go.  
 
    Keep it together, Jimmy. Maintain your chill. Emotions are your enemy now. 
 
    Spike and Emma and Biff were standing next to us when the scores were announced. They all cheered. Spike cheered the loudest. Clayton looked over at him with evil intent. Entity 303, oddly enough, didn’t really seem to care. 
 
    After the second round the scores were basically reversed. At the end of that round, our team had earned a 36.0 and Entity 303’s team a 38.0. I couldn’t believe it! Our teams were tied at 73.5 points.  
 
    The third round was going to be difficult. On our team, Laird and the Ender King still had to do an aerial, Claire having attempted one in the second round, but falling. On Entity 303’s team, Entity 303, John John, and Clayton had yet to do an aerial. The five best surfers. It was still anyone’s contest to win. 
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 49 – Round Three of the Contest 
 
      
 
      
 
    Laird was the first to go. He pulled in and got a really deep barrel, and when he came out he had to do an air. He ended up doing a little ollie-style air, successful, but not much pizzazz. It was not what I was hoping for.  
 
    Claire paddled into the next wave and got a surprisingly deep barrel and got shot out with the spit. She would probably get a pretty good score. I knew that I had to get super deep in this barrel to get more points. Entity 303’s team had earned the highest single round score in the last round, so they were on a roll. 
 
    I positioned myself as deep as possible in the take off zone and paddled into a wave. When I dropped in, my fins released from the face the wave and I fell sideways down the face for several blocks of distance! I thought I was going to wipe out and get a zero-point wave, but somehow my fins engaged in the face of the wave and I got slotted into the pit. The foam ball inside the tube engulfed me and I couldn’t see where I was going. I didn’t know which way was up or down. I was sure I was going to wipe about. But somehow, as if an outside force were helping me, I was able to balance myself, and get past the foam ball.  Next, I felt the wave spit past me but I still was inside the barrel!!! Then, it spat again and I came out of the barrel with insane speed. I could hear the crowd erupt louder than for any previous wave. I did a massive cutback on the wave, gouging deep into the water, shooting spray everywhere. It was the best wave of my life. At least I had done everything I could to retain my freedom and to gain the freedom of Notch. 
 
    It was up the Ender King now. He had to do an air on this wave. He dropped in and got into the barrel, staying in as long as he could. When he exited the tube, he did a bizarre maneuver. He did a bottom turn but instead of going straight up into an aerial maneuver, he went backwards hitting the lip of the wave and aiming his board back toward the whitewater portion of the wave. 
 
    “What is he thinking?” I moaned. “He’s going backwards. What an idiot!” 
 
    But, I was wrong. The wind was blowing from the same direction as the Ender King was heading. The wind pushed the bottom of his surfboard, driving it and the Ender King back over the green open face of the wave. It was as if the Ender King were a kite. Then, he whipped his board around and he landed perfectly smoothly. It was s - i - c - k. I was sure we would get at least the same 38 points that Entity 303’s team had earned the previous round. 
 
    Our team paddled in, and Biff came over to congratulate us. Emma, Tina, and Spike following right behind. They hugged and high-fived and gave shakas. They told us that we looked better than anyone had looked in any prior around. 
 
    Entity 303’s team was now out in the takeoff zone. John John dropped in and got a super deep barrel, as he had in the prior two rounds, and then did a gigantic backside alley-oop and landed perfectly. It was super sick. 
 
    Mateo took the next wave, getting reasonably deep in the barrel and coming out of the spit. He would get a good but not amazing score. 
 
    Clayton pulled into the barrel on the next wave, got super deep, came out doing a huge cutback, before lofting into a super high slob air, sticking landing. He might get a perfect score. It was amazing. 
 
    Stupid Clayton! 
 
    By my calculations, our team was probably still ahead by a slight margin. If Entity 303 could get a 9 or 10 on his wave, his team would win and I would be enslaved forever. 
 
    Stupid slavery! 
 
