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    Guys, I am sorry this book took so long to get out. I had hoped to release it by the second week of October, but some other things came up.  I had some writer’s block with the Surfer Villager series, so I took a break and wrote book 2 in the Werewolf Steve series first. That really helped to clear my head, and then I went to work in earnest on this book. Actually, once I got through my writer’s block, it only took me about two weeks to write this book.  
 
    I vow, barring catastrophe, to get SV17 out within 30 days of publication of this book. 
 
    Also, I wanted to mention that I was really inspired by the announcements at MineCon 2019, so I have included some of the mobs and biomes that were announced by Mojang.  Of course, since those mobs and biomes have not been implemented into the Minecraft game at the time I am writing this book, I hope you like how I used the announced mobs and biomes in this story. 
 
    I am extremely grateful for all of the reviews you have left for SV16. It is really amazing and overwhelming. Now, without further ado, here is the list of reviewers’ names as of October 19, 2019: 
 
      
 
    United States 
 
      
 
    Liora 
 
    Wozalawena 
 
    Citrus 
 
    Nathan 
 
    TheSkeletonKing101 
 
    Kevin 
 
    AllegedMedusa 
 
    DarkWarrior505 
 
    JDNinja100 
 
    NevertheEND 
 
    Amir 
 
    Kindle Guy 
 
    NOTENTITY303 (Trellion) 
 
    EpicGamerImpossible (aka General Eric) 
 
    CreeperKing672 (aka DJ) 
 
    Steve 
 
    Bob1234 
 
    Kyle 
 
    Wei6 
 
    Thunder 
 
    Amy F;) 
 
    Hendrik 
 
    DJ_brine56210 
 
    M.H. (zombie foxes??? Whoa!) 
 
    A.W. Samuel 
 
    Coolbenio 
 
    JDcrashed 
 
    Solstice 
 
    LJ 
 
    SoyLover 
 
    Mr. Gibson 
 
    becky spagnuolo 
 
    Slayerwolf 
 
    Flamesword5999 
 
    Jacob 
 
    Malia 
 
    XxKcatxX 
 
    Jason 
 
      
 
    India 
 
      
 
    Adarsh 
 
    Avi the Great 
 
    Luigi [… I think …] 
 
    Aditya 
 
    Nanda Vishal 
 
    Astro Tomato 
 
    Srivardh 
 
    Rajdeep 
 
    AquaBerserker 
 
    Jason Knight 322 
 
      
 
    United Kingdom 
 
      
 
    Janam 
 
    Leo 
 
    R Tanner-Tremaine 
 
    Pixlee Master 
 
    Rose Hall 
 
    Emile 
 
    Cooper (aka CJ) 
 
      
 
    Canada 
 
      
 
    Ying Duan 
 
      
 
    Australia 
 
      
 
    No reviews! 
 
    :( 
 
      
 
      
 
    And now, without any further delay, turn the page for Surfer Villager 16!!! 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 47 – To the Beta Dimension  
 
      
 
      
 
    Just like the last time we had visited the beta dimension, Herobrine led us down into the depths of the ritual lake located deep beneath Creeper Junction. And, just like the last time, I had difficulty following the light from his sea lantern down into the depths. It wasn’t just the murky water. I was distracted by thoughts of Claire and Entity 303. 
 
    How could I possibly defeat him? He had been able to out maneuver and out think me and even the Ender King at every juncture.  
 
    I thought back to that biography we had found in Mr. Blaze’s bookshop so many weeks ago which said that Entity 303 was going to destroy Minecraft, but which didn’t provide any details. I was so frustrated. I felt like I was helping Entity 303 write his own victory story.  
 
    I kept swimming down in the water and looked to my sides and saw all my friends – well, most of them anyway – swimming with me. There was Emma, Derek the destroyer enderman, Baby Zeke and Harold, and of course Herobrine leading away.  
 
    It was funny to see Baby Zeke and Harold swimming in the water. They had decided to remain in their jockey formation because Zeke was afraid he might turn into a drowned if he were swimming alone as a solitary zombie. Herobrine assured him that that was not going to happen. I sure hoped that would not happen because a drowned jockey would be an impossibility. Anytime it was exposed to sunlight, the baby drowned would burst into flames, likely killing his steed. Unless they only operated at night, which would totally cramp Baby Zeke’s style. 
 
    I was sad though that Biff wasn’t with me. He was still wandering around in a lake on the plains outside of Creeper Junction with D.J.. At least, I hoped they were still there. Who knows what may have changed because of the blending? 
 
    And, I was very sad that the Ender King and Princess Tina were not with us. The Ender King might die regardless of what I did in the beta dimension. His wounds were serious. Tina was clever and funny, a good companion on a quest. I would miss her wit.   
 
    I stopped my reverie and looked back at Herobrine, continuing to swim further into the depths. And then, just like the last time we went to the beta dimension, I lost sight of Herobrine.  
 
    Unfortunately, I knew what was coming.  
 
    I was going to see something awful. I was going to experience my own death. Nevertheless, I swam onward, knowing that it wouldn’t be real. Knowing that it was something I had to suffer in order to cross to the other side.  
 
    But for some reason, nothing happened.  
 
    I was swimming down into the depths and then before I knew it, I was swimming up. I saw light coming from above me. As I quickened my strokes and swam toward the surface of the ocean, a beta dimension drowned zombie tried to attack me. I wasn’t in the mood for any of his nonsense, so drew my diamond sword and killed him with one blow.  
 
    I broke the surface and then swam to the nearby shore.  I crawled onto the beach, tired from my long, breathless swim, but otherwise I felt fine. Herobrine was standing on the beach smiling.  
 
    “How come I didn’t have one of those death experiences this time?” I asked.  
 
    Herobrine suddenly had a concerned look on his face. “I’m not sure. You should’ve had one. That’s the cost of crossing into the beta dimension.”  
 
    I looked out at the ocean and saw some pretty sick waves breaking. I wished I could go surfing. I had my surfboard and trunks with me, as always. But, there was no time to waste.  
 
    I stood next to Herobrine as I watched Emma and then Baby Zeke and Harold emerge from the water. I rushed over to Emma. “Did you have one of those death experiences like last time?”  
 
    She shook her head. “I kept waiting for it, but it never came.”  
 
    I took a few steps over to where Baby Zeke and Harold were regaining their breath. “What about you guys? Did you feel like you died before you crossed over?”  
 
    They looked at me like I was an idiot. “What are you talking about? Like, a drowned attack or something?” said Harold.  
 
    “Well, the last time we came to the beta dimension we had to suffer the vision of own deaths. I actually felt as though I had drowned. Herobrine says it should have happened this time too, but it didn’t.”  
 
    Harold looked at Baby Zeke. “It’s sort of like going through the end nectar, I guess.”  
 
    Baby Zeke nodded. I recalled his description of the end nectar from his diaries, like a thick goo in which all movement and speech was prevented and you always felt on the verge of suffocation. I’m glad I never had to endure that.  
 
    Baby Zeke looked at me with concern. “I wonder if it has something to do with Entity 303? Maybe he’s changed how things are working already?”  
 
    “Or, maybe it has something to do with the blending,” suggested Harold.  
 
    Finally Derek the destroyer enderman emerged from the water. He heaved himself onto the beach, gasping for breath. I rushed over to him. “Derek! Are you okay?” 
 
    “I will be in a moment,” he said breathlessly. 
 
    I gave him a few seconds before asking, “What about you? Did you have a near-death experience while you were swimming and crossing over?”  
 
    Derek shook his head. “I should have though. It’s a defense mechanism that was installed by the Rainbow Creeper to guard his home dimension. The absence of the protective death barrier concerns me greatly.”  
 
    After we all had regained our breath and gathered together, I said, “So what should we do now? Head for the control room where we implemented the Update Aquatic? Do you think that’s where Entity 303 probably is?”  
 
    Baby Zeke nodded. “Based on your description of the control room, I’d say that’s almost certainly where he is.”  
 
    Derek raised his hands to indicate we should chill out a bit. “I think we should stop by the Destroyer Ender Fortress in order to gather some more soldiers. We need to be prepared for anything.”  
 
    Herobrine nodded his head. “I agree. It would be helpful to have some backup, just in case.”  
 
    Derek looked at us and said, “I can teleport Emma and Baby Zeke and Harold. Since Jimmy and Herobrine can both teleport themselves, they can follow me to the fortress. It should only take a few minutes.”  
 
    “Sounds good to me,” I said. Sweet. I can flex my teleportation skills.  
 
    Derek reached out and put one hand on Emma’s shoulder and the other on Baby Zeke’s shoulder. Zeke was sitting atop Harold. I was waiting for them to vanish, but nothing happened. I saw a confused look cross Derek’s face. After a second passed, another confused look disrupted his visage. Derek flexed his muscles a few times but then he let go of Emma and Zeke.  
 
    Derek shook his head. “I can’t teleport. I don’t know what’s happening.”  
 
    “Let me see what I can do,” I said.  
 
    I focused on a rock about twenty blocks away and picked up its vibe and then tapped into my teleportation power. But nothing happened.  
 
    What the heck?!?   
 
    I looked at Derek. “I can’t do it either.”  
 
    Herobrine chuckled a little bit. “Make way for the master.”  
 
    I watched as Herobrine snapped his fingers, but nothing happened. A look of confusion and horror crossed Herobrine’s face. “I can’t teleport either. What in the name of the Null is happening?”  
 
    “Let me try something else,” I said. I then attempted to summon evoker fangs out of the sand. Again nothing happened. I quickly attempted to turn into a blaze. Again nothing happened.  
 
    I looked at everyone and said, “All of my powers are gone! Something terrible is happening.”  
 
    Herobrine looked at me in shock. “I think my powers are gone too.”  
 
    “Why is this happening?” asked Emma, a note of terror in her voice.  
 
    None of us had an answer. I looked at Derek and said, “How long will it take to walk to your fortress?”  
 
    Derek shrugged. “I’m not sure. I’ve never had to walk. Probably thirty or forty minutes? We just follow along the beach until we get to that mountain down the way and then we turn left and travel up the canyon for a while. The fortress is tucked near a steep hillside, hidden by trees.”  
 
    We all started walking along the beach. But then I looked out at the waves again. They were breaking in the direction we had to walk. I pulled out my surfboard, ran behind a tree, and changed into my swim trunks. I ran out from behind the tree and yelled, “I’ll surf down to the end of the beach. See you there.”  
 
    By the look on her face, I could tell Emma was very jealous of me. But I guess she did not have her surfboard with her.  
 
    Preparation is nine-tenths of victory. 
 
    I paddled out into “beach break” conditions. The waves were about head high and not very powerful. No tubes, but plenty of space for cutbacks and off the lips, and even a few aerials here and there.  
 
    As I dug into a gouging bottom turn and picked up the portion of the lip I was going to hit when I made up to the top of the wave, I thought about whether this might be the last time I ever surfed.  
 
    Would Entity 303 capture me and kill me? Would Minecraft just … end?  
 
    During my surf session, I had to kill a few drowned zombies who came after me while I was sitting waiting for waves, but it really wasn’t too dangerous. A few dolphins playfully swam near me, and I saw a few sea turtles and a few squid.  
 
    Generally, the ocean was a very peaceful and hospitable place. Well, except for the drowneds. I wondered if we somehow survived the confrontation with Entity 303 if I could convince Notch to do away with the drowneds so that there would be few dangers in the ocean. 
 
    And, speaking of Notch, where was he right now?  
 
    I caught about twenty waves before I arrived at the end of the beach near the mountain to which the others were walking. Because each wave I caught took me farther down the beach than if I had been walking, I arrived at the end of the beach well before everyone else. I managed to catch three or four more waves before I saw that they were directly inside on the shore waiting for me.  
 
    I caught one last wave, doing a big roundhouse cutback and then a series of off the tops, spraying water high into the air, before the wave got too small to ride anymore. I flopped down onto my stomach on the deck of my surfboard and paddled into the shore. If it had been any other day, that session would have put the biggest smile on my face and I would have been happy for hours.  
 
    But, this was not any other day.  
 
    Something or someone had drained all of my powers and the powers of all beings in Minecraft. Well, at least the few who were walking around the beta dimension.  Who knew what it was like back in Creeper Junction? Even Herobrine was now nothing more than a dominant NPC.  
 
    “Did you have fun?” asked Emma, still clearly jealous.  
 
    I shook my head to get the last drops of water out of my hair and said, “I sure did. I hope I’ll be able to surf again during my lifetime.”  
 
    Everyone nodded solemnly.  
 
    “I’m just going to duck behind that tree and change back into my robe. Back in a second.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 47 – Ten Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    As we walked along the valley towards the fortress of the destroyer endermen, I approached Herobrine who had been walking beside Emma. “H-man, how do you think it’s possible that all of our powers have been removed?”  
 
    Herobrine shook his head sadly. His shoulders were slumped. He seemed depressed and defeated. “I don’t know, Jimmy. But, while you were out there enjoying yourself surfing, Emma and I have been talking about it. I didn’t think anyone could strip our powers. Not on a wide scale basis, anyway. The only other time this happened to me was when I was restrained by the rainbow-colored ropes.  It wouldn’t surprise me if Notch could take away the power from an individual mob, but not Minecraft as a whole.”  
 
    “Do you think it could’ve been the Rainbow Creeper?” Asked Emma. “He seems very powerful.” 
 
    Herobrine shrugged his shoulders again. “I don’t know. And, why would the Rainbow Creeper want to do that? We’re here to stop the blending and defeat Entity 303, the Rainbow Creeper’s enemy. It doesn’t seem very wise to strip the powers of anyone, especially the so-called Chosen One while the blending is still in progress.”  
 
    I nodded my head in agreement with Herobrine. “Is it possible Entity 303 somehow stripped our powers?” 
 
    Herobrine sighed. “Maybe. But if he did, he knows something about the universe that I don’t.” 
 
    Emma was tapping her lips and making low-volume grunting noises, like she was thinking about something. 
 
    “What is it, Emma?” I asked. 
 
    She removed her finger from her lips and said, “What if no one did this? What if it’s all part of the blending? What if there’s a crossover point at which everyone’s powers are removed?” 
 
    That was a terrible thought. If that were true, what chance did we have? I wished we had a complete set of that ancient Diary of a Surfer Villager at our disposal. Maybe it would explain what was happening….  
 
    But Emma’s words made Herobrine smile. “If that’s true, if the blending is what removed all the powers, then shouldn’t Entity 303’s powers have been removed as well?”  
 
    My eyes opened wide with shock. Herobrine made a great point. “Yeah, unless Entity 303 is the one removing powers, I guess he would have to be equally handicapped by the removal of his powers as well. Maybe we do still have a chance?”  
 
    The smile left Herobrine’s face. “Maybe … if we can find him in time. Without the ability to teleport, it is going to take us a long time to get to that control room. And that’s even assuming Entity 303 is actually still there.”  
 
    Way to bring down the mood, Herobrine. 
 
    I trotted ahead to where Baby Zeke and Harold were walking next to Derek the destroyer enderman. 
 
    “What’s going on, guys? Are we almost there?”  
 
    “It is going as well as could be expected, I guess,” said Baby Zeke quietly. Harold nodded his head in silence.  
 
    Derek looked at me and attempted a smile but failed. “I’m not used to walking so much. My legs are tired and my feet hurt. But, fortunately, we are almost there. Maybe another five or ten minutes.”  
 
    I nodded. “Great. I can’t wait until we get there. I have been wondering what the inside of a destroyer endermen fortress looks like.”  
 
    Derek chuckled a little. “Nothing special. Just places to sleep and eat and train. Not much of a life in the fortress, truth be told.”  
 
    “Don’t you have families and kids and things like that?” I asked.  
 
    Derek smiled. “Of course we do. But they don’t stay in the fortress with us. They stay back home. It is a hidden location in the End inside the beta dimension.”  
 
    We continued on for a few minutes until I saw a strange creature I had never seen before. It looked like a mooshroom except it was yellow and had flowers on its back. I put my hand up to indicate that everyone should stop. I whispered to Baby Zeke, “Have you ever seen anything like that?” 
 
      
 
    [image: moobloom.png] 
 
      
 
    Zeke shook his head. Herobrine and Emma slowly approached and joined us. Emma’s eyes grew wide. “What is that thing?” 
 
    “No idea,” said Herobrine.  
 
    “Must be a new mob that Notch was working on,” I suggested.  
 
    We watched as the strange creature walked through a meadow. Some of the flowers from its back broke off and fell to the ground where they started growing.  
 
    Harold started to laugh a little bit.  
 
    “What is it, Harold?” asked Baby Zeke. 
 
    “I just thought of a name for that thing. We should call it a moobloom.”  
 
    I chuckled a little. It was a perfect name, I had to admit. We watched as the moobloom walked slowly away from us, ignoring our presence entirely, leaving a trail of flowers behind.  
 
    Once the moobloom was out of sight, we continued our trek to the destroyer endermen fortress. About five minutes later, it came into view. It was a sprawling single-story structure, built only of dark-colored stone except for a few narrow windows here and there. It was surrounded by a closely-spaced planting of trees, in an attempt to camouflage it somewhat.  
 
    Derek looked at us and with a mock flourish announced, “Welcome to my humble home.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 47 – Moments Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    Derek led us down a small hill toward the front door of the fortress. The door was made of thick oak.  The door was so wide that if it were open all the way, it could easily fit five destroyer endermen walking shoulder to shoulder through it.  Considering how buff their upper bodies were, this was saying something.  
 
    “What is the meaning of this?” bellowed Derek. “Why are there no guards at the entrance to the fortress?” 
 
    Of course, none of us knew the answer. And it did not appear that there were any destroyer endermen in the vicinity to overhear Derek’s angry questioning. 
 
    “I don’t like this,” said Baby Zeke. 
 
    “I agree. Something is wrong,” said Herobrine.  
 
    Derek walked up to the door and pushed on it. It opened without any difficulty. “And the door is not even secured? Outrageous!” yelled Derek as he rushed inside the fortress with us following closely behind.  
 
    But once we saw what was inside the fortress, Derek’s anger vanished and became confusion and sadness.  
 
    There were multiple drop piles throughout the large entry chamber. Several other destroyer endermen were sitting and leaning against the walls, wounded and sick. Derek rushed over to one of them. “Coolbenio, what happened here? Why have so many died?”  
 
    What kind of name is that?!? 
 
    Coolbenio coughed a few times before he sputtered in a croaky, dry voice, “Entity 303 came through here with a group of pillagers and vindicators. We fought them but our ability to teleport suddenly vanished. We were overwhelmed by the shock of losing out powers and the sheer numbers of Entity 303’s force.”  
 
    Herobrine knelt down next to Coolbenio. “Did it seem to you like Entity 303 could still use his powers?”  
 
    Coolbenio shook his head. “I don’t really know. I didn’t see anything out of the ordinary other than the fact that we couldn’t teleport anymore.”  
 
    I was totally confused. Why – and perhaps more importantly, how – was this happening?  
 
    “Coolbenio, do you have any idea why Entity 303 came here?” I asked “I mean, did you have something he wanted? Did he take anything or leave anything?”  
 
    The wounded destroyer enderman looked at me. “Jimmy, right?” I nodded my head. “Yeah, he did leave something. He wanted us to give you a message. To make sure you found him.” 
 
    I knew Entity 303 was expecting me to follow him to the beta dimension. I knew he had taken Claire to force me to go there. He had given that message to Derek after nearly killing him by the sacred lake. And now he had killed a large number of destroyer endermen just to ensure I received another message. I swallowed hard. “What was the message?”  
 
    “He said to meet him in the beta dimension control room before the sunset tomorrow. If you aren’t there, he will kill Claire.”  
 
    I felt as though someone had rammed a sword through my body. Claire’s life now depended on us getting to the control room by the end of daylight tomorrow. We had no teleportation powers and walking over land was going to take quite a while. We would have to travel during the night to make it on time, facing the speechless mobs of the beta dimension.  
 
    I looked at Derek and Herobrine. “You’re both familiar with the beta dimension. Can we make it in time walking the entire way?”  
 
    They both thought about it for a moment and then nodded their heads in unison. Herobrine spoke. “We can make it. If we don’t stop for too long at night, we could probably even make it by early afternoon tomorrow, arriving with a few hours to spare”  
 
    Emma grunted as though she disagreed.  
 
