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    Guys, this is going to be a quick preface and reviewer’s list.  No real introduction other than to say THANK YOU very much for reading all my books and leaving reviews!  It really makes me happy and motivated to write more books for you knowing that so many of you are enjoying them. 
 
    I apologize for those of you whose names I didn’t get into Surfer Villager 15 as a character and if I used your name as something other than what you requested; I am trying to get as many names in as I can, and sometimes the only way to do that is to use them for a character other than one you asked for. I am getting so many requests, it is difficult to work everyone into the story.    
 
    Without further ado, here is my list of reviewers for Surfer Villager 14 as of 21h10 local time on Thursday, September 5, 2019. 
 
      
 
    United Kingdom 
 
      
 
    dr.block.mega.fan [wow! Thanks!!!] 
 
    Pixlee master 
 
    Kindle Customer ;) 
 
    Janam 
 
    dud 
 
      
 
    India 
 
      
 
    Zero 
 
    prodabproYT 
 
    Rajdeep 
 
    Aditya 
 
    Diablo 
 
    Lollysticks 
 
    Shuja Mirza 
 
    AquAssassin 
 
    Avi the Great 
 
    Luigi / Madhan Vijayakumar 
 
    dantdm 
 
      
 
    United States 
 
      
 
    Darragh / Ddudeboss [I actually am planning on a Werewolf Steve sequel; maybe release it around Halloween if I can finish it…] 
 
    NevertheEND 
 
    Kevin 
 
    Citrus 
 
    Thunder 
 
    AllegedMedsua 
 
    Creeperking672 
 
    Wei6 
 
    Crystal 
 
    Impossible Playz 
 
    Ayden 
 
    DJ_brine56210 
 
    TDH-town 
 
    Malia 
 
    Bob1234 / RedstoneMazder99 
 
    Lim / David [I am pondering the Green Steve concept…] 
 
    Mr. Gibson 
 
    Makai 
 
    overtherainbow14 
 
    McGregor [I hope you like SV 15 better….] 
 
    SoyLover 
 
    Lily 
 
    PM 
 
    Rong J. 
 
    Samantha Chambers 
 
    Aditya Chai 
 
    Kyle 
 
    Mickey [to answer your question, it usually takes me 2-6 weeks to write a book, depending on what is going on in my life. Lately, I have been getting them done in about 3 weeks] 
 
      
 
    Canada 
 
      
 
    Henry 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 56 – Morning 
 
      
 
      
 
    Guys, as I was sitting down to write this summary of the first day of the blending, I'm in a bad place. This is just a warning. My diary is about to get really dark.  
 
    I can't help it.  
 
    I tried to do what I could to make it all happy and cute and filled with foxes and ocelots and little baby pigs. But, actually, nothing like that is in here. No foxes. No ocelots. No cute newborn animal babies. 
 
    And, I don’t mean it is “dark” in the sense that the sun was eclipsed by the moon or that clouds were in the sky, but in the metaphorical sense. Like when someone says “I’ve fallen on dark days” or “Dark days are coming.”  
 
    You’ll see what I mean. 
 
    After the initial shock of the blending, of seeing two suns in the sky, of witnessing the tearing of the fabric of space-time which had allowed Baby Zeke to enter our world, the blending seemed to stabilize … hurrr … even stop.  
 
    No more random landscapes appeared. No mobs appeared from other dimensions. No mobs from my dimension disappeared. 
 
    At least not that morning. 
 
    Baby Zeke, Emma, Claire, Biff, and I stood on the wall surrounding Creeper Junction and stared at the altered landscape in shock.  Finally, having noticed the stabilization as well, Emma said, “Maybe things only blend around dawn?”  
 
    “Maybe,” I responded. “But, even Herobrine said he has seen as many as four suns in the sky. So … hurrr … it will not stay stable for long.” 
 
    “I agree,” said Claire. “Let’s go find the Ender King and see what he thinks about this.” 
 
    I nodded my head but then noticed a large black shape moving in our direction along the top of the wall. “Looks like he found us.” 
 
    The Ender King approached and suggested we go to his wartime headquarters (aka, “HQ”) in the heart of Creeper Junction so that we could talk in private. Several villagers on the walls were clearly eavesdropping, hoping to hear something they could gossip about later. 
 
    “Good idea, King,” said Emma, glancing at the eavesdroppers with disdain. 
 
    I nodded. “Yeah, we will meet you there. Five minutes?” 
 
    “Yes,” said the Ender King before he teleported away. 
 
    As we walked toward HQ, we noticed construction was proceeding at a fevered pace on a large tower. “What do you think that is for?” I asked. 
 
    “I heard the Ender King wanted a tall tower from which he could observe enemy movements outside the walls,” said Biff. “They started building it last night, when you were asleep.” 
 
    Trying to sleep, you mean. 
 
    I looked at the tall, thin tower, already thirty blocks high. It was an impressive building even now. At this rate, it would likely be completed before nightfall. 
 
    “Don’t you think the tower will be a target for Entity 303’s army?” asked Emma, the ever practical one.  
 
    I shrugged. “It’s possible, but I don’t think he will have weapons that can reach that far from beyond the wall. But, if his army gets inside the city, I’m sure the first thing they will do is try to knock down this tower.”  
 
    “You don’t think they can really get into the city, do you?” asked Biff. “The wall is massive.”  
 
    I shrugged and shook my head noncommittally. “I’ve no idea. Once the killing starts, all bets are off.” 
 
    We had arrived at HQ and walked inside as our conversation continued. 
 
    “I agree,” said Baby Zeke. “Things happen fast during battle. You have to make choices in a split second. They may turn out to be correct or ... catastrophic.” 
 
    Herobrine was sitting in a chair in the corner of the room, silently judging everyone. “What do you know about battles, chicken jockey? And for that matter, who are you anyway?”  
 
    Baby Zeke laughed. “This really is another dimension, isn’t it? You wouldn’t have to ask that question if you were the Herobrine from my dimension.”  
 
    Herobrine stood up angrily. “What are you talking about? There is only one of me.”  
 
    “If that’s true, then you should know who I am. You should know about the Balance,” said Baby Zeke.  
 
    “Yeah,” said Harold.  
 
    Herobrine sneered at the chicken before looking at Baby Zeke. “The Balance? What is that supposed to mean?”  
 
    Baby Zeke proceeded to explain to him everything there was know about the Balance. (Everyone else in the room already knew because they had read Baby Zeke’s diary, which they had thought to be fictional.) But Herobrine was shocked to learn that in the Baby Zeke’s dimension, the Balance existed to keep Minecraft safe and orderly and consisted of four principals: Notch, Herobrine, the Ender King, and Baby Zeke himself.  
 
    “Are you saying that we are allies in your dimension?” said Herobrine. “That seems a little far-fetched.”  
 
    “Did you ever read his diary?” asked Biff. “It’s all explained in there. It’s pretty awesome.”  
 
    Herobrine looked at Biff with narrowed eyes. “Shut up.”  
 
    Biff was about to say something when Emma put her arm in front of him and said, “No. You shut up, Herobrine. We need to work together to figure this out. Maybe we don’t have a Balance of the Four here, but maybe that’s only because we never heard of it before. Maybe we could implement a Balance in our dimension. Maybe that’s what we need to do to stop the blending.”  
 
    Herobrine rolled his eyes. “I don’t know about any Balance nonsense, but I’m happy to help defeat the blending if anyone has any ideas.” 
 
      
 
    [image: herorbine rolling eyes.png] 
 
      
 
    “Look, Herobrine,” said Claire calmly, “the Null already told Jimmy and me that we are the Chosen Ones who have to stop the blending. Maybe you can help in some way, but actually stopping it is up to us.”  
 
    “Good, then I shall leave it up to you. My particular … talents are probably best used in the service of killing Entity 303’s soldiers or some other destructive capacity.”  
 
    I couldn’t argue with him there. If there was one thing Herobrine was good at it was killing folks.  
 
    The Ender King put his hand to his forehead and rubbed it. It looked like he had a headache. “So here is what we are going to do,” he said. “Baby Zeke. I saw about a dozen chicken jockeys among the volunteer army. Why don’t you go find them and discuss battle tactics with them? Since you are The Warrior where you come from, I am sure you can teach them something. Then, come back and find me in a few hours.”  
 
    Baby Zeke saluted the Ender King and said, “Happy to help. Can someone show me where I will find my fellow jockeys?”  
 
    The Ender King snapped his fingers and an ender soldier appeared. “Soldier, take Baby Zeke to the chicken jockeys.”  
 
    “Yes, your highness,” said the soldier.  
 
    “My name is Baby Zeke. What’s yours?”  
 
    The soldier remained at attention and said, “My name is Dark Knight.”  
 
    Baby Zeke cocked his head to the side and screwed up his eyes. “Night? As in the absence of day? Seems like … well … a redundant name for an enderman.”  
 
    The soldier shook his head. “No. Knight with a k.”  
 
    Baby Zeke smiled. “It sounds like you are appropriately named, then, considering the situation in which we find ourselves. Cool. Take me to my fellow jockeys.”  
 
    Dark Knight and Baby Zeke left the room.  
 
    The Ender King looked at Claire and said, “I think it best if you avoid the battle. You don’t seem like much of a fighter and, in any event, I think it best for you to stay here and work with the head monk to see if you can make any progress on how to solve the blending problem. Maybe there is something in the Rainbow Creeper’s sacred texts that will explain what you need to do.”  
 
    Claire nodded her head. “You’re right that I’m not much of a soldier. I feel like I can take on any mob one-on-one, but in battle, I don’t think I’d be of much use.”  
 
    “Of course you’d be of use,” said Emma, defending her friend. “You’re pretty dominant.”  
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    Claire looked at Emma and smiled. “Thanks for the kind words, but it probably is best if I stay here and work on how to solve the blending.”  
 
    “Maybe Jimmy should stay too? He is … hurrr … a Chosen One, after all,” suggested Biff.  
 
    I was offended. I stood up straight and thumped my chest with my fist. “I’m not going to avoid the battle. For all I know, the way I stop the blending is by killing Entity 303. That’s been my mission since the beginning,” I said.  
 
    Herobrine laughed. “I thought you wanted to avoid war or confrontation of any kind from the very beginning? Wasn’t that why you came to me for ideas to avert war? And, I gave you the surf contest idea?” 
 
    Dang. H-man called me out. He was right though.  
 
    “Fine. Maybe I was a peace-loving softy a few weeks ago, in the beginning, but now I’m a hardened vicious fighter with substantial powers, both known and unknown. I am an all-in-one weapon of war. I’m … hurrr … the Swiss Army Knife of villagers!”  
 
    This time Herobrine laughed so hard he fell onto the floor. After about ten seconds he finally stopped laughing and looked at me. “Jimmy, bro, you have to stop with your hyperbole. Just talk normal, man.”  
 
    Dang. Called out again.  
 
    “Whatever,” I said, crossing my arms in front of me.  
 
    The Ender King raised his hands in the air and said, “Silence. We have serious things to discuss.”  
 
    I felt ashamed. He was right. There were more important things than my own ego and my battle with Herobrine. Of course, the annoyance I felt as the result of Herobrine’s taunts would now assist me greatly in calling forth vexes should the need arise.  
 
    “So, what should we do, King?” asked Emma. “By all accounts, Entity 303’s entire army is now massing near the horizon. There is no movement toward Creeper Junction yet. What do you think he is waiting for?”  
 
    The Ender King shook his head. “I wish I knew. But, while we wait for him to reveal his play, we have work to do.”  He paused and looked at me.  “Jimmy, I want you and Emma, and maybe Baby Zeke when he returns, to work with all players who have volunteered for this army. Form them into a battle group and train them. Since the players will leave this world, even if they die, it might be useful to make them into a suicide squad.”  
 
    “What are you planning?” asked Biff in complete shock. “Are you planning to strap TNT to their bodies and have them walk into the enemy lines?”  
 
    The Ender King shook his head. “Of course not. I don’t want them to sacrifice their lives unless it is absolutely necessary. I just want a group of players to be ready to assist with especially dangerous situations. For instance, to assist with the rescue of Notch.”  
 
    I slammed my fist on the table in front of me. “In that case, I will lead the battle group of the players.”  
 
    “I’m not so sure us such good idea, Jimmy. You tend to be a bit of a hot-head, truth be told,” said the Ender King. “But we can discuss it later. For now, I want you and Emma to train the players.”  
 
    “What about me?” asked Biff.  
 
    “You need to go join the rest of the villager chimeras. We’re going to have some practice sessions based on what Aditya said to you all a few days ago. I wanted to practice transmogrification and using the special codeword, booger, to avoid fighting with your allies.”  
 
    Biff looked very disappointed. We were all getting to do pretty awesome stuff but he was just stuck with all the other villagers.  
 
    “Oh … hurrr ... okay. I’ll go do that,” said Biff, looking down at his feet.  
 
    “Wait. I haven’t finished,” said the Ender King.  
 
    Biff looked up at him hopefully. He looked like a toddler villager on Notchmas Eve, hoping to get a great load of presents from Notchy Claus.  
 
    “I want you to be one of the sergeants of the chimera villager battle group. That means you’ll be in charge of about twenty-five of them when you head into battle. Do you think you can handle that?”  
 
    Biff smiled broadly. “Of course I can, King. I’m ready to get dominant.”  
 
    The Ender King chuckled. “Well, before you get all dominant on us, make sure you pay attention to the training that my ender soldier special forces operators will give to you. They will help you understand what it is you need to do in order to be a good leader.”  
 
    Biff stood straight and saluted the Ender King. “Of course.”  
 
    The Ender King looked around the room. “In that case, let’s all go to our designated locations.” 
 
    We were all about to leave when Baby Zeke and Harold rushed back into the room. “You might not believe this, but there is a talking bat that just landed on the wall. He is asking for you, Ender King.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 56 – Five Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    We all followed Baby Zeke as we rushed to the wall.  When we arrived, we saw Entity 303’s old messenger bat. One of the Ender King’s servants had already brought him a sliced apple. He was just finishing his final slice when he looked up and saw us. He tried to smile, but there was no happiness in his expression.  
 
    “I thought you were done with all this?” I said. “Didn’t you tell us you were going to spend time with your family?”  
 
    The messenger bat sighed. “I was. But I guess once Entity 303 gets his hooks into you, you can never retire. He is straight up gansta, like OG mafia style. I told him he should just use a different messenger bat. There are plenty of us. We even have our own union. But he wouldn’t listen to me. For whatever reason, he likes how I do things.”  
 
    “Well, it’s good to be appreciated for a job well done,” said Harold, glaring at Baby Zeke who was still sitting on his back.  
 
    The messenger bat gave Harold the stink eye but said nothing. 
 
    Some serious passive-aggressive behaviors going on here….  
 
    The Ender King walked in front of the bat and said, “What do you have to tell us?”  
 
    The bat bowed deeply to the Ender King before speaking. “Your Highness, Entity 303 asks if you would be willing to parlay.”  
 
    The Ender King laughed. “So he’s trying to use my own game against me, is he?”  
 
    The messenger bat shrugged. “I have no idea of his motives. Like I told you before, I’m just the messenger.”  
 
    “Did he happen to mention the subject matter about which he wished to parlay?” asked the Ender King.  
 
    The messenger bat shook his head. “Just parlay generally. I assume it has something to do with this gigantic wall upon which I am presently perched and the massive military force arrayed upon the horizon some distance behind me.” 
 
    Eloquently put, no?  
 
    “I like you, bat,” said Herobrine. “Feel free to stop by my place anytime you want. We will hang out.”  
 
    The bat looked at Herobrine and said, “I have no intention of doing so, but should a situation arise in which it would be beneficial for me to seek succor or solace at your home, I shall take full advantage of your invitation.”  
 
    Herobrine laughed and slapped his knee. “I really do like you, bat. I hope you come by sometime.”  
 
    Baby Zeke stared at Herobrine. “Seriously? The fate of every dimension of Minecraft and maybe even the world of the players is on the line here, and you’re inviting a bat over to your house to have snacks and tell jokes?”  
 
    Herobrine rolled his eyes. “Lighten up, Warrior.”  
 
    I could tell Baby Zeke was well experienced with Herobrine’s antics, even if it were a Herobrine from another dimension. He didn’t bother to engage him in conversation. I probably would have pulled out my sword and tried to kill Herobrine, with the result that Herobrine would have put me in a headlock, or given me a wedgie, or something. Baby Zeke just ignored it.  
 
    The bat looked at the King. “What shall I tell him is your response?”  
 
    The Ender King rubbed his chin for a moment and then said, “Tell him we will meet him in one hour halfway between the city wall and where his army is now camped. Tell him not to bring any more than nine people with him for a total of ten. We shall do the same.”  
 
    The messenger bat bowed deeply. “I shall relay your message. If I do not return, that means it has been accepted and you are to meet Entity 303 at the chosen location in one hour. If I do return … well ... I hope you’re prepared for battle.”  
 
    And without more, the messenger bat spread his wings and flew away.  
 
    When the bat was out of earshot, Emma looked at the Ender King said, “You know this is a trick, right? Entity 303 always has something up his sleeve.”  
 
    “Yeah, King. Let’s just kill him during the parlay,” I said.  
 
    “You know he’ll be ready for such an obvious rookie move as that,” said the Ender King, publicly shaming me. “But I have a trick up my sleeve as well. And something that I think will put Entity 303 off balance. Afterwards, maybe we will be able to put an end to this without a long and bloody battle.”  
 
    Each of us, even Herobrine, looked at the Ender King with curiosity in our eyes. “What did you have in mind?” I asked.  
 
    The Ender King smiled grimly. “I want it to be a surprise for you too.”  
 
    Seriously?  
 
    “Don’t you think that is stupid military strategy,” I said. “Springing something unknown on your own people?!?”  
 
    The Ender King laughed. “I’m just kidding. Of course I am going to tell you.” He paused for a moment before continuing. “So, here’s my thought. Even though Entity 303 is aware, due to the betrayal of Herobrine’s friend, John, that Cynthia Dretsky is here, I do not think he would expect to see her at the parlay. If we can keep her hidden until just the right moment, it may knock away his composure. If he’s confused or distracted even for a brief moment, we may be able to tie him up with those rainbow-colored ropes of yours. It’s our only chance to restrain him.”  
 
    I had to admit, it was a brilliant idea. If Entity 303 were distracted just for even a microsecond, we could teleport to his side and get the ropes around him. Even if we were only able to secure one of his wrists, if we could hold on tightly, it might be enough.  
 
    “That’s a pretty good idea,” said Baby Zeke. “But what exactly are these rainbow-colored ropes you are talking about?” 
 
    “It’s a long story. But … hurrr ... long story short, these ropes were made of the skin of a super powerful being called the Rainbow Creeper. For whatever reason, the ropes are able to restrain anything. I’ve seen them restrain Herobrine and even Notch himself! They should work on Entity 303 as well.”  
 
    Baby Zeke whistled. He was impressed. “I could have used some of those when I was fighting Herobrine in my dimension,” he said.  
 
    “That would’ve been amazing,” said Harold wistfully.  
 
    “Shut up,” said Herobrine.  
 
    The Ender King looked at Baby Zeke. “I guess you should come with us, since you are so dominant in your own dimension.” 
 
    “Certainly. I have helped the Ender King in my dimension on many occasions,” said Baby Zeke. 
 
    “Thank you.” The Ender King smiled. “You can meet the other chicken jockeys after the parlay. Now, we need to practice our plan and, of course, ask Cynthia Dretsky whether she is willing to help with it.” 
 
    “I’m sure she will be,” said Claire confidently. “And, if she refuses,” she added with menace, “I’ll tell her she owes it to me after what she put me through.” 
 
    I shuddered at the thought of being purposefully inserted into the household of Entity 303. At least I had been raised in a loving home with boring, but basically normal parents. 
 
    I counted my blessings.  
 
    One. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 56 – Parlay 
 
      
 
      
 
    After we confirmed with Mrs. Dretsky that she would go along with the plan, we prepared for the parlay. It was decided that I would go along with Baby Zeke, the Ender King, and five ender soldiers. I would ride a horse pulling a cart with the five ender soldiers sitting in the back of the cart. Mrs. Dretsky would be in the back of the cart too, hidden under some blankets.  
 
    Claire would remain in Creeper Junction. Because she and I were each one of the Chosen, we didn’t think it was good for the two of us to be in Entity 303’s presence at the same time. The assumption was that he would reject the rules of the parlay and try to capture us or kill us if he had such an open and obvious opportunity.  
 
    The Ender King would be riding a horse as well, but Baby Zeke would be riding his chicken. When you added everyone up (including Harold), there were nine of us – ten when you added Mrs. Dretsky.  Although she was hidden, we were not going to violate the ten-person limit for the parlay. 
 
    Sneaky. 
 