    I wanted to put a hex on him or call up some evoker fangs to knock him off his board, but I knew that would be considered cheating and then he would either be awarded the victory or we’d have to redo the contest. Those were not options I wanted. I just wanted this over and done with.  
 
    I held my breath as I watched Entity 303 paddle into probably the biggest wave I’d seen all day. Where the heck did that come from? Was he cheating? Did he manifest that wave using his evil powers? If he got deep and then came out with the spit, it was over. I would be his slave. 
 
    Entity 303 was now into the wave. He stood up on his board, dropped in, did a bottom turn and slotted himself in the pit. He vanished deep, deep inside the tube. I began to feel weak and had to sit down. I looked around the beach, trying to enjoy every last second of my final moments of freedom…. 
 
    And then, it happened. 
 
    The flock of parrots that had been sitting quietly in the tree for the entire contest flew straight out to the wave and into the tube where Entity 303 was still surfing!!!  
 
    I was dumbfounded as I watched dozens of birds fly straight into the mouth of the wave. I had never even imagined such a behavior was possible. 
 
    And then ... the wave closed down and Entity 303 did not come out! 
 
    I stood up and yelled. “He wiped out! He wiped out!” I looked out to sea and saw Entity 303 swimming in the white water, a stunned look on his face. The parrots had vanished, presumably they had drowned. 
 
    Or had they? 
 
    Biff was jumping up and down celebrating and yelling, “Entity 303 is lame!” He should have paid better attention because he slipped on a rock, hit his head, and knocked himself unconscious, falling into the water. He floated out into the water, sinking down like a stone. 
 
    I yelled, “No! Biff’s drowning!” I started running over to where I had last seen Biff, but Spike arrived sooner. He dove into the water to get Biff. After a few seconds he surfaced and yelled, “I can’t find him!” 
 
    Spike dove back down looking for Biff, surfacing again fifteen seconds later without Biff. “There’s some drowned zombies pulling on him.” 
 
    I looked over at the judges’ area and yelled at the Drowned King, “Can’t you stop your people from doing this?!?” 
 
    The Drowned King shrugged.  “I’m more of a figurehead king. No real power. We have a parliament that runs things. No one listens to me anymore.” 
 
    Idiot! 
 
    There was no time to lose, so I dove in and removed my trident from my inventory. Spike followed me down. I speared a couple of drowned zombies and got Biff away from them. I put my trident back into my inventory and swam up with Biff. Spike was swimming close behind.  
 
    When I surfaced, I pulled Biff to shore, tossing his unconscious body onto the sand. I pressed on his chest repeatedly to try to get him to breathe again and get the water out of his lungs. The Drowned King apologized for his people, but I didn’t really care what he said. 
 
    “Wait. Hurrr, where is Spike?” asked Claire, concern in her voice. 
 
    “He was right behind me,” I said quickly as I was still working on Biff. 
 
    “He still hasn’t come out of the water,” said Claire. 
 
    Tina, Emma, and the Ender King rushed to the edge of the shore and looked into the water. They could not see anything. 
 
    “I’m going in,” said Emma as she dove into the water. 
 
    I worked on Biff for a few seconds more when he finally regained consciousness. “What happened?” he asked. 
 
    I told him how he had slipped into the water and Spike had rescued him. He said, “I can’t wait to thank Spike when I see him.” 
 
    “That’s the thing, Biff, he hasn’t come back up from the ocean yet.” 
 
    Biff shook his head sadly. “Do you think he’s … hurrr … gone?” 
 
    I shook my head. “I don’t know. I just don’t know.” 
 
    By this time, Entity 303 and his team had paddled to shore. They knew they had lost the contest. Entity 303 walked over to Notch and untied the ropes. Notch fell to his knees, exhausted. But, he quickly mustered the strength to stand. He walked past Entity 303 without saying a word and walked over to us. “Thank you for winning the contest. It’s good to be free again.” 
 
    “We can’t find Spike! He’s been in the water for a long time,” I said, desperation creeping into my voice. 
 
