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    Introduction and Reviewer’s List  
 
      
 
      
 
    Hey, everyone! Yes, we made it to book 19 in the series. This book is longer than SV18, but not the longest book in the series. It comes in at almost exactly 34,000 words, so I believe it is the third-longest in the series. I hope you enjoy it. 
 
    I really appreciate all of the reviews you guys are leaving on Amazon. Some of your ideas are so amazing. I wish I could use them all.  
 
    Before I get to the reviewers list, I wanted to let you know that I am going to start including Goodreads reviewers’ names. When I last checked, there were 105 ratings of SV18 on Goodreads, but only four written reviews. So, I will start including the names of people on Goodreads who leave written reviews. 
 
    And now, here is the reviewer’s list as of January 30, 2020, at 12h00 local time: 
 
      
 
    Australia 
 
    Lilliana (I liked your idea, but as you will see, I went in a somewhat different direction) 
 
    PotatoDoggo (wow, amazing ideas! I’ll try to work some aspect of them into future books) 
 
      
 
    Canada 
 
    Ying Duan 
 
    GiggyHawk 
 
    Hudjuba 
 
      
 
    China 
 
    RyanVonn (USA reviewer who asked to be listed in China) 
 
      
 
    India 
 
    Adarsh Rao 
 
    captaincool6333 
 
    Mrishri 
 
    Avi 
 
    Nammock (I’d love to see a screenshot of the world you created that you mentioned in your review.  If you want to share, please read my note at the end of the book for information about how to share the image with me.) 
 
    KinHero (What would the Minecraftia section be for? A place to put everyone’s Minecraft names?) 
 
    Kabir (Hi. Sorry, I got confused.  There is no Kabir in SV19, but I’ll be sure to put a character named Kabir in SV20.) 
 
    Luigi 
 
    Paarth Gupta 
 
    deathskull728 
 
    Parth Sharma 
 
      
 
    Iran 
 
    EnderDash32 (USA reviewer originally from Iran) 
 
      
 
    Ireland 
 
    Destroyer of worlds 850 (posted in UK but asked to be under Ireland) 
 
      
 
    Kazakhstan 
 
    QueazyA1B2C3 (a USA reviewer asked to be here) (great ideas, including the water diety idea) 
 
      
 
    Norway 
 
    Mumfy (I understand; thank you for the explanation!) 
 
      
 
    United Kingdom 
 
    minecraftlegend123 
 
    Dawson (Mr. D B T) 
 
    Neve (interesting idea; it is not in SV19, but maybe in SV20....) 
 
    R. Tanner-Tremaine 
 
    Janam 
 
    Cleanandtidy 
 
    Chip 
 
    Cee Kay 
 
      
 
    United States 
 
    BRBasher (and LOLitup) 
 
    Elizaebeth Nielsen (sorry about all the Brahs and Dominants; sadly, some still appear in SV19.) 
 
    Rainbowcat456 
 
    Citrus 
 
    Eco_System 
 
    Herald of the Shadows 
 
    AlledgedMedusa 
 
    D. Wong 
 
    [insert name here] 
 
    Grayson 
 
    Enchanterxe 
 
    JDNinja100 (look for your character in SV20) 
 
    chickenkitten0 
 
    Makai 
 
    Mikel 
 
    Cameron 
 
    Bob1234 
 
    Jason (your character idea sounds creepy!) 
 
    Shelly9677 
 
    BlackBeltBoy111 
 
    Ivan lover of cake 
 
    DJ 
 
    Liam 
 
    Trip 
 
    General Eric 
 
    Anatomy_02 
 
    oof doggo (whoa! You read books 1-15 in a single day?!?!) 
 
    NOTENTITY303  (remind me what your character idea is, either in a review or by sending an email to the address listed at the end of the book. Thanks!) 
 
    R.S. Maxwell 
 
    RudeDawg 
 
    Drowned King 
 
    Exploding Creeper 
 
    explosionmk38 
 
    K. Woods 
 
    T. Hawthorne 
 
    Rosalita 
 
    Angela Soffee 
 
    Oofmaster900 
 
    Kevin R. Arnold 
 
    Richard (dirt is the weakness, eh? Hmm...) 
 
    Me 
 
    Metrix 
 
    Cam 
 
    Valarie Richards 
 
    Lingling Chen 
 
    Claudia M. 
 
    Mr. Personality 
 
    Mickey and Tony 
 
      
 
    Goodreads 
 
    Charles Spicer 
 
    Cameron 
 
    Spiritual-Bella 
 
    Hudjuba (I saw your review here as well.) 
 
      
 
      
 
    And now, without further delay, let’s get to Surfer Villager 19. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 57 – Night 
 
      
 
      
 
    After the initial violent earthquake caused by Entity 303’s equilateral triangle, there were a series of minor aftershocks. I assumed the countervailing Dretsky equilateral triangle had dampened the strength of Entity 303’s triangle and had prevented any further massive quakes. 
 
    Nevertheless, with each aftershock,  I worried that the crack in the bedrock was getting larger, but not large enough for the Colorful Steves or Lamashtu to escape. If the crack were already that large, all of Minecraft now would be in the process of being destroyed, which of course it was not.  
 
    After I arrived home from the Ender King’s palace this evening, I explained to my parents everything that was happening. They were devastated.  
 
    “So that’s it then? A few more earthquakes and it’s all over?” said my mom in a shocked voice that barely exceeded a whisper.  
 
    “There’s always hope, Mom. Don’t give up,” I said.  
 
    My dad heaved a sigh. “We’ve never given up on you before, Jimmy, but this is different. Don’t you think?”  
 
    I stomped my foot on the ground. “This could be the end of everything. Sure. But we have to be optimistic. We have to fight!”  
 
    “But how?” asked my mom, practically shrieking. “You just told us that the Rainbow Creeper killed the entire Dretsky family – even poor Claire – to create a triangle to oppose the triangle created by Entity 303’s missing pieces. That statement standing alone is pure insanity! If that’s the best the Rainbow Creeper can come up with, what can we, three pathetic villagers, possibly do?!?”  
 
    I stomped my foot again. “I don’t know. Something. We just have to keep our minds open to possibilities. We’ve made it through everything that has come before.”  
 
    My parents nodded their heads, but I could tell they weren’t buying what I was selling. They weren’t feeling the spirit. To tell the truth, I was feeling rather hopeless myself. I didn’t know what was really happening in the void with the battle between the two equilateral triangles. I didn’t know what the Dretskys were suffering and what Entity 303 was trying to do to them. I didn’t know what the colorful Steves were planning other than a jailbreak and preparing the universe for the reemergence of Lamashtu. Obviously, that wasn’t any good.  
 
    “Are you going to make some dinner?” I asked my mom. “I’m starving.”  
 
    “I’m not sure I can tonight. I think I might just go lie down in bed and cry,” she said, leaning forward slightly and rubbing her forehead.  
 
    “That’s okay, Mom. I can make my own food.”  
 
    She smiled, but I could tell there was no joy inside of her. “You are a good boy, Jimmy,” she said as she shuffled over to the stairs and slowly climbed them. I heard her walk slowly, as though she were an elderly woman, across the second-story floor and then into her bedroom. She shut the door behind her.  
 
    I looked at my dad. “Mom is really sad.”  
 
    He nodded his head. “I’m sad too. I just show it differently.”  
 
    “Well, I’m not sad about all this peril. I mean, I don’t like it, but it doesn’t make me sad … just angry. But … hurrr … I am sad about Claire. When I saw her alive again in the Ender King’s palace, it was the first time I felt really good in a long time. And now … just a few minutes after I saw her, she’s dead again!”  
 
    My dad nodded. “She was a good egg all right.” 
 
    Words of Wisdom?  
 
    “Anyway, Dad, do you want me to make you some food too?”  
 
    My dad shook his head. “I’m going to go upstairs to make sure your mother is going to be okay. If I get hungry later, I will make something for myself.”  
 
    I watched as my dad walked up the stairs. He seemed older. His back was slightly more stooped and his feet shuffled on the stairs. When he made it to the second floor, he walked to his bedroom, opened the door, and then slowly and quietly shut it behind him.  
 
    This was the first time in years that I had eaten dinner by myself. At least one of my parents, usually my mother, was always there for dinner. Of course, since she cooked almost every dinner, it made sense that she would be there. If the circumstances had been different, I would not care that I was eating dinner by myself, but they were not different. My mom was in a deep depression and my dad was trying to help her, and I was all by myself. I wish they had stayed at the table with me. Even if they did not say anything, it would have been nice to be around them.  
 
    I sighed and stood up from the table. I found some roasted chicken and bread in one of the kitchen chests. I sliced several pieces of chicken and bread and made myself a couple chicken sandwiches. I poured a glass of apple juice and found an old cookie. I ate my dinner like a robot. I barely tasted anything. My teeth moved up and down, grinding the food into particles small enough to swallow without choking. I washed it all down with my apple juice.  
 
    I wondered if this was how a prisoner felt before his execution. Just going through the motions. Staying alive for the sake of meeting your doom. A wasted, useless existence.  
 
    I shook my head abruptly. I couldn’t live like this. I wouldn’t live like this. I wasn’t going to give up hope. But I had no idea what to do.  
 
    At that moment, when I had finally regained my resolve, another aftershock hit. The floor moved slightly and the kitchen table jiggled. My glass of apple juice, still one-third full, fell over and spilled.  
 
    Netherrack! 
 
    I shook my fist at the ground. “Curse you, Green Steve! Curse you, Lamashtu!”  
 
    Then I shook my fist up into the air, assuming I was aiming in the right direction of Entity 303’s triangle. “And curse you too, Entity 303. This is all your fault!”  
 
    I picked up my dishes and threw them in the backyard smashing them. Then, using the technique I learned from Otis when I was in Baby Zeke’s dimension, I re-crafted them and they were clean and perfect. I picked them up and put them all in the kitchen. No more washing dishes for me.  
 