    I looked at her. “What?”  
 
    “I’m just wondering. Entity 303 always seems like he’s a few steps ahead of us. The fact that he made the deadline tomorrow before sunset suggests that he knows how long it’s going to take us to get there, especially since we don’t have powers we can take advantage of.”  
 
    “So what are you saying?” asked Baby Zeke. “I don’t see we have any alternative.”  
 
    “Maybe we do,” said Emma. “I mean, if this beta dimension is truly a test bed for all Minecraft updates, doesn’t that mean the Nether exists in the beta dimension as well?”  
 
    Derek nodded his head. “The beta dimension consists of all three realms of Minecraft: the Overworld, the End, and the Nether.”  
 
    Emma smiled. “Well then, hurrr, why don’t we arrive much earlier than Entity 303 is expecting, by traveling through the Nether? As you know, one step in the nether is equal to many steps in the Overworld.”  
 
    Baby Zeke gasped, and then smiled and nodded. “That’s a great idea. I wish I had thought of it.”  
 
    “Yeah,” said Herobrine appreciatively. “It really is. I wish you had been my apprentice all these years instead of that traitor, John.” 
 
    Whatever happened to John, anyway? Was he still one of Entity 303’s allies, or had Entity 303 killed him?  
 
    “Derek,” asked Emma. “Is there any way you will know exactly where to travel in the Nether so that we can emerge near the mountain housing the control room?”  
 
    “Yes. I can place us at the base of the mountain with accuracy. If we start soon, we might be able to get to the control room in about five hours instead of almost an entire day.”  
 
    I slammed my fist against my open hand. “Let’s do it! Gather up any destroyer endermen who are fit to travel and let’s get it on. Our early arrival will surprise Entity 303 and we will take him.”  
 
    “Not so fast,” came a voice from across the room. We all turned and looked. It was Notch!  
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    “Notch!” I shouted. “What are you doing here?”  
 
    Notch walked slowly toward us. As he crossed the room, I could see that he was in very bad spirits. His face a combination of depression and anger. “I was on my way here from the control room, teleporting here and there to inspect various things in the beta dimension, when … I lost the ability to teleport.”  
 
    That was it then. All power was gone. Even Entity 303’s, I hoped.  
 
    “I’ve lost mine too,” said Herobrine. 
 
    “Me too,” said Derek.  
 
    “Yes, me too,” I said.  
 
    Notch shook his head sadly. “I had to walk for the last couple of hours to get here.” He paused and shook his head. He suddenly looked very old. “I didn’t think it was going to happen this fast.”  
 
    “What do you mean?” asked Emma.  
 
    “The blending. The closer it gets to completion, the more distorted the world of Minecraft becomes. The last time it got this bad was when the Null was created. We all lost our powers. I can’t even explain why they were later restored. Or, why a new Rainbow Creeper was formed. I guess that’s the only thing that gives me any solace now. Even if the blending is completed, at least things will return to where they had been before.”  
 
    I kicked the ground with my foot. “What are you talking about, Notch? You know Entity 303’s plan is to destroy Minecraft and infiltrate the world of the players. Maybe he’s figured out a way to stop the regeneration of Minecraft. Did that ever cross your mind Mr. Smarty Man?”  
 
    Notch looked at me, anger and rage plainly displayed on his face, but soon his look of depressed resignation returned. “You could be right, Jimmy. But what can we do? Entity 303 seems to be holding all the cards.” 
 
    I wanted to cry. I wanted to scream. I want to break something. “We have to try at least. He’s threatened to kill Claire if we aren’t at the control room by sunset tomorrow. I’m not just going to let that happen.” 
 
    Notch nodded his head sadly. “It could be a trap though. He already thinks you’re ‘the Key,’ whatever that means to him. It seems obvious that he needs to get you to the control room as part of his plan. Maybe the best thing to do is to stay away.” 
 
    “Never!” I shouted. “I won’t let Claire die!”  
 
    “Notch could be right, Jimmy,” said Baby Zeke. “You and Claire are both the Chosen Ones. Maybe you have to stay away and she has to die in order to stop the blending.”  
 
    I reached out and grabbed Baby Zeke’s shirt, twisted it, and then lifted him off the ground so that I could stare him in the eyes. He smelled terrible, but I wasn’t going to relent because of a pungent corpse-like stench. “Don’t ever say that again. If I’ve been chosen to stop the blending, then I’m just going to do what I feel is best. If that’s not good enough for whoever or whatever chose me, then that … thing … can go to the Nether!”  
 
    I tossed Baby Zeke to the ground. Harold rushed over to check on his friend and stared pure hate at me. I knew Baby Zeke, the Warrior, probably could have killed me if he so desired, but instead he just stood up and put his arm on Harold’s neck.  
 
    Emma came up to me and put her hands on my arm. “Jimmy, you need to calm down. This isn’t helping anyone.”  
 
    Emma was right. My uncontrolled rage wasn’t helping anyone. And neither was standing around doing nothing. I looked at Derek. “Let’s build a nether portal and get moving.”  
 
    Derek nodded and said, “I’ve got some supplies in the next room for crafting a nether portal. Let me go get them.” Derek walked out of the room and returned a few moments later and quickly crafted a nether portal. He removed a flint and steel from his inventory and was ready to ignite the portal when Notch said, “Wait a moment. Before you ignite, I need to tell you all something.” 
 
    What now? This day couldn’t get any worse, could it? 
 
    “You remember I told you I came to the beta dimension in the hope of slowing down the blending, right?” We nodded our heads. “Well, my strategy was to implement every single update I’ve been working on, even if it wasn’t perfectly stable. I hoped that by doing that, the Minecraft universe would have to work hard at implementing the new creations which would take away some of the momentum of the blending.”  
 
    “That’s pretty smart, Notch,” said Emma with admiration. “Overwhelm the system so it can’t be systematic anymore. I like it.”  
 
    Notch smiled briefly and then returned to his speech. “So you may encounter some things that you’ve never seen before, especially in the Nether. I’ve created some new biomes and new mobs in the Nether. I need to tell you about them so you don’t encounter them unexpectedly.”  
 
    I was shocked. It had been a long time since the Nether had changed. This should be … hurrr … interesting.  
 
    “So I’ve created three new biomes. One is called the Soul Sand Valley. It’s very dark, with blue fog and blue flames. There are also red and blue Netherwart Forests. Be careful in the red forest. I have purposely designed it as a labyrinth to make it difficult to find the exit. And, you all need to be careful of the piglin beast. I have yet to come up with the perfect name for the beast, but it is kind of like a giant pig-dog with tusks. It’s hostile, so be ready to deal with it.”  
 
    I put my hand on my head and massaged it. “Really? You could not think of something cute to add to the Nether? Maybe baby ghasts or something?”  
 
    “I wasn’t expecting it to be the end of the world. If I had been, I would’ve created an Entity 303 trap.”  
 
    What a derp. 
 
    “I also created another mob called the piglin. They are hostile, of course, but I’ll give you a tip. If you are wearing gold armor, they will ignore you.”  
 
    I laughed. “What kind of noob wears gold armor. That is stupid.”  
 
    “Are you questioning my creativity?” bellowed Notch.  
 
    “If that is what you want to call it, then I suppose I am.” I paused for a moment and then said in all seriousness, “Anyway, this doesn’t sound so bad. The pig dog things with tusks sound a little annoying, but everything else doesn’t seem like a big deal. I guess we can wear our gold armor for a while if we have to.”  
 
    Notch sighed. “I would agree with you that if the updates were complete and stable you and your crew would not have too difficult of a time getting through the Nether. But the updates aren’t stable. You may encounter unexpected behaviors and glitches in the new biomes. I have no idea what they may be, but they could be deadly and unexpected.” 
 
    “Maybe we should just stick to the Overworld,” said Harold nervously.  
 
    “Yeah, Jimmy, we can still get there in time,” said Emma.  
 
    I laughed. “Never. We need to get there as soon as possible. We will gain the element of surprise over Entity 303, and we will make him pay.”  
 
    I looked over at Notch. “Are you coming with us?”  
 
    “I suppose I have nothing better to do,” said Notch. “Besides, maybe I can help you survive some of the glitches.”  
 
    “Before we enter the Nether, let me search the fortress for soldiers who are healthy and might be able to come with us.”  
 
    “Fine,” I said. “But make it quick.”  
 
    Derek gave me the stink eye but said nothing. He left the room and returned after a couple minutes. His face was distorted with sadness. “There’s no one healthy. Everyone is either very sick or terribly wounded. I guess it’s just us against Entity 303 and all of his soldiers who were able to decimate my men. I don’t like those odds.”  
 
    “Neither do I, Derek, but we’ve faced worse. We can do this,” I said.  
 
    Derek nodded solemnly and then used his flint and steel to ignite the nether portal. 
 
    “Okay everyone, line up behind me and we will enter the portal,” said Derek. 
 
    At that moment, the nether portal’s purple center began to shimmer and bulge. 
 
    “Is someone coming through from the Nether?” asked Emma in surprise.  
 
    “I think so,” said Baby Zeke.  
 
    We all backed away and readied our weapons, taking defensive positions.  
 
    Could it be Entity 303? Or, maybe one of those new beasts Notch had told us about? 
 
    Derek stood nearest the nether portal with his diamond sword in his hands. “Be ready for anything,” he ordered.  
 
    As the nether portal continued to shimmer, what emerged from the Nether was the most shocking thing I’d ever seen.  
 
    It was the Rainbow Creeper himself!  
 
    And, he was beginning to turn black. 
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    Day 47 – Seconds Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    Everyone was completely shocked to see the Rainbow Creeper in our midst. Even I, the one person in the room who had seen the Creeper in visions and dreams more than once, could not believe what I was seeing. 
 
    Derek fell to his knees and said, “My Lord. Why have you come? And ... what is wrong with your skin?”  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper stood silently and looked around the room, looking at each one of us as well as the injured destroyer endermen and drop piles of their murdered colleagues. Once his survey of the room was complete, he took a deep breath and said, “When Entity 303 arrived in the beta dimension with his army, I was actually in this very fortress, talking to your second-in-command, Hendrik. He quickly built me a nether portal so that I could escape the slaughter and hide in the Nether.”  
 
    “But, my Lord, couldn’t you have just disappeared and gone elsewhere like you normally do?” 
 
    The Rainbow Creeper looked sad. “My powers have been diminished by the blending. As you can see the cancer of darkness spreads across my body. I have been forced to redirect much of my power simply to maintain my existence. I can still do a few things, but not much.” 
 
    I could feel the shock in everyone in the room, especially Herobrine and Notch.  
 
    Tears fell from Derek’s face. “My Lord, are you saying that this is the end? Your end?” 
 
    The Rainbow Creeper looked directly at me as he answered. “I do not know the answer to your question. I cannot see how the blending will end or ... if it will end. That is up to Jimmy and Claire.” 
 
    “You can’t put all this on me, R.C.,” I said, feeling suddenly defensive. “I’m trying my best here. It doesn’t help that Entity 303 is using the blending as a way to implement some sort of bizarre evil plan.”  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper nodded his head. “I’m not blaming you for anything, Jimmy. If I knew what to do, I would do it, or tell you how to do it. But I do not.”  
 
    After he finished speaking, the Rainbow Creeper continued to look at me. It was a strange look. As though he were looking through me … or, maybe, inside of me. It was very weird. It was as though he were seeing something that no one else could see. 
 
    His peculiar look reminded me of something. I reached into my inventory and pulled out the Rainbow Creeper figurines owned by Claire and her mother. I held them out to the Creeper. “Is there anything you can do with these? Can they help you in some way?”  
 
    A melancholic expression passed over the Creeper’s face. “I made those. I make one for each of my true followers. Please, bring them closer.” I did as asked. “Hold them out so that I may look at them.” I held the figurines out, placing them close to the Creeper’s face. 
 
    It must be sort of weird being the Rainbow Creeper. Under normal circumstances, he’s totally dominant, but he doesn’t have any arms so he can’t hold anything. He must normally use his powers like invisible arms, lifting whatever he needs to lift. Strange.  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper stared at the two figurines for a few seconds and then said, “I can tell they have been cared for. I can tell they’ve provided solace in times of need. They are well worn and well loved.” The Creeper paused for a moment and caressed the figurines with his eyes. Then he looked at me and said, “Put them back into your inventory. When you see Claire again, she will want those. Be sure to give them to her.”  
 
    I nodded my head and tucked the figurines back into my inventory.  
 
    “Should we just go confront Entity 303 then? You agree that is the best course of action?” asked Emma.  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper looked at her. “Emma. I’ve watched you these past few weeks. Your intelligence and resolve are very impressive.” Emma blushed at the compliment. “I agree with you that the only obvious choice is to confront Entity 303.”   
 
    “Rainbow Creeper, I have heard much about you and am pleased to meet you, though the circumstances of our meeting are far from ideal,” said Notch, a worried tone in his voice. “Do you think that you can help us in our fight against Entity 303?” 
 
    The Rainbow Creeper stood silently for a moment and then said, “I’m not sure how much I can help you, but, I will come with you. I’m not going to willingly give up my life to the blending. I refuse to become a Null without fighting back.”  
 
    “My Lord, it will only be us though,” said Derek. “As you are aware most of the destroyer endermen have been killed, and those who remain are in a condition unfit for combat.”  
 
    “Leave that to me. I still have the ability to heal, although it will take its toll on me. How many soldiers are left alive?”  
 
    Derek shook his head sadly. “Only six.” 
 
    The low number shocked the Rainbow Creeper. “Out of the four dozen who were here? Only six have survived?  What about your second in command, Hendrik?” 
 
    Derek sniffed and pointed to a drop pile consisting of one ender pearl and a small picture frame with a picture of a young enderwoman and an ender child. “That is all that is left of him.” 
 
    The Rainbow Creeper bowed his head sadly. I could see his lips moving as though he were praying. Then, he raised his head and said, “I will heal the remaining six.”  
 
    Derek nodded. “Thank you.”  
 
    We watched as the Rainbow Creeper closed his eyes.  A few seconds later,  we could hear humming coming from his body. I looked at the one soldier in this room who had been leaning against the wall, suffering in agony, suddenly look as though he felt reinvigorated. He stood up with a smile on his face. “I feel fantastic!” he said.  
 
    Shortly thereafter, the other five  injured but surviving destroyer endermen who had been scattered throughout the fortress came into the room where we were. They looked healthy and ready for battle. 
 
    But the Rainbow Creeper had been correct. Their healing had not come without a price.  
 
    There were now additional squares of black on the Creeper’s skin. 
 
    “Rainbow Creeper. When you healed your soldiers, it increased the blackness on your skin!” said Notch. 
 
    “Yeah. It looks like that hurts,” I said.  
 
    The Creeper nodded solemnly. “I can no longer regenerate my skin. If I use power for anything other than staying alive, portions of my body turn black. It is all part of my progress toward becoming a Null.”  
 
    Derek fell to his knees again. “My Lord, we will do our best to prevent that from happening.”  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper smiled at the head of his army. “I know you will. I know you will.”  
 
    With all the remaining living soldiers revived and assembled, there was no reason to stay in the fortress. “Are we ready to go finally?” asked Herobrine impatiently.  
 
    “Dude, you need to chill a little bit.” said Harold.  
 
    Herobrine scoffed. “I don’t take advice from a chicken.”  
 
    “But you do need to take some advice from me,” said Derek with menace. “Now that you have lost your powers, you are nothing more than a basic player. I eat basic players for breakfast.”  
 
    That was the dumbest expression I’ve ever heard. Why would you eat a player for breakfast? I have heard that even zombies think players taste disgusting. 
 
    Herobrine rolled his eyes. “Yeah, yeah. Whatever. Let’s get this show on the road.”  
 
    What road? We’re going through a nether portal.  
 
    Derek raised his hands to get everyone’s attention. “Okay, here’s the drill. Line up behind me. I will lead the group into the portal,  followed by Notch, Herobrine, Baby Zeke and Harold, Emma, and Jimmy. The Rainbow Creeper and the six destroyer enderman will bring up the rear. Got it?” 
 
    “Shouldn’t we put on golden armor to protect against the piglins?” asked Emma. 
 
    Derek grunted.  “Golden armor is pretty weak. Is it really necessary, Notch?” 
 
    Notch pursed his lips. “I suppose I’d have it ready to wear … just in case we run into a large group of piglins. They aren’t very nice.” 
 
    Something is wrong with Notch, isn’t it? Like, “in the head” wrong. Why does he always create such evil mobs? If he had a childhood, which I am not sure he did, I am sure it was a bad one. 
 
    We all dug around in our inventories and located our golden armor, which none of us had worn in ages. I put it near the front of my inventory so I could change into it quickly. 
 
    “Any more questions?” asked Derek. 
 
    No one had any more questions, so we lined up and then entered the nether portal. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 47 – Into the Nether 
 
      
 
      
 
    Once we passed through the nether portal, we entered the nether biome with which I was familiar from the last time I was in the Nether. You know the one: smelly, steamy, and reddish colored. We saw a few magma cubes hopping around, but they ignored us. We could hear, but not see, ghasts in the distance. After a few minutes we saw some zombie pigmen walking around, holding their golden swords and trying to look dominant. They ignored us too. Fortunately, we did not encounter any blazes or wither skeletons. 
 
    “Notch, when are we going to encounter one of these new biomes or see the new mobs?” I asked impatiently. I was nervous about the newly-implemented Nether Update. I wanted to experience it as soon as possible so that I could understand what it was and get past my fear and uncertainty.  
 
    Notch shrugged. “Well, assuming the update went as planned, the generation of the biomes and mobs will be random. I suppose it’s possible we won’t see any at all.”  
 
    Derek turned around and gave us a look similar to the one a third-grade teacher would give disobedient eight-year olds. “Be quiet,” he said tersely. “Follow me. I have a map of the Nether made prior to the latest update. If we head in the direction indicated by the map, we should arrive at the base of the control room mountain as planned. But as they say, the map is not the territory. Stay alert for danger.”  
 
    Who are ‘they’ and why do ‘they’ say such things?  
 
    We followed Derek in silence. I looked over my shoulder at one point and saw the Rainbow Creeper walking behind me. He was surrounded on all sides by the six destroyer enderman bodyguards whom he had revived. I was shocked at how frail the Creeper looked in the half-light of the Nether. The black spots on his formerly vibrant skin gave the impression of voids on his body, like the blending was sucking his soul out of him. I shuddered before turning around to see where we were going.  
 
    Derek paused for a moment and studied his map. Then, once he was confident of the direction he needed to go, he signaled us to continue. As we continued on, the air began to take a more purple tent and then became bluish. It appeared we were transitioning into….  
 
    “This is one of the new biomes. I called it the Soul Sand Valley,” said Notch proudly. 
 
    “Anything dangerous for which we need to be on the lookout?” asked Baby Zeke. 
 
    “Other than the piglins, there shouldn’t be anything. But, like I said, these updates are not completely glitch free. Be alert.” 
 
    “How did you come up with the name ‘piglin’ anyway? It’s weird,” said Herobrine. 
 
    Notch shrugged.  “They have pig faces, so I wanted the word ‘pig’ in there somewhere. I don’t really know where the ‘lin’ part came from.” 
 
    Herobrine rolled his eyes, but remained silent.  
 
    I looked over my shoulder and saw the six destroyer endermen stand a little more closely to the Rainbow Creeper, ready to defend his life with their own against any dangers we might encounter in this new biome. They didn’t care that the blending was almost complete and that the Creeper might be a Null in less than forty-eight hours.  
 
    The first thing I noticed about the Soul Sand Valley was the obvious fact that there were lots of blocks of soul sand, some of which were burning with blue flame. The second thing I noticed were large piles of bones. The bones looked like they came from some sort of large creature like a dragon or a gigantic pig.  
 
    “Notch, what are these bones all about?” I asked.  
 
    “I just wanted to add something creepy. Creepy and mysterious.” 
 
    Seriously?  
 
    “So, are they supposed to have come from some ancient mob that used to live in the Nether?” asked Emma, searching for the back story.  
 
    “I don’t really want to reveal my inspiration,” said Notch. “But, you’re on the right track.”  
 
    I couldn’t believe this guy. Minecraft might be completely erased from existence in a few short hours, but he doesn’t want to give away his secrets. What a prima donna!  
 