    “I’d love to help, but I’m so weak from Entity 303’s torture, I don’t think I can do anything,” said Notch sadly. 
 
    It was at that moment I looked over at Entity 303 and Clayton. They both had evil smiles on their faces. 
 
    “What are you so happy about?” I yelled at them. 
 
    Clayton just chuckled. But Entity 303 responded. “Sounds like Spike got what he deserved.” 
 
    Did he cause this? 
 
    Claire looked at Entity 303, a look of utter hate, contempt, and bewilderment on her face, and said, “How could you be so happy that your own child is dead?” 
 
    Entity 303 laughed. “None of you are my children. You are just things I used to get my way. Even Clayton here. He’s a good servant, but he is not my son.” 
 
    “Yeah, Claire, you need to get over yourself,” said Clayton. 
 
    Stupid Clayton! 
 
    Emma came back up from the ocean and shook her head sadly. “I can’t find anything. He’s just gone. No drops…. No evidence he had ever been alive.” 
 
    Claire collapsed to the sand, crying. I walked over and put an arm around her to comfort her. She gave me a hug. 
 
    Entity 303 walked over and loomed above us. “Well, Jimmy, I guess you won fair and square. Notch is now free. I guess you are just the better surfer, aren’t you?” Entity 303 was making fun of me, I could tell. 
 
    I looked up at him from the sand where I was kneeling, comforting Claire. “Go away. I don’t ever want to see you again.” 
 
    Entity 303 smirked. “Oh, I’ll go away. But I’m sure you’ll be seeing me again.” And with that Entity 303 disappeared along with Clayton and Mateo the zombie pigman. 
 
    John John looked around and realized his teammates were gone. He looked over at us with no malice. I sensed good vibes coming from him. “Good contest guys. It was fun. See you later.” And then he shimmered and went back to the world of players. 
 
    “That guy is so cool,” said Laird. “Anyway, I’m glad we won the contest and you’re still free, Jimmy. But I guess I had better be on my way as well.” 
 
    I nodded my head at Laird before he shimmered and disappeared. 
 
    I looked over at Notch, who seemed a shadow of his former self. “How long until you’re back at full strength?” 
 
    Notch tilted his head from side to side and stretched his arms a couple of times, testing himself. “Probably a couple of days. I need some sleep and some food.” 
 
    The Ender King overheard this and said, “Let’s go back to my palace in Zombie Bane. I’m sure Entity 303 will never stop with his plans. But surely he will take some time to lick his wounds and recover from this defeat.” 
 
    “I hope so,” I said. “I hope so.” 
 
    Notch smiled. “Thank you for the offer, but I need to recover alone. I’ll just be going to my fortress of solitude.” 
 
    What kind of name is that? 
 
    “Um, okay, Notch. Cool. How can we contact you?” I asked. 
 
    “I’ll be in contact with you when I have recovered,” said Notch as he shimmered and disappeared. 
 
    Wait. What? 
 
    “Yeah, Notch, you are welcome we saved your life!” I yelled at the empty space where Notch had been standing. “How rude!” 
 
    No one else said anything as we made our way to the DOTS with the rest of the crowd to return to our homes and the hope of living a long, uneventful life. 
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 49 – Thirty Minutes Later. 
 
      
 
      
 
    At our first DOTS transit point in the Nether we noticed a lot of activity. Some of it was from villagers returning home from the contest, but there seemed to be quite a few nether mobs nearby. Hundreds of them, in fact. 
 
    The Ender King looked around suspiciously. “Stay alert everyone. Something’s happening.” 
 
    We entered the DOTS and transited to a location on the top of a mountain peak in the Overworld before entering the DOTS and transiting back to the Nether for our final stop of Zombie Bane. 
 
    Again, we noticed a lot of activity in the Nether near the DOTS station. Many times more than normal. 
 
    “I don’t like this,” said Claire. “Something feels off.” 
 
    Emma nodded her head. “I agree.” 
 