    And then I remembered. I still had homework to do! I had to read a bunch of chapters in that stupid zombie book assigned by Mrs. Umbridge. Of course, I assumed she wouldn’t be the teacher anymore since she had now revealed herself to be the head monk. But whatever fool they got as a substitute would probably use her lesson plan, so despite the fact that the world of Minecraft looked like it was on a collision course for doom, I went upstairs and did my homework. 
 
      
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 57 – Late Night 
 
      
 
      
 
    After I finished my homework, I brushed my teeth and changed into my pajamas. I dreaded going to sleep. I was certain it wouldn’t be a peaceful night. Still, I wasn’t a zombie and I did not want to encourage a phantom to attack me, so I got into bed.  
 
    As I adjusted the pillow behind my head, I felt another aftershock. How long would the bedrock barrier last? Could the Dretskys stop Entity 303’s triangle from ripping it asunder? Or was it nothing more than a delaying tactic doomed to fail?  
 
    I punched my pillow a few times and then flopped my head down on it. I tossed and turned until I finally found a comfortable spot and miraculously drifted off to sleep. 
 
      
 
    *    *    * 
 
      
 
    I’m not sure how long I had been asleep when my first visitor arrived, confirming my suspicions that my sleep would not be peaceful.  
 
    I felt a tap on my shoulder. I wasn’t sure if the tapping was from a form in the real world or only existed in my dream. Given all of the strange dream / sleep scenarios I had experienced in the past couple months, I had nearly given up trying to separate dreams from reality.  
 
    I opened my eyes and looked in the direction from which I felt the tap. I shivered involuntarily when I saw a glowing green finger tapping my shoulder. Green Steve. 
 
    “What do you want?” I said. “I thought your performance at the Ender King’s Palace would have been enough gloating for you for one day.”  
 
    Green Steve laughed at me. “You have a quick wit, Jimmy. Any chance you want to join the Colorful Steves as we destroy … errr … I mean, rule the universe?”  
 
    “But, I’m not a Steve. I’m just a villager.”  
 
    “Lamashtu can turn you into a Steve. She has that kind of power.”  
 
    I sucked my teeth and buffed my fingernails on my robe. “I guess you do not realize that Lamashtu previously asked me to join her army?” 
 
    Green Steve was shocked. “Really? When?” 
 
    “Back when I was in Baby Zeke’s dimension. She sensed my power and tried to get me to join her in ruling the universe. I told her ‘no’.”  
 
    The shocked look on Green Steve’s face was priceless. “You’ve actually spoken with Lamashtu?”  
 
    “Not by choice. I was in the form of the Noble Dark One at the time. I guess that gives Lamashtu the ability to speak with me.” I paused and then glared at Green Steve. “You remember the Noble Dark One? The one who clawed you at the Ender King’s Palace and sent you running away like a scared toddler. By the way, how’s your wound healing?”  
 
    Green Steve placed a hand over the now blackened portion of his skin where the Noble Dark One had gouged his forearm earlier that evening. “It is painful, but I’ll live.”  
 
    “Not for long,” I said, trying to sound utterly confident.  
 
    Green Steve chuckled. “Sure. You keep telling yourself that. The earthquakes are doing their job. Soon the crack in the bedrock barrier will be big enough for the colorful Steves to escape. And then, it will only be a matter of time before the opening is large enough for Lamashtu.”  
 
    “I don’t believe you. We’re going to stop it. You’ll see.”  
 
    “If you can do that, then I will worship and follow you. I will become your slave,” said Green Steve.  
 
    “You mean that, right? I could use a slave.”  
 
    “Sure, why not? But, when Lamashtu emerges and conquers the Overworld, you have to surrender to me and become my slave.”  
 
    It was a stupid bargain, I knew it. The likelihood of me winning this wager was so remote that I was essentially agreeing to be a slave for a demon. But I didn’t want to give up hope. On the off chance I could win, having Green Steve as a slave would be pretty awesome. “Deal.”  
 
    Green Steve thrust out his hand and I said offered mine. We shook on it, like honorable villagers and players, even though I was fairly certain Green Steve had no honor.  
 
    “So, is that the only reason you came here tonight? To taunt me?”  
 
    Green Steve shrugged. “I suppose so.”  
 
    “Don’t you have anything better to do? Like, making preparations for the rest of your colorful brethren to show up? Do you need to build yourself a playhouse fort or something?”  
 
    Green Steve stared at me angrily. “It’s not a playhouse. It’s a headquarters.”  
 
    I laughed. “Whatever. Why don’t you tell me where the headquarters is located so I can go destroy it.”  
 
    Green Steve smirked. “Like I said, you have a quick wit, but you have no ability to read the room. Goodbye … slave.”  
 
    After Green Steve left, it took me a few minutes to fall back to sleep. I was all riled up and angry. Stupid Green Steve. I could not even imagine what sort of demented maniac would agree to submit to the authority of Lamashtu – a literal demon – in order to become immortal. And, then agree to have your coloring removed and replaced with a single color like some bizarre comic book villain. 
 
      
 
    *    *    * 
 
      
 
    I finally drifted off, I must’ve slept for an hour or two when I suddenly woke up. I sensed a presence in the room. I quickly reached out my vibe sensor and felt … sadness. Sadness combined with kindness. And pain. I sat up in bed, not sure if I was awake or not, and asked, “Who’s there?”  
 
    I heard a sniffing, like one makes if one has been sobbing, and then I heard, “It’s me. Claire.”  
 
    I sat bolt upright in bed. “Claire?!? I can’t believe this. But … hurrr … aren’t you … dead?” 
 
    Claire’s form approached me. She was standing in a beam of moonlight passing through my window. She looked translucent by turns, ghostly by others. But she seemed to have mass. Her feet were on the floorboards and appeared to be bearing weight. She wasn’t floating around like some sort of poltergeist or banshee.  
 
    “It has been a strange death, Jimmy. Our bodies are gone but our souls live on … in pain. We are constantly fighting against the three pieces of Entity 303. He’s very powerful.”  
 
    I started to cry. Would Claire’s sacrifices never end? “That stupid Rainbow Creeper forcing you to do this!”  
 
    “No, Jimmy. We knew. He did not lie to us about that.” 
 
    “Is there anything I can do to help ease your pain?”  
 
    She shook her head. “I don’t know. Maybe if Lamashtu were destroyed, Entity 303 would give up. His triangle would no longer have a purpose. He said a few things that made me think he doesn’t really want to be there.” 
 
    I was shocked. “You can speak to him?”  
 
    “It is not speaking, exactly. We communicate somehow between our minds. I can communicate with Clayton and my mom too. In one moment Entity 303 will taunt us, calling us weak and pathetic. In another moment, he asks for forgiveness and begs us to stop fighting him. I don’t know if he means that or if it is just another one of his tricks.”  
 
    “Based on my interactions with him, I’d say it was a trick,” I said. “Has he ever said he will stop fighting against you?”  
 
    Claire shook her head. “I’m not sure if he is actually in complete control of his actions. Somehow, I think Green Steve forced the three portions of his soul to these specific locations in the void. Without Green Steve’s intervention, he would probably just be floating, drifting for eternity.”  
 
    “Another reason to kill Green Steve,” I muttered. “Is your pain … hurrr … is it bad?”  
 
    “Sometimes. Usually right before one of the earthquakes. I think Entity 303 senses that he’s about to crack the bedrock. He will suddenly pull as hard as he can. That is when my family resists as powerfully as we can. Sometimes we win. Other times, he does, and the bedrock shakes.”  
 
    I nodded. “We have been feeling aftershocks down here, but nothing as strong as the first earthquake yesterday afternoon.”  
 
    Claire nodded. Then she grimaced in pain. “I have to go, Jimmy,” she said through gritted teeth. “He’s pulling hard right now.”  
 
    Claire disappeared before I could say goodbye. But about fifteen seconds later, I felt a sharp jolt, much more powerful than a mere aftershock.  
 
    Green Steve was winning. 
 
      
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 58 – Morning 
 
      
 
      
 
    I woke up to the smell of frying eggs. It made me smile. I smiled because I knew that my mother must have been out of bed and cooking food again. That was a good sign.  
 
    I got out of bed, put on a clean robe, and trotted downstairs. Sure enough, my mom was in the kitchen making a gigantic breakfast. The table was piled high with food, enough to feed an army in fact. (Not literally feed an army, but you get the idea ….)  
 
    “Good morning, Jimmy,” she said cheerfully.  
 
    I smiled. “Good morning, Mom. I guess you’re feeling a little better today.”  
 
    “As a matter of fact, I am feeling better,” she said with a smile. “You know, when I was upstairs yesterday feeling sad, I realized that whatever was going to happen was going to happen. I mean, we can’t fight our fate, right? There is no reason not to eat good food while whatever is going to happen happens, right? I mean, if Lamashtu takes over in a few days, and we all have to die, at least I’ll die with a smile on my face because I’ve been eating good food.”  
 
    Oh, yeah, um … okay.  
 
    “Yeah, sure, Mom. That makes perfect sense.” But, did it?  “But, Lamashtu isn’t going to take over. I’m going to stop her.”  
 
    My mom smiled. “You are so cute! Do what you have to do. I won’t stop you.”  
 
    This was strange. She always at least tries to stop me before she lets me go on a life-and-death mission. I thought I’d change the subject. “Anyway … hurrr ... these eggs are great! And so is the bread. Did you bake it this morning?”  
 
    My mom smiled. “Of course I did.”  
 
    At that moment, there was a frantic knocking on the door. I reached out my vibe sensor and could tell it was a friend. “I’ll get it,” I said as I stood up and trotted over to the door. When I opened it, Emma was standing there. 
 
      
 
    [image: emma at door.png] 
 
      
 
    “Did you hear? Did you hear the news?” she said with a troubled look on her face.  
 
    I shook my head. What could it be? Had all the colorful Steves escaped? Was Lamashtu on the loose? Did we only have moments to live? “No, what is it?”  
 
    “They’ve canceled school! They’re worried about student safety because of all the earthquakes.”  
 
    I chuckled. “Well, at least we have one thing for which we can thank Green Steve! He finally did something good.” But, then I realized something that was not funny, not funny at all. “Wait. I did my homework last night for nothing?!? Aaaaargh!”  
 
