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    Introduction and Reviewer’s List  
 
      
 
      
 
    Hello there, dear reader. Thank you so much for getting your copy of Surfer Villager 17. I can’t believe we are at book 17 in this series!!! When I first began writing this series, I never expected it would become as popular as it has become. Thank you so much for reading this book and all of the previous books in this series.  Book 17 is the longest Surfer Villager by far, just over 40,000 words. But, it takes a while to write a book of this length. Would you prefer shorter books, say 15,000 to 20,000, which get released more often, or do you prefer longer books? 
 
    I am happy that I was able to release this book within thirty days of the release of SV16. Fortunately, nothing unexpected happened in my life, as it sometimes can, which interfered with the timely release of this book. 
 
    As I was putting together the reviewer’s list below, I was humbled by the massive number of reviews and incredible ideas. I am just sad I will not be able to use all of your ideas. It is literally impossible because there are so many and they are all so different and creative. However, many of the unused ideas have inspired me for storylines to use in my Baby Zeke series and for a new series I am contemplating. 
 
    And now, let’s get to that reviewer’s list as of November 17, 2019:  
 
      
 
    Africa 
 
      
 
    Sethyboy11 (I saw your review on Amazon USA, but you asked to be put under Africa, so … here you go.) 
 
      
 
    Australia 
 
      
 
    Lilliana (Thanks for the review. I don’t get a lot of reviews from Australia, so I really appreciate it.) 
 
      
 
    Canada 
 
      
 
    Ying Duan  (Thanks for the review. I don’t get a lot of reviews from Canada, so I really appreciate it.) 
 
      
 
    India 
 
      
 
    Aqu4ssassin 
 
    nanda vishal 
 
    KINHERO23 
 
    Aditya 
 
    Mishaltan 
 
    Adarsh Rao 
 
      
 
    United Kingdom 
 
      
 
    Chioma (sorry that one scene almost made you sick) 
 
    Dr.block.mega.fan / Theo 
 
    Penelope 
 
    Janam 
 
    Chip (I read your review; will try to work in your idea soon) 
 
      
 
    United States 
 
      
 
    Iceyiceberg 
 
    Kevin 
 
    Kindle guy 
 
    BRBbasher 
 
    AlledgedMedusa 
 
    Citrus 
 
    Wei 
 
    Eco_System 
 
    Drowned King 
 
    General Eric, Impossible Playz, and EpicGamerImpossible 
 
    MCSQAURE [is this spelled correctly?] 
 
    Makai 
 
    ExplodingEmerald 
 
    Hendrik 
 
    Kyle 
 
    meknight11111 
 
    Skulls4life 
 
    Glitchmaster 
 
    13 year old son [???] 
 
    Heather R Byars 
 
    Charlotte Dinunzio 
 
    JDNinja100 
 
    RudeDawg 
 
    JDcrashed 
 
    NOTENTITY303 
 
    Christopher 
 
    Flamesword599 
 
    Sharon Parr [wow! You read all 16 books in one week?!? Amazing.] 
 
    overtherainbow14 
 
    Swagger 
 
    Agent Cross 
 
    Seth 
 
    Coolbenio 
 
    Jodi Shaheen 
 
    XxsnipeyxX 
 
    william poling 
 
    erez 
 
    SoyLover 
 
    shadow, X_DEZTRUCTEZ or XPROZ 
 
    Henry [yes, at MineCon 2019, they said piglins were going to be added in the next Nether update] 
 
    Sang C Chi 
 
    Mickey 
 
    Mr. Personality 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 51 – Creeper Junction 
 
      
 
      
 
    We – me, Baby Zeke, Harold, Notch, and Herobrine – had only moments ago materialized on the wall surrounding Creeper Junction, having been returned from the beta dimension to the Overworld by the Rainbow Creeper.  We now followed an ender soldier who was taking us to speak with the Ender King. 
 
    Baby Zeke, who was walking to my left with Harold by his side, said, “How soon before we can go to my dimension to rescue Emma and destroy Entity 303’s other piece?”   
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. I want to rescue Emma as soon as possible, but I’m really tired. The sun is about to set. Maybe we can take the night off and go tomorrow?” 
 
    I felt bad saying it, but I was not going to be much help if I couldn’t see straight because I was so tired. I might even endanger Emma more if I made bad decisions because of my sleep deprivation. Not to mention the danger of phantom attacks! 
 
    Harold clucked slightly and asked, “So, how exactly are we going to get to our dimension? I mean, the Rainbow Creeper has to send us there, right?”   
 
    I trotted ahead and tapped Notch on the shoulder. “Any chance you can send us to Baby Zeke’s dimension?”  
 
    Notch shook his head. “The Creeper will have to do that.” 
 
    I looked at Herobrine. “What about you?” 
 
    “I appreciate the vote of confidence, but obviously I don’t know the first thing about traveling through the multiverse.” 
 
    I kicked the stone on which we walked and returned to Baby Zeke. “How will we contact the Creeper? What if it forgets we need to go there?”   
 
    “Chill,” said Baby Zeke. “I’m sure the Rainbow Creeper will not forget, especially now that Claire’s part of it.  Claire and Emma were good friends, right?”  
 
    I nodded my head and then took a deep breath and sighed. I really wished Claire had survived in her villager form. I had begun to take a strong liking to her. I remembered when I first met her. I thought she was cool and a stylish dresser, but since I had gotten to know her better over the past couple of weeks, I realized that she and I could’ve been good, maybe lifelong friends. But, there was nothing I could do about that now. But ... I could save Emma. And I was going to do that for sure.  
 
    We now approached a door guarded by several ender soldiers who, upon recognizing us, stepped aside and opened the door. The ender soldier leading us walked quickly through the building which had been converted into the Ender Army’s headquarters and led us up a flight of stairs and into a room where the Ender King sat at a table talking with his daughter Tina.  
 
    When we walked in, they looked up nonchalantly, expecting a soldier or a servant, but when they saw who it was, they both teleported immediately to our sides and began slapping us on the back and hugging us.  
 
    “I’m so glad you made it back!” said the Ender King smiling broadly. “And thank you for stopping the blending.”  
 
    I smiled, but I was not entirely happy, I thought again of Claire.  
 
    Tina noticed the absences immediately, a look of consternation on her face. “But where is Claire? Where is Emma?”  
 
    There was silence in our group for a moment and then everyone looked at me. I guess I had to tell the tale. And I did.  
 
    When I had finished telling the King and Tina about everything that had happened in the control room, the world of the players, and upon my return, the King shook his head sadly while Tina sobbed quietly.  
 
    “That’s terrible,” said the Ender King. “But I’m sure you’ll be able to rescue Emma. And find Entity 303’s piece in Baby Zeke’s dimension.”  
 
    “King, what about the third piece? The piece even the Rainbow Creeper could not track?” asked Baby Zeke.  
 
    The King rubbed his chin and looked at Notch and Herobrine. “What do you think? How should we go about looking for his piece?”  
 
    Herobrine shrugged. “That’s assuming it is even in our dimension.”  
 
    “Well, assuming it is in this dimension, I would suggest organizing various search parties to go through all the biomes, villages, and structures, looking for any clue that Entity 303 could be hiding there,” suggested Notch.  
 
    The King squinted at Notch. “Is it possible that you could just figure out where it is? I mean, you are sort of godlike, right?” 
 
    A pained expression crossed Notch’s face. The events of the last few days had revealed just how un-godlike he truly was. “If I could, I would. But I am unable to do that. Entity 303’s piece is hidden from my sight.”  
 
    The Ender King shook his head. “In that case, as it is nearly nightfall, we shall organize search parties tomorrow.”  
 
    At that moment I heard running footsteps coming up the stairs and then the doors to the room burst open. My mom and dad stood framed in the doorway, panting for breath. They stared at all of us and especially at me. Huge smiles crossed their faces and then tears fell from their eyes as they ran toward me and hugged me. After ten seconds of being nearly suffocated by the hugs of my own parents, they asked about Emma and Claire. I had to repeat the sad story for them.  
 
    “Wait. Entity 303 cut you open?!?” said my mother.  
 
    “The creation stone was inside you this entire time?” asked my dad.  
 
    My mom put her hand across her mouth. “And Claire is now part of the Rainbow Creeper?” 
 
    “And Emma is enslaved?!?” gasped my dad. 
 
    Didn’t I just tell them all of that?  
 
    I nodded my head. I realized how crazy it all sounded. My parents must have been having all kinds of terrible, disturbing thoughts. They were sad but amazed that their son had died and been reborn. Happy that he had saved the world from the blending, but saddened that his fellow Chosen One had now been changed into something completely … other. And, horrified about Emma’s enslavement though thankful she had tried to save their son. 
 
    My mom reached over and hugged me again. “Well, hurrr, you’re here now. It’s a good thing too, school starts in a few days.”  
 
    I pushed my mom away. “Do you think I could enjoy school knowing that Emma was still enslaved by a witch?!? No way! I’m going to Baby Zeke’s dimension to rescue her.”  
 
    My mom put her foot down. “You will do no such thing, young man.”  
 
    Herobrine walked over to my mom and put his hand on her shoulder. “Mrs. Slade, I know you probably think I’m a horrible evil creature, which I typically am, but over these past few weeks I have become fond of your son. I’ve also seen him dominate on situations and creatures that made even my blood run cold. I know you might not believe this, but … your son is one of the greatest heroes ever to live in the world of Minecraft.”  
 
    Not gonna lie, Herobrine’s words made me tear up a little bit. But more importantly, they impressed my mother and made her change her mind.  
 
      
 
    [image: crying while herobrine talks.png] 
 
      
 
    She looked at me with tears in her eyes and then she hugged me again. “I don’t want to lose you, Jimmy. But, if Herobrine says you are dominant, it must be true. Even so, you have nearly died so many times and actually did die this time.” She paused and heaved a deep sigh. “Yet, you always come back. So, I’ll let you go, but I don’t have to like it.”  
 
    I started sobbing uncontrollably and hugged my mom again. “I don’t like it either, Mom. But I just have to do it.”  
 
    My dad joined in the family hug. “It’s hard to believe that creating a surf park led to all these amazing adventures. And to think, it all started with that magazine that player give you so long ago.”  
 
    I thought back to that magazine. It was my touchstone in life. My holy text. It had led me to great heights of joy and exaltation as well as deep valleys of sorrow and death. But so far, the good had outweighed the bad; the sweet had overcome the bitter. But if Emma were lost, there would be no recovering the good. The world would forever be disfigured.  
 
    When we stopped crying and broke our family hug, Tina teleported next to us and said, “Someone else is here. You should see.” Tina pointed across the room. My eyes followed in the direction indicated by Tina’s tiny black fingers.  
 
    Biff!!! And, he was back in his villager form!  
 
    I rushed to Biff and gave a bro hug and then said, “Wow, it is really good to see you. How … hurrr … how did you escape your drowned form? I was worried you might be stuck in that lake forever!”  
 
    Biff smiled and said, “The Ender King’s scientists found a way. They found a note scrawled in tiny letters on one of the back pages of the transmogrification recipe book.” Biff paused and involuntarily shuddered. “The cure was … hurrr … disgusting, but it worked.”  
 
    “What was the cure?”  
 
    Biff took a deep breath and sighed. Another shudder passed through his body as he recalled his ordeal. “I had to swim around in a vat of mushroom stew and chopped potatoes for an hour. I couldn’t see. It smelled horrible. After I was stewed in my drowned form for one hour, I was able to come out into the daylight and transform back into a basic regular zombie. Once that happened, I just shook my body and transmogrified back into my villager form.”  
 
    I smiled broadly and clapped Biff on his shoulders. “That’s great. I’m glad you’re back.”  
 
    Biff nodded. “But, I don’t think I’m ever going to transmogrify again. Being trapped as a drowned … hurrr … it was too terrible. I’m just going to be Biff the villager from now on.”  
 
    I nodded my head. “I can’t blame you there.”  
 
    The Ender King clapped his hands and said, “It is time for a celebratory feast. Let’s go to the dining hall. Everything has been prepared.” 
 
    We went into the dining hall and saw piles of food. I was about to dive in, like a pig at a trough, when I noticed a large, blocky figure lurking in a dark corner of the room. I drew my sword and commanded, “Show yourself!” 
 
    I saw the Ender King shake his head in disbelief. “Chill, Jimmy, it is just ….” 
 
    The figure began to move out of the shadows. 
 
    “The Creeper King?!?” I said, stunned. I quickly put my sword away. “Sorry about that, C. K..” 
 
      
 
    [image: creeper king with crown.png] 
 
      
 
    The Creeper King shimmied forward and bowed slightly to me and said, “No worries. And, congratulations, Jimmy. Rumor of your feats has already circulated to the entire city. I wanted to thank you personally for saving us. For saving all of Minecraft.”  
 
    I nodded my head. “We could not have done it without you and the sacrifice of your people during the battle with Entity 303. There is no ‘I’ in ‘team’.”  
 
    The Creeper King looked at me like I was a slightly insane. “I suppose there is no ‘I’ in ‘team’, unless you are spelling it in a different language, but then of course it would not be spelled ‘team’, so you would have to come up with an entirely different bromide.” Uh … what? “Anyway, I just wanted to thank you before I returned to my underground lair.”  
 
    I bowed slightly to the Creeper King and said, “It was a pleasure to make your acquaintance. I thank you for being a great servant of Minecraft.”  
 
    The Creeper King nodded his head and then departed via a rear door.  
 
    The rest of us sat down at the table. An ender servant brought a big pile of wheat for Harold to peck at.  
 
    There was a small plate with rotten flesh for Baby Zeke. Fortunately, the plate had a cover over it which kept the stench to a minimum, only wafting into the room when Zeke lifted it to tear off another piece of rotten flesh.  
 
    So. Nasty. 
 
    The rest of us ate more normal food. Steak, bread, carrots, apples, watermelon, etc.  
 
    After I had eaten quite a lot of food, I suddenly felt extremely tired. My vision became increasingly blurry. I felt slightly dizzy. My head heavy. The events of the past few days were catching up with me.  
 
    “Jimmy? Are you okay?” asked Notch. 
 
    “Yeah, are you coming down with something?” asked Herobrine.  
 
    I heard Tina giggle. “I think Baby Jimmy’s about to fall asleep into his food.”  
 
    I remembered the “Baby Jimmy” incident. Falling asleep into my dessert in front of everyone. It had been very embarrassing. But I was so tired, I didn’t care. I didn’t fight against the urge to sleep. 
 
    And so, it came to pass that a few seconds later, I fell asleep, falling forward into a chocolate chip cookie, breaking it into hundreds of pieces.   
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 52 – Morning 
 
      
 
      
 
    The next thing I knew I was waking up in a bed. I sat up with a start and then looked down at the bed sheets. I saw a few chocolate chip cookie crumbs next to me. The crumbs made me remember what had happened. At least, I remembered falling face first into the chocolate chip cookie. I had no idea how I had ended up in this room.  
 
    I got up and found that there was a clean robe hooked on to the back of the door of the room. I put on the clean robe and then used a bowl full of water to wash my face and slick back my hair.  
 
    I stretched a couple of times and then opened the door and walked into the hallway. There was an ender servant standing there.  
 
    “Jimmy, you’re awake,” said the servant.  
 
    “I sure am. And you are …?”  
 
    “Steve. Pleased to meet you.” 
 
    “Steve? Really?” 
 
    The ender servant shrugged. “My parents had a stupid sense of humor, I guess, naming me after the most legendary of players.” 
 
    I chuckled. “That is quite a thing to do to a kid,” I said as I extended my hand to Steve. We shook hands and I said, “Good to meet you too. So … hurrr … how did I get from the dining hall to this room?” 
 
    The servant chuckled a little bit. “I and two other servants had to carry you here. After you passed out on your cookie, the Ender King summoned us to the banquet hall.”  
 
    I could feel my face flush red. “Yeah, I assumed it was something like that. Anyway, is the Ender King awake yet?”  
 
    Steve nodded. “He is in his throne room. Do you want me to take you there?”  
 
    I shook my head. “I know where it is. I think I will walk. It will only take a couple minutes.”  
 
    Steve the servant smiled at me. “Okay then. I’m sure I’ll see you around.” And then, he teleported away.  
 
    I walked through the hallways, thinking about how just a couple days ago the world had almost ended. Or maybe it did end? After all, for all I knew, the white fire that erupted from the creation stone when Claire touched it wiped the entire surface of the Overworld clean and then rebuilt it. 
 
    I arrived at the Ender King’s throne room, the entrance to which was being guarded by two ender soldiers. They recognized me and stepped aside to let me in. As I passed them I heard one of them whisper something about “Baby Jimmy,” but I let it go. If I had seen me pass out into a cookie, I probably would think it was funny too.  
 
    I walked into the throne room and found the Ender King alone, looking through some books.  
 
    The Ender King smiled at me when he saw me. “Jimmy, I’m glad you recovered from your ... episode,” he said with a smirk on his face. 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Go ahead and say it.”  
 
    The Ender King chuckled. “Okay, Baby Jimmy, I’m glad you recovered. Did you sleep well?”  
 
    I nodded my head. “Sure did. Where is everyone else?”  
 
    “Surfing.” 
 
    I opened my eyes wide in shock. “What?!?” 
 
    The King nodded. “Notch created a surf park in the central green space of Creeper Junction. And, he made it so that drowned zombies cannot spawn in the water, so it is safe to surf there.”  
 
    I stomped my foot in anger. “Seriously? Not only does he create a surf park that is going to be my business competition, but he gives them an advantage by keeping the drowneds out of it?!? Lame!”  
 
    The Ender King clucked his tongue. “Now, now, Jimmy. After you had been removed from the dining hall last night, Notch told everyone his plan for the surf park. Biff, like you, challenged him on the fairness of creating a drowned-free surf park. Notch agreed to make it so that drowneds could not survive at your Surf ‘n Snack or in Biff’s SUP School and Pool.”  
 
    Maybe Biff was not as dumb as he looked.  
 
    I nodded my head in appreciation of this. “Good. I guess Notch is not completely selfish.”  
 
    The Ender King rolled his purple eyes.   
 
    “Do you mind if I join them?” I asked.  
 
    “No, but would you mind talking to me for a few minutes about something?”  
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. Since I had recently been surfing the waves of the North Shore of Oahu, I knew the waves of any surf park in the world of Minecraft would pale in comparison. So, I did not mind waiting a few minutes to check out the new Creeper Junction wave pool. I sat down in a chair and waited for the Ender King to speak.  
 
    “I’m concerned about the fact that the Rainbow Creeper only knows where one of the two remaining pieces of Entity 303 went. Entity 303 is clever, and when he broke into three pieces, he knew each piece would be incredibly difficult to track. If he hadn’t attacked you in Hawaii like you told us, he may never have been found, until he had completely corrupted the world of the players.”  
 
    I nodded my head. “I get it, man. This is hard times. But we know one of the pieces went to Baby Zeke’s dimension. I won’t rest until we capture or kill that piece. If it takes the remainder of my life or if I lose my life in the process, at least one of the two missing pieces will be destroyed.”  
 
    The Ender King heaved a deep sigh. “I really thought this would all be over once the blending was taken care of. When you told me about the creation stone and the white fire, I had hoped the slate might have been wiped clean, but apparently it wasn’t.”  
 
    “Why would you think Entity 303 would be destroyed by the creation stone? I mean, he has survived many blendings. There was no reason to think this blending would be different.”  
 
    The Ender King nodded. “You’re right, but for some reason I thought this might be different. I thought … I just … I don’t know.”  
 
    It was strange to see the Ender King at a loss for words. He was confused. Uncertain. And, truth be told, so was I. I lost my chance to destroy Entity 303 once and for all. Now, the odds were that at least one of his pieces – the piece now in a location unknown – would survive.  
 
    “King, do you think Entity 303 can return to his former powerful self?”  
 
    “What do you mean?”  
 
    “I mean, do you think if one of the individual pieces survives long enough it can grow and strengthen to become as strong as Entity 303 was before the creation stone explosion?”  
 
    The Ender King considered it for a moment and said, “I suppose he could. I don’t know everything there is to know about Entity 303, but I do know he’s evil and he is a survivor. Even if the missing piece can’t grow into a full-sized, full power Entity 303, it stands to reason he might infest someone’s brain or possess their spirit and use the body of another to accomplish his deeds.”  
 
    I sighed and shook my head. “Like he did with Clayton and Spike.”  
 
    “All I know is I’m glad the blending is over,” said the King. “It was awful. Before everything was reset to normal, there was lava pouring out of cracks in the surface of the Overworld. End stone had appeared everywhere. A plague of endermites swept through Creeper Junction, killing many of my soldiers. Villagers from multiple dimensions appeared in random places. A few even appeared inside stone walls, their heads exposed, their mouths screaming, before they flashed red and disappeared.” The Ender King paused for a minute to gather himself. The memory triggering terror. “It was awful. The worst thing I’ve ever seen in my life.”  
 
    “Well, it’s over now. At least that part is.” I paused for a moment and thought about Emma and felt guilty about her predicament. “I’m going to check out this new surf park, and then let’s gather back here in the afternoon. I can’t really do much until the Rainbow Creeper decides to show up and send us to Baby Zeke’s dimension, but we can at least organize a search party for Entity 303’s missing piece in this dimension. Maybe we’ll get lucky and find it quickly.”  
 
    “I agree,” said the Ender King. “All the players and ninjas and villager chimeras that had died during the battle with Entity 303 have been respawned. They are waiting for orders. I will tell the ender soldiers to have them gather after lunch and we can address them together.”  
 
    “Wait. What do you mean they have all respawned?” 
 
    “I can’t explain it, but it seems like everyone on our side who died during the battle has been brought back to life. I guess it had something to do with the creation stone.” 
 
    “But, if that is true, shouldn’t Claire’s mother and brother have been brought back to life too?” I said, completely shook by the thought. 
 
    The Ender King’s eyes went wide, the purple squares now surrounded by a wide field of white. “I suppose it is possible. I haven’t seen either one of them though since … well, Entity 303 murdered them.” 
 
    “Maybe it is better if they were not resurrected. I mean, now that Claire is entwined with the Rainbow Creeper, it would be sad if Cynthia and Clayton were still alive.” 
 
    The Ender King nodded his head solemnly but said nothing. 
 
    “Okay, then. I’ll be back this afternoon,” I said as I stood up and left the room. 
 
      
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 52 – Ten Minutes Later 
 
      
 
    I walked toward the large central park at the heart of Creeper Junction. Before I could see the park, I could hear the waves breaking. I could hear the villagers clapping and shouting with excitement as unknown riders surfed the waves and performed unknown tricks.  
 
    I turned a corner and saw the park. Notch had created a substantial surfing area. Some sort of mechanism moved back and forth down the center of a rectangular pool, the waves peeling off to either side. On each side of the water was a pier.  You could walk out onto the pier and jump into the water from above, landing right on the peak of the wave as it began to break.  
 
    The first person … hurrr … I mean, chicken I saw surfing was Harold. I could not believe it. He had a small surfboard that he held under his wing. He waited on the pier for the wave to begin breaking underneath him and then jumped onto it. 
 
      
 
    [image: harold surfing.png] 
 
      
 
    Harold was surprisingly good for such a tiny bird on a tiny surfboard. He could not do much in the way of powerful maneuvers, but he managed to catch air quite well. He did a quick, shallow bottom turn and then turned up the wave and launched off the lip into the air. His chicken feet grabbed the rails of his surfboard and then he spread his wings. He glided through the air quite some distance before landing softly on the face of the wave and pulling his wings to his sides. It wasn’t a radical air, but it was cool to watch.  
 
    Steezy. 
 
    I saw a villager I didn’t know jump on the next wave and just go straight most of the time. He was obviously a beginner. I was just about to get in the line myself when Herobrine walked up to me.  
 
    “Hey, Baby Jimmy, did you sleep well?”  
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Shut up, Herobrine. You are not the one who got disintegrated into a million pieces and blown into the world the players where you had to battle Entity 303 all by yourself. I was tired. Give me a break.”  
 
    Herobrine smiled and slapped me on the shoulder. “Chill out, man. Just joking with you.”  
 
    “Are you going to surf?” I asked.  
 
    “Surfing doesn’t really appeal to me.”  
 
    “But, it appeals to me,” said a familiar voice. I reached into my inventory and pulled out my sword. I swung around and standing in front of me was John. My initial reaction had been to want to kill him, but then I remembered how he had sacrificed his life to save Claire. I wasn’t quite sure how I should treat him. 
 
    He must have been resurrected by the creation stone too. Now, I really wondered why no one had seen Clayton or his mother.  
 
    Herobrine reached out and put his hand on my sword hand. “Relax. John’s on our side now.”  
 
    John nodded his head. “Yeah. I’m sorry I betrayed you all earlier, but I guess I didn’t realize how evil Entity 303 was. I hate to admit this, but I was interested in power. Have been since I was a child. That’s why I became Herobrine’s friend in the first place. When I saw that Entity 303 was … forgive me for this, H-man … more powerful than Herobrine, I switched sides. But it was a bad choice.”  
 
    I lowered my sword but did not put it away. “So, is the only reason you’re Herobrine’s friend again is because you think he’s more powerful now than Entity 303?”  
 
    John winced at my words. “I deserved that, but no. Even though I had become Herobrine’s friend originally because I wanted to bask in his power, I realized later that he had become a true friend. It’s fun to talk to him and hang out. I know that might sound weird to you and lots of other people, but is true.”  
 
    I reached out with my vibe sensor and could tell that John was telling the truth. At least today at this moment, he was being honest about his intentions. I didn’t know if he might change his mind in the future, but at least for now, I knew he was with us and against Entity 303. I put my sword away.  
 