    I reached down and mined a block of soul sand. I held it in my hands. I thought it might be pretty cool to try to build a wither out of it and try to restrain it the way the Ender King’s scientists had tried to. Maybe use it as a weapon against Entity 303. But then I realized what a stupid idea it was because the wither would just kill us all because we had no powers. 
 
    We were continuing through the Soul Sand Valley when we heard loud thumping footsteps.  
 
    I looked at Notch. “What is that noise coming from?  Are those the piglin beasts you mentioned?”  
 
    Notch looked very nervous. I saw sweat forming on his brow. “I don’t think so. The beasts are loud and aggressive, but they’re not so large that they would shake the ground.”  
 
    “Then what is it?” asked Baby Zeke, drawing his sword and pressing his helmet tighter to his tiny head. He hopped on Harold’s back, creating their jockey formation just in case it was needed.  
 
    Notch looked confused. “I … I don’t know.”  
 
    We all equipped our weapons quickly in response to Notch’s words. I was glad I had my diamond armor on and hadn’t equipped the golden armor yet. The six destroyer endermen guarding the Rainbow Creeper put their backs put the Creeper, forming a protective ring around him. “We shall protect our Lord, no matter what,” said one of them. 
 
    “Thank you, Nathan,” said the Rainbow Creeper.  
 
    The thunderous footsteps were coming closer to the chamber in which we stood. The ground was beginning to shake even more forcefully. Bits of soul sand were bouncing into the air every time the creature took a step. We tried to find some cover, but there was very little of it in the Soul Sand Valley biome.  
 
    I saw that everyone had a sword or ranged weapon except Notch. He was just standing there looking confused. “Notch! Do you have any weapons?” I asked.  
 
    Notch shook his head. “I’ve never needed them before.”  
 
    I shook my head and reached into my inventory and pulled out a crossbow. I tossed it to Notch. “I assume you know how to use one of these things since you created it.”  
 
    Notch nodded his head. “Do you have any more arrows?”  
 
    I reached into my inventory and tossed him six arrows. He put the arrows in his own inventory and took a defensive position aiming the crossbow in the general direction from which the noise was coming.  
 
    We waited another ten or fifteen seconds until we finally saw what was making the noise. It was a giant beast about ten blocks tall with four short, thick, stubby legs. It had a long neck and a tiny head. It had a short but thick tail coming out near its rear end. Its body was wide and scaly. Thankfully, it had yet to notice us. But, it was walking directly towards us.  
 
    I looked over at one of the large fossilized rib cages on the nearby ground. I looked back at the creature coming towards us. It was then that I realized the bones on the ground likely came from this creature.  
 
    “Notch. Notch,” I whispered. “What is that thing?”  
 
    Notch was shaking. He looked at me in complete shock. “I didn’t create that. It was just in my imagination when I designed the fossilized bones to be in the Soul Sand Valley. I didn’t want to actually put a live version of the creature in the Nether because they are too powerful.”  
 
    Oh, this is just great.  
 
    “Well, how can we defeat it?” asked Herobrine.  
 
    Notch shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know? I guess we just have to attack it with everything we have.”  
 
    I grunted angrily. “Is this one of the update glitches you mentioned?”  
 
    “I guess so.”  
 
    I put my sword back into my inventory and dug around and found the trident I’d had for a while. I assumed ranged weapons would be good for an initial attack on this beast. We would have to use melee weapons at some point, though, to finish it off.  
 
    I looked in Derek’s direction. He was too far away to talk without drawing the attention of the beast. But I let him know through hand signals that I intended to throw the trident at the creature. Derek nodded his head and pulled out a crossbow from his own inventory. Emma and Baby Zeke saw what we were doing and joined in. Emma removed a bow and arrow. Baby Zeke maintain his grip on his diamond sword. He probably figured his speed as a chicken jockey outweighed any danger he faced going near the beast.  
 
    We waited until the beast was almost on top of us. Apparently, the beast did not have a very good sense of smell or eyesight because any other mob would have seen us by now. Its chest was only five or six blocks away. I stood up with my trident and cocked my arm back and let it fly. Notch, Derek, and Emma loosed their arrows all at the same time. All of our shots found home in the skin of the creature. It flashed red a couple of times and then roared with anger. It lowered its head to see the source of its pain and its eyes were soon focused on me.  
 
    The beast moved surprisingly quickly when it was angered. I turned and ran as quickly as I could. The six destroyer endermen recognized the danger and hustled the Rainbow Creeper out of the way. The beast bent its head down and tried to bite me with its large teeth. I ducked at just the right moment, narrowly avoiding the beast biting my head in half.  
 
    As I ran for my life, I could hear the quick, sure footfalls of Harold’s feet as he ran for the beast. Suddenly, the beast screamed in agony and stop pursuing me. I turned around and saw Baby Zeke and Harold running back and forth underneath the beast’s belly slicing it deeply.  
 
    The beast tried its best to get the chicken jockey, but Baby Zeke and Harold were too quick. But, the beast was not stupid. Without warning, it flopped down onto the ground. It nearly squished Zeke and Harold, but somehow they escaped by a margin no thicker than Baby Zeke’s undead skin.  
 
    The beast roared with anger, and then whipped its head back and forth trying to kill his attackers, but the beast had ever faced a foe as powerful as Derek.  
 
    Derek climbed on the beast’s back and raised his diamond sword into the air and then thrust it down into the beast. The point of the sword penetrated deeply enough to find the beast’s heart and kill it. The beast flashed red and disappeared into a puff of smoke. It dropped one large rib cage and five blocks of soul sand.  
 
    As Derek caught his breath, he looked over at Notch and said, “You could have warned us about these things you know.”  
 
    Notch was speechless, so I explained to Derek what Notch and told me about this beast coming to life from his imagination. I shuddered to think at the potential manifestation of other glitches that remained in the update Notch had installed before it was ready.  
 
    “Well that’s just fine and dandy,” said Derek sarcastically. “What other bizarre nonsense are we going to encounter in the newly-remodeled Nether? Maybe we should go back up to the surface and travel topside?”  
 
    “Forget it. We are already here. Let’s keep going,” I said.  
 
    Derek sighed. “I suppose you are the Chosen One. If this is where you choose, we will follow your desires.” 
 
    Flex. 
 
    I could not tell if Derek was being sarcastic or not. But, I let it go. We just had one of the most frightening experiences we’ve ever had. No one had any powers except the Rainbow Creeper, and he was using nearly all of it just to stay alive.  
 
    I just hoped we would be able to get to the control room before it was too late for Claire. 
 
      
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 47 – A Strange Forest 
 
      
 
      
 
    We walked for another five minutes until the biome began to change again. We were leaving the Soul Sand Valley and entering a bright red area with tall trees and strange shrubs on the ground. It appeared to be nether wart. I also noticed some blue mushrooms with strange orange dots on them.  
 
    Notch smiled, pleased with his creation. “Welcome to the Red Netherwart Forest biome,” he said proudly.  
 
    “I have to admit, it looks pretty cool,” said Herobrine. “If I ever get my powers back, I’m sure I can have lots of fun pranking players in this biome.”   
 
    Emma surveyed the new biome, taking it all in. “Yes, with all these densely growing trees, it’s almost like a maze.”  
 
    Notch nodded his head. “That was the effect I was going for. A place you could get lost in if you weren’t paying attention.”  
 
    “I don’t like the Nether,” said Harold, a slight catch in his voice. “Never have. Never will.”  
 
    Baby Zeke was sitting on Harold’s back and looked down at him and rubbed his neck. “That’s okay. We shouldn’t have to be here much longer.”  
 
    Derek consulted his map and compass again and pointed in a particular direction and we began following. We had to weave in and out of the large trees, but Derek kept us on course. 
 
    Good thing he had a map! Otherwise, we would be lost for sure.  
 
    The Red Netherwart Forest was a large biome. We had been walking in it for at least fifteen minutes when we heard some grunting.  
 
    We all looked at Notch. “What’s that noise?” I asked.  
 
    “Sounds like the piglin beast,” he said. “Sounds like more than one of them too. Be prepared. They’re very aggressive. But if you can kill them, their meat is very tasty.” 
 
    We continued on, warily watching for the beasts to emerge. Their grunting was getting louder and louder. It was only a matter of time before we would have to confront them.  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper’s six bodyguards remained very close to him, at the ready to protect him from these strange unknown piglin beasts. I saw that the Rainbow Creeper’s skin noticeably was continuing to grow increasingly black. The decay of the blending spreading, metastasizing.   
 
    And then we saw them. Three pig-like beasts with tusks sticking out of their mouths. They were as large as a cow but looked as mean as a pillager.  
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    Without any warning, they charged at us. Emma reacted quickly. She shot two arrows in rapid succession, one arrow completely missed its target, but the other arrow hit the beast leading the charge. It stumbled momentarily but then regained its speed, but not before its two companions passed it.  
 
    Notch, who still had the crossbow I had given him earlier, shot one of the other beasts. It was a critical hit and the beast fell to the ground, but it was not dead.  
 
    The final uninjured beast was charging straight at me. I stood my ground. And then, at the last moment I jumped into the air and sliced the beast along its backbone. It squealed with anger and flash red a few times, losing multiple hearts from its health bar. 
 
    Maybe I had lost my powers, but my fighting skills were still fire!  
 
    The wounded beast stopped and turned around and growled at me with anger and rage.  
 
    This is not good.  
 
    I stood my ground and held my sword. I knew that if I ran away, it would only make matters worse. I wanted a stable platform on which to fight this beast. The beast charged at me. I clenched my grip tighter on my sword. The beast was now only a few blocks away. I wasn’t sure I would be able to injure it this time without also being injured myself. 
 
    Suddenly, like a flash of lightning, Baby Zeke and Harold in their jockey formation ran in front of me and sliced the beast’s neck. It immediately fell to the ground and flashed red. Its flashing carcass was sliding towards me. It was moving so fast I couldn’t even jump to get out of the way. But then, only a second before its massive body would have collided with me, it disappeared into a puff of smoke.  
 
    I breathed a sigh of relief and gave Baby Zeke and Harold a thumbs up sign. They both smiled and then rushed after the two remaining beasts.  
 
    By now, Derek and Emma were engaged with one of the beasts using their swords. Herobrine was assisting them stabbing the beast with a spear.  
 
    Baby Zeke and Harold were trying to gain position on the last beast. I rushed over to help them. I saw Notch just standing, watching. “Bro, get in the game, man!” 
 
    “Sorry. Just admiring the mechanics of the beast I created,” said Notch, as loaded his crossbow and ran after me.  
 
    I had to hand it to Notch. He had created a very strong and aggressive creature. I wasn’t sure why he insisted on making hostile mobs like this. But I’ve asked that question many times before and I’ve never gotten a good answer. Regardless of the reason behind its creation, I knew I had to kill this beast before it killed us.  
 
    It didn’t take long for us to finish off the two remaining beasts. Although they were strong, we were all dominant in our own way, having had many battles and gained much experience.  
 
    Once the final beast was killed, Baby Zeke walked to one of the drop piles and picked up a piece of raw beast meat. He took a bite of it. He chewed and swallowed it. He looked over at us and smiled. “This is delicious raw meat. I bet it would taste even better if it were rotten. As you know, rotten flesh is my favorite meal.”  
 
    I stifled my vomit reflex and reached down and picked up a piece of raw meat from the drop pile at my feet. I removed a furnace from my inventory and tossed it on the ground. I put a piece of beast meat on it. After it was done cooking, I took a bite. It was good, almost as good as cooked steak.  
 
    “Anyone else want a bite?” I asked.  
 
    Emma and Notch both sampled it. They agreed it was delicious.  
 
    “I have outdone myself,” said Notch arrogantly. “I think it’s the best meat I’ve ever made.”  
 
    I looked over at the Rainbow Creeper and his bodyguards. “Any of you want some?”  
 
    The endermen shook their heads and said nothing. The Rainbow Creeper said, “Normally, I would say no. I really don’t need to eat anything. My life is fueled by the power of the universe.”  
 
    What is he talking about?  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper continued. “But in my present circumstances of decay, I think it might help to have some additional energy sources. Long story short ... yes, I will have some.”  
 
    I grabbed the final piece of the beast meat and walked over to the Rainbow Creeper. Once I got close, one of the destroyer endermen stopped me. “Give me the meat. I shall feed it to my Lord.”  
 
    I rolled my eyes. All this pomp and circumstance was ridiculous. But, it was not worth fighting about. I handed over the piece of cooked beast meat.  
 
    The destroyer enderman turned around and held the meat out to the Rainbow Creeper. The Rainbow Creeper opened its black hole mouth wide and the destroyer enderman tossed the piece of meat into his mouth.  
 
    “Thank you, Flamesword599,” he said to the destroyer enderman. 
 
    The Creeper didn’t really chew the meat, but apparently was able to swallow it. I wondered how it would affect his digestion. If he’d been living off the power of the universe for the last who-knows-how-many years, I wondered if his digestive system even worked anymore. 
 
    I hope he doesn’t get gas!!!  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper sighed as he began to digest the meat. “That’s really delicious. It has been a long time since I’ve eaten anything, and even longer since I’ve eaten anything so succulent.”  
 
    I put the furnace back into my inventory and looked at Derek. “Where to now?” Derek consulted his map and compass and then pointed us to our destiny. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 47 – Still in the Nether 
 
      
 
      
 
    We followed Derek as he led the way through the startlingly changed Nether toward the base of the control room mountain. When we finally emerged from the red Netherwart Forest, we found ourselves in a more familiar biome of the Nether. There were some lava streams here and there and lots of netherrack. We saw a few zombie pigmen going about their business.  Fortunately, we did not hear any piglin beasts or piglins.  
 
    “Do you think we should put on our golden armor, in case we run into any of these piglin things?” asked Emma.  
 
    I shook my head. “We’re not noobs. If the piglins show up, we can handle them. I don’t want to put on golden armor to protect myself against piglins while those dominant piglin beasts are out there lurking.”  
 
    “Yeah, and what if another one of those gigantic soul sand lizards shows up?” said Baby Zeke. “Golden armor won’t do us any good against one of those things.”  
 
    Herobrine sighed. “I miss my powers. I haven’t had time to mourn their loss yet.”  
 
    “Suck it up, Herobrine,” said Derek sternly. “Think of the greater good. We need to save Minecraft. If we do that, my guess is you will get your powers back.”  
 
    Herobrine did not respond. 
 
    “As the creator of the piglins, I can tell you that they would prove difficult for a low-level player, but I agree with Jimmy that there is no need to wear golden armor,” said Notch. “Of course, sometimes mobs get lucky and do a lot of damage, even against high-level players….” 
 
    Not. A. Chance.  
 
    Once Notch finished speaking, Derek continued, our ragtag group following him. Soon, I could see we were entering another one of Notch’s new biomes. I noticed there were what appeared to be some blocks similar to dirt with green topping as if it were grass. There were trees, some of them very tall, growing out this dirt-like ground. The leaves on the trees were a strange bluish color and there were weird orange blocks on some of the trees.  
 
    “Another new biome, I presume,” said Herobrine, trying to sound bored.  
 
    Notch smiled and nodded his head. “I call this the blue Netherwart Forest.”  
 
    Herobrine rolled his eyes and said sarcastically, “My, what an original name! You should be a writer.”  
 
    “What would you call it then?” asked Notch.  
 
    Herobrine shrugged. “I don’t know. The bizarre forest that shouldn’t exist underneath the earth biome maybe?”  
 
    Notch let out an exasperated grunt and turned his back on Herobrine.  
 
    We continued on, marveling at the strange new biome Notch had created. As we walked, I wondered about what glitch we might encounter here, if anything. 
 
      
 
    *   *   * 
 
      
 
    We followed Derek for about twenty minutes until he needed to consult his map and compass again. He redirected us slightly before we continued on.  
 
    A few minutes later, Derek suddenly stopped in his tracks and backed away, motioning for us to be quiet. The endermen guarding the Rainbow Creeper silently guided the Creeper to one side and disappeared behind a tree trunk. 
 
    “What is it?” I whispered. 
 
    “Piglins,” said Derek. “Five of them.” 
 
    I really wanted to see a piglin, and so did Emma, who was already creeping forward to get a peek. I followed closely behind her.  We came to the edge of a netherrack wall and leaned out.  We saw the five piglins in the distance. One was opening and closing a chest, as if he (or she – I wasn’t sure how to tell them apart) were checking repeatedly on its contents. The other four piglins appeared to be patrolling the area, alert for any threats. 
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    Emma and I cautiously returned to the group. 
 
    “Ugly things, aren’t they?” said Emma. 
 
    I nodded my head. “Yeah. The pig-like face is weird.” I looked at Notch. “You’ve outdone yourself this time.” 
 
    Notch smiled. “Thank you.” 
 
    “Well, unless we want to engage them in battle, we either need to change into our golden armor or take a detour,” said Derek. We opted for the detour. 
 
    We continued walking through the blue Netherwart Forest biome, admiring the strange trees and mushrooms growing in it. But, just five minutes after we had left the piglins behind, we heard the sizzling sound of arrows slicing through the air, followed by two thumps as the arrows entered the flesh of two destroyer endermen. The arrows must have been enchanted because the two endermen instantly fell to the ground and then flashed red and disappeared into puffs of smoke. 
 
    I swiveled my head from side-to-side and up and down, searching for the origin of the arrows.  I quickly noticed two pillagers sitting in the top of a nearby tree who were in the process of reloading their crossbows. I pointed and yelled, “Up there! Get them!”  
 
    I reached into my inventory and pulled out my trusty trident. Right before I threw it at the pillagers, Emma and Notch each fired an arrow from their weapons. The pillagers were able to duck the arrows, but they didn’t account for the speed of my trident. It entered the chest of one of the pillagers, knocking him out of the tree. As he fell, he flashed red. When he hit the ground, he disappeared into a puff of smoke.  
 
    The other pillager looked down at us with scorn and yelled, “You will never take me alive!”  
 
    I looked at Baby Zeke in shock. “He can talk! He must be one of Entity 303’s servants, otherwise he would be unable to speak if he were just a beta dimension mob.”  
 
    Baby Zeke nodded in agreement. “If that’s true, then Entity 303 knows what we are up to. We’ve lost the element of surprise.”  
 
    Derek screamed with rage, both at the fact that Entity 303 had outfoxed us and also because he could not teleport up to the top of the tree and kill the pillager who had just taken out two of his men. Derek ran to the tree, grasped its trunk with his two massive hands, and started climbing up, using his strong muscular arms to pull himself up the tree.  
 
    The pillager, sensing correctly that his life was in danger, aimed his crossbow directly at Derek and shot. But Derek was expecting it. He quickly moved to the side, hanging from the trunk of the tree with a single strong hand as the arrow zipped past him. Then, in the time it took the pillager to reload crossbow, Derek made it to the top of the tree, grabbed the pillager by the neck and … hurrr … excuse me for this detail … choked the life out of him.  
 
    When Derek had returned to the ground, we huddled together in a circle, the four remaining destroyer endermen guards standing outside protecting us.  
 
    “I can’t believe Entity 303 figured out what we were going to do,” said Emma.  
 
    “I hate that guy,” said Herobrine through clenched teeth.  
 
    “So do I, but how does this change our plan? If he knows we are coming, why don’t we just go in straight away and forget about all this sneaking around,” I said.  
 
    Baby Zeke nodded his head. “Certainly, if he knows we are coming, sneaking has no use. Or, we could try a different sneak and hope he doesn’t figure that one out.”  
 
    Notch nodded his head. “Either option seems reasonable. You’re the Chosen One, Jimmy. Why don’t you decide?”  
 
    I really didn’t want to be the Chosen One at that moment. I wanted to delay for a moment. I looked at the Rainbow Creeper. “Do you have any ideas?”  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper took a deep labored breath. It sounded like it was becoming increasingly difficult for him to breathe. The blackening now affecting his internal organs.  
 
    “I think we should save our energy for fighting Entity 303 when we get there. Even sneaking around in the Nether, we’ve been attacked multiple times. I’m not sure how long our luck will hold out. And now, with two of my bodyguards dead, it will become increasingly difficult to survive.”  
 
    “That’s right! You tell them, R.C.,” came a familiar voice from the distance. It was filled with scorn and derision. I would have known it anywhere. I looked over from where the voice was coming. And then I saw him. The traitor. John.  
 