    About ten minutes before the parlay was supposed to happen, the ender soldiers guarding the gates of Creeper Junction opened the gates and we began to ride toward the meeting place. As we rode, we could see a plume of dust on the horizon. I pointed at it. “Looks like they’re on their way.”  
 
    “Yes,” said the Ender King. “I hope they conform to the rules of the parlay. If anything goes haywire, my ender soldiers will teleport everyone back to Creeper Junction.”  
 
    “Good thing you endermen can teleport out of danger. If it were just Jimmy and Harold and me, we’d be stuck here,” said Baby Zeke.  
 
    I glanced sideways at the Ender King. “Should I tell them?”  
 
    The Ender King nodded. “Now is as good a time as any.”  
 
    “So, anyway, this may come as a bit of a surprise to you, Baby Zeke and Harold, but … hurrr ... I can teleport.”  
 
    A shocked expression passed across Baby Zeke’s face. Harold stumbled a couple times and almost fell over before continuing with his trot. 
 
    “What do you mean? Villagers can’t teleport.”  
 
    “I can,” I said as I buffed my fingernails against my robe.  
 
    Humble brag. 
 
    “How is that impossible?” asked Baby Zeke, a hint of his dank, corpse-like breath reaching my nostrils.  
 
    “It’s a long story. I don’t have time to tell you now. But, let’s just say, I was given powers that no villager has ever had before.”  
 
    “Given? By whom? And why?” asked Harold.  
 
    I chuckled. “Again, that’s part of the long story. The short version is that some people created me to be used to destroy Entity 303. Unfortunately, they died before they could teach me anything or even give me an operator’s manual.  I’ve been flying blind all these years.”  
 
    I glanced toward the horizon. The plume of dust was getting closer and closer. I was beginning to be able to make out the shapes of those who were coming.  
 
    Baby Zeke shook his head with amazement. “I can’t wait to hear this ‘long story’. Anyway, what other powers do you have?”  
 
    I laughed. “Quite a few actually. And probably some I don’t even know about.”  
 
    “Amazing,” said Baby Zeke. “I’ll have to put this information in my next diary … if we survive.”  
 
    I nodded my head solemnly. “Survival is always the tricky part, isn’t it?”  
 
    Entity 303’s entourage was now within about 100 blocks of our position. I saw that Entity 303 and Clayton were in the group, both mounted upon ravagers. Several horses were also with them, ridden by pillagers, evokers, and illusioners. And, bringing up the rear of the group was a pillager riding a ravager which pulled a cage behind it.  
 
    I could not believe my eyes. 
 
    The cage. 
 
    Inside of it was … Notch! 
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    “They’re bringing Notch with them. Why would they do such a thing?” I asked.  
 
    The Ender King shook his head. “I don’t know if they want to use him to negotiate or just to taunt us. Be alert.”  
 
    I watched as the ravager pulling the cage stopped some distance away from where we were. The remainder of Entity 303’s force came close to us and stopped about ten blocks away.  
 
    Entity 303 smiled broadly, as if at a guest walking into his house. “Thank you for coming. Previously, you extended me the courtesy of a parlay and I thought I would give that to you as well. I may be evil, but I’m no savage.”  
 
    You could have fooled me…. 
 
    The Ender King wasn’t going to be pulled into any stupid small talk. “We’re here. What do you want to say?”  
 
    Entity 303 sneered at the Ender King. “The least you could do is be polite. But since you asked, I wanted to make you an offer.” 
 
    Oh, boy. This should be interesting. 
 
    “I’m willing to give you Notch in exchange for Jimmy and Claire. I promise I will not kill anyone in the realms of Minecraft, and you’ll never see me or them again.”  
 
    The Ender King, Baby Zeke and I exchanged curious glances. I was, of course, willing to sacrifice my life if I knew that Minecraft would continue and the blending would be stopped. If Entity 303 would leave Minecraft forever, my sacrifice would be worth it.  
 
    The Ender King asked the question I would’ve asked. “What are you going to do with Jimmy and Claire if I give them to you?”  
 
    Entity 303 shrugged his shoulders and tried to look coy. “You don’t need to know the details. Let’s just say that I’m going to be doing a little … um … dimensional travel. The world of Minecraft bores me. I have more important things to conquer … er … I mean, do.”  
 
    I could not take this anymore. “You mean like the conquest of the world of the players!”  
 
    Entity 303 put his finger on the tip of his nose and tapped it a few times. “You are not as stupid as you look. No wonder you’re a Chosen One.”  
 
    On the one hand, I felt good about getting a complement from Entity 303 about my intelligence. On the other hand, I knew he just wanted to exploit me for his own personal gains. “Well, you can’t have me, and you can’t have Claire.”  
 
    Entity 303 looked at Clayton and shook his head slightly. Clayton turned his ravager around quickly and galloped to where Notch was trapped in the cage. Clayton removed a whip from his inventory and snapped it several times on Notch’s skin. Notch screamed in agony.  
 
    “Stop that!” yelled Baby Zeke. “You are not allowed to torture the Great Notch!” Baby Zeke had drawn his diamond sword and was ready for battle.  
 
    Entity 303 snapped his fingers and Clayton stopped whipping Notch and galloped back, stopping at Entity 303’s side. Clayton looked at Entity 303 and said in a guttural voice, “That was fun. Let me do it again.”  
 
    “Not now, Clayton. Maybe later,” said Entity 303, slightly annoyed. He turned back to the Ender King and asked, “Are you sure you won’t trade two pathetic villagers for the Almighty Notch? You know it’s the only way you will ever get him back.”  
 
    The Ender King looked with a hard, level gaze at Entity 303. “Are you sure about that?”  
 
    Entity 303’s expression remained blank, but he didn’t respond immediately. He must have been thinking about whether the Ender King might be able to capture Notch in some manner. But then he said, “You’re funny. You know you’ll never get him if you don’t do it now. I’ll tell you what. We will back off and give you five minutes to think about it. I will even prevent Clayton from torturing him.” 
 
    “Aww, man,” said Clayton. 
 
    And with that, Entity 303 and his entourage trotted away in order to give us time to talk about Entity 303’s offer.  
 
    “King,” I said, “you know I’d be happy to sacrifice my life for the good of Minecraft, but you know what Entity 303 is planning if he gets me and Claire, right? He’s going to invade the world of the players and try to take over. We can’t let that happen.”  
 
    “Of course we are not going to let that happen,” said the Ender King. “I’m just wondering if there’s something we can do to turn this to our advantage. Is there some way we could trick Entity 303 into releasing Notch right now?”  
 
    Baby Zeke was tapping his chin with one of his decaying fingers. “Your soldiers could teleport onto the backs of the enemy forces and kill everyone immediately. Then there would just be Entity 303 and maybe Clayton still alive. We might be able to take them.”  
 
    I shook my head. “You haven’t seen what Entity 303 can do, have you?”  
 
    Baby Zeke shook his head. “Actually, I haven’t. Surprisingly, I’ve never come up against him in any sort of meaningful way.”  
 
    “Would there be any way to just grab Notch and teleport him back to Creeper Junction?” asked Harold. 
 
    “That’s what I’ve been trying to puzzle out,” said the Ender King. “I just can’t figure out a way we’d be able to get over there, open the cage, and free Notch before Entity 303 could act.” 
 
    “So what’s the plan then?” asked Baby Zeke. “Just tell Entity 303 we are ready for battle and let the chips fall where they may?” 
 
    The Ender King shook his head. “Follow me.” 
 
    We walked behind the back of the cart and lifted the blanket. Cynthia Dretsky was lying down with her hands covering her face. She was sobbing. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” I asked. 
 
    She sniffled and looked up with tears in her eyes. “I heard Clayton. He sounds so evil and corrupt. It breaks my heart.” 
 
    I nodded. “If we could get him away from Entity 303, we may be able to bring him back into some kind of normality. Otherwise, hurrr ….” I didn’t want to finish my statement. Everyone knew what I was going to say. Clayton would have to die. 
 
    The Ender King looked at Mrs. Dretsky. “Are you still willing to do this? I think if we reveal your presence, it will put Entity 303 off balance. We might be able to free Notch if he falters or hesitates for even a few seconds.” 
 
    She nodded her head. “Of course I am. But, if there’s any way you can capture Clayton and not kill him, I would appreciate that. Even though he might already be irredeemably evil, I am still his mother and remember the day he spawned like it was yesterday.” 
 
    All three of us nodded our heads. “We will do our best,” I said. 
 
    The Ender King looked at his soldiers. “Okay, men, here is what we are going to do. My soldier, Theo, will teleport Cynthia Dretsky to my side if and when I snap my fingers. At that moment Entity 303 is certain to be shocked. If I think there is an opening for us, I will teleport to Entity 303 and attempt to restrain him using the rainbow-colored ropes Jimmy has with him.”  
 
    The King paused and reached out his hand. I dug into my inventory and removed the rainbow-colored ropes. As I held them in my hands, I felt a new sensation I had never felt before. It was as though they wanted to attach themselves to me. Burrow into my skin and join with it. 
 
    The feeling creeped me out.  
 
    I handed the ropes to the Ender King who tucked them into his own inventory. 
 
    “Thanks, Jimmy. If you see me attack Entity 303, I want Baby Zeke to go after Clayton and try not to kill him. Jimmy will teleport to the cage and attempt to free Notch. I want the rest of you ender soldiers to teleport to the other enemies as quickly as possible and try to kill them.” 
 
    Everyone nodded his head. It was a crazy plan, but it just might work. Or … it could go horribly wrong. 
 
    “If, however, I am unable to restrain Entity 303, everyone must evacuate back to Creeper Junction as quickly as possible. If I get the chance, I will yell ‘Retreat’. But if I don’t get the chance, get back to safety as quickly as you can. Do not risk your lives to save mine.” The Ender King paused for a moment and then asked, “Understood?” 
 
    “Understood,” we said in unison. 
 
    We returned to the front of the cart and waited for Entity 303 and his entourage to return to the parlay. They trotted up, exuding arrogance and evil. Entity 303 dismounted his ravager and looked at the Ender King. “So? What have you decided?”  
 
    “We decided to turn down your generous offer,” said the King sarcastically. 
 
    Entity 303 rolled his eyes. “I figured you would do something stupid like that. I feel like killing you now, just to get it over with. You know, it’s inevitable. But ... I like battles. I really, really like them. I like seeing thousands of mobs being slaughtered. It feels … what is the word? … therapeutic.” 
 
    If I didn’t know it was impossible, I could have sworn I saw fangs dripping with blood in Entity 303’s mouth. 
 
    “Shut up you freak,” I yelled. 
 
    Entity 303 glared at me. “I don’t care if the Null told you that you are a Chosen One. That won’t stop me. You are the Key, and I will get you. No matter what.” 
 
    At that moment, when Entity 303 was concentrating his evil and hate directly on me, the Ender King snapped his fingers.  
 
    As planned, the ender soldier and Cynthia Dretsky materialized immediately next to the Ender King. 
 
    Entity 303 had drawn his sword, thinking we were commencing a surprise attack. But, when he realized who had just appeared, his shoulders slumped and he dropped his sword. “Cynthia? How did you get here?” 
 
    “I dressed up as a maid to sneak past your pillager henchmen who were keeping me captive, you brute!” said Cynthia. 
 
    Clayton looked at her and said in a small childish voice, “Mommy?” 
 
    At that moment the Ender King teleported next to Entity 303. He began to wrap the rainbow-colored rope around one of his wrists. Baby Zeke sprang into action, smacking Clayton on the side of his head with a sword, staggering him. Neither Entity 303 nor Clayton had been ready for the attack. The Ender King’s plan had worked brilliantly. So far. 
 
    But, I was not there to be an observer. I teleported to the cage that held Notch. I barked at him, “Turn around. Show me your hands.”  
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    Notch was stunned. So stunned, in fact, it took him a couple seconds to react. Once he realized what was happening and that I was there to rescue him, he turned around quickly. I poked my sword in between the bars of the cage and slashed the rainbow-colored ropes from his wrist.  
 
    He was free.  
 
    Notch teleported himself outside of the cage. “Thank you. What is happening?” 
 
    “We wanted to free you, and we thought this might be our only chance.” 
 
    Notch nodded his head but looked worried.  
 
    At that moment, we heard a loud scream and looked back toward the parlay. We saw one of the ender soldiers, who had been attacking a pillager, flash red and disappear in a puff of smoke.  
 
    I looked at Notch. “Let’s get back there to help.” 
 
    Both of us teleported back to the battle.  
 
    The Ender King had managed to get one of Entity 303’s wrists tied with rainbow-colored rope, but Entity was fighting to keep his other hand free. As long as that hand remained free, we would not be able to capture him.  
 
    I noticed that Baby Zeke had completely knocked out Clayton. Cynthia Dretsky had rushed to her son’s side and was cradling him. I looked at her and said, “You should back away. Clayton is evil.” 
 
    “But he called me ‘Mommy’. He wouldn’t hurt me.” 
 
    Clayton began to regain consciousness. I pulled out my sword and held it next to his throat, just in case. 
 
    Clayton looked up at his mother gazing into his eyes. And, that is when I saw it. His eyes were no longer red. They were no longer filled with hate and rage. I felt only loving vibes coming from him.  
 
    Could it be true that the power of his mother’s love had saved him? 
 
    “Mommy? You came for me. Daddy is not very nice.” 
 
    Cynthia Dretsky was sobbing now. She held Clayton’s head close to her chest and rubbed his hair. “I know he’s not. But I will save you now. I will rescue you.” 
 
    I kept my vibe sensor tightly locked on Clayton, but felt no evil intent whatsoever. Baby Zeke and Mrs. Dretsky helped Clayton stand up and led him back to the cart. 
 
    I looked back and saw that the Ender King was still struggling with Entity 303. “Notch!” I yelled. “Help the King!” 
 
    Notch teleported and tried to grab Entity 303’s free hand, but Entity punched Notch and knocked him away. Notch was as startled as I was. He pushed himself up from the ground and returned to the fight. 
 
    I assumed it would only be a matter of time before Entity 303 was captured. 
 
    I looked behind me and saw that the ender soldiers had made quick work of the illagers who had been riding ravagers. But now the rider less ravagers were trying to trample the ender soldiers. One ravager stomped on the tiny black foot of one of the ender soldiers, crushing it. The soldier screamed in pain and tried to crawl away. But the ravager stampeded him, crushing the life out of his body. He disappeared into a puff of smoke. 
 
    “No!” I yelled. 
 
    I pulled out a crossbow from my inventory and shot two arrows into the ravager’s side. It stumbled to the ground but was still breathing. Another ender soldier came over and finished it off with two quick slashes of his sword.  
 
    The final ravager was being attacked by two ender soldiers. I could see they had the creature contained, so I dashed back to where Notch and the Ender King were still trying to fully restrain Entity 303. 
 
    “Help me grab his arm, Jimmy,” said Notch. “I’m still weak from his tortures.” 
 
    “Got it,” I said, tucking my crossbow away and grabbing Entity 303’s hand. 
 
    “Push it down to me,” said the Ender King, grunting with the effort of holding Entity 303’s other hand. 
 
    With Notch’s help, we began to push the hand toward the Ender King. We made great progress, and the hand was only a tiny distance away when suddenly I felt Entity 303 do ... something.  
 
    I wasn’t quite sure what it was, but it felt like his spirit was reaching into my body and pulling power from it. I felt an electric shock, centered where my hand was holding his hand, and I had to let go. Notch let go too, shaking his hand as though it were in pain.  
 
    When we let go of Entity 303, he leaned quickly to one side, knocking the Ender King off balance. The Ender King was so startled, he let go of Entity 303! 
 
    Entity 303 ripped the rainbow-colored rope from his wrist and tossed it onto the ground. 
 
    “How dare you try to trick me?!? Now I will kill you!” He yelled with rage. 
 
    I managed to summon an evoker fang directly under his feet. The fang snapped at him and threw him off guard for just a split second, giving us time to act. 
 
    The Ender King teleported to the cart. He was reaching for Cynthia Dretsky and Clayton to teleport them back to the safety of Creeper Junction when suddenly a bright red lightning bolt shot forth from Entity 303’s hand and went right through the body of Cynthia Dretsky. 
 
    She screamed in agony and then fell to the ground and disappeared in a puff of smoke, dropping only a small Rainbow Creeper figurine. I quickly teleported there and grabbed the figurine. It looked just like the one Claire had. 
 
    Clayton looked at the spot on the ground where his mother’s body had been and screamed. “Mommy!” Clayton turned around and saw that it had been Entity 303 who had killed his mother. “I hate you!” 
 
    Clayton rushed toward Entity 303, an enchanted diamond sword in each hand. He began to slash with uncontrolled rage at Entity 303. But, his father easily avoided the blows. 
 
    I noticed that Entity 303’s lips were moving. It appeared as though he were attempting to cast some sort of enchantment upon Clayton, probably trying to restore him as an evil, red-eyed slave. But it didn’t work. Cynthia Dretsky had broken the spell. She had acted just like a potion of sanity would have. Clayton would no longer serve Entity 303. 
 
    Clayton managed to land a blow on Entity 303’s stomach. He grunted with pain as the sword sliced into his body. In response, he punched Clayton in the face, knocking him flat on his back. 
 
    “How dare you attack me! You are nothing but a sniveling child who should be seen and not heard!” 
 
    “I don’t care anymore. You made me do so many evil things. And now … my mother is dead! Because of you! I hate you!” 
 
    Entity 303 stood over him and stared down. He considered Clayton for a brief moment and then said, “So be it.” 
 
    I could sense what was coming. Entity 303’s vibes told me exactly what was about to happen. 
 
    “No!” I screamed. “Don’t!” 
 
    Another red lightning bolt shot forth from Entity 303’s hand, murdering his own son. 
 
    Entity 303 turned around. His face a tortured mask of rage and vengeance. I knew he was going to kill us with his lightning power. We had to act quickly.  
 
    The Ender King grabbed Baby Zeke and teleported back to Creeper Junction. The ender soldiers, Notch, and I followed immediately after, just as Entity 303 let loose a dozen lightning bolts at once, blowing a massive crater into the surface of the Overworld. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 56 – Moments Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    We teleported back to the top of the wall surrounding Creeper Junction. Several ender soldiers in the vicinity gasped when we materialized. One rushed over to the Ender King and saluted. It was Dark Knight. “Sire. We were watching the battle from here. Thank goodness you are alive.”  
 
    The Ender King nodded. “Yes, indeed. And, we have freed Notch.” The Ender King pointed at Notch who was standing rather forlornly in the background, looking more like a common player than a Minecraft god. 
 
    “All hail Notch!” shouted several ender soldiers who had heard the Ender King’s words.  
 
    Notch raised a corner of his mouth into a half smile, but still looked morose. He realized he was not really worthy of their worship right now, having been imprisoned and tortured and unable to free himself. “Thank you,” he said softly. “But, obviously, we have more important things than worship to deal with right now. Entity 303 is on the rampage. I suspect the battle will begin shortly.”  
 
    Word had spread quickly that Notch had been freed, and a crowd had begun to gather. It was mostly villagers and ender soldiers, but there were also some husks, players, and even a few armored zombies.  They had heard what Notch said, and they turned as a group toward the horizon. There was movement among the gathered enemy forces. It did not appear that Entity 303’s army was marching in our direction yet, but it was certainly preparing for the assault.  
 
    At that moment another ender soldier teleported to the scene. “Your Highness. I heard you had arrived.” 
 
    “Yes, Daniel,” said the Ender King. “Judging by your excited appearance, I assume you have a message for me?” 
 
    Daniel nodded his head and stood at attention. “Princess Tina is waiting at headquarters with General Mrishri. They … um … they have a … well … a special guest. Your presence is requested immediately.”  
 
    “And, you are going to keep us guessing about the identity of this guest?!?” I asked incredulously, upset that this Daniel character wouldn’t just identify this special guest straight away.  
 
    “Yes,” said Daniel as he leaned in close to whisper. “But that is only because I don’t want to cause a panic.”  
 
    Okay. I had to admit, this guy was doing a great job building up the suspense.  
 
    “We are at your service, King,” said Baby Zeke. 
 
    I looked at the Ender King and said, “Let’s go!” 
 
    The Ender King nodded. He put his hand on my shoulder and we all teleported to the HQ. 
 
      
 
    *   *   * 
 
      
 
    When we arrived inside HQ, I involuntarily screamed and drew my sword. Standing before me were twelve creepers. Eleven of them looked like your average regular creeper though they were wearing helmets and chest plates. About half of them appeared to be charged creepers. A few of the un-charged creepers had TNT blocks attached to their backs in order to amplify their explosive force.  
 
    I noticed that Tylo, the creeper Claire and I had met during our journey to the Null’s chamber, was among them. He had TNT strapped to his back.  I nodded to him. He smiled. I still held my sword at the ready. 
 