    I reached out with my vibes sensing skills and did feel malice coming from the zombie pigmen who were staring at us from outside the railings blocking off the DOTS station. 
 
    “I hate being down here,” said Aurelius to Trey. “I just want to kill all of these creatures.” 
 
    Trey clenched his tiny fists and said, “I agree. Just give me a couple swords and set me loose.” 
 
    Tina put her finger over her lips and said, “Be quiet. You might start something.” 
 
    Aurelius thumped his chest and said, “Bring it on.” 
 
    “Not here. We’d be overwhelmed in a matter of seconds,” said the Ender King. “Let’s get into the DOTS and get back to Zombie Bane as soon as possible.” 
 
    We all entered the DOTS and transited to Zombie Bane, arriving at the DOTS station in the basement of the library. 
 
    There was no one around. Usually there would be a couple of villagers working the ticket counter, but they were nowhere to be seen. 
 
    We walked through the library to get to street-level and did not see a soul anywhere in the building. I walked out to the street and that’s when we saw something unimaginable. Something so horrible that my hand shakes as I write these words…. 
 
    All of the villagers had been turned in the zombie villagers. 
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    “Netherrack!” I cursed. “This is why Entity 303 was so happy even though he lost the contest. It gave him time to do this.” 
 
    “If he could do this here, what else has he done?” asked Aurelius, an edge of fear in his voice. 
 
    It was at that moment a horrible thought entered my brain. I turned and ran down the street toward my house. When I had a line of sight to the front door, I ate a chorus fruit and teleported to the front door. I opened the door and burst inside.  
 
    And there they were, my parents. Waiting for me. Only now, they were zombies! 
 
    They came at me, hungry for my flesh. I slammed the door shut and put some blocks in front of it so they couldn’t open it. I wanted to know exactly where they were so I could cure them first. 
 
    The rest of the squad followed me and were just arriving on my doorstep. I turned around and said, “They are zombies.” 
 
    Biff and Emma both looked frightened. “Do you think our parents are zombies too?” asked Emma. 
 
    I nodded my head sadly. “I’m sure they are.”  
 
    We soon verified this when the Ender King and Tina teleported Biff and Emma to their homes. We locked their parents inside too so they could be cured first as well. 
 
    We then teleported back to the Ender King’s Palace, filled with anger and sadness. Sure, Notch was free, but at what cost? 
 
    The Ender King’s servant, Julian, met us in the King’s throne room. He explained that a zombie horde arrived in the town about 8:15 in the morning, just after the surf contest had started. They rounded up all the villagers and threw strange potions on them and made them touch zombies at which point they instantly turned into zombie villagers. They made the endermen watch so they could tell the tale. 
 
    “At least we can cure them,” said Emma. “We’re going to need a lot of golden apples and weakness potions, but we can do it.” 
 
    To my surprise, Yuuko walked into the throne room. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” I asked. 
 
    A look of sadness and devastation passed across her face. “After the contest, I took the DOTS to Capitol City to visit some friends. But, when I got there, I saw that the city had been occupied by an army of zombie pigmen.” 
 
    “No!” gasped Claire. 
 
    Yuuko nodded. “I barely escaped through the DOTS. I did not know what else to do, so I came to the King’s palace.” 
 
    I felt the rage rising within me. I would kill Entity 303 if it were the last thing I did, even if it meant the loss of my own life. 
 
    At that point, Julian’s brother Xander dashed into the throne room and announced, “The messenger bat is back.” 
 
    We all rushed to the courtyard where the bat sat on the limb of a tree. “Could I have some apple slices, please?” he asked. 
 
    “No,” said the Ender King. “Entity 303 has done something terrible, and I assume you’re here to tell us all about it. I want to know now!” 
 
    The bat sighed and said, “Yes, I’m here to give you a message from Entity 303. He has turned all of the villagers in Zombie Bane into zombies to teach you a lesson. To teach you about his power and his cunning. He will give the Overworld and the End twenty-four hours to surrender to him and become his subjects, or else he will unleash his legions of the undead and kill all of you.” 
 