    John was standing next to a nether portal and pointing at it. “Entity 303 sent me down here to invite you to take the easy way to the control room. Through this nether portal. All you have to do is walk in.” 
 
    Before we could respond, Herobrine acted. Herobrine was still consumed by rage at John’s betrayal. Before we could stop him, Herobrine rushed toward John. He removed a sword from his inventory, fully intent on killing John. All the cockiness and swagger left John’s face. It was replaced with a look of sheer terror. “You’ll regret this! You should take the easy way!”  
 
    “I’ll show you the easy way ... to your death!” yelled Herobrine as he closed the distance to John.  
 
    John may have been a traitor, but he wasn’t stupid. He dove into the nether portal and then, just before Herobrine got there, the nether portal was disabled, the shimmering purple center vanished and it simply became a hollow rectangle.  
 
    I rushed up to Herobrine. “Why did you do that?!? We could’ve been at the control room right now.”  
 
    “I just wanted revenge. Nothing else matters.”  
 
    I slapped Herobrine’s face. “You can get your revenge later. Right now, we have to save Minecraft. I’m the Chosen One. What I say goes!”  
 
    Herobrine slapped me back. “You’re lucky I don’t have my powers, boy. That slap would have been the last thing you ever did.”  
 
    Derek jumped in between us and pushed us apart. “We can’t have any of this fighting. Herobrine, Jimmy is the Chosen One. The Rainbow Creeper has already granted him permission to lead this expedition. Therefore, we follow him.  If you get in his way, I will kill you. That’s a promise.”  
 
    Herobrine crossed his arms in front of his chest. “Whatever.”  
 
    Baby Zeke hopped off Harold and walked in between the two of us. “As you know, in my dimension of Minecraft we have a Balance. It consists of Notch, Herobrine, the Ender King, and me. We have three of the four here right now. If we work together, we can restore the Balance. Not only in this dimension of Minecraft, but to the entire universe. But, in order to do that, we have to get Jimmy to the control room.”  
 
    “You all realize it’s a trap, right?” said the Rainbow Creeper.  
 
    “What do you mean? I thought we had to go there to stop the blending and rescue Claire,” said Emma.  
 
    “Of course, that is all true,” said the Rainbow Creeper. “But I’m sure Entity 303 will have something horrible planned. It might be better not to rush to the control room, now that I think about it. If we go up to the Overworld now, we will still have plenty of time to get there. I’m sure I can hold out against the blackening for a few extra hours.”  
 
    I respected the Rainbow Creeper’s position. I knew Entity 303 would be up to something when we got there. He wasn’t just going to let us rescue Claire and stop the blending without a fight.  
 
    “So, should we use this nether portal to get to the surface or should we continue in the Nether?” asked Derek, awaiting my response.  
 
    “How about this?” I said. “Let’s disassemble the nether portal and then reassemble it a few blocks away. That’ll take us to the surface, but not the control room. If it puts us in a decent position, we will all go through. If not, we’ll just have to rebuild it again and again until we get somewhere more appropriate.”  
 
    Everyone agreed. Derek quickly demolished the nether portal and then rebuilt it about five blocks to the right. Once it was done, Derek ignited it with a flint and steel before ordering one of his soldiers through to conduct reconnaissance. The soldier returned a few minutes later and said, “I can see the control room mountain from where I surfaced. Looks like it will be about a two- or three-hour walk. But it’s about to get dark. The sun is going to set soon.”  
 
    I looked at Derek. “That sounds promising. But, when the sun sets, another phase of the blending will happen. We don’t have much time before then.”  
 
    Derek nodded his head knowingly. “Let’s go to the surface immediately and build a small shelter. Then we’ll see what happens when the sun sets.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 47 – Sunset 
 
      
 
      
 
    When we got to the surface, I could tell by the position of the sun that we had maybe an hour of sunlight left. If we were not in the beta dimension, we would experience another increase of blending at sunset. I assumed it would happen in the beta dimension too.  
 
    Knowing our time was short, we all worked together to build a shelter large enough to hold everyone. Even Herobrine helped, punching some trees and crafting lumber, all the while mumbling about the tortures to which he would subject John if he were able to capture him.  
 
    When we were finished, we had a basic rectangular wooden house with a roof and one window on each side of the building. We found some sheep so we could craft wool and then beds for anyone who did not have a bed in his inventory. Most importantly, we crafted a bed for the Rainbow Creeper who was now looking tired and haggard and … hurrr … closer to death than ever.  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper lay down on his bed shortly before the sunset. He looked over at us all standing there staring at him with morose expressions. “I still have some time left,” he said before coughing. “Don’t look at me like I’m already dead.”  
 
    I knelt down by the side of the Creeper and said, “But what if I can’t stop it? You’ll become a Null. I don’t want that. I met the Null, and he’s a depressed weirdo.”  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper looked at me with kind eyes. “I know you’ll do your best, Jimmy. We can’t always choose the roles we have in the universe, we just have to do our best with the hand we have been dealt.”  
 
    I was about to ask him if there was anything I could get him to make him more comfortable when he suddenly screamed in agony. His bodyguards pushed me aside and stood next to the Rainbow Creeper, unable to do anything but watch his torments and protect him from the rest of the world.  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper flashed red a couple of times as the black stains on his skin began to spread, metastasizing the darkness ever more over his once vibrant surface. 
 
    Emma grabbed onto my arm. I could feel that she was shaking. “Oh, Jimmy. It’s so awful.”  
 
    I nodded my head but said nothing. Baby Zeke and Harold observed the scene forlornly. Notch looked away, putting his hand to his forehead and flinching every time the Rainbow Creeper screamed. Herobrine just stared at the spectacle. Emotionless.  
 
    After about five minutes the screaming stopped. The Creeper flashed again and, for a brief instant, looked as though he were normal creeper, just green and black and gray. I looked over to Emma and asked, “Did you see that?”  
 
    She nodded her head. “This is bad, Jimmy. He must be close to becoming a Null and losing his powers completely.”  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper had passed out, unable to bear the pain of the blending, and had fallen into a deep slumber.  
 
    Baby Zeke looked around and noted, “It appears nothing, other than the Rainbow Creeper himself, has changed inside of our house because of the blending. I wonder what’s going on outside?”  
 
    I didn’t want to think about it but it was probably best to know. I walked to the door of our shelter and pushed it open. AT first glance, everything seemed normal. I turned around and looked back inside and said, “Seems okay. Maybe the blending only affects the Rainbow Creeper in the beta dimension.”  
 
    Herobrine walked up to me. “Grab a torch. Let’s look around a bit to see if you are correct.”  
 
    Derek, Baby Zeke, and Harold joined us. Baby Zeke and Harold took their jockey formation. We started by circling the shelter, but did not see anything of note. We were close enough to a lake that we saw a few drowneds crawling out of the water ready to begin their nighttime ambling before returning to the watery depths once the sun rose.  
 
    Herobrine looked at me. “You’re right. Everything seems normal. Well, at least as normal as things can be in the beta dimension.”  
 
    “What do you think Entity 303 has planned for us?” asked Baby Zeke. “He obviously wants us to arrive at the control room safely. And, it is without question he is going to try to use you and Claire to achieve his desires. What about the rest of us? Are we just going to be an audience?”  
 
    That was actually a pretty good question.  
 
    “I don’t know. He’ll probably do something like torture or kill you in front of me to increase my agony or something like that,” I said, as though it were the most normal thing in the world.  
 
    “You shouldn’t joke about things like that,” said Harold. 
 
    “What do you think Entity 303 is going to do with you then?” I retorted. 
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe we can defeat him before he gets to that point,” said Harold.  
 
    “Maybe, but I think it’s unlikely. Sometimes I wonder if my role as the Chosen One is simply to die.”  
 
    “Could be,” said Herobrine. “But, I recommend trying to stay alive if possible. Once you are dead, the odds are never in your favor.”  
 
    “Should we go back inside?” said Baby Zeke.  
 
    Herobrine pursed his lips and shook his head. “You go right ahead, but I’m going after John. Now.”  
 
    I put my hand on Herobrine’s arm. “You can’t do that. Without your powers, you know Entity 303 will kill you.”  
 
    Herobrine pulled his arm away from me. “I don’t care about Entity 303 anymore. John made a fool of me. Made a fool of all of us, switching sides like he did. He needs to be punished.”  
 
    “It’s a dumb idea, Herobrine,” said Baby Zeke. “You will be facing Entity 303’s entire remaining army just to get into the control room. And, even if you achieve that, there’s no guarantee John will even be there. For all we know, he’s in a tree right now staring at our shelter, spying on us.”  
 
    Herobrine would never admit Baby Zeke was correct. But, you could tell by the look on his face that’s what he was thinking. “Fine. But if we run into John … he’s mine.”  
 
    I put my hand on Herobrine’s back and slapped it a couple times as though we were longtime bros. “You can have him.”  
 
    That out of the way, we returned to the shelter to have dinner and await the horrors that the blending would bring us at sunrise. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 47 – A Dream at Night 
 
      
 
      
 
    It had been awhile since I’d had a dream. That is why when I started dreaming tonight, I was surprised. I didn’t ease into it either.   
 
    Out of the darkness came a strange green glowing figure. It looked a lot like a player, only it was completely green. Everything was green: its clothes, its hair, its skin. It was as though an emerald had taken the form of a player and invaded my dream.  
 
    “Hello, Jimmy,” said the green thing.  
 
    “Who are you? What are you?”  
 
    “I am many things, but most people know me by the name Green Steve. I lurk in the interstices of Minecraft, looking for fissures in its structure to exploit.” 
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    “So, you’re basically like a Herobrine or Entity 303 type?”  
 
    An expression of anger passed across Green Steve’s face. “I am nothing like them. I do not interact on a daily basis with the lower life forms of Minecraft. I exist in a more complex role.”  
 
    I nodded my head, understanding him in my dream. But writing this down now, it seems crazy. “So, you’re more like a Rainbow Creeper type? Knowledgeable? Powerful?”  
 
    Green Steve cowered a little bit. “No. The Rainbow Creeper is well beyond my powers. I am my own creature. I have no category. I am neither a player, an NPC, a mob, or a glitch. I am Green Steve.”  
 
    I could have been mistaken, but I think he flexed his muscles at the end there. I must have indigestion. This is insane.  
 
    “Okay, then, we will leave categorizing you for a later date. Anyway, why have you entered my dream?”  
 
    Green Steve smiled. “As I said, I look for cracks in the world of Minecraft. You are not a crack, of course, but you have the power to break it all wide open.”  
 
    I nodded my head sadly. “Because I am the Chosen One, right?”  
 
    Green Steve rubbed his chin. “It has something to do with that. But there’s more to it.”  
 
    Maybe this was my chance to figure out how to stop Entity 303. “Tell me more. What is it about me that gives me that power?”  
 
    Green Steve chuckled. “I don’t know. But I can sense it.”  
 
    I reached out and tried to grab Green Steve’s green shirt, but he took a step backwards and easily avoided my grasp. “Tell me! Give me a clue!”  
 
    “I am unable to express it in words. I only know that the power to destroy everything resides inside of you. But that’s all I can say.” Green Steve then winked and said, “Ta-ta for now,” before he disappeared. 
 
    I screamed with rage in my dream. My screaming lasted about twenty seconds before I returned to a calm state and fell back into an uninterrupted slumber. I don’t know how long that lasted until the next dream started.  
 
    This time, the Rainbow Creeper was standing in front of me. His skin was not blackened. He was pure. Radiant.  
 
    “Jimmy. Thank you for inviting me into your dream. It is nice to be whole again.”  
 
    I stared at the Rainbow Creeper uncomprehending. “What do you mean I invited you into my dream?”  
 
    “My powers are so weak now that I cannot enter anyone’s dream without being called. You must have summoned me here for a reason.”  
 
    I did not remember summoning him and I could not think of why would have summoned him. I stared at the Rainbow Creeper, looking at his unblemished skin. All the different bright solid colors. Blue. Yellow. Red. Purple. Green. 
 
    That’s it!  
 
    “Do you know who Green Steve is? He was in my dream earlier.”  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper sucked in a sharp breath. “Be careful around him. He is like a sneakier version of Entity 303 but without the desire for everyone to know who is. People who do not need fame for validation are usually the most dangerous.”  
 
    I didn’t really understand what he meant by that. “Green Steve said that the power to destroy Minecraft resided within me. Do you know what he might have meant by that?”  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper stood silently, thinking about the words Green Steve had spoken. Then he said, “We all have the power inside of us to destroy what we love. Fortunately, most of us don’t act on that. Maybe that is what he meant.”  
 
    I shook my head. “It didn’t sound like a philosophy lesson when he said it. It was as though he was referring to something concrete.” I paused for a moment. “Do you think maybe I have an undiscovered power inside of me to which he was referring?”  
 
    “I suppose that is possible. But now that your powers have been removed, it’s probably a moot point.”  
 
    I shrugged. “Maybe. But what if Entity 303 restores my powers for some reason. I do not want to accidentally destroy Minecraft.”  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper nodded his head. “Obviously, that would be unfortunate. I don’t think you would accidentally destroy Minecraft, Jimmy. You can be impulsive at times, but you’re not stupid.”  
 
    That actually made me feel much better, being praised by the Rainbow Creeper. “Is there anything you can tell me to help fulfill my role as the Chosen One? I really want to stop the blending and save you from becoming a Null.”  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper took a deep breath and sighed. “I wish I could. I do not want to become a Null either. But, we all have a role to play. You’ll figure it out. Or, maybe you won’t. Life will go on. Just different.”  
 
    And with that the Rainbow Creeper vanished from my dream.  
 
    The world became black again and I slept until Derek woke me up to take my turn on night watch. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 48 – Sunrise 
 
      
 
      
 
    The remainder of the night was relatively uneventful. We took turns standing guard at the windows. A few zombies ambled by, while various spiders scurried by. An occasional skeleton clicking and clacking its bones wandered around looking for a player to kill. But there were no players in the beta dimension. Well, not any about which I was aware.  
 
    A few zombies bumped into our shelter. One of them knocked on the door a few times before giving up and going away. After my turn on watch duty, I got a few hours of sleep. But mostly I lay on my bed staring at the ceiling, wondering what I was supposed to do to stop the blending. Wondering why I was the Chosen One. And, hoping that Claire was still alive.  
 
    As the first rays of false dawn streaked in the windows, I sat bolt upright in bed. Two destroyer endermen were standing guard and looking out the windows. They backed away and stared warily at the Rainbow Creeper just as I was. Just as everyone was. This was the next moment of the blending: sunrise. And, if we were correct, it was the last one the Rainbow Creeper would suffer before becoming a Null during today’s sunset blending.  
 
    When the sun had truly cleared the horizon and the new day had begun, the Rainbow Creeper began to scream. It was as if someone was pouring lava on his skin. The blackening spread rapidly now, like a necrotizing fungus. By the time five minutes had passed, the Rainbow Creeper screaming in agony the entire time, less than ten percent of his original skin was left. His entire face was now black. 
 
    The Rainbow Creeper was taking rapid shallow breaths, recovering from the pain of his slow torturous transformation. He turned his head slightly and looked up from his bed at us. “At least it will all be over today,” he whispered. “One way or the other. It will all be over.”  
 
    Derek fell to his knees and clasped his hands together in prayer. “My Lord, do not give up. We will get Jimmy to the control room and he will fix it. I’m sure he will.”  
 
    I hope you didn’t just put your foot in your mouth, Derek.  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper forced a smile to his face. “I appreciate your confidence. I too believe Jimmy will make the right decision.” The Rainbow Creeper then began to sit up. But after struggling for a few seconds, laid his head back down on the pillow of his bed. “I fear I cannot stand up. This morning’s blending has weakened me too much. I cannot go on with you.”  
 
    Derek stood up and shouted. “Never! We shall never abandon you! We will put polls through the bed and your four bodyguards will carry you with us. You must be there so we can protect you. So, you can witness the destruction of Entity 303.”  
 
    I don’t think Derek really believed his words. I think he was just trying to give the Rainbow Creeper a pep talk.  
 
    “As you wish, Derek. It will be nice to be carried for a while.” The Rainbow Creeper then sighed deeply and fell asleep.  
 
    I shook my head. “I can’t believe how fast it’s taking him. A few days ago, before the blending started, he was the most dominant force in all of Minecraft. Now, he is just a dying old man.”  
 
    Derek stepped to me and put his hands on my robe and shook me violently. “Don’t say that! Do not give up hope. You will save him.” Derek then released my robe and backed away.  
 
    “Look, Derek,” I said, straightening my robe. “I appreciate your confidence, but I still don’t know how to stop the blending. I really don’t want to ad lib saving the world, but it seems like that’s what it’s going to come to.”  
 
    “I wish the Ender King were here,” said Emma sadly. “He’d have an idea.” 
 
    “He sure would,” said Baby Zeke. Zeke looked at Herobrine and Notch. “Either of you brain trusts have an idea?”  
 
    Herobrine squinted at Baby Zeke. “You know my idea. Killing John. I have not been able to think of anything else.” 
 
    Obsession much?  
 
    “What about you, Notch?” asked Baby Zeke.  
 
    “I fear that I’m at a loss. The blending is not something I’ve created; therefore, it is not something I know how to control or destroy. I do know it is about renewal. About cleaning out the waste and excess of Minecraft. But, that’s all I know.”  
 
    “How can you say the Rainbow Creeper is waste or excess?!?” said Derek angrily. “There must be more to it than just some sort of … um … spring cleaning.”  
 
    I had to side with Derek on this one.  
 
    “You’re probably right, Derek,” said Notch. “But, that said, the blending is something beyond my comprehension, and I am a pretty smart guy who has designed the amazing world in which you all live, but this world … exists inside something as well. And, I think, whatever created that outside world of ours is what controls the blending.”  
 
    Notch was getting pretty deep on us here. Next thing you know he’ll be saying we existed inside a potion bottle inside some witch’s hut in a universe where everyone is five hundred feet tall.  
 
    I’d had enough. It was time for action. Not navel-gazing. “Well, that settles it then, let’s get going. If we don’t get to the control room before sunset, it’s all over. We are only a couple of hours’ walk from the control room as it is. Since Entity 303 knows we are coming, there’s no reason to sneak. Let’s take the most direct route.”  
 
    There was no dissent.  
 
    I looked over at Derek. “Do you know the way?”  
 
    “Of course, I know the way. I don’t even need a map.”  
 
    It took us a few minutes to craft wooden polls strong enough to hold the Rainbow Creeper’s bed. Once they were attached to the bed and each of the four remaining destroyer endermen bodyguards had shouldered his portion of the load, we kicked open the door to our shelter and began walking toward the control room mountain. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 48 – To the Control Room 
 
      
 
      
 
    The trek to the entrance to the mountain where the control room was housed was slow but generally uneventful. We passed by various mute beta dimension mobs, most of which ignored us. There were a couple of creepers that tried to kill us, but we were able to dispatch them with not too much difficulty. 
 
    Rude! Creepers trying to kill the Rainbow Creeper!!!  
 
    Just before noon, we paused to kill a couple of cows and have a delicious lunch. Even though we were in a hurry, stopping for fifteen minutes to kill two cows and cook their meat with our furnaces was not a problem. Furthermore, the destroyer endermen needed a break from carrying the Rainbow Creeper’s bed. Apparently he was quite heavy. Plus, in his weakened condition, the Rainbow Creeper was appreciative of the cooked steak.  
 
    “That was delicious,” said the Rainbow Creeper still lying on his back. “If I somehow survive the blending, I think I’ll go back to eating solid food more often and not always simply live off the energy of the universe. There is something satisfying about the ingestion of corporeal matter.”  
 
    Corporeal matter?  
 
    “You sound like a scientist,” said Emma. “Did you go to some sort of Rainbow Creeper University or something?” 
 
    The Rainbow Creeper chuckled and then winced in pain. “No, Emma, I have lots of free time and so I read a lot of books. I have endeavored to understand as much as I can about the universe in which I live and the portion of the universe which I, for the most part, control.”  
 
    “That makes sense, I guess,” said Emma pursing her lips.  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper offered a wan smile in return and then said, “I would like to speak with you more, but must return to my rest.”  
 