    Emma reached out and slapped my shoulder. “This is terrible. If they’re canceling school, things must be getting really bad.”  
 
    I shrugged. “When haven’t things been bad during the past few weeks? Haven’t you been paying attention?”  
 
    She slapped me on the shoulder again. Oof! That was going to leave a bruise. “Stop being so relaxed about this. We have to figure this out and put a stop to it … hurrr … like we always do.”  
 
    “Hi, Emma,” said my mom from the kitchen. “Come in and have some breakfast.”  
 
    Emma looked at me, wordlessly asking if it was all right. I nodded. 
 
    “Okay, I will,” said Emma. “Thank you, Mrs. Slade.”  
 
    Emma came in and sat down at the kitchen table with me to eat breakfast. My dad came down the stairs and sat down and started eating. I looked at him. “Dad, shouldn’t you be at work?”  
 
    My dad shrugged his shoulders. “With all these earthquakes, no one’s going to be out shopping for souvenirs. Besides, even if that weren’t the case, this is a really slow time of year. I think I’ll stay here with your mother today … at least for a while.”  
 
    “You can go to work if you want, Dear. I can handle everything here.”  
 
    My dad smiled. “And besides, if we are all going to be dead in the next few days, I thought I should spend some time with my family.”  
 
    My mom chuckled a little bit at my dad’s stupid attempt at gallows humor. It was a nervous chuckle, like she was covering up a raging bout of fear and anxiety. If I hadn’t already faced death so many times, I might be chuckling the same way. 
 
      
 
    *    *    * 
 
      
 
    After we had been eating for about ten minutes, there was another knock on the door. This knock was official and efficient. I knew right away who it was. I got up from the table and walked to the door. When I opened it, Derek the destroyer enderman was standing there.  
 
    “Jimmy. I’m glad you are at home. The Ender King has summoned you to his palace immediately.”  
 
    I nodded. “I assumed as much.” I glanced over my shoulder at Emma. “Should Emma come to?”  
 
    Derek looked at Emma and smiled. She waved at him. “Of course. I was going to go to her house next. You saved me one teleport.”  
 
    “Mr. … um ... Destroyer Enderman, would you like something to eat?” asked my mother.  
 
    Derek looked at the array of food and said, “Do you have any chorus fruit jam?”  
 
    My mom shook her head. “Sorry, we don’t.”  
 
    “In that case, thank you for the offer, but I’m not hungry.”  
 
    Emma stood up and carried her plate to the kitchen counter and put it next to the sink. “Thank you for breakfast, Mrs. Slade.”  
 
    “Sure thing, Emma. Anytime. Don’t be a stranger.”  
 
    “I didn’t know I had been,” said Emma with a smile as she walked to the front door. I waved goodbye to my parents and said, “I have no idea when I’ll be back.”  
 
    My mom forced a smile, a little too wide, a little too toothy. “Do what you have to do, Son.” 
 
      
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 58 – Five Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    Derek teleported from my house to the front gates of the ender palace. After the palace guards made way for us, we rushed toward the King’s throne room.  
 
    “What’s all this about, Derek?” I asked between breaths.  
 
    “You’ll see. News of the bedrock barrier.”  
 
    “Bad news?” asked Emma.  
 
    “Isn’t all news lately bad?” asked Derek in response.  
 
    “I suppose, but I did have a tasty breakfast this morning,” I said, trying to look on the bright side of life.  
 
    Derek looked down at me and smirked. “I suppose that is something. Too bad your mom didn’t have any chorus fruit jam.”  
 
    “Say, have you ever eaten honey?” I asked.  
 
    Derek shook his head. “What’s that?”  
 
    “It’s this sugary goo the bees make. Don’t ask me how, but they do. My friend Brayden’s family harvests it. Maybe I can get you a bottle sometime.”  
 
    Derek nodded his head. “I’d like that. I have a massive sweet tooth, and anything with sugar in it is something I want to try.”  
 
    At that moment we reached the King’s throne room. The soldiers guarding it recognized us and stepped aside. We rushed in. The first thing I saw was … “Skittles?!?” 
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    Emma and I rushed over to see our old pal Skittles the silverfish. As disgusting as his body was, I held my right hand down low so Skittles could slap me a low-five. Skittles reached out with one of his disgusting feet and slapped five. Cringe. I had forgotten just how gross his feet felt. I had tried to brace myself for the feeling, but the strange texture of Skittles’ foot sent a shockwave of disgust up and down my spine. I tried to hide it by smiling.  
 
    “Good to see you again, Skittles,” I said through gritted teeth, as goose bumps formed on my arms.  
 
    Skittles could tell I was covering my disgust for his body. “Yes, I suppose it is. Humph. Don’t worry, I won’t touch you again.”  
 
    The tension in my body vanished. “Thanks, that would be great … hurrr ... I mean, no worries.”  
 
    Emma knelt down to get closer to Skittles. “Good to see you, Skittles. Why are you here?”  
 
    Skittles’ expression looked troubled. “I brought news of a rumbling at the bedrock level. Some of my fellow silverfish sensed what they thought was a cracking. They accessed the hive mind and I was chosen to bring the information to the Ender King since I’ve had interactions with him before.”  
 
    I nodded my head. “Unfortunately, we are well aware of the problems with the bedrock barrier.”  
 
    Skittles sighed. “Yes, the Ender King has informed me of such. Fortunately, no silverfish have seen any actual cracks, just felt the vibrations of the earthquakes.”  
 
    “But I have seen the cracking,” came a deep porcine voice from a corner of the room.   
 
    I stood up and reflexively reached into my inventory and put a hand on my sword. I looked in the direction from where the voice was coming and saw a piglin! I pulled my sword out rapidly and ordered, “Stand back, piglin scum!”  
 
    The Ender King, who had been watching all of this from his throne, teleported in front of me and said, “Jimmy, you fool. This is no mere piglin. This is the Piglin King, Maiale.” 
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    “Be that as it may, what is he doing here?” I asked, still wielding my sword.  
 
    “Bruh,” said the Ender King rolling his eyes. “I’ll let him answer that. Just put your sword away. Now.”  
 
    The urgency in the Ender King’s voice convinced me that it would probably be the wise thing to do to put my sword away, so I did.  
 
    The Piglin King approached me and looked me up and down, sizing me up. “I’ve heard much about you, Jimmy Slade. Even though we piglins are a recent addition to the world of Minecraft, we love it is much as you do. We are ready to sacrifice for its survival. So, I do not appreciate being called ‘scum’.”  
 
    “Yeah, sorry about that,” I said. “But, you didn’t come all the way from the Nether just to tell me about how much you love Minecraft.” 
 
    King Maiale shook his head. “I did not. I traveled here to report cracking in the bedrock underneath the Nether.” 
 
    Emma gasped. I shook my head sadly. “Has anything emerged from the crack?” I asked.  
 
    Maiale shook his head. “No, but once I mentioned the crack to the Ender King, he informed me about what is going on with the equilateral triangles and the colorful Steves and Lamashtu. I posted guards by the crack who will alert us if any colorful Steves or other creatures emerge from it.”  
 
    “Do you think that is the main crack that Green Steve is trying to open?” asked Emma.  
 
    I shook my head. “I sort of doubt it. I assume they are trying to break the bedrock in the Overworld. That will give them the greatest access to the largest amount of souls for harvesting,” I said, as if it were the most normal thing in the world to be discussing the harvesting of souls.  
 
    “I agree,” said the Ender King. “The cracking of the bedrock in the Nether is likely a side effect of the attempts to crack open the bedrock beneath the Overworld. However, should the crack in the Nether somehow become the larger crack, allowing exodus from the bedrock prison, I’m sure the colorful Steves or even Lamashtu will be happy to exploit it.”  
 
    I looked at the Piglin King. “Thank you, Your Majesty, for reporting the cracking to the Ender King. Is there anything we can do to help you?” I asked. 
 
    The Ender King grunted, upset that I had usurped his authority. “What he said, Maiale.”  
 
    The Piglin King shook his head. “We piglins are self-sufficient by nature and prefer to keep to ourselves. But if anything escapes from the crack and we are unable to kill it, I won’t hesitate to ask for your help.”  
 
    “Hmmm,” said Emma. 
 
    “I can tell you are thinking. What is it?” asked the Ender King. 
 
    “Should we be trying to kill the colorful Steves? I mean, maybe we should try to capture them … or, at least one of them. They may possess useful information,” said Emma. 
 
    “Yes, perhaps you are correct,” said the Ender King. 
 
    “But, you have said the Steves are very powerful. How can I contain them?” asked the Piglin King. 
 
    I reached into my inventory and removed a couple of rainbow-colored ropes. “With these,” I said, handing them to Maiale. “They can restrain anything or anyone. At least, they always have been able to in the past.” 
 
    Maiale reached out and took the ropes. He inspected them for a moment and then placed them into his inventory. “In that case, we will do our best to capture anything that comes from the crack. But, if it becomes necessary, we won’t hesitate to exterminate it.” 
 
    “Wonderful,” said the Ender King reaching out his hand to shake Maiale’s, King to King. “It was good to meet you, Maiale. Once all this drama is over, our peoples should get together for a banquet. I haven’t had time to properly welcome you newly-created mobs to Minecraft.”  
 
    Maiale released the Ender King’s hand and made his hand into a fist and slammed it against his chest as a gesture of honor. “That would be delightful, Ender King. Now, I must get back to my domain to attend to the crack.”  
 
    I watched as Maiale quickly built a nether portal, ignited it, and walked through. The nether portal then deactivated.  
 
    “You just going to leave that thing there?” I asked the Ender King.  
 
    He nodded. “Yes. If Maiale needs to come back, he can use that portal again.”  
 
    “Are you sure you trust that piglin?” I asked.  
 
    “Why shouldn’t I? He came here of his own accord, on behalf of all of Minecraft. That seems worthy of trust.”  
 
    “I suppose,” I said rubbing my chin. “It’s just hard to tell what those piglins are thinking.” 
 