    I looked at what John was holding under his arm. “A surfboard. Where did you get it?”  
 
    John smiled proudly. “I crafted it myself.”  
 
    I nodded appreciatively. “I need to change into my board shorts before I go surfing. Will you hold a spot in line for me?” 
 
    John smiled. “Sure thing.”  
 
    I jogged to the nearby changing room, changed my clothes quickly, and returned to the line and stood behind John. As we slowly moved forward toward the jumping-off spot on the pier, I asked John, “So did Entity 303 tell you anything about what he would try to do if we stopped the blending? Like, did he tell you which dimensions he might send his three pieces to?” 
 
    “No, he didn’t. He would ramble on about how he was going to conquer the world of the players and corrupt all the leaders of their world and then kill everyone. He said that once he massacred all of the players he was going to use something called a … hurrr … a rocket ship to go to another planet and start over again. But, he never thought he was going to fail. I think breaking himself into three pieces was a pure panic move.” 
 
    “Well, arrogance will make you blind to the possibility of being defeated, I suppose,” I said, sounding surprisingly wise. “Do you know anything about where Entity 303 might have sent Emma?”  
 
    John shook his head. “You know as much as I do. He sent her to be a slave like he said.” 
 
    I actually knew more than he did, I guess. He didn’t seem to know that Emma was in Baby Zeke’s dimension, enslaved by a witch. Why would he? He wasn’t there when the Rainbow Creeper told us that bit of information.  
 
    I squinted my eyes at John. “Is there anything Entity 303 said that you think might help us? Either to rescue Emma or to destroy the remaining pieces of Entity 303?” I activated my vibe sensor as a precaution against any subterfuge.  
 
    John stood there thinking. He tapped his lips with his index finger and scratched his cheek a couple of times. He rubbed his hand back and forth through his hair and then scratched his scalp. Finally, he shook his head. “Not really. He was pretty crazy. Most of the time I was with him he was focused on his great plan for capturing you and entering the world of the players. I had no idea the creation stone was inside of you. That was crazy.”  
 
    I nodded my head and involuntarily reached for my chest. There was no scar to mark my earlier evisceration, the creation stone having repaired it when it healed my life. But I still felt a phantom pain. Even though Entity 303 had fed me that strange potion to prevent me from feeling pain when he cut me in half, I felt the pain now. I felt a burning, searing pain in my chest as though the knife were slicing me open at that very moment. I had to grab onto the pier’s safety railing to steady myself.  
 
    “Are you all right?” asked John.  
 
    I looked up at him with uncertain eyes. “I have no idea.”  
 
    At that moment John arrived at the head of the line. He looked at me and said, “Mind if I go now?”  
 
    I smiled and shook my head. “Of course not. Tear that wave to shreds.”  
 
    John smiled and waited for the right moment and jumped onto the wave. He did a quick bottom turn which led to a decent top turn. He tried to pull into the barrel, but did not get very deep. He did a few more turns and then finished his wave. He was obviously still a beginner, but was fairly competent.  
 
    Then a wave came for me. I jumped onto the wave. An unexpected roar rose from the crowd. I knew they were appreciative of what I had done to stop the blending, but they were also there to see me rip.  
 
    I did not disappoint them.  
 
    I started the wave with a deep bottom turn, leaning over so far that I nearly touched the face of the wave with my nose. I then drove my board up to the lip and did a fins-free off the top, reentering the wave perfectly in control, dropping down to the bottom of the wave to do another bottom turn and then a massive wrapping top turn, throwing spray so high into the air that I drenched everyone standing on the pier.  
 
    The crowd let out an appreciative hoot.  
 
    Yet another bottom turn before looking at the lip and spotting a perfect air section. I launched myself into the air and spun my board as hard as I could, doing a 540 air reverse, and landing on the whitewash and then riding out of it.  
 
    The crowd erupted with cheers. I held my hands up to the sky in a gesture of celebration and joy. But it only lasted for a few moments. Once I got to the end of the wave and jumped out of the water, my thoughts turned again to Emma and the two missing pieces of Entity 303.  
 
    Surfing was now just a temporary respite from the crushing weight of worry in my life. And that, dear friends, made me sad. 
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 52 – Back on Land 
 
      
 
      
 
    Since I could not enjoy surfing while I was so worried about Emma and Entity 303 – worries arising from diametrically opposed concerns – one wave was enough for me. I went back to the changing room, put on my robe, and tucked my surfboard back into my inventory. I still felt weary from the nonstop warfare and peril of the past few days.  
 
    I needed a nap. My plan was to return to HQ and take a nap in my room before lunch and before we met the volunteers for the posse to try and track down Entity 303 in this dimension.   
 
    As I was walking back to HQ, I passed by a familiar building. It housed a church of the Rainbow Creeper, previously hidden in its basement. I pushed open the door and walked inside. There was no one there. I made my way down to the basement and found it empty as well. Just a few chairs and a rainbow tapestry hanging from the wall with a black outline of the Rainbow Creeper drawn in its center. 
 
    I walked up to the tapestry and kneeled down. I removed the two Rainbow Creeper figurines from my inventory and placed them on the ground in front of me. I bowed my head out of respect, but I didn’t pray to the Creeper or anything like that.  
 
    Why not? Well, on the one hand, I didn’t know any of the Creeper prayers, and on the other, I knew from personal experience that the Rainbow Creeper was not a God. The Rainbow Creeper was a powerful entity for sure, mysterious and inexplicable in many ways. But I knew it – I could no longer call it a “he” since Claire had merged with the pre-explosion Creeper – was not omnipotent. It could not stop the blending on its own. Without my help and the sacrifice of Claire, the Rainbow Creeper would be a Null now, lurking near bedrock level on the edges of Being.  
 
    I wondered, if the Creeper had become the Null, would Claire have been converted into a Rainbow Creeper on her own or would the creation stone have done something different? I suppose there was no value to wondering about such things; the past was over and Claire had been integrated into the Creeper’s body and mind. 
 
    I continued to kneel at the base of the tapestry, examining the two figurines. Without warning, I was overwhelmed with emotion and tears came to my eyes and dripped onto the floor. Finally, after a few minutes, I wiped my tears and put the figurines away. As I stood up, a man’s voice came from a dark corner of the room.  
 
    “Don’t leave yet.”  
 
    I quickly reached into my inventory and pulled out my trident. I cocked my hand back, ready to launch the trident into the corner and kill the owner of the voice. “Show yourself!” 
 
    An unkempt villager wearing a thick tattered rainbow robe emerged from the darkness. He held his hands out and gestured imploringly for me to put the trident away. “I mean you no harm. I just … hurrr … I was watching you.” 
 
    I didn’t put the trident away. “Why would you watch me during my time of sorrow and grief? Are you some sort of freak?” 
 
    The villager shook his head rapidly. “No. I’m actually … hurrr ... the head monk of the Rainbow Creeper.” 
 
    I began to relax my hand and lowered the trident to my side. “You? You are the replacement for the crazy old lady?” 
 
    Suddenly the villager’s face flushed red with anger. “Do not speak ill of the dead or mock the former head monk! She was a great leader.” 
 
    I shrugged. This guy’s volcanic, inflammatory anger made it clear that he truly was the head monk of the Rainbow Creeper. It seemed to be a trait that they all shared. (Or maybe I was making one of the great mistakes of observational science:  Correlation does not equal causation.)  
 
    “If you say so,” I said. “Anyway, why are you spying on me? That’s pretty lame. You could have told me you were lurking in the corner doing … hurrr … whatever it was you were doing.” 
 
    The head monk sighed and said, “I’m sorry. It’s just that when I heard you come in, I was coming from the back room and was about to greet you, but then I saw you pull out those figurines. I wasn’t sure how you could’ve possibly obtained them. I knew you were not in the priesthood. So I wanted to observe you, to see if you were about to perform some sort of sacrilege or not.” 
 
    I laughed in his face. “Do you have any idea who I am? Do you have any idea what I’ve done? What I’ve done for your Rainbow Creeper? I’m Jimmy Slade!” 
 
    “You? You’re Jimmy Slade?” His jaw hung loosely from his skull. 
 
    I took a sarcastic bow in front of him and straightened with a flourish. “In the flesh. If it weren’t for me and for the sacrifice of my friend Claire Dretsky, the Rainbow Creeper would be a Null right now.” 
 
    The head monk pounded his fist on a nearby table and said, “Blasphemy! You take that back!” 
 
    “No. I was there. I saw it happen. Where were you?” 
 
    The head monk tilted his chin up in an attempt to look superior to me and said, “I was here, ensuring the transfer of the head monk’s powers to me and praying for the life of the Rainbow Creeper. And apparently my prayers were answered.” 
 
    I gripped my trident tighter and took a couple of steps toward the head monk. “I was the one who answered your prayers. Does that mean I’m your God now? Are you going to bow to me?” 
 
    “Blasphemy! Get out of the house of the Rainbow Creeper immediately!” said the monk, pointing emphatically toward the door of the church. 
 
    I was about to leave, when suddenly the Rainbow Creeper appeared in front of us. 
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    The head monk quickly fell to his knees and, shaking with fear, said, “My Lord. Why have you appeared? Why have you blessed me with your visitation?” 
 
    I just stood there and looked at the Rainbow Creeper like it was no big deal. Like, what’s up, R.C.? The head monk looked over at me and hissed through clenched teeth, “Bow before the great Rainbow Creeper.” 
 
    I put my hand up to my mouth and blew on my fingernails, before buffing them against my robe. “I don’t think so. R.C. and I go way back. There is no hierarchy between us.” 
 
    A shocked and angered expression passed across the head monk’s face. He was about to say another insulting thing to me when the Rainbow Creeper said, “Head monk. Silence. I’ve elevated you to this position because I thought you were wise and level-headed. But this irrational display is making me have second thoughts. Shall I choose someone else?” 
 
    The head monk prostrated himself at the feet of the Rainbow Creeper. His forehead now touching the floor as he sobbed. “I’m sorry, my Lord. It’s just that … hurrr … with everything that’s happened, I am under great stress. I want everyone to know who and what you are. How powerful you are.  I was just … trying to maintain order.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. The Rainbow Creeper looked down at the head monk and said, “Utukku, you now know the error of your ways. Don’t let it happen again. All who enter my house of worship are to be treated with respect, even if they do blaspheme my name. Even if they did not save me from the blending, like Jimmy did. Do you understand?”  
 
    Utukku? I’ve never heard a name like that before. 
 
    The head monk pushed himself up to his knees and looked at the Rainbow Creeper. Tears were streaming from his eyes. “Yes, my Lord. I understand now. I am sorry.” 
 
    “Excellent. Do not make another mistake,” said the Rainbow Creeper. 
 
    The head monk nodded emphatically. 
 
    “Now, leave us,” said the Rainbow Creeper. The head monk stood up and without another word walked out of the room and closed the door. 
 
    I looked at the Rainbow Creeper. “You sure can pick ‘em,” I said. 
 
    “Enough of that now, Jimmy. I’ve come to discuss your transportation to Baby Zeke’s dimension.” 
 
    I grinned. “I need to organize the search party for Entity 303’s missing piece in this dimension, but once that’s done, I’ll be ready to rock ‘n roll.” 
 
    The Rainbow Creeper raised an eyebrow, not understanding my idiom. “Very well. Return with your squad to this church at three o’clock this afternoon. I will not appear again, but once you are assembled, remove the creeper figurines and hold one in each hand. I will feel their power and will take that as my signal to transfer your group to Baby Zeke’s dimension.” 
 
    “Are you saying that those figurines somehow can contact you?” 
 
    The Rainbow Creeper tilted his head side to side a couple of times, considering my question. “In a manner of speaking. I know where all the figurines are at all times. I will be able to sense that they have been removed from your inventory. That will be the signal. Just make sure everyone is standing fairly close together when you do it.” 
 
    “Understood.” I paused for a moment and then asked, “Is there any chance I could talk to Claire again?” 
 
    The Rainbow Creeper was silent for a few seconds and then I heard Claire’s voice say, “What is it, Jimmy? It is becoming increasingly difficult for me to separate myself from the Rainbow Creeper consciousness.” 
 
    I felt a lump in my throat as I fought against tears. “I’m sorry, Claire. I wish I could’ve saved you somehow.” 
 
    “I thought we discussed this already? Back in the control room.” 
 
    I nodded my head. “We did … but, hurrr, there was something else I wanted to say. In private.” 
 
    The Rainbow Creeper looked at me with its black hole eyes. There was no emotion in the eyes, but I could sense of vibe of kindness and interest coming from inside the Creeper. I must have been picking up the vibes from the remnants of Claire’s consciousness. 
 
    I took a deep breath. Here it goes, I thought. “It’s just that, I mean … I really wanted to tell you that I like you a lot. The old you, not the ‘I’m-part-Rainbow-Creeper’ you. I was hoping … hurrr ... we’d be able to spend more time together after we stopped the blending. You know….” 
 
    I couldn’t say that I wanted her to be my girlfriend. I’d never said that word before. I mean, I was only thirteen and I had never had a girlfriend. I felt weird, like I wanted to vomit but also like I felt almost as happy as when I was surfing Pipeline the other day. 
 
    “That’s sweet, Jimmy. I like you too. I also wish we could have had more time together. But the fates have decided our course, the paths we will take toward our destiny.” 
 
    “I thought we had already fulfilled our destinies. I mean, don’t you think you getting blown up and becoming part of the Rainbow Creeper and me being sent into the world of the players was enough?” 
 
    “It should have been enough,” said Claire’s voice. I thought I could detect a hint of anger or weariness. “But it hasn’t been. Entity 303 remains at large. Emma remains enslaved. These wrongs must be righted.” 
 
    I took a deep breath and held it for a few seconds before exhaling. “I suppose you’re right. But I think I’ve had enough destiny for one lifetime.” I laughed. “For ten lifetimes.” 
 
    “You and I certainly both have.” 
 
    “I can’t believe that my great great Gramps Cornelius became famous throughout the Overworld just for killing ten zombies. Pretty basic. I wonder what people will think about our achievements when they look back on them in two hundred years?” 
 
    The Rainbow Creeper shook its head and the voice that came out of its mouth was now that of the merged Creeper and Claire. “Those are songs yet to be sung and stories yet to be written,” said the Rainbow Creeper very dramatically and mysteriously. “For now, we must live our lives. And more particularly, you must rescue Emma and find Entity 303.” 
 
    “About that, do you have any idea of the precise location of Emma and Entity 303 in Baby Zeke’s dimension?” 
 
    The Rainbow Creeper nodded. “I know that Emma is imprisoned with a witch in the swamp biome. Find the swamp and the witch, and you will find Emma.” The Creeper paused for a few seconds and said, “As for Entity 303, I do not know where he resides in Baby Zeke’s dimension. I can sense his presence there … somewhere. But it is weak. It moves around, like a silverfish running from a child trying to burn it with a torch. It is scared and on the run. It’s like he knows that he is being hunted and is doing everything he can to hide from predators.” 
 
    I nodded my head. “Well, that’s better than nothing. At least we can free Emma no matter what. We will do that first. Then, we can try to figure out Entity 303’s location.” 
 
    The Rainbow Creeper nodded. “Good luck. And, good hunting.” And then, the Rainbow Creeper disappeared. 
 
    I sighed before turning around and walking out of the front door of the church. 
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 52 – Ten Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    I arrived at HQ, nodded to a few ender soldiers milling about and totally fanboy-ing at me, and went straight to my room. An ender servant was standing ready outside of the room to assist me. I recognized him. 
 
    “Hello, Seth,” I said. “I’m going to take a nap. Can you wake me up in forty-five minutes so that I don’t miss my meeting with the Ender King?” 
 
    Seth stood straight and bowed his head slightly. “Of course, sir. Would you like a snack or any water before you take your nap?” 
 
    I shook my head. “I’ll eat lunch when I wake up. Please don’t let anyone disturb me. I’m exhausted.” 
 
    Seth nodded his head and opened the door for me. I walked in and he closed the door behind me. I walked over to my bed and flopped down on it. I closed my eyes and began drifting to sleep but then started to think about my meeting with the Rainbow Creeper. I thought about the different things the head monk had said. My mind started spinning like a top. 
 
    I would not be able to sleep unless I could take my mind off of all of that stuff. So, instead of fighting it, I propped myself against a pillow and reached in my inventory and pulled out my surf magazine. I liked to flip through it sometimes to relax; I hoped looking through it for a few minutes would help me get to sleep. 
 
    I opened the magazine to a story about surfing the North Shore that I had looked through at least one hundred times before. I looked at the pictures and remembered the waves I had ridden just the day before. There was even a picture of John surfing in a barrel at pipeline. Cool. Then, I noticed something I’d never noticed before. In the background of one of the pictures, was the very house owned by Jacob and Ardash where we had the barbecue. And then, farther in the background was John’s house. 
 
    “Whoa!” I said aloud. It felt really weird to see a photograph which matched exactly with the reality I had experienced while I was in the world of the players. I wondered if there was more to it than mere coincidence. Had that player who gave me the surf magazine known something? Was he a messenger for someone? I mean, probably not, but still…. 
 
    I quickly flipped through the rest of the magazine looking for any other pictures that might contain sights I had seen in the world of the players, but did not see any. I saw pictures of an island called Tahiti and sick waves breaking off its shore. I saw pictures of people doing aerials at various beach breaks around the world of the players. I even saw some pandas in a bamboo forest as part of a surf story about surfing in some place called China.  
 
    Interesting. We have bamboo and pandas in Minecraft too! 
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    I flipped through the magazine to my favorite picture. It was a picture of an unridden wave in a tropical ocean. I stared at it and began to feel calm. Then, after a few moments, I fell asleep. 
 
    The next thing I heard was knocking on my door. The door then cracked open and Seth peeked his head in. “Jimmy? Jimmy?” 
 
    I opened my eyes and looked at him. “Yeah. I’m awake.” 
 
    The door opened wider and Seth stepped in. “Excellent. The Ender King says lunch will be ready in ten minutes. Would you like any assistance getting ready to go to lunch?” 
 
    I shook my head. “I’m good. Thanks for waking me up.” 
 
    “You are welcome, young sir,” Seth said as he backed out and shut the door.  
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 52 – Lunchtime 
 
      
 
      
 
    I walked into the dining hall and saw several plates of food arrayed on the table. Several people were already in the room, including Biff, Baby Zeke, Harold, the Ender King, Princess Tina and … oh my Notch! … “Aurelius?!?” 
 
    Aurelius waved at me and said with his mouth full of chorus fruit, “Hi, Jimmy!”  
 
    I walked over to Aurelius and slapped him on the back. I must have slapped him a little too hard because he started choking on the chorus fruit! I stood back for a moment, thinking he would cough up the obstruction, but he kept choking. He looked at me with imploring eyes, pointing to his throat.  
 
    I was not going to let him die! Especially not because I gave him a bro greeting by slapping his back. 
 
    I stood behind him, reached my arms around him, and put my fist just under his solar plexus. I then grabbed my fist with my free hand before compressing them against his stomach area. After a few compressions, he coughed up the chorus fruit as a disgusting glob right on the table. An ender servant teleported over, efficiently cleaned the disgusting moist glob, and then teleported away. 
 
    Heimlich maneuver to the rescue. Glad I paid attention in health class! 
 
    Aurelius looked at me with thankful eyes. “Thanks, Jimmy, for saving my life! Of course, it was you who almost made me choke to death, so I guess I don’t really owe you anything.” 
 
    The adrenaline and panic that had surged through my body only moments earlier were slowly subsiding. “I’m sorry, Aurelius. I was excited to see you. I didn’t realize you could choke on chorus fruit just from getting a bro slap.” 
 
    “It’s cool. It was an accident.” 
 
    “So, anyway, what are you doing in the Overworld?” I asked. 
 
    Aurelius shrugged his little square shoulders and looked at me with his one blue eye and one purple eye. “Trey and I had finished telling the story of our people to the Ender King’s historians. Once you stopped the blending, I decided I would come to the Overworld to see how the Ender King, you, and Emma were doing. But, I heard what happened to Emma.” 
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    I nodded my head sadly. “We are going to save her, don’t worry. The Rainbow Creeper is going to send us to Baby Zeke’s dimension to find her. I swear on my own life, we’ll get her back.” 
 
    Aurelius smiled broadly. “We sure will. And, I’m going with you.” 
 
    I held up my hand and Aurelius gave me a high-five. “That’s awesome. I’m sure she will be happy to see you once we rescue her.” 
 
    “I’m coming too,” said Biff, smiling at me as juice from the watermelon he was eating ran down his chin. 
 
    “Yeah, we are going to rescue Emma as quick as lightning,” clucked Harold confidently. 
 
    “Sure we are,” said Baby Zeke. “I just hope we can find her before….”  
 
    He didn’t have to say it. Before it was too late. Who knew what the horrible slaver witch was doing to Emma? I hoped it wasn’t anything like the mistreatment and abuse suffered by the villagers who were enslaved by Clayton and Spike in the Nether or sent to the island of the Savage Endermen to pick chorus fruit. 
 
    The Ender King stood up and banged his fist against the table. “Okay, everyone, while you’re eating, let’s talk about everything going on. The way I see it, we’ve got two items of business. First, we have to organize a posse in this dimension to look for Entity 303’s missing piece. Then, we have to decide who is going to go with Jimmy and Baby Zeke and Aurelius to search for Emma and the other piece of Entity 303.” 
 
    “I’m going to help find Emma,” said Princess Tina. 
 
    “I don’t know if that’s a very good idea, Sweetie,” said the Ender King. 
 
    Tina stood up and pointed her finger at her father. “Emma is my friend. You always say we must do whatever we can to protect our friends. And that’s what I intend to do.” 
 
    The Ender King knew she was right. You could see it in his eyes. And, after Tina had proved her mettle leading the Ender Army while he was incapacitated, he really had no basis to keep her from joining us. 
 
    The Ender King sighed. “Okay. You may go. But I will be staying in this dimension to assist in the search for Entity 303.” 
 
    “But we could really use your help, Daddy,” implored Tina. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Princess Tina,” said Baby Zeke. “The Ender King in my dimension will be happy to assist us. I’m sure he’ll treat you like his own daughter, Savannah, because … well, I guess you sort of are his daughter in a weird, inter-dimensional sort of way?” 
 
    Aurelius swallowed a piece of bread and said, “This whole multidimensional thing is pretty complicated. So there’s a different Ender King in every dimension? And a different Notch and Herobrine too? That’s bizarre.” 
 
    I nodded my head. “You should’ve been with us yesterday if you wanted to see bizarre, what with explosions, disintegrations, and traveling to other worlds.” 
 
    I was astonished, but all this multidimensional, multi-world travel had become blasé to me already. I’d been in the beta dimension twice. I’d been to the world of the players in a human body. A simple transit to Baby Zeke’s dimension was going to be a piece of cake. (Another bizarre expression, isn’t it?) 
 
    I looked at the Ender King and said, “Let me just add that I was talking to the Rainbow Creeper earlier and it wants us to reconvene at the Creeper’s church before three o’clock today so that it might transport us to Baby Zeke’s dimension. It is one o’clock now, so we need to make sure we get to the church on time.” 
 
    The Ender King nodded his understanding. “Perfect. In addition to the volunteers who are going with you, I will be sending two ender soldiers with you, Jasper and Zion.” At that instant the two ender soldiers appeared and saluted the King. The King looked at them and said, “Assemble your weapons and armor for your trip to Baby Zeke’s dimension. Be ready to leave when I call for you.” The ender soldiers saluted and then teleported away. 
 
    “So, what about the posse to search for Entity 303 in our dimension?” asked Biff. “Who is going to be in charge of that?” 
 
    “I will be, of course,” said the Ender King. 
 
    The King turned and looked at me. “Jimmy, I want you to come with me in a few minutes, and we will address the volunteers for the posse. I want you to tell them about the piece they will be looking for and to warn them about Entity 303.” 
 
    “Sure,” I said with my mouth full of half-chewed steak. “Let me just finish my lunch.” 
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 52 – Fifteen Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    The Ender King and I, followed by the rest of the squad who had been eating lunch with us, walked to a large room on the ground floor of HQ. Assembled there were dozens of dominant villager warriors, villager chimeras, players, and ninja players.  
 
    I saw many of our allies from earlier events chillin’ in the front row, always at the ready, always willing to serve the greater good. I saw all of the ninjas and players who had assisted me in our behind enemy lines raid during the battle with Entity 303 on the day he killed Cynthia and Clayton and nearly killed the Ender King. Even those who had died valiantly during the battle had respawned after the blending had been stopped. In fact, they had respawned as their old dominant selves. I saw Markus, DJ, Aditya, Pierce (the illusioner who taught me spells and who I was glad to see had been freed), Kevin, Viktor, Lollysticks, Swechha, Thunder, GirlCraft84, AtomicAdam999, DJ_brine56210, and Kyle. Markus’ dog, Fang sat obediently by his side.  
 
    (Don’t ask me to explain how all the respawning and resurrection stuff worked. I have no idea. The creation stone truly works in mysterious ways. All I know is that those who died during the blending were reborn and those who were injured were healed. I suppose that also meant all the pillagers we had killed had been reborn as well. I hope that didn’t become a problem.) 
 
    When we had entered the assembly room, there had been chatter and background noise from everyone milling about, but it stopped as soon as the Ender King stepped up onto the dais to speak to the room. He held his hands up. “Attention please. I want to thank all of you for volunteering to join me in an important mission. I have not revealed the details of this mission because I did not want rumors to begin and, perhaps, give something away to the target of this mission. But now, Jimmy is here to give you details. After he’s done, I will have some more words for you.” 
 
    I walked up the dais. Everyone cheered. They knew that I had stopped the blending. I felt a bit like a rock star. I raised my hands to call for quiet. 
 