    One of the destroyer endermen shooed Emma away. The Rainbow Creeper closed his eyes and began to breathe slowly and methodically. I didn’t think he was actually asleep so quickly, but he was breathing as though he were. 
 
    After a brief lunch break, we continued up the mountain. When we were fairly close to the entrance, it was just about ten minutes away, we passed by the entrance to a cave. Without warning, out rushed a pigman jockey! The baby pigman riding on the back of the chicken was holding a golden sword and grunting at us.  
 
    “That looks like Otis and Bob!” said Harold.  
 
    Baby Zeke laughed. “It sure does.”  
 
    At that moment a chicken jockey emerged from the cave and joined the pigman jockey. “Oh my Notch,” I said. “That looks like you and Harold!”  
 
    At first, Baby Zeke smiled, but then his skin turned even more green than usual. “Do you think it could be? Is this a copy of us in the beta dimension?”  
 
    “I don’t like this, Zeke,” said Harold, his voice quivering.  
 
    “Don’t worry,” said Notch. “These aren’t copies of you and Otis. These are just random spawn. It’s just a coincidence they would be in a cave together, like you and Otis had been during your adventures. The only thing we need to worry about is if they attack us.”  
 
    The pigman jockey and the chicken jockey growled at us, protecting their cave. But as we soon continued onward, they returned to the cave, not wanting to engage in a battle they didn’t have to. 
 
    We continued up the path until we arrived at a plateau at the end of the path. I looked over at Derek. “If I recall correctly, the last time we were here, you had to teleport us inside the mountain. Since we can’t do that this time, how do we get in?” 
 
    “Well, the only other way I know to get inside is to just start mining. If we mine horizontally for about fifty blocks, we should enter the passageways inside the mountain. Once we get there, we can easily find our way to the control room.”  
 
    I let out a long sigh. I really wasn’t in the mood to do any mining. But, we had to get to Claire. I reluctantly reached into my inventory and pulled out my strongest pickaxe. I saw that Emma, Derek, Baby Zeke, and even Herobrine and Notch had removed pickaxes from their inventories as well.  
 
    Derek walked up to the side of the mountain and mined a block and then took several steps to the left and mined another block. “Mine between these two blocks as straight as an arrow flies.”  Seriously? Did he just say that? “With all six of us working together at the same time, it shouldn’t take more than a few minutes before we get to the interior passageways.”   
 
    He was correct. It didn’t take us long to get through the stone. We all worked quickly and efficiently, even Herobrine did his best.  
 
    When we broke through the wall into the interior passageways of the mountain, we cautiously entered, expecting enemy forces to be present. However, we found ourselves alone. Derek swiveled his head back and forth in order to get his bearings. Once he realized where he was, he began walking in one direction and ordered, “Follow me.”  
 
    We followed him closely, the four endermen carrying the Rainbow Creeper trailing at the back of our group. Derek approached a door, opened it, and ushered us into the room. He closed the door behind him. The room was lit with several torches but was otherwise empty.  
 
    “Why are we stopping? Shouldn’t we get to the control room?” asked Emma.  
 
    “I thought we should get our plan straight,” said Derek. “I mean, if we have a plan.” Derek looked directly at me.  
 
    I thought back to the last time we were in the control room. All of the strange machines and blinking lights. Pressing the keys on that weird letter-covered board. I remembered that there were stories about how these mechanisms may have interacted with the Rainbow Creeper. I looked over at Derek. “I need to speak with the Creeper before we go in there.”  
 
    Derek shook his head. “Absolutely not. My Lord is resting.”  
 
    “But I have to know something before we go in there!” I yelled.  
 
    “Silence! You may be the Chosen One, but I am the chief of security for the Rainbow Creeper.”  
 
    “It’s okay, Kabir,” said the Rainbow Creeper in a soft weak voice. “Let Jimmy approach and ask me what he needs to.”  
 
    Derek backed away. I had forgotten that he had two names, and that Kabir was what his friends called him. It was interesting to note that the Rainbow Creeper thought of him as a friend. 
 
    I approached the Rainbow Creeper and asked, “Claire told me the last time we were in the control room that there is a myth that you can speak to people from another world. I thought if that were true, maybe it will help us understand why Entity 303 wants to meet us in the control room.”  
 
    The Creeper blinked his eyes a couple of times and then took a deep breath. “I think ‘speak’ may be the wrong verb. ‘Communicate’ is probably a better one. But it has never been direct, clear communication. Just somehow they send me a message and somehow I understand it. The machines in the control room are indeed part of it.”  
 
    “Did you build those machines?” I asked.  
 
    “No, I don’t know who built them. They have been there as long as I can remember. From my beginning.”  
 
    Emma had been listening to our conversation and approached. “Do you know what those machines are? Do you know how to use them? I mean, other than for implementing updates?” 
 
    I nodded. “Right. The head monk told us how to do that when we had to implement the Update Aquatic.”  
 
    “I’ve never had to use them directly, not even for updating. Notch normally does that. I just sense things. Sometimes I watch the pictures on the glass boxes. Watching what mobs and NPCs in the beta dimension are doing.”  
 
    “And, I have never been able to use them for anything other than updating,” said Notch. “My creations are automatically put inside the machines and then in to the beta dimension. The only time I have to manipulate the machines is when I want to implement an actual update.” Notch looked at the Rainbow Creeper. “What else can those machines do?”  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper closed his eyes and took a few breaths. Then he spoke. “Probably lots of things. Like I said, I normally just look at the pictures on the screen. Or, get the communications periodically from the other world. The world of the players.”  
 
    I was shocked. My suspicion had been confirmed. “So there is a pipeline between the beta dimension and the world of the players! Entity 303 really could accomplish his plan to cross over.”  
 
    “Yes, Jimmy, he could,” said the Rainbow Creeper. “But, the connection is tenuous and, to my knowledge, has never been used for anything other than communications. I don’t know if an actual being could use it as a transportation mechanism.”  
 
    “If anyone can do it, it will be Entity 303,” said Herobrine finally joining in the conversation. “He’s been planning this forever. If he is anything, he is very determined and very clever. When he puts his mind to something, he usually accomplishes it. If he has been thinking about this for many years or decades or even centuries, he probably has it all sorted.”  
 
    I rubbed my forehead. I was getting a headache. “I wish I could figure out what I needed to do to stop the blending. I’m starting to think that if I could do that, it would stop everything, even Entity 303’s diabolical plan for universal domination.”  
 
    “Why don’t we just destroy all the strange machines in the control room?” suggested Emma.  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper shook his head. “That might prevent Entity 303 from going to the world of the players, but it would similarly prevent all players from getting to our world. I know that much. It would be wrong to stop that interchange.” 
 
    I’m not sure how wrong it would be. But, as long as Rainbow Creeper was still alive, I wasn’t going to disobey him.  
 
    “So what’s the plan then?” I asked. “Anyone have any ideas?”  
 
    The room was silent. They were looking at me for ideas. I was the Chosen One after all, a fact I could never forget. But I had nothing.  
 
    Suddenly the door to the room opened and an illusioner followed by two pillagers walked in. “You are coming with us,” he commanded.  
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    I drew my diamond sword and was about to attack him when Baby Zeke said, “No, Jimmy. Look behind him.”  
 
    I looked and saw that it was not just two pillagers who had accompanied the illusioner. There were dozens standing in the passageway just beyond the door. I sighed and put my sword away.  
 
    “Excellent choice, boy,” sneered the illusioner.  
 
    “I should kill you anyway,” I said.  
 
    A shocked looked passed over the illusioner’s face. “Rude!”  
 
    “Whatever.”  
 
    The illusioner turned around. “All of you follow me.”  
 
    And, so we did.  
 
    The illusioner and six pillagers walked in front of our group. Another dozen or so pillagers walked behind us. We were completely trapped. If we all had our powers, we would have easily been able to kill our captors. But now, we were almost as pathetic as a group of noobs.  
 
    “Where are you taking us?” I called up to the front of the group.  
 
    “Isn’t it obvious?” said the illusioner. “We are taking you to the control room so that Entity 303 may complete his plan.”  
 
    “And what plan might that be?” I asked, trying to be sly and get some information.  
 
    The illusioner laughed. “All you need to know is that by the end, you’ll all be dead.”  
 
    I reached into my inventory and about to pull out my sword when Baby Zeke and Harold, in their jockey formation, sprinted to my side. Zeke put his hand on my arm and I let go of my sword.  
 
    “We will figure a way around all this,” Zeke whispered. “I can feel it in my undead bones.”  
 
    I’ve heard people say that zombie’s intuition is one of the most profound forces in all of Minecraft. But I never believed any of that. And I still didn’t. But, he had been right to stop me. I did not stand a chance against the enemy.  
 
    I heard some of the pillagers at the back of the group making fun of the Rainbow Creeper.  
 
    “I’ve never seen a flat rainbow,” said one of them in a mocking voice.  
 
    “Yeah, he’s like a rain line, not a rainbow,” said another one, laughing at probably the worst joke I had ever heard in my life.  
 
    “And all that black stuff on him. Looks like he’s been rolling in the mud like a little Piggly Wiggly,” said another, laughing and grunting.  
 
    I couldn’t take it anymore. I turned around. “Shut up, you jerks!”  
 
    “Or what?” said one of them.  
 
    I reached into my inventory, pulled out a crossbow, aimed at the offensive pillager, and was about to pull the trigger when suddenly I felt an invisible force pull the crossbow from my hand. The crossbow flew across the room and banged into the wall and shattered. Everyone looked around in stunned silence.  
 
    “Who did that?” asked the illusioner.  
 
    “I did,” said the soft voice of the weak Rainbow Creeper. “There should be no more killing. The end of all things is coming. If we are all to die, we should die without violence polluting our minds.” The Rainbow Creeper then appeared to pass out and fall asleep.  
 
    We all stood there silently, contemplating the Rainbow Creeper’s wise words. Well, most of us did. One of the pillagers who had been making fun of the Rainbow Creeper said, “I always have violence on my mind. It’s what I do.” 
 
    Cretin.  
 
    I shook my head and turned around. I reached into my inventory trying to see if I had another crossbow, which I didn’t. But then my hand landed on something else. The head monk’s pain pills that I had gathered from her drop pile. I looked around to make sure no one was looking at me and then I quickly pulled the bag out of my inventory and tucked it into the front pocket of my robe so that I could gain quick access to them if needed.  
 
    Maybe I could use them to cause a distraction while we were in the control room. Maybe that would give me just enough time to free Claire or kill Entity 303.  
 
    “Is everybody done?” said the illusioner, sounding like a third grade teacher scolding his students.  
 
    No one said anything in response.  
 
    “Good. Now let’s get to the control room.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 48 – Inside the Control Room 
 
      
 
      
 
    The illusioner opened the door to the control room. The pillagers who had been walking in front of us stood to the sides of the door. The illusioner waved us forward to enter the control room. As we entered, the pillager guards sneered at us and smirked, believing our fate was imminent death. 
 
    Upon entering the room, I saw Entity 303, Claire, and John. Claire was standing, leaning against a wooden post with her arms tied behind it. She looked scared and annoyed. John stood immediately to her side, rubbing his hands with glee and grinning as we entered the room. He was ready for a spectacle. To his side stood Entity 303. He appeared calm and dominant, as though everything happening at that moment were all part of his plan.  
 
    We walked into the room without saying anything, but I tried to mad dog Entity 303 by staring him down, but he ignored me. Instead, his attention was focused on the weakened form of the Rainbow Creeper lying upon his death bed. Entity 303 chuckled at the sight. 
 
    “Stop laughing at the Rainbow Creeper!” said Claire, frustration clearly evident in her voice.  
 
    Entity 303’s head snapped toward her. “I would’ve thought by now you would know to keep your mouth shut unless you are being spoken to. John. Handle it.”  
 
    John walked up to Claire and then pulled a bucket of water from his inventory and dumped it on her head. She screamed with rage. I made a move toward Claire, intent on taking out John, but the vise-like grip of a pillager’s hand grabbed my collar and pulled me back. “Sit. Down,” he said with menace.  
 
    There were in fact several chairs lined up in a row in front of us. And in front of the chairs, there was a long thin table.  
 
    I unwillingly sat down, guided to my chair by the controlling grip of the pillager. The rest of the group followed. The destroyer endermen placed the Rainbow Creeper’s bed on the floor at the end of the row of chairs.  
 
    Entity 303 smiled at us, as though he were a host at a dinner party. “Thank you so much for coming. And, you have arrived on time. I thought you might not show up.” 
 
    “Why would you think such a thing?!? You knew we would come to save Claire and stop the blending,” I said.  
 
    Entity 303 shrugged. “I did not know that. You might have chosen to stay away. Of course, that would mean the Rainbow Creeper would’ve become the Null and Claire would be dead, but it was always an option.” 
 
    “You are not a very good judge of character, are you?” said Notch. 
 
    Entity 303 ignored him and continued his speech. “And, I would not have been able to cross into the world of the players.” He looked at me with evil intent. “Not without Jimmy, anyway. Sure, Minecraft would have been devastated but it would have recovered … eventually. But now, thanks to your timely arrival, I will be able to unlock the portal to the world of the players and eventually infect it with my evil and conquer it permanently.”  
 
    He was straight up monologging, just like all evil crazies. I should not have expected less. 
 
    “What do you mean? I thought if Jimmy and Claire failed to stop the blending you wouldn’t be able to do that,” said Emma, confusion and desperation in her voice.  
 
    Entity 303 chuckled. “Did you? I have no idea why you would think such a thing. It just goes to show how very little you know about the blending.”  
 
    “Can we just pause for a second here,” said Herobrine, putting his hands together in the form of a T and calling for a timeout. “I’ve got something to say.”  
 
    Entity 303 chuckled again. “Sure thing, Herobrine. Speak your mind.”  
 
    “First of all, why did you take away our powers? And, will we ever get them back?”  
 
    “Isn’t it obvious why I took away your powers? I want to have as many advantages as I can. I don’t like to play fair. I would think that would’ve been obvious. As to part two, well, I don’t know. If Minecraft survives the blending and reconstitutes, as I suspect it will, then I suppose your powers will come back naturally. But, since I’ll be in the world of the players, I won’t be here to help you with that.” 
 
    Notch interrupted. “By the way, how did you take away our powers?” 
 
    Entity 303 grinned. “Oh, come now, Notch. You can’t expect me to give away all of my secrets. Let’s just say it has something to do with the occult, harvesting the souls of several thousand zombie pigmen, and the machines in this room.” 
 
    Not very helpful, but very scary. 
 
    Herobrine rubbed his head. “You’re giving me a headache. But, I have one more question. Would you give me John so that I can execute him for being a traitor? Then I’ll leave and you can do whatever you want.”  
 
    “Herobrine! It sounds like you are the traitor now! You betray us,” said Baby Zeke.  
 
    “Stay out of this you smelly undead pipsqueak,” said Herobrine.  
 
    “You take that back!” said Harold.  
 
    “I’ll take that back when you’re something other than a stupid bird,” said Herobrine.  
 
    “That was seriously the worst insult I’ve ever heard,” said Harold.  
 
    “Silence!” demanded Entity 303. “You may not have John. He is my loyal servant, and I will not reward my loyal servants by sending them to their certain death.”  
 
    “Nah nah nah,” said John, sticking out his tongue.  
 
    Herobrine’s face turned beet red with rage. He began to move toward John, ready to kill him or die in the process. But the pillager guards reached out, grabbed him, and threw him back into his chair.  
 
    Entity 303 laughed and said, “Any other requests before we get started? We have a very exciting program tonight.”  
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    “Shut up and get on with it,” said Emma.  
 
    “As you wish, my dear,” said Entity 303. “As a scientist, I am sure you will find this fascinating.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 48 – Parlor Tricks 
 
      
 
      
 
    We sat in our chairs and watched as Entity 303 removed a cookie from his inventory and ate it. My stomach grumbled. I realized I was hungry as well.  
 
    Entity 303 snapped his fingers and a cookie appeared on each of our laps. “Please enjoy yourselves,” said Entity 303.  
 
    “How do we know you didn’t put poison in these cookies?” asked Derek.  
 
    “You don’t. But, I didn’t. Enjoy.”  
 
    I almost wished the cookies were poisoned. At least it would save me from listening to Entity 303’s ridiculous maniacal ramblings. But I was hungry. So, I ate the cookie.  
 
    “I’m sorry to see the Rainbow Creeper in such a degraded state,” said Entity 303. “I really have nothing against the Rainbow Creeper per se. He seems all right. But, the only way I could fulfill my plan was to allow the blending to progress until now. Minecraft is nearly at its weakest point. And so here we are.”  
 
    “Untie me. I must go speak with My Lord,” implored Claire.  
 
    “Oh, you’d like that, wouldn’t you,” said Entity 303. “I’m afraid I can’t do that. I don’t want him giving you some sort of insider information or secret tip that you could use to defeat me.”  
 
    “I’m not interested in that. I’ve just never met the Rainbow Creeper before. I wanted to meet him before…,” Claire’s voice trailed off.  
 
    “It is okay, Claire. I will be fine. No matter what happens,” said the Rainbow Creeper, his voice so soft it was barely audible.  
 
    A tear rolled down Claire’s eyes. “I failed you, My Lord. I haven’t been able to stop the blending.”  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper coughed a dry, rattling cough. “There is still time. Keep the faith.” But, the strain of speaking was too much for the Rainbow Creeper and he passed out again.  
 
    “Isn’t that sweet?” said the said Entity 303 sarcastically. “But enough for the sweetness. Jimmy, would you care to join me?”  
 
    “I would not care to join you,” I said, reaching into my pocket and pulling out a handful of the head monk’s pain pebbles and tossing them at Entity 303.  They exploded on his skin and he grimaced in pain. I tossed another handful at John and he screamed. 
 
    I hoped this might be enough distraction to free Claire. I rushed toward the pole where her hands were tied, but before I could reach the ropes restraining her, two sets of pillager hands grabbed me and dragged me back to face Entity 303. 
 
    Entity 303 smirked and shook his head. “That was not a request,” said Entity 303, snapping his fingers and pointing at the thin table. The two pillagers holding me lifted me up and deposited me roughly onto the table, holding me down on my back so that I could not move.  
 
    “What are you doing?!? Let me go!”  
 
    Emma and Derek stood up and drew their swords ready to free me, but the pillagers grabbed each of their arms, and then took away their weapons. I continued to struggle, kicking my legs. Two more pillagers approached and assisted them in restraining me. Then John came over and tied each of my limbs to holes cut in the table using rainbow-colored ropes.  
 
    I knew there was no escape now.  
 
    I also knew that I had failed.  
 
    What a pathetic Chosen One I had turned out to be. 
 
    I was tied to a table, completely immobilized. There was no way that I could ever stop the blending. This was it. The Rainbow Creeper was going to become a Null. Claire was going to die. And Entity 303 was likely to succeed in entering the world of the players.  
 
    Entity 303 looked at John. “Get the fluid.”  
 
    John left wordlessly and went into another room. He returned with a large potion bottle, about five times the size of a normal potion bottle. It was filled with some sort of liquid. The color resembled a potion of healing, but I couldn’t be sure. There was something different about it ….  
 
    John placed the bottle on an elevated shelf, one block above the table. Coming out of the bottom of the bottle was a tube made of hollow bamboo. It had a handle on the end which appeared to control the flow of liquid. John put the end of the tube near my mouth.  
 
    “What is the meaning of this? What you going to do to me?” I demanded. 
 
    Entity 303 approached and patted me on the head like I was his own child. “Don’t worry, Jimmy. You will not feel any pain. That is the purpose of the liquid. As long as some is dribbling into your mouth, the pain will not overwhelm you.” 
 
    Overwhelm me? That didn’t sound good.  
 
    “What are you planning to do? You monster!” cried Claire, straining against the post to which she was tied.  
 
    “Yeah, what are you planning?” said Derek. 
 
    Notch, Herobrine, Baby Zeke and Harold joined the chorus calling for an explanation. Entity 303 stood there, unmoved, until he suddenly pounded his fist on the table to which I was tied. “Silence! I’m in control here. All you can do now is watch. Behold the power that is I.” 
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    I saw Herobrine and Notch flinch. They did not like being “normal” and watching Entity 303 flex his dominant powers in front of them.  
 
    Entity 303 turned to John. “Give him a large dose before we start cutting.” 
 