    I laughed defiantly. “Is that all?” 
 
    The bat shrugged his wings. “That’s the entirety of the message. I really don’t care one way or the other. I’m just the messenger.” And with that, the bat flew off. 
 
    I stood staring at my squad. They stared back. The Ender King was at a loss for words. Aurelius and Trey were shell shocked. They knew what it meant to be the targets of an extermination campaign directed by Entity 303. 
 
    We sat in silence for about five minutes before I looked at the Ender King and said, “What we do now?” 
 
    The Ender King looked at me, anger and rage filling his eyes, and said, “We prepare for war.” 
 
    Some birthday this has been.... 
 
      
 
      
 
    END OF BOOK 12 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    A Note from Dr. Block 
 
      
 
      
 
    Thank you so much for reading this book! I hope you enjoyed it. I know a lot of reviewers were wanting longer books, and this was the longest one I’ve written yet: just over 32,000 words. 
 
    Can you do me a favor and please leave a review on Amazon? Be sure to include any ideas or requests that I use your name in the book. I am going to do my best to publish a new Surfer Villager book every month from now on until the series is complete.  
 
      
 
      
 
    A few specific comments to readers: 
 
      
 
    Jack from UK – I’m sorry I didn’t add your name in SV 12. I didn’t see your review in time. But, now that war is afoot, I am sure a warrior villager named Jack will appear in SV 13! 
 
      
 
    Jujubee from India – Argh, sorry, I forgot to put your name in this book! :( I will be sure to put it into SV 13.  I just wrote it in my names list.  Sorry.   
 
      
 
    Zero from India – I’ll be sure to put your name in as a character in the next book. 
 
      
 
    Enderclan68 from USA – I didn’t use your idea in this book, but something along those lines might just be coming soon…. 
 
      
 
    Thomas from USA – Stay tuned for some interesting developments with the wither cow, perhaps similar to what you suggesting in your SV11 review. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Again, thank you all from the bottom of my heart for reading my books. I am very grateful that you take the time to read them. I really do love to write them, and knowing that they have an audience when I publish them is very humbling. 
 
      
 
    Sincerely, 
 
    Dr. Block 
 
      
 
      
 
    /////////////////////////////////////////// 
 
      
 
      
 
    What to find out what happens next? Then grab a copy of Surfer Villager 13 on Amazon right now. 
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    Download your copy of Surfer Villager 13 to find out what happens next!!! 
 
      
 
    Amazon USA 
 
      
 
    Amazon India 
 
      
 
    Amazon UK 
 
      
 
    Amazon Australia 
 
      
 
    Amazon Canada 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Preview of Surfer Villager 13 
 
      
 
    Here is a short preview from Surfer Villager 13.  At the end of the preview are Amazon links for book 13. I hope you enjoy it! 
 
      
 
      
 
    Day 49 
 
      
 
      
 
    “At least Entity 303 gave us twenty-four hours to prepare for the war,” said Biff, trying to look on the bright side of the ominous message we had just received from Entity 303’s messenger bat: Surrender to slavery and domination or face war. 
 
    The Ender King scowled at him. “Isn’t it obvious? He is not going to wait twenty-four hours to start the war. He started it months ago, when he invaded the End and murdered all the Savage Endermen.” 
 
    I saw Aurelius and Trey wince at these words. 
 
    The Ender King continued. “Entity 303 has been at war since he kidnapped Notch. He’s been at war since he turned all the villagers in Zombie Bane into zombie villagers. Son, he has been at war for years, judging by that biography we found in Mr. Blaze’s bookstore.” The Ender King paused dramatically. “We have no time to lose.” 
 
    I had to admit, the Ender King was right.  
 
    Entity 303 had been openly at war with us and all of the realms of Minecraft for months now. We had been viewing his behavior as just another glitch acting up in the world of Minecraft, but Entity 303 had a much more sinister plan. And, everything seemed to be working out his way ... well, except when we won the surf contest. 
 