    The twelfth creeper, however, was different. He was about twice as big as the other creepers and was wearing a golden crown upon his head. 
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    “Jimmy, relax, you idiot, and put away your sword,” said Herobrine. I hadn’t noticed he was also in the room, sitting on a chair a few blocks to the left of where Tina and General Mrishri were standing. I also noticed Emma was present, standing slightly behind Tina. She must have been assisting with planning. 
 
    One of the regular-sized creepers approached and bowed to the Ender King and to Notch. “May I present His Royal Highness, the Creeper King.”  
 
    Whoa! The Creeper King. I had heard the legends about his existence, but never knew anyone who could confirm them. But, part of those legends said he lived deep within the ground, near bedrock, ensuring his safety while his subjects did their dirty work. 
 
    The Ender King and Notch bowed in return. Herobrine picked his teeth.  
 
    “It is a pleasure to meet you, Your Highness,” said the Ender King. 
 
    “Likewise,” said the Creeper King in a deep, raspy voice. 
 
    “It’s been a longtime, CK,” said Notch.  
 
    “Indeed,” said the Creeper King. “These circumstances are not what I had hoped for our reunion.” 
 
    Notch shook his head sadly. “No.” 
 
    The Creeper King said, “I have the understanding that the Overworld – nay, all of Minecraft – is in dire need of help. I had no intention of ever returning to the surface of the Overworld during my life, but word reached me that a potential final battle for the existence of Minecraft is underway. Obviously, I cannot justify my absence in the face of such a scenario.”  
 
    Dude, this guy was super formal.  
 
    “You heard correctly,” said the Ender King. “Entity 303 has his forces marshaled across the plains as we speak. I suspect the greatest battle the history of Minecraft is about to occur.” 
 
    “I already explained all that to him,” said Herobrine.  
 
    “And so, CK, have you come to help with the defense of Creeper Junction?” asked Notch.  
 
    The Creeper King nodded. “Of course. Creeper Junction was the place where two of the most famous creepers in history collided, revealing a lake and indicating to the followers of the Rainbow Creeper that they should build a city here. My people have a special relationship with this place. In fact, we have numerous tunnels beneath Creeper Junction were we can live and travel. The ground here is hallowed and contains a special power that helps us feel regenerated.” 
 
    Special power? I wasn’t picking anything up on my vibe sensor.  
 
    Emma took a step forward and addressed the Creeper King. “Sorry for my intrusion, Your Highness, but what do you mean a ‘special power’? Is there some sort of scientific explanation for this phenomenon?”  
 
    The Creeper King looked at Emma. “I am not aware of one, little girl. Some things you just have to believe in.”  
 
    I wonder if…. 
 
    “Say, have you ever met the Rainbow Creeper?” I asked.  
 
    The Creeper King shook his head. “I don’t know anyone who has. It’s almost as if he doesn’t exist, or else only exists in the moment when his existence is necessary for the accomplishment of a specified purpose.”  
 
    I thought back to all my strange dreams in which the Rainbow Creeper had appeared. He always seemed to be trying to tell me something or manipulate me in some way … even when I did not understand his purpose. I think the Creeper King may have just hit it right on the head.  
 
    Tina was becoming somewhat agitated. “Father, I thought when you returned, we would discuss battle preparations, not philosophy and religion. Can we move on?”  
 
    The Ender King looked at his daughter and raised an eyebrow. I thought he was going to scold her. He paused for a moment and then laughed. “I see you take after me more than your mother.”  
 
    Tina’s stern face softened for a moment but then hardened again and said, “The Creeper King has volunteered several hundred of his creepers for battle. We have to decide how best to utilize them.”  
 
    “Obviously, they should march into the heart of the enemy forces and blow themselves up,” I said.  
 
    Like, duh. What else are creepers good for?  
 
    Baby Zeke shook his head. “I don’t think so. Sure, they might kill a good number of the enemy, but it would probably be more effective if they could make a giant hole or a big trench or collapse something on top of a huge number of the enemy.”  
 
    The Creeper King looked at Baby Zeke with admiration in his eyes. “Chicken jockey, I like the way you think. If one is going to sacrifice one’s life, one should take as many beings with one to the afterlife. It is the creeper way and has been since before I was born.”  
 
    Now I know why creepers are so vicious … their society’s organizing principle is crazy!  
 
    “So what will it be then?” asked Tina. “Should they advance as a group and blow themselves up all at once? Should they make a long line and blow a trench in front of the soldiers to prevent them from advancing? Or should we build some sort of wall that they can blow up at the right moment so it collapses upon the enemy?”  
 
    I thought back to what happened in Zombie Bane, where the shallow trench had stopped the blazes and I surfed a wave in the trench to help me attack them. The memory made me smile and feel warm and fuzzy inside. “I vote for a trench. It won’t be very wide, but it will slow down the enemy.” 
 
    Baby Zeke nodded his head. “Yes, and if we build bulwarks and ramparts a short distance behind the trench, we can cut down the enemy as they attempt to cross the trench.” 
 
    The Ender King nodded his head and smiled. “That is a good idea. But for now, we will just fight from the walls. The walls are very thick. If we need a trench, we will call on the creepers.”  
 
    The Creeper King looked disappointed. “You do not wish to receive the benefit of assistance from the four-legged race?” 
 
    What the …? 
 
    The Ender King shook his head.  “I do wish to receive such assistance, but not yet. The power of creepers working as a group is legendary. I simply want to wait until the right moment to unleash the power of your people against Entity 303.” 
 
    The Creeper King seemed pleased by the flattery.  “In that case, we shall return to our tunnels beneath the city and await your summons.” The Creeper King and his men left the room. I wanted to speak with Tylo, but he dutifully followed his king without even looking in my direction.  
 
    It was then that I remembered I still needed to tell Claire what had happened to her mother and brother. It was the last thing I wanted to do. I would have rather faced Entity 303 one-on-one in mortal combat than give this news to Claire.  
 
    As the last of the creepers left the room, I walked over to where Emma was standing and asked, “Where’s Claire?”  
 
    “I think she’s with the head monk. She said something about praying for guidance about the blending.”  
 
    “Do you know where they are exactly?” I asked. 
 
    “I think they have a church one street back from the main plaza. It looks like a bookstore, but there is a worship location in the basement.”  
 
    “Thanks.” I turned the Ender King. “You and Tina sort out all the battle plans. I will go talk to Claire. I’ll take Baby Zeke and Harold with me.”  
 
    The Ender King looked sad. “I understand. Give her my condolences and get back as quickly as you can.” 
 
    A shocked looked passed across Emma’s face. I saw her eyes dart around the room. She realized Cynthia Dretsky was not with us, which could only mean one thing…. “I’m coming with you,” she said.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 56 – Five Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    Emma, Baby Zeke, and I rushed to the bookstore where we hoped Claire would be.  
 
    As we ran, I was going over and over in my head how I should tell her what happened. I thought about maybe making small talk and then slowly easing into it. “Hey, by the way, your mom and brother are dead.”  
 
    Hmmm. That did not seem right. 
 
    I thought about making her guess what happened. “Dude, the battle was cray. Oh, yeah … hurrr .. you’ll never guess what happened. But, hurrr, go ahead and try.” But then I realized that was the stupidest thing I had ever thought of in my life. Even worse than gravity as the “it” gravy.  
 
    In the end, I opted for the direct approach. It is how I would have wanted to receive such terrible news. 
 
    We discovered Claire speaking with the head monk in a room underneath the bookstore. The entrance was guarded, but the door was open. Two muscular villager guards, both wearing solid black robes with small rainbows embroidered over their hearts, blocked our way with diamond swords. 
 
    But, then, the head monk said, “No, Andre and Butch, it is okay. Let them in. They have something important to tell us.”  
 
    Did she just read my mind? Did she know what had happened?  
 
    The three of us … or, should I say four of us (Baby Zeke had now dismounted Harold) entered the room.  
 
    Claire could tell from our expressions that something very bad happened. She was wringing her hands in front of her rainbow-colored robe. I was astonished at how stylish she could look in all situations. “What is it?” she asked.  
 
    Everyone looked at me. Apparently, I had been elected spokesman for the group. Of course, it made sense, I was the Chosen One, after all. Who better to tell the other Chosen One that her family was dead?  
 
    I took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. I inhaled again and then said, “I’m sorry Claire. During the battle .... hurrr … during the battle, your … your mother and Clayton were killed.”  
 
    For a moment, there was silence in the room. A silence so deep and pure, that it felt like you were at the beginning of time … or the end.  
 
    I saw a single tear fall from the left eye of the head monk. 
 
    Claire stared blankly for a moment. 
 
    Then, Claire screamed. It was a piercing, primal scream, filled with the collective pain and agony of the villager race. It impaled my heart, and I felt for a moment as though the scream might erase me from existence. 
 
    Claire began to look woozy. Baby Zeke and Emma rushed to her side to keep her from falling over. Her eyes fluttered a few times but she remained conscious. She leaned back in her chair and began to sob. Her breath caught in her throat. It was a horrible sight to see.  
 
    After a few moments she sputtered, “But my mom … she can’t be dead. We were just getting reacquainted.”  
 
    Emma stroked her hair. “I’m so sorry.” 
 
    I reached into my inventory and removed Mrs. Dretsky’s Rainbow Creeper figurine. I handed it to Claire. “Here. She dropped this when she … hurrr … when she died.” 
 
    Claire reached out and touched the figurine, just brushing it with her fingertips, but she did not remove it from my hand. “You keep it, Jimmy. I couldn’t bear having it right now. Maybe someday I’ll ask you for it.” 
 
    Not the response I was expecting. 
 
    “Sure. No problem,” I said, tucking the figurine gently into my inventory. 
 
    She took a deep breath and sniffled a little bit. Then her sobbing intensified. “Clay Clay. Why?”  
 
    Clay Clay?  
 
    “Why did Clay Clay have to die? I have so many fond memories before he became evil. I thought he would be the one to break the spell. I thought he would return to us.”  
 
    I looked at Baby Zeke. He’d been at the battle. He had seen the spell broken.  
 
    “Claire,” I said. “Clayton did break the spell. Once he saw your mother, Clayton broke free of Entity 303’s spell. And, then, after Entity 303 … hurrr … after he murdered your mother, Clayton was so free from Entity 303’s control that he attacked him to get revenge! And, Entity 303 killed him for that. Killed him because he had free will once again.”  
 
    Claire looked at me in shock. Her sobbing had stopped for the moment. She looked at Baby Zeke for confirmation.  
 
    He nodded. “It’s true, Claire. I saw it with my own eyes.”  
 
    Harold added solemnly, “I could tell he was ... free.”  
 
    Once Claire processed this information, her sobbing was twice as powerful as before. She realized her brother had died as her brother, not as a brainwashed slave to Entity 303.  
 
    “I guess I should be happy that he wasn’t evil at the end,” said Claire between sobs. “But it almost makes me more sad .. hurrr … to know that he was my brother again. And because he was his authentic self … hurrr ... Entity 303 murdered him!”  
 
    Baby Zeke patted Claire’s hand. “I’m sorry. We will get Entity 303. We will make him pay.”  
 
    Claire sighed again. “I’m sick of people paying for things. I just want everyone to get along. I want the world to be safe and nice and peaceful. I don’t understand beings like Entity 303 and their unending greed and desire for self-aggrandizement.”  
 
    “He’s a narcissist,” I said. “Unfortunately, he also is one of the most powerful beings alive. It makes it easy for him to gratify his own narcissism.” 
 
    “That is why we are here!” said a deep, gruff voice behind me. 
 
    I reached into my inventory and drew my sword, but a black hand grabbed my wrist and stopped me from moving my arm. It could only belong to one creature. 
 
    I turned around and saw them. Six destroyer endermen! 
 
    Baby Zeke and Harold were speechless. Claire, Emma, and I were shocked. The head monk seemed chill. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” I asked, returning my sword to my inventory. I recognized the leader of the destroyer endermen: Derek. 
 
    Derek released his grip on my wrist. “We were sent by the Rainbow Creeper to protect Claire.” 
 
    “Why?” asked Emma. 
 
    “The Rainbow Creeper did not explain. He only said that we must protect Claire at all costs, even sacrificing our lives if necessary.” 
 
    All six destroyer endermen stood at attention and grunted.  (Apparently, it was their way of showing unity and dominance. But, truth be told, they sounded like pigs.) 
 
    “What about me?” I asked. “Did the Rainbow Creeper send any of you to protect me?”  Surely, as one of the Chosen Ones, I merited protection as well. 
 
    Derek shook his head. “Your name didn’t come up.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “I am beginning to hate the Rainbow Creeper.” 
 
    A powerful black hand quickly closed around my neck. “Watch your tongue,” said the destroyer enderman to which the hand was attached. 
 
    I nodded my promise to watch my tongue, and he let go. 
 
    “Now what?” asked Emma. 
 
    But, before the destroyer enderman could answer, we heard a loud BOOM and the ground shook. “Oh my Notch, what’s that?” asked Claire. 
 
    I looked at the head monk. I looked at Baby Zeke. I looked at Emma. I looked at the destroyer endermen. We all knew what was happening.  
 
    “Entity 303’s army has just attacked the wall,” I said. 
 
    Two destroyer endermen teleported to Claire’s sides to protect her. Their leader looked at me. “The rest of you need to leave. Our priority is Claire. Do not worry. She will be safe with us.” 
 
    I knew he was telling the truth. 
 
    I looked at Emma and Baby Zeke. “Come on! Let’s good.” 
 
    Emma and I rushed out of the room. Baby Zeke jumped on Harold’s back and followed right behind. 

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 56 – The Battle Begins 
 
      
 
      
 
    We ran to the top of the wall to see what was happening. The Ender King, General Mrishri, Princess Tina, and Biff were there looking out. We rushed up to them and I asked, “What’s going on? Has Entity 303 attacked?” 
 
    Tina pointed to the bottom of the wall about one hundred blocks to the left of where we were standing. “Ten ravagers loaded with TNT blocks just ran into the wall and detonated. They took out a significant piece of it.”  
 
    “How many attacks like that can the wall withstand?” asked Baby Zeke.  
 
    “Probably a few dozen in any one location,” said the general. “We will have to find a way to stop them. I am sure Entity 303 can mount hundreds of these attacks if he so chooses.”  
 
    “So what should we do?” asked Biff.  
 
    The general spoke decisively. “If my King agrees, we will put archers all along the wall. Ender soldiers, villagers, players, and armored skeletons to protect them from the sun. A rain of arrows will slow them down and stop at least some of them from reaching the wall. But, if we want to stop the attacks entirely, we will have to confront the ravager charges on the ground before they come close to the wall.”  
 
    “What about the creepers?” I asked. “Can we use them to make that trench we talked about?”  
 
    The Ender King nodded his head. “That was my thought, too. Unfortunately, there are not enough creepers to go around the entire city, but if we use them in strategic locations, we can focus the attacks on stronger portions of the wall.”  
 
    “Let’s do that then,” I said, gesticulating wildly with my hands, as though that would help get my point across more emphatically. “We don’t have any time to waste.” 
 
    The Ender King pointed at the general and said, “Let’s combine both plans. Locate Darragh, he is our best ender archer, and put him in charge of organizing the defense. Then, please go speak with the Creeper King. Tell him we would like a deep and wide trench in front of the main gate and several hundred blocks on either side. We would also like a trench along the western part of the wall, which is probably the thinnest portion of the wall.”  
 
    The general saluted and was about to teleport, when the King added. “And, be sure to tell him to thank his creepers for their sacrifice.” 
 
    The general nodded and teleported away.  
 
    Shortly after the general disappeared, a villager I had seen before ran up and saluted the King. “I just got back, King. The guards near the front gate told me where to find you.”  
 
    The Ender King smiled. “Mickey. Thank Notch you have returned. Did you learn anything?” 
 
    “Wait a minute. Where is Notch, anyway?” I asked.   
 
    Has he slunk away to his fortress of solitude again?!? 
 
    “He has left for the beta dimension. He is going to try to slow down the blending from there. He told me the blending is linked to the beta dimension somehow,” said the Ender King. 
 
    Actually, that sounds like a valid use of Notch’s powers. 
 
    “Does he think he can stop it?” I asked hopefully.  
 
    The Ender King shook his head. “No. I asked the same question. He says only the Chosen Ones can do that. And even he does not know how it is to be done. He just hopes he can find a way to delay it for a while.” 
 
    “Great,” I said sarcastically. “Anyway, what’s up with this Mickey kid?” 
 
    Tina looked at me. “He’s a villager chimera. He can transmogrify into a pillager. We sent him to infiltrate Entity 303’s army.” 
 
    I was angry. “Why didn’t you tell me about that?” 
 
    The Ender King rolled his eyes. “Stay in your lane, Chosen One. You don’t need to know everything.” 
 
    Ouch. I guess I deserved that. 
 
    Despite the insult from the Ender King, I looked at Mickey with approval for his infiltration of enemy forces. “Nice work.”  
 
    Mickey shrugged. “Just doing what I can for the greater good.”  
 
    I like this guy.  
 
    Mickey turned to the King and said, “Anyway, I learned a whole lot. I befriended a pillager named Koparta. He told me Entity 303 is planning more of these ravager attacks. Koparta also told me that Entity 303 had planned to bring Notch within sight of the Creeper Junction walls and torture him in front of everyone to demoralize them. But now that Notch is free, Entity 303 is just thinking about straight up attacks.”  
 
    “No offense, but this information is not super helpful,” said Tina. “Is there anything else? Maybe a rumor you heard or something?”  
 
    Mickey stood there thinking. I could tell a thought popped into his head because his eyes sprung wide like he had just seen a wolf walking on its hind legs wearing diamond armor. “I did see him talking to a villager who could turn into a blaze. He had on a dirty robe with stains all over it.”  
 
    I interrupted. “Mr. Blaze. I hate that guy.”  
 
    “Yeah, that might’ve been his name. Anyway, I didn’t hear what they were talking about, but I did see Entity 303 laugh and pat him on the back. They went into a nether portal and, I suppose, did some stuff in the Nether. Entity 303 came back by himself.”  
 
    The King scrunched up his eyes and rubbed his chin. “Do you think they are planning some sort of blaze attack?”  
 
    Mickey shrugged. “I didn’t hear anything like that. I do know they have plenty of weapons and TNT for weeks if they need it.”  
 
    The Ender King nodded. “Okay, thanks Mickey. Why don’t you go get some rest? I’m not sure we will send you back into Entity 303’s army or not, but either way, you should probably get some sleep.”  
 
    Mickey saluted the King and left.  
 
    “If Mickey is right about the weapons stockpile, do you think we can last?” asked Biff, fear in his voice.  
 
    “Of course we can,” I said confidently, but not really knowing what I was talking about.  
 
    “I’m not so sure,” said Baby Zeke. “It is inevitable that they will breach the wall at some point. Then it will be house to house fighting. It will be terrible.”  
 
    The Ender King nodded his head. He looked over at his daughter. “What do you think, Tina?”  
 
    Tina’s eyes darted around nervously, like she was unsure of herself, but then she said, “I think we need to take the battle to Entity 303. If we just sit back and wait, Baby Zeke will be correct. They will breach the wall. And then it will be only a matter of time before he pacifies the city.”  
 
    The Ender King smiled proudly. “That’s exactly what I was thinking. We need to figure out some way to take out his army. The trenches the creepers will make will buy us some time to formulate a plan.”  
 
    Before the Ender King could say more, there was another gigantic explosion against the wall off in the distance. We saw a cloud of black smoke rising from where I assumed several ravagers loaded with TNT had detonated themselves. I saw villagers, endermen, and skeletons shooting arrows at a group of pillagers who had followed behind the ravagers. It was a slaughter. The pillagers all fell to the ground and disappeared in puffs of smoke.  
 
    The Ender King shook his head. “We need to figure out something … soon.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 56 – Afternoon 
 
      
 
      
 
    The rest of the day continued with periodic ravager attacks and explosions. The archers on the walls killed hundreds if not thousands of pillagers and zombie pigmen who would attempt to follow the ravagers to gain a foothold against the wall. I was surprised Entity 303 was using his army this way.  
 
    Why wouldn’t he just bring them all up to the wall and attack at once?  
 
    Fortunately, none of the walls had been breached. In between the attacks, endermen teleported from inside the wall to the damaged portion and repaired as much of it as they could before the next attack came their way. In order to secure block for the repairs, villagers and players had been mining in the parks located within the city. This would provide block for quite some time, but eventually, they might have to dismantle some of the buildings. I hoped it did not come to that.  
 
    The creepers had by now done their job, creating defensive trenches and redirecting the ravager attacks to specific locations of the wall. This allowed archers to concentrate fire over a smaller area, enabling them to stop at least some of the ravagers before they reached the walls.  
 