    “Thank you for the nice reception. But we wouldn’t be here without the sacrifice of Claire Dretsky. I want to start with a moment of silence for her memory.” Everyone in the room bowed his or her head as a sign of respect. After about ten seconds had passed, I raised my head and said, “Thank you. Now, let’s talk about why you’re here. You all know that it’s an important mission, critical to the safety of this dimension. But you haven’t been given any details yet. Let me explain.  
 
    “When Claire Dretsky sacrificed her life by grabbing the creation stone, it caused a massive explosion. An explosion that blew me into the world of the players.” 
 
    Nearly everyone in the audience gasped. A ninja, dressed in clothes that hid him so well that he almost looked invisible, yelled, “What was it like?” 
 
    “It was … hurrr … interesting. But, I do not have time to talk about that now. After I was blown into the world of the players, I was surfing and a shark attacked me. Fortunately, I was assisted by some North Shore boys who helped me kill it. But, when we dragged it up onto the shore, it became clear that this shark was no ordinary shark. It was Entity 303.” 
 
    Another gasp came to the audience. A desert villager girl, asked, “Um, what’s a shark?” 
 
    I had forgotten there were no sharks in Minecraft. “Like a dolphin but with a mean disposition and really sharp teeth. A hostile mob for sure.” 
 
    The desert villager nodded her head. “Sounds scary.” 
 
    “It was. When I returned to our world, I told the Rainbow Creeper about my encounter with the Entity 303 shark. The Rainbow Creeper explained that Entity 303 had broken himself into three pieces in order to increase his chances of survival in the aftermath of the creation stone explosion. One of those pieces clearly went into the world of the players where I killed it. The Rainbow Creeper tracked a second piece to Baby Zeke’s dimension, where I will go to track it down and kill it. Unfortunately, the third piece has gone to an unknown location. It is our assumption that it remains in this dimension. Your job is to search for it … and destroy it.” 
 
    Everyone in the audience shouted and flexed his or her muscles. They were ready to do it. 
 
    As the cheering died down, Markus shouted, “When do we start?” 
 
    I was happy at his enthusiasm. “That’s up to the Ender King, but I assume it will be soon. Let me just add that it is my belief that Entity 303 will be camouflaged as some sort of other creature, just as he was in the world of the players. He is crafty and will be difficult to find. Pay attention to the little details while you are searching.” 
 
    That was all I had to say, so I walked off the dais and made way for the Ender King to return. 
 
    “Thank you Jimmy,” said the King. “Now, to answer Markus’ question. We will begin the search at first light tomorrow morning. Entity 303 remains weak at this point. If his third piece is in this dimension, we should have some time in which to find him before he regains much of his power. However, we must be very diligent because if we don’t find him, he will almost certainly regain his power though I am not sure how quickly that might happen.” 
 
    Kyle stood up in the front row, thrust his fist into the air, and yelled, “Let’s do this!” In response, Fang howled and cheers erupted throughout the crowd. 
 
    “I will lead the search effort,” the Ender King continued. “However, we cannot all go in a single group. My strategy is the following. All of the player and non-chimera villager volunteers will search designated areas of biomes of the Overworld. Ninjas will explore strongholds, pyramids, and mansions, since their stealth will serve them inside the large buildings. My ender soldiers and I, along with any ender-villager chimeras will search the End. The pigman-villager and blaze-villager chimeras will search the Nether. Meanwhile the drowned-villager and elder guardian-villager chimeras will explore the ocean and all the shipwrecks.” 
 
    Wow. That is a pretty good plan. 
 
    Everyone cheered. 
 
    The Ender King raised his hands again to quiet the crowd. “Okay, break into the appropriate groupings. Four to a group should be enough. And then elect one of your members to be the leader. Send your group leader to speak with me individually.” 
 
    All the volunteers were shuffling around and joining groups. I hoped they could locate Entity 303’s piece soon. If it even was in this dimension. I did not want him to recover from this. If we didn’t snuff him out soon, he would return to menace Minecraft for centuries to come. If they hadn’t found it by the time I returned from Baby Zeke’s dimension, I would join the search. 
 
    I walked up to the King and said, “Is that it then? Do you need the rest of us for anything else?” 
 
    The Ender King shook his head. “You can go now. But, let me speak with my daughter for a moment.” 
 
    Tina walked up to her father and gave him a hug. “I’ll be fine, Daddy.” 
 
    He stroked her hair. “Of course you will. Just remember, if you meet the Ender King in Baby Zeke’s dimension, treat him with respect, like he is one of your uncles.” 
 
    “Of course I will,” said Tina. Tina gave her father one more hug and then walked back to our group. 
 
    I looked at everyone and said, “You all have everything you need? All your weapons? We probably should get going. It is already 2:30.” 
 
    Everyone nodded. And with that Baby Zeke and Harold, Tina, Biff, Aurelius, the two ender soldiers, Jasper and Zion, and I walked toward the Rainbow Creeper’s church. 
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 52 – Three O’Clock 
 
      
 
      
 
    As the eight of us were walking to the Rainbow Creeper’s church, villagers and the occasional player we passed would point at us and whisper. For better or worse, I had become a celebrity. Baby Zeke already was one. Add Princess Tina, a couple of ender soldiers, and a bizarre Savage Ender to the mix, and we were quite a sight to behold. 
 
    But no one bothered us. No one tried to talk to us. It was actually a surprisingly lonely feeling walking through the streets of Creeper Junction that afternoon. 
 
    Eventually we arrived at the Rainbow Creeper’s church, entered, and quickly descended into the basement. The head monk was sitting on the floor chanting as we walked in. He stopped his chanting and looked up and said, “You are back. Ready to be transmitted to Baby Zeke’s dimension?” 
 
    I raised an eyebrow. “Were you listening to my conversation with the Rainbow Creeper earlier?” 
 
    “I couldn’t help it,” said the head monk nervously. “The Creeper has a loud voice.” 
 
    It is even louder with your ear pressed to the other side of the door…. 
 
    “There’s no other reason for us to be here,” I said. Then I looked at my squad.  “Okay, gather close together. When I pull out the creeper figurines that will be the signal to the Rainbow Creeper to transport us.” 
 
    “Where is the Creeper going to send us?” asked Harold. “Can he send us to Zeke’s house to start with?” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “That is a good idea. I didn’t think about that when I was speaking with it earlier today. Why don’t you and Zeke concentrate on the location of your house, and I’ll concentrate on asking the Creeper to send us to the location you guys are thinking about.” 
 
    “Cool!” said Harold. 
 
    “Got it,” said Baby Zeke. 
 
    Once I saw Harold and Baby Zeke focusing intently, I reached into my inventory and removed the two Creeper figurines.  After a few seconds, I felt a buzzing sensation in my hands coming from the figurines. Then, I felt as though my body were shedding weight. 
 
    I looked down and saw that my body was becoming increasingly translucent. I looked at my squad and noticed the same thing was happening to them. 
 
    It was working! 
 
    But, the last thing I saw as we disappeared from my native dimension was the squinted eyes of the head monk staring at me in a most unfriendly way. 
 
    What is that about ...? 
 
    And then, I saw nothing but darkness and felt nothing but cold. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 52 – A New Dimension 
 
      
 
      
 
    The next thing I knew I was standing on warm grass, the sun beating down on my back. I swiveled my head side to side and saw that my entire squad had made it through. The two ender soldiers stood near Princess Tina, alert to protect her from any dangers.  
 
    “We’re home, Zeke!” said Harold, pointing his wing at a nearby chicken coop.  
 
    Baby Zeke smiled, his decaying gums glistening with zombie saliva. “We sure are! Let’s go find Otis and Bob.”  
 
    Zeke and Harold dashed away, Harold running toward the chicken coop and Zeke running toward the house. But after a few moments, they returned with sad looks on their faces.  
 
    “They’re not home?” asked Biff. “I really wanted to meet Otis. He sounds pretty cool in your diary.”  
 
    Baby Zeke chuckled. “He’ll be glad to hear that. He has a real inferiority complex.”  
 
    “Do you want to wait for them or should we start for the swamp?” I asked.  
 
    Zeke shrugged. “Well, we could go to the swamp and look for Emma, but I’d feel better if we waited for Otis and Bob. They shouldn’t be far.”  
 
    I nodded my head. “I’ll tell you what. Let’s wait here for half an hour. If Otis and Bob don’t show up, the rest of us will leave for the swamp and you can follow once you find Otis and Bob.”  
 
    Baby Zeke thumped his chest. “I won’t abandon you. If they don’t return within thirty minutes, I will leave a note for them.”  
 
    Zeke invited us into the home that he and Otis shared. It was a comfortable house, but it had been built for baby zombies, so my head almost hit the ceiling in a few spots.  
 
    “Baby Zeke, do you have anything to eat?” asked Biff.  
 
    “Dude, we ate lunch a couple hours ago,” I said. 
 
    Biff shrugged. “What? I’m hungry. My mom says I’m a growing boy.” 
 
    Zeke laughed as he pointed to a couple of chests on the floor. “Help yourself to whatever you can find. I keep all the rotten flesh in a different chest so there shouldn’t be anything too disgusting to your delicate villager sensibilities in there.”  
 
    Even though he had spent time as a zombie and even a drowned, Biff shivered involuntarily at the thought of rotten flesh before he walked to the chests and opened them. He searched through the chests for a few seconds before he grabbed a couple of apples and a loaf of bread. He turned around and asked, “Anyone else want something?”  
 
    Aurelius nodded and said, “Are there any carrots in there? I’ve grown fond of carrots during my travels to the Overworld.” 
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    Biff dug around and managed to locate a couple of carrots and tossed them over to Aurelius who chomped into them. He looked like some sort of fat bunny rabbit that had had its ears chopped off. 
 
      
 
    *   *   * 
 
      
 
    After thirty minutes had passed without any sign of Otis and Bob, Baby Zeke wrote a quick note, informing them that we were heading to the swamp biome on a rescue mission and asking them to join us if it were safe to do so. 
 
    Zeke sighed deeply. “I really wanted Otis and Bob along with us. Otis is kind of a pain in my neck, but he is a good fighter.”  
 
    “I thought I’d never hear you say that,” came a gruff voice from the doorway. “I feel all mushy inside. Bah.”  
 
    Baby Zeke dropped his quill and looked up from the letter. I turned around and reached for my sword. The two ender soldiers teleported to the side of the princess. But, there was no danger. Otis was standing in the doorway! Baby Zeke leapt to his feet, ran across the room to the doorway, and hugged his friend.  
 
    At that moment Bob poked his goofy chicken face into the doorway near Otis’ legs and said in disbelief, “Harold? You … you’re alive!”  
 
    The two chickens raced toward each other and embraced in a bro hug, wings and feathers flapping up and down with joy.  
 
    After the brief celebration, Otis eyed the rest of us with suspicion. “Who are these idiots?”  
 
    One of the ender soldiers teleported next Otis and pointed his skinny black finger at him and said, “Do not insult the Princess that way.”  
 
    Otis looked around the body of the ender soldier at Princess Tina. “Why is Princess Savannah here?”  
 
    “My name’s not Savannah. It’s Tina.”  
 
    Otis looked confused. Aurelius then teleported in front of Otis.  Aurelius was taller than Otis, but not by much. Otis laughed at him. “What are you supposed to be? Some sort of ender freak? What’s with your blue eye?” 
 
    Aurelius reached out and slapped Otis in the face. “Do not insult my heritage!” 
 
    Otis seethed with anger. “Then don’t get all up in my face attempting to flex on me!” Otis had begun to reach into his inventory for a weapon when Baby Zeke stepped in front of Otis and pushed him away. Once Otis had calmed down some, Otis said, “Who does this guy think he is? And who are all these other people?” 
 
    Baby Zeke put his hand on Otis’s shoulder. “Relax. It’s a long story. But we’ve got to go to the swamp to rescue Jimmy’s friend from an evil witch,” said Baby Zeke, tilting his head in my direction. “I’ll tell you everything on the way.”  
 
    Otis squinted his eyes and licked his lips. “Does that mean we get to do some killing?”  
 
    Baby Zeke nodded his head sadly. “Probably.”  
 
    Otis smiled like a wolf. “Excellent. Let me armor up and then you can tell me all about it.” 
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 52 – Fifteen Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    In order to get Otis and Bob up to speed about what had happened in my dimension, we traveled on foot for the first fifteen minutes of our journey toward the swamp.  Baby Zeke told them all about how he was pulled into another dimension during the blending and what we all had to do – and sacrifice – in order to stop the blending, save the Rainbow Creeper, and put a stop to Entity 303’s evil plan.  
 
    “Yeah, that blending nonsense was crazy,” said Otis. “I thought you and Harold were dead for sure. I mean, one minute Bob and I are riding next to you and Harold, and the next minute you are missing and there is a giant pool of lava right in front of me. And, I was engulfed in a strange flash of yellow light!” 
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    “Yeah, I’m just glad I appeared near Jimmy and could contribute to the struggle against Entity 303 and the preservation of the Rainbow Creeper.”  
 
    “This Rainbow Creeper thing sounds bizarre,” said Bob. “Is it really the shape of a creeper with a bunch of colors on its skin?”  
 
    “It sure is,” said Baby Zeke.  
 
    Otis looked at me and asked, “And your friend Claire was joined with the Rainbow Creeper when she grabbed the creation stone?”  
 
    I took a deep breath and sighed. “Yes, she was.” I paused and wiped a tear from my eye. “But, at least she’s alive … hurrr ... in some manner. That’s why we need to save my friend Emma. I can’t lose another friend.”  
 
    Otis thumped his chest. “A good friend is hard to find. I vow on my life that we will save your friend Emma. Saving people is what I do, even if I have to kill a thousand others to achieve it.” 
 
    Weird flex, but ... okay. I guess the needs of the one outweigh the needs of the many in Otis’ worldview.  
 
    I must say, Baby Zeke had really captured Otis’ personality in the pages of his autobiography. Otis was clearly a very well-meaning baby pigman, but he was at the same time very arrogant and prone to boasting. Still though, he usually could backup his boasts, so maybe Otis was simply a very aggressive truth teller.  
 
    “Now that you’ve finished telling Otis the story, do you think we could teleport to the swamp?” asked Princess Tina. “Emma is waiting.” 
 
    I nodded my head. “Let’s do it. Each of the soldiers can teleport Zeke and Otis and their chickens. You and Aurelius can teleport yourselves. I will teleport Biff.”  
 
    Otis looked at me and said, “Is it really true that you have all those powers like Baby Zeke was saying?”  
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Otis’ eyes grew wide. “Even the ability to transform into an ender dragon?” 
 
    “Yep.”  
 
    Otis whistled in disbelief. “That’s crazy. Most villagers in our dimension are nice enough folks and all, but are far from being dominant.”  
 
    I smiled. “Maybe I can change your mind about villagers. Watch this.” I raised my hands and flipped them around in a pattern and suddenly a pair of evoker fangs emerged from the ground in front of us. They snapped a few times before I made them disappear.  
 
    “Whoa!” said Otis and Bob in unison.  
 
    “Enough showing off,” said Aurelius. “Let’s get moving.”  
 
    And so we did, teleporting in the direction Baby Zeke said we would find the swamp biome. Every time we teleported, we would meet and agree on a new location toward which to teleport. After the fourth teleport, we all materialized, conferred, and then decided to teleport to a hilltop ridge in the distance.  
 
    All the ender folk and their companions teleported to the hill. I put my hand on Biff’s shoulder. I focused on the hilltop, acquired its vibe, tapped into the teleportation area of my spine, and attempted to teleport. But nothing happened!  
 
    Biff looked at me and raised an eyebrow. “We all good?”  
 
    I nodded my head. “I must have done something wrong that time. Hold on. Let me try again.”  
 
    I acquired the vibe of the hillside, tapped into my teleportation power, but again it didn’t work. A confused look crossed my face, mirroring the anxiety I was feeling inside.  
 
    Biff also looked concerned. “Are you sure we’re good? What’s going on?”  
 
    I shook my head. “I don’t know.”  
 
    At that moment Aurelius materialized again next to us. “What’s taking so long, Jimmy?”  
 
    “His teleportation powers aren’t working,” said Biff.  
 
    Aurelius looked at me with concern. “But they were working fine just a moment ago. I mean, you already teleported four times. You don’t think.… Could Entity 303’s missing piece have taken your powers away in this dimension?”  
 
    I shook my head. “I doubt it. His piece wouldn’t be that powerful yet. Maybe I’m just tired. Hold on. Let me try again.”  
 
    I put my hand on Biff’s shoulder and looked at the ridge in the distance. Once I picked up its vibe, I tied it into my teleportation power, and this time it worked. Biff and I materialized on the ridge.  
 
    Aurelius materialized immediately afterwards.  
 
    Tina was concerned. “Everything okay?”  
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. It was weird. It felt like everything was working fine, but then I couldn’t teleport.”  
 
    “Maybe it has something to do with being in Baby Zeke’s dimension?” suggested Biff.  
 
    “Or maybe, now that the creation stone has been cut out of you, your powers don’t work quite as well as they once did,” suggested Aurelius.  
 
    “You might both be right ... or wrong, I don’t know,” I said. “I just hope this doesn’t happen very often. And certainly not at a moment when my powers are truly needed.”  
 
    The others nodded their heads.  
 
    “Anyway, where to next?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    *   *   * 
 
      
 
    We made about ten more teleport jumps before we arrived at the edge of the swamp. Fortunately, I didn’t have any more problems with my powers.  
 
    Baby Zeke pointed to the east. “The witch’s hut should be about a five-minute walk from here.”  
 
    Otis punched one fist into an open hand. “Excellent. Let’s go save your friend.”  
 
    I smiled at Otis’ enthusiasm. “Yes, let’s. But first, we need to be very alert. If Entity 303 decided to send Emma to the witch during a split-second decision he made as she attacked him, he must know the witch well … very well. This makes me suspicious that she is no mere witch. Be on your guard … hurrr … for anything.” 
 
      
 
      
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Day 52 – One Minute Later 
 
      
 
    The first indication that something was wrong was the smell. It smelled like a herd of zombies was coming toward us, yet there was none of the normal mumbling and groaning you would usually hear as a herd approached. In order to avoid detection, we had been walking slowly and quietly in the direction Baby Zeke had indicated the witch’s hut would be. And that is when we smelled that smell. That smell of decay and rot, of putrid death.  
 
    Biff held his nostrils shut with his fingers. “What is that smell? It can’t be good.”  
 
    I nodded my head as I pinched my own nostrils closed. I looked at Baby Zeke. “You’re a zombie. Do you think that smell is a herd of your kind nearby?”  
 
    Zeke gave me the stink eye. “Do I really smell that bad to you?”  
 
    I did not want to answer. But said, “Not in small doses .... hurrr … but when you get together in a large group. Well….” I shrugged.  
 
    Zeke rolled his eyes. “Anyway, no. It doesn’t smell like zombies … but, it kind of smells like a zombie horse.”  
 
    Otis nodded his head. “I agree. There is an equine note in the stench.”  
 
    Equine note?  
 
    One of the ender soldiers volunteered to lead the way. As he inched forward, the source of the smell became clear. But it was not something I was expecting. It was not even something I could have imagined.  
 
    Standing in a small clearing in the swamp was a creeper-zombie horse chimera! The legs and body were that of a zombie horse, while the neck and head were that of a creeper. 
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    It looked back and forth, like it was guarding the area. We quickly ducked behind some thick bushes so it wouldn’t see us.  
 
    “I can’t believe what I just saw,” said Tina. 
 
    “Do you think that creature is the witch’s doing?” asked Aurelius.  
 
    “Do you think it could explode and get zombie guts all over us?” asked Bob, his legs quaking.  
 
    Otis grunted. “Bring it on.”  
 
    “I think we should go around,” said Jasper.  
 
    “I agree,” said Zion.  
 
    I nodded my head. Jasper began to move to one side of the clearing, to avoid the strange zombie creeper-horse. As we were sneaking around, Biff accidentally stepped on a stick. It made a piercing CRACK-ing noise as he did.  
 
    The zombie creeper-horse’s head snapped toward us, its soulless, hollow eyes looking for the source of the noise. It galloped toward the location of the sound and soon had seen us. Once it had found our location, it rushed toward us at full speed, hissing and beginning to flash. 
 
    “It’s going to explode!” said Baby Zeke.  
 
    “Teleport to safety!” ordered Princess Tina, as she reached out and grabbed Biff and teleported him away. Each ender soldier teleported away with Otis and Zeke and their steeds.  
 
    Aurelius looked at me. “You got this?” I nodded my head, and Aurelius teleported away.  
 
    I was going to wait until the zombie creeper-horse was just about to explode before I teleported away. If I left too soon, it wouldn’t explode and the obstacle would remain. 
 
    I stood my ground, and the zombie creeper-horse came closer and closer, flashing more quickly. I looked up and picked up the vibes of a tree a safe distance away and then I connected to my teleport power location in my spine, but nothing happened.  
 
    Oh no.  
 
    The chimera was less than one second away from exploding. Not enough time for anyone to come back and rescue me, not enough time for me to run to safety. Instead, I did the only thing I could do. At least, I hoped it would work…. 
 
      
 
    *   *   * 
 
      
 
    After the zombie creeper-horse exploded, the rest of the squad teleported back. They saw the giant crater created by the explosion.  
 
    “Jimmy! Jimmy! Where are you?” shouted Tina.   
 
    Biff began to sob. “I can’t believe it. He survived so much and then a strange chimera in a strange dimension does him in?!? There is no justice!”  
 
    That Biff. A bit melodramatic, no? 
 
    “Up here!” I yelled. 
 
    Everyone looked up and saw me. Their jaws dropped.  
 
    I floated down towards the ground, my wither form having easily survived the explosion of the zombie creeper-horse. When I landed on the ground, I disconnected my wither power and changed back into my villager form.  
 
    “Are you kidding me right now?” said Otis in disbelief. “You can transform into a wither?!?”  
 
    “Good thing too,” I said. “My teleportation powers failed me again. If the wither power had failed … hurrr ... I’d be dead right now.”  
 
    Aurelius walked over and slapped me on the back. “Maybe I should handle teleporting you around from now on.”  
 
    I smiled even though I felt sad inside, a pathetic weakling. “Maybe you should.”  
 
    Baby Zeke had a concerned look on his face. “I’m sure the witch will have heard that explosion. She will know one of her chimera guards encountered interlopers. We must be careful.”  
 
    Otis nodded. “Yeah, if she’s got that monstrosity guarding the outer perimeter, who knows what we will encounter as we get closer to her hut.”  
 
    Bob shivered a little bit. “I don’t like this,” he said.  
 
    “Neither do I,” I said. “But Emma is counting on us. She would do the same for us.” 
 
      
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 52 – Two Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    Given our encounter with the zombie-creeper horse, we now moved at a very slow pace toward the hut. We checked every footstep for pressure plate booby-traps and peeked around every bush for monsters lurking. Initially, there was nothing.  
 
    But then we heard a strange sound. I had never heard anything like it.  It sounded like ribbit croak ribbit. 
 
    “Are you guys hearing that too?” I asked. 
 
    Everyone nodded. 
 
    “Another chimera?” said Tina. 
 
    “Be alert,” said Baby Zeke. 
 
    As we continued to walk, we heard the sound again. This time, it sounded like it was coming from multiple sources. We held more tightly to our weapons. My anxiety level was spiking. I didn’t mind a battle, but I did mind fighting something unknown. 
 
    A few moments later, we walked past a tree and that is when we saw them. Three of them. I have no idea what they were called, but they had four legs, the back legs longer than the front, were green, and had a weird throat pouch that inflated and deflated as they made their strange noises. 
 
    “They look harmless,” said Otis. “Puny.” 
 
    “Maybe,” said Baby Zeke, “but we cannot take that chance. Be on your guard.” 
 
    As we passed the small green creatures, they continued to make their ribbit croak ribbit noises, but otherwise appeared to ignore us. 
 
    “What if they are spies for the witch?” asked Tina. 
 
    “Could be,” I said. “I’m sure the witch already knows we are here after that explosion.” 
 
    We passed by the creatures without incident and came to another clearing. Baby Zeke called for a halt. He looked around for a moment to get his bearings and then pointed toward a clearing in the swamp. “That way.” 
 
    When we had nearly reached the other side of the clearing, we suddenly found ourselves walking on something squishy. I looked down and examined the strange gooey substance. It was smooth, mainly orange in color. It made it difficult to walk. 
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    “Zeke,” I whispered. “What are these blocks we are walking on? We don’t have these in my dimension.”  
 
    Zeke looked at them. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen blocks like this before.”  
 
    “Maybe this was part of the incomplete updates that Notch implemented in his attempt to slow down the blending,” said Biff. “Come to think of it, maybe those green creatures were part of it too.”  
 
    I nodded my head. “Could be. But, let’s try to get off these sticky blocks as soon as possible. I don’t like the idea of being here and trying to run if I needed to.”  
 
    We continued walking, hoping to find an end to the blocks when he heard a strange buzzing noise. I looked all around but didn’t see anything.  
 
    “What’s that noise?” asked Tina. 
 
    “I don’t know. I’ve never heard anything like it,” said Otis.  
 
    And then we saw them. A half-dozen shockingly cute rectangular creatures with wings on their backs. They were buzzing around a group of flowers off to our left.  
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    “Those things are cute,” said Tina, a smile on her face. “Super kawaii.” 
 
    “Maybe, but this is something Notch came up with. We don’t know if they are passive or hostile,” I said.  
 
    “Maybe the witch created them?” said Harold.  
 