    “Jimmy! It seems like the Piglin King did right by us,” said Emma. “You should trust him to start with. If he betrays that trust, then you can despise him.”  
 
    I shrugged. “I suppose.” I looked down at Skittles. “So what’s your plan?”  
 
    Skittles shrugged two pairs of his shoulders. “I’ll go back to my people. We haven’t had anything as exciting as a crack in the bedrock yet, but if we do, I’ll get the information to the Ender King as quickly as I can.”  
 
    I smiled. “Thanks, Skittles.”  
 
    Skittles looked at the Ender King. “Any chance you can have one of your men teleport me back to my stronghold?” 
 
    “I would be honored to do it, Your Highness,” said Hendrick the destroyer enderman. 
 
    “So let it be done,” said the King. 
 
    Hendrick approached Skittles and touched his body. He cringed slightly before teleporting away.  
 
    Our guests now gone, I looked at Derek and the Ender King. “So what’s our next move? Just wait for something to happen?”  
 
    “I suppose so,” said the Ender King. “Unless the Noble Dark One has given you some insight as to what’s going to happen, I don’t think there’s much we can do but wait.”  
 
    “Actually, I did get some insight, but not from the Noble Dark One.” I paused briefly to make sure I had everyone’s attention. “Claire visited me in a dream last night.”  
 
    A shockwave passed through the room. Emma slapped me on the shoulder. “Why didn’t you tell me this over breakfast?”  
 
    I rubbed my shoulder. “Ouch. I didn’t want to worry my parents. And then Derek showed up, and we came here. There wasn’t a good time.”  
 
    The Ender King backed up and sat down on his throne. “Tell me everything she said. Everything.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 58 – Five Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    After I had finished telling everyone in the room what Claire – or her spirit – had said to me, there was a stunned silence. Once everyone had processed the information, it was Emma who spoke first.  
 
    “So does that mean that Entity 303 wants to resist? That he doesn’t want Lamashtu to get out now that it will only benefit Green Steve?”  
 
    “I suppose.” 
 
    “I feel so bad for Claire,” said Princess Tina. “How awful!” The Ender King reached over and hugged his daughter. 
 
    Emma looked at Derek and Coolbeanio. “Do you think the Rainbow Creeper could shed some light on this? Give us some more information?” 
 
    “Maybe,” said Coolbeanio. 
 
    “But,” said Derek, shooting an angry glance at Coolbeanio, “we would have to get the head monk’s approval to summon the Rainbow Creeper.” 
 
    Ugh. The head monk. I did not want to talk to that bitter old hag.  
 
    “Could you try?” asked Emma. 
 
    “Coolbeanio. Find the head monk and ask her if she is willing to summon the Rainbow Creeper to the Ender King’s Palace.” 
 
    Coolbeanio saluted and teleported away. 
 
    “Well, all this speculation isn’t going to get us anywhere,” said the Ender King. “I think … I think we should go surfing.”  
 
    “Are you serious?” I asked.  
 
    “I thought you would think it was a good suggestion,” he said with a smile on his face. “Of course, I am serious. I think we need to clear our heads. If we go surfing, we will be able to relax. Maybe one of us will get a good idea and will be able to solve this crisis in some way that surprises all of us.”  
 
    “That’s a great idea, Daddy,” said Tina with a grin. “I haven’t been surfing for a long time.”  
 
    At that moment, Coolbeanio reappeared with some sort of brown liquid dripping from his head. “Can I have a towel?” he asked. 
 
    Derek pulled a towel from his inventory and handed it to Coolbeanio. “So? What did she say?” 
 
    Coolbeanio finished wiping the goo off his face and chest before he responded. “She didn’t say anything. She just threw her bowl of mushroom stew at me. I took that as a ‘no’.” 
 
    “What a horrible creature!” said Tina. 
 
    “Forget about her,” I said. “Let’s go surfing.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 58 – At the Surf ‘n Snack 
 
      
 
      
 
    When we got to the Surf ‘n Snack, I was surprised to see how many people were in the water. About thirty kids were paddling around. I saw Aqua Berserker was sitting outside at the peak. As we got closer to the beach, I noticed Brayden and Naruto were surfing on the inside, catching whitewater waves to practice their surfing.  
 
    I waved to Brayden. “What are you doing here?”  
 
    He shrugged. “Naruto and I got all the way into town before we found out that school was canceled. We figured we would just go surfing instead. No reason to waste the walk into town.”  
 
    I smiled. “Sounds like a good plan.” I glanced over at Derek the destroyer enderman and had a thought. “Hey Brayden, is there any chance you have any honey with you? My boy Derek over there wants to try some.”  
 
    Brayden shook his head. “I don’t have any with me, but if someone wants to teleport me back home real quick, I’m sure I can get a bottle.”  
 
    “Cool. Still forty emeralds?”  
 
    Brayden nodded. “It is, but since it’s for Derek, I’ll be happy to give him a bottle for free.”  
 
    “Thanks, kid,” said Derek.  
 
    I was upset. “Hey! That’s not fair. Why didn’t you give me a free bottle?”  
 
    “You’re a villager, just like me. You know villagers don’t give anything away to each other. But Derek is our guest. I’m happy to give him something.”  
 
    I couldn’t argue with that solid villager logic.   
 
    “I’ll teleport you there, kid,” said Derek. Brayden caught a whitewater wave and left his surfboard on the shore. He dried off with a towel and then he and Derek teleported away, returning in less than a minute.  
 
    When Derek reappeared, he was holding a bottle of honey. He quickly took the stopper out of it and took a drink. His eyes got wide as he tasted the delicious nectar. “This stuff is amazing! I think Notch has a real winner here with the creation of the bees and honey.” 
 
    Brayden smiled. “It is a lot of work to collect it from the bees, but with a flavor like that, it is worth it.” 
 
    Derek nodded his head. “I’ll say. Do you mind if I keep this bottle?”  
 
    Brayden shook his head. “No problem. We have tons of empty bottles at home ready to fill with honey.”  
 
    “Catch you later, Brayden,” I said. “You better get out there and practice. Looks like Naruto is ripping.” And he was. Naruto was learning how to surf very quickly. He would be out at the peak with the big boys in no time.  
 
    Our crew walked to the surfboard area. Tina and the Ender King selected surfboards. Emma and I grabbed our usual surfboards.  
 
    “Any of you destroyer endermen want a surfboard?” asked Emma. 
 
    “Yeah,” said Coolbeanio. 
 
    “That would be sick,” said Hendrick. 
 
    Derek shot his subordinates a death stare. “No. It looks like fun and all, but we are going to stand guard, as is our sworn duty.” Coolbeanio and Hendrick looked disappointed. 
 
    Emma shrugged. “Suit yourselves. After all this peril is over, maybe you all can have a surf lesson?” 
 
    “Cool,” said Hendrick. 
 
    “Epic. Sweet!” said Coolbeanio.  
 
    “Maybe,” said Derek as he took another sip of honey.  
 
    The King, Tina, Emma, and I paddled out. When we got to the peak, Aqua Berserker said, “Hi, Ender King. Princess Tina. Good to see you again.”  
 
    The Ender King just grunted. Tina was more polite and said, “Good to see you again, too.”  
 
    “Why are you going surfing?” asked Aqua Berserker.  
 
    “Daddy says that we need to clear our heads. To try to come up with a solution to all our problems right now,” said Tina.  
 
    The Ender King grunted again.  
 
    “For sure,” said Aqua Berserker. “Surfing always helps me think more clearly. In fact, here comes a wave to help my thought process right now,” said Aqua Berserker in a joking voice. He whipped his board around and paddled into the wave. We all watched as he hit the lip numerous times, got a barrel, and then attempted a huge air on the end section, which he didn’t pull off, but the height was pretty awesome.  
 
    Now that we had the peak to ourselves, the Ender King said, “I like that player, but I don’t want to talk to anybody right now. I want to be alone with my thoughts.”  
 
    We got the hint and gave the Ender King some space. I wasn’t sure if he actually planned on catching any waves. Maybe he was just going to sit on a surfboard and bob in the ocean like an apple in a pot of water. 
 
    I sat on my surfboard thinking that the water in which we sat was about halfway between the bedrock and wherever the void above us was where the equilateral triangles were currently doing battle. I looked toward the shore and was saddened as I saw the Surf ‘n Snack building shaking slightly from another aftershock.  
 
    “I sure hope we can defeat the colorful Steves and Lamashtu,” I said to Emma. “I’ve never really noticed how beautiful the world of Minecraft is … hurrr … until now. I’m finally appreciating it. Everything is so angular and perfect.”  
 
    Emma nodded her head. “I agree. There is so much symmetry and balance. The only thing out of balance is all the evil maniacs who want to destroy everything.” Emma crossed her arms in front of her chest.  
 
    “You guys are bumming me out,” said Tina. “I mean, I know everything’s kind of lame right now, but let’s catch some waves! Let’s get pitted!”  
 
    Tina was right. We need to relax. We need to get shacked, piped, pitted, slotted, barreled and tubed. As if on cue, a wave stood up and I caught the left while Tina went right. I got a sick barrel and then did a huge roundhouse cutback as I came out, spraying some kids who were sitting on the shoulder of the wave. They hooted and then laughed as the ocean mist came down upon them.  
 
    Tina, Emma, and I, along with Aqua Berserker, caught a few dozen waves during the next hour. The entire time the Ender King was sitting farther outside, a little past the peak, bobbing in the water, thinking.  
 
    Finally, the Ender King paddled in and without saying a word, caught a wave, got barreled, hit the lip a dozen times, did four airs, and then teleported to shore. Everyone watching applauded madly. They had never seen anything like it. Even Aqua Berserker was impressed. “If the Ender King were a professional surfer in the world of the players, he would win every contest.”  
 
    “I guess that’s our signal to paddle in,” I said.  
 
    Tina nodded. “Yeah, that’s Daddy’s way of telling us he’s over it.”  
 
    As we began to paddle for the next wave, I watched in horror as the Surf ‘n Snack shook violently and suddenly collapsed. A massive earthquake had struck.  
 