    But then I had an awful thought.  
 
    What if he let us win? What if he wanted to free Notch for some ulterior motive? What if Notch actually did reveal the secret of the creation stone to Entity 303 and he no longer needed Notch? What if…? 
 
    “What should we do now?” asked Emma, her voice snapping me away from my fearful, anxious stream of consciousness. 
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    The Ender King looked at Yuuko who was standing in the corner. “You there. Player.” 
 
    Yuuko looked up and said, “Yes, Your Highness?” 
 
    “You need to return to the world of the players and warn them that a great battle is coming to Minecraft. Tell them they need to stay away if they’re worried about de-spawning.” 
 
    Yuuko stood at attention. “I will spread the word in my world, but I don’t think it will worry the most dominant players. We live for Minecraft and will do anything to save it.” Yuuko slammed her fist onto the diamond shield she was holding to emphasize her point. 
 
    The Ender King smiled grimly. “I appreciate that, but if Entity 303 succeeds in his plan to enslave the world of Minecraft and eventually destroy it, you players might be stuck here as slaves and then extinguished if Entity 303 carries out his ultimate plan to destroy the world of Minecraft. I have no idea how that might affect your existence in the world from which you come.” 
 
    All of us suddenly understood the seriousness of the situation. Could the destruction of Minecraft actually affect the world from which the players came? Could it actually kill the bodies of the players if their Minecraft personas were obliterated? Or maybe it would just put them into some sort of senseless coma from which they would never awaken? 
 
    Yuuko suddenly looked concerned, but her resolve never wavered. “I understand the risks. I will spread the word among the world of players and will explain the risks you just stated. I will upload a YouTube video as soon as possible. I’m sure many of us will return to help.” 
 
    YouTube video? What’s that? 
 
    We all waved goodbye to Yuuko as she shimmered and disappeared. 
 
    After Yuuko vanished to return to the strange, unseen, unknown world from which the players came, the Ender King clapped his hands together five times and suddenly five very dominant looking endermen appeared, including the ender general with whom we had had many adventures. 
 
    Five claps. Five generals. Huh? Nice trick. 
 
    The Ender King looked at the five enderman in front of him and said, “My generals. I have some terrible news.” Each of the generals appeared to be very concerned. 
 
    “You summoned every single one of your generals here?” I asked, awestruck. 
 
    The King looked over at me. “Not all, just most. And, don’t you think that’s the right thing to do? If we are preparing for war, they all need to be here.” 
 
    When the word “war” passed across the Ender King’s lips, the ender generals all gasped. One of them said, “Is this true, my King? Is it war then?” 
 
    The Ender King nodded his head. “Yes, General Jujubee. I am afraid it is.” 
 
    General Jujubee stood at attention and saluted the King. “Then what are your orders, Sire?” 
 
    The Ender King took a deep breath and said, “We have no time to lose. General Jujubee, I need you to return to the End immediately and assign your men to guard all of the end portals throughout the realm. Question anyone or anything that comes through. Assume all are the enemy. If any undead creatures come through a portal, kill them immediately; no questions asked.” 
 
    General Jujubee saluted the King and said, “As you wish. It shall be done.” The general then rushed out of the room. 
 
    The Ender King looked at his next general. “General BossMario, I want you to return to the End and place an entire legion of soldiers to surround and guard the Royal Castle and my family. No one gets in to the Castle without your permission. Understood?” 
 
    BossMario? What a peculiar name for an enderman! 
 
    General BossMario nodded grimly. “Understood. We will sacrifice our lives if necessary.”  
 
    “Can we go with him?” asked Aurelius. Trey nodded his head to indicate he wanted to depart as well. 
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    “Why?” asked the Ender King. 
 
    “If I am going to die fighting Entity 303, I want to do it protecting my realm. He has already done so much to harm the End. I just … well ... it is where I want to make my last stand.” 
 
    Intense. His last stand. 
 