    In the meanwhile, Herobrine, Baby Zeke, and I met with the Ender King, Tina, and General Mrishri at HQ to discuss possible counterattacks.  
 
    We decided we would launch an attack in the morning. We assumed there would be more blending at sunrise, but once the land stabilized, we would make the attack. 
 
    The plan was for Baby Zeke and me to take a group of players and ninjas behind enemy lines. Ender soldiers would teleport us secretly so that we could attack Entity 303’s army from behind and try to distract them. We knew it wouldn’t be a death blow to the army, but if we could kill some of the leadership and destroy some of their weapons, it might slow them down.  
 
    General Mrishri was going to take several hundred endermen and teleport right into the middle of the army just before we attacked from behind. They would cause havoc. The casualties will be high among the endermen, but the effect would be tremendous. Our attacks had to be timed to be simultaneous, causing the maximum amount of confusion.  
 
    Once our plans were complete, the Ender King stood up and stretched. “This should work. I think it will throw Entity 303’s army into disarray.”  
 
    I yawned, not because I was bored, but because I was tired. “I hope so. Feels like it’s getting late though. I think I am going to have some dinner.”  
 
    Baby Zeke and Harold nodded their heads.  
 
    “Yes, I could do with some rotten flesh,” said Baby Zeke.  
 
    “And I would like some wheat,” said Harold. 
 
    The Ender King smiled. “Well, with all the zombie volunteers, we have a large supply of rotten cow and pig meat. And, Harold, we have bushels of wheat. You should find General Mumfy and eat dinner with his chickens. I bet you would have some great stories to swap.” 
 
    Harold smiled. “That sounds awesome!”  
 
    As we were leaving the war room to go to the cafeteria, I looked up and the sky and saw that the sun had set and the moon...  
 
    Oh, no. 
 
    There were two moons beginning to rise into the night sky! 
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    “Do you see that?” I asked Baby Zeke.  
 
    He nodded his head sadly. “How are we .. or should I say, you ever going to stop the blending?”  
 
    I was about to respond with some words of helplessness / sadness / confusion when the ground began to shake. It wasn’t an attack on the wall. It was the dimensions beginning to break open farther.  
 
    I looked at Baby Zeke, my eyes wide with terror. “It must be like the sunrise. When the moons begin to rise, there’s dimensional cracking and transfer!”  
 
    Baby Zeke nodded as he hopped on Harold’s back. “Let’s get to the wall and see what we can see.”  
 
    Baby Zeke and Harold ran as fast as they could while I teleported directly to the wall. The chicken jockey arrived a few seconds after I did.  
 
    We looked out onto the plain. The first thing we noticed was a group of six ravagers running towards the wall. They were about two hundreds blocks away when suddenly they disappeared as a gigantic lake appeared in their place.  
 
    “Netherrack,” cursed Baby Zeke. “That was incredible!”  
 
    I nodded my head. “I guess the blending worked in our favor that time.”  
 
    We watched helplessly as a couple of villagers randomly appeared on the plain only to be attacked and killed by zombies that had just spawned in the darkness. Their screams echoed in my ears.  
 
    I saw an elder guardian and some dolphins appear on dry land. They soon began to take damage, unable to breathe the air. Within seconds, they flashed red, and disappeared into puffs of smoke.  
 
    I couldn’t bear to watch the disintegration of the universe any longer. I turned around and slumped down against the wall. I brought my knees up to my chest and wrapped my hands around my legs and began to rock back and forth.  
 
    “What’s wrong, Jimmy?” asked Harold.  
 
    “All this blending stuff. I know I’m supposed to stop it with Claire, but I have no idea. I’ve never felt so helpless.”  
 
    Baby Zeke put his hand on my shoulder. “You will figure something out. Harold and I will help as much as we can.”  
 
    We sat there in silence for a few moments, as the world cracked and groaned. As mobs screamed and died. As a building inside the walls of Creeper Junction vanished and was replaced with a tall tree from a jungle biome.  
 
    But after about 15 minutes, it all stopped. An equilibrium had been reached … at least until the next sunrise.   
 
    The silence of the equilibrium was broken when another ravager pack approached the wall near our position. Skeletons and endermen shot arrows down at them.  
 
    I stood up and pulled a crossbow from my inventory and shot as well. I was aiming for the TNT strapped to the backs of the ravagers. I thought maybe if I hit it and could cause it to explode, it would destroy the entire pack of ravagers.  
 
    But my aim was off.  
 
    I managed to hit a couple of the ravagers in their legs. I knocked a pillager off the back of one of them. But it wasn’t enough to stop them. They crashed into the wall near us and exploded. The concussion from the explosion knocked me flat on my back.  
 
    Behind the ravagers came a group of six pillagers. We killed them easily. But six deaths was not enough for me. My thirst for revenge was nowhere close to quenched.  
 
    A few moments later, a villager I had never seen before approached me and Baby Zeke.  
 
    “Hey, DJ, what’s up?” asked Baby Zeke. 
 
    “You know this guy?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah, I met him a while ago. He’s cool.” 
 
    I turned to the new villager. “What do you want?”  
 
    He pointed to the newly-formed lake. “I was thinking about the lake out there. You know I can transmogrify into a drowned zombie, right?”  
 
    I shook my head. “I didn’t, but that’s awesome.”  
 
    He nodded his head. “Anyway, I was thinking, if someone could get me out to the lake, I could lurk in it and report back to you. My guess is that Entity 303 will put some drowned allies in there or, if nothing else, I can map the bottom of the lake and maybe it will be of some use during the battle.”  
 
    This kid had some pretty good ideas.  
 
    “Okay. Sounds cool,” I said.  
 
    I looked around the wall and saw an ender soldier I knew. I waved at him and said, “Hey, Luke! Can you come over her for a sec?”  
 
    Luke teleported over and said, “What’s up, Jimmy?”  
 
    “This is DJ. He can transmogrify into a drowned. Any chance you could teleport him over to the lake and drop him in?”  
 
    The ender soldier shrugged. “Sure.”  
 
    I looked at DJ. “You had better change into a drowned now. You might not have time once you get over to the lake.”  
 
    DJ nodded and began to shake his body. Within a few seconds he was a drowned. He smelled terrible. Like a moist, decaying corpse, or maybe a pot of mushroom stew that had been left out in the sun for a few days.  
 
    The ender soldier shook his head and wiped the tears from his eyes as though he had been cutting an onion. “Do I really have to touch it?” 
 
    “Rude!” said DJ.  
 
    “Here,” said Baby Zeke handing the ender soldier two pieces of leather. “Grab him with these, like he is a hot potato just coming out of the furnace.”  
 
    DJ shook his head. “Come on, guys. I’m not that bad.”  
 
    No one said anything, but he was that bad. 
 
    The ender soldier wrapped the leather around his hands, grabbed DJ, and teleported him out to the lake. A few seconds later the ender soldier returned. “Done.”  
 
    “Excellent. Thanks, Luke,” I said. He waved and teleported away. 
 
    “Now what?” asked Baby Zeke. 
 
    I stood there for a moment thinking. “Let’s eat. Then, I need to go back to school.” 
 
    “What?” asked Harold, completely caught off guard. 
 
    I laughed. “I’ll explain over dinner.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 56 – Dinner 
 
      
 
      
 
    Baby Zeke, Harold, and I grabbed food in the cafeteria and sat down to eat. Harold looked for General Mumfy’s chickens, but they were nowhere to be seen, so he stayed and ate dinner with us. We were soon joined by Emma and Biff. 
 
    We ate in silence. We were all veterans of battles and life-threatening situations. We just wanted silence and comradery … for now. 
 
    Just as we finished our dinner, Viktor the ninja came up to the table with a few other ninjas. “Jimmy. Guys.” 
 
    I nodded. “Viktor. What’s up?” 
 
    “I wanted to introduce you to Lollysticks, AtomicAdam999, and Swechha. They are all ninjas, like me.” 
 
    I looked at the newcomers. They were clearly ninjas by their dress. They had tight-fitting clothes and covered most of their face so that only their eyes shone through. Lollysticks was a girl. Swechha and AtomicAdam999 were boys.  
 
    “Nice to meet you,” I said. Everyone else at the table nodded at them. 
 
    “Anyway,” said Viktor, “I heard you will be leading us and some players into battle.” 
 
    “Yes. Have you been training?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes, we have,” said Lollysticks. “Some ender soldiers have put together a group consisting of many ninjas and players. They said you and Baby Zeke will be leading us.” 
 
    “We are dominant!” said Swechha confidently. 
 
    I guess we will find out soon enough. 
 
    I smiled. “Great. I understand the Ender King will want us to attack tomorrow sometime. Be ready.” 
 
    “We should attack tonight,” said Viktor. 
 
    “Yeah, ninjas are more dominant at night,” said Lollysticks. 
 
    “Totally,” agreed AtomicAdam999. 
 
    “Maybe,” I said. “But it also increases the risk of friendly fire casualties.” 
 
    “I assume you can still fight in the daylight?” asked Baby Zeke. 
 
    The ninjas looked insulted. “Of course we can,” said Viktor. “It is just more fun in the dark.” 
 
    I sighed. “Unfortunately, I am sure there will be plenty of opportunity to fight at night … hurrr .. if the blending doesn’t destroy us first.” 
 
    The ninjas nodded their heads in silence. Their joy of the possibility of fighting at night was tempered by the reality that the universe was falling apart. They walked away from our table and got in line for some food. 
 
    Emma looked at me. “You attack tomorrow? What if you … hurrr … what if you are killed? How will you stop the blending?” 
 
    “I won’t get killed. I’m the Chosen One,” I said, trying to sound confident and unconcerned, but failing. 
 
    “Don’t be stupid, Jimmy,” said Emma. “I think you should stay out of the fight.” 
 
    “Emma’s right,” said Biff. 
 
    I was insulted. 
 
    I looked at Baby Zeke. “What do you think?” 
 
    Baby Zeke shrugged. “I think we have to make the choices that make the most sense at the time. If you think your presence at the battle is important, then you should fight.” 
 
    I like him. 
 
    I looked at everyone at the table in triumph. “See? Baby Zeke, the Warrior, says it is cool if I fight.” 
 
    “He didn’t say that,” said Harold. “He just said you should make the best choice given the facts you know. Like, if you knew for sure you would die in the battle, would you fight?” 
 
    “Of course not,” I said. “I’m not stupid.” 
 
    Emma stood up abruptly. “You are stupid if you fight tomorrow!” she said before storming away from the table. 
 
    Biff stood up and looked after her. “I’d better go check on her.” 
 
    I flipped my hand in his direction. “Whatever.” 
 
    “You should be nicer to your friends,” said Harold. “You never know when it will be the last time you ever see them.” 
 
    Maybe he was right. 
 
    “Bah! I’ve got plenty of time and so do they,” I said. 
 
    “Let’s change the subject,” said Baby Zeke. “What was this you said earlier about you going back to school?” 
 
    I smiled. “I am going to learn how to cast illusioner spells.” 
 
    Baby Zeke looked impressed. “Cool. Can I come with you?” 
 
    “Actually, I was hoping you could go find where the ninjas and players are training for our mission tomorrow. Work with them to make sure they are ready. I don’t want to get stuck with a bunch of noob posers.” 
 
    “Sure thing,” said Baby Zeke rolling his eyes. “Let’s go, Harold.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 56 – After Dinner 
 
      
 
      
 
    After I took my tray, plate, and utensils to the dishwashing area and dropped it with the villager dishwashers, I left the room and walked to the prison cell in which Pierce the illusioner was being held.  
 
    I walked up to the ender soldier guarding his cell and said, “Hey, Arnold, can you let me in to see Pierce?”  
 
    The ender soldier nodded. “No problem, Jimmy. Just give me a moment.”  
 
    The ender soldier went to the door and removed the iron bar across it. He then punched it open. He looked at me and said, “There you go.”  
 
    “Thanks, Arnold.” I walked into the cell and saw that Pierce was sitting at the small desk in the corner of the cell reading a book.  
 
    “What are you reading?” I asked.  
 
    Pierce looked at me and smiled. “Actually, it is an introductory text on how to cast spells. I remember using it when I was a child. It was still tucked in my inventory when I was captured.” 
 
    “Looking at it to reminisce about old times?”  
 
    Pierce shook his head. “No, I was preparing for the moment when I had to teach you how to cast spells. I assume that’s why you’re here?”  
 
    I laughed. “I guess I am basically a toddler illusioner since I don’t know anything.”  
 
    Pierce stood up. “Maybe. But illusioners are born with the ability to cast spells. I assume that same ability was implanted into you when you were constructed…” 
 
    Constructed? Oof. I still wasn’t used to that. 
 
    “... but you might even be less than a toddler illusioner.”  
 
    “I guess there is only one way to find out,” I said.  
 
    Pierce nodded. “Should we go somewhere or do you want to just learn in my cell?” 
 
    I walked to the door and peeked out and saw the ender soldier standing there. “Any chance Pierce is allowed to leave his cell?”  
 
    The soldier squinted his eyes at me. “You know I can’t let him leave until the King says it’s okay.”  
 
    “I thought so. No worries, mate.” I ducked back into the room and looked at Pierce. “You heard that, right?”  
 
    Pierce nodded his head. “It’s fine. You don’t want to cast massive, super-powerful spells anyway when you’re a beginner.”  
 
    “I suppose so. Anyway, are there more than two spells? All I have seen is the vision obscuring spell and the ability to create duplicates of yourself.”  
 
    “Those are the main combat spells. We have other spells. Like, you can make bones and bone meal without a crafting table. We can also cook meat without a furnace.”  
 
    I nodded my head in appreciation. “That sounds pretty helpful. Maybe we can work on the agricultural and culinary spells later. I just want to learn the combat spells.”  
 
    “I figured as much,” said Pierce. “Given our … hurr … situation.”  
 
    “So, what do I do first?”  
 
    “Well, you’ve seen how we illusioners cast spells. We put our arms up in basically a V-shape, like this,” he said, showing me what I already knew. I put my arms into the air. 
 
    Pierce continued. “Okay, now, if you were spawned as an illusioner, you would start to feel your hands getting warm. Are your hands feeling warm?”  
 
    I stood there for a moment. They weren’t feeling warm. I tried to will them to heat up, but they wouldn’t. “I’m not getting anything.”  
 
    Pierce nodded his head. “Okay, so it obviously is not going to come naturally the way it does to we illusioners. So I guess the next thing to do is to proceed with the spell casting mechanics, and maybe something in your internal wiring will kick in.”  
 
    I really hated how he kept referring to me as though I were a machine made of redstone circuits and pistons or something.  
 
    “Okay. What do I do next?”  
 
    “Start moving your hands in the pattern up, then down, then side to side and just keep repeating it.” 
 
    I started doing it. I felt like I was doing some sort of funky hand jive. In other words, I felt like an idiot. But, this was the price of knowledge.  
 
    Pierce looked at me hopefully. “Feeling anything yet? Warmth in your hands? Tingling in your arms?”  
 
    I shook my head. “Nothing.”  
 
    Pierce sighed. “Gee, I hope this will work. Anyway, I’ll teach you the vision obscuring spell mechanics. Now, if you were an illusioner, you would just move your hands up and down and side to side 3 times and then think about dark fog. Then the spell just happens.”  
 
    “Okay. Let me start from the beginning,” I said as I put my hands down to my sides. “Watch what I do and make sure I do it correctly.”   
 
    I raised my arms into a V-shape. Then I moved them front and back then side to side three times and then thought of dark fog. Nothing happened. I looked at Pierce. “Did I do the hand movements correctly at least?”  
 
    “You’ve got the movements down fine. It’s just summoning the power that seems to be the problem.”  
 
    I tried again. I put my hands to my sides before raising them up into a V-shape. Next, I moved them in the required pattern and then thought of black fog. This time, I felt something. As with my other powers, I began to feel a tingling in a particular area of my spine. And then, suddenly my hands felt very warm and a black fog appeared to come out of them. “I did it!”  
 
    Pierce’s mouth fell open in awe. “You did.”  
 
    I watched as the tiny puff of black fog began to expand wider and wider. I could see through it at Pierce. “Did it work? I can still see through the fog.”  
 
    “But I can’t.”  
 
    I could scarcely believe it. I had cast a spell! “How do I remove the fog? Or does it just take time?”  
 
    “It just takes time. Let me come on the other side there with you and we can work on the invisibility spell.”  
 
    Pierce walked through the fog and next to me. “I guess you just had to get your circuits connected?”  
 
    Again with the machine metaphors. 
 
    “I suppose so.”  
 
    “Okay, the invisibility spell mechanics are almost the same. You put your hands up like a V, but this time you move your hands side to side first and then front and back four times, one for each duplicate of yourself. And then, you’ll disappear.”  
 
    “Before I try this,” I said. “Is there any danger? I mean, can I disappear forever?”  
 
    Pierce laughed. “No. You don’t even really disappear. The invisibility is basically just another form of the fog spell except that it stays close to your body and is clear. The four duplicates just walk around near your body.”  
 
    “One more question. Does this take time to wear off too or can I make it go away?”  
 
    “Actually, you can make this one go away. You just have to snap your fingers twice and the spell will be gone.” 
 
    I was glad about that. I did not want to be invisible with a bunch of copies of myself running around without any control. 
 
    I raised my hands in the air. I moved them side to side and front to back four  times. I suddenly felt the tingling in my spine again and then I looked to my sides and saw four copies of myself! 
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    I looked at Pierce. He had an expression of awe. “Wow! I can’t believe you did it with just one attempt. It took me weeks to learn this one.”  
 
    “I guess whoever built me knew what they were doing,” I said, finally joining in on the machine metaphors.  
 
    Now that I knew I could cast the spells, I did not want to stay invisible anymore. I snapped my fingers twice, like Pierce said, and my duplicates vanished and I reappeared.  
 
    “Thanks, Pierce. That was awesome. I will be sure to let the Ender King know what you did for me. He should let you go free.”  
 
    Pierce approached me and shook my hand. “Thank you so much, Jimmy. I really appreciate it. I’d love to help you in your fight against Entity 303, if the King will let me out soon.”  
 
    I smiled. “I hope he will. I truly do.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 57 – Just After Midnight 
 
      
 
      
 
    I’d been up on the wall since I left Pierce’s cell.  
 
    I was motivated to stay on the wall to watch the enemy, but also in the hope that I would have some sort of miraculous insight as to what I needed to do to stop the blending. 
 
    I thought about Notch who had returned to the beta dimension. Was that really the best place for him? I hoped he could hold off the blending long enough for me or Claire to figure out what we had been Chosen to do. 
 
    BTW, who makes these choices? Like, is there some sort of cosmic weirdo picking names out of a hat, rolling dice, tossing coins … or what? 
 
    Over the last few hours, while I had been on the wall, all of my friends came by to tell me to get some rest, but I refused to abandon my post. The Ender King, Tina, Emma, Biff, Baby Zeke, and even Herobrine.… Each stopped by and told me to get some rest. They all looked worried … well, not Herobrine, but he still told me to get some sleep. 
 
    My response to each of them was the same:  “I’ll sleep when I’m dead.” 
 
    All of them ignored me and left to go to sleep themselves … except Biff. 
 
    “I’ll hang out with you, but do you mind if I do it in my undead form?” asked Biff. “It seems like when I am a zombie at night, I feel well-rested when I turn back into my villager form even if I don’t get any sleep.” 
 
    I cocked an eyebrow. “Really? That’s weird. Have you mentioned that to any of the ender scientists?” 
 
    Biff shook his head. “No, but now that you have suggested it, I’ll tell them tomorrow.” He paused in thought. “Who knows? Maybe it is a benefit we can use in our battle against Entity 303?” 
 
    I shrugged. “Maybe.” 
 
    Biff shook his body and turned into a zombie. He still smelled, but I had been around so many undead mobs within the walls of Creeper Junction lately that I was getting used to their stench. Now, I perceived it as a slightly rotten apple, not a days-old rotten hunk of cow flesh. 
 
    Biff and I watched in silence as a nighttime ravager attack targeted the wall a few hundred blocks from our position. The endermen, skeletons, and villagers on that portion of the wall shot their arrows at it. I saw a couple of drowneds behind them who tossed tridents at the attackers. One of the tridents hit home and did great damage to the ravager who was finished off by a volley of arrows. 
 
    The sight of the drowned zombies gave me an idea. 
 
    “Biff, any interest in teleporting out to that new lake and seeing what DJ has been up to? Maybe he has learned something useful?” 
 
    “Sure, let’s do it!” 
 
    Now that I was more confident with my teleportation abilities, I knew I could easily teleport Biff to the edge of the lake. Before we left, I told a nearby ender soldier named Achilles where we were going. 
 
    “That seems kind of risky,” said Achilles. 
 
    I dismissed his concerns. “There aren’t any enemy by the lake. We will only be gone for a few minutes, just long enough to talk to D J.” 
 