    Cutting?!?  
 
    “What? You are going to start cutting?” I said, panic rising within me. “Cutting what?”  
 
    But Entity 303 wouldn’t answer. Instead, John shoved the end of the bamboo tube into my mouth and turn the spigot at its end. I nearly choked to death as a cup’s worth of liquid filled my mouth. I had to swallow it.  
 
    I suddenly felt strange. Almost like I could not feel my body. Like my entire body was anesthetized. 
 
    Weird.  
 
    Entity 303 reached into his inventory and pulled out a knife. It looked very sharp. 
 
    “Wait. What are you planning on doing with that?!?” I asked. I couldn’t feel my lips or my tongue as I spoke. 
 
    “No!” screamed Emma.  
 
    Entity 303 ignored us and poked the knife delicately against the skin of my hand. I couldn’t feel anything. I didn’t scream. I didn’t flinch and pull my hand away. If I hadn’t seen what he was doing, I would not have known he was even touching my hand, much less poking it with a knife. 
 
    Entity 303 looked at John. “As we discussed, one drop every 5 seconds into his mouth from now on.”  
 
    Nurse John nodded his head.  
 
    Entity 303 paused for a moment and addressed everyone in the room. “Now you will see the true measure of power. The most powerful thing in the universe. I know, I know, you are surprised to learn that I am not the most powerful thing in the universe. But actually, it’s Jimmy.”  
 
    Really? Awesome. Just wish I knew how to use it….  
 
    “Actually, not Jimmy, but what is inside of Jimmy.”  
 
    Inside of me? Oh, that’s why he has the knife. Wait. What?  
 
    I screamed. “No! You can’t do this to me! If you cut me open, I’ll die.”  
 
    Entity 303 smiled. “Of course you will die. But not before I get what I need. The potion you are now imbibing removes all pain but also continuously heals. What I’m going to do to you will eventually kill you, but not right away.”  
 
    “Stop it!” cried Claire, tears now streaming down her face. “You can’t just cut him open while he is alive.”  
 
    Entity 303 shook his head, upset at yet another interruption. But that didn’t stop him from explaining. “Actually, I must cut him open while he is alive. If I wait until he is dead, the power I seek will flee his body and relocate itself to a hidden place.”  
 
    “This is what you meant when you said I was the key, isn’t it?” I said, finally understanding the puzzle. “I’m the key to the power that you need.”  
 
    “Brilliant,” said Entity 303, rolling his eyes. “Yes, that is exactly what I meant. Now shut up.” Entity 303 snapped his fingers and felt my mouth involuntarily shut tightly, only the bamboo tube sticking into one corner. I felt the liquid drip in every 5 seconds.  
 
    Claire hadn’t said anything else. Entity 303 must have silenced her as well.  
 
    “John? Is the liquid flowing at the rate I so instructed?”  
 
    “Yes, sir.”  
 
    “Excellent. Then I shall begin.”  
 
    Entity 303 took the knife and plunged it into my chest just below my solar plexus. The potion was doing its work. I felt no pain. But I did see three hearts disappear from my health bar. One of the hearts was beginning to return, thanks to the potion no doubt. Then, Entity 303 began to cut towards my pelvis. Several more of my hearts disappeared and then began to return. I still felt no pain, but I could feel a strange tugging sensation in my stomach.  
 
    I was able to glance to the side and saw my mute colleagues with tears flowing out of their eyes. It must’ve looked pretty bad, what with my guts spilling out and everything.  
 
    Entity 303 then removed the knife and put it on a shelf behind him. It was covered with my blood.  
 
    After that Entity 303 put one hand on either side of the incision he had made and pulled my stomach wide open.  
 
    Still I felt no pain.  
 
    Entity 303 backed away from me. He was staring at the giant wound he had made in my body. He looked at it expectantly, like he was waiting for a puppy to jump out of a birthday present. Then, when nothing happened, he became confused and uncertain. After a few seconds, however, this was replaced by a look of unadulterated glee and ecstasy.  
 
    “It’s happening!”  
 
    “Oh my Notch! It sure is,” said John, looking at Notch sheepishly as he took his name in vain.  
 
    What was happening?  
 
    I felt a strange tugging in my stomach again. But no one was touching me. Entity 303’s eyes kept getting wider and wider. I noticed a strange glow was beginning to cross his face.  
 
    Where was that light coming from?  
 
    I looked and saw Claire staring at my gaping wound with astonishment as well. It crossed my mind that I should probably look at the wound. This potion Entity 303 had given me was making me a little loopy.  
 
    I glanced down at my chest and was shocked to see a strange glowing stone rising out of my sloppy, disheveled entrails. 
 
    What the heck is that?  
 
    “It is true!” said Entity 303, awe in his voice. “All that work for all these years is now finally come to fruition. I knew I would find it one of these days. It’s all the power I need to control the universe forever! The creation stone itself.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 48 – Unexpected Consequences 
 
      
 
      
 
    The next thing I saw was Emma. She had leapt over my face and tackled Entity 303. I turned my head to watch. The shock of her dominant attack was completely unexpected.  
 
    She had a sword in her hands and used it to stab Entity 303 a couple of times in his arm before he moved his fingers in a strange pattern and then snapped. Emma screamed in pain and disappeared. 
 
    No! Emma!  
 
    I tried to ask what he had done with her – had he killed her? – but my mouth still would not move. Tears of rage flowed from my eyes.  
 
    Entity 303 stood up. But he didn’t seem to be too badly injured. He looked at me with menace. “You’re probably wondering what I’ve done with your girlfriend, right?”  
 
    Girlfriend?  
 
    “I sent her away. You’ll never find her. And she’ll never find you. She is now a slave to someone who is far less kind than I.”  
 
    I swear by the power of the Rainbow Creeper and the Null that if I ever got out of this, if I ever could speak again, I would find Emma.  
 
    Entity 303 returned to his position and stared as the creation stone slowly rose out of my body.  
 
    “Why not just grab it now, boss?” asked John.  
 
    “It has to clear his body completely. If I touch it now, it won’t give its power to me.”  
 
    John scratched his head. “What will happen?”  
 
    “I have no idea. But probably not something good.” 
 
    John rubbed his hands together. “I can’t wait until you get that stone. Just you and me. Conquering the universe. I’ll be your loyal sidekick. It’ll be awesome.”  
 
    Entity 303 glanced down at John, scorn plainly evident in his eyes. “You don’t get to come with me. I appreciate your help getting this far and all. And, I really liked you being a traitor, willing to betray your friends for power. But, I don’t need your help anymore. You can stay here with these fine people and work out your problems with them.”  
 
    I saw the confused and pained look on John’s face. He was destroyed. He was sad. He had expected that by changing sides from ours to Entity 303’s, he was going to end up on the winning side. And, it appears that his side was going to win, only he was going to be exiled just at the moment of victory.  
 
    I was so frustrated. There was nothing I could do … except die.  
 
    I spent my final moments taking everything in. Looking at Notch and Herobrine. Baby Zeke and Harold. Derek. The Rainbow Creeper looked longingly at the creation stone, surely it would have restored his skin. And, I thought about poor Emma, now enslaved somewhere because she wanted to help me.  
 
    I looked again at the creation stone rising from my body. It was all the colors of the rainbow and more. It was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen.   
 
    I looked at Claire and caught her eyes. I tried to express my sorrow and sadness at failing to stop the blending. She returned the sentiment with her eyes. Then, I watched as her eyes flicked toward John’s. A look of recognition crossed her face. Then surprise. Then just a hint of a nod. 
 
    What was that about?  
 
    I looked over where John had been standing but saw that he was no longer near the potion bottle. He was walking behind Entity 303 who was ignoring him, instead focusing on the rising of the creation stone from inside my body.  
 
    John was inching closer and closer to Claire. It was only when he was standing right next to the pole to which Claire was tied that Entity 303 noticed he had moved.  
 
    “What are you doing over there, John? Get back over here!”  
 
    “You can’t order me around like a dog anymore!” said John. He then quickly pulled out a sword from his inventory, reached behind the post, and sliced the rainbow-colored rope restraining Claire. Claire pulled her hands free.  
 
    “You traitor!” yelled Entity 303. He snapped his fingers, causing John to scream in agony before flashing red several times and then disappearing into a puff of smoke. 
 
    But while Entity 303 was meting out his vengeance, Claire had just enough time to act. She leapt onto the table, reached over my body, and put her hands on the creation stone. 
 
    When her hands touched the stone, the world was engulfed in a white-hot fire, destroying all things in its path. 
 
      
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 48 – Unknown Location 
 
      
 
      
 
    I don’t know how long the world was white and hot. I felt my body vaporize. I floated somewhere as millions of dust motes, adrift on the cosmic winds. 
 
    There was no pain. No memory. No desire. Nothing. 
 
    Sometime later, the motes began to coalesce and I began to have sensations again. Pressure. Heat. Cold. 
 
    More time passed and I had a complete body. 
 
    Later, my brain began to function normally again. I had thoughts and a hint of a memory about …. 
 
    Then, everything went black. 
 
      
 
    *   *   * 
 
      
 
    The next thing I knew I was regaining consciousness on a beach somewhere. I felt the sand under my fingers. I moved my fingers in the sand for a few seconds before opening my eyes. 
 
    The brightness of the sun shocked me and I suddenly felt a strong headache. I reached up to rub my aching head.  
 
    Once my eyes adjusted to the light, I looked down at my robe and saw that it was burned in a few places, but otherwise intact.  
 
    Had all that really happened? Had Claire grabbed the creation stone and caused an explosion? 
 
    That’s when I remembered I had been cut wide open by Entity 303. I pulled my robe away from my body looked down at my chest.  
 
    There was no scar. No mark. No evidence that I had ever been gutted like a fish. But, I saw that I was wearing a necklace. It had two small Rainbow Creeper charms attached to it. They looked exactly like the Rainbow Creeper figurines I had been holding for Claire. 
 
    Where did that come from? I never wear jewelry. 
 
    It was then that I truly noticed my surroundings. Something was off. Why did everything look so strange? 
 
    I looked at the beach and saw that it was … hurrr … what is the right word … undulating. There wasn’t a level surface anywhere. I punched at the sand to mine a block of it, but nothing happened. Well, nothing other than my fist kind of hurt.  
 
    I looked at my fist. It wasn’t a flat square. It was more of an oblong shape! And … hurrr … I had five fingers?!?  
 
    I looked up and saw that the beach sloped gently down to a bright blue ocean. An ocean with waves!  
 
    I swiveled my head to the right. I saw two girls walking by in bathing suits. They were pointing at me and laughing.  
 
    “Why does that guy have a robe on at the beach?” said one of them.  
 
    “I don’t know. There’s lots of weirdoes around sometimes,” said the other before they walked out of earshot.  
 
    I swiveled my head to the left. I saw a man wearing nothing but a pair of board shorts walking along the beach and carrying a surfboard.  
 
    A real surfboard! Just like those I had seen in the surf magazine given to me by the player so long ago. 
 
    Was I dreaming all this? Was I dead and in the afterlife waiting to respawn? Was I imagining that I’m in the world of the players?  
 
    I stood up and reached into my inventory for my surfboard. But I had no inventory. I had nothing except for my robe and my necklace. Not even any food!  
 
    If this was the afterlife, it kind of sucked. What’s the point of being in the surfing afterlife if you don’t have surfboard?  
 
    I decided to find someone to talk to. I walked along the beach until I came to a couple of guys sitting on towels next to their surfboards.  
 
    “How’s it going?” I asked timidly.  
 
    “It’s going fine. What’s up with you? Why you got that robe on, brah?” said one of the guys.  
 
    “Um, I woke up this way,” I said, sounding like an idiot.  
 
    The other guy laughed. “You don’t remember how you got here? That’s crazy.”  
 
    I did remember how I got there … sort of. But, I didn’t want to tell him about the creation stone and the explosion and all of that. He would probably think I was crazy. And maybe I was. This entire world looked like the photographs I remember seeing in that surf magazine. Nothing looked like Minecraft. Everything was so different, I was even having a hard time believing that I could have imagined this or that it could be my afterlife.  
 
    I wasn’t sure how to ask this next question without sounding like a maniac. But I asked it anyway. “Where am I?”  
 
    “If you ask me to take you to our leader, I’m going to lose it,” said one of the guys laughing.  
 
    “What?”  
 
    He laughed again. “Nevermind. You are at Ehukai Beach Park.”  
 
    For some reason, it sounded vaguely familiar. “Hurrr, is that anywhere near the village of Zombie Bane.”  
 
    They two guys both had peculiar expressions on their faces. “There’s no place called Zombie Bane around here, brah. Are you sure you’re okay?”  
 
    I wasn’t sure if I was okay, mentally anyway. Physically, I seemed to feel fine. “Yeah, I’m fine. Just a little hungry I guess.”  
 
    “No worries, brah. We are having a barbecue later day. You can stop by the house.”  
 
    Wow. That was really nice of him. “Thanks. Where is your house?”  
 
    He turned around and pointed to house right on the beach about three doors down. “That green and black one right there. In fact, we could go there now. It looks like you could use a drink of water and a change of clothes.”  
 
    This guy was super nice. “Thanks, but I don’t have any emeralds. I don’t know if I can ever repay you.”  
 
    “Emeralds?” he said, shaking his head and laughing. “No worries. Everything that goes around comes around. I’m sure you will help me someday.”  
 
    “Thanks. What’s your name anyway?”  
 
    My name is Jacob. And this dude sitting next to me is Adarsh.”  
 
    “Nice to meet you. My name is Jimmy.”  
 
    “Cool, Jimmy. Let’s go over to the house.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 48 – Ten Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    When we arrived at the house, there were five or six guys in the kitchen, working on marinating meat and preparing salads and side dishes. Everything smelled very good. There were strange fruit I had never seen or tasted before. I did, however, recognize some apples and watermelons. 
 
    But I still hadn’t got my bearings in this strange place.  
 
    Had the explosion of the creation stone somehow transported me into the world of the players? Or was this really the afterlife? And, if it were the world of the players, does that mean Entity 303 might have gotten through?  
 
    Jacob introduced me to everyone and they all greeted me jovially. Jacob then went into his room and pulled out a clean pair board shorts and a T-shirt. He handed me the clothes and pointed to the bathroom. “Why don’t you go in there and put these on? You must be hot in that robe.”  
 
    “Thanks. What should I do with the robe?”  
 
    Jacob shrugged. “You can hang it in my closet for now.”  
 
    I went into the room he called the bathroom and changed my clothes. When I saw my body underneath my robe, I was shocked. My arms and legs were not the long cuboids I had been spawned with. Instead of right angles everywhere, my legs had rippling muscles and knobby knees. My arms could bend in ways that they never had been able to bend before. But the biggest shock was looking in the mirror.  
 
    I didn’t have a rectangular head anymore. My big nose was gone. I looked … hurrr … just like the surfers in the surf magazine. I had blonde hair and blue eyes like I did before, but now I had a deep tan on my skin. I was thin but with rippling muscles.  
 
    I suddenly felt a little woozy. All of this was a lot to take in. And then I remembered my friends.  
 
    Entity 303 had done something to Emma. Made her disappear. Was she dead? Wait … I remember now. A slave. Somewhere.  
 
    And then I recalled the destroyer endermen. Had they been killed in the explosion when Claire grabbed the creation stone?  
 
    Claire. She must be dead. There’s no way a villager could have touched that stone and survived, especially considering even Entity 303 was afraid of touching it before the right moment. And yet, I am alive … maybe.  
 
    What about Baby Zeke and Harold? Sucked away from their own dimension by the blending and then killed by a massive apocalyptic explosion without ever seeing their home again. It was very sad.  
 
    And Notch and Herobrine. If they had their powers, I might suspect they survived the explosion somehow. But, without their powers, they were just normal. But I survived. I was much more normal than either of them. And, my gut was cut wide open when the explosion happened. 
 
    This didn’t make any sense. 
 
    Then I remembered John. Had he actually been a traitor? Or had he chosen to be a double agent without telling anyone? Or maybe Herobrine was in on the act? Or, maybe John was a traitor and had grown sick of Entity 303 being mean to him. He knew if he freed Claire something was going to go haywire with Entity 303’s plan. And it sure did. He died a hero. 
 
    And, finally, the Rainbow Creeper. I looked at my necklace with its two charms. How had these gotten here? Were they created by the explosion, or had the Rainbow Creeper himself given me this necklace so that I might remember …? 
 
    There was a knocking on the bathroom door. It was Adarsh. “You okay in there, Jimmy? Jacob sent me to check on you. You’ve been in there for like 10 minutes, braddah.”  
 
    I shook my head to clear my thoughts. “Sorry. I was just thinking about something and lost track time.”  
 
    “It’s cool. When you are done, come to the balcony. I’m going to light the barbecue.”  
 
    “Okay. Give me a minute.” 
 
      
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 48 – Two Hours Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    I’d helped Jacob, Adarsh, and their friends with all the preparations for the barbecue. It was the least I could do since they were feeding me for free. The barbecue resembled a Minecraft furnace, only it cooked food much more slowly. 
 
    Before the meat was ready, I ate some delicious fruit that I’d never heard of. They called them pineapples and mangoes. Very sweet and juicy. This is what Notch should put in Minecraft, not piglins and piglin beasts.  
 
    “These are delicious,” I said. 
 
    “They grow like crazy in the hills behind us. Almost all year-round. I love fresh fruit,” said Jacob.  
 
    “Cool. We don’t have too many types of fruit or I come from,” I said.  
 
    “And where is that you come from?” asked Adarsh.  
 
    I wasn’t sure how to explain that. I thought for a moment about the best way to say it without arousing too much suspicion about my sanity. “I’m from … hurrr … across the ocean. From a place that’s colder than this.”  
 
    A couple of the guys on the balcony next to me looked at me like I was a little weird and then laughed. “So you’re from the mainland?”  
 
    “Mainland?”  
 
    “Yeah, you realize you’re in Hawaii right?” said one of them, snapping his fingers in front of my face.  
 
    Hawaii? Just like in all surf magazines!!!  
 
    “Wait a minute, Jacob. Where did you say we were?”  
 
    “Ehukai Beach Park.”  
 
    Now the name rang a bell. It was the name of the break right next to Pipeline! But the waves were small today, so I had not recognized it. 
 
    “So is that the world famous Pipeline?” I said pointing down the beach.  
 
    Everyone on the patio laughed. “Yeah, brah, that’s it.”  
 
    “Awesome! I’ve always wanted to surf there,” I said.  
 
    “You can surf?” asked Adarsh.   
 
    “Sure. I mean, I’ve never surfed Pipe before, but I’ve gotten barreled lots of times,” I said trying to sound confident.  
 
    “Cool,” said Jacob. “Swell supposed to be comin’ in the next few days. Maybe we can find you a board and get you the wave of your life.”  
 
    “That sounds great,” I said smiling.  
 
    At that moment, I heard the door open and then I heard some people inside the house say, “Laird! John! How’s it?”  
 
    Laird? John? Could this really be happening?  
 
    I sat there in shock.  
 
    I don’t think I’m dead. I think I’m in the world of the players!!!  
 
    A few minutes later Laird and John came out onto the balcony. They gave bro hugs to a couple guys and some shakas to a couple of guys. They approached me. Laird stared at me with a strange expression on his face.  
 
    Laird, who looked like a more bulbous version of his Minecraft skin said, “Do I know you? You look really familiar.”  
 
    “Yeah. You totally do,” said John, who also looked a lot like his Minecraft skin only taller and thinner.  
 
    “Maybe. My name’s Jimmy. Jimmy Slade.”  
 
    They both looked like they were about to have a heart attack and die. “That’s weird because we were playing Minecraft a few days ago and there was a villager named Jimmy Slade who we hung out with. The server we were paying on was pretty cool. There was surfing and everything in it.”  
 
    Server? What does that mean?  
 
    “Do you think we could go talk privately?” I asked. “Something very strange has happened.”  
 
    The other guys eyed me with suspicion as Laird, John, and I walked off the patio and found a back bedroom where he could shut the door and speak in private.  
 
    “So what’s the deal?” asked Laird.  
 
    “It was the two of you who were in the Minecraft surf contests, right? Between Entity 303 and the Ender King?”  
 
    “Sure, but that’s just a game,” said John. “I mean, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Well, if it is, then how come I’m here now?”  
 