    The Ender King looked at Trey. “Are you of a similar mind?” 
 
    Trey nodded. “Yes. If I am going to die, I want it to be on a dull brown ground of the End, not the bright green grass of the Overworld.” 
 
    The Ender King nodded.  “So be it.  General BossMario, take these two savage enders with you. Tell my wife, the Queen, she is to look after them as if they were our own children.” 
 
    I saw tears forming in the eyes of Aurelius and Trey. Emma walked over and gave each of them a hug. Claire nodded at them. Biff and I gave them each a high five. 
 
    Tina said, “Have fun in the palace, brothers.” 
 
    “Thank you,” said Aurelius, sniffing and wiping a tear from his face. Trey was so emotional, he could not speak. He just looked at Tina with admiration mixed with sadness. 
 
    General BossMario was getting impatient. “Excellent, Your Highness. Boys, come with me. We leave in five minutes.” And with no further ceremony, they left the room. 
 
    The Ender King looked at one of the three remaining generals. “General Mrishri, you are to take all of your men, locate each and every DOTS location in the Overworld, and destroy it using TNT. We cannot allow Clayton and Entity 303’s forces easy access to the Overworld.” 
 
    I was stunned. This was a brilliant strategic move, or at least it seemed to be. I probably would have tried to keep the DOTS functioning so that we could move easily around the Overworld, but now I realized it would be more dangerous to leave the DOTS open and available to the enemy. I admired the King’s strategic planning immensely at that moment. 
 
    General Mrishri saluted and wordlessly turned on his heels and left the room. 
 
    The Ender King turned to the fourth of the generals I’d never seen before and said, “General Eric, I want you take your men and teleport throughout the Overworld and spread the news of the coming war. I want you and your men to ask for volunteers to fight Entity 303. And don’t stop with villagers, ask any and all mobs, from the most pathetic chicken to the most dominant golem, if they will join us and help. Tell them the stakes. It’s all or nothing now.” 
 
    General Eric saluted and then asked, “Is there a rallying point? Where should they go?” 
 
    The Ender King nodded his head and looked over at the rest of us. “What do you think? What is a good place for us to meet them?” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. I had no idea. I didn’t know about any of this war strategy stuff. I didn’t really pay attention in history class. Everyone else in the room seemed to be at a loss for words too, until Claire spoke up. “What about Creeper Junction? It’s always been on the fringes. A refuge for the outcast. Plus, there are secret catacombs under the city. We can hide in there if we need to.” 
 
    Secret catacombs? That sounded pretty cool. 
 
    The Ender King agreed with Claire’s idea and turned back to General Eric. “You heard her. Tell them to meet in the central plaza of Creeper Junction as soon as possible. If it is a small group of volunteers, task a few of your soldiers to teleport them so they can arrive more quickly. Station some of your men in the plaza to direct the volunteers into the catacombs to reduce the risk of their being seen by an ally of Entity 303.” 
 
    The general saluted and asked, “But, where are the catacombs?” 
 
    The Ender King looked over at Claire. “Will you go with General Eric to show him these catacombs of which you speak?” 
 
    Claire nodded her head forcefully. “Of course, I will. Entity 303 must be stopped.” 
 
    The Ender King smiled. “Excellent. General, teleport with Claire to Creeper Junction and then get started with spreading the news of the coming war.” 
 
    General Eric walked up to Claire, put his hand on her shoulder, and they disappeared. 
 
    The only remaining ender general was the general with whom we had many adventures with before. And, I just now realized, whose name I had never learned. 
 
    “Yo, general. What is your name?” I asked. 
 
    The general looked at me with cold eyes. “I have no name. I am only “General” and live but to serve my King.” 
 
    I felt intense vibrations from the general. He was not kidding. He had no desire to be known as anything other than a loyal servant of the Ender King. A name did not matter to him. 
 
    The ender general turned away from me to face the King. “What would you have me do?” 
 
    “I want you and your men to retrieve Herobrine. Bring him here. He needs to be involved.” 
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