    Achilles shook his head. “Whatever. Suit yourself,” he said before walking away. 
 
    I looked at Biff. “Get your sword ready, just in case.” 
 
    Biff reached into his inventory and removed a diamond sword. He also put on a diamond chest plate and a diamond helmet. 
 
    “Ready,” he said. 
 
    I nodded and reached out and grabbed his shoulder. I looked at the lake and quickly sensed its vibration. And then, we teleported. 
 
    Upon arriving at the edge of the lake, we crouched and surveyed the area, just in case there were any enemy nearby that we had not seen from the wall. After a few seconds, we satisfied ourselves that we were alone. 
 
    I removed my sword from my inventory and was about to tap the water to try and call DJ, when suddenly I heard, “Hurrr, would you like to trade?” 
 
    What the …? 
 
    I turned around and held my sword in a defensive position, ready for anything. I was expecting a skeleton or a pillager. Maybe they wanted to make a joke … you know, something like, “What would you like to trade with us in order to ... save your life?” 
 
    But, that is not what I saw. Instead, I saw a wandering villager and his two llamas. 
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    I relaxed my sword. “Seriously? Don’t you guys ever stop?” I said. 
 
    “Yeah,” said Biff, “and where did you come from anyway?” 
 
    The wandering villager smiled. “It is of no matter. I, Benoit, simply live to serve, and I serve by trading. What would you like? What do you want? What do you … hurrr … need?” 
 
    Weirdo. 
 
    “Nothing, bro,” I said. “Can you please get out of here? You are drawing attention to us.” 
 
    The wandering villager laughed. “No one notices a wandering villager until he or she needs something. We are like ghosts.” 
 
    This guy was crazy, and had a seriously over-inflated self worth. 
 
    “Please leave,” said Biff. 
 
    “Are you sure there is not anything you need?” asked the wandering villager. 
 
    You know what? I did need something. 
 
    “Alright, bro, I do need something. You got a book that tells me how to stop the blending?” I asked. 
 
    The wandering villager suddenly became sad and then just as quickly became angry. “No. I do not. How could you ask me for something you know I do not have? You are not playing fair.” He began to cry and shake with rage. 
 
    This guy was looney tunes. 
 
    “Look, either you get lost, or I will get you lost,” I said, holding my sword with menace. “Get it?” 
 
    The wandering villager’s eyes got wide with shock. “Well … hurrr … I have never been so insulted in all my life.” He turned to his llamas. “Come on, girls, we are leaving.” 
 
    He turned and walked away.  
 
    Good riddance. 
 
    I looked back at the water, reached my sword out, and tapped the water with it a few times. There was no response.  I tapped the water again a few times and a drowned began to rise to the surface. When he popped his head out of the water, I whispered, “DJ? Is that you?” 
 
    In response, the drowned growled and clawed at my face. He was too fast, and left a deep gouge in my skin. “Oowww!” I said as I fell backward. 
 
    Biff shambled to the edge of the water in his zombie form and slashed at the drowned with his sword. The drowned took substantial damage, but was still fighting. He reached out and grabbed Biff’s leg. Biff slashed at him again but he did not let go of Biff’s leg. 
 
    I had recovered by now, and I too slashed at the drowned. He growled at me, but could not attack me. However, he did not let go of Biff’s leg and suddenly, he pulled Biff into the water! Biff began to sink. 
 
    “No! Biff!” I shouted. 
 
    I slashed at the drowned two more times and, finally, he disappeared into a puff of smoke. I looked at the lake. It was pitch black. I couldn’t see Biff anywhere. I walked back and forth along the edge of the lake, hoping I would see something, but I could not. 
 
    After nearly a minute had passed, I saw two drowneds about to surface at the edge of the lake near me. I knew at least one of them was not DJ. I prepared my sword. After the heads of both drowneds were out of the water, I said, “Is one of you DJ?” 
 
    One of the drowneds nodded and said, “Hi, Jimmy. It’s me.” 
 
    I smiled at DJ but then quickly raised my sword to slash at the other drowned. But before I could attack, the other drowned raised his hand and said, “Jimmy, no. It’s Biff.” 
 
    I was shocked. “Biff? How are you a drowned?” 
 
    He shrugged. “I don’t know. I just sank to the bottom of the lake. I tried to swim, but couldn’t, so I decided to walk along the bottom of the lake until I found a slope to walk to the surface. But, after about thirty seconds, I started to shake and eventually changed into drowned.” 
 
    “That’s crazy,” I said. 
 
    “Yeah, it is,” said Biff. 
 
    I was glad Biff was still alive. I turned to DJ and asked, “Any news to report?” 
 
    He shook his head. “Other than the drowned you just killed, I’ve been alone in here with a few fish. That drowned was from the dimension from which this lake came. He didn’t know anything about Entity 303 or his army.” 
 
    “That’s lame,” I said. “Do you want to come back to Creeper Junction with us?” 
 
    DJ shook his head. “I’ll stay here. I’m sure I’ll hear something.” 
 
    I shrugged. “Okay, if that’s what you want.” I turned to Biff. “Get out of the water and turn back into your villager form or dry zombie form. I am not touching you as a drowned.” 
 
    Biff laughed and climbed out of the lake. He shook his body to transmogrify, but nothing happened. “That’s weird,” he said. “I was trying to return to my dry zombie form” 
 
    “Maybe you don’t have a dry zombie form anymore,” suggested DJ. “Probably just a villager and a drowned form.” 
 
    Biff nodded. “You are probably right. I’ll just change into my villager form.” Biff began to shake his body but … nothing happened! He was still a drowned. 
 
    Biff looked nervous. “Um, guys, I don’t think I can change back.” 
 
    My eyes got wide. “That’s impossible. Try again,” I said. 
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    Biff shook his body, more violently than the last time, desperately trying to return to his villager form.  
 
    But, he did not.  
 
    He could not. 
 
    Biff began to cry. “Will I be a drowned forever?” 
 
    I felt tears coming to my eyes as well, but forced them away. If I cried, I was sure Biff would fall deeper into despair. “Of course not,” I said. “I am sure there is something in that transmogrification book the ender scientists used to create you in the first place that will get you back to your villager form.” 
 
    Biff sniffed and stopped crying. “Really?” 
 
    I smiled. “Sure. But, hurrr, why don’t you stay here with DJ for now? He can show you the basics of drowned life while I get the ender scientists working on a cure.” 
 
    “Yeah, Biff, it will be fun,” said DJ. 
 
    Biff smiled. “Okay. I guess it could be fun.” 
 
    I looked back toward Creeper Junction and noticed a strange red glow rising from the center of town. I pointed at it and asked, “What do you think that is?” 
 
    “Well, it is either a massive amount of redstone, or Creeper Junction is on fire,” said DJ. 
 
    Netherrack! 
 
    “I’ve got to go,” I said.  DJ and Biff both nodded and returned to the depths of the lake. I acquired the vibration of a block in the city wall and teleported. 
 
    When I materialized on the wall, I looked toward the glow. I could see buildings burning. I could hear villagers and mobs screaming. I tucked my sword into my inventory and ran as quickly as I could toward the fire. 
 
      
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 57 – Toward the Fire 
 
      
 
      
 
    As I ran through the streets of Creeper Junction toward the glow, I saw mobs and villagers covered with burns running in the opposite direction. Most of them were so hysterical that they rushed by me as though I were not there.  
 
    Eventually, I stopped a couple of adult villagers and asked, “What’s happening?”  
 
    With tears in his eyes, one said, “It was a surprise attack. They came out of nowhere.”  
 
    “Who? Who came out of nowhere? What are they doing?”  
 
    The other villager, a woman, looked at me and said, “It is a mass of blazes, and some other mobs. They came from under the city somehow. They’re just … hurrr … burning everything.”  
 
    I couldn’t believe this. Entity 303 had lulled us into a sense of safety, just sending periodic ravager raids against the walls. We should have known he would try something like this. His army had probably used the last few hours to tunnel from their encampment to the center of the city.  
 
    “Do you have any idea where the Ender King is?”  
 
    The male villager nodded his head. “We passed him a few streets back. He and Princess Tina were talking to General Mrishri and Herobrine.”  
 
    I grabbed onto his robe and shook him. “Which direction? Where exactly?”  
 
    I could tell he didn’t like a little kid grabbing his robe, but I didn’t care. I had to get in there. I had to stop the massacre and destruction of Creeper Junction. “That way,” he pointed. “Two streets down and then to the left.”  
 
    I let go of his robe and started running. I looked over my shoulder and yelled, “Thank you.” 
 
    Manners matter. 
 
    I ran to where the villager had directed me and fortunately, the Ender King, Princess Tina, General Mrishri, and Herobrine were still there. I rushed up to them. “What’s going on? What can I do?”  
 
    Tina looked at me sadly. “It’s chaos right now. We are just trying to stop them anyway we can. We don’t have a very organized response yet.”  
 
    “Is Claire safe?” I knew that was what Entity 303 was really after, Claire and me.  
 
    Herobrine nodded his head. “I was just speaking with the head monk and Claire a few minutes ago. They are in a safe place beneath the city.”  
 
    I looked at Herobrine like he was stupid. “But didn’t the blazes come from under the city? What if they find Claire?”  
 
    “The destroyer endermen are with them. It would take a lot of blazes to get through them. I think they will be fine,” said Herobrine in all seriousness.  
 
    I had forgotten about the destroyer endermen. Herobrine was probably right. If there was any group of soldiers who could keep Claire safe, it was they.  
 
    “What about Emma? Have you seen her?”  
 
    The Ender King spoke this time. “Actually, she’s with my ender scientists trying to decipher that strange book you found. She’s pretty clever. They are starting to make some progress.”  
 
    The book. Maybe it would give us answers.  
 
    “Great,” I said. “So what are you guys planning?” 
 
    “We’re trying to figure out if there’s a pattern to their attack,” said General Mrishri. “We want to send soldiers to the chokepoints in the city to drive them back.”  
 
    I nodded my head. “That sounds like a good idea. But you know me, I’m not much for strategy. I’m going in.”  
 
    “Jimmy, stay with us,” said Tina. “You’re one of the Chosen Ones. We should keep you safe.”  
 
    I shook my head. “Fighting and rushing headlong into stupid situations is what I do best. If I’m a Chosen One, it probably has something to do with my history of poor decision-making.”  
 
    Tina opened her mouth as though she was about to say something in response, but then remained silent. I smiled a cocky smile and dashed off toward the heat of the flames. 
 
      
 
    *    *    * 
 
      
 
    As I got closer to where I knew the blazes were, I began to move more cautiously. I peered around corners and hid in doorways. Because it was night, there were plenty of dark and shadowy areas in which to conceal myself. 
 
    Eventually, I peeked around the corner of a street and saw a single blaze spinning and shooting fireballs at wooden doors and anything else that would burn. He was being very successful.  
 
    I reached into my inventory and pulled out my crossbow. I loaded an arrow and aimed it at the blaze who had not noticed my presence. I unleashed the arrow, and it struck home. The damaged blaze was looking around and wondering what just happened. I quickly teleported right next to him and slashed him several times with my diamond sword. I could tell the blaze was trying to shoot a fireball at me, but it was too late. He disappeared into a puff of smoke. 
 
    Flex.  
 
    I looked around quickly to make sure I had not been seen by any other enemy mobs. The street was empty.  
 
    I moved in the direction from which the single blaze had come. When I reached the next intersection, I could tell from the strange light that there were multiple blazes just around the corner. I could feel the heat from their fireballs. I crouched low, assuming the blazes would not be looking directly at the ground, and peeked my head around the corner. I was shocked to see a half-dozen blazes spinning around and shooting fireballs like mad. The street was engulfed in flame and the blazes were laughing hysterically.  
 
    I pulled my head back and leaned against the wall.  
 
    I shook with rage.  
 
    They won’t get away with this.  
 
    I wished I had a source of water that I could dump on the blazes or could use to surf past them and slash at them like I had in Zombie Bane, but I didn’t. I had a few water bottles in my inventory, but nothing else. If only I could call down a rainstorm. Unfortunately, the ability to control the weather was not a power that had manifested in me … yet.  
 
    I probably should’ve backed away and found an easier target, but I wasn’t thinking straight.  Rage will do that to you. 
 
    I pulled out two crossbows from my inventory. I put arrows in each one. I positioned them in my hands to make a level firing platform. Then, I took two large strides from behind the corner and aimed at the two closest blazes, who were only about three blocks away.  
 
    I couldn’t miss.  
 
    I unleashed the arrows and they hit home, doing substantial damage. I dropped the crossbows and took two steps forward and slashed the wounded blazes with my sword as I spun around like a top, slashing each one repeatedly until they disappeared in puffs of smoke.  
 
    Unfortunately, the other blazes had noticed and while I was killing the first two blazes, I had taken several fireballs to my body. I still had about two-thirds of my hearts in my health bar, thanks my powerful armor.  
 
    I wasn’t going to run away from this.  
 
    I pulled out a bottle of water from my inventory and threw it at the closest blaze. The bottle broke open on its body and there was a hissing sound combined with the blaze’s growl of rage. I stepped to the blaze and started slashing it with my sword.  
 
    All the while, the other blazes were shooting fireballs at me. Most of them missed, but a few hit home.  
 
    After I dispatched the third blaze, I was down to less than half my hearts. I pulled a healing potion out of my inventory and quickly drank it. This restored my health, and I was ready to attack the final three blazes.  
 
    I removed another bottle of water from my inventory and threw it at the closest blaze. And then I began to slash it. The other two blazes came close to me, shot fireballs at me, and spun around rapidly, punching me with their fiery arms. 
 
    Ouch!  
 
    Things were not going well.  
 
    By the time I killed the fourth blaze, I was down to only half of my hearts. I tried to reach into my inventory to get another healing potion, but the blazes were too close and knocked my hand back.  
 
    I had no choice but to fight on or run away. 
 
    I. Don’t. Run. 
 
    I slashed desperately at the two remaining blazes, who were now ganging up on me. A fireball hit me in the face, blinding me momentarily. Another fireball hit me in my leg, but most of the damage was deflected by my armor.  
 
    I kept slashing and slashing, desperately trying to kill the blazes.  
 
    In retrospect, I probably should have teleported away. I should have cast the spell of invisibility. I could have even turned into a wither. But none of that crossed my mind then. It was just the fog of war. The blur of battle. The ambiguity of anger.  
 
    Finally, when I only had two and one-half hearts left, I killed the last blaze.  
 
    I looked around to make sure that no other mobs were waiting to attack. Thankfully, I was alone.  
 
    I took a deep breath, relieved that I hadn’t died. I reached in my inventory and pulled out the healing potion. I removed the stopper from the potion bottle and was just about to tilt it into my mouth when a giant slime landed on top of me, having jumped down from the roof of a building. 
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    I took one and one-half hearts damage from the slime, and my final heart was beginning to flash as I struggled to breathe. I was pushing against the nasty goo of the slime, trying to escape. But I was beginning to suffocate.  
 
    Seriously? This is how it ends? Smothered by a slime? How humiliating. I guess I should rename my diary, the Diary of a Weak, Noob Villager.  
 
    And as my final half heart flashed and began to flicker into dimness, I felt my spine beginning to burn. It was as though my backbone were on fire!  
 
    It was one of the worst pains I had ever felt in my life. But at the same time, I noticed my health was rapidly regenerating. Within a few seconds, I was up to full health bar. 
 
    I moved my arms and the slime melted away from me into a puddle of goo and then disappeared in a puff of smoke. My body was so hot, steam was rising from it as the goo of the slime remaining on my skin began to evaporate.  
 
    What is happening?  
 
    At that moment, several blazes came around the corner. I noticed one of the blazes was exceptionally large.  
 
    Mr. Blaze. We meet again.  
 
    I heard a blaze next to him scream, “Jimmy! It’s me, Zero. Run!”  
 
    But I wasn’t going to abandon Zero again. 
 
    I reached into my inventory to remove a sword, but when I touched the metal handle, it was too hot to hold. I dropped it and left it in my inventory.  
 
    Did I have a fever or something? Some kind of previously unknown virus transmitted by slimes?  
 
    And suddenly, the pain and fire in my spine erupted throughout my body. I looked down and saw that I had turned into a blaze! 
 
    Sweet.  
 
    I was astonished by the transformation. And so were all the blazes who stared at me in awe. Were I still in my villager form, I would not have been able to discern their emotions, but now that I was a blaze, I could see it clearly etched on their fiery faces. Even Mr. Blaze was shocked. His mouth hung wide open. His grip on Zero lessened.  
 
    I knew now was my chance to strike. I picked up Mr. Blaze’s vibration and teleported to him. I wasn’t sure I would be able to teleport while in my blaze form, but it worked with no problem. When I appeared just inches away from Mr. Blaze’s his face, he screamed like a little toddler being told that the bogeyman lived in his closet.  
 
    Who is peeing his robe now, Mr. Blaze? 
 
    I took advantage of his wide open screaming mouth to shoot a dozen fireballs into it.  
 
    A surprised look passed across Mr. Blaze’s his face. “No! You can’t do this to me!” he said.  
 
    I would have reached out, grabbed his throat, and strangled him, but I didn’t have any hands.  
 
    “What do you mean, Mr. Blaze? Or should I say Señor Fuego? I just did it to you.”  
 
    “It doesn’t matter. Entity 303 is going to triumph. Minecraft will be destroyed, and the world of players will be conquered,” he said menacingly.  
 
    I was about to respond, but my fireballs had done their work. Even though blazes are immune to fire attacks from the outside, fire attacks from the inside work. My dozen fireballs began to burn a hole inside Mr. Blaze’s body. The integrity of his blaze form began to fall apart. I moved closer and began to spin my blaze body around, smashing against his, helping it to disintegrate more quickly.  
 
    It was only then, as his body was falling to pieces, the Mr. Blaze looked at me with a look I can only describe as a combination of sadness, longing, and regret.  
 
    “Any last words?” I said without any sympathy.  
 
    Mr. Blaze just looked at me sadly and said, “I’m sorry.”  
 
    And he disappeared into a puff of smoke.  
 
    I looked at the other blazes and quickly rushed up to them, bashing them with my blaze arms and doing massive damage. They fled from my dominance. I followed them, with Zero right behind me.  
 
    I looked over my shoulder and said, “Zero, how did you and the other blazes get in here?”  
 
    “Entity 303 had a crew of pillagers dig a tunnel. It comes up in the building over there with the clock tower on it.”  
 
    I looked and saw the building he meant.  
 
    “In that case, we’re going to seal that hole right now,” I said.  
 
    I let the blazes retreat as I returned to my villager form. Zero did the same. I grabbed a hold of Zero’s arm. “Come on. We need to find the Creeper King.”  
 
    We teleported back to where the Ender King, Herobrine, General Mrishri, and Tina were. After we quickly explained what had happened and where the infiltration hole was, I said, “We need to surround that building with creepers. If they are positioned right, they will explode and seal the hole.” 
 
    The Ender King turned to General Mrishri. “Find the Creeper King and tell him what we need done.” The general saluted and teleported away. 
 
    The King next looked at Tina. “Go back to HQ and direct all available ender soldiers to form a perimeter ten city blocks from the clock tower. After the creepers explode and seal the hole, the blazes remaining in the city will have nowhere to go. We can finish them off.”  
 
    Tina nodded her head and teleported away.  
 
    “What can I do?” asked Herobrine.  
 
    “Take Jimmy and Zero with you and check on Claire. Once we clear the city, we will discuss our plan of attack. We can’t let this go on. We need to stop it. Once and for all,” said the Ender King as he teleported away.  
 
    Herobrine looked at Zero and me. “Come on. Let’s go.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 57 – About 2:00 a.m. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Herobrine led Zero and me to a nondescript building a few blocks away. We walked up to the door.  On the door was written, “Geraldine’s Bakery.”  
 
    A bakery?  
 
    It was dark inside. Herobrine punched open the front door and walked in.  
 
    “Close the door behind you,” he said to Zero. Zero complied.  
 
    Herobrine pulled a torch out of his inventory and ignited it. He led us through the sales area of the bakery. It looked like any other bakery. Rows of baskets that would be filled with bread in the morning, counters where they sold muffins and rolls and made sandwiches. A few chairs and tables here and there for customers to use while they ate.  
 
    “I thought you were taking us to Claire. What’s up with this bakery?” I said.  
 
    Herobrine stopped in his tracks. He turned around and glared at me. His white eyes glowing in the darkness. “Why are you so impatient? Do you think I’m stopping for a snack? Do you think I wanted you to bake me a loaf of bread?”  
 
    “Bro, it was just a question,” I said.  
 
    Herobrine laughed. “You just like to talk to hear yourself talk, don’t you? It disgusts me that you are the Chosen One to stop the blending. Claire, I can understand. She’s stable and level headed. But you? You’re just a fool and a ... surfer.”  
 