    “NO!” I shouted as I teleported to shore, leaving my surfboard in the water. I began to push the rubble aside, assisted by Derek, Coolbeanio, Hendrick, and the Ender King. We pulled a bunch of kids out from under the rubble. Some had severe injuries, but no one was going to die. I reached into my inventory and found as many potions of healing as I could and then passed them around.  
 
    Derek and his men were asking the kids where they lived and were teleporting them home to their parents.  
 
    Just as we cleared everyone from under the rubble, there was another sudden, violent earthquake. Fortunately, no one was standing in or near the Surf ‘n Snack building as the remainder of it collapsed. I watched as Emma’s and my hard work collapsed into nothing. I shook my fist at the sky. “Stop it! Stop destroying everything!”  
 
    And then the strangest thing happened.  
 
    There was silence.  
 
    An eerie silence.  
 
    Like the essence of death had just descended upon the ground where we were standing.  
 
    Everyone else noticed it too. We looked at each other in the eyes and a silent bewilderment passed between us.  
 
    And then, a wall of water lurched over the nearby hill and covered us all. 
 
      
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 58 – Tsunami 
 
      
 
      
 
    The wall of water was five blocks high, washing everything away in front of it. I was tumbling inside the water, hardly able to determine which way was up. When I saw a sliver of light, I teleported towards it and found myself floating in the air. As I fell back toward the ground, I could see that all the water from the nearby ocean had been pushed onto land by the earthquake. I turned and saw that the water was heading straight for Zombie Bane.  
 
    As I was falling to the earth, I teleported to the top of a hill in order to get my bearings. I scanned the area and saw Emma and Tina on top of another hill, Tina must have rescued Emma and teleported her to safety. All of the destroyer endermen were teleporting between the same hill and the water rescuing villagers.  
 
    I saw Aqua Berserker flailing in the water and was about to teleport to him to rescue him when he looked at me, took a deep breath, and then dove under the water! 
 
    “What are you doing?!?” I yelled. But, he was already under the water. I stood there looking for him and was about to give up hope, when I saw him walking out of the water at the bottom of the hill. 
 
    “How did you do that?” 
 
    Aqua Berserker shrugged. “I have a massive lung capacity. I could have stayed under there for five minutes if I had to.” 
 
    “No way!” 
 
    “Yeah, in the world of the players, we professional surfers often work on increasing our lung capacity. So, when I started playing Minecraft, I made sure my player worked on that as well.” 
 
    “Awesome! But, look, the water is heading for Zombie Bane. Do you have any idea how to stop it?” 
 
    Aqua Berserker stared at the massive surge of water and debris. He shook his head sadly. “We have tsunamis in my world sometimes. You can’t stop them. The only thing you can do is try to get everyone out of its way.”  
 
    “In that case, let’s go.”  
 
    “Wait, Jimmy. We can’t do it alone. Let’s recruit the destroyer endermen.” He was right. I teleported over to Derek and told him our plan. Derek told me that after they rescued the remainder of the villagers in the water they would teleport into town and try to get everybody out.  
 
    Aqua Berserker and I teleported into town. We banged on doors yelling at people to get out. Telling them a massive wall of water was coming.  
 
    “I won’t have time to collect all of my emeralds,” said one old lady.  
 
    “I don’t care. It’s either your emeralds or your life. Choose,” I said as I moved on to the next house.  
 
    The wall of water was inexorably moving toward the town. We were not going to have time to save everyone. I teleported up into the sky to see how much time we had left. Probably less than a minute. I noticed endermen teleporting all around town trying to clear people out, teleporting them to the tops of hills.  
 
    I teleported back down and quickly told Aqua Berserker about the continuing surge of water. Then I said, “I have to go save my parents. The water is getting too close to their house. If there is any time after that, we can come back and rescue as many as we can.”  
 
    Aqua Berserker nodded his head. I put my hand on his shoulder and we teleported to my house. I banged on the door and rushed inside. “Mom! A tsunami is coming! We have to get out of here!”  
 
    My mom looked at me with confusion. “What’s a tsunami?”  
 
    “No time to explain. If we don’t get out of here, we will drown.”  
 
    My mom per hand on the front of her robe and clutched it. “Your father is at the shop.” 
 
    “I thought he was going to stay here with you today?” I asked, in shock. 
 
    “He was, but then he decided to check on a few things at the store!” 
 
    The store. It was between my house and the wall of water. The water may have already reached it. And my dad might be …. 
 
    “Come on, Mom. I’ll tell get you to safety and then go get Dad.”  
 
    I put my hand on my mom’s shoulder and Aqua Berserker’s shoulder and teleported them to the top of the hill. “Stay with my mom. Don’t let anything happen to her.”  
 
    “Sure thing, Jimmy,” he said.  
 
    I teleported to my family’s souvenir shop just as a wall of water knocked it flat. For a brief instant I saw my dad as he was pushed towards me by the wall of water. He had a shocked expression and, when he saw me, suddenly looked sad, like he knew it was the end of us. The water pushed my dad directly at me. His body crashed into mine. And then … everything went black. 
 
      
 
    *    *    * 
 
      
 
    I don’t know how long I was out.  
 
    I woke up on dry land, nowhere near the souvenir shop.  
 
    I sat up and coughed water out of my lungs. My health bar was down to a single heart. I reached into my inventory and found a potion of healing that had been half used by one of the kids I’d saved earlier. I drank it and restored a few hearts. I coughed up some more water. In front of me I saw the destruction of Zombie Bane.  
 
    Only a few houses remained standing. 
 
    Drop piles everywhere.  
 
    Then I remembered. The souvenir shop. I looked to where it was … hurrr ... where it used to be. It was completely gone.  
 
    I had failed. I could not save my dad. He was dead now, drowned or crushed by the wave of water. Somehow I must have teleported myself up here in my near drowned state, saving myself while sacrificing my father.  
 
    I leaned forward and was crying great heaves of grief and sorrow. It was a pain and anguish I’d never felt before.  
 
    Without warning, I felt a hand on my shoulder. It was probably an enemy, come to kill me. Green Steve sneaking up behind me. But I didn’t care anymore. I slowly turned around, ready to face death head-on.  
 
    “Dad?” Was I hallucinating? 
 
     “What are you crying about?”  
 
    I stood up and grabbed him and hugged him as hard as I could. He coughed and said, “Ouch. I think I broke some ribs when the wave hit.”  
 
    I quickly let go. “Sorry. But, how? How are you alive?”  
 
    “You teleported me here.”  
 
    “I did?”  
 
    “Yeah, after the wave hit, we collided. We were spinning around and I held on to you as tightly as I could. And, then, suddenly we teleported. I guess you breathed in a bunch of water though. You were coughing and hacking. I had to turn you on your side to make sure you didn’t choke.” 
 
    “Thanks, Dad!”  
 
    “Of course. Thank you for saving me. I would’ve been a goner for sure.”  
 
    I looked over to a nearby hill and saw my mom and Aqua Berserker. They were waving at us. I could tell my mom was crying.  
 
    “Dad, see mom on that hill over there? Let’s go.”  
 
    After we teleported to the hill and reunited with my mom (Aqua Berserker giving us respectful distance for the family reunion), we looked down at the village. It looked like hundreds, maybe thousands of villagers had lost their lives. Children had been orphaned. Family fortunes destroyed. 
 
    “Do you think Zombie Bane will survive this?” I asked my parents. 
 
    My mom bit her nails and said nothing.  
 
    “I hope so,” said my dad. “Villagers are resilient people, but this may be too much of a blow.” 
 
    I heaved a sigh and looked around. I spotted the Ender King on the top of another hill. “Aqua Berserker, come with me.” I looked at my parents. “I’ll be back in a moment. I just want to speak with the Ender King.”  
 
    I teleported the two of us to the Ender King. “That was bad, King. That earthquake was massive. Something must have escaped the bedrock barrier.”  
 
    The Ender King nodded. Then he pointed. “There it is.”  
 
    I looked in the direction the King was pointing. I saw Blue Steve walking through the rubble of Zombie Bane, a satisfied expression on his face. Without another thought I teleported down to Blue Steve. I pulled out my sword and rushed towards him.  
 
    Blue Steve looked at me calmly and then, just as I tried to stab him, he stepped to the side. “You must be Jimmy Slade. Green Steve told me about you a few minutes ago.”  
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    I huffed and puffed with anger, barely able to form words. “Well, get him back here. I’ll kill you both at the same time.”  
 
    Blue Steve chuckled. “You’ll never be able to do that. When I sacrificed my player name and appearance to become Blue Steve and serve Lamashtu, I swore I would do anything … anything … to stay alive.”  
 
    “What was your player name before?” I thought this knowledge might be useful to somehow use against Blue Steve. Maybe weaken him by distracting him with thoughts of the past.  
 
    “I was called Alleged Medusa. It was a pretty good name. But I would have given up anything to have power that I now possess.”  
 
    I laughed in Blue Steve’s face. “You’re just a slave. You think you’re powerful and all that, but you have to do everything Lamashtu says. As a player, you could have mined and crafted anything. I met a player the other day who invented a mountain bike. Now, you’re just a mindless underlying.”  
 
    “Silence!” bellowed Blue Steve. “Maybe dealing with that wimp Green Steve makes you think you’re tough. But I’ve been in a bedrock prison for thousands of years, and if there is one thing being imprisoned with demons does to you, it makes you tough.” 
 
    Yikes. He had a point. But, also, I detected jealousy of Green Steve. Perhaps I could exploit that somehow?  
 
    “We’ll see how tough you are,” I said, turning into a flaming wither and floating up in the air.  
 
    Blue Steve looked at me, pursed his lips, and nodded his head. “Impressive. You might even have a chance against me, if I were stupid enough to stay here and fight you.” And with that, Blue Steve disappeared.  
 
    I spit some flaming wither skulls into a puddle left by the tsunami to discharge all my anger and rage. The skulls steamed as they hit the water and then exploded. I floated back down to the ground and resumed my villager form.  
 
    At that moment, the Ender King and Princess Tina teleported to my side.  
 