    “Here? I just thought Jimmy Slade was your skin or something,” said Laird. 
 
    “Yeah,” said John. “That surfing mod pack lets some people play the game as villagers. I thought that was why you could talk.”  
 
    “Why do you keep calling it a game? Minecraft is real. The Overworld is real. The Nether is real. The End is real. As real as your world,” I said, slightly upset.  
 
    “But, it’s a game for us,” said John, giving me an odd look and probably questioning my sanity. “Come on over to my house. It’s just a couple doors down. I’ll show you.” 
 
      
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 48 – Five Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    John had a pretty nice house. It was right on the beach with a view of all the nearby surf spots, including Pipeline. He opened the door and we walked in. He picked up a black rectangular object and pushed a button on it. On the wall, a large rectangular window-like object, similar to those I had seen in the control room, illuminated. He turned on some other equipment and pushed a few more buttons.  
 
    And then to my astonishment I saw the word “Minecraft” appeared on the rectangular window-like object.  
 
    I pointed. “What is that? Why does it say ‘Minecraft’?”  
 
    “Jimmy. This is the title screen for the game. The computer is just getting ready to start the game.”  
 
    “It can’t be!” I said. “The world of Minecraft can’t be inside that little box.”  
 
    “It’s not inside the box,” said Laird. “Well, some of it is. But other parts exist elsewhere, on servers.”  
 
    I was about to go insane. I could feel the psychotic break coming on. They’re using all these words I didn’t understand. They pushed a few buttons and then Minecraft appeared.  
 
    “That’s not possible. Minecraft is real. It’s where I come from,” I said, feeling dizzy.  
 
    Laird and John looked at me like I was insane. “What do you mean?” asked John. “How could you come from a … a game?”  
 
    “My world. It’s been …um ... it’s a long story.”  
 
    “We have time,” said Laird. “Cool necklace by the way. You must be a true fan.” 
 
    Was he making fun of me? 
 
    “Okay. This may take a few minutes.” I said. I then explained about the blending, the battles with Entity 303, and the creation stone explosion, after which I woke up here. “So you see, somehow the blending and the creation stone opened the portal between my world and yours. And now I’m here.”  
 
    “Jimmy, I hate to tell you this man, but it’s a server. And, you sound insane. Look, I will log in to the server right now and show you,” said John.  
 
    He typed in some words and pushed a few buttons and clicked a few things and then the screen said it was “connecting to server.”  
 
    What could this all mean? Was he going to show me my world? And if he did, how can I get back?  
 
    “Does it always take this long to connect?” asked Laird.  
 
    John shook his head. “No, it doesn’t. Usually just a few seconds. I’m not sure what’s taking so long.”  
 
    It took another fifteen seconds until the screen said it was connected to the server. I waited, tense and fearful about what was going to happen next. Would I see an image which would drive me completely insane?  
 
    But what I saw made no sense. Dots scattered everywhere. Different colors, disordered patterns, unintelligible static. A hissing sound.  
 
    “There’s nothing there,” said Laird.  
 
    “Yeah, it’s like the server’s all messed up or something,” said John. 
 
    “Hacked maybe?” suggested Laird.  
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked.  
 
    “Well, since we were able to connect to the server, it must still exist, but it’s as though everything on it is completely scrambled,” said John.  
 
    “You mean, like a bomb went off?” I asked.  
 
    Laird shrugged. “I suppose you could call it like a ‘digital bomb’ or something if you wanted to.” 
 
    I had no idea what “digital” meant, but this episode had given me some hope. Although I didn’t quite understand what a server was, it did appear to be a portal to my world. Somehow, I would need to use it in order to return. But not now. Not while everything was scrambled.  
 
    John got up and turned off all the boxes and rectangles that he had been using. “Anyway, I’m hungry. Let’s go back to the barbecue.”  
 
    “Yeah, I’m hungry too,” I said.  
 
    As we walked back to the other house, I turned to John and said, “Jacob told me there’s a swell coming in. That Pipeline should start breaking soon.”  
 
    John smiled. “Not just breaking. It might be all-time. A perfect swell direction and interval combined with great weather. Sick. And, it’ll be a couple days before the Pipe Masters. Should be a good contest with waves like that.”  
 
    The Pipe Masters? I couldn’t believe it. I would get to watch the best surfers in the world ride the most dangerous wave in the world. At least, I hope I got the chance. I didn’t want to return to my world before I could see that. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 49 – Surfing 
 
      
 
      
 
    After the barbecue, John invited me to stay at his place. He knew I had nowhere else to stay and that I was confused, at least from his perspective, about where I came from.  
 
    “You can stay at my house until the Pipe Masters is over,” he had said. “After that, we’ll figure out what to do.”  
 
    It was now morning and I was watching the light streaming through my window. John had given me several pairs of board shorts and T-shirts to wear. Apparently, that’s what everybody wore on the North Shore of Oahu. It was fine with me. It was a lot more comfortable than wearing a scratchy brown robe all the time.  
 
    When I came downstairs, John made me some breakfast. He called it “avocado toast.” It was strange. It was toasted bread with the flesh of a greenish fruit squished on top of it. He said he mixed some things with it called salt, garlic, and lime juice. I had never heard of any of these things, but it tasted good. I wasn’t sure about the texture of the so-called avocado, but it was very tasty.  
 
    “How do you get your food? Do you have your own farm like in Minecraft?”  
 
    John looked at me with a confused expression. I could tell he thought I was crazy. I think he was reconsidering inviting me to stay at his house. “Um, I do grow some of my own vegetables, but most of the stuff I just buy at the store.”  
 
    I nodded my head as I finished chewing another bite of avocado toast. “So does a villager run it? Do you trade with emeralds?”  
 
    “Are you sure you’re okay?” asked John.  
 
    “Of course I am,” I said. “I just am unfamiliar with the customs of this place.”  
 
    John squinted his eyes with concern. “So ... anyway ... we have a thing called ‘money.’ It’s sort of like emeralds but made out of paper.”  
 
    I nodded my head. “Interesting. Do you mine the paper?”  
 
    “No, just work for it. I’m a pro surfer, so I get paid with money to surf.” 
 
    Sick! 
 
    After we finished eating our breakfast, John said, “The swell is starting to arrive a bit early. It’s still pretty small, but we should go surfing.”  
 
    I smiled. “Cool.”  
 
    Finally, I would get to surf waves just like those I have seen in my surf magazine. This was going to be the greatest day of my life! Maybe.  
 
    “I have a bunch of boards in the garage. Help yourself to any of them except the boards inside board bags. I’m using those during the Pipe Masters.”  
 
    I walked into the garage and was astonished. There were more than one hundred surfboards of various sizes in the garage. I wondered if all professional surfers had so many surfboards.  
 
    John ducked his head in the garage and said, “The waves are probably going to be head high, so you don’t need one of the big boards. Grab one that is as long as you are tall.”  
 
    I nodded. I went to the shorter boards and picked out one that was approximately my height. On the bottom of the board near the fin boxes were written its dimensions. It said the board was six feet long.  
 
    Interesting. I guess in the world of the players I’m six feet tall.  
 
    I picked up the board and took it inside and said, “Where are the fans? There are just slots.”  
 
    “Let me get you some,” said John. “I’ll show you how to put them into the fin boxes.”  
 
    After the surfboard was configured and a leash attached to it, we got into John’s mine cart, which he called “a truck,” and drove on a trackless black path to a different beach.  
 
    “Are you still writing a diary?” asked John. “I mean, the Jimmy I knew in Minecraft was writing a diary and chronicling everything he did.”  
 
    “If I ever get back to my world, I’m going to put this in my diary for sure.”  
 
    John nodded, still unsure about my sanity. “In that case, don’t mention the name of this surf spot. It’s local knowledge only and if anyone found out that I’d leaked the name and location, people would be really upset about it. I’d probably get a beat down.”  
 
    I promised not to reveal the name of the surf spot. We put on our leashes and paddled out to the main take off spot. There were about fifteen guys out there. They all stared at me with looks of displeasure, mad dogging me. One of them said, “Get out of here, kook. This break is for locals only.”  
 
    “But…” I tried to say.  
 
    “No butts, brah,” said another one of them, punching his fists together. “Paddle in now or get pounded.”  
 
    When John paddled up, he sat on his board right next to me. He put his arm on my shoulder. “Guys, this is Jimmy. He’s with me. He gets the next wave.”  Suddenly everyone was happy to see me. I was their best friend.  
 
    Weird. 
 
    And when the next wave came, no one challenged me for it. I paddled in and stood up, the speed and the power of even this small wave surprised me. I nearly fell off my board, but recovered. The face of the wave also threw me off. It was much more turbulent than the waves of Minecraft.  
 
    Once I regained my balance, I surfed to the bottom of the wave and leaned over, carving a deep bottom turn and then completing searing top turn, spring buckets of water out the back. I surfed down the line a bit before doing a nice roundhouse cutback. Then, I did deep bottom turn and went for another top turn but fell off.  
 
    The water of the ocean was warm. The air was crisp and there was a slight offshore breeze. I couldn’t believe I was surfing in Hawaii. Just like in the magazine. Just like my lifelong dream.  
 
    And that’s when it hit me. The emotion. I lay on my surfboard in a prone position and started sobbing.  
 
    Some of the tears were tears of joy. I had actually realizing my dream. The dream I had fought for with my parents. The dream that had led Emma and I to create the first surf park. The dream that had almost averted a war, but had instead unleashed a much greater catastrophe. 
 
    Some of the tears were tears of grief. Grief for my friends who I thought were dead, for my world which might be destroyed. I felt bad enjoying myself surfing, but there was nothing else I could do. I had no idea how to return to the world of Minecraft. I vowed I would enjoy myself in the world of the players but if I had the opportunity to return to Minecraft, I would.  
 
    The wave of grief and happiness soon passed, and I stopped sobbing. I splashed some saltwater on my face and paddled back out.  
 
      
 
    *   *   * 
 
      
 
    We surfed for a few hours before we came in. I could tell the swell was already getting bigger. As we were putting our boards in the back of John’s truck, he said, “Pipeline should be good tomorrow. The day before the contest. We will surf there. If you can handle it.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 50 – Big Waves 
 
      
 
      
 
    I woke up the next morning and heard the sound of thunder. But, I didn’t hear any rain falling from the sky. I wondered what could make such a noise but not be a thunderstorm. With every clap of thunder the ground shook slightly. It was as though a giant were walking close by.  
 
    When the first rays of dawn came through my window, I was wide awake. I had slept well. No dreams. Just a solid sleep, so weary I was from the hours of surfing yesterday.  
 
    I walked downstairs and into the kitchen. John was there staring out the window and checking the surf. “Good morning. It’s massive out there.”  
 
    I rubbed my eyes and looked out the window. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.  
 
    Gigantic, triple overhead, heaving barrels detonating on first reef Pipeline. Tubes spitting thousands of gallons of water like deranged sea monsters. It was dangerous and alluring all the same time.  
 
    “Are we going out?” I asked.  
 
    John looked at me with concern in his eyes. “That wave is really dangerous. I don’t know if you should risk it.”  
 
    “Look, John, you know I believe my entire life has been destroyed. That I’ll never go home to my world. Even if you think I am an insane maniac, the least you can do is let me ride Pipeline.”  
 
    John nodded his head. “Okay, but if you die, I’m not taking responsibility for it.”  
 
    “No worries, brah,” I said.  
 
    “Okay then, you probably should ride a bigger board today. Maybe a 7’ 6”. Come on let’s go get you set up.”  
 
      
 
    *   *   * 
 
      
 
    Even though the waves were massive, the paddle out was fairly easy. There was a channel with few waves, and if you timed it right, you could paddle out with minimal effort.  
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    When we arrived at the take off zone, there were already fifty guys there jockeying for position. Many of them were professional surfers I had seen in my magazine. Fortunately, John was the Man. He told everybody I was with him and then he said to give me the next wave.  
 
    There was some grumbling, but no one challenged him. 
 
    He is sort of like the Rainbow Creeper of Pipeline. Maybe?  
 
    John leaned over to me and said quietly. “You better not fall on this wave. If you do, no one will let you have another one all day.”  
 
    I felt nervous and excited at the same time. “Any advice?”  
 
    “When you’re paddling for the wave, you’re going to want to pull back. The face of the wave is steep and terrifying. The moment you feel the fear, paddle as hard as you can. Lean into it.”  
 
    I took the advice to heart. But a minute later, we saw a wave forming on the horizon. I paddled into position to wait for the wave. Just as it began peaking, John yelled, “Go! Go! Go!”  
 
    I paddled as hard as I could. And then, I felt the fear John said I would. I did not back off; I paddled harder. Once I knew the wave was propelling me, I popped up. I thought about cutting across the face of the wave, but instead I went straight, shrieking with terror and excitement and stoke, and then leaned as hard as I could into the face of the wave and did a massive bottom turn up into the pocket. I stalled and the wave pitched over me.  
 
    It is difficult for me to describe the vision that I had at that moment. I was inside an almond-shaped barrel that was probably twenty feet wide and fifteen feet high. I was crouched down on my surfboard but once I realized how huge the barrel was, I stood up straight and tall. I was locked in the slot.  
 
    After that, I didn’t have to do anything. The wave did it all for me.   
 
    After a few seconds in the barrel, I felt it sucking in, getting ready to spit. I wasn’t sure if I should crouch down and grab onto my rail or if I should just stay standing and try to hold on for dear life with my feet.  
 
    I decided to stand tall.  
 
    When the wave spit, it detonated on me as though of block of TNT had exploded right behind me. I was actually blown slightly off balance. My back foot came off my surfboard but I was able to adjust my weight and get my foot back down onto the deck of my surfboard.  
 
    When I was shot out of the barrel I put my hands up in a symbol of exaltation and screamed at the top of my lungs. The rush of joy was unlike anything I’d ever felt in my life. It was a thousand times better than any barrel in Minecraft.  
 
    It was the greatest moment of my life.  
 
    I paddled back to the take off spot with the biggest smile on my face.  
 
    “Sick wave,” said John. “Glad you didn’t wipe out.”  
 
    “Me too,” I said breathlessly. “I don’t care if I get another wave today. That was amazing.”  
 
    “Don’t say that too loud. These guys will make sure you don’t get another wave,” John said with a smile as he whipped his board around and paddled into a wave of his own. 
 
      
 
    *   *   * 
 
      
 
    We were out for about three hours. I had caught two other waves. I got barreled on both of them, though on one of the waves, the foam ball caught up with me inside the tube and I dropped down into oblivion through the trapdoor. I had slammed against the reef but it didn’t hurt too bad. 
 
    I was paddling back out from my third wave of the day when I decided to sit on the shoulder for a while and just enjoy the show. I watched as dozens of people got barreled, wiped out, sucked over the falls, or did huge slashing maneuvers after they came out of barrels. It was amazing.  
 
    But then I had a strange feeling.  
 
    Like I was being watched.  
 
    Like something was lurking just below the surface of the ocean.  
 
    I looked down at the water but, even though the water was crystal clear, I couldn’t see anything. I dismissed it is just a strange feeling in this strange world.  
 
    At least there were not any drowneds lurking beneath me. 
 
    I looked back at the waves and saw John just as he was paddling into a wave. He dropped in and did a quick bottom turn and was in the barrel. He was holding the outside rail of his board and dragging his butt in the face the waves to slow down and get more tube time. Mad skills. After he shot out of the barrel, he stopped about fifteen feet from where I was sitting. I hooted at him, and he gave me a shaka in return.  
 
    And then, a shark erupted through the surface of the ocean and bit my board in half.  
 
    “Netherrack!” I swore as I fell off my board, narrowly avoiding having my leg bitten off by a giant shark.  
 
    “Shark! Shark!” yelled John. All the boys out at the peak started paddling over. The shark came back toward me. It looked at me with menace. It eyes were … red?  
 
    It was then that I noticed its body. I’d seen photographs of sharks on the wall at John’s house. They were all gray in color. This shark was black and white and red with just a little gray. In fact, it’s color scheme looked just like Entity 303’s skin!  
 
    I saw the shark coming closer and closer. “Punch it in the face,” yelled John as he paddled towards me to help.  
 
    The shark opened its mouth and tried to bite my arm off, but I moved to the side and punched its head. The shark thrashed and dove down into the water and then came back up to try to get my feet. But I kicked its face, forcing it to swim to the side. One of the boys on the beach had grabbed a spear gun and was swimming up. “I’m almost there. I’ll kill it,” he said.  
 
    The shark made one last turn and came toward me. He was going fast this time. This could be it.  
 
    It opened its mouth to try to get my feet but just as it was about to chomp my feet, the guy with spear gun shot at the shark. His aim was true. The spear went straight  through the shark’s head. As its blood leaked into the water, the shark thrashed a few times and then died. 
 
    It was weird to see something dead that did not disappear into a puff of smoke. Not gonna lie.  
 
    “Let’s get it into shore,” said the spear fisherman.  
 
    John and I helped him drag the carcass onto the beach. Up close, the shark looked exactly like Entity 303.  
 
    Could that be possible? Could Entity 303 have followed me into this world somehow? But why had he taken the form of a shark?  
 
    Maybe he didn’t have a choice? Or, maybe he knew I was surfing and thought he could kill me once and for all.  
 
    “That is the weirdest looking shark I’ve ever seen,” said the spear fisherman. “It looks like it has some sort of disease or skin cancer.”  
 
    Oh, it was a disease all right. Just not what you might think.  
 
    It was then that I looked down at the surfboard I had borrowed and saw the gigantic bite mark taken out of it. I looked over at John and said, “Sorry about the surfboard.”  
 
    He shrugged. “I get like twenty surfboards a month. I’m just glad you’re okay.”  
 
    “After all this, I don’t think I want to surf anymore today. Do you mind if I go back to your house and hang out?”  
 
    John shook his head. “No worries. I’m going back out though. I want to practice before the contest starts tomorrow.”  
 
    “Cool. See you later,” I said as I walked back toward his house, more confused than ever. 
 
      
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 50 – One Hour Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    When I got back to John’s house I had a snack. Some more avocado toast. I was beginning to enjoy it.  
 
    I was tired from surfing and almost being eaten by a shark. Or should I say, almost being eaten by Entity 303. So, I decided to take a nap.  
 
    I went into the guest bedroom where John let me sleep. I changed into some dry shorts and a clean T-shirt and then flopped down on the bed. I closed my eyes and soon drifted to sleep.  
 
    And, of course, I began to dream.  
 
    This was the first dream I had experienced since appearing in the world of the players. It was confused and dissonant. I saw images native to the blocky world from which I came mixed with bulbous and curvy images from the world of the players.  
 
    Waves. 
 
    Squid. 
 
    Sharks. 
 
    The Rainbow Creeper in a state of decay.  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper shining brightly and pure.  
 
    Emma, confused but alive.  
 
    Herobrine and Notch screaming in agony, but then flexing their muscles with smiles on their faces.  
 
    Baby Zeke and Harold floating in the end nectar.  
 
    The Ender King, wounded and dying. His fate unclear to me.  
 
    And then Claire. Claire walked up to me in my dream. “How are you, Jimmy?”  
 
    “I’m fine, Claire. How are you?”  
 
    She smiled wanly and then sighed. “It’s hard to explain. But I’ll tell you the next time I see you.”  
 
    I felt happiness. “When will I see you again?”  
 
    “When the time is right. You are the Chosen One, as am I. We will not be apart forever.” 
 
    “I would appreciate it if you would speak more plainly and not in a riddle.”  
 
    Claire laughed. “But this is a dream. I have to speak in riddles. Dream rules. If I spoke plainly, you wouldn’t understand.”  
 
    Seriously? I think speaking plainly would help.  
 
    “Are you coming to the world of the players then?” I asked.  
 
    Claire shook her head. “I’m already there. In your dream.”  
 
    “Will I ever return to Minecraft?” I asked. I wasn’t sure what I wanted the answer to be, truth be told.  
 
    “You must do what you feel is best. Stay in the world of the players if you want. But you will never learn the fate of your friends if you do. The choice is yours.” And then, Claire disappeared.  
 
    I wished the Rainbow Creeper would appear in my dream and give me some advice. Even though it was always weird when he showed up in my dreams, it always helped me somehow. But he did not come this time.  
 