    No he didn’t.  
 
    I reached out and grabbed Herobrine’s shirt, clinching it in my fist. “You can call me anything you want, but when you use the word ‘surfer’ as a curse word, I draw the line. Apologize. Now.”  
 
    Herobrine reached up and grabbed my hand. He poked his thumb and index finger on either side of my hand and somehow the pressure points he touched made me completely lose strength in my hand. He pushed it away from his shirt, and it flopped limply to my side. “Finally, standing up for something you believe in? Good. Still, I do think you are a fool.”  
 
    Before I could respond, he turned around and pushed open the door at the back of the bakery.  
 
    The back of the store was exactly what you would expect. Mixing bowls. Sacks of wheat. A grindstone to make flour.  
 
    We followed Herobrine through the back of the room to the wall that appeared to be solid. But it wasn’t.  
 
    Herobrine punched the wall and an invisible door swung open. Herobrine walked through the door and directed us to come in and then walk past him. He pushed the door shut slowly, making sure it latched perfectly. Then he placed several heavy blocks from his inventory behind the door so that no one could open it by accident.  
 
    “Where are we?” asked Zero.  
 
    “Isn’t it obvious? A secret compartment. A passage which leads somewhere only few people are aware of,” said Herobrine.  
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Well, hurrr, thanks for that definition. But, can you give us some additional detail?”  
 
    Herobrine shook his head. “Just follow me.”  
 
    Herobrine walked through the dark corridor in which we now found ourselves for about thirty seconds. Eventually, he arrived at a set of stairs. He began to walk downstairs. We followed, descending what felt like the equivalent of about thirty stories into the ground. I could feel the air getting colder and colder.  
 
    “Jimmy, I’m scared. I don’t like this,” said Zero.  
 
    Herobrine snapped his head around. “If you’re scared, kid, I’ll take you up to the surface right now.”  
 
    “Be nice,” I said.  
 
    “It’s okay, Jimmy. I will be safe with you here,” said Zero.  
 
    Herobrine shook his head. He said something under his breath. I wasn’t quite sure, but it sounded like, “Pathetic.”  
 
    We followed Herobrine down a few more flights of stairs and then into a flat corridor. We walked down the corridor for about a minute and then suddenly we were surrounded by four destroyer endermen.  
 
    “Halt! Who goes there?” said one of them. 
 
    “It’s me,” said Herobrine. “And Jimmy and his little buddy.”  
 
    The destroyer enderman looked at me and said, “What’s up, Jimmy? Good to see you again.”  
 
    I smiled. I walked over and shook his hand. “Thanks, Derek. Good to see you, too. This is Zero. He’s a kid from my village.”  
 
    “Well, since we are all friends here, I can let you in,” said Derek.  
 
    The other destroyer endermen cleared away and let us through. We walked for another ten seconds before we came to a door. Herobrine punched it open. In the room behind the door sat Claire and the head monk, with two destroyer endermen guarding them.  
 
    I rushed over to Claire and gave her a hug.  
 
    Yes, it is true. I, Jimmy Slade, hater of hugs and all things hugging, initiated a hug. And with a girl no less.  
 
    Claire was surprised by my hug, but she hugged back. Eventually, we stopped our hug.  
 
    Zero said, “Hi Claire. I’m Zero. One of Jimmy’s … hurrr … friends?”  
 
    I laughed. “You don’t have to wonder if you’re my friend. You are. And, in any event, you’re loyal to Minecraft. You put your life in more danger than just about anyone except me.”  
 
    “Brag much?” said the head monk, flicking one of her pain pebbles on my arm.  
 
    I gave her the stink eye. “Do we need to have another talk about these pebbles?” I said. She did not flick another pain pebble at me.  
 
    “Why have you come down here?” asked Claire.  
 
    “I just wanted to see if you were okay. I was also hoping maybe you’d figured out what we need to do to stop the blending,” I said.  
 
    Claire shook her head sadly. “I haven’t had any good ideas about the blending. I’m fine, physically anyway. Mentally … hurrr … well, I think I’m starting to lose it.”  
 
    I nodded my head. “Claire. Maybe this isn’t the best time, but I need to tell you something.” I saw Claire brace herself. The last time I gave her news, I told her that her mother and brother were dead. 
 
    “Ok,” she said. “I’m ready.” 
 
    I told her about Biff and how he seemed to have become a permanent drowned zombie.   
 
    Claire put her hand to her mouth. “That’s terrible about Biff. Does Emma know yet?”  
 
    “I doubt it. I haven’t seen her since I got back from the lake.”  
 
    Claire opened her mouth to say something, when the ground shook from a tremendous explosion. Two more destroyer endermen immediately teleported to Claire’s side and bent over her, placing their bodies above her in case any rocks collapsed. Two other destroyer endermen did the same for me. I didn’t feel like my life was worth their own, but I appreciated it anyway.  
 
    “What was that?” asked the head monk as she looked up and inspected the ceiling.  
 
    “Just sealing the hole the blazes used to infiltrate the city,” I said. “The Ender King was going to talk to the Creeper King about using some of his troops to cause a controlled explosion.”  
 
    “Well, a few dozen creepers in the right places should do the job,” said one of the destroyer endermen appreciatively.  
 
    I looked at the leader of the destroyers and asked, “Did the Rainbow Creeper give you any direction other than to protect Claire? I mean, any sort of information we might use to stop the blending?”  
 
    He shook his head. “His orders were simple. Come here and protect Claire. Sacrifice our lives if we had to.”  
 
    “So how long are you supposed to stay?” asked Zero.  
 
    “Until Entity 303 is destroyed or we die protecting Claire,” said the leader.  
 
    Intense.  
 
    The ground had stopped shaking by now and so we all could relax a little. I stared up at the ceiling, trying to think of a way to stop the blending. It had been so long since I’d slept and I had done so much since then that I felt as if I were starting to hallucinate. Either I was spinning or the world was. I wasn’t sure which. I shook my head in an effort to feel more awake. I even took a water bottle out of my inventory and poured it over my head.  
 
    “What are you doing?” asked Claire.  
 
    I yawned. “Just tired. Trying to stay awake.”  
 
    “Why don’t you take a nap?” asked Zero. “It seems relaxing in here.”  
 
    “I refuse to sleep until Entity 303 is destroyed,” I said. “Besides, naps are for old people.”  
 
    “You’re an idiot,” said the head monk. “I love taking naps.” 
 
    “I rest my case,” I said before growling at the head monk. I sounded like a wolf. For a moment, I thought maybe I had turned into a wolf, yet another hidden power manifesting. I looked at my body expecting to see fur, but I was still in my villager body.  
 
    “I wish I could go surfing now,” I said. “I just wish….”  
 
    I was beginning to drift off to sleep. I wasn’t trying to fall asleep, but my body was so tired that it was forcing me to fall asleep. But just as I was drifting off into oblivion, the Ender King suddenly materialized in the room. The destroyer endermen, surprised by his presence and not immediately registering who he was, pulled out their swords and surrounded him. Once they saw that it was the Ender King, they apologized and backed away.  
 
    “What are you doing here, King?” asked Claire.  
 
    “Looking for you and Jimmy. Emma and my scientists have made a remarkable discovery in the ancient book. You need to come with us immediately.”  
 
    The leader of the destroyer endermen stepped between the Ender King and Claire. “She cannot leave unless we come with her. Those are my orders. I do not wish to defy you, but I must.”  
 
    The Ender King smiled. “It’s okay. Everyone can come.”  
 
    I stood up and walked over to the King. “What is it? What did they find?”  
 
    The way the Ender King looked at me, I could tell it was something to do with me. I started to feel nervous and shaky, like the inside of my body had been hollowed out and only fear and anxiety remained inside. “What is it, King?”  
 
    He took a deep breath and sighed. “You’ll find out soon enough.”  
 
    He reached out and grabbed my shoulder and we teleported away.  
 
    When we materialized, I found myself in a large room with two ender scientists, Emma, and Tina sitting at a large table. The ancient book that Claire and I had found sitting in front of them on the table.  Baby Zeke and Harold stood near a wall. Herobrine arrived a few seconds later.  
 
    Emma jumped up and ran over to me and give me a hug. “I’m glad you’re here, Jimmy. You are not going to believe this.”  
 
    “What? Tell me.”  
 
    “No, Emma, not yet,” ordered the Ender King. “We must wait for all the others to arrive.” Emma walked back to her chair and sat down, holding the secret inside. 
 
    Baby Zeke and Harold came over. “We heard about Biff. Sorry,” said Harold. 
 
    I nodded my head. “Thank you.” 
 
    “We have got the player and ninja squad ready to dominate. Entity 303’s army won’t know what hit it,” said Baby Zeke confidently. 
 
    I smiled. “Good. I can’t wait for that.” 
 
    Within about fifteen seconds, all of the people who had been in Claire’s room appeared. Emma hugged Claire and said hi to Zero. The destroyer endermen took positions near all the doorways and close to Claire to protect her as necessary. 
 
    I looked around and realized General Mrishri was missing. “Hey, King. Where is General Mrishri?” 
 
    The King looked sad. I saw him wipe a tear from his eye. “The general was killed when we sealed the hole. He was directing the creepers to their positions when a renegade blaze snuck up behind him and pushed him into a charged creeper…. The general was vaporized.” 
 
    I shook my head sadly. “That’s terrible,” I said. 
 
    “It is the cost of war. General Eric has taken over General Mrishri’s position,” said the Ender King. “I only hope we can stop the blending so that his sacrifice will not have been in vain.” 
 
    No pressure, Jimmy.  
 
    At that point, one of the scientists stood up and said, “Everyone, please sit down. What we are about to tell you is … well … without precedent. And maybe, without explanation.”  
 
    I sat down nervously. The hollow feeling inside of me was not going away. The two scientists looked at me, a combination of awe and fear in their eyes. I wanted to run away. I wanted to run and hide. Find a cave. Go back to the Null’s bedrock chamber and live with him in the darkness forever.  
 
    But I was the Chosen One. I had to stick it out. I had to save Minecraft. No matter what it took. No matter what it cost. Even if it cost me my own sanity.  
 
    The standing ender scientist cleared his throat and continued. “What I am about to tell you will sound unbelievable. Nevertheless, it is true. My colleague has verified it. Emma has verified it. We’re all in agreement.”  
 
    The speaker paused. Emma and the other scientist nodded their heads. Emma looked at me with concern. I could tell she was worried about what I might do when I heard the news. Her look did nothing to fill the hollow feeling inside of me one little bit.  
 
    The scientist continued. “As you know, Claire and Jimmy found this book,” he picked it up and held it in front of everyone, “in a secret stronghold above the bedrock chamber in which the Null, a former, now blended Rainbow Creeper, lives.” The scientist paused and regarded the book for a moment. His tiny black hand passing over its cover lovingly.  
 
    The scientist who was sitting down looked at him and said, “Just get to it, Felix.”  
 
    The standing scientist scowled at her and said, “I’ll get there, Lily, I’m just … looking for the right words.”  
 
    Hollow feeling. Still there. Not helping.  
 
    The standing scientist took a deep breath and continued. “We could tell there was a written language in here, not just random doodles. First of all, it was in book form, which is a strong clue that we were dealing with a language.”  
 
    Duh!!!!!! 
 
    “Second of all, we saw repetitive symbols and spacing and markings, which suggested punctuation and sentence structure. But it took us a while to parse it. Eventually, Emma came up with the idea that the symbols were not only single letters, but some could be two or even three letters put together to form a single symbol that could be used rather than writing out all the letters individually.”  
 
    I looked over at Emma and nodded my head to acknowledge her cleverness. She blushed a little and smiled back.  
 
    “That insight was the first crack in the code. About two hours ago, we broke it wide open. But what we found was so shocking, we thought we must’ve made a mistake. We went through all of our steps again, and realized, there had been no mistake. We had read the language correctly.”  
 
    “What does it say? Just spit it out!” I said. I felt as though I might implode. The hollowness in me would crush my outer shell from the inside. I would be like a piece of paper, wadded up and thrown into the trash.  
 
    The scientist put the book down and looked down at the table for a moment, gathering himself. Emma was nervously chewing her lips. The other ender scientist just stared at me and blinked.  
 
    “It’s the title of the book, Jimmy. It’s the title,” said the ender scientist.  
 
    “And?” I said as I tossed my hands into the air, completely exasperated by this delay in telling me the news.  
 
    “The title of this book is the Diary of a Surfer Villager.”  
 
    My arms flopped down and smacked against the table as though they were limbs falling off a tree which had been struck by lightning. I sat there motionless. Claire gasped. The head monk screamed. The destroyer endermen stared with wide eyes in awe. Tina just nodded her head up and down. Zero played with his lips. Harold fell on his side. Baby Zeke scratched his head, a little piece of skin falling off. Herobrine crossed and uncrossed his arms. 
 
    My brain probably should have exploded at that moment. Literally exploded. I should have died. I should have fallen apart. I should have gone insane or turned into a vegetable. But, somehow, I remained conscious.  
 
    “Does that mean I wrote it a long time ago? That I am reincarnated?” I said.  
 
    How am I making sense? How is my mouth forming words? 
 
    Emma shook her head. “I don’t think so. The full title of the book was Diary of a Surfer Villager, Book 4. I know you’re up to the volume 14 or 15 of your diary, right?”  
 
    I nodded my head. “And, I was just calling it the Diary of a Surfer Villager for fun. I never thought I would publish it.”  
 
    “Right,” said Emma. “So, this book makes it clear that the author had brought surfing to Minecraft. It sounds like he and his friends had done something similar to what we did, by developing a wave machine. But, many of the other events are different. There’s no mention of the Dretsky family anywhere, though maybe they would be mentioned in other volumes. If only we could find the stronghold again and read the rest of it.”  
 
    “Does it say anything about the blending?”  
 
    “No, there’s no mention of the blending. I think it’s too early on in the story,” said Emma.  
 
    The head monk had started rocking back and forth. “All this has happened before and will happen again. All of this has happened before and will happen again.  
 
    Claire had removed the Rainbow Creeper figurine from her inventory and was rubbing it and silently reciting a prayer. I thought about pulling out Mrs. Dretsky’s figurine from my inventory, but thought better of it. 
 
    “So, what use is the book? Other than to completely freak me out?” I said.  
 
    “Jimmy,” said Emma. “There’s mention of the Rainbow Creeper in here.” 
 
    What?  
 
    Claire and the head monk became suddenly silent. The Ender King spoke. “What does it say about the Rainbow Creeper?”  
 
    “Very little, I am afraid,” said Emma. “The only portion of this diary in which the Rainbow Creeper is mentioned is actually similar to what happened to Jimmy a while back. Remember when he was having a dream and he told us that he was completely crushed by the Rainbow Creeper or something like the Rainbow Creeper? He thought he was dead but then woke up?” 
 
    “Yes,” said the Ender King.  
 
    I remembered exactly what she was talking about. I had lived it. But I didn’t like where this was going. It couldn’t be going there. Could it?  
 
    “Well, the author of this ancient book describes the dream in the exact same way.”  
 
    I couldn’t take it anymore. I screamed four times quickly. I jumped up on the table, and then jumped up and down like a maniac. I pounded my head with my fists. I screamed again. I ran over and grabbed the ancient book. I held it open and yelled it at its pages. “How can you be real? I’ve never existed before! No one’s ever invented surfing in Minecraft before me!!!”  
 
    I took the book and tossed it on the table. I stomped on it several times. I quickly pulled out a flint and steel from my inventory, intent on burning the book. One of the ender scientists grabbed the book before I could destroy it. The Ender King teleported behind me and wrapped his spaghetti arms around me and squeezed me to calm me down.  
 
    I was glad he did. I was on the verge of a psychotic breakdown. A breakdown from which I would likely have never recovered.  
 
    After the Ender King squeezed me in his grip for about a minute, I began to breathe regularly again. I could feel my mind beginning to work. I looked around the room and saw everyone staring at me with shock and concern.  
 
    “I’m okay now, King. I just … hurrr … it was too much for a moment there,” I said.  
 
    The Ender King slowly and cautiously released his grip upon me. I stood there for a few seconds and then walked to the side of the table and jumped down to the ground.  
 
    I looked over and noticed Herobrine was staring at me. But he wasn’t hating on me. He wasn’t disgusted by me. It actually looked like he felt sad. Sad that I had to bear this strange weight.  
 
    I was the Chosen One. I was genetically engineered. I never knew my creators. And now, I had learned that I or someone similar to me had existed before, many thousands of years ago and had also known of a Rainbow Creeper.   
 
    And then, I had a positive thought. “If someone like me had existed before, and kept a diary just like I did, that means the world of Minecraft can be saved. Doesn’t it?”  
 
    “What do you mean?” said Emma.  
 
    “I mean, I’m going to assume that this other surfer villager dude was like me. That he, too, was required to stop the blending and that he succeeded. So that means, I can stop the blending. And I will,” I said with renewed confidence.  
 
    As I looked around the room, I could tell not everyone else shared my enthusiasm, not even Claire.  
 
    “But,” said scientist Lilly, “what if the surfer villager in this ancient book was the one who was unable to stop the blending? What if he was the one who created the Null?”  
 
    Why did you have to say that?  
 
    “In that case, I guess I will have to redeem him too, like I am redeeming this current Minecraft reality,” I said. I looked at the Ender King. “This information is startling and spooky, but I don’t think it helps us defeat Entity 303 or stop the blending. Does it?” 
 
    The Ender King sighed. “I suppose not. I guess I was hoping it might trigger an idea or … well … reincarnate a memory to assist you with stopping the blending.” 
 
    “Well, it doesn’t,” I said. “What about you, Claire?” 
 
    She shook her head. “Sorry, no.” 
 
    “Head monk?” I asked. 
 
    She shook her head. “I think I need to pray on this.” She turned to the destroyer endermen. “Can you take Claire and me to the ritual lake beneath the city? It is where the Rainbow Creeper’s power is strongest in this dimension.” 
 
    “Of course,” said the leader. 
 
    “I’ll come too,” said Herobrine. “Maybe I can contact Notch in the beta dimension and see what he is up to.” 
 
    “Well, I’m staying on the surface with the Ender King to kick Entity 303’s butt,” I said. 
 
    “Me too,” said Zero. 
 
    Claire approached me with a smile on her face, but concern in her eyes. “Be safe, Jimmy. If you die, we can't stop the blending.” 
 
    “Maybe,” I said. “Or, maybe what I do on the surface will be what helps you stop the blending? We are both Chosen Ones.” 
 
    Claire sobbed. “I hate this! The uncertainty. The lack of direction. Why us?” 
 
    “I know what you mean,” I said. “That is why I am staying up here. My direction, my certainty, is that I will destroy Entity 303. That is the only thing guiding me right now.” 
 
    Claire reached into her robe and pulled out her Rainbow Creeper figurine. “Is it stupid that the only certainty I have right now is this figurine?” 
 
    I shook my head. “No. We have to focus on what we know is true. In fact, maybe that is how we stop the blending, by being true to who we are.” 
 
    Claire wiped her tears and smiled. “Maybe you are right. And, maybe you aren’t as clueless as the head monk says you are.” 
 
    I directed a black look at the old lady. I wanted to tell her off, but I knew that would not help anything. So, I just stuck out my tongue at her and then looked back at Claire. “Well, I hope your figurine reveals something to you.” 
 
    “And I hope your killing reveals something to you,” she said without a hint of irony. 
 
    I nodded and then looked at Emma. “What about you? What is your truth?” 
 
    Emma laughed. “I’m a scientist. But, I don’t think there is much use for scientists right now.” 
 
    “Actually, maybe you can figure out a way to cure Biff,” I said. 
 
    Emma looked shocked. “What do you mean?” 
 
    After I quickly explained what had happened, Emma stood straight and nodded. “I will find a cure.” She looked at the ender scientists. “Will you help?” 
 
    “Of course we will,” said one of them. 
 
    “Science rocks!” said the other. 
 
    I turned to the Ender King. “Get me out of here, please! I can’t stand being around these nerds. I need to kill a pillager or something.” 
 
    The King laughed. “As do I. Let’s go to HQ and see how the battle plans are coming along.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 57 – Early Morning (Still Dark)  
 
      
 
      
 
    The Ender King, Tina, Zero, Baby Zeke, Harold, and I materialized inside the military HQ. General Eric was there coordinating the activity. There was a flurry of movement, as ender soldiers, mobs, and villagers reported information. The blaze invasion had been stopped, and the remaining blazes had been destroyed. 
 
    But, the damage had been done. 
 
    Reports were that thousands of mobs and villagers had perished in the flames while they slept or during the initial fight with the blazes. Hundreds of buildings were damaged or destroyed. And, General Mrishri was dead. 
 
    It made my blood boil.  
 
    I wanted revenge. 
 