    “That was foolish, Jimmy,” said the Ender King. “We need to have a better plan.”  
 
    I looked at the Ender King and squinted my eyes with anger. “What plan? We just need to capture, or if necessary, kill those colorful idiots. If the crack caused by the earthquake was big enough for Blue Steve to escape, all the other Colorful Steves must have been able to get out too. They are going to reunite at their headquarters and come up with something terrible.”  
 
    “Maybe, but we need to approach this rationally,” said the Ender King. “The evil of the Steves has made you crazy.”  
 
    “I suppose,” I said. “But what can we do?”  
 
    “I think we need to find the crack in the bedrock. Maybe we can fill it in. I know that won’t stop the cracking, but it could delay it.”  
 
    I nodded my head. “Could do.”  
 
    “Why don’t you get your parents to my palace? It looks like it was spared the worst of the tsunami. Then we can have a meeting and figure out what to do.” 
 
      
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 58 – Five Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    We – my parents, Aqua Berserker, the Ender King, Princess Tina, Emma, and I – materialized inside the palace. Upon our appearance, an ender servant rushed up to the King and said, “Your Highness. You have returned!”  
 
    “Yes, I have, Colby. Give me a status update.”  
 
    Colby took a deep breath and sighed. I could see him shaking a little bit. “The wall of water took out part of the courtyard and a portion of the servants’ quarters. We lost … sniff … we lost six servants in their sleep. Six of my best friends.”  
 
    The Ender King reached out and put a hand on Colby’s shoulder. “I’m sorry to hear that. Have you informed their families in the End?”  
 
    “I sent a messenger a few minutes ago. They will be getting the bad news soon, I’m sure.”  
 
    The Ender King nodded solemnly. “I’m going to my war room with these people. Send in the head of my science division, Ivan.”  
 
    Colby nodded his head and clicked his heels together before he teleported away.  
 
    The rest of us followed the Ender King to the war room. Another servant approached. “Do you need anything, Your Highness?” 
 
    “Ah, Nicholas. Yes, could you bring me a bowl of chorus fruit and a bottle of water. Bring in some cookies, chicken, and water for everyone else.” 
 
    Nicholas bowed. “As you wish.” Then, he looked at the rest of us. “Can I bring anyone else anything?” 
 
    Derek spoke first. “Do we have any honey? I’d love a bottle of it.” 
 
    Nicholas nodded. “We recently purchased some from a villager. I can bring you one bottle.” 
 
    I was hungry. “Yeah, Nick, can you bring some steak, freshly baked bread, and some apple pie?” I asked.  
 
    Nicholas looked at me through squinted eyes and scowled a little bit. “It is Nicholas, not Nick. That said … as you wish.”  
 
    “Is that everything?” asked the Ender King. Everyone nodded. “Okay, Nicholas, bring it back when it’s all ready.” Nicholas clicked his heels and teleported away.  
 
    Once he had gone, we all sat down at the table. I couldn’t contain myself any longer. “King, if Blue Steve is out, that means all the other Steves can escape. Maybe the crack is still too small for Lamashtu, but we’ve got a severe problem on our hands.”  
 
    The Ender King nodded his head. “Yes, we do. Clearly, the Colorful Steves are very powerful. Although Blue Steve did seem a bit concerned about your flaming wither form.”  
 
    “Yeah, but honestly, I was surprised the Noble Dark One didn’t possess me. I know he can kill all the Steves if he wanted to.”  
 
    “Do you think you could kill them all if they worked together as a group?” asked Emma.  
 
    “What do you mean?” I said.  
 
    “I mean, clearly he can take a single Steve. Seeing Green Steve run away from the Noble Dark One yesterday evening is proof that. But what if all the Steves of the rainbow got together to fight the Noble Dark One? Maybe he couldn’t defeat all of them at once.” 
 
    “Yeah, like the Power Rangers,” said Aqua Berserker. 
 
    “What?” I said, not understanding the reference. 
 
    Aqua Berserker shook his head. “Nothing. Something in my world. Sorry to interrupt.”  
 
    Could that be the plan? To gang up on the Noble Dark One when he possesses my body and kill him – and me – then? 
 
    “Maybe that’s why the Noble Dark One didn’t possess me when I was confronting Blue Steve. Maybe he was concerned that the other Steves were setting an ambush.”  
 
    “Could be,” said the Ender King as he rubbed his chin.  
 
    At that moment Nicholas returned with all the food. He unceremoniously dropped a plate with steak, bread, and apple pie in front of me. “Will that do?” he said with more than a hint of sarcasm in his voice.  
 
    I wasn’t in the mood to get into a verbal joust. “Looks great. Thanks, Nick.”  
 
    Nicholas cringed at my words as he handed a bottle of honey to Derek. Derek greedily drink down the honey.  
 
    “That honey isn’t going to be a problem for you, is it?” asked Emma.  
 
    Derek was wiping drops of honey from his mouth and then licking them off his hand. “Why would it be?”  
 
    “Just look at yourself in a mirror,” said Emma.  
 
    Derek took offense. He put the empty bottle down on the table and stood at the right hand of the Ender King, asserting his role as the King’s protector and not as royal honey taster. 
 
    “Let’s take a few minutes to eat and then we will resume our discussion,” said the Ender King. 
 
      
 
    *    *    * 
 
      
 
    After about five minutes, everyone had shoveled enough food into his or her mouth to feel satisfied. The Ender King was about to start speaking again when his head scientist, Ivan, entered the room. “You sent for me, Sire?”  
 
    “Yes, Ivan, I did. I suppose you heard about the tsunami and the fact that the Colorful Steves are most likely now free.”  
 
    A serious look clouded Ivan’s face. “I certainly have. I have been thinking about it since that earthquake.” 
 
    The Ender King grunted. “Good. So you can understand my urgency in asking whether you have deciphered any portion of that book Jimmy and Emma found in the witch’s hut in Baby Zeke’s dimension. You know, the one in the strange language.”  
 
    Ivan sighed. “We’ve had almost no luck. We think we’ve figured out a little bit of it. Enough to parse out a few words on each page, but nothing makes sense.”  
 
    “I was afraid of that,” said the Ender King. “Do you have the book with you?”  
 
    Ivan reached into his inventory and removed the book. He walked to the Ender King and handed it to him.  
 
    “Show me what you’ve been able to decipher,” said the King.  
 
    Ivan began to flip through the book and point to various letters and groupings of symbols and explained to the King that he and his team had determined some very basic words like “dirt,” “sun,” and “the.”  
 
    As the scientist discussed his findings with the King, I noticed a strange look cross Aqua Berserker’s face. As Ivan continued his explanation, Aqua Berserker slowly approached and began to look more closely at the book. He rubbed his chin and was flicking his eyes around as though he were trying to remember something and then he suddenly snapped his fingers.  
 
    “Eureka!”  
 
    The Ender King snapped his head to the side to look at Aqua Berserker. “What are you going on about?”  
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry, Your Highness. It’s just that when your scientist pulled the book out of his inventory, there was something familiar about it. And now that I get a closer look at it, this writing reminds me of something we studied when I was in high school in the world of the players.”  
 
    “Are you saying you know how to read this book?!?” asked Ivan in shock. 
 
    Aqua Berserker shook his head. “Absolutely not. But, I do know the language in which it is written. It’s called cuneiform. It’s an ancient language in the world of the players. No one speaks it anymore. Completely dead. But, I could probably find a dictionary at a library in my world.”  
 
    Emma was amazed by this revelation. “So, somehow this ancient language from your world came into the possession of a witch in Minecraft? How bizarre.”  
 
    “Indeed,” said the King. “But there is no time to waste. Aqua Berserker, I want you to return to your world and bring back a cuneiform dictionary as soon as possible.”  
 
    Aqua Berserker stood and saluted. Then, he shimmered and disappeared, having returned to his own world.  
 
    “That’s crazy!” I said. “I hope he can find one of those dictionaries fast.”  
 
    Emma nodded her head rapidly. “Yeah. It’s amazing. It’s a good thing he remembered studying that language in school.”  
 
    “Yeah, maybe school isn’t so bad after all?” I said.  
 
    Emma smiled. “Sure, you never know when something you learned in high school is going to help you save the world.”  
 
    Truth.  
 
    The King stood up and paced back and forth. “While we await Aqua Berserker’s return, we need to discuss what to do about the Colorful Steves. So far, we know that Green Steve and Blue Steve are lurking in our dimension. If the Colorful Steves are based on the colors of the rainbow, there should be seven of them: red, orange, yellow, green, blue, violet, and indigo. That leaves five Colorful Steves unaccounted for.”  
 
    “Do you think it’s possible some of the Steves have remained in the bedrock barrier prison to assist Lamashtu?” asked Emma.  
 
    “That’s a good point. Maybe,” said the Ender King.  
 
    “Maybe some of them are in Baby Zeke’s dimension?” suggested Tina.  
 
    I hadn’t thought about that. The Rainbow Creeper had said that one piece of Entity 303’s soul was in Baby Zeke’s dimension and one piece was in the world the players. They all lined up to pull the bedrock apart but maybe the bedrock broke open in multiple dimensions.  
 
    “Well, there’s only one way to find out,” I said as I pulled out the Rainbow Creeper figurines from my inventory. “If anyone wants to come with me, stand close.”  
 
    My parents, who had been standing in the corner this entire time, looked at me with sad eyes. But they said nothing. They knew I had to go on my mission. I watched as tears streamed down their faces, concerned they would never see me again.  
 
    Emma approached me and stood between the figurines as did Coolbeanio and Hendrick, Derek remaining behind to guard the Ender King.  
 
    And soon enough, our bodies were turning translucent as we were being transmitted into a new dimension. 
 
      
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 58  – Baby Zeke’s Dimension 
 
      
 
      
 
    We materialized just outside of Baby Zeke’s house. I rushed up to the door, followed by my crew and we knocked.  
 
    “Who is it? What do you want?” yelled Otis from behind the door. I could tell he was his usual grumpy self.  
 
    “Otis. It’s Jimmy Slade. Open the door.”  
 