    We found out soon enough. The creatures looked at us and smiled, their cute faces seemingly verifying what Tina had initially thought. But then things changed. Suddenly, the skin on their faces peeled back revealing the face of a wither skeleton. The dark black teeth snapping at us as the creatures flapped their wings and buzzed toward us at a high rate of speed.  
 
    “Weapons out!” yelled Zion. 
 
    “Weapons free!” yelled Jasper. 
 
    We were ready. I pulled out my trident and launched it at one of the creatures, hitting it dead center. It flashed red and disappeared into a puff of smoke. 
 
    “I guess he got the point,” I said. Baby Zeke rolled his eyes at my terrible joke as he aimed his cross bow and shot down another one of the bizarre creatures.  
 
    But the remaining four reached our group. The two ender soldiers surrounded Princess Tina, to protect her from harm. The soldiers and the rest of us all slashed at the beasts with swords. We managed to kill three of them, but the fourth and final one attacked Jasper, biting with its wither teeth and tearing one of Jasper’s arms clean off! He screamed in pain and fell to the ground.  
 
    Then the same creature snapped its jaws and turned toward Princess Tina. But Tina was too fast. She pulled out her own diamond sword and cut the creature in half, killing it. Then she went to Jasper and quickly tied a tourniquet around the stump where his arm once was. “You’ll be okay, Jasper. I mean, your arm won’t grow back or anything, but you’ll be alive.”  
 
    Jasper smiled. “Thank you, Princess. I’m sorry that I failed you.”  
 
    Tina shook her head. “You didn’t fail me. You did your job. I’m just sorry that you lost an arm doing it.”  
 
    “It is of no moment, my lady. I would lose all my limbs to save you.”  
 
    “If all this ‘noble sacrifice’ chat is over, can we get a move on?” said Otis.  
 
    Tina’s head snapped toward Otis. “You insensitive piece of fried bacon! Someone’s just been wounded and maimed.”  
 
    “What did you say about bacon?” growled Otis, gripping his sword more tightly.  
 
    I stepped in front of Otis and glared down at him. “Look, I know you’re dominant and kind of a jerk, but that’s Princess Tina, daughter of the Ender King in my dimension. Would you insult the daughter of the Ender King of this dimension?”  
 
    Otis glared back at me. He didn’t like being taken to task like this. “I just might.”  
 
    Baby Zeke approached. “Otis, I know you’ve got your murderous blood up and rage is coursing through your veins right now, but you need to chill a little bit. Or, do I need to send you back home?”  
 
    Otis gasped. “You’re not my mother. I don’t even have a mother. I spawned out of nothing. Pig plus lightning equals me. Don’t try to tell me what to do.”  
 
    Dang son.  
 
    The now one-armed ender soldier, Jasper, teleported over to Otis and said, “Your words mean nothing to me. I am bound by duty and honor, something you clearly know nothing about. You can say anything you want about me, but if you insult Princess Tina again, I will kill you.” The ender soldier teleported away.  
 
    The other ender soldier, Zion, still standing at some distance said, “Yeah, that goes for me too.”  
 
    Otis, wisely sensing he was outnumbered and outgunned (and probably outclassed), said nothing. He just grunted with disgust and looked at Baby Zeke. “Now what?” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 52 – A Few Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    We continued sneaking our way closer and closer to the witch’s hut. We caught a glimpse of the smoke rising from its chimney through the leaves of tall trees. We could smell the coal fires burning as the witch made Notch-knows-what kind of disgusting evil potion. 
 
    “We’re getting close. Maybe we should just make a run for it? Emma’s got to be in or near the hut, right?” said Biff. 
 
    “Probably. But, there could be all sorts of booby-traps between our position and the hut. We need to proceed with caution,” I said. 
 
    “I agree,” said Baby Zeke. He looked down at Harold and then dismounted. “Any chance you want to go do some reconnaissance? Just a harmless chicken wandering through the swamp.” 
 
    Harold looked at Zeke with reservations. “I’ll do it if that is the only way, but it seems really dangerous.” 
 
    “I will volunteer,” said the one-armed enderman. “I can teleport into the center of the hut and then teleport back. We will give ourselves away, but we will know exactly what we are dealing with.” 
 
    “Are you sure you want to do this?” asked Aurelius. 
 
    “It is a bold move,” said Otis. “I like it.” 
 
    “On the one hand, I like the fact that we will know what’s happening inside that hut,” I said. “On the other hand, I am concerned about what the witch may do once she knows there is an enemy so close.”  
 
    “I think it’s the best idea we have,” said Tina. She turned and looked at Jasper. “You do not have to do this, but if you’re willing to, it will help us greatly. I am appreciative.” 
 
    Jasper nodded his head. “I don’t mind, Princess. It’s the least I could do. Even if it means my life, which it likely will, I will go to my respawn knowing that I died with honor.” 
 
    Not going to lie, I was getting a little choked up with emotion. 
 
    “In that case, it’s settled,” said Otis, suddenly taking charge. “Jasper, get in and out fast. And then let us know what we are dealing with.” 
 
    Jasper nodded his head and then disappeared. 
 
    We watched the hut. Suddenly there was a loud scream, which sounded like it must have come from the witch. Then a brief commotion, the sound of broken glass, and Jasper appeared in front of us. He was flashing red. 
 
    “She got me with a splash potion. Something I’ve never felt before.” He paused and gritted his teeth with agony. “It burns!” 
 
    The other ender soldier grabbed his friend and helped him sit on the ground. He continued to flash red. “What did you see in there?” asked Tina. 
 
    The ender soldier’s eyes got wide, like he was looking at something in the distance. “The witch was there. The villager girl was chained to the wall. And…” Before he could finish, he flashed red one final time and disappeared in a puff of smoke. 
 
    Otis threw his sword onto the ground in anger. “And what?!? What are we going to face?” 
 
    “Have some respect for his sacrifice,” said Zion. “He gave his life for that knowledge, however incomplete it may be.” 
 
    I could tell Otis was about to say something snarky back to the ender soldier, but there wasn’t any time for that because an earth shattering roar erupted from inside of the hut. And then, a hole ripped open in one of the walls of the hut as out came an iron golem with the head of a husk. In one hand it held a whip and in the other a splash potion bottle about ten times larger than a normal splash potion bottle. 
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    “Scatter!” shouted Baby Zeke. “If we are too close together, that huge potion might be able to take us all out!”  
 
    Warrior Zeke was right. We scattered, dispersing in a circle around the hut and the golem. The golem’s husk head twisted back and forth, deciding what it should do. Who it should kill first. 
 
    A screeching voice came from inside the hut. “Kill the villager with the blonde hair. He’s the dangerous one.” 
 
    The loyal husk golem blinked at me and then charged. I looked up to the top of a nearby tree, sensed its vibration, and then miraculously was able to access my teleportation power and teleport to the top of the tree.  
 
    The golem looked up in shock. That momentary lapse of focus was just enough time to allow the others to hit this chimera assassin with arrows from their crossbows and bows. The golem screamed in pain and turned around to see who was attacking him. Otis and Bob were rushing toward him, Otis had his diamond sword drawn and was ready to strike, but the golem cracked his whip and hit Otis on the side of the head, knocking him from Bob’s back.  
 
    Bob stopped abruptly and returned to Otis. “Hop on! We have to get out of here.” But Otis was groggy from the blow to his head and was slow to get up. The golem was in the process of cocking the wrist of his whip arm. If he landed another blow on Otis, it might have been fatal.  
 
    But at that moment, Zion teleported onto the golem just before he dealt his next blow. The golem screamed with rage and shook his arm until the ender soldier fell off. The ender soldier than pulled a sword from his inventory … but not quickly enough. The golem raised his foot over the ender soldier’s head and brought it down, crushing his skull. The ender soldier’s body flashed red and disappeared into a puff of smoke. 
 
    “No! Zion! Why?” screamed Tina. 
 
    The golem snapped his head in the direction of the sound, focusing his attention on Tina. He began to move toward her. Aurelius stepped in front of her and shouted, “I won’t let you harm her!” 
 
    Aurelius’ words did nothing to dissuade the golem. He continued moving forward, this time cocking back the arm holding the oversized potion, but before he could throw the potion, I aimed my trident from my position at the top of the tree and threw it directly at the potion bottle. It hit home. 
 
    The liquid spilled onto the golem’s body and he screamed with rage and anger and pain. The skin on the left side of his body began to bubble and pull loose from his body. Within seconds, his entire left side had melted into a puddle. The remainder of his body flashed red and disappeared in a puff of smoke, the golem’s cries of pain echoing through the swamp. 
 
    What was in that bottle? 
 
    “That’s what I’m talking about!” said Otis triumphantly, having recovered from taking the whip to the head. He even flexed his muscles. 
 
    “Stop right there!” said a scratchy, cackling voice. 
 
    We all turned and saw the witch standing outside of her hut, holding the edge of a diamond sword against Emma’s neck. 
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 52 – One Second Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Let her go!” I shouted. 
 
    The witch cackled. The wart on her nose shimmied a little, like it was dancing with excitement. “Or what? You know I can kill her before you can get to me.” 
 
    “You care nothing of your own life?” I asked. 
 
    “Of course I care for my own life. I just don’t think you could kill me, villager scum!” 
 
    “We’ll see about that!” shouted Otis. 
 
    Tina raised her arms to try to calm the situation. “Okay. Okay. Let’s all relax a bit. Witch, we just want Emma back. Just give her to us and we will let you live.” 
 
    The witch laughed again. “I like having her here. She’s a good slave. Smart … but not too smart, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    I was sure Emma must have been playing dumb. There was no way that this witch was smarter than Emma. 
 
    “You seem to have plenty of slaves already,” said Baby Zeke. “All those chimera creatures. You remind me of another witch I met while pursuing Herobrine’s minion. She made chimeras too. Did you make those yourself?” 
 
    Flattery. Clever. 
 
    The witch smiled proudly. “I did make them. We witches love to make chimeras. But they are not ideal servants. The villagers and players make the best slaves. My chimeras, however, make good watchdogs.” She paused for a moment to spit on the ground. “But apparently not good enough. You fools managed to get through.” 
 
    I thought I’d try a different tact. “Emma doesn’t belong here. She’s not even from this dimension.” 
 
    The witch looked at me like I was insane. “I don’t know anything about dimensions. All I know is Entity 303 gave her to me as a gift. Dropped her on my porch inside of a box with a bow wrapped on it. There was a card. ‘To Griselda. I hope this makes up for any sadness I have caused you in the past.’” 
 
    What was this crazy woman talking about? 
 
    “And, that gift arrived a couple of days ago, right?” I asked. 
 
    The witch nodded. “Yes, and it has been a glorious gift. I’ve been able to triple my potion productivity because of Emma’s hard and unpaid work.” 
 
    “What did Entity 303 mean about making up for past sadness?” asked Biff. 
 
    The witch blushed a little bit. “Oh, Entity 303 used to be my boyfriend. Then he left me for some villager woman. Cynthia … something. I never saw him again.” 
 
    This was crazy. Entity 303 had a witch for a girlfriend. In another dimension! 
 
    “How do you know about Cynthia Dretsky?” said Biff. 
 
    “Entity 303 told me about her. Told me he didn’t like me anymore and that he had found someone better than me. I’ve been searching the Overworld for her so I could kill her. But no one seems to have heard of her.” 
 
    “That’s because she’s from a different dimension, like I mentioned earlier,” I said. 
 
    The witch shook her head. “I don’t care about dimensions or whatever. You can’t have Emma back.” 
 
    I was surprised to suddenly see Tina appear next Emma, shove the witch, grab Emma, and then teleport back. When she arrived at my side, she handed Emma to me and then grabbed her own shoulder. “Ouch. The witch got me with her sword as I was teleporting away.” 
 
    Biff rushed to Tina’s side. “What can I do to help you, Your Highness?” 
 
    Tina smiled. “It’s just a flesh wound. It will heal on its own shortly.” 
 
    The witch slowly stood up from the ground where Tina had shoved her. She looked at us and growled, “You’re going to regret that.” 
 
    She reached inside of her robe and pulled out a few potion bottles and threw them at us. It happened so fast that we couldn’t avoid them. The effects of the potions were unlike anything I’d ever experienced, but luckily none were the skin-melting kind like the husk-golem had used. 
 
    I felt dizzy. I felt hot and sweaty. I wanted to howl at the moon. I suddenly had a craving for rotten flesh. I looked and saw the witch approaching with a big smile on her face. She looked down at me. Was I on the ground? And then she said, “I told you that you would regret it.” 
 
    In the back of my mind I heard Claire’s voice. It was faint at first but then became louder and louder. “Use your powers, Jimmy. Transform into a wither or you will all be killed.” 
 
    Just before the witch’s boot kicked me in the side of the skull, I tapped into my wither power and suddenly all of the potion’s effects vanished. 
 
    Now, I was floating above the witch staring down at her. I laughed, drunk with my own power, and then began to shoot wither skulls at her face. The witch dodged the first projectile, but could not dodge the second, which exploded on top of her. Her existence was at an end. 
 
    I turned around and saw my friends were woozy and unable to walk straight. Biff and Emma were vomiting. Baby Zeke, Otis, and the two chickens were unconscious. Princess Tina and Aurelius were teleporting chaotically over distances of less than two blocks; I assumed this was the enderman equivalent of being dizzy. 
 
    I returned to the ground and resumed my villager form. I dug out two potions of healing from my inventory and gave one to Emma and one to Biff. They began to recover. 
 
    “Do either of you have a potion of harming?” I asked. “We need it for Zeke and Otis.” 
 
    “There are some in the witch’s hut,” said Emma, rubbing the back of her neck. “I’ll be right back.” Emma rushed to the hut and gathered two potions of harming and administered them to Otis and Baby Zeke. They regained consciousness and thanked Emma. 
 
    I didn’t know what to do to help the chickens or Tina and Aurelius. Otis tried splashing water on the chickens, and they slowly regained consciousness. The only thought I had about the enders was to try and stuff chorus fruit into their mouths as they teleported randomly back and forth. It took a few attempts before I could get the fruit into their mouths, but it seemed to help. The taste of the fruit slowed their chaotic teleportation, and within thirty seconds they had full control over their teleportation abilities once again. 
 
    Emma looked at me and then at everyone else. “Thanks for saving me. I didn’t know if I would be enslaved forever.” And then Emma broke down and started crying.  
 
    I felt tears come to my eyes as well and I gave her a hug. “It’s nice that something good happened for a change,” I said. 
 
    Emma pushed away from me. “What do you mean? Something really bad has happened?” 
 
    “It has.” And then I told Emma everything that happened since Entity 303 sent her as a present to the witch. 
 
    When I had finished telling the story, with occasional interjections from the rest of my squad, Emma’s face was wet with tears. “Claire is gone? Entity 303’s pieces are at large? That’s terrible.” 
 
    “It is. But, it is our job to de-terrible it,” said Otis, inventing an entirely new verb.  
 
    “How are we going to find Entity 303’s piece?” said Emma, wiping her face. “It could be anywhere in this entire dimension.” 
 
    “Let’s examine the witch’s hut for clues, and then we will go back to my house and summon a meeting of the Balance of the Four,” said Baby Zeke. 
 
    We walked into the witch’s hut to see if there was any information we could gather which might lead us to Entity 303’s piece somewhere in this dimension. The hut itself was a standard sized witch’s hut. But, there were some strange things in it. Glass jars filled with body parts of different mobs, obviously for use with her chimera experimentation. There were many strange colored potions, the likes of which I had never seen before.  
 
    “What are these, Emma?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t know exactly, but most of them have elements of potions of poison and harming and slowness in varying degrees. I saw the witch use them to capture mobs,” said Emma. “I wasn’t here for very long but she would bring them back here and then … hurrr … dissect them. Sometimes, she would put them together in strange combinations. Most of them did not survive, but some did.” 
 
    I nodded my head. “Yeah, we met some of them as we were moving in on the hut. Not very hospitable.” 
 
    Baby Zeke shook his head angrily. “I don’t like creatures like this witch. They profit from the suffering of others, just for their own perverse interests.” 
 
    “Do you have any idea why she was making chimeras?” asked Aurelius. 
 
    “Partly for evil servants, I am sure. But … hurrr … there was something else. She kept mentioning something called Lamashtu. Like it was some sort of strange powerful figure or maybe even a goddess that she worshiped. The first night I was here, I heard her mumbling in her sleep about it,” said Emma. 
 
    I looked around the room. “Have any of you heard of that? Lamashtu?” 
 
    Everyone in the hut shook his or her head in the negative. 
 
    “The only thing she said was that it had the head of an ocelot with the ears of a llama and talons like a parrot and that it was able to take the form of an anthropomorphic shape,” said Emma. “I think she was trying to make a chimera that looked like Lamashtu. Maybe she thought she could get her to visit in that manufactured body.”  
 
    I rubbed my forehead. I suddenly had a splitting headache. “Let’s hope this Lamashtu thing doesn’t show up. Let’s hope it’s not even real, just some sort of made up dream-creature concocted by an evil, psychotic mind. We’ve got enough on our hands dealing with Entity 303.” 
 
    “Jimmy. Emma. Check this out,” said Aurelius. “I found a collection of books in this chest.”  
 
    Emma and I walked over and looked at the books. Some of them were written in our language but others were written in a different language. Not the same language of the ancient Surfer Villager diary we had previously discovered. That would’ve been too easy. The language looked like this: 
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    “What are the books about, Aurelius?” asked Emma. 
 
    “I can’t read all of them, but some appear to be about making chimeras. Others concern potions. This one here,” he said pointing, “appears to be about enchanting weapons and creating poison-tipped arrows.” 
 
    “What about these in the strange language?” I asked. 
 
    Aurelius sighed. “I flipped through them. I can’t read a single word, but there are strange pictures in this one,” Aurelius turned the book toward us and showed us a picture. “Looks kind of like that Lamashtu thing that Emma was talking about.” 
 
    “Let’s put these books in our inventories,” I said. “Maybe someone will know how to read that language. Perhaps the ender scientists back in our dimension can decipher it like they did the old Surfer Villager book?” 
 
    “Or, once I summon the remaining members of the Balance of Four, they may know more about the books or about Lamashtu,” said Baby Zeke. 
 
    “Let’s get to it, then,” said Otis. “I need to flex. Need to get my killing on. And soon.” 
 
    Freak! 
 
    Baby Zeke laughed. “Sure you do. Let’s get back to our house and I’ll signal for the meeting.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 52 – One Hour Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    When we arrived back at Baby Zeke’s house, the sun was beginning to set. It was just dark enough for zombies to begin spawning at random locations. Baby Zeke looked at us and said, “You all should probably get inside. I’m going to tell the zombies to go look elsewhere for food.” The rest of us, except Otis, went inside the house. Otis stayed back with Zeke to speak with the spawn of the night.  
 
    When Zeke and Otis returned to the house, Zeke said, “Why don’t the rest of you help yourselves to dinner? I’m going to summon the other members of the Balance. Sometimes it takes a while.”  
 
    Otis rolled his eyes. “You think it’s so cool that you’re part of the Balance. I don’t need three people to help me dominate. I’m a Balance of One.” Baby Zeke, who had undoubtedly heard statements like this many times previously, just shook his head and walked into his bedroom and shut the door.  
 
    I looked at Otis and asked, “How often has Zeke had to call the Balance?”  
 
    Otis shrugged. “Not that I care, but this is probably the first time he has had to summon everyone at once. We’ve had lots of adventures with the Ender King and Herobrine in the past. But, this current situation is next level.”  
 
    “You can say that again,” said Biff.  
 
    Why?” asked Otis. 
 
    Biff looked around sheepishly and said, “Hurrr … people just say that. It’s an expression.”  
 
    Otis spat the ground. Bob had to hop to the side to avoid having the spit glob land on his feet. “Expressions are stupid.”  
 
    Tina had heard enough. “Anyway ... why don’t we have dinner? I’m sure Emma is famished.”  
 
    Emma nodded. “I sure am. All that witch gave me to eat was mushroom stew and stale bread. Once, she didn’t even give me that … just a raw potato. I could go for a steak and an apple pie.” 
 
    Yum. Apple pie.  
 
    “I’m glad you didn’t say chicken,” said Harold.  
 
    “Indeed,” said Bob.  
 
    Emma laughed. “I promise I will swear off chicken and until I get back to my own dimension.”  
 
    Bob and Harold crossed their wings. “You should swear it off forever,” said Bob.  
 
    “Yes,” said Harold. “At least, we don’t have to witness your murder of our own people while you are a guest in our dimension.” 
 
    Emma looked at me and blinked. I could tell she was wondering what the deal was with the chickens. I had no idea.  
 
    Otis waved us into the kitchen and pointed to the various food storage areas. “Help yourselves. I’m not gonna make you dinner. There are plates and cups up on the shelves.”  
 
    “What should we do with the plates when we are done eating?” asked Aurelius politely.  
 
    “Just break them outside the back door. It’s easier than cleaning them. We can pick up the pieces later and craft new clean plates in the morning,” said Otis.  
 
    What a brilliant idea. All those nights I had to wash dishes at my house and I could’ve just broken them and crafted new ones! That would’ve been much faster. 
 
    As I lamented all the hours of my youth wasted washing dishes, the others went into the kitchen and prepared themselves a plate of food. I followed, selecting a slice of apple pie, a steak, a slice of watermelon, and a glass of milk.  
 
    We sat down at the small table in the center of the dining room. The table was built for the scale of baby zombies and baby pigmen, so it was not very comfortable. 
 
    We ate in silence while Baby Zeke worked in the next room, signaling Notch, Herobrine, and the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    *   *   * 
 
      
 
    After fifteen minutes, Baby Zeke emerged from his bedroom. “They should all be here shortly.” 
 
    “How, exactly, did you signal them?” I asked. 
 
    “I could tell you, but then I’d have to kill you,” joked Baby Zeke. “But, seriously, I’m not supposed to disclose the method of summoning them in order to prevent improper use of the summoning mechanism.” 
 
    “Bruh, you are really full of yourself, aren’t you?” said Otis.  
 
    Zeke shook his head. “No. I am just following the rules of the Balance. Sorry.” 
 
    “Whatever,” mumbled Otis. It was obvious he was jealous of Baby Zeke and wished he were in the Balance as well. 
 
    Suddenly, there was shimmering in the air and Notch appeared in the center of the room. “You called, Zeke?” 
 
    “Yes, Notch, I did.” 
 
    I put a hand up and said, “Give me five, Notch. What up?” 
 
    Notch stared at me like I was a villager nitwit. “And who might you be?” 
 
    “Whoa! You really aren’t the same Notch as in my dimension,” I said. 
 
    A shocked look crossed Notch’s face. He stepped toward me and hissed, “How do you know of the dimensions?” 
 
    “We all know,” I said, sweeping my hand to indicate everyone in the room. “We know about the Rainbow Creeper, too.” 
 
    You could tell that this Notch was not expecting such a response. He sank down into a chair. He suddenly looked very tired. “How did you come to learn these things?” 
 
    “Fighting Entity 303 and talking to the Rainbow Creeper,” I said. 
 
    “Yeah, in another dimension,” added Emma. 
 
    “And the beta dimension,” added Biff. 
 
    I could tell that this Notch’s mind was blown. I gave him a moment to process the information and then asked, “Don’t you have an ability to communicate with the other Notches in the Minecraft multiverse?” 
 
    Notch shrugged. “Sometimes we can communicate with each other between beta dimensions. We normally implement our updates at the same time.” 
 
    “Did you implement the incomplete updates to help slow down the blending?” asked Emma. 
 
    Notch nodded. “Yes, all of the Notches were able to arrange that mostly on time.” 
 
    “At the risk of opening a discourse on cosmology that will likely be incomprehensible to most of the intellects in this room, how is it that there is more than one Notch?” asked Emma. 
 
    Notch sighed. “It has always been that way. I cannot explain it.” 
 
    “Does it have anything to do with .... hurrr … the creation stone?” asked Aurelius. 
 
    Notch looked shocked that we had heard of the creation stone. “Maybe. I mean, I don’t know. The creation stone is at the center of everything, so it is probably involved.” 
 
    “So, does that mean ….” began Emma before Notch cut her off. 
 
    “Look, I don’t know how the Minecraft multiverse was created. All I know is that I am the god of this dimension and have been since I and the Notches in the other dimensions began to create the appearance, biomes, and mobs of what we now know as Minecraft.” 
 
    I could see Emma contemplating another question when suddenly the Ender King and an ender girl appeared in the room. 
 
    “King!” shouted Baby Zeke. “Princess Savannah! Great to see you again.” 
 
    Savannah teleported to Zeke’s side and gave him a high-five. “It sure is!” 
 
    The King would not be drawn into such meaningless displays of emotion. He surveyed the room, nodded to Notch, and then focused on Aurelius. “What is wrong with you, my child? Your eyes?” 
 
    Aurelius stood proud. “I am a savage enderman, from another dimension.” 
 
    The Ender King raised an eyebrow and looked at Notch. “I don’t know about the ‘savage enderman’ thing,” said Notch, “but he and the rest of them are from another dimension. They know about the Rainbow Creeper and the creation stone.” 
 
    This Ender King had maintained a stoic expression since his appearance, but suddenly seemed unsure of himself. “Is this true, Baby Zeke?” 
 
    Zeke nodded. “Yes. The blending shifted me to their dimension and I helped them fight Entity 303. But, there remains some unfinished business so the Rainbow Creeper sent us here. I’ll explain it all when Herobrine arrives.” 
 
    The King nodded and then looked at Tina. “And, what is your name your endergirl?” 
 
    “My name is Princess Tina,” she said gleefully. “I’m the Ender King’s daughter … in the other dimension.” 
 
    Savannah’s head snapped in Tina’s direction and she teleported to her side. “So, you are a princess, just like me?” 
 
    Tina nodded. “Yes, and my father said to treat your father like my uncle.” 
 