    I felt like a vengeful ghost, ready to haunt Entity 303’s minions for eternity. 
 
    But, a tired ghost. I yawned deeply, without covering my mouth, displaying my teeth and tonsils for the entire room to see. 
 
    “Nasty,” said Tina. 
 
    “Yeah, get some sleep,” said Zero. 
 
    “I’ll sleep when I’m--” 
 
    “Dead. I know,” said the Ender King. “Look, you will be dead if you go into battle like a sleep-deprived zombie.” 
 
    Baby Zeke shot the Ender King a dirty look, but said nothing. 
 
    “Whatever,” I said, pushing my fatigue to the background. “What’s the plan?” 
 
    “I think it is time to take the fight to Entity 303. I have instructed Aditya’s chimera squadron to be ready to teleport to the enemy lines and blend in with Entity 303’s army,” said the Ender King.  
 
    “Can I go with them?” asked Zero. 
 
    “If you want to, but you’ve been through so much. Why don’t you stay here for a day?” suggested Tina. 
 
    “No, I want to help.” 
 
    “Fine then,” said the King. “Go with my ender soldier, Rajdeep. He will take you to where Aditya’s crew is waiting.” 
 
    Zero smiled. “See you later, Jimmy,” he said as he and Rajdeep teleported away. 
 
    “I hope so, kid,” I said. “I hope so.” 
 
    “Jimmy,” said the King, “you need to be ready to teleport with the squad of players behind enemy lines.” 
 
    “Excellent,” I said, rubbing my hands together. “With pleasure.” 
 
    “So, here is the plan. I will engage the main force of Entity 303’s army on the central plain. Once we are engaged, the chimera squad will teleport to the battle lines and blend in. Then, Jimmy, Baby Zeke, and the ender special forces will teleport the players and ninjas behind enemy lines where they will wreak havoc.” 
 
    “Sounds like a great plan, Daddy,” said Tina. “What should I do?” 
 
    The Ender King smiled. “Well, your mother would never forgive me if anything happened to you, but I want you to lead the assault with me. Now that General Mrishri is dead, I need you to assist General Eric as my second in command.” 
 
    Tina looked sad for a moment, but then beamed. “Thank you, Daddy! Yay!” 
 
    “You guys do whatever it is you need to do. I’m going to the wall to see what is happening out there,” I said. 
 
    “Why don’t you get some sleep?” suggested the Ender King. 
 
    I didn’t respond. I just walked away to the wall. 
 
    “Don’t worry, King. I’ll go with him,” said Baby Zeke. 
 
    “Good. Just be back ready to attack by 7:00 o’clock.” 
 
      
 
    *    *    * 
 
      
 
    Baby Zeke, Harold, and I arrived at the wall. We noted a ravager attack far to the east of our position. 
 
    “Still with these hopeless ravager attacks,” I said. 
 
    Baby Zeke tapped his undead lips with one of his stubby, disgusting undead fingers. “He must have another plan. Why would Entity 303 waste these ravagers on attacking a wall he knows they can’t penetrate … at least not when attacking one at a time.” 
 
    “Who cares? He is insane,” I said. 
 
    “Maybe so, but even insanity has its own internal logic,” said Harold. 
 
    For a bird with a brain the size of a pea, Harold was pretty smart. 
 
    “Blah. Don’t dare,” I said as I watched the ravager impact the city wall and explode. Stupid. A waste of life. Futile. Disgusting. 
 
    I knew it was getting close to morning, though still several hours until we would attack, and the sun had yet to begin to discolor the night sky. I sat against the wall, bone tired from my recent battles.  
 
    And that’s when they came. As if from nowhere. 
 
    They screamed and then descended upon me like a pack of ravenous silverfish. But, silverfish was gigantic teeth and tearing talons.  
 
    Phantoms. 
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    They were only attacking me and ignoring everyone else. I had tried to be too dominant. I tried to cheat the laws of nature by not sleeping. And now, I was getting payback. From whom? I had no idea.  
 
    As the phantoms tore into my flesh, I did not immediately fight back. Instead, I thought to myself: Why does Notch create such horrible creatures? I was going to ask him the next time I saw him, assuming I ever did. 
 
    Baby Zeke, unlike me, did not let the phantoms continue to injure me. He slashed at them with his sword, driving them back. Then, he removed a bow from his inventory and began shooting arrows at them rapidly. 
 
    “Get up, you idiot!” said Harold. “Defend yourself!” 
 
    I shook my head and stood up. I felt dizzy for a moment, but then regained my balance. I pulled a crossbow from my inventory and shot at the phantoms as quickly as I could. Working together, Baby Zeke and I finished off the phantoms without a problem. 
 
    After they were all dead, Baby Zeke pulled a bed from his inventory and placed it on the wall. “You aren’t yourself. You need to sleep.” 
 
    “Forget it!” 
 
    Baby Zeke shook his head. “If you don’t sleep, I won’t let you lead those brave players and ninjas to their deaths. You are not fit to command.” 
 
    I exhaled sharply, like I had been punched in the gut. But, I had to admit it. He was right. I was loopy. 
 
    “Ok. You are right. Just, wake me up for battle.” 
 
    Baby Zeke smiled. “I promise. Even The Warrior needs help.” 
 
    I laughed. “And so does the Chosen One.” 
 
    I removed my armor and tossed it on the stone next to the bed. Then, I punched the bed and lied down. It was a comfortable bed, but the baby zombie indent in the mattress was a bit strange. But, I was so tired, it didn’t matter. I fell asleep in seconds. 
 
      
 
    *    *    * 
 
      
 
    My dream started almost immediately. 
 
    The Rainbow Creeper appeared directly. No misdirection or attempt to hide himself. Just straight up creeper. 
 
    “What do you want?” I croaked. “I need to sleep.” 
 
    “You must survive the battle, Jimmy.” 
 
    “Ugh. Yeah, dude, that was my plan.” 
 
    The Rainbow Creeper screamed inside my head. I thought my eardrums would burst. Thankfully, his scream only lasted for a second. 
 
    “Pay attention!” he commanded. 
 
    “Okay, RC, I’m with you.” 
 
    The Rainbow Creeper bent his rectangular body down and stared at me. It was creepy. If I didn’t know any better, I would have thought I was being abducted by aliens.  
 
    “Jimmy, do not allow your anger to take away your reason or logic. If you do, you will die and the blending will be complete.” 
 
    “When have I ever let my anger get the better of me?” I asked. “Besides, you just want me to stop the blending because you will become the Null if I don’t.” 
 
    “Silence!” he yelled. “It is not that simple. If the blending is completed, the consequences will be far greater than my own destruction.” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah. It will be the end of everything, right? Entity 303 will take over the world of the players, right? Whatever.” 
 
    The Rainbow Creeper shook his head sadly. “Why you were one of the Chosen, I have no idea.” 
 
    Wait. What? 
 
    I sat up in bed in my dream. “I thought you chose me and Claire.” 
 
    The Rainbow Creeper shook his head. “I do not have that power.” 
 
    “Well, then, who does?” I was afraid to hear the answer, truth be told. 
 
    “Not who. What.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Dude. Ok, then, what chose us?” 
 
    “The creation stone itself.” 
 
    I sat in stunned silence for a few seconds before asking, “How can a stone chose people? And why?” 
 
    The Rainbow Creeper shook its multi-colored head. “Even I do not know why the stone does what it does. How it chooses is simply a manifestation of its power.” 
 
    I became upset. “If it has that sort of power, then why doesn’t it stop the blending on its own?” 
 
    “I do not know. I can only speculate that whatever created it requires the blending and requires that it either be completed or be stopped.” 
 
    “That makes no sense!” 
 
    “It is what it is,” said the Rainbow Creeper. 
 
    “That is a pathetic response, RC. You owe me more.” 
 
    “I owe you nothing, Jimmy Slade. And you owe me nothing. If you do not want to stop the blending, then give up now. I am not forcing you to do anything. You have free will.” 
 
    Did I? 
 
    “I thought you were a god? Even more powerful than Notch. How can you not know these things?” 
 
    “Even gods have limits. If they did not, the universe would fall apart because the gods would violate the rules by which it operates.” 
 
    “RC, this sounds like some science-y stuff.” 
 
    “It is. The universe is governed by various systems which control its behavior. They are so complex, that no one understands them completely. And that is how it should stay. The moment all the laws are known, chaos is certain to follow.” 
 
    I seriously did not understand anything he said. I wish I could go surfing…. 
 
    “So basically, what you are saying, is that existence is super complicated and we just have to do our best with the knowledge at our disposal, right?” 
 
    “It sounds a bit stupid when you put it that way … but … yes, I suppose that is exactly what I am saying.” 
 
    I smiled. “In that case, I will fight like a demon during the battle and will do my best not to get killed.” 
 
    The Rainbow Creeper sighed. “I guess that is all I can ask … of you.” 
 
    Before I could decide whether the Rainbow Creeper’s last words were an insult, I was shaken awake by Baby Zeke. 
 
    “Jimmy. It is time. The sun has risen and the blending has stabilized. It is time to attack,” said Baby Zeke. 
 
    I looked to the sky. There were three suns. 
 
    How had I slept through the cataclysm of the dawn dimensional shift? 
 
    I jumped out of bed and looked over the wall onto the plain. The lake in which Biff now lived had doubled in size. A small mountain had appeared halfway between Creeper Junction and Entity 303’s forces. A small forest of oak trees replaced part of the flat land of the plains. 
 
    “The world can’t take much more of this, Zeke,” I said. 
 
    “No, it can’t,” he said. “That is why today is the day we defeat Entity 303.” 
 
    “Yay-ah. Let’s get it, booooy!” said Harold. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 57 – The Attack 
 
      
 
      
 
    Baby Zeke, Harold, and I arrived at HQ about five minutes later. I saw the Ender King, General Eric, and Tina across the room directing final preparations for the assault. The Ender King noticed us and waved, indicating we should remain where we were.  
 
    I looked out of a nearby window and saw that our squad of players and ninjas was assembling in the plaza below. Similarly, I saw Aditya’s squad of villager chimeras was also assembling. There were also tens of thousands of ender soldiers, villagers, husks, creepers, chickens, and assorted other allied mobs milling about.  (Yeah, it was a big plaza.) 
 
    After a couple of minutes, the Ender King teleported to our location. “Did you get some sleep?”  
 
    I nodded my head. “But the dreams … hurrr ... I didn’t need those.”  
 
    “To sleep – perchance to dream,” mused the Ender King. “No time to tell me about the dreams. We need to get down to the plaza and inspect the troops.”  
 
    We followed the Ender King and Tina down the stairs and out to the plaza. There had been some chatter before we arrived, but once everyone saw the Ender King, there was a profound silence.  
 
    The Ender King led us to Aditya’s squadron. The Ender King walked up to their leader. “Aditya, is everyone here?”  
 
    Aditya turned to face his soldiers. “Squad! Sound off!”  
 
    “Makai. Zombie pigman chimera.” 
 
    “Rong J. Pillager chimera.” 
 
    “Beckwhs. Evoker chimera.” 
 
    What an odd name! 
 
    “OverTheRainbow14. Zombie pigwoman chimera.” 
 
    “Diablo. Illusioner chimera and inventor.” 
 
    Inventor? I’ll have to introduce him to Emma, if he survives the battle. 
 
    “AquAssassin. Zombie pigman chimera, specializing in daggers.” 
 
    “Luigi. Illusioner chimera, former servant of Entity 303. I have defected to serve Truth.” 
 
    “Zero. You know me. Blaze chimera.” 
 
    Yeah, boy! 
 
    When they had finished their roll call, Aditya turned to the Ender King and said, “All present and accounted for.”  
 
    The Ender King nodded curtly. “Good. And they understand what they need to do?”  
 
    “Of course, Your Highness. Teleport to the enemy lines and blend in. Then, cause as much destruction as possible.”  
 
    “Good. Remain here and be ready to teleport at a moment’s notice.”  
 
    We walked across the plaza, past the throng of infantry troops, toward the location where the players and the ninjas had gathered. The Ender King looked at Baby Zeke. “Baby Zeke, is your squadron all assembled?”  
 
    “Hey, what about me? It’s my squadron too,” I whined.  
 
    The Ender King shook his head. “I have decided to put Baby Zeke in command of this squadron. You had other things on your mind. Plus, he is The Warrior, after all.”  
 
    I guess I deserved that.  
 
    Baby Zeke, sitting astride Harold, turned toward his squadron and said, “Zeke Squad! Sound off!” 
 
    “Viktor. Ninja.” 
 
    “Lollysticks. Ninja.” 
 
    “Swechha. Ninja.” 
 
    “Thunder. Player fighter.” 
 
    “Kevin. Warrior player.” 
 
    “GirlCraft84. Player assassin.” 
 
    “AtomicAdam999. Ninja.” 
 
    “DJ_brine56210. 8-Bit Rambo.” 
 
    What is he talking about? Who is Rambo? 
 
    “Kyle. Ninja.” 
 
    “Excellent job, squad,” said Baby Zeke. He turned to the King. “All present and accounted for.” 
 
    I wish I had a squad. Lame. Baby Zeke isn’t even from this dimension and he gets a squad.   
 
    The Ender King nodded. “Excellent. Wait until my infantry has drawn enough of the main enemy force away from the staging area, and then my ender soldier special forces operators will teleport you behind enemy lines. Then ... kill everything you see.”  
 
    Zeke Squad let out a growl of determination and then cheered loudly.  
 
    I admired their resolve, but I knew many of them would not return from battle. In fact, maybe I wouldn’t return. But after my dream of the Rainbow Creeper, I had a feeling he would be looking after me. If he could.  
 
    “Okay, Zeke Squad,” said the Ender King. “All of you up to the wall. My special forces soldiers are waiting up there. Baby Zeke will observe the battle and ensure that you and my soldiers teleport at the proper moment.”  
 
    Zeke and I led the way as Zeke Squad marched to the wall. We stood there, leaning against the ramparts of the wall, and staring out at the plain which was now disfigured by so many different structures and biomes and items and plants that had blended from other dimensions.  
 
    We watched in awe as the gate to Creeper Junction opened and one hundred creepers, including nearly fifty charged creepers, marched in a straight line directly toward Entity 303’s army.  
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    When the enemy finally saw what was happening, they sent about 500 pillagers and a dozen ravagers toward the creepers. The creepers continued marching directly toward the enemy. They did not flinch at the large raiding party bearing down upon them. I looked down the wall to my left. The Creeper King stood there proudly watching his men march to their deaths in service of the survival of Minecraft.  
 
    The creepers continued toward the enemy. The pillagers and ravagers continued toward the creepers. It would be a massive collision. That is, it would have been, if the creepers were not about to do what they had planned.  
 
    When the first pillager made contact with one of the creepers, all the creepers simultaneously exploded, creating a massive trench several blocks deep and wide. At least half of the enemy was killed, either by the explosion or by falling into the trench.  The surviving pillagers and ravagers could not cross it without substantial infill work.   
 
    As the enemy troops were wandering around in a daze trying to determine what to do next, several thousand ender soldiers, villagers, mobs, and players, led by the Ender King and General Eric, teleported to the far side of the trench and engaged the enemy. The pillagers were overwhelmed in a short matter of time. The surprise attack had caught Entity 303’s soldiers off guard. I saw numerous plumes of dust on the horizon as enemy soldiers got ready for battle and rushed toward the Ender King’s force which was now advancing quickly toward the assembled force of Entity 303.  
 
    I looked at Baby Zeke. “Should we go now?”  
 
    Zeke shook his head. “We need to let Aditya and his villager chimeras get in there first. Do more damage. Distract more troops.”  
 
    Now I know why they called him The Warrior. Military tactics were instinctual to him. Even if he did seem like a pathetic little wimp playing pretend soldier on his stupid chicken. Appearances can be deceiving.  
 
    As the assembled mass of Entity 303’s army closed in on the thousands-strong force of the ender soldiers, a much larger force of 10,000 ender soldiers along with the villager chimeras teleported right to lines of the advancing enemy. It was difficult to see from this distance, but I could tell that many of the chimeras were beginning to integrate into the enemy forces.  
 
    I could also see that dozens of ender soldiers were dying. They were taking dozens of pillagers and zombie pigmen with them. It was a bloodbath.  
 
    I looked at Baby Zeke. “Now?”  
 
    He nodded his head. He raised his hand to indicate to the ender special forces operators that it was time to go. They approached us and each grabbed one of us. The one who grabbed my shoulder looked at me and said, “Avi reporting for duty, Sir Jimmy. Do you want to teleport yourself?”  
 
    I looked at him and shook my head. “Just Jimmy, please. And, Avi, you’re the teleportation expert. We don’t want to mess this up.”  
 
    The Ender soldier nodded his head. “I won’t let you down.” 
 
    Baby Zeke, already in his dominant jockey formation, raised his sword in the air. “On the count of three, we teleport. The entry location we’ve chosen should be isolated enough that we will not be detected. But, be ready for anything.”  
 
    I saw the players and ninjas nod their heads.  
 
    “If you can’t hear me give any orders, or if I should die, your task is to kill as many of the enemy as possible. If you can survive, great. If not, sacrifice your life willingly for the world of Minecraft. And also for your own world, which Entity 303 intends to conquer.”  
 
    The players all flexed and then grunted their agreement. It was as if a cloud of dominance was forming from our group’s collective determination. The cloud alone could probably have defeated half of Entity 303’s army.  
 
    But, that is ridiculous. One does not fight with clouds; one fights with swords, and bows, and tridents. And we had plenty of those with us.  
 
    Baby Zeke, still with his sword in the air, said, “One. Two. Three.”  
 
    We teleported. 
 
    When we materialized, we were behind a small hill located on the back side of Entity 303’s encampment. Fortunately, there were no enemy forces in the vicinity. We gathered together as closely as we could in order to discuss our next move.  
 
    “I want half of the special forces soldiers to move in first,” said Baby Zeke. “Go directly over the hill and scout ahead, killing any enemy you find.  Scout for a few minutes, then return here with your report.”  
 
    Half of the special forces soldiers began sneaking away. The other half stayed with us in case any enemy showed.  
 
    Lollysticks, one of the ninjas, approached Baby Zeke. “Zeke, you know we ninjas normally fight alone. I think if you let us go, we can do much more damage than if stayed with you.”  
 
    Baby Zeke nodded his head. “That’s a good idea, but let’s wait for the special forces to return before you ninjas go out on your own.”  
 
    We sat there waiting for a few minutes. The entire time we could hear explosions and shouts. Yelling and screaming. Cries of agony and exaltation. It was coming from the plain where the battle raged. Even though we were several hundred blocks away from the main battle, the sound carried clearly to our ears. 
 
    The special forces soldiers eventually returned. They had killed about a dozen stragglers, but had not otherwise been seen. It was clear to them that the majority of the enemy army had been dispatched to the main battle. The only ones remaining behind seemed to be a few troops as well as some villagers and zombie pigmen in charge of supplies.  
 
    Baby Zeke nodded his head. “Good. Then they should be easy pickings.” Zeke looked over at the ninjas. “Okay. I want you to go off on your own. Other than killing any enemy you see, your priority should be finding munitions and weapons and destroying them. Got it?”  
 
    The ninjas all smiled and dashed off in opposite directions, content to perpetrate their silent and solitary murder against Entity 303’s troops.  
 
    Now, only the special forces operators and the players remained. “We are going to break into three groups,” commanded Baby Zeke. “Half of the special forces soldiers will go around the right flank. The other half will take the left flank. Jimmy and I will take the players through the middle.” 
 
    They nodded. Flexed their muscles. Tapped swords on shields. Bounced on the balls of their feet. Ready.  
 
    Baby Zeke continued. “And remember what I told the ninjas. Our priority is to destroy munitions and weapons, but be sure to kill any enemy you see. Also, and I know this will sound harsh, but we don’t have time to save anyone. You’ll have to administer your own first aid. Our success in this battle is paramount; the survival of individuals is secondary. Normally, I don’t leave anyone behind. But today, we may have to.”  
 
    Everyone understood. I could tell some of the players were nervous and possibly regretting their decision to volunteer for the war. But, it was too late now.  
 
    I pulled out my diamond sword and equipped my diamond shield on my left arm. “Let’s go do some killing,” I snarled. 
 
    

  

 
   
     
 
      
 
    Day 57 – The Battle 
 
      
 
      
 
    And so our role in the battle for the soul of Minecraft had begun.  
 
    Baby Zeke and I led the group of players over the hill. We saw the epic confrontation of the two armies, one good; one evil. The spectacle of tens of thousands of mobs battling to decide whether Minecraft would survive or be destroyed was the most awe-inspiring and terrible thing I had ever seen.  
 
    Baby Zeke rode Harold down the hill, and we all followed quickly. The first enemy we encountered was a group of six zombie pigmen who were guarding several dozen cows, part of the enemy’s food supply. Baby Zeke stopped Harold, and they turned around to avoid being seen. 
 