     The door opened, but it was Baby Zeke who opened it. I saw Otis in the background sitting at the table looking upset.  
 
    “What is it, Jimmy? Emma? Oh, and I see you brought destroyers with you,” said Baby Zeke.  
 
    I nodded my head. “Can we come in and sit down?”  
 
    Zeke opened the door wider and we walked in, ducking our heads to avoid being knocked out by the baby zombie-sized door frame. After we sat down, I got right to it. “Did you feel a big earthquake about an hour ago?”  
 
    “Yeah, we did,” said Baby Zeke. “In fact, there have been earthquakes fairly constantly for the last couple of days. Why?”  
 
    I realized Baby Zeke didn’t know about the equilateral triangle or how the Colorful Steves planned to use it to pull apart the bedrock barrier. I quickly explained everything to him and Otis.  
 
    “That’s insane,” said Otis before smiling like a villain.“Looks like we are back in the killing game.”  
 
    Baby Zeke shot Otis a look before asking, “Exactly why are you here? I mean that’s interesting information to know, but it sounds like it’s all happening in your dimension.”  
 
    “Maybe it is,” I said. “But given that Entity 303’s pieces were killed in three different dimensions and we found a book about Lamashtu in your dimension, I’m concerned that the Colorful Steves might be attempting to break the bedrock here as well ... certainly the witches and Entity 303 were trying to do that.” I paused for a moment. “We know that Blue and Green Steve are in my dimension. But that leaves five Steves unaccounted for.”  
 
    Otis pulled a diamond sword from his inventory and stabbed the ground. “Let me out. I’ll take them all.”  
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    “I doubt that very much,” said Hendrick.  Coolbeanio chuckled.  
 
    Otis walked over to the destroyer endermen said, “I’ll take both of you on right now. Don’t let my small size or my bacon-y smell fool you.” The destroyers chuckled again but gave Otis a thumbs-up.  
 
    At that moment the door to the house opened and Harold and Bob came in. “Jimmy! Emma! You guys are back,” said Bob.  
 
    Harold looked concerned. “This can’t be good news, can it?”  
 
    “I’m afraid it’s not, little buddy,” said Baby Zeke. “It sounds like some of Lamashtu’s servants may be loose in our dimension.”  
 
    Harold put a wing to his forehead and shook his head. “When is it going to end?”  
 
    Baby Zeke stood tall and puffed out his tiny, decaying chest. “I don’t know, but as long as there’s a call for it, the Warrior will be here to answer the call.” Otis made a fake choking noise when Baby Zeke referred to himself as the Warrior  
 
    I laughed inwardly, but tried to maintain my calm expression. I didn’t want to get Otis riled up so that we would have to waste time calming him down. “Look, guys, I just wanted to come here and let you know to be on the lookout for any Colorful Steves. If we discover that all of the Steves are in my dimension, we will come back and let you know so that you can stand down.”  
 
    Zeke rubbed his chin. “Okay. I will convene the Balance of the Four and put together a plan for this dimension. If we manage to find any of the Steves, what should we do?” 
 
    “Kill them, of course,” spat Otis.  
 
    I reached into my inventory and pulled out some rainbow-colored ropes. “Here. These are from the skin of the Rainbow Creeper. They can subdue any creature. I’ve even seen them control Notch’s power. If you catch a Steve, bind his wrists with one of these ropes.”  
 
    “Aww, man. We can’t just kill them?” said Otis.  
 
    “I prefer if you don’t,” I said. “You never know. We might be able to use them as a bargaining chip or get information about Lamashtu from them.”  
 
    I noticed Harold looking around and furrowing his brows. “Say guys, I haven’t felt an earthquake since that big one about an hour ago. Are the aftershocks gone?”  
 
    “Yeah, I don’t recall feeling any earthquakes in my dimension after that big one either,” said Emma.  
 
    “Do you think it’s possible they have stopped?” I said.  
 
    “That doesn’t make any sense,” said Emma, tapping her lips with her index finger. “Lamashtu can’t be free. We know she would start destroying everything immediately if the crack in the barrier were large enough for her to escape. What is going on?”  
 
    I shrugged. “Maybe Claire, Clayton, and Cynthia are having some success in fighting against Entity 303’s triangle?”  
 
    Emma nodded her head. “Maybe. But now that we have informed Baby Zeke and Otis about what is going on, we should probably get back to our own dimension.”  
 
    I nodded my head. I looked over at Hendrick and Coolbeanio. “Hey, guys, come over here.”  
 
    We all gathered close together and I pulled the figurines from my inventory. I soon felt the power of the Rainbow Creeper and we disappeared and returned to our own dimension. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 58 –A Moment Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    When we returned to the Ender King’s Palace, I was surprised to see that Trey was standing there talking to the King.  
 
    “Trey! Good to see you, bro. What are you doing here?” I said.  
 
    Before he could answer, Emma rushed over to him and gave him a hug. “I’m so sorry about Aurelius.”  
 
    A look of profound sadness crossed Trey’s face. He nodded his head. “So am I. But, thanks to Princess Tina’s request, Notch is in the End right now trying to spawn more savage endermen. He’s having trouble finding the recipe that he used so long ago, but I am sure he will succeed.”  
 
    Emma smiled. “Oh, that’s wonderful. Once he is able to respawn more savage endermen, you can be their King!”  
 
    Trey suddenly stood a little taller. “I never really thought about it, but I guess I will be the oldest and the wisest, won’t I?”  
 
    “You sure will,” I said. “You’ll be the youngest King in the history of Minecraft.”  
 
    Trey smiled. “Yeah, that would be pretty cool, I guess. Anyway, to answer your question, Jimmy, I didn’t have anything else to do so I thought I would come here and see what was happening with this whole Colorful Steve / Lamashtu problem. It’s what Aurelius died for, so I want to honor his death by completing his mission.”  
 
    I nodded my head. “We appreciate the help. By the way, do you know about the tsunami?”  
 
    “The Ender King was just telling me about it. Sounds awful.”  
 
    “It was,” I said. “Half of the village of Zombie Bane has been wiped off the map. Hundreds of villagers have been killed.”  
 
    Trey hung his head and shook it sadly. “When will all this killing end? It’s terrible.”  
 
    Suddenly, the room was filled with a strange energy. The hairs on my arms stood on end as though they were powered by redstone. I saw the air in the corner of the room begin to ripple. I reached into my inventory and pulled out my sword. I saw everyone else doing something similar.  
 
    But there was no danger. It was the Rainbow Creeper appearing in person. Derek, Coolbeanio, and Hendrick quickly teleported to the Creeper’s side to protect him from all dangers.  
 
    “My destroyers. Always on the job. I think I’m safe here. You may stand down,” said the Rainbow Creeper. The destroyer endermen relaxed slightly but remained alert.  
 
    “Rainbow Creeper, to what do we owe this pleasure?” asked the Ender King.  
 
    “I bring some news that should be of interest to you. I understand there was a massive earthquake and tsunami recently. I have learned that this was due to a victory of Entity 303’s triangle. He cracked the bedrock open in this dimension and Baby Zeke’s dimension. All seven of the Colorful Steves are now free.” 
 
    A wave of dread passed through the room.  
 
    I shook my head. “Yeah, we figured as much. I confronted the Blue Steve earlier. And, as you know, we were just in Baby Zeke’s dimension.”  
 
    The Creeper nodded his head. “Indeed, that was good thinking on your part. The Yellow Steve and the Orange Steve are loose in Baby Zeke’s dimension. I plan to visit Baby Zeke to give him information about their current whereabouts.”  
 
    “Does that mean you know where the colorful Steve’s are in our dimension?” asked Tina.  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper nodded. “Yes, five of the Colorful Steves are in this dimension: blue, green, red, violet, and indigo. Presently, they are separate and apart. They are looking for something. I don’t know what it is. But they are exploring all of the cave systems, strongholds, and ocean monuments. It must be something important.”  
 
    “What about Lamashtu? Is she free?” I asked.  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper shook his head. “No, the cracks in the bedrock are not large enough for her to escape. And, something very interesting happened because of the tsunami. The shifting of so much water across the surface of the Overworld in this dimension has tilted the world off its axis. As a consequence, Entity 303’s triangle is now targeted at the wrong part of the Overworld. He can’t make the crack any larger.” 
 
    Yeah, boy!  
 
    “Does that mean Claire and her family are no longer fighting Entity 303?” asked Emma. “Have they won?”  
 
    “At the moment, they are not fighting, but they have not won the battle,” said the Rainbow Creeper. “They are in a stasis. But, it’s my assumption that once the water drains back to where it came from, the Overworld will return to its original axis and Entity 303’s triangle will be able to begin pulling apart the bedrock yet again.”  
 
    “So you’re saying that until we feel another earthquake, the crack in the bedrock won’t get any larger. Right?” asked Emma.  
 
    “Precisely,” said the Rainbow Creeper. “But I would suspect Lamashtu is going to try to continue chipping away at the crack regardless. Although bedrock is very strong, once it is cracked, a being as powerful as Lamashtu certainly can begin to chip away at it.”  
 
    “How long do we have until she’s free?” asked the Ender King.  
 
    “I have no idea,” said the Rainbow Creeper. “I would think it would take her many days if not weeks to chip away at the crack ... assuming there are no new earthquakes.”  
 
    “We have to find the Colorful Steves and discover whatever it is they are looking for. It’s obviously important to their plan,” I said.  
 
    “I agree with you, Jimmy,” said the Ender King. “The fact that the Colorful Steves have not begun rampaging across the surface of the Overworld implies that they need that thing to increase their power or perhaps to free Lamashtu. It must be a very important.”  
 
    “Any idea what they are looking for, RC?” I asked. Derek squinted at me because I used the Rainbow Creeper’s initials. He didn’t like the informality.  
 
    “Unfortunately, I do not know. Much information about Lamashtu and her servants remains shrouded in mystery. I would suggest you find the Colorful Steves and follow them. It’s probably the only way you’re going to find what they’re looking for.”  
 