    The Ender King rubbed his chin in thought and then chuckled. “That sounds like something I would say. By the way, why isn’t your father here now?” 
 
    Tina looked sad. “He had to stay in our dimension, to lead the search for Entity 303’s piece.” 
 
    Notch and the Ender King both gasped. I could tell they were about to ask for more information when Herobrine and a girl appeared. 
 
    “Herobrine,” said Baby Zeke coolly. 
 
    Herobrine smirked. “What do you want, so-called Warrior?”  It sounded like Herobrine was as much of a jerk in this dimension as in my own. 
 
    “Daddy, don’t be mean to Baby Zeke after what he did for us,” said the girl who had appeared with Herobrine. 
 
    Daddy? Herobrine has a daughter in this dimension? 
 
    “Be quiet, Heidi. Your elders are speaking,” grunted Herobrine.  
 
    Heidi let out a humpf and crossed her arms in front of her chest. “But he rescued mother. He even wrote about it in the tenth volume of his diary.” 
 
    “Whatever,” said Herobrine dismissively. 
 
    “You shouldn’t speak to your daughter like that,” said Emma. 
 
    Herobrine ignored Emma and looked at Notch, the Ender King, and then at Baby Zeke. “So, what’s the deal? I was in the middle of a next level prank, and now I’ll have to start all over again.” 
 
    Zeke looked at me. “I think I’ll let Jimmy explain.” 
 
    I cleared my throat and then told the Balance everything that had happened. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 52 – The Tale is Told 
 
      
 
      
 
    After I finished explaining everything about the Rainbow Creeper, the blending, my interdimensional travel to the world of the players, and Entity 303’s missing pieces, there was a long silence as this dimension’s Notch, the Ender King, and Herobrine processed the information. 
 
    Notch was the first to speak. “That is an astonishing tale. If Baby Zeke were not here to vouch for its veracity, I do not think I would believe you.” 
 
    “I know, right? It’s crazy,” I said. 
 
    “So, you want us to help you find Entity 303’s piece that is in this dimension?” asked the Ender King. 
 
    I nodded. “Yes. We have an opportunity to destroy Entity 303 forever. His single pieces are weak. I’ve already killed one in the form of a shark. If we can kill the one in this dimension and then find the other one in my dimension, we can rid Minecraft of his evil forever.” 
 
    Herobrine threw his head back and laughed. “I doubt that. He’ll find some way to survive. I bet there is a fourth piece somewhere.” 
 
    I shook my head. “The Rainbow Creeper said there were only three pieces. I believe it.” 
 
    “This is the same Creeper that ate your friend Claire, right?” snarked Herobrine. 
 
    I took a step toward Herobrine and shook my fist at him. “Don’t say mean things about Claire. She is a hero!” 
 
    “Whatever,” said Herobrine, dismissing me angrily. I wanted to punch him, but I knew it would not help matters. 
 
    “I suppose we could create search parties and look around,” said the Ender King. “But, it will be like looking for a needle in a haystack.” 
 
    Emma looked at the members of the Balance. “Can’t you sense Entity 303’s presence, or something? Like a disturbance in the force, for lack of a better description.” 
 
    They all looked at Emma like she was mad. “No,” said Notch. “Not something as small as a sliver of evil. Maybe if Entity 303 were full-sized we could sense something.” 
 
    “So, what can we do, then?” asked Biff, a hint of panic in his voice. 
 
    There was silence in the room. Not even Notch had an idea.  
 
    “Too bad we had to kill that witch,” said Otis. “I bet she would know something. She was Entity 303’s old girlfriend.” 
 
    Herobrine looked at Otis. “Are you talking about Griselda?” 
 
    “Yeah, why? Was she your old girlfriend too?”  
 
    Herobrine snapped his fingers, and Otis was knocked flat on the ground by an unseen force. “How dare you say something like that to me in front of my daughter?!?” 
 
    Otis rolled on the ground like a silverfish before standing back up. “You need to chill. What’s wrong with what I said?” 
 
    Herobrine realized he had overreacted, but did not explain. “Anyway, Griselda probably would have known something helpful. She always had her finger on the pulse of the underworld. Every low-life and villain in this dimension knows Griselda.” 
 
    “Hence your association with her?” said Otis. Again, Herobrine snapped his fingers and Otis was knocked to the ground.  
 
    Otis slowly stood up and rubbed his head. “Point taken,” he said, sounding groggy. 
 
    “At least she wasn’t able to summon that Lamashtu thing,” said Biff. 
 
    When he uttered the name, the room became silent. Notch and Herobrine exchanged a pained look. The Ender King sucked air through clenched teeth. The rest of us knew something ominous was in the air. 
 
    “She was trying to summon Lamashtu?” asked Notch, his voice quivering. 
 
    Emma nodded. “Jimmy forgot to mention that. While I was her slave, she was trying to create a chimera body that could serve as a vessel for Lamashtu when she returned … hurrr … whatever that means?” 
 
    “This could be very bad. If somehow the witch were successful and Entity 303 could become part of Lamashtu, we could be facing a very powerful enemy indeed.” 
 
    I put up my hands to form a letter T. “Time out. Who or what exactly is this Lamashtu? I think we need to know what we are dealing with … just in case.” 
 
    “Go ahead, Notch,” said Herobrine. “You probably know more than any of us.” 
 
    Notch took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. Then, he began to speak. “Lamashtu is the name we have given to the ancient goddess of evil. It is said that she oversees the legions of dark ones that once roamed the surface of the Overworld.” 
 
    “Wait,” I said. “I thought you created Minecraft. Or, hurrr, at least this dimension of Minecraft.” 
 
    “True, the Notches are the creators of Minecraft, but there was something before, and not just the creation stone. The creation stone gave us the impulse to create, but the areas of the multiverse in which Minecraft now resides were once occupied by something else.” Notch paused and shivered. “Even a seemingly empty void is filled with matter. And, so, it was when the first version of the Minecraft world was created. Lamashtu and her legions were not happy. The first sighting was in about 4,000 B.E.E.” 
 
    “B.E.E.?” asked Emma. 
 
    “Before Eight-bit Era,” explained Notch. 
 
    “That’s like 50,000 years ago!” said Aurelius. 
 
    “Indeed, it is,” said Notch. “That first sighting was horrific. Lamashtu was ten times larger than any mobs or NPCs. Her dark ones were approximately half her size and moved quickly, like skeletons, but were much more difficult to kill than skeletons. Their skin completely black so they were nearly invisible in the darkness.” 
 
    “Wait a minute,” said Emma. “We have a similar legend in our dimension, only the goddess is called Lamshu. I read about it in one of my parents’ encyclopedias.” 
 
    Why am I the last to hear about these things? Oh, yeah, I never read. 
 
    Notch nodded solemnly. “Yes, it is the same person, just a variant on the spelling of her name. Lamashtu is very powerful and very evil. It took hundreds of thousands of lives, the combined forces of all three realms of this dimension of Minecraft, and the aid of the Rainbow Creeper to defeat her. That battle took place in this dimension but benefitted all dimensions, just as your battle with Entity 303 was originally confined to your dimension, Jimmy.” 
 
    I held my hands up. “Hold on. So, the Rainbow Creeper has existed as long as Lamashtu?” 
 
    “Probably,” said Notch. “Once Lamashtu began to pillage our dimension, the Rainbow Creeper – at least an earlier version of it – revealed itself and assisted in the battle.” 
 
    “What happened to Lamashtu after she was defeated?” asked Emma. 
 
    “She was captured. We tried everything we could to kill her – swords, poison, arrows, potions, fire, lava, ice – but nothing worked. She was weak and powerless, but yet she lived.” Notch paused and shivered. “So, we encased her in every layer of stone known and then placed her beyond the bedrock, imprisoned at the center of the Minecraft multiverse.” 
 
    Gasps passed the lips of those in the room. 
 
    “We are standing above her right now?!?” said Harold, his beak quivering. 
 
    “Yes, and so is every being in every dimension of Minecraft. The bedrock surrounds a sphere to which all of the dimensions of Minecraft are connected. But, do not worry, there is no indication she has escaped her prison,” said Notch. 
 
    “How would you know?” spat Otis. “If she is so dominant, what’s to stop her from sneaking out?” 
 
    “I mean, the Rainbow Creeper designed the prison,” said Notch. “So, it must be strong.” 
 
    I saw Emma rubbing her chin in thought before she said, “So, if the bedrock connects all of the dimensions of Minecraft, all Lamashtu needs is a crack in the bedrock anywhere, and she can re-enter our world, right?” 
 
    “I suppose, but she is inside a prison hundreds of blocks thick beneath the bedrock. The likelihood that she could escape is infinitesimal,” said Notch. 
 
    “But, it is still possible, right?” said Biff. 
 
    “I mean, I guess so,” said Notch. 
 
    “Do you think Entity 303’s piece might be seeking a way to free Lamashtu?” I asked. 
 
    “Why would he want to do that?” said Herobrine. “Then, he would have to play second fiddle to Lamashtu. She would call the shots and he would just be her servant. No way Entity 303 wants to live like that.” 
 
    “Hey, let’s not lose sight of the real issue,” said Baby Zeke. “We need to find Entity 303’s missing piece. If he happens to unleash Lamashtu, we’ll deal with that when it happens. For now, let’s just consider it all a meaningless old fairy tale believed by a crazy swamp witch. We. Need. To. Focus.” 
 
    The Warrior. Single-minded. Driven. 
 
    “Yeah, Zeke’s right, for once,” said Otis, reluctantly agreeing. “We’ve rescued Emma. Now, we find Entity 303. Nothing else on the to-do list right now.” 
 
    “So, smarty zombie, how do we find him?” sneered Herobrine at Baby Zeke. 
 
    “Well, it is night now, so I say we wait until daybreak. Then, we will go to the local village and ask for volunteers. Then, we just divide this dimension into a grid system and search,” said Baby Zeke. 
 
    “Bruh, that is going to take forever,” said Otis. 
 
    “And….?” said Zeke, raising an eyebrow. 
 
    “There has got to be a quicker way.” 
 
    “I could try using my vibe sensor,” I suggested. “It doesn’t have much range, but if someone can teleport me around, I might be able to detect the general location of Entity 303’s piece.” 
 
    The Ender King nodded. “An interesting idea. I will be happy to teleport you.” 
 
    “I want to come with, Daddy,” said Savannah. 
 
    “Me too,” said Tina. “I want to get to know my cousin better.” 
 
    “And, we could send out an alert on the Minestagram,” said Bob. 
 
    “Great idea!” said Harold. “And ask for volunteers to help in the search.” 
 
    “What is a Minestagram?” asked Biff. 
 
    “I guess you haven’t read all my diaries, have you?” said Zeke. 
 
    Biff turned red with embarrassment and shrugged. 
 
    “Come with me,” said Zeke, who led Biff, followed by the rest of us to a door in the floor. Zeke lifted the door to reveal mine cart tracks. “See, many of the houses in the dimension have a mine track and door in them. You can send pictures or notes – called a ‘gram’ – to particular people or everyone.” 
 
    “How much does that cost?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s free,” said Zeke. “We just get occasional advertisements we are forced to look at.” 
 
    I looked at Emma. “We should build one of these in our dimension. Seems pretty cool.” 
 
    Emma did not look as enthusiastic as I felt. “Maybe. Seems kind of silly.” 
 
    “Anyway,” continued Baby Zeke, “I’ll put together a request for volunteers for the search party and send it out on the Minestagram tonight. We should get a lot of dominant villagers and players willing to volunteer. I’ll also include a warning about the missing piece.” 
 
    “What are you guys going to do?” asked Aurelius, looking at Notch and Herobrine. 
 
    Herobrine laughed. “Normally, I would do nothing to help you losers. But, this is Lamashtu and I am in the Balance … reluctantly. So, I will teleport around and see what I see.” 
 
    “I’ll come with you, Daddy,” said Heidi. 
 
    “Let’s ask your mother, but if she says it is okay … then fine,” said Herobrine just before he and Heidi teleported away. 
 
    Notch stared at the empty space where Herobrine had been a moment earlier. “I am going to do something I haven’t done in a long time. I am going to disguise myself as a villager and go to all the criminal hangouts to see if I can find any clues to Entity 303’s whereabouts.” 
 
    “That sounds pretty dope,” said Otis. “Can I come with?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Lame.” 
 
    “But first,” continued Notch, “I am going to inspect the bedrock barrier. Just in case.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 52 – Nighttime 
 
      
 
      
 
    After Notch left to inspect the bedrock barrier, the Ender King said that he and Savannah would return to the End for the night before coming back to the Overworld in the morning to meet us in the village to seek volunteers. Tina was excited to see the End in this dimension and asked to go with the Ender King and Savannah. Of course, they agreed. Aurelius decided to go with them as well.  
 
    After the ender folk departed, it was just Emma, Biff, Zeke, Otis, Bob, Harold, and me. Bob and Harold said good night and dashed to their chicken coop, deftly maneuvering to avoid being eaten by a couple of wandering zombies.  
 
    Otis, closing the front door after making sure the chickens arrived at their coop safely, sighed deeply and said, “I had hoped to do more killing today, but I guess I’ll have to wait. I hope we can find Entity 303’s piece soon so I can chop it to bits.”  
 
    Inside my mind I rolled my eyes, but I didn’t want to actually roll my eyes in front of Otis and set him off. “Yeah, I hope you find it too. I’d like to return to my dimension ASAP and assist in the seeking of the other piece there.”  
 
    Otis just grunted and walked back to his bedroom and shut the door.  
 
    Baby Zeke looked at the three of us and said, “If you have a bed you can set it up wherever you want. If you don’t have a bed, there some blankets in that chest over there,” he said, pointing.  
 
    “Thank you,” said Emma.  
 
    “Well, I guess I’ll go to sleep now. If you get hungry during the middle of the night, feel free to help yourself to some food in the kitchen chests. We can leave all the torches on so that no undead mobs spawn inside the house.”  
 
    “Good night,” said Biff.  
 
    Zeke nodded his acknowledgment and went into his bedroom and shut the door.  
 
    “Emma, you can use the bed I brought. I assume you don’t have one with you,” I said.  
 
    Emma smiled and said, “Actually, I do have a bed with me. I always have one. You never know when you will have to build a shelter really quickly to hide from zombies.”  
 
    That Emma. Always prepared.  
 
    I looked at Biff. “You brought one, didn’t you?”  
 
    Biff nodded but then looked a little sheepish. “Don’t laugh though.”  
 
    “What do you mean?” said Emma.  
 
    Biff didn’t say anything. He reached into his inventory and pulled out his bed and tossed it on the floor.  
 
    I’m sorry, but I had to laugh. Emma laughed too. The bed had a blanket with a chicken face on it. His pillow case had the picture of a bunny rabbit on it.  
 
    “Stop laughing! My mom got me the blanket and the pillowcase when I was little. Hurrr, I just never got around to replacing them.”  
 
    I was still laughing and said, “No worries, Bro. Looks comfortable.”  
 
    Emma, who had stopped laughing, yawned. It was contagious. Biff and I both yawned. “Okay, guys, I’m going to sleep. Good night,” said Emma.  
 
    Biff and I both wished her good night and we each got into our beds and went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    *   *   * 
 
      
 
    I suppose it will come as no surprise to you that I was visited in my dreams that evening. One of the visitors I had almost expected. But the other…. 
 
    The visitor I was more or less expecting to show up was, of course, the Rainbow Creeper. It appeared without any attempt to conceal itself in a mysterious form or behind a cloud of dream smoke. You know, the typical weird dream-type stuff. It spoke with the strange lilting voice that had been created when Claire had been joined to it.  
 
    “Jimmy. I understand that you have rescued Emma from the witch.”  
 
    “Yes, RC, I did. If Claire still has any independent memory, I hope she’s relieved.”  
 
    There was a pause for a moment and then the Creeper said, “Yes, she is.” There was another brief pause and then the Rainbow Creeper changed the subject. “Have you had any luck locating Entity 303’s piece in Baby Zeke’s dimension?”  
 
    I shook my head. “No, but this dimension’s Ender King, Herobrine, and Notch are working on ways to find it. We are going to establish a search party tomorrow using volunteers. It may take a while, but we will leave no stone unturned.”  
 
    “Excellent,” said the Rainbow Creeper. “I’m sure Entity 303 will not be able to escape your reconnaissance.”  
 
    “How are things going in my native dimension?”  
 
    “They are still searching as well. No news.”  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper was beginning to fade from my dream when I remembered. “Creeper? Wait a minute. Something else happened.”  
 
    The Creeper’s form solidified again and it looked at me, its expressionless face somehow conveying a notion of interest.  
 
    “It turns out the witch who had been holding Emma was Entity 303’s ex-girlfriend. And, more important than that, she had been trying to call Lamashtu into the world.”  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper’s body flashed a couple of times. For just a brief moment, so brief that I couldn’t be sure I had actually seen it, all the color left its body and it was only black and white and gray. Once its color had been restored, it said, “That is very bad. Grievous, if I want to pick a more appropriate adjective. Was the witch successful?”  
 
    I shook my head. “No. Notch explained to us who Lamashtu was and how she’s been imprisoned underneath the bedrock. And … hurrr ... that you were involved.”  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper nodded. “One of my former iterations was involved. But the memory of the battle resides within me. It was terrible. Hundreds of thousands died. Lamashtu nearly destroyed Minecraft. But she made a bad choice attacking the Minecraft multiverse.”  
 
    “What did she want anyway?”  
 
    “What all things that are pure evil want. To spread. To metastasize. To infect.”  
 
    “Just to destroy?” I said, not believing that it could be that simple.  
 
    “Yes. That is the very essence of evil: Destruction. Evil never thinks about rebuilding or changing what it infects. Just destroying it. And that’s what she will do if she escapes from her prison beneath the bedrock.” 
 
    I shivered and then woke with a start, covered in sweat. I looked around the room and saw that Emma and Biff were sleeping peacefully. I did not want to disturb them, so I reached into my inventory and removed a spare pair of socks. I wiped the sweat from my face and chest and tossed the socks on the ground.  
 
    Then after a few deep breaths, I fell asleep again.  
 
    At some point, I began to dream and was visited by the unexpected guest I hinted at earlier. At first, I thought it was the Null. Its body was so dark, I could barely see it. But the way the creature walked was different from the Null. Instead of walking like a humanoid, it moved more like a spider, but a two-legged spider. The movement was quick and angular. Precise.  
 
    “Null? Is that you?” I said in my dream.  
 
    The thing approached me and was only the span of a hand away when I could finally see it plainly. I screamed. But this time, I did not wake up. It stared at me with strange eyes, eyes with vertical irises, not the square or rectangular irises I was used to seeing in most creatures. I noticed it appeared to have small horns growing out of the sides of its skull. It had skin, but it was as thin as gossamer and stretched tight, like it was four times too small for the body it was covering.  
 
    I shivered with fear and put a hand in front of my face. “Back away, vile thing.”  
 
    I could hear its raspy breathing and low-volume hissing next to me. It took a deep laborious breath and said, “They cannot hold my master forever. Lamashtu and her dark ones will return.”  
 
    I screamed again, this time I woke up. I screamed several more times, not realizing that I was awake. Biff and Emma jumped out of their beds and ran over to me. Each grabbed one of my shoulders and started shaking me.  
 
    “Wake up, Jimmy!” said Biff.  
 
    “Yeah, you must’ve had a nightmare!” said Emma.  
 
    As the spell of the dream was broken, I looked up at my friends and thanked them for waking me up. The doors to Zeke’s and Otis’s bedrooms burst open at that very moment. Each of them held a sword and dashed over to where the three of us were grouped.  
 
    “What’s going on?” asked Baby Zeke, his sword at the ready and his eyes darting around the room.  
 
    “Tell me what to kill, and I’ll do it,” said Otis.  
 
    “Jimmy had a nightmare,” said Emma. Otis and Zeke looked at me and I nodded my head to confirm Emma’s words.  
 
    “What a baby. You woke me up for that?” said Otis.  
 
    I stared at Otis. Normally I would have tried to flex on him with an epic comeback, but I knew this was serious. “Otis. I’m no baby. I was screaming because I was just visited in my dream by one of Lamashtu’s dark ones.”  
 
    Otis and Zeke both shivered. “Does that mean Lamashtu has broken through the bedrock?” asked Baby Zeke.  
 
    I shook my head. “I don’t think so. The creature told me that Lamashtu would return, not that she was free. Plus, just before that, the Rainbow Creeper visited me and we discussed Lamashtu. If she were free from her prison, I’m sure the Creeper would have known and told me.”  
 
    Zeke rubbed his chin. “This is very serious. We’ll have to discuss it with the Ender King when he comes back tomorrow. I’ll summon Notch and Herobrine as well, so they can be on their guard.”  
 
    I nodded my head and fell back down onto my bed, exhausted. In a great surprise to me, I fell asleep right away. Fortunately, the rest of my night was dreamless.  
 
    Pitch black.  
 
    Silent.  
 
    Oblivion. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 53 – Morning 
 
      
 
      
 
    I awoke to the smell of roasting steak. The smell made my mouth water. I stretched and then got out of bed. I noticed that Emma and Biff had already gotten up and put away their beds. I punched my bed and put it back in my inventory. 
 
    I looked toward the kitchen. Baby Zeke was busy chopping meat and cooking it on the furnace. I saw Harold picking at a pile of wheat. Otis and Bob were nowhere to be seen. Emma and Biff were sitting at the small kitchen table, drinking milk and apple juice. I walked over and joined them. 
 
    “Any more dreams?” asked Emma. 
 
    I shook my head and then took a sip of apple juice. “Thankfully not.” 
 
    “Why is it that you always have these dreams where strange beings communicate with you?” asked Biff. “It’s weird.” 
 
    He was right; it was weird. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “Probably has something to do with me being a Chosen One or maybe my … hurrr … creators put something in me that can channel such things.” 
 
    “There are more things in heaven and earth, Jimmy, than are dreamt of in your philosophy,” said Harold. 
 
    What an oddball! 
 
    “That’s what I am afraid of,” I said before taking another sip of apple juice.  
 
    At that moment, Zeke placed a large platter of roasted steak and potatoes on the table. “Help yourselves.” 
 
    “Any chance I could get a couple of fried eggs?” asked Biff. 
 
    Harold stiffened. He slowly turned his head towards Biff. “What did you say?” said Harold with as serious and deep a voice as a chicken is capable. 
 
    Biff, realizing his mistake of asking for chicken eggs in the presence of a chicken, quickly backpedaled. “Hurrr … nothing. I … um … did I say something?” 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” said Harold as he slowly returned to pecking his pile of wheat. 
 
    I grabbed a hunk of steak and some potatoes. After I had eaten some of each, I asked, “Where are Otis and Bob?” 
 
    “Otis wanted to visit Zeb in the zombie retirement home, so they went there in jockey formation,” said Zeke. 
 
    “Oh, yeah, I read about that the retirement home in one of your diaries,” I said. “Why did he decide to do that today?” 
 
    “He thinks maybe Zeb will have some sort of idea about how to find the piece. Zeb is pretty clever and thinks outside the box, so maybe he will have something helpful to say.” 
 
    “Cool,” I said with my mouth full of roasted potato. “When should we go to the village to get the volunteers?” 
 
    “Whenever the Ender King gets back. I would assume he will be here soon,” said Baby Zeke. 
 
    At that moment, the door burst open and Otis and Bob trotted in. Otis dismounted and Bob rushed over to the pile of wheat and began pecking at it feverishly. Otis took off his diamond helmet and tossed it on the floor in disgust. 
 
    “I take it Zeb didn’t have any ideas?” asked Baby Zeke. 
 
    “He had some ideas, but they were stupid. He said we should sit around and wait for Entity 303 to make the first move. He said finding a tiny piece of him will be an impossible task.” 
 
    “That’s not very helpful,” said Biff. 
 
    “No duh,” said Otis. “But there was another zombie in the bed next to Zeb who was eavesdropping on our conversation. He actually had a pretty good idea.” 
 
    “Do tell,” said Zeke. 
 
    “He said we should lay a trap. Use something for bait that Entity 303 could not resist in order to draw him out of hiding.” 
 
    “I suppose that is a good idea, but what could we use as bait?” asked Zeke. 
 
    “That is what I have been thinking about for the last thirty minutes on the way home. I can’t think of anything,” said Otis, looking around the room to see if any of us had any good ideas.  
 
    “What about using one of us as bait?” suggested Biff. 
 
    Emma shook her head. “Entity 303 didn’t seem very interested in any of us, except Jimmy. But that was only when he had the creation stone inside of him. Now that it is somewhere else, I don’t think Entity 303 would care enough about us to come out of hiding.” 
 
    “Agreed,” said Baby Zeke. 
 
    “Anything else?” asked Otis. 
 
    There was nothing else. Maybe someone would come up with an idea later, but for now, we were stumped. We sat in silence for the next few minutes, eating and thinking, but no ideas were discussed.  
 
    There was a knock on the door. Otis answered it, sword in hand. When he saw who it was, he opened the door wider. In walked the Ender King, Savannah, Tina, and Aurelius. They were all smiling. 
 
    Emma rushed over to Tina and gave her a hug. “Did you have fun visiting the End in this dimension?” 
 
    “It was great. I mean, it is basically identical to the End in our dimension, but the palace is a different shape and different decoration. And the history is different as well. Did you know they had to recently put down a rebellion from one of the King’s disloyal subjects and a griefer?!?” 
 
    Emma nodded. “Actually, I did. I finished Baby Zeke’s most recent diary which chronicles the rebellion.” 
 
    “Wow! I need to read that too,” said Tina. “Zeke, do you have a spare copy?” 
 