    “Gather up, players,” said Baby Zeke quietly. Once they were all close enough, Baby Zeke whispered, “We will go straight at them. There’s only six of them. If we rush in there quickly, it should be a quick battle.”  
 
    There was no dissent.  
 
    Baby Zeke and Harold led the charge against the zombie pigmen. Zeke was able to slash one in the back before any of them noticed we were there. The rest turned around and shouted in surprise ... but only briefly. The players swarmed the remaining zombie pigmen and put them out of their misery within seconds. I helped Zeke finish off the last zombie pigman.  
 
    As the zombie pigman’s body disappeared into a puff of smoke, Baby Zeke sighed. “I’m glad my friend Otis is not here. He’s a baby zombie pigman. He would not like having to kill his own kind.”  
 
    “I know who Otis is. I read your books,” I said.  
 
    “Oh yeah, I forgot,” said Baby Zeke. With the zombie pigmen dead, I walked over to the corral holding the cows and opened the swinging door. The cows began to slowly wander out of the corral and off in search of grass on which to graze.  
 
    We continued through the makeshift structures Entity 303’s army had constructed. Most of the structures were rustic and unsophisticated, just four walls, a door, and a single, small window high in each wall. Inside, were many beds, indicating the structures served as sleeping quarters. At this moment, of course, they were all empty because their residents were fighting on the plain in the distance.  
 
    As we crept between the buildings, we came around the corner and confronted an illusioner. He saw us and quickly began to cast a spell of vision obscuring. But before he could complete the spell, AtomicAdam999 the ninja snuck up behind him and took his life.  
 
    I looked over at the ninja and gave him a thumbs-up. The ninja disappeared as quickly as he had appeared.  
 
    I looked at Baby Zeke. “Those ninjas give me the creeps.”  
 
    Baby Zeke nodded and then pointed at one of the players and said, “Thunder, take half of the players with you and fan out to the left. Kill whoever you come across.”  
 
    Thunder nodded and then selected half of his compatriots. They then dispersed to the left.  
 
    Baby Zeke pointed at another player. “GirlCraft84, you do the same, except go to the right.”  
 
    GirlCraft 84 nodded her head and went to the right with the remaining players.  Baby Zeke, Harold, and I pushed forward alone.  
 
    And push forward we did. During the next ten minutes, we killed nearly one hundred villager traitors and zombie pigmen who had been left behind to guard supplies. There were also a couple of slimes and magma cubes here and there, but they weren’t too difficult.  
 
    I almost felt bad about what we were doing. It was so easy to kill these pathetic, helpless mobs. Our superiority was clear. At least against the enemy who remained in this camp.  
 
    We arrived at another small hill and crawled to the top, keeping ourselves low the ground to avoid detection. When Baby Zeke and I got to the top of the hill, we saw that the rest of Entity 303’s camp had essentially been abandoned. I turned to Baby Zeke. “Do you think they are all down there at the main battle?”  
 
    Baby Zeke scratched his chin in thought. He scratched too hard and a piece of flesh peeled off. A breeze blew the distinctive, putrid odor of this new wound into my nostrils. It was all I could do to keep from vomiting. I swallowed hard, attempting to counteract my gag reflex.  
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    “It appears that they are,” said Baby Zeke, oblivious to his own stench. “How large do you think Entity 303’s army is anyway? 30,000? And we’ve only seen a few dozen soldiers back here.”  
 
    I nodded my head. “It seems that our presence here is not very useful.”  
 
    But, I had spoken too soon. Less than one second after I had finished speaking, a tremendous explosion erupted to our right and in the rear of the camp. Someone on our side had found Entity 303’s munitions dump where he stored his TNT.  
 
    As the shaking of the ground subsided, I looked toward the battle. I could make out many of the pillagers on Entity 303’s side turning around, attempting to see what had caused the explosion. The Ender King’s forces took advantage of their distraction to rush forward and continue their killing rampage.  
 
    It was at that moment it dawned on me that I had yet to see Entity 303 during this battle. In fact, I had not seen him since he killed Clayton and Cynthia Dretsky. I had assumed he would be floating above the scene of the battle, pretending to be super dominant.  
 
    But, he was nowhere.  
 
    I began to wonder:  Did Entity 303 have a plan to which we were blind?  
 
    “Maybe we should gather everyone together and have the special forces soldiers teleport us to the battle?” I suggested to Baby Zeke. “We probably could do more good there than here.”  
 
    Zeke nodded his head. “I think that’s a great idea. Let me just get a firework out of my inventory. That was the signal we agreed on as a rallying call.”  
 
    Baby Zeke quickly launched the firework. It exploded.  
 
    And then … 
 
    So did the entire battlefield on the plain! 
 
    A gigantic hole, created by what must have been thousands of blocks of TNT hidden under the ground, had opened in the plain and swallowed more than half of the combatants on both sides. To my horror, it appeared to me from this distance that the Ender King was among them.  
 
    Not the King. Please not the King. The only thing keeping me sane was the thought that I had been mistaken and the King had not been killed by the explosion. 
 
    I screamed out loud. “Entity 303! You are evil! You are a cheater!”  
 
    I looked at Baby Zeke. “We need to get down there. Right now! We need to help them finish off Entity 303’s army.”  
 
    “I agree,” said Baby Zeke. “Let’s just wait for everyone to arrive at the rally point, and we will teleport as a group.” 
 
    He was right. We should wait.  
 
    It took about a minute for everyone to get there. As we were pairing off with the ender soldiers in order to teleport to the battle, there was another horrific explosion. This time, directly under our feet.  
 
    The force of the explosion flung me into the air. I was spinning rapidly in all directions. I lost my sense of direction and eventually landed with a thud on the ground. I was dazed. My health bar was down to only three hearts.  
 
    In my semi-conscious state, I managed to reach into my inventory and grab a potion of healing. I drank it quickly and soon was feeling better, though still a little dizzy. I stood up and looked back to where the explosion had been.  
 
    Carnage.  
 
    Where before there had been nearly a dozen players and ninjas as well as a sizable force of ender special forces soldiers, now I saw only drop piles.  
 
    Two ender soldiers walked around in a daze. Only three players were still alive. Baby Zeke and Harold were nowhere to be seen.  
 
    “Baby Zeke! Harold! Where are you?” I began to desperately search through the rubble. He couldn’t be dead. He was The Warrior. He couldn’t die.  
 
    I removed a pickaxe from my inventory and began to mine through piles of rubble, hoping that I could find Baby Zeke and Harold alive somewhere beneath the rubble.  
 
    But all I found were drop piles containing the remnants of the lives of players snuffed out by the booby-trap explosion underneath the enemy army camp. I took some comfort from the fact that the spirits of the players would return to their own world and be alive there, even though their Minecraft lives were destroyed forever.  
 
    As I momentarily paused my frantic digging to wipe sweat from my brow, I thought I heard a clucking noise to my right. I looked over and saw movement behind a small shrub. I rushed over and saw that it was a chicken. “Harold? Is that you?”  
 
    “It is. Am I still alive?”  
 
    “I hope so, otherwise I’m dead too,” I said.  
 
    Harold suddenly realized that he wasn’t with Baby Zeke. “Where’s Zeke? Have you found him?”  
 
    I shook my head sadly. “I have no idea where he is.”  
 
    Harold joined me in the search, tears of sorrow welling in his eyes. The handful of surviving players, ninjas, and ender soldiers also joined. We searched for nearly five minutes with no luck. 
 
    Harold, now crying a stream of tears, the truth of Zeke’s death finally and fully registering on Harold’s tiny chicken mind, looked to the heavens and yelled, “Curse you Notch! How could you have taken ---.” But then Harold suddenly went silent. His mouth flopped open and closed a few times before he smiled broadly. He pointed with a wing. “There he is!” 
 
    I looked to where Harold was pointing. Baby Zeke was in a tree. Apparently, the force of the explosion had blown him to the top of the tree. Somehow, he had landed on top of a bed that had also been blown up into the tree. In fact, Baby Zeke was actually asleep!!!  
 
    The Warrior. What a lucky guy!  
 
    One of the ender soldiers teleported up to the top of the tree and woke him up. They teleported back down. Baby Zeke stretched and yawned. “What happened? I was having the weirdest dream. I dreamt there was a huge explosion.”  
 
    “There was a huge explosion. Almost everyone who was with us is dead.”  
 
    Baby Zeke looked around and saw the reality of the situation. He shook his head sadly. “Where is Entity 303? I want to personally take his life,” said Baby Zeke.  
 
    I shook my head. “No chance. I’ve got dibs on that.”  
 
    I turned around and looked at the carnage. I could still smell the burning flesh of my allies. And then out on the plain, the gaping hole that had swallowed so many Minecraft patriots. Including … could it really be true? … the Ender King himself.  
 
    I began to twitch with anxiety. Anger rising inside of me. I couldn’t let Entity 303 get away with this. The edges of my vision began to turn red. I would not let him get away with this. I would find him. I needed to find him. I would kill him.  
 
    But how? How could I find that horrible, terrible, waste of space?  
 
    And that’s when it hit me. From the air. I needed to get up in the air. I need to fly above everything. I needed to get up there and see what I could see. Destroy what I could destroy.  
 
    I didn’t care anymore.  
 
    I would do it.  
 
    I would tap into the wither strength inside of me. 
 
    I looked at Baby Zeke. “Be sure to tell everyone it’s me so they don’t attack me.” 
 
    “What?” he said. “Why?” 
 
    I did not answer or explain. Instead, I would show him.  
 
    I searched deep inside myself for the vibration of the wither. I soon found it. As I began to go inward to transform myself, I tapped into something else; something unknown. I felt an even stronger power. Something even more fantastic than just the wither. I embraced it. As I did, I could see my few remaining allies, including Baby Zeke, backing away from me, looks of fear on their faces.  
 
    I let the feeling flow through me. It was only a matter of time. I felt the transformation occur.  
 
    And then, I flapped my gigantic dragon wings and took flight.  
 
    I had become the Ender Dragon. 
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    As I flew higher and higher into the air, I surveyed the plain. I could tell that the combatants had seen me. They were in shock. The endermen recovered more quickly and cheered loudly. The pillagers, zombie pigmen, and their allies began to run.  
 
    But, I would not let them escape.  
 
    I flew low and strafed them with fireballs and dragon breath. They were no match for me. Their screams of agony were a soothing symphony to my ears.  
 
    A few of the enemy held their nerve and shot me with arrows from bows and crossbows, but they did very little damage compared to my strafing runs.  
 
    I made four attack runs before I had killed almost every single one of Entity 303’s followers. The smell of their burned flesh was a perfume to my dragon nostrils.  
 
    I descended and then landed near a group of ender soldiers. I spoke in a deep, guttural, growling voice, “Where is the Ender King? Has he survived?”  
 
    One of the endermen nodded his head. “Barely. We teleported him back to Creeper Junction for treatment. He might not make it.”  
 
    I screamed with rage. My powerful dragon voice echoing across the plain. I noticed a few pillagers riding upon the backs of ravagers trying to make their escape.  
 
    But I wouldn’t let them.  
 
    I took flight again and easily caught up with them. I dropped several fireballs on them and they perished in the flames.  
 
    I flew back toward the location where I had left Baby Zeke and the remnants of Zeke Squad. They were already gone, on their way to joining the survivors on our side, no doubt. I strafed the abandoned buildings of the enemy camp with my fireballs, burning it all, purifying the landscape with my flames.  
 
    I roared in triumph, angled my wings, and then flew toward Creeper Junction.  
 
    The citizens of the city had not seen my transformation. They were shocked to see the Ender Dragon in the Overworld. They probably thought it was another manifestation of the blending, that I was the real Ender Dragon who had been pulled away from his true home.  
 
    I landed in the main plaza of Creeper Junction, where less than an hour ago we had discussed our battle plans with the Ender King.  
 
    Emma and the Ender scientists rushed towards me. Emma spoke first. “Oh, great Ender Dragon. Thank you for destroying Entity 303’s army. How did you manage to get to the Overworld?”  
 
    Always the scientist, she was. Always looking for the explanation.  
 
    I shook my wings and my neck and transformed back to my villager form right before their eyes.  
 
    I watched as Emma’s eyes rolled up into her skull and she fainted from the shock. The two ender scientists fainted as well. 
 
    I have to admit, it is pretty cool to be able to make people faint from shock.  
 
    I rushed over to Emma and slapped her face a few times until she regained consciousness.  
 
    She laughed. “That’s a change. You slapping my face to bring me back to consciousness.”  
 
    I ignored her stupid joke.  
 
    “Emma, have you seen Entity 303? As far as I could tell, he was nowhere near the battle.”  
 
    Emma shook her head.  
 
    “What about the Ender King? Is he still alive?”  
 
    A tear came to Emma’s face. “Barely. All the top ender physicians have arrived from the End. The Ender Queen has assumed leadership. Tina is inconsolable.”  
 
    I felt a lump in my throat. How could this happen to the Ender King? It was impossible. He was just about the most dominant mob in all of Minecraft. Only Herobrine, Entity 303, Notch, and the Rainbow Creeper were more dominant.  
 
    Maybe I should add myself to the list. Not trying to be arrogant, just honest.  
 
    I began to shake uncontrollably. If the Ender King died, what would we do?  
 
    Emma suddenly gasped. “The battle. Entity 303 never cared about the outcome. It was all a distraction from Entity 303’s real plan.”  
 
    I knew what she was thinking. “Claire!” I shouted.  
 
    “Come on, follow me,” said Emma breathlessly. 
 
    “Wait for me!” shouted Baby Zeke. He and Harold must have raced to the city in their jockey formation once they saw that I was flying to Creeper Junction.  
 
    The three of us – well, four, I guess, counting Harold – rushed to the bakery where Herobrine had taken me before. I went into the back and pushed against the door. But the rocks Herobrine had placed there were still behind it. I couldn’t budge the door.  
 
    But, nothing was going to stop me from getting to Claire. Nothing. 
 
    I quickly transformed myself into a blaze and burned through the wall. Then, I returned to my villager form. 
 
    Emma, Baby Zeke, and Harold looked at me with astonishment. 
 
    “Come on,” I said. “You can have my autograph later. Every second counts if we are going to save Claire.”  
 
    We rushed down the corridor and then down the stairs. We came to the room where Claire and the head monk had been the last I met them.  
 
    “Darn it. I forgot. They were going to go to the lake to pray.”  
 
    “I know how to get there, Jimmy,” said Emma.  
 
    We went back into the corridor and we ran up and down stairs and around various corners and passages for about five minutes. It reminded me of the time Emma saved me from my enslavement in the Nether.  
 
    Ah. Those were the good old days. Simple enslavement. Not the end of the world.  
 
    We came to an oddly shaped door and Emma punched it open. We rushed in and felt the cool air rising from the surface of the underground lake. The lake that the explosion of the two wandering creepers had discovered many years ago. The lake into which Herobrine took us when we had traveled to the beta dimension. 
 
    We ran along the shore calling for Claire. Calling for the head monk. But we found no one. We heard nothing.  
 
    “Where are the destroyer endermen?” I asked. “You would think they would have posted a guard by the entrance.  
 
    Emma nodded her head with concern. “I’m worried.” 
 
    “So am I,” said Baby Zeke. 
 
    “Agreed,” said Harold.  
 
    We kept running along the shore. But, before long, we came to something that stopped us in our tracks.  
 
    There was a pile of pain pebbles. The same pain pebbles normally carried by the head monk. And, beside the pebbles, was Claire’s Rainbow Creeper figurine!  
 
    I fell to my knees and began to sob. “It’s their drop piles! Entity 303 killed them!”  
 
    Emma fell to her knees and put her arm around me. She was sobbing too. We had failed. Without Claire, we could never stop the blending. We might as well just give up. Entity 303 had won. 
 
    Baby Zeke looked on sorrowfully as Emma and I heaved sobs of sorrow and woe.  
 
    But in the midst of our mourning we heard slow raspy breathing behind us.  
 
    Entity 303?  
 
    I pulled my sword and leapt toward the breathing, ready to destroy whatever it was. But it was not Entity 303. It was Derek, the leader of the destroyer endermen!  
 
    He had been tied to a post with rainbow-colored ropes to prevent him from teleporting away. An ingenious device was spilling small drops of lava on his legs, torturing him but not doing enough damage to quite kill him.  
 
    I untied the rainbow-colored ropes and dragged him away from the lava. I administered to him a healing potion, pouring it into his mouth. I had to massage his throat to get him to swallow it. Fortunately, we had arrived in time, and he began to recover.  
 
    “What happened here? Did Entity 303 kill Claire and the head monk?”  
 
    The destroyer enderman shook his head. “Not both of them. Just the head monk. He surprised us. He was so fast.” The destroyer enderman shook his head. He had failed in his mission to protect Claire. “I deserve to be dead.”  
 
    “So what happened to Claire then?” asked Emma.  
 
    “He took her to the beta dimension. He kept me alive to make sure I told you.”  
 
    I looked at Emma and Baby Zeke. “We have to save her.”  
 
    “Entity 303 knew you would say that. That’s why he took Claire. He said it was to lure you to the beta dimension so he could capture you too and use you to help him cross over into the world of the players,” said the destroyer enderman before his lungs were racked with a fit of coughing.  
 
    “I don’t care what he thinks he’s going to do. I’m going there to kill him. And he will never cross into the world of the players. I don’t care if the blending happens or not now. I just want vengeance ... and to free Claire.”  
 
    The destroyer enderman pulled himself to a standing position, having recovered enough from his wounds to be able to at least accomplish that. “In that case, I’m coming with you.”  
 
    “And so are we!” said Baby Zeke and Harold. 
 
    Emma nodded. “Of course, you know I’m coming.”  
 
    “So how do we get to this beta dimension?” asked Baby Zeke.  
 
    I looked at the destroyer enderman. “You can get us there, right big guy?”  
 
    He looked sad. “I’m afraid I can’t. The Rainbow Creeper sent me and my men into your dimension by some means which are a mystery to me. I really have no idea how to get back.”  
 
    I kicked the dirt and cursed. “Netherrack.”  
 
    “Now now now, Jimmy. Don’t get upset,” said Herobrine. “I’ll take you. I’ll take all of you.”  
 
    I rushed over to Herobrine and punched him in the gut. He doubled-over with pain. “What’s the big idea?” he wheezed. “Why did you do that?” 
 
    “Why weren’t you here to protect them?” I asked. “I thought you said you would be here?” 
 
    Herobrine coughed. “I was here. I had just gone to the surface to watch the battle. After you transformed into the Ender Dragon, which was totally sick by the way, not gonna lie, I watched you go to work.” Herobrine paused and sighed sadly. “It must have been then that Entity 303 made his move.” 
 
    I wasn’t sure whether I believed Herobrine or not.  
 
    Could he be in on this with Entity 303? Maybe to get revenge for always playing second fiddle to Notch? No, it couldn’t be. I had seen Entity 303 torturing Herobrine after all…. 
 
    “I guess that makes sense,” I said.  
 
    Emma reached down and gathered up the pain pebbles that the head monk had dropped when she was murdered by Entity 303. She put them into her inventory. Then she picked up Claire’s figurine. She turned it over in her hands lovingly and then held it out to me. “I think it’s best if you hold on to this.”  
 
    I took the figurine into my hands and looked at its well-worn features. I thought about how much it meant to Claire. I thought about how many times she must have rubbed it for comfort and solace during the dark times of her life. 
 
    And now Entity 303 had taken it away from her, just like he had taken her away from me.  
 
    I would not let him get away with this.  
 
    I would make him pay.  
 
    I’m coming for you Claire.  
 
    I’m coming for you. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    End of Book 15 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    A Note from Dr. Block 
 
      
 
      
 
    I hope you all liked this book.  Please leave a review on Amazon and let me know what you thought. Just swipe right on your device once or twice, and the option to leave a review should appear. 
 
    Guys, I know some of you liked the cliffhanger in Book 14 and a few of you complained a bit. And, obviously, there is a cliffhanger in this book, but not quite so severe as Book 14. Anyway, I want to let you know that by the end of Book 16, most (or maybe all???) of the answers to the riddles of Surfer Villager – the blending, the Chosen Ones, the creation stone, the Rainbow Creeper – will be revealed! 
 
    If you want to read Book 16 now, click one of the links below, or go to Amazon and search for “Surfer Villager 16”: 
 
      
 
    Amazon USA 
 
    Amazon India 
 
    Amazon Canada 
 
    Amazon UK 
 
    Amazon Australia 
 
      
 
    Don’t forget to follow my Instagram (@drblockbooks) or sign up for my email list (at www.drblockbooks.com) if you want to get announcements when each new book comes out. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sincerely, 
 
    Dr. Block 
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