    In fact, no one else came. My mind drifted away from my dream existence and the next thing I knew, I was awake.  
 
    Now that I was rested, I returned to the beach to watch everyone surfing Pipeline. I walked over to the spot where the shark’s body was at rest. The spear fisherman was sitting next to it taking photographs of it, still puzzling over its strange coloration.  
 
    “Are you just going to leave that carcass on the beach?” I asked.  
 
    He shook his head. “No. I was deciding whether or not I was going to save the meat, but it’s so weird looking, that I don’t think I will. I’ll call animal control to pick it up in a few minutes.”  
 
    “I’ve never seen a shark like this either. I wonder if its insides have the same coloration as its outsides,” I said.  
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    I shrugged. I had to see what was inside that shark. Make sure that Entity 303 wasn’t hiding inside of it, ready to spring out at night. “I mean, it’s pretty weird on the outside. Maybe it’s weird on the inside?”  
 
    The spear fisherman nodded his head. He had a long knife strapped to his belt. He undid it and flipped the shark on its side. He stuck the knife in near the shark’s tail and sliced all the way up to its gills. The shark’s guts spilled out onto the sand. It smelled terrible.  
 
    The spear fisherman grimaced a little at the smell and said, “Looks like a regular shark to me on the inside.” 
 
    But then something strange happened. After all the entrails fell out, the shark’s outer body shrunk down and took the shape of Entity 303, except small, like the size of the T-shirt I was wearing. And he was flat and lifeless, like a paper doll.  
 
    The spear fisherman backed away in shock. “What witchcraft is this?”  
 
    I reached down and picked up the thin paper-like skin that now looked like Entity 303. It was lifeless. Not a threat. 
 
    Why? Why did he exist like this?  
 
    I stared at the skin, puzzling over how it could be so small. That is when I remembered something the head monk had told me once. She had said that Entity 303 was capable of breaking himself into three pieces so that he could be in the Overworld, the Nether, and the End all at the same time.  
 
    What if that’s what he had done? What if at the moment Claire grabbed the creation stone he split himself into three pieces. Maybe he hoped one of his pieces would survive.  
 
    Or maybe they all did?  
 
    This worried me greatly. If Entity 303 had been able to break himself into three pieces, then two of those pieces might still be active in Minecraft. I had to kill them before he was able to return to full strength. Even though one of his three pieces was gone, I assumed that with time he would become powerful yet again.  
 
    I tossed the mini-skin on the ground at the feet of the now speechless spear fisherman. I turned away from him and marched to John’s house. 
 
    I had a plan. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 50 – Several Hours Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    I had been sitting on the couch in front of the large black rectangle on the wall, waiting for John to come home. I’d heard him call the large black rectangle his “television.” He said he used it mainly to watch surfing videos and to sometimes play Minecraft. 
 
    But that wasn’t what I was interested in. I had to warn them. I had to warn everyone back in Minecraft.  
 
    But how? 
 
    I just knew that I needed John to try to reconnect to the so-called “server” that he tried to connect to previously. I had to find out if it was working again.  
 
    When he entered the house, still wet from the ocean, I said to him, “Turn on the portal to Minecraft for me. I want to see if the server’s working.”  
 
    He put his board down and leaned it against the wall. “Portal to Minecraft? You don’t really think you are from there? That you can go back there?” His tone of voice clearly implied he thought I was crazy.  
 
    “I don’t know. How do you and Laird and all the other players get in there? There must be a way.”  
 
    John smiled. “We don’t actually go into the world of Minecraft. Our avatar goes in there. It’s all digital. Pretend.”  
 
    He couldn’t be right. They couldn’t all just be pretend. “Then can you make me an avatar? Maybe I can go back in and see some of my old friends that way.”  
 
    John raised both of his eyebrows, again a look suggesting he thought I was crazy. “Um, yeah, sure. Let’s see here.” He turned on the various items that he needed and within a few minutes he was trying to connect to the server. This time it connected fine. On the television, I saw a player with a skin that looked a lot like John walking around in my world.  
 
    “How is this possible? How are you still here and yet in the world of Minecraft at the same time?!?” I was dumbfounded.  
 
    “Dude, that’s just how you play the game. See? Watch.” I watched as John’s avatar moved around the world, punched trees, killed cows, avoided creepers. It was the most confusing thing I had ever seen.  
 
    I fought through my confusion and fear and asked, “So, are you going to make an avatar for me?”  
 
    “Sure thing. Hold on.” John created a new player and then used another program to modify the skin so it looked somewhat like me. He looked over at me and said, “How’s that?”  
 
    Blond hair? Check. Blue eyes? Check.  
 
    I shrugged. “Okay, I guess.”  
 
    “Okay, now all I have to do is just push a few buttons here and you will be inserted into the game.”  
 
    I watched as he tapped the keyboard and clicked on a few items on screen and then I suddenly felt lightheaded. I felt like I was going to pass out.  
 
    John looked over at me and I saw fear and confusion cover his face. “Jimmy! Are you okay? What’s happening?”  
 
    The world was getting dimmer and dimmer. I looked down at my body and saw that it was transparent. I had no idea what was happening.  
 
    “I don’t know,” I said.  
 
    “I have to stop this,” said John. “I’m going to disconnect from the server.” 
 
    “No!” I shouted. 
 
    As I watched him reach for his keyboard to disconnect from the server, everything vanished and I was inside of a hot white fire. 
 
      
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 50 – Inside the Fire 
 
      
 
      
 
    At first, even though I was inside of the bright white fire, I felt no pain. I felt only wholeness and wellness, like my life had been reset (if that makes any sense). I was being cleansed by the flame of everything that I had been before.  
 
    Then, for the briefest of instants, I felt an intense pain, so potent that it felt as though my entire body were aflame. I screamed in agony, wishing my life would end so the pain would end. Then, as quickly as the pain had come, it disappeared and the bright white fire was gone.  
 
    I found myself on a hard surface in a pitch black room. I literally could not see a thing. I got to my hands and knees and began to crawl slowly in one direction, hoping I would eventually encounter a wall. After about ten seconds, I did. The wall felt the same as the floor, apparently made with some sort of rough stone. I leaned against the wall. I had my eyes open, looking for threats, but because it was so dark, I might as well have kept them closed.  
 
    I sat there for an undetermined amount of time. It may have been five minutes. It may have been five hours. I did nothing but breathe … and think.  
 
    I thought back to everything I had experienced in the world of players. Surfing real waves was an amazing moment. And now, I had departed before I could watch the Pipe Masters. As I sat in the pitch black room, I was starting to reconsider my decision.  
 
    What if I came back for this? To sit in a pitch black box for the rest of my life and eventually die of starvation, respawning who knows where? Lame.  
 
    I sat against the wall for a while longer when I noticed the pitch black was beginning to lighten. I saw that there was sunlight starting to come in through a window I had not noticed before. But if there was a window, why couldn’t I have seen the moonlight?  
 
    As the sunlight got brighter, I noticed the walls of the room I was in were beginning to become smooth, their roughness vanishing. They felt more like … well … the smooth stone blocks I was used to in Minecraft. I saw that the entire room was constructed with cobblestone. Then I saw a door on the opposite side of the room, about twenty blocks away.  
 
    I stood up and walked toward the door. I wondered if I had anything in my inventory. I reached in and found that I had all the same things that I had before Claire grabbed the creation stone and it exploded. 
 
    I reached for my neck. The necklace was gone! 
 
    I searched my inventory, desperately looking for the Rainbow Creeper figurines. For a moment, I thought they were lost to eternity, but then I found them, stuffed behind an old leather shield and a fishing pole. 
 
    Thank, Notch! I did not want to lose those.  
 
    I walked over to the door and punched it open.  
 
    I stepped out of the room and entered a large passageway. It looked familiar. I was fairly certain that I was inside the control room mountain. I looked around in an attempt to get my bearings. I thought that if I went to the left, I would eventually arrive at the control room. I would have assumed it would have been destroyed by the creation stone explosion, but maybe it wasn’t?  
 
    I went to the left and wound my way through a few twists and turns before I arrived at the door of the control room. From this side, it did not appear to be damaged. No destroyer endermen attempted to block my entry, though, so I did not know if they had survived the explosion.  
 
    I braced myself. I had no idea what I was going to see in there. Just a few drop piles? Everything destroyed? Or … something else?  
 
    I put my hand on the door and punched it open. 
 
      
 
    *   *   * 
 
      
 
    When I entered the room, I could not believe my eyes. I saw Baby Zeke and Harold, Notch, and Herobrine. Emma was still missing. A tear came to my eyes as I thought of her disappearance and enslavement at the hands of Entity 303. I would have to tell her parents that she fought bravely. I was not looking forward to that conversation. Derek and the four destroyer endermen were all sitting down at a table as well. 
 
    But, where was Claire?  
 
    When I opened the door, they all looked to see who it was. There were gasps as they recognized me. Harold pumped a wing into the air and said, “Yeah, Jimmy! You survived!”  
 
    “I guess I did. But, am I wrong, or wasn’t there a gigantic explosion?” 
 
    They all nodded their heads seriously. “There sure was,” said Notch. “But eventually we all regained consciousness in different rooms and made our way back here. But that was several hours ago. We weren’t sure whether you’d survived.”  
 
    “It’s a long story. Actually, I was in the world of the players for a few days.”  
 
    Everyone gasped. “Are you serious?” said Herobrine. “So Entity 303 did it then? He created a passageway to the world of the players?”  
 
    I nodded my head seriously. “But the funny thing is, while I was surfing in Hawaii –”  
 
    “Wait. You got to surf in the world of the players?!? That’s pretty amazing!” said Baby Zeke.  
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    “It was. But I’ll get to that later. Anyway, when I was surfing, I was attacked by a shark, which is kind of like a dolphin but with really sharp teeth and a mean disposition. Anyway, me and some of the boys killed the shark and dragged it up on the shore. We sliced it open to make sure it was dead. After the guts spilled out, its skin changed from the shape of a shark to a miniature Entity 303!”  
 
    Again, gasps from everyone. “How could he have survived and transformed into a shark?” asked Derek. 
 
    I shrugged. “I have no idea. But I do know this, the head monk once told me that Entity 303 could break himself into three pieces. I think I killed one of those pieces in the world of the players. The question remains, where are the other two pieces? And can Entity 303 become powerful and dominant again?”  
 
    Derek sighed. “So you’re saying the threat is not over?”  
 
    I pursed my lips and thought for a moment. “I think maybe the threat of the blending is over for now. But who knows what else Entity 303 has up his sleeves.”  
 
    Derek looked serious. “Indeed. I was glad my powers have been restored. I now feel fully capable of confronting him.”  
 
    I looked at Herobrine and Notch. “What about you guys? Are your powers back?”  
 
    They both nodded their heads. Notch looked a little sad when he said, “All of my powers have been restored, but now I know that I’m not the most powerful creature in Minecraft. It makes me want to reevaluate my life and the mobs I’ve created. It may be time for some changes.”  
 
    “That’s cool. I’ll let you deal with your midlife crisis on your own,” I said. “Let me try something out.” 
 
    I quickly obtained the vibe of a block across the room and connected it to the teleportation center in my spine. Sure enough it worked; I teleported across the room. I pumped my fist into the air. “Yes! My powers are back too.”  
 
    But the question hanging in the air was one I didn’t want to ask. But I did. “What about Claire? Where is she? And the Rainbow Creeper? Is he gone? A Null?”  
 
    They all shook their heads sadly. “We don’t know. Neither one of them was here when we woke up, and they have not returned. We thought maybe at least Claire was with you.”  
 
    “No,” I said sadly. “When she touched the creation stone and caused that explosion, I assumed it had killed her. But, seeing you all alive gave me a little bit of hope that maybe I was wrong.”  
 
    “So what should we do then?” asked Baby Zeke. “I mean, it looks like I’m going to be trapped in your dimension forever. Do you think Harold and I can live in your house, at least for a while?”  
 
    I nodded my head. “I just have to ask my parents first, but as soon as I tell them you’re my friend, it should not be a problem. The fact the you are a hero from another dimension will probably help too.”  
 
    Zeke chuckled. “It’s good to be a hero … well, after all the killing is over anyway.”  
 
    I knew exactly how he felt.  
 
    “What we need is some food and then Notch can teleport us from the beta dimension back into the regular dimension, right?” I said. 
 
    Notch nodded. “Sure thing.”  
 
    Everyone agreed and we sat down at the table and got whatever food we had in our inventories and put in on the table to share. A communal meal.  A smorgasbord.  
 
      
 
    *   *   * 
 
      
 
    As we were arriving at the end of our meal, the door to the room slowly creaked open. We all looked attentively, hoping it was one of our long-lost compatriots. Nevertheless, I still put my hand on my sword inside my inventory just in case it were someone or something else.  
 
    As the door opened wider and wider, an iridescent glow began to enter the room. Multiple colors began to play across the wall. My jaw fell open because it could only be one thing.  
 
    The door opened wider and then, standing in the doorway was the Rainbow Creeper, with no trace of the darkening staining his skin. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 51 – Revelation 
 
      
 
      
 
    The Rainbow Creeper walked into the room, commanding silent respect from everyone present, even Notch and Herobrine. The destroyer endermen teleported immediately to the sides of the Rainbow Creeper, guarding it. Derek fell to his knees in front of the Creeper and said, “My Lord! You have survived. Thank the heavens. Thank the creation stone.”  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper looked down had Derek and said, “You are somewhat correct.”  
 
    There was something different about the Rainbow Creeper’s voice. It seemed to have a slightly higher pitch than before. I would almost say it had a feminine quality to it.  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper stood and looked at us. Even though its eyes were two black squares, there seemed to be an emotion of sadness and regret in them. The Rainbow Creeper stared longest at me. It was eerie. My vibe detector felt a presence other than the Rainbow Creeper I had known prior to the creation stone fire.  
 
    The Creeper began to speak. “It is true, I’m the Rainbow Creeper. But I am not the same Rainbow Creeper who existed before the explosion of the creation stone. I am a rejuvenated Creeper. I have been combined with the life form of another so that I was able to defeat the blending.”  
 
    Oh, no! Had Entity 303 somehow infected the Rainbow Creeper?  
 
    My hand gripped more tightly on my sword. If we had to fight the Rainbow Creeper / Entity 303 chimera, I was almost certain we would be destroyed.  
 
    “What do you mean, My Lord?” asked Derek.  
 
    “The creation stone was never meant to be touched by anyone. If you touch the creation stone you access the knowledge of everything. And that knowledge cannot be allowed to freely circulate, because the evil people, such as Entity 303, will use that knowledge to destroy everything.”  
 
    Claire?  
 
    “What are you saying? What happened to Claire?!?” I asked frantically, panic engulfing my mind. 
 
    “She found out why she was one of the Chosen. You were chosen because you had the creation stone hidden inside of your body. She was chosen to touch the creation stone and then become part of us.”  
 
    I was having a hard time processing what I had just heard. If I understood correctly, this would have to be one of the most amazing things that has ever happened.  
 
    “So, are you saying that you are Claire?” 
 
    Everyone in the room gasped, and then fell silent, awaiting the Creeper’s response.  
 
    “Part of me is Claire. Part of me is who I was before. Had I been fully converted to the Null, I would be only Claire. But because she was able to grab the creation stone prior to the completion of the blending, I continue to survive.”  
 
    I rubbed my head. This was crazy.  
 
    “Well, is there any way you can kick her out of there? Make her a villager again?”  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper’s voice changed to a girl’s voice. Claire’s voice. “Jimmy, it’s me, Claire. I’ve separated my mind for a moment to speak with you.”  
 
    Tears came to my eyes as I walked up to the Rainbow Creeper and fell to my knees next to Derek. “What is it, Claire?”  
 
    “I was always so sad because I had no idea why I was one of the Chosen. Then, when I touched the creation stone, I knew. I knew everything. I’d only done it to save you, but it was part of my destiny from the beginning. Just like yours was to be a vessel for the creation stone. Do not cry. I am happy with what has happened.”  
 
    My head fell toward my chest. I sobbed a few more times before looking up at the Rainbow Creeper’s face. “Okay, Claire. I understand.”  
 
    “Excellent,” said the Rainbow Creeper, the unified voice and mind having been reestablished. “But your task is not over.”  
 
    I stood up and pointed my finger at the Rainbow Creeper. “You better not put that creation stone back inside of me. I don’t want to be cut in half again.”  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper actually chuckled a little. “I was about to tell you that. After the explosion of the creation stone, everything in Minecraft was cleansed and reset. There will not be another blending for several generations. The creation stone has chosen a new place to hide. Even I do not know where it is. But I do know there are other tasks at hand.”  
 
    “Like what, my Lord?” asked Derek.  
 
    “As Jimmy so wisely recalled, Entity 303 can break himself into three pieces. One piece indeed went to the world of the players. Thankfully, Jimmy has already destroyed that piece. A second piece went to Baby Zeke’s dimension.”  
 
    “I will kill it!” said Baby Zeke in his most dominant voice. “If … um … I can get back to my dimension.”  
 
    “That will not be a problem,” said the Rainbow Creeper. “We’ll take care of that shortly.”  
 
    “What about the third piece?” asked Herobrine.  
 
    “In the confusion of the explosion, I could only track two of the pieces. The third piece could be anywhere. Maybe in this dimension. Maybe in a dimension of which we are unaware.”  
 
    That made me angry. That stupid Entity 303. If he got away with this, there would be no justice in the world.  
 
    “What about Emma?”  
 
    “She was transferred to Baby Zeke’s dimension and is now a slave to a witch, forced everyday to make evil potions,” said the Rainbow Creeper.  
 
    I looked at Zeke and our eyes locked. We knew what we had to do. I looked back at the Rainbow Creeper. “You had better send me and Baby Zeke and Harold to Zeke’s dimension. We will rescue Emma and then kill Entity 303’s piece.”  
 
    Rainbow Creeper smiled. “All in good time. Yes, we will make arrangements for that. But first, you should return to Creeper Junction and visit the Ender King.”  
 
    My chest clenched. “Is he dying?”  
 
    “No, his health was fully restored by the cleansing wrought by the explosion of the creation stone. I just thought you should talk to him before you depart for Baby Zeke’s dimension.” 
 
    The Creeper’s idea was a good one. I could see the King and Tina, and maybe Biff. Perhaps I could find a way for him to return to his villager form from his drowned form. Or, maybe he already had? Maybe the creation stone had reversed everything? I could visit my parents, too, and let them know I was alright. 
 
    I nodded. “We shall do as you suggest, Creeper. But, what will you do? Will you come with us?” 
 
    The Rainbow Creeper shook its head. “No. I must remain aloof, only intervening when I must. The realm of Minecraft is Notch’s.” 
 
    Notch sniffed back a tear and mouthed the words, “Thank you.” 
 
    “But, the universe is mine. To observe. To study. To travel.” 
 
    “Are you sure there is no way for Claire to be restored to her villager form?” I asked. 
 
    “No. It cannot be. I … we are sorry,” said the Creeper. “But, rest assured, if you need my assistance, I will be there to offer it.” 
 
    I smiled. I hoped to see the Creeper again someday. 
 
    “So, how about sending us back to the Overworld. I’m sick of the beta dimension,” said Herobrine grumpily. 
 
    I blinked my eyes and when I opened them all of us, except Derek and the destroyer endermen, were standing on the wall surrounding Creeper Junction! 
 
    Whoa! Truly, the Rainbow Creeper has its powers back! 
 
    An ender soldier who had been standing watch screamed like a toddler and then, after regaining his composure, said, “Where did you come from? What do you want?” 
 
    “It is I, Notch,” said you-know-who. “Take us to the Ender King. Immediately.” 
 
    The ender soldier saluted and then said, “Follow me.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    End of Surfer Villager, Book 16 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    A Note from Dr. Block 
 
      
 
      
 
    Thank you so much for reading this book! Please leave a review on Amazon and let me know what you thought.  And, if you want to read Surfer Villager 17 now, just click on one of the links after the picture below or go to your Amazon store and search for the book. 
 
      
 
    Sincerely, 
 
    Dr. Block 
 
    www.drblockbooks.com  
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    Amazon USA 
 
    Amazon Canada 
 
    Amazon UK 
 
    Amazon India 
 
    Amazon Australia 
 
      
 
    I hope you enjoy Book 17!!! 
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