    Zeke smiled and reached into his inventory and pulled out a copy of the eleventh volume of his diaries, Baby Zeke: Rebellion. He opened the book, autographed it, and then handed it to Tina.” 
 
    Tina took the book and held it to her chest. “Oooh. I can’t wait to read it.” 
 
    “What about you, Aurelius?” I asked. “Did you meet any other savage endermen?” 
 
    Aurelius looked down at the ground and shuffled his feet. “There aren’t any in this dimension. We checked all the end islands. I guess maybe my people were the last of a primeval race of endermen.” 
 
    I walked over to Aurelius and put my arm around his shoulder. “I’m sorry, man.” 
 
    Aurelius sniffed a few times. “It’s cool. I just .... well … had hoped Trey and I were not the last of our kind. But, maybe we are.” 
 
    “Enough of this. We have other things to attend,” said the Ender King, reminding me of the King in my dimension: All business; no fun. “Any news from Notch or Herobrine?” 
 
    We all shook our heads. 
 
    “I’ve summoned them again, but they have yet to arrive,” said Baby Zeke. 
 
    The Ender King looked confused. “I thought they had their plans and we had ours? I merely asked if you had heard anything to ensure they had not already located Entity 303’s piece. Why have you summoned them?” 
 
    We told the new arrivals about my dreams. My conversation with the Rainbow Creeper, and the threat from Lamashtu’s servant.  
 
    “So, you see, we summoned them to make sure they had this information as well. So they would be on the lookout for any sign of Lamashtu.” 
 
    The Ender King rubbed his chin. “Well, Notch is checking the bedrock barrier. As long as that is still unbroken, we are fine. I wouldn’t worry about it.” 
 
    “It is just one bad thing after another, isn’t it?” said Aurelius. “Why is life so hard?” 
 
    Dang. Now I was getting depressed. 
 
    The Ender King put his hand on Aurelius’ shoulder. “Life is harder if you sit around and let it happen to you. We are in a position to bend life to our will by capturing and destroying Entity 303’s piece.” 
 
    The King’s words seemed to make Aurelius feel better. He stood a little taller and a brief smile crossed his lips. “Indeed,” he said. “What’s next?” 
 
    The King looked at Baby Zeke. “To the village then?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 53 – Ten Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    We arrived at the village like a conquering army.  A dozen of the Ender King’s personal guard led the way, while the King, Savannah, and Tina followed. Baby Zeke and Otis, in their jockey formations, were close behind. Emma, Biff, Aurelius, and I walked at the rear of the party. 
 
    The gram Zeke had sent yesterday had the desired effect. There were hundreds of dominant players and villagers from every biome awaiting our arrival.  As we entered the town, the crowd erupted with cheers and shouts. 
 
    It felt good to be adored. Of course, I’m sure most were cheering for Baby Zeke and the Ender King since I was sure very few of them knew who the rest of us were. But, whatever. I pretended they were cheering for me. 
 
    We continued to the central plaza of the village. It was a relatively small area, and many of the volunteers could not fit. They overflowed into the nearby streets. Many crafted small towers on which to stand so that they could see and hear. 
 
    The Ender King stood on the small stage tucked into one corner of the plaza and addressed the crowd. 
 
    “Before I begin, I want to introduce you to some special visitors.  This is Biff, Aurelius, Tina, Emma, and Jimmy. They are visiting from another dimension of the Minecraft multiverse.” 
 
    Oohs and aahs came from the crowd. 
 
    “As you know, the blending nearly destroyed our dimension and, I can tell you now, the entire Minecraft multiverse.” 
 
    Gasps and screams came from the crowd. 
 
    “But, the blending was stopped, thanks to Emma and Jimmy as well as a young villager girl named Claire, who sacrificed her life so that the rest of us might live.” 
 
    Lamentations and sobbing came from the crowd. And then, applause and cheers. And shouts like, “Thank you for your service!” and “You rock!” and “I love you!” 
 
    Who loves whom? Me? 
 
    The Ender King raised his arms and the crowd immediately went silent. “But, Entity 303 managed to survive and broke himself into several pieces in order to survive. We know one of those pieces came to our dimension. We need volunteers to help search for the piece and destroy it. Who’s with us?” 
 
    Pandemonium broke out as everyone in the crowd shouted that he or she was with us. 
 
    “Excellent!” shouted the King. “Then line up where Baby Zeke and Otis are standing.” 
 
    “Where?” shouted one person. 
 
    “Yeah, they are too short. I can’t see them anywhere,” said another. 
 
    “Over here, you idiots!” shouted Otis gruffly. 
 
    “Still can’t see you, bruh,” said someone. 
 
    An ender soldier teleported to Otis and Zeke’s location near a tree on the edge of the plaza and shook his hand. “Over here,” yelled the soldier. The crowd now understanding where to line up formed a line. 
 
    I walked to the Ender King and asked, “So, what’s the plan? Divide them into groups and search everywhere?” 
 
    “Pretty much. I told Zeke and Otis to divide everyone into groups of four, with at least one player in every group.” 
 
    “Should we start our own search now?” I asked. 
 
    “Let’s wait for everything to get organized,” said the King. “Plus, I’m hoping Notch and Herobrine will show up in response to Zeke’s summons so we can get their thoughts about your dream.” 
 
    I nodded my head. “In that case, do you mind if I look around the village for a while?” 
 
    “Suit yourself,” said the King. 
 
    I looked at everyone else. “Anyone want to come with?” 
 
    “I will,” said Emma. 
 
    There being no other takers, Emma and I headed into the narrow, winding streets of the village. 
 
    “Shopping for souvenirs from this dimension?” said Emma, chuckling a bit. 
 
    “Actually, I was hoping to find a library. Maybe there are some books about Lamashtu.” 
 
    “Good idea. Let’s ask this guy.” This guy was a farmer villager who looked like he had lived in or near the village for a while.   
 
    “Excuse me, sir?” I said. “Do you happen to know where the library is in this village?” 
 
    The man paused. “Who’s asking?” 
 
    “Jimmy Slade.” 
 
    “Jimmy Slate?” 
 
    “Slade. Slade.” 
 
    “That is a stupid name. My name is Maynard Vladimir McGullicuty Gomez de Souza Reynolds. That is a proper name.” 
 
    It was something all right. 
 
    “Anyway, Mr. Gomez de Souza Reynolds, do you know where the library is?” asked Emma. “My name is Emma Watson, by the way.” 
 
    “Emma? That is a great name. Please, just call me Maynard. And, yes, I do know where it is. What you got to trade for that information?” 
 
    Seriously? 
 
    “I was just thinking … hurrr … Maynard that you might tell us for free? You know, villager to villager,” said Emma. 
 
    “No, sir, Miss Watson. I don’t do anything for free. I only work for the almighty emerald … or equivalent.” 
 
    Emma rolled her eyes as she pulled three emeralds from her inventory. “How about these?” 
 
    Maynard’s eyes twinkled and he snatched the emeralds. “Library is on the next block. Just keep walking straight and it will be on your left.” 
 
    “You mean all we had to do was keep going in the direction we were already going?!?” I shouted. “You ripped us off! Give back those emeralds!” 
 
    “Nope. A trade is a trade, even if you feel betrayed. The trade is the foundation upon which all villager culture … nay! … all of civilization is founded. I shall not disgorge that which I have earned in the noble pursuit of the trade.” 
 
    “Whatever,” I said as Maynard Vladimir McGullicuty Gomez de Souza Reynolds began to walk away. “By the way, your name is the stupidest name I’ve ever heard.”  
 
    Emma and I continued walking and within thirty seconds found ourselves standing in front of the library. We walked up three stairs to its front door and entered. A librarian was behind the desk checking in a pile of returned books. She eyed us with suspicion. 
 
    “Not in the plaza signing up for the search party?” she said as though scolding us. 
 
    “We already did,” said Emma. “We just wanted to find some books to take with us while we were searching. You know, to pass the time.” 
 
    The librarian became less suspicious. “Anything in particular?” 
 
    Emma shrugged. “I like mythology and old stories from history. Do you have a section with books like those?” 
 
    The librarian smiled. “Of course. Sections 11 and 15. Over there,” she pointed. 
 
    “Thank you,” said Emma as we walked in the direction indicated. When we were out of sight of the librarian, Emma said, “I’ll take section 11 and you take 15. Look for anything about Lamashtu or the Rainbow Creeper.” 
 
    “Aye, aye, captain,” I said as I walked over to section 15. I got the history section. The books smelled old and musty and did not look like they had been read in many years. I guess people preferred reading fiction to true stories from the past. 
 
    I looked through a few books, checking the index and then the table of contents. But, many of the books were so old that they had neither. I had to flip through the pages slowly, scanning for mention of anything of interest. After five books, I was becoming frustrated. That was when I saw it. There seemed to be a halo around one of the books. I rubbed my eyes, but the halo was still there. 
 
    Here we go again.... 
 
    I reached out and grabbed the book. When my hand touched its spine, the halo vanished. The book was called, Legendary Battles. I opened the book and saw that there was an entire section called, “The Capture of Lamashtu.” I flipped through that section and noted that the description of the battle was essentially the same as what Notch had told us. 
 
    That is when I noticed the engraving.  
 
    There was a picture purporting to be of Lamashtu and her army. She was leading the way as her army decimated all who stood before it. It was typical overly emotional militaristic art. But, there was one detail that shocked me. 
 
    Standing to the right of Lamashtu and sending out lightning bolts of death from his hands was Entity 303! Or, at least, someone who looked exactly like Entity 303. 
 
    I rushed back to section 11 and showed the engraving to Emma. 
 
    “So, Entity 303 was one of Lamashtu’s generals?!?” said Emma. 
 
    “It looks that way. Only … hold on, let me see,” I said, checking the caption underneath the engraving. “It says his name was Enkidu and he was the personification of all the powers of nature.” 
 
    “Whoa!” said Emma. “That’s insane. Do you really think that is Entity 303, or just looks a lot like him?” 
 
    “I mean, look at the engraving. Nothing else in the picture looks anything like him. It must be Entity 303.” 
 
    Emma nodded. “Let’s check that book out. I just want to look through a couple more books to see if there is any mention of Lamashtu or … what was it? … Enkidu.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “I’m starting to think that Entity 303 was hoping to use the blending to break Lamashtu free from her prison. Maybe his claim that he wanted to conquer the world of the players was a ruse.” 
 
    Emma nodded. “Perhaps. Or, maybe part of the plan?” 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    I watched as Emma searched through the mythology section, but she did not locate anything else of help. When she indicated she was done, we walked to the front desk and placed the copy of Legendary Battles on the desk. 
 
    “I’d like to check out this book, please,” I said. 
 
    “Interesting choice,” said the librarian suspiciously. “Give me your library card.” 
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    Oh, no. 
 
    “Um, I don’t have a library card,” I said. 
 
    “Well, then, you can’t check out the book until you bring your parents in so that they can sign an authorization form. They have to promise to pay for the book if you lose it.” 
 
    I looked at Emma hoping she might have an idea about how to get around the obstacle, but she had nothing. I was about to give up when Baby Zeke walked in to the library. 
 
    “There you are,” he said. “The search party is organized. Let’s go.” 
 
    “Any chance you have a library card?” asked Emma. “We were hoping to check out this book.” 
 
    Baby Zeke smiled. “Of course I have a library card. I love to read.” Zeke reached into his inventory and removed his card and handed it to the librarian. 
 
    “Baby Zeke, nice to see you again. You know these two?” 
 
    Zeke nodded. “Yes. Why?” 
 
    “Well, they are strangers to me and I don’t like strangers,” said the librarian. “You will promise to pay for this book if they fail to return it?” 
 
    Zeke nodded. The librarian checked out the book, and we left. But, as I was walking out the door, I detected an evil vibe from the librarian. I quickly turned my head and saw that she was furiously writing something down on a piece of paper. 
 
    Once we were out of the building, I mentioned my vibe and what I saw. 
 
    “That’s strange,” said Baby Zeke. “Martha has been the village librarian for years. She is overprotective of the books, but otherwise just your typical villager. Or so I thought.” 
 
    “Are you still feeling the evil vibe now?” asked Emma. 
 
    I reached out with my vibe sensor to the library, but detected nothing. I shook my head. 
 
    “Maybe it was a mistake? You did say your powers were acting up in this dimension, right?” said Emma. 
 
    “I suppose.” 
 
    “Anyway, we need to get back. The search parties are ready to go. And,” said Zeke as he leaned in closely so he could whisper, “Notch and Herobrine have returned.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 53 – Five Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    We did not tell Baby Zeke about what we had found in the book. It was too dangerous to discuss in public. Plus, why tell him and then have to tell the same story to Notch and Herobrine and the Ender King. Efficiency matters. 
 
    As we walked through the plaza, we saw hundreds of volunteers milling about. They had been formed into groups and were awaiting something. I approached one group. 
 
    “What is everyone waiting for?” I asked a villager dressed as a ninja who was juggling three potatoes.  
 
    The villager deftly caught all three potatoes in one hand before responding. “The Ender King is going to make some sort of announcement, I guess.” He paused and looked at me curiously. “Say, you’re Jimmy Slade, right? The one who stopped the blending?” 
 
    “One of several who stopped it. I could not have done it alone.” 
 
    “Cool. My name is 123kalpana. I am a huge fan of Baby Zeke and even have an autographed copy of his autobiography, but I’ve heard about you too. Pleased to meet you,” he said shoving out his hand. I shook it. 
 
    “123kalpana? Interesting name. Who else is in your group?” 
 
    The potato-juggling ninja called to three others, two villagers and a player, who trotted over. “Jimmy, this is Diamondator, Exploding Emerald, and meknight11111. Guys, this is Jimmy Slade.” 
 
    Diamondator looked like his namesake. He was covered head to toe in diamond armor, and it even looked like he had a diamond water bottle and diamond socks, in addition to his diamond armor, sword, and shield.  The other two looked like dominant players, but were not dressed in an extreme manner like Diamondator. 
 
    “So, is it true that you have the power to turn into a wither?” asked Diamondator. 
 
    “Where did you hear that?” I asked. I wasn’t sure I trusted these guys yet. There could be spies anywhere. Maybe even servants of the witch we had killed earlier. Or worse, servants of Lamashtu. 
 
    “Otis told us all about it, but he has been known to exaggerate,” said Diamondator. 
 
    “Oh, I see. Actually … hurrr ... yes, I can do that.” 
 
    “Whoa!” said Exploding Emerald. “That is crazy!” 
 
    “Yeah, totally fire!” said meknight11111. 
 
    “Can you show us?” asked Diamondator. “I actually can craft just about anything from diamonds. I don’t know why, but I have a gift to be able to craft things from diamonds.” 
 
    “Cool skill,” I said, “but I probably shouldn’t show you my wither form. I only like to use it in dire emergencies. Besides, I think the fewer people who know about it, the better. I’d appreciate it if you would keep this little secret to yourselves.” 
 
    123kalpana smiled. “I am sure we can keep a secret, but you might want to have a talk with Otis. I think he told like half the village.” 
 
    “Ugh,” said Baby Zeke. “I’m sure he has.” 
 
    “Okay, thanks guys. And, thank you for your service in the search for Entity 303’s piece,” I said. 
 
    The four volunteers nodded and waved as we walked away. 
 
    “I’m sorry about Otis. He likes to bask in the vicarious fame of others,” said Baby Zeke. “Believe me.” 
 
    I did. 
 
    Emma and I followed Baby Zeke as we cut a path through the volunteers. Everyone recognized Baby Zeke, of course. They looked at him in awe. A few of them said kind things like, “You dominate” or “You are my hero.”  
 
    Zeke blushed as much as an undead zombie can, turning a sickly purple color, as he continued to lead us toward the room where the Ender King and the others were waiting.  
 
    A couple minutes later we arrived at a door guarded by two ender soldiers. They recognized us and stepped aside to let us in. We walked inside and found everyone, including Notch, Herobrine, and Heidi, waiting.  
 
    “Took you long enough,” said Herobrine.  
 
    I ignored him and addressed the group. “Before we do anything else, Emma and I have something important to show you.” I opened the book of Legendary Battles and turned to the picture of what appeared to be Entity 303 leading the attack by Lamashtu. Everyone, even Notch, was shocked.  
 
    “What does this mean?” asked Princess Tina.  
 
    “I think, my dear niece,” said the Ender King, “it means that Entity 303 and his missing pieces may be more important to locate than we previously thought.”  
 
    “Do you think that he can somehow help Lamashtu escape from beyond the bedrock barrier?” asked Heidi with concern. 
 
    “It wouldn’t seem like he would be able to do that in his current state,” said Notch. “From my understanding of events as related by Baby Zeke and Jimmy, even when Entity 303 was at the height of his power, he was trying to enter the world of the players, not break out his former boss.”  
 
    I nodded my head. “I agree. That’s what it seemed like he was up to. But maybe he was going into the world of the players to get something to help free Lamashtu? Or … hurrr … maybe he didn’t care about Lamashtu then, but once Claire grabbed the creation stone and ruined his plan, he may have directed his piece to this dimension precisely for the purpose of freeing Lamashtu in order to get his vengeance.”  
 
    “There’s a lot of speculation in there, Jimmy,” said Otis.  
 
    “True,” I nodded, “but it seems logical.”  
 
    “Netherrack,” Otis swore. “I don’t like to deal in speculation; I like facts. Preferably cold, hard, dead facts that I’ve stabbed myself.” 
 
    Weird flex, but okay. 
 
    Otis continued. “And one fact we know, assuming the Rainbow Creeper was right, is that one of Entity 303’s pieces is in this dimension. That’s a cold hard fact that needs to become a dead fact.”  
 
    I shook my head. What a lunatic!  
 
    “Otis, stop flexing for a minute and let’s figure this out,” said Baby Zeke. “We know that Entity 303 is in some way connected to Lamashtu … probably closely connected, at least a long time ago. We know the dead witch, who was Entity 303’s ex-girlfriend and who enslaved Emma, was at least a worshiper of Lamashtu if not something else. We know that something purporting to be one of Lamashtu’s dark ones visited Jimmy in a dream. These cannot just be coincidences.”  
 
    I felt a shiver go up and down my spine. When Zeke put it all together like that, it definitely seemed like some sort of sinister plot rather than just dumb luck.  
 
    “So what do you suggest, Warrior?” asked Otis sarcastically.  
 
    “I’m not sure yet,” said Baby Zeke. “We just need to be on our guard. I knew nothing of Lamashtu until yesterday, and the more I learn about her the more I dislike the fact that she exists.”  
 
    Notch took a deep breath and sighed. “I checked the bedrock barrier. It appears to be solid. But, you’re right to be scared of Lamashtu. We tried to kill her during the war, but it was impossible. If she gets free … it will be a disaster. I suspect the first thing she will do is form an army, probably with her resurrected dark ones. And that is not a happy thought.”  
 
    “What exactly are the dark ones like?” asked Aurelius.  
 
    “Imagine the strength of a golem, the speed and agility of a spider, the sharp movements of a skeleton, and … forgive me for this … the stench of a zombie. They are one of the most effective killing machines I have ever seen. One of them could easily decimate a village in just a few minutes, leaving no survivors.” 
 
    I didn’t like the sound of that. And, judging by the looks on everyone’s faces, neither did anyone in the room.  
 
    “Daddy, I’m scared,” said Princess Savannah.  
 
    The Ender King reached out and gave his daughter a hug. “Don’t worry, Sweetie. Lamashtu has been behind the bedrock barrier for thousands of years. I’m sure it is safe.”  
 
    “Well, I’m not scared, but I am annoyed that there’s been something so awful lurking at the edges of Being all these centuries and no one’s bothered to train us how to fight it if it comes back,” said Heidi. “Why are adults always hiding the truth from kids?”  
 
    Herobrine looked at Heidi. “Truth be told, there aren’t really many adults who know about Lamashtu. Not the real story. A few of them might know the legends, if they learned about them in school or were into the occult. But, for most people it’s just a myth, a boogey monster from centuries earlier.”  
 
    “But she isn’t a myth,” said Aurelius.  
 
    Herobrine looked at him and said, “No, she isn’t. But let’s not get distracted. Let’s figure out how to find Entity 303’s missing piece.”  
 
    “Indeed,” said the Ender King. “Here’s the plan. The groups of volunteer players and villagers have been given a map of the Overworld or the Nether. Each group has been assigned to a specific quadrant. I have also assigned an ender soldier to each group. Each group is to explore the assigned quadrant and pursue any leads. They’ve been told that if they find anything suspicious, the ender soldier is to teleport back here where a team of villagers is waiting to compile the information. If it appears the missing piece has been located, word will be sent to me and we will go to confront the evil. 
 
    “As for the rest of us, I, along with several ender soldiers, will take Jimmy, Emma, Biff, and Zeke and Otis and teleport to various locations, including all villages, cities, pillager outposts, and strongholds to see what we can find out.” The Ender King looked at Notch. “Are you still going undercover to conduct reconnaissance in the criminal underworld?”  
 
    Notch nodded his head. “If Entity 303 is serious about freeing Lamashtu, he likely will need the help of criminals. They won’t be able to keep their mouths shut forever.”  
 
    “Excellent,” said the Ender King. “What about you, Herobrine? Are you going to do anything?”  
 
    “I’ve been thinking about what to do. I was just going to randomly bounce around the various realms, but given Entity 303’s connection to that dead witch, I think it might be a good idea to pay my witch friends a visit and see what I can shake loose. There may be others involved.”  
 
    “I’ll come with you, Daddy,” said Heidi.  
 
    “If your mother says it’s okay, you can.”  
 
    I looked at the Ender King. “Wait. What about the End? Entity 303’s piece could be there.”  
 
    “I’ll handle that,” said Aurelius. “Savannah, Tina, and I will go to the End to work with the Ender King’s generals and army to search all of the end islands, end ships, and end cities. There are lots of places Entity 303’s piece could hide there, and I don’t trust the villagers or players to be able to find all of them … at least not very quickly.”  
 
    “Well then, I guess that is it. Should we set a rendezvous time and place?” I asked.  
 
    “Indeed, let us do that,” said the Ender King. “Every twenty-four hours at 7:00 AM, we should reconvene here. Given that all of us have the ability to teleport or will be in a group with someone who can teleport, it should not be difficult to do that.”  
 
    And with that, we set off on our individual quests. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 53 – Near Nightfall 
 
      
 
    We spent the remainder of the day with the Ender King and his soldiers, teleporting from one location to the next. We went to six villages, one pillager outpost – almost got into a battle with those idiots! – and one stronghold. But, other than being extremely tired of teleporting, we learned nothing new. We were now standing on the outskirts of a village watching the sun set. 
 
    “Well, I guess we should get back to our home base before nightfall,” said Biff. 
 
    The Ender King nodded. “I agree. It has been a long day, and we need our rest. Circle up and we can teleport back.” 
 
    “Can you drop us off at my house?” asked Baby Zeke. 
 
    “Sure thing,” said the King. 
 
    But, before we began teleporting, a wandering trader suddenly appeared next to us. 
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    I was startled, as I nearly always was, by the manner in which the wandering trader seemed to appear out of nowhere. “Where did you come from? Did we kick a hidden spawn egg or something?” 
 
    The wandering trader shrugged. “I came from my wanders.” 
 
    Derp. 
 
    Otis stepped to the wandering trader with his sword drawn. “Okay you weirdo, what do you want? I don’t trust vagabonds.” 
 
    “I don’t trust stinky little undead pig children, but here we are,” said the wandering villager. 
 
    Burn! 
 
    Otis growled and ran toward the wandering trader, clearly intent on murdering him. But, the Ender King swelled to five times his normal size and used he now extra-long arm to reach out and grab Otis before he could reach the wandering trader. 
 
    “Enough,” said the Ender King, as he tossed Otis to the ground near Baby Zeke. “Muzzle your dog, Zeke.” 
 
    “I ain’t no dog.” 
 
    “Just shut up,” said Baby Zeke. 
 
    Emma approached the wandering trader. “What is your name and what do you want?” 
 
    “Trader Mishaltan is my name, and trading is my game. Today, my game is information about Entity 303’s missing piece.” 
 
    “Spit it out, man,” said the King. 
 
    Trader Mishaltan shook his index finger at the King. “No. No. You must trade for it.” 
 
    “Is the information any good?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh, yes. Easily worth … say … fifty emeralds?” 
 
    “You must be out of your mind!” shouted Otis. “What could possibly be worth that much?” 
 
    “I’ll tell you what then,” said Trader Mishaltan, “why don’t you give me twenty-five emeralds now, and if the information is worth it, give me fifty emeralds after you hear it?” 
 
    “But, you just said it was worth fifty emeralds, not seventy-five!” shouted Otis. 
 
    “Only if you pay in advance. If you pay on credit, it costs more.” 
 
    I couldn’t take it anymore. I reached into my inventory and fished out fifty emeralds and tossed them to the wandering trader. “Talk.” 
 
    “I can tell you know the value of a good bargain,” said Trader Mishaltan as he tucked the emeralds into a bag on the back of one of his two llamas. 
 
    “So? What is the information?” said the Ender King. 
 
    “I was wandering through a swamp biome earlier today when I saw Herobrine and some girl appear near a witch’s hut. I have only seen Herobrine once in my life, so I hid behind a tree to spy on him.” 
 
    “Get to the point. We already know what Herobrine was doing today,” said Otis bitterly. 
 
    “The story is in the telling, little pig boy,” said the wandering trader. “Anyway, I was spying. Herobrine went to the witch’s hut and spoke to the witch about something called Lamashtu and Entity 303’s missing piece. The witch denied any knowledge, even after Herobrine threatened her with torture. Then, Herobrine left.” 
 
    “What? That’s it?!? That isn’t worth fifty emeralds. Give me my money back,” I shouted. 
 
    “Wait. There’s more. Anyway, after Herobrine left, I was going to approach the hut to offer trades to the witch, when I saw the witch exit her hut. Very soon thereafter another witch arrived. They began to speak. The witch who had spoken with Herobrine said, ‘We need to get to the jungle biome to warn our master.’ The other witch looked scared and asked, ‘Does Herobrine know what our master is planning?’ And then the first witch said, ‘I am not sure, but he clearly has suspicions.’ And with that, the conversation ended and the witches left the area, presumably going to the jungle biome.” 
 
    My mind was blown. I looked at everyone in the group and could tell they were thinking the same thing. 
 
    I pulled out a map and thrust it in front of the villager. “Where is that swamp?” 
 
    “I will tell you for ten emeralds.” 
 
    What a …. 
 
    I grabbed ten emeralds and tossed them at the wandering trader’s feet. He smiled and pointed at the map. “There. The witches were headed in this direction,” he said as he slid his finger across the map, “so I guess they were heading to that jungle biome near the northern edge of the Overworld.” 
 
    “Thank you, this was very helpful,” said the Ender King. 
 
    The wandering trader bowed deeply. “Trader Mishaltan lives only to serve the world via his trades.” 
 
    Yeah, right. More like serve himself by getting rich. 
 
    His “service” at an end, the wandering trader then wandered away. Otis attempted to go after him, no doubt to kill him for the insults. But the Ender King took a step in front of him and blocked his way. 
 
    “You need to take up meditation or go to anger management classes or something,” said the Ender King. 
 
    Otis grunted. “Or, maybe the world just needs to be more like me! Fiery. Emotional. Dominant.” 
 
    I was beginning to think Otis was truly in need of professional help. 
 
    “How about you just do what I say as long as I am around, eh?” said the Ender King with a menacing and authoritative voice. 
 
    Otis crossed his stubby arms over his chest and looked to the side. “Whatever,” he mumbled. 
 
    It was now nearly completely dark. Zombies and skeletons had begun to appear nearby. It was time to go. 
 
    “Huddle up,” said the King, squinting at Otis to make sure he complied. “Let’s go home. We have much to share with the others at our meeting tomorrow morning.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 54 – Morning Meeting 
 
      
 
      
 
    At 7:00 AM we met with everyone, including Aurelius, Savannah, and Tina who had returned from the End. 
 
    “I love that end nectar,” said Savannah. “I always feel so refreshed.” 
 
    “Me too,” said Aurelius and Tina in unison. 
 
    Baby Zeke, Otis, Harold, and Bob shuddered at the memory of their travels through the nectar. I remembered reading about it in Zeke’s diaries. It sounded horrible. 
 
    In addition to my squad, Notch, Herobrine, and Heidi, four representatives from the player and villager search groups were in attendance.  They introduced themselves as Penelope, RudeDawg, Overtherainbow14, and Aldrich. 
 
    The Ender King called the meeting to order. “Now that we are all here, did anyone who was not with me yesterday learn anything they want to share with the group?” 
 
    “Nothing,” said Aurelius. 
 
    “Nothing,” said Notch. 
 
    “No encontré nada, Rey del Fin,” said Herobrine, attempting for some reason to speak Spanish. 
 
    The Ender King looked at the player and villager representatives. “What about you?” 
 
    “I spoke with the groups that searched the northern half of the Nether. No one found anything, though many encountered the hostility of the piglins and the piglin beasts. Nearly a dozen volunteers were killed in skirmishes,” said Penelope, a plains villager warrior. Her eyes squinted as she talked. You could tell she had seen many battles and knew how to use the bow slung across her back. 
 
    “Does anyone think the piglins were protecting Entity 303’s piece?” asked Emma. 
 
    Penelope shook her head. “No, just typical vicious mob behavior.” She glanced at Otis who snarled at her silently. “Um, present company excepted.” 
 
    “I spoke with the groups searching the southern half of the Nether,” said RudeDawg, a player dressed in diamond armor with an enchanted sword. The scars on his face were evidence of his many battles with hostile mobs. “Same story. Random hostile skirmishes. Some dead. No information.” 
 
    “And you?” said the King, looking at Overtherainbow14, a teenaged villager wearing a rainbow-colored robe, evidencing membership in the Rainbow Creeper religion, and who was nonchalantly spinning a katana in his hands. 
 
    “I spoke with all the groups searching the southern half of the Overworld. One group reported meeting a husk who said something about wanting to get his revenge on Baby Zeke for not helping him to battle Herobrine, but otherwise, nothing.” 
 
    I remembered that Zeke mentioned that husk in Book 11 of his diary series. I hope the husk was just blowing off steam and was not seriously thinking about challenging the Warrior! 
 
    “And you?” 
 
    “Well, King, I spoke with everyone searching the northern half of the Overworld,” said Aldrich, a player wearing an all-black cloak over diamond armor, two swords strapped across his back. “There was nothing anyone learned about Entity 303’s piece, but … um, there was one peculiar observation made by one of the groups.” 
 
    A clue? 
 
    “Spit it out, man!” yelled Otis. 
 
    Aldrich swallowed hard. “The group reported seeing nearly one dozen witches walking in a group. The witches seemed to be trying to stay hidden, but they were spotted.” 
 
    “I’ve never heard of that many witches in one place at the same time. They are usually solitary …  hurrr … at least in my dimension,” said Emma. 
 
    “In this dimension as well,” said Baby Zeke. 
 
    “Actually, that observation makes perfect sense in light of what we learned yesterday from a wandering trader,” said the Ender King. 
 
    “Do tell,” said Herobrine. 
 
    The King relayed what the trader had told us about the witch who lied to Herobrine and then left for the jungle biome to find her “master.” 
 
    Herobrine was apoplectic. “She lied?!? To me?!? I will end her if it is the last thing I do!” 
 
    Otis glared at the Ender King. “Who needs therapy now, huh?” 
 
    The Ender King rolled his purple eyes. “Well, Herobrine, you will probably get that chance because I am ordering all members of the search teams to surround the jungle biome as soon as possible.” 
 
    Biff and Emma gasped. Baby Zeke nodded. Otis smiled, saliva dripping from his teeth. Harold and Bob looked sad. 
 
    “Once we have cut off all means of escape,” continued the King, “a small group of us will enter the jungle and locate the witches and, I suspect, Entity 303’s missing piece!” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 54 – Welcome to the Jungle 
 
      
 
      
 
    By midday, the Ender King had positioned all of the player and villager volunteers around the border of the entire jungle biome. Scattered in amongst them were hundreds of ender soldiers who had been brought from the End in order to assist in capturing any witch who attempted to escape the jungle biome. Notch volunteered to continuously patrol the boundary to make sure it remained secure. Everyone had been given orders to capture Entity 303’s piece if possible – we hoped we might interrogate it – but otherwise to kill it.  
 
    Unfortunately, we had no idea what it might look like. However, if my experience with the shark in the world of the players was any indication, Entity 303’s piece would retain his red, black, and white coloration. This suggested that, regardless of its size, the piece would be recognizable if one had a chance to notice those colors. 
 
    After the cordon was established around the jungle biome, we entered the area and began to search for the witches. And by “we,” I mean Emma, Biff, Zeke and Harold, Otis and Bob, Aurelius, the Ender King, Princess Tina, Princess Savannah, Herobrine, Heidi, and me.  
 
    We moved through the jungle slowly. An occasional parrot flew by. I thought it would be cool to have a parrot as a pet, but then I wondered if these particular parrots might be spies for the witches. We saw some pandas climbing bamboo. They ignored us. 
 
    “Do you think there will be chimeras again?” asked Biff.  
 
    I clenched my jaw. “Probably. But … who knows?”  
 
    “Shush,” said Herobrine. “You will give our position away.”  
 
    We moved farther into the dense growth of the jungle. Vines climbing trees. Bamboo sprouting here and there. Tall grasses. The occasional cocoa bean. Here and there, creeks and lakes forced us to redirect our path. 
 
    As we continued deeper into the jungle, suddenly four arrows whizzed through our group, one of them hitting Heidi in the arm. She clenched her teeth in pain trying to avoid screaming. Herobrine approach her quickly and blocked any further arrows from hitting her body by using his own as a shield. “Heidi, are you okay?”  
 
    Heidi nodded her head. “I’ll be fine. I just need a potion of healing and I’ll be good to go.”  
 
    Herobrine nodded his head. “Jimmy, get her the potion. I’ll be right back.” I rushed to Heidi and gave her a potion of healing, which she began to drink.  
 
    Meanwhile, Herobrine disappeared. I heard a rustling in the trees and then several screams of agony and pain. Then I heard branches giving way as four large objects fell to the ground near our feet.  
 
    I looked and saw four wounded pillagers writhing in pain on the ground. Herobrine floated down and stood in front of them. He said nothing to them but ignited them on fire and watched them burn to death. When they finally died, after burning for five seconds, they disappeared into puffs of smoke. Each of them dropped an arrow or two. Herobrine ignited the arrows on fire, erasing any memory that the pillagers had ever existed.  
 
    Heidi, who had just finished drinking the potion of healing, looked at her father with pride. “Thank you for avenging me.”  
 
    “Of course. That’s what parents do.”  
 
    It is?  
 
    “Well, it’s safe to say that if the witches didn’t know we were here, they know now,” said Baby Zeke. “The screaming of the pillagers being mercilessly tortured typically has that effect on people in the vicinity.”  
 
    Herobrine snapped his head and looked at Baby Zeke, staring daggers in his direction. “What else would you have had me do?”  
 
    “I suppose you could’ve killed them silently,” said Baby Zeke.  
 
    “A slow death is too good for anyone who tries to kill my daughter.”  
 
    “You know what, Herobrine? When we first met and you were trying to destroy the world, I thought you were the biggest piece of slime mucus that ever existed,” said Otis. “But seeing you operate now, I think you might be the greatest being who ever lived. I want you to teach me your ways.”  
 
    Herobrine snarled his lips into a crooked smile. “Once we are done with this Entity 303 nonsense, feel free to stop by my house.”  
 
    Otis beamed with pride. He was now going to learn the true ways of a master murderer. I could tell Otis felt that such knowledge would help him realize his true self. It was the kind of therapy he really wanted. #livinghisbestlife.  
 
    As terrifying as those thoughts about Herobrine and Otis were, they paled in comparison to my terror at the thought of Entity 303 potentially freeing a long-imprisoned evil goddess from beneath the bedrock barrier.  
 
    “Enough of this,” said the Ender King. “We need to find those witches. Fast.” 
 
    We moved forward with increasing speed. Given that the element of surprise was likely gone, we didn’t try to maintain it. It didn’t take long before we were engaged by another obstacle.  
 
    A group of ten skeletons suddenly surrounded us. They weren’t regular skeletons – that would have been too easy. They had the heads of piglins on their bodies. They grunted at us like a pack of wild boars and then moved to attack us all at once.  
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    Herobrine quickly took care of two of them, while Heidi took another two. Emma and I, standing back to back, spun around attacking different piglin-skeleton chimeras. They weren’t as tough as they looked and we soon defeated all of them. Baby Zeke and Otis, now in their jockey formations, raced in and out of the legs of the chimeras, chopping their legs off at the knees. The chimeras flailed on the ground and were quickly dispatched.  
 
    “Is that all you got witches?” said Otis loudly, offering a challenge to anyone who might be listening.  
 
    “Be quiet,” said Emma.   
 
    “Yes, Otis. Please chill,” said the Ender King.  
 
    Otis was about to respond when there was a cackling sound in the distance. A witch? The sound was followed by a tremendous CRASH as several trees fell down somewhere nearby.  
 
    “What is that?” asked Biff, fear in his voice.  
 
    “I don’t really want to find out, but I’m sure we will in a few seconds,” said Aurelius as he drew his diamond sword from his inventory.  
 
    He was right. A tree about twenty blocks away from us shook and then fell down. Standing behind the tree, having just destroyed it, was a giant zombie wearing diamond armor. Its head having been replaced by the head of a villager.  
 
    “You have got to be kidding me,” said Baby Zeke.  
 
    “I like a challenge,” said Otis, before spurring Bob toward the gigantic beast.  
 
    “I suppose I like a challenge too,” said Herobrine. “I’m not going to let Otis have all the fun.”  
 
    I watched as Herobrine ran forward, joining Otis in a charge against the gigantic beast. They both arrived at the feet of the beast. But their fates could not have been more different. The beast kicked Otis and Bob, and they flew through the air in a long arc. They landed with a THUD behind us, flashing red several times. Emma rushed to their side and handed Otis a potion of harming while she handed Bob a potion of healing. They drank the potions greedily and began to recover.  
 
    Meanwhile, Herobrine had avoided a kick from the giant zombie and was climbing up its back, using two swords to stab into its back and then pull himself up toward its head. The beast reached behind him moving his hand back and forth as if he were trying to swat a fly or squish a spider that was crawling on him. He managed to graze Herobrine a couple of times, nearly knocking him off, but Herobrine held on tight. When Herobrine made it to the top of the beast, he began to slash at its neck, trying to chop off its head.  
 
    Now, with Herobrine standing in one spot on its shoulders, the beast, screaming with rage and agony reached back and managed to grip Herobrine in its massive fist. It held Herobrine out in front of it and shook him a few times and then threw him off to one side into a pile of rocks. Herobrine grunted in pain as he hit the rocks and then fell down and landed on the dirt.  
 
    Heidi rushed to his side. “Daddy? Are you going to be okay?”  
 
    Herobrine nodded. “That chimera must be enchanted somehow. I should’ve been able to kill it easily. Probably those stupid witches and their potions.”  
 
    But Herobrine’s attack had done enough damage to allow the rest of us to shoot our ranged weapons at the beast as it approached us. It was easy to hit and by the time it got close to us, it had lost nearly all of its health and fallen to its knees. Heidi, now having her chance to avenge her father, jumped onto the beast’s back and slashed at its neck twice with a diamond sword, severing its villager head and killing it.  
 
    After it disappeared into a puff of smoke, it dropped one gigantic piece of rotten flesh. The stench was overwhelming. Herobrine quickly lit the piece of rotten flesh on fire, burning it until it was nothing but ash.  
 
    “I didn’t think the witches would put up so much resistance,” said Biff, wiping sweat from his forehead.  
 
    Otis scowled at Biff. “Really? You didn’t think that a bunch of witches who are allied with Entity 303 and some long-buried evil goddess wouldn’t put up some resistance? You’re an idiot.”  
 
    Biff didn’t say anything in response, but I saw some tears in his eyes. I wasn’t exactly sure why. Did he feel insulted? Or was he finally realizing how he had made all the little kids in our village feel when he was the town bully? I’d have to ask him later.  
 
    “Enough of this meaningless debate. We face what we face when it comes,” said the Ender King. “Now, is everyone recovered? Does anyone need any more time to heal?”  
 
    No one said anything.  
 
    “Very well, let us press on.” 
 
      
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 54 – Savage Wilderness 
 
      
 
      
 
    We pressed forward in the direction from which the villager-zombie chimera had come. We followed a trail of broken trees and bent bushes. We were on our guard, expecting yet another monstrosity to come after us.   
 
    As we continued through the jungle, we came to a clearing. There was a large pit, maybe fifteen blocks wide, in the center of the clearing, which appeared to have been excavated in the last few days. We cautiously approached the pit and looked down into it. It was so deep that we could not see the bottom.  
 
    Baby Zeke looked at me. “You have a torch in your inventory?”  
 
    I nodded. I reached in my inventory and ignited a torch and handed it to Zeke. Zeke leaned over the edge of the pit and tossed the torch in. We watched it fall into the black hole of the abyss. It kept falling and falling and falling and eventually, we could not see the light anymore.  
 
    We never heard the torch hit bottom.  
 
    Zeke had a stricken look on his face. “I think they’ve dug all the way down to the bedrock barrier.” Zeke didn’t have to explain what that meant. The witches and maybe some allies had dug to the barrier in an attempt to free Lamashtu.  
 
    “Do you think Entity 303’s piece is with them?” asked Emma, wringing her hands with worry.  
 
    Zeke shrugged. “I have no idea, but it wouldn’t surprise me if it were.”  
 
    “So, how do we get down there?” asked Otis. “I’ve got some witch hunting on my to-do list.”  
 
    You gotta admire the guy. Single-minded to the end.  
 
    The Ender King scratched his chin. “I’m sure we can teleport down there, but I don’t like to teleport without being able to see the location to which I am teleporting.”  
 
    “Plus, they could have an ambush waiting for us down there,” said Princess Savannah.  
 
    Biff pointed at the edge of the pit. “It looks like they have a staircase built into the side of the pit. Maybe we can just follow that down.”  
 
    No one else had any better ideas, so down we went.  
 
    The stairway was extremely narrow, just wide enough for us to walk single file. I suppose the two ender princesses could have walked side by side, being so skinny and all, but they didn’t try it.  
 
    Otis volunteered to lead the way down. “I want to have dibs on who to kill first,” was his reasoning. I didn’t care. I didn’t want to go first. Taking point is always the most dangerous thing.  
 
    We had been walking down the stairs for about five minutes when suddenly dozens of bats flew up from the darkness of the abyss and began to attack us. Even though they didn’t seem to be modified in any way, it was difficult to fight them because we had to be careful not to fall off the stairs. Everyone took a little bit of damage before we managed to kill all of the bats.  
 
    “That was just annoying,” said Otis. “If these witches want to battle us, they need to send a real challenge against us.”  
 
    “Dude, be thankful for small favors,” I said.   
 
    Unfortunately, there was soon a response to Otis’s request that the witches send a real challenge. Rising from the bottom of the pit suddenly were gigantic fireballs. We managed to duck them. They passed over the tops of our heads and exploded against the wall of the pit.  
 
    “Is it a ghast?” asked Aurelius.  
 
    “I don’t know. I can’t see anything yet,” I said.  
 
    It turned out that it was a ghast. Sort of. Somehow the witches had taken an ender dragon’s body and put a ghast’s head on top of it. Basically, not something you want to fight when you’re standing on a stairway one block wide with an abyss directly below you.  
 
    “What should we do?” asked Emma.  
 
    I watched as Baby Zeke’s eyes darted from side to side and up and down. “The only thing we can do. Mine into the wall.”  
 
    We all pulled pickaxes from our inventories and began to mine horizontally into the wall of the pit. We managed to get about ten blocks in before the ghast-dragon was level with the hole we had made. The ghast head opened its mouth and shot two enormous fireballs at us. They were coming directly towards us. They might not kill us, but they were going to do some serious damage.  
 
    “No!” shouted Biff. 
 
    “Is this how it ends?” said Aurelius. 
 
    “Resist!” shouted Otis. 
 
    Then, I had an idea.  
 
    I tapped into the blaze power in my spine and fortunately it worked this time. I instantaneously became a blaze and began spinning as quickly as I could, moving to the front of the group. As the fireballs collided with my body, my rotational force pushed one off to the side and it exploded against the wall, creating a large crater. The other fireball bounced off of me and went directly back into a ghast’s mouth! The ghast-dragon took serious damage, flashing red several times, but it did not die. It did, however, retreat momentarily from the opening of the cave. 
 
    “Keep mining,” said Baby Zeke. “Go to the left.”  
 
    I stood guard, still in my blaze form when the ghast-dragon returned and fired two more fireballs, which I was able to deflect away from my squad. 
 
    “Get in here, Jimmy! We will seal the opening,” shouted the Ender King.  
 
    I kept spinning and went backwards toward the newly-carved left passageway created by my squad. I spun into the passageway, out of sight of the ghast-dragon and then returned to my villager form. I collapsed in a heap from the exertion. The rest of my squad quickly sealed the hole so that no fireballs could get in.  
 
    “That was totally dominant,” said Otis. “I wish I could turn into a blaze.”  
 
    “It’s pretty cool, not gonna lie, but it’s exhausting,” I said.  
 
    As I sat there, recovering my breath, the Ender King said, “We can’t keep using the stairs on the wall of the pit. There’s no way we could get past that ghast-dragon.”  
 
    “I agree,” said Herobrine. “Our only choice is to mine down to bedrock ourselves.”  
 
    “I don’t like mining straight down,” said Biff.  
 
    “Me either, but it’s our only choice,” said Baby Zeke.  
 
    “I’ll take the lead,” said Otis. “Veins of lava or underground rivers don’t concern me. Getting to bedrock does.” And with that, Otis pulled out his pickaxe and began to mine straight down. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 54 – Twenty Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    We did run into a couple of veins of lava and a few large voids through which we almost fell to our deaths, but we managed to get to the bedrock barrier without any significant injury or delay. The witches, or whoever was in charge, had not managed to send any more monsters our way.  
 
    Baby Zeke got his bearings and pointed. “If we mine that direction about twenty blocks, we should pop out at the bottom of the abyss, assuming the abyss went straight down and didn’t change direction at some point.”  
 
    Otis cracked his neck and flexed his muscles. “Let’s do this.”  
 
    “Hang on just a second,” said the Ender King. “We don’t know what we are going to find in there. At best, it will just be a handful of witches. We should be able to take care of them. But, there could be more chimeras or Entity 303’s piece. Or maybe even Lamashtu herself.”  
 
    “Look, King, if Lamashtu is in there, we’re hosed,” said Otis. “If what Notch and Herobrine were saying earlier is true, she’s going to cause a complete apocalypse in the Minecraft multiverse. So we might as well go in there and get killed now instead of having to live through the rest of it.”  
 
    “You’re crazy,” said Herobrine.  
 
    “Thank you,” said Otis.  
 
    “Look, let’s be prepared for anything,” said the Ender King. “If we run into something other than just witches, I’ll take command. Do exactly what I say.” The Ender King paused and looked directly at Otis and stared at him in silence for a couple of seconds. “Exactly what I say.”  
 
    “Yes, your magisterial-ness,” said Otis sarcastically. But I could tell he was going to obey the Ender King.  
 
    The Ender King nodded. “All right then. Get your pickaxes and start mining in the direction Zeke indicated.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 54 – Two Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    We mined quickly and efficiently. About two minutes later we burst into a large chamber which could have been nothing other than the bottom of the pit down which we had been climbing earlier.  
 
    It wasn’t just that I assumed it was the bottom of the pit because it was as big hole on top of bedrock which probably should not have existed naturally. No, I knew we were in the right place because when we broke through the wall into the room, three women were standing there. They all turned to look at us shocked.  
 
    I use the word women instead of witches. Why? Because one of the women was not a witch.  
 
    “Martha? Martha the librarian? Why are you here?” I said in shock. 
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    Martha’s eyes got wide with surprise and fear and she began running away. Over her shoulder she yelled, “Kill them!”  
 
    The two witches cackled with glee as they reached into their coats for evil potions. But one of them wouldn’t get the chance to throw anything. Otis reacted almost as quickly as Martha had. By the time she had yelled her order, Otis had already stabbed one of the witches to death. 
 
    Whoa!  
 
    The other witch threw her first potion on Otis. He screamed in agony and then flashed a strange pink color.  
 
    “How dare you!” yelled Bob who had been standing near me watching the spectacle. The witch, distracted by the arrogance and bravery of a stupid chicken, didn’t see my trident flying through the air and into her chest. She flashed red and fell to her knees.  
 
    I rushed up to her and put my sword her throat. “Talk, witch. What are you doing down here? Where is Entity 303’s piece?” 
 
    The witch cackled and reached out and grabbed the staff of my trident and then … she shoved it into her chest more deeply, killing herself rather than revealing information. 
 
    “Dang. That was hard,” said Otis in admiration of the witch’s actions.  
 
    “We have to get Martha,” ordered the Ender King.  
 
    We all began to rush in the direction in which Martha had fled. The corridor through which she had run was extraordinarily long. It was clear that the witches had been digging this cavern for weeks if not months.  
 
    We could hear Martha’s rapid footsteps echoing on the bedrock. We ran faster. The Ender King, Tina, Savannah, and Aurelius teleported ahead of us. I tried to teleport to keep up with them, but again it failed to function.  
 
    “Drat!”  
 
    Otis, running beside me gave me the side eye. “Who says that?”  
 
    I ignored him. This wasn’t the time to debate my choice of exclamations and their uses. We kept running and then suddenly there was an explosion in the distance.  
 
    “Oh my Notch!” said Baby Zeke. “They must be attacking the enders who teleported ahead of us.”  
 
    Desperately, I tried once again to tap into my teleportation power, and this time it worked. I appeared at the site of the explosion. Everyone except the Ender King had been knocked on their backs. Fortunately, they were still alive. The Ender King saw me and pointed and yelled, “Lookout, Jimmy!”  
 
    I turned just in time to see the ghast-dragon shoot a fireball at me. But I didn’t have enough time to transform into a blaze. Instead, I held my shield to block the majority of the force of the fireball. It exploded on my shield and knocked me back against the wall. As the ghast-dragon was generating another fireball, I tapped into my blaze power. But now it didn’t work. Aargh!!! I tried the wither power. Again, fail.  
 
    I screamed with rage. Why were my powers failing me now?!? At that moment, the rest of the group caught up to us and saw that the ghast-dragon was just about to shoot another fireball. But he wasn’t shooting at me. He turned and shot it at the group, specifically directly at Emma.  
 
    “Lookout Emma!”  
 
    Emma was fumbling to find her shield, which she had stowed in her inventory to make it easier to run. She was so nervous that she wasn’t going to get it out in time. The fireball was going to hit her.  
 
    I tried to tap into my teleportation power but again it failed. I howled with rage. There was no way I could get there in time. The fireball was already moving through the air and would hit Emma any moment.  
 
    I closed my eyes. I couldn’t watch another one of my friends die. I heard the explosion and immediately after, I was knocked down.  I opened my eyes, but the flash from the explosion had temporarily blinded me. 
 
    Finally, after a few desperate seconds, my sight returned. I looked up, prepared to see Emma’s drop pile. But, instead, I saw Emma! She stood with her hands over her face, sobbing. 
 
    I rushed to her side. “How did you survive?” 
 
    “It was Aurelius. He teleported next to me and shoved me to the side. But now, he’s dead!”  
 
    Rage filled my mind. The edges of my vision began to turn red. I was shaking because so much adrenaline was coursing through my body. That was it. I had to stop the ghast-dragon.  
 
    If my individual powers won’t work, what if…? 
 
    Without another thought, I tapped into the wither and blaze powers at the same time. To my astonishment, I became a flaming wither.  
 
    The ghast-dragon was so awestruck and confused by what it was seeing, it was unable to react. I rushed toward it and spit flaming wither skulls at it, catching it on fire before I dropped explosive fireballs on it. I began to spin around in my flaming wither form, smashing the ghast-dragon’s head into oblivion. It soon flashed red and disappeared into a puff of smoke.  
 
    I turned around, still in my flaming wither form, filled with rage, ready to kill anything and anyone who stood in my way. Out of the corner of my eyes I saw a witch. She was standing like a statue, paralyzed with fear at the spectacle of my dominance. I shot a flaming wither skull at her immobile form, killing her instantly.  
 
    In the distance I saw Martha. She screamed and ran. I pursued.  
 
    She wasn’t going to get away. Every evil creature in this pit was going to die by my hand … hurrr … or wither skull or whatever.  
 
    I was gaining on Martha. Soon, I would catch this horrible traitor, the traitor to the villager race. A traitor to all of Minecraft. An evil servant of a disgraced an evil goddess.  
 
    Just as I was about to close in for the kill, I felt a hand reach up and grab my wither tail. I was shocked at its strength to be able to restrain a wither. But, I was sure the flames on my body would soon make it release its grip. 
 
    But I was wrong. 
 
    The owner of the hand did not scream in pain or wince or let go. Instead, it pulled me toward the ground. I screamed and turned around to see what could possibly challenge me.  
 
    When I saw it, an icy feeling began to course through my veins, the fire on my wither skin doing nothing to keep me warm.  
 
    I was staring into the eyes of one of Lamashtu’s dark ones. The eyes of the dark one had vertical irises which glowed red as though they had coal embers inside of them. Its skull had small horns on it.  
 
    How was it here? 
 
    The dark one pulled on my wither tail and smashed me against the ground as though I were a ragdoll. I screamed with rage and shot flaming wither skulls at its body point blank. Although the skulls didn’t seem to have injured the dark one much, it did let go of my tail which allowed me to get into a better fighting position.  
 
    The dark one screamed words in some language I’d never heard and removed two dark orange swords from its inventory. The dark one approached me without fear and slashed at my flaming wither body. The sword cut through it, inflicting great pain. Several hearts disappeared from my health bar.  
 
    I don’t believe this. I’m literally the most dominant creature that’s ever existed in Minecraft and now a dark one was going to kill me? Weak.  
 
    I began to back away, still in my flaming wither form. Was there another form could I take? But, there was nothing more powerful than a flaming wither, was there?  
 
    I saw that the rest of my squad was shooting ranged weapons at the dark one. The weapons did not even penetrate its skin. No one pressed the attack. They knew they were outmatched. Even Otis just stood there slashing his sword through the air but not approaching.  
 
    I noticed Herobrine was attempting to brew a gigantic potion of harming, hoping that it might injure the dark one in some way. I continued to move backwards. The dark one approaching me slowly, taking its time, knowing that it could easily defeat me.  
 
    Herobrine finished brewing the large potion of harming, which was about ten times as big as a standard-sized potion. He hefted it up to his shoulder and launched it onto the dark one. It splashed on the dark one’s head. For a moment the dark one screamed in agony, but just for a moment. It was as if it was angrier at the shock of being drenched in liquid than any effect the potion actually had on it.  
 
    The Ender King, knowing his options were limited, opted to attempt negotiation and shouted, “Dark one! What do you want?”  
 
    The dark one paused for a moment and looked over its skeletal shoulder at the King. It spoke in a halting, guttural voice. It seemed like it was searching for words, as though the language we spoke was one it had never learned, but yet could communicate with. “I serve my mistress Lamashtu. Her time has come again.”  
 
    “You can’t free her,” said the Ender King. “She will destroy everything.”  
 
    The dark one sneered at the Ender King. “Of course she will. And we will feast on millions of souls once she is free.”  
 
    I didn’t like the sound of that. I decided it was now or never. I unleashed a barrage of flaming wither skulls at the dark one. He put his hand up to block them. A few of the skulls were well-placed and appeared to do some slight damage, but not enough.  
 
    Not enough.  
 
    I knew this was it. It was over. I could feel my strength waning. I couldn’t maintain the flaming wither form for much longer, much less defeat the dark one. I stood there as it approached, its two glowing orange swords held down low. It came up to me and said, “If there had been twenty like you, you could have defeated me. But one alone cannot stand against a dark one.”  
 
    I was not going to dignify his stupid self-aggrandizing speech with a response. I was waiting for death. I had faced it so many times, certain it would come but had so far avoided it. But this time, I knew I wouldn’t be able to.  
 
    As the dark one approached ever closer, I noticed out of the side of my right hand wither skull that Martha was creeping towards me in the darkness. When the dark one raised its sword for the death blow, the flames of my body reflected off the blade of the sword and cast a light upon Martha’s face. It was then that I saw her skin wasn’t the normal color of villager skin, but instead was white, red, and black!  
 
    Before I could shout to the rest of my squad that Entity 303 was disguised as Martha, the dark one brought his swords together and chopped off the central head of my wither form.  
 
    I was dead. 
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 54 – Death 
 
      
 
      
 
    I remember feeling the edges of the dark one’s swords cutting into my central wither skull. The edges of the swords quickly came together, severing my central head from my flaming wither body. 
 
    This next part is hard to explain. It felt as though my … hurrr … my essence, my soul, my spirit, whatever word you want to use, left my body at that exact moment. I was floating above the dark one and my wither body, which had ceased to burn. The central skull fell in slow motion off the back of the body and landed on the bedrock surface. The rest of the wither body sank to the ground. Then it flashed red several times and disappeared into a puff of smoke.  
 
    I heard Emma scream with grief. Biff joined her. The rest of the squad was solemn. I watched as the puff of smoke floated up and hovered next to my spirit, also observing the situation.  
 
    What up, Smokey? 
 
    Martha, or should I say Entity 303, then appeared before the rest of my squad. He removed his librarian’s cloak and revealed his true self. Although he had returned to his full-sized body, it was still translucent, like he was missing mass and likely most of his powers.  
 
    “I see you have met one of my soldiers,” said Entity 303.  
 
    “So it’s true then?” said Baby Zeke. “You are one of Lamashtu’s generals.”  
 
    A shocked expression passed over Entity 303’s face. “Very clever of you to find that out. I knew that once Jimmy and Emma discovered that book in the library, I would have to act fast. If I’d had a few more weeks, I would have regained my full strength and Lamashtu would be free already. But that is of no moment. My dark one will kill all of you and no one will ever know. Then I will bide my time until I can free the ancient goddess.”  
 
    “Why are you doing this?” yelled Emma as tears streamed down her face. “Why do you just have to kill everything?”  
 
    Entity 303 looked at the dark one. They exchanged a glance as if to say to each other, “Why do we have to put up with these idiots?”  
 
    Entity 303 looked back at Emma and said, “Because, what else is there to do?”  
 
    I floated there next to my puff of smoke. I wondered why I was still there are not off in respawn land or heaven or whatever. 
 
    “So, you’ve been planning this all along?” asked Princess Tina. 
 
    Entity 303 shrugged. “Not exactly. I had intended to go to the world of the players first, and free Lamashtu in a few decades. But, after that stupid Claire touched the creation stone, I had to break into three pieces to survive. I might still have conquered the world of the players, but Jimmy killed my shark. So, instead I decided to move up the timetable to free Lamashtu. You know, adapt and overcome.” 
 
    “Come over here and let me kill you,” said Otis.  
 
    “You are cute,” said Entity 303 before turning to the dark one. “Kill them all.”  
 
    At that moment, a strange sensation passed through me. I saw that my puff of smoke had now merged with my spirit. I watched as an invisible body took shape underneath me. It was skeletal and had a strange thin skin stretched across it. My hands had long skeletal fingers, not the short blocky fingers of a villager.  
 
    What was happening to me?  
 
    And then I heard the voice of the Rainbow Creeper in my spiritual brain. “This is why you were chosen, Jimmy. This is your real battle.”  
 
    I said in my mind without moving my lips, “What do you mean? I thought I was chosen to stop the blending? Can we get our stories straight, please?”  
 
    “That was the story you were told to prevent Entity 303 from knowing your true function. To prevent the return of Lamashtu. I have foreseen that she would return. And I still foresee it. But you’re the only hope. You’re my only hope. You are the only hope for the multiverse.” 
 
    Can’t someone else be the Chosen One for a few weeks? I’m tired.  
 
    I realized then that I was transforming. I was taking a shape that I did not want to take. But I would have to take in order to save my friends. The shape of a dark one.  
 
    Once my dark one body had been fully formed in the invisible realm, I suddenly materialized. Entity 303 looked up at me and screamed. I reached out and grabbed his body. I put my two powerful skeletal hands on either side of his body, holding him like a stick. Then, I brought his body down on my knee, breaking him in half. He flashed red and disappeared into a puff of smoke.  
 
    One piece down. One piece to go.  
 
    The dark one who had killed me only a few minutes ago heard his master scream and turned quickly and saw me standing in front of him. His mouth gaped open in shock. He said in a language that I shouldn’t have been able to understand, “Why have you killed our master?”  
 
    It was then that I realized he thought I was one of his allies. And so, I said in a language I should not have been able to speak, “Lamashtu requested it. She has broken free and will be here shortly.”  
 
    The dark one fell to his knees and raised his hands to the air. “All praise the great Lamashtu. Harvester of souls. Drinker of blood. Murderer of women and children. I await her great return. We shall feast on the bounty of souls tonight!” 
 
    Yeah, not likely.  
 
    While the dark one had his head tilted up toward the heavens, I reached into my inventory and felt a strange sword handle. I pulled it out and saw that it was one of the flaming orange swords like the dark one had used to kill me. I pulled it out quickly and slashed at the dark one’s head, chopping it clean off. He did not disappear into a puff of smoke, but his body lay there, dead.   
 
    Everyone stared at me in shock.  
 
    I walked over to the body of the dark one and stomped its skull, to ensure that it was dead. Then I picked up its corpse and tossed it further down the corridor. I looked at Herobrine and said in a guttural slow voice. “Burn it.”  
 
    Herobrine, his eyes as wide as saucers, nodded his head wordlessly and used his powers to ignite the body of the dark one.  
 
    Emma took a few unsteady steps toward me. “Jimmy? Are you in there? Can you transform back to your villager form?”  
 
    A horrible thought crossed my mind. Would I be stuck as a dark one forever? I had died after all. I had vanished into a puff of smoke. Was my villager form still within me?  
 
    I had to try. I couldn’t be a dark one forever. I closed my eyes and took some deep breaths, trying to remember what I had looked like as a villager. The memory seemed distant already. There was a strange urge inside of me. And then, I heard a voice. 
 
    It was a female voice. “Stay with me, Jimmy. You will be my greatest assassin and murderer. I have not sensed any as powerful as you in a long time.”  
 
    “Lamashtu?”  
 
    “Yes my child. It is I, Lamashtu. You only need to take your sword and plunge it into the bedrock one hundred times. Just make a seam through which I may escape.”  
 
    I shook my head. The siren song of Lamashtu’s voice was too strong. I had to get back in my villager form before I was hopelessly corrupted and lost.  
 
    I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I thought of my mother waiting for me. I thought of my father and how proud he would be that I had defeated Entity 303’s piece. But still, I was in the form of a dark one. 
 
    And then I thought about surfing. I thought about getting barreled. I thought about that feeling, as the wave begins to suck in air just before it spits you out of the tube. I thought about the ecstatic joy of being pushed out of the barrel.  
 
    I heard Lamashtu’s voice screaming. “No! Don’t leave me in here!”  
 
    And then, when I envisioned being blown out of the tube, I opened my eyes and I was a villager once more. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 54 – To Zeke’s House 
 
      
 
      
 
    After I regained my villager form, I was too weak to stand. I mean, I’ve never battled a dark one, died, been resurrected as a dark one, and then killed Entity 303 and a dark one on the same day. It was exhausting. You should try it sometime.  
 
    The Ender King picked me up and held me as he teleported up the stairs encircling the abyss. Tina and Savannah came with us. Once I was safely at the top, Tina and Savannah stood watch while the Ender King returned and teleported the remainder of the group with the exception of Herobrine and Heidi who came on their own.  
 
    Within a few moments of appearing on the surface, Notch sensed our presence and teleported. Tina and Savannah told him everything that happened.  
 
    Notch stood there in amazement. “Jimmy, I can’t thank you enough for saving Minecraft and destroying Entity 303’s piece. I will communicate this result by way of the interdimensional com-link in the beta dimension to all of the Notches in the multiverse.”  
 
    I nodded my head. I managed to croak, “You’re welcome.”  
 
    Notch shook his head sadly. “But Aurelius. He’s really gone?”  
 
    Tina sniffed and Savannah said, “Yes. He died saving Emma. Now there is only one of his kind left in the entire multiverse. His friend Trey.”  
 
    “He was as brave as they come,” said Otis with admiration. 
 
    “Indeed, I was starting to like the little dude,” said Herobrine. 
 
    Notch shook his head sadly. “Princess Tina? When you return to your dimension, you should ask the Notch there to create more savage endermen. They shouldn’t go extinct.”  
 
    Tina wiped the tears from her eyes and said, “Yes. I will.”  
 
    I looked at Notch, desperation in my eyes. “Do you have any idea why I became a dark one? I mean, who could have made it happen? Was it something I’ve had in me all this time or something spontaneous?” 
 
    Notch looked glum. “I have no idea.” 
 
    That’s what I thought. 
 
      
 
    *   *    * 
 
      
 
    After we teleported to Baby Zeke’s house, I had just enough strength to reach into my inventory and get my bed. I set it up and flopped down and took a nap.  
 
    I must have slept for a couple hours. When I woke up, Notch, Herobrine, Heidi, the Ender King, and Princess Savannah were gone. Emma was sitting next to my bed staring at me. Her eyes red from crying.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” I asked.  
 
    She took a deep breath and sighed. “All this killing. All this murdering just for power. Why don’t these evil being just stop?”  
 
    “I don’t know. But, I think we may have stopped the worst of it.”  
 
    “Have we? What about Entity 303’s other piece? What if he’s trying to free Lamashtu in another dimension? Our dimension?”  
 
    I didn’t want to think about that. If I hadn’t been transformed by an unknown force into the dark one, Lamashtu would already be free and ravaging the multiverse. Instead, we had a second chance. I wanted to enjoy it … at least for a while.  
 
    Zeke walked up and said, “Good, you are awake. Can I get you something to eat?”  
 
    I shook my head. “Not hungry, but a glass of water would be nice.”  
 
    “I’ll be right back.”  
 
    When Zeke left Otis walked up. “You know Jimmy, I’ve never seen anything more dominant than what you did today. I thought you were a wimp when I first met you. I don’t like wimps. But I have now realized you are not a wimp.” 
 
    “Yeah … hurrr ... thanks. You seem pretty dominant too, when you aren’t being a jerk.”  
 
    Otis scratched his chin and pursed his lips in thought. “I deserve that. It’s true. But I can’t change. And I don’t want to.”  
 
    I chuckled a little. “That’s fine with me. I just feel sorry for Baby Zeke having to live in the same house as you.”  
 
    Otis laughed. “I suppose.”  
 
    Zeke returned with a glass of water. I sipped it slowly. My lips were parched and the cool water felt good going into my mouth.  
 
    Harold and Bob approached, waddling slightly. “It was great working with you, Jimmy,” said Bob.  
 
    “It sure was. But, I’m glad I’m back in my own dimension,” said Harold. 
 
    I smiled at the chickens. “Sometimes I wish I were a baby zombie. Being a chicken jockey seems pretty cool.”  
 
    “It is pretty cool, when we are fighting against evil and saving the day,” said Harold. “But it’s more fun to be the jockey than the chicken, if you know what I mean,” said Harold. 
 
    “I suppose so. I’ve never wanted to be a horse,” I said.  
 
    Bob snorted. “Rude.”  
 
    Biff, who had been leaning against the wall watching everything, approached. “Do you think we should be getting back to our own dimension? It’s been a few days and I’m sure everyone’s worried about us.”  
 
    I nodded my head. I looked at Emma. “Where’s Tina? Is she ready to go home?” 
 
    At that moment the door opened to Zeke’s house opened and Tina walked in. “I’m right here. I was just gathering some flowers to bring home to my mother. She’ll think it’s cool to have flowers from another dimension,” said Tina, thrusting out her hand and showing us a bouquet of about a dozen flowers.  
 
    “Those are pretty,” said Emma.  
 
    “Okay then, I guess we should be going,” I said before I slowly got out of bed and stood up. My body ached. I punched my bed and put it back in my inventory.  
 
    I looked at Baby Zeke, Otis, and the chickens and smiled appreciatively. “Zeke, thank you for helping stop the blending. I wish that had been the only thing we needed to do and that we were living peaceful lives right now, but I guess that is how it goes, you know?”  
 
    “Unfortunately, I do. Being the Warrior and all.”  
 
    Otis mouthed the words “being the warrior and all” with a sarcastic expression on his face.  
 
    I chuckled and looked at Otis. “And you Otis, thank you for helping us when we had to come to your dimension in pursuit of Entity 303’s piece. We couldn’t have done it without you.”  
 
    Otis thumped his chest with his left hand. “Of course you couldn’t have. But then again, we could not have done it without you.”  
 
    I knew it was hard for Otis to admit that. It was hard for him to express any humility whatsoever. “Thank you for saying that,” I said.  
 
    Zeke looked at me and raised an eyebrow. “So, how are you going to get back?”  
 
    “Summon the Rainbow Creeper and hope everything works out,” I said reaching into my inventory for the two creeper figurines.  
 
    Then I had a terrible thought that made me nauseous. When I died and became a puff of smoke, had I lost some of my inventory? Were the figurines gone? Would we be unable to summon the Rainbow Creeper and be trapped in this dimension?  
 
    But, as quickly as the thought came, it vanished when my hand found the two figurines. Whoever or whatever had given me the power to transform into a dark one and become resurrected was nice enough to return all my things.  
 
    I removed the two rainbow figurines from my inventory and held them out. “Emma. Biff. Tina. Stand close. We need to make sure the Rainbow Creeper targets the right people for transport.”  
 
    They huddled close to me. It felt good to be surrounded by friends. Aurelius was dead, but not everyone was. I had to take the bitter with the sweet. 
 
    I looked at Zeke, Otis, and their chickens. “I guess this is good-bye. Tell the King, Notch, and Herobrine I said good-bye the next time you see them.” 
 
    “Sure thing,” said Baby Zeke. 
 
    I saw Harold and Bob starting to cry. Otis looked super bummed. And then, the images of Zeke and Otis and Harold and Bob became dimmer and then blurry and then disappeared altogether. 
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 54 – Seconds Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    We reappeared in the throne room of the Ender King’s HQ in Creeper Junction. An ender servant saw us and screamed in terror. An ender soldier teleported to her side with a sword out.  
 
    “Stop right there,” said Princess Tina. “We have returned from Baby Zeke’s dimension.” 
 
    The ender servant and the ender soldier both genuflected in front of the Princess. “Thank goodness you have returned, Princess. I will summon your father at once,” said the ender servant.  
 
    “Please also tell our parents we are here,” I said pointing to myself and then Biff and Emma.  
 
    “Of course, Jimmy.”  
 
    Within a few minutes all of our parents had been brought to the throne room. There was a joyous reunion. Tears, sobbing, noses running with mucus everywhere. After the reunion, we told everyone what happened in Baby Zeke’s dimension, covering the room with a pall of sadness mixed with amazement.  
 
    “We have to find Entity 303’s final piece as soon as possible,” said the Ender King. “Even though you have been gone for nearly three days, we have had no luck with our search.”  
 
    “Maybe the final piece is not in this dimension at all,” I said.  
 
    “I’m sure it could be, but I doubt that it is,” said the Ender King. “For better or worse, Entity 303 hates you, now more than ever. He will want to kill you first because you have derailed his plans so many times. So, I think he is in this dimension.”  
 
    “Way to make a guy feel good,” I said.  
 
    My mother reached out and put her arms around me. “Enough of this talk of death, dark ones, and the resurrection of an ancient evil. Jimmy needs to go home and get some sleep. Emma and Biff too.”  
 
    I looked at my mother. “What are you talking about?”  
 
    She looked at me and shook her index finger at me. “Don’t you remember? School starts tomorrow.” 
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 54 – Night 
 
      
 
      
 
    Several ender soldiers teleported us back to our houses in Zombie Bane. My mother made a delicious meal, including three apple pies. I ate nearly all three of them, leaving only two small slices for my parents. I was completely bloated.  
 
    “Mom, thanks for the food but I’m really tired. I have to go upstairs and go to sleep before I fall into a sugar coma.”  
 
    My mom and dad smiled at me. “Get some sleep, Jimmy. You’ve had quite an adventure,” said my dad.  
 
    “Yes, you should write it all down. Like your dad wrote that book about your great great Gramps Cornelius.”  
 
    I nodded my head. “I have been. My adventure in Baby Zeke’s dimension is going to be volume 17 in my diary.”  
 
    “Well, I hope it’s the final book you have to write about these adventures. It’s not healthy for a young boy to be killed and resurrected, twice in one week is bad enough, but school starts tomorrow.”  
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Yes, I hope so too. Good night.” I trudged up the stairs and went to the bathroom to brush my teeth. I changed into a pair of pajamas. I got into bed and fell asleep immediately.  
 
    But, of course, I couldn’t have an undisturbed night’s sleep the day before school. And it wasn’t a normal “back-to-school” anxiety dream like typical kids have. I mean, I’d faced death on dozens of occasions and even died and then been reborn. What was there to be anxious about anymore?  
 
    No, I was visited by someone.  
 
    “You think you’re so smart, don’t you,” said Green Steve. 
 
    “Oh, brother. You too? What do you want?”  
 
    Green Steve shook his head at me. “Tsk tsk, Jimmy. You haven’t figured that out yet?”  
 
    “What? You want me to find all the missing other color Steves?”  
 
    Green Steve looked at me with a perplexed expression. “Well, I don’t want you to find them. I know where they are. I just want to free them.”  
 
    “Free them from where?”  
 
    “From behind the bedrock barrier.”  
 
    In my dream, I sat up wide-awake in bed. “What do you mean? That’s where Lamashtu is imprisoned.”  
 
    Green Steve smiled with an evil grin. “Yes, she is. They thought they caught all the colorful Steves. The loyal servants who helped Lamashtu build her empire and almost capture the entire Minecraft multiverse. But they missed one. I was hiding in a tree, pretending to be leaves. Maybe they thought there wasn’t a Green Steve. But there was. And here I am.”  
 
    “Why aren’t you working with Entity 303 then? He probably could have used your help before I killed him when I was in Baby Zeke’s dimension.”  
 
    Green Steve smiled like he was about to reveal a juicy secret. “Oh, that’s okay. I don’t like Entity 303. He thinks that because he was Lamashtu’s general from the beginning of time that he’s better than me. That he is better than all the colorful Steves. But he’s not. Once his final piece is killed, we will take our place at the right hand of Lamashtu.”  
 
    “Okay then, tell me where his final piece is. I’ll kill it, and then I’ll find you and kill you. Easy peasy lemon squeezy.”  
 
    Green Steve stared at me. “I’m not going to tell you where his piece is. I need some more ... time to complete my task. But I’m sure you’ll find it. At the exact moment I want you to.” And with that ominous statement, Green Steve vanished from my dream.  
 
    I woke up covered in sweat. I was breathing rapidly and my heart was beating out of my chest. I calmed down some and then got up and went to my bathroom and splashed water on my face.  
 
    I looked in the mirror. I stared at myself in the eyes.  
 
    “All I want to do is go to school. I just want to be a normal kid.”  
 
    I was going to keep my chat with Green Steve to myself. At least for one day. I wanted to go to the first day of school without anyone else knowing that Minecraft faced yet another mortal threat. I was just going to pretend everything was okay. 
 
      
 
    End of Book 17 
 
    

  

 
   
    If you are ready to find out what happens next, then grab your copy of Surfer Villager 18 now on your favorite Amazon store!  Below are some of the most popular links: 
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    Amazon USA 
 
    Amazon UK 
 
    Amazon India 
 
    Amazon Australia 
 
    Amazon Canada 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    A Note from Dr. Block 
 
      
 
      
 
    I hope you liked this book. Please let me know what you thought by leaving a review on Amazon. 
 
    I hope you weren’t too sad that Aurelius died. His death was valiant and honorable, which for me eases some of the sting of it. 
 
    A lot of reviewers have been asking when this series will end. At this point, I am anticipating 2 or 3 more books, which means that the series will likely be completed sometime next spring. I may write additional Surfer Villager books after that, but this main story arc involving the battle with Entity 303 will be wrapped up by early next year.  I have some ideas for more Baby Zeke books as well as a new series which I will reveal in the next few months. Plus, I need to write Werewolf Steve, Book 3, which should be the final book in that series. 
 
    Thank you again for all of your support. 
 
      
 
    Sincerely, 
 
    Dr. Block 
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