    “If we are going to pursue these Steves, is there any way you can give me some more of your skin to make some rainbow-colored ropes? I gave some to Baby Zeke and I don’t think I have enough to restrain five colorful Steves,” I said.  
 
    “How dare you ask for the Creepers skin!” bellowed Derek. Hendrick and Coolbeanio began to move toward me with menace.  
 
    “Stand down, men,” said the Rainbow Creeper. “Jimmy is right. It is the only way. As painful as it is to have my skin shaved off, in this instance, it must be done.”  
 
    Derek bowed his head in front of the Creeper. “In that case, my Lord, do I have permission to shave off your skin?” 
 
    “You have it.”  
 
    Derek removed a strange sharp object from his inventory. It looked unlike anything I’d ever seen. It had stout handles on both ends of the blade so that he could grab one side with each hand and move the blade vertically across the Creeper’s skin. Derek approached the Creeper and began to shave skin from the Creeper’s sides. I saw the Creeper grimace as his skin was shaved off. The Creeper did not bleed, but his skin was gray underneath the rainbow exterior.  
 
    “Will your rainbow color return to where he is shaving?” I asked.  
 
    “Yes, in time,” said the Rainbow Creeper through gritted teeth.  
 
    Derek continued shaving more skin until he had enough for several dozen rainbow-colored ropes. About twenty percent of the Creeper’s body was now gray and scabbed.  
 
    Derek put away the shaving implement and then picked up the pile of creeper skin. He referentially carried it over to me and set it on the table in front of me. “You may make your ropes with this.” 
 
    The Creeper smiled. “I must spend some time in recovery. Then, I will speak with Baby Zeke about the Yellow and Orange Steves in his dimension.” And with that, the Rainbow Creeper disappeared. 
 
    I put my hand on my forehead and rubbed it. “We just can’t get a break. Now the Steves are looking for some sort of … I don't’ know … super weapon from before they were imprisoned or something. Probably something unknown to Minecraft science.”  
 
    “Perhaps,” said Emma, “but whatever it is still has to obey the laws of Minecraft physics. If it doesn’t, it won’t work here.”  
 
    At that moment there was a shimmering and Aqua Berserker reappeared. He was smiling and holding up a thick, dusty leather-bound book. “I found it! I had to go to a university library and … well … steal this book. They were not going to let me check it out because it was too valuable. I felt bad about stealing, but since we have to save Minecraft, I felt it was worth committing a crime.”  
 
    Ivan, the ender scientist, who had been sitting silently observing everything rushed over and grabbed the book. He opened it and his face lit up. Not literally. I mean, there wasn’t a light inside the book or anything. But he just looked really happy. “I think this will solve the mystery. I’ll get to translating the book right away.”  
 
    “Can I help?” asked Emma. “I love learning new languages.”  
 
    “Sure. We can each take different parts of the book.”  
 
    “Count me in too,” said Trey. “The faster we translate the book, the faster we may learn important information about Lamashtu. Maybe even a way to defeat her!”  
 
    “The more the merrier,” said the ender scientist. “Follow me to my study.” The ender scientist, Emma, and Trey left the room.  
 
    I looked at the Ender King and Derek. “I guess we need to go find the Colorful Steves, right?”  
 
    The Ender King nodded solemnly. “Yes. We need to have all our resources dedicated to pursuing the Steves. I’m going to activate my entire Ender Army as well as call on all the players and villagers who helped the search for Entity 303’s missing piece. Let’s distribute some of those rainbow-colored ropes the Creeper just gave you. We need to capture those Steves. They won’t easily reveal what they’re searching for. We may have to … employee methods of information extraction that are frowned upon by polite society.”  
 
    “What’s going on? What happened while I was away?” asked Aqua Berserker.  
 
    “I’ll explain in a minute,” I said. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 58 – The Map 
 
      
 
      
 
    While I explained to Aqua Berserker what happened while he was away looking for the cuneiform dictionary, the Ender King summoned his cartographer. “Bring me the most current and most detailed map you have of the Overworld.” The cartographer teleported away and within a minute he was back with a giant map rolled up under his arm. He put the map on the table in the war room and spread it out.  
 
    “Excellent,” said the Ender King. “Does it show all the known structures and ocean monuments and cave systems?”  
 
    The cartographer nodded. “It certainly does, Your Highness. It was last updated two days ago.”  
 
    The Ender King nodded curtly, pleased with his cartographer’s efficiency. “Excellent. I doubt any new structures or caves have been created in the last two days.”  
 
    Aqua Berserker and I approached the map. “What’s the big idea?” I said.  
 
    The Ender King looked at me like I was a twit. “We are going to divide the Overworld’s structures, monuments, and cave systems amongst ourselves so that we can search them in an organized manner and locate the Steves. And, if we are fortunate, locate what they’re looking for before they do.”  
 
    “How will we know what it looks like?” I asked.  
 
    “I’m sure we will know it when we see it,” said the Ender King. “It’s probably something unlike anything that has been seen in recent memory.”  
 
    “I suppose that is possible,” I said. “What do I get to explore?”  
 
    The Ender King surveilled the map and then pointed to a cave system located a short distance from Zombie Bane. “Isn’t this near the house that Brayden kid lives in?”  
 
    “Yes, it is, but ….” Brayden! That’s when I remembered. He and Naruto were probably washed away by the tsunami! “Oh my gosh, I hope he is all right.”  
 
    “Why don’t you and Aqua Berserker explore the cave system? You can stop by your friend’s house to make sure he is still … well … alive.”  
 
    I nodded my head. “Agreed. What about all these other locations?” I asked, pointing at random structures and cave systems.  
 
    “I shall assign my soldiers and any of the players and villagers who are still alive and willing to volunteer. My soldiers can teleport them to various locations.”  
 
    “Make sure you send ninjas to the above-ground structures,” suggested Aqua Berserker. “Their stealth should help them surprise the Steves.”  
 
    “That’s exactly what I intended to do,” said the Ender King.  
 
    “Okay, King, we’re off. If we find anything, we will let you know as soon as we can.”  
 
    “Hold on a moment, Jimmy,” said Derek the destroyer enderman. “I’m sending Coolbeanio with you. You might need some extra firepower.”  
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Haven’t you seen me change into a flaming wither before? Keep Coolbeanio here with you.”  
 
    Derek shook his head. “I think you overestimate your powers. He’s going with you.”  
 
    I shrugged. “Whatever. At least he can teleport Aqua Berserker. I’ll teleport myself.”  
 
    “That’s fine with me,” said Coolbeanio, reaching for Aqua Berserker’s shoulder. We teleported several times before reaching Brayden house in under a minute.  
 
    When we appeared, I immediately shouted for Brayden and his little brother. “Brayden! Naruto!” There was no response. I yelled again. No response. Aqua Berserker and Coolbeanio also yelled. No response.  
 
    I shook my head. “They must have drowned in the tsunami,” I said, holding back tears.  
 
    Aqua Berserker looked sad. “If only I could’ve helped him. They were not very proficient surfers, so they probably weren’t very strong swimmers either.”  
 
    Just then, the door to the house opened and an older woman came out. “Who are you three? And an enderman?!? Why are you weirdoes calling for my sons?”  
 
    “Um, my name is Jimmy. I’m one of Brayden’s friends from school. I was looking for him to make sure he survived the tsunami.”  
 
    The woman clutched her robe tightly to her chest. “Tsunami? They didn’t say anything about a tsunami when they got home. They were all wet though. They said they had been surfing.”  
 
    A wave of relief passed over me. They were alive. “Yes, it was a massive tsunami. Most of the town has been destroyed.” 
 
    “That’s horrible,” said the woman. 
 
    “Anyway, do you know where they are right now? We were calling for them and got no response.”  
 
    The woman nodded. “They went into the woods to gather honey. Although in retrospect, with the town destroyed, it seems pointless to gather honey. That tsunami is going to be bad for business.”  
 
    Spoken like a true villager.  
 
    “Thanks, ma’am. I have been to the honey harvesting area before. We will try to find them out there.”  
 
    “Suit yourselves,” she said as she went back into the house, a worried look on her face as she contemplated all of her lost profits.  
 
    I led the way teleporting to the honey gathering area. We quickly found Brayden and Naruto near their hives. Naruto was placing campfires under the hives to calm the bees. Brayden was building some sort of contraption using redstone.  
 
    “Brayden! Naruto! You guys are both alive,” I said.  
 
    Brayden smiled. “Yeah, that tsunami was crazy. If it hadn’t been for an ender soldier rescuing us, I’m not sure we would’ve survived.”  
 
    “If you had just let me do my Naruto swim technique, we would’ve been fine,” said Brayden’s little brother.  
 
    Brayden shook his head. “Shut up. Anyway, we were clinging to our surfboards. At least we were floating on the water. That made it easy for the ender soldier to spot us.”  
 
    “I almost died. I was trying to save my dad and I was down to one heart before I revived,” I said.  
 
    “Whoa, that’s insane,” said Brayden. 
 
    “Sorry to interrupt, but what is that redstone contraption you are building?” asked Aqua Berserker.  
 
    “I’m trying to build an automatic honey harvester. It is my own design, but I haven’t gotten it to work yet.” 
 
    “Cool,” said Aqua Berserker. 
 
    “We don’t have time to worry about honey harvesting right now,” I said before I summarized our brief trip to Baby Zeke’s dimension, the appearance of the Rainbow Creeper, and the plan to track down the Steves.  
 
    “I’m coming with you,” said Brayden.  
 
    “Me too!” said Naruto.  
 
    “No you’re not,” said Brayden. “This is big kid stuff.”  
 
    “You’re lame. I’m going to tell mom,” said Naruto as he ran away from us, his arms raised high behind him.  
 
    “Are you sure you want to come explore the cave system with us?” asked Coolbeanio. “Shouldn’t you ask your parents first?”  
 
    “Naruto is going to tell them anyway. Besides, they don’t care. They let us do what we want. My dad once told me that if something doesn’t kill you, it makes you stronger. My mom says she wants us to be ‘free range’ children, whatever that means.”  
 
    “Okay, time is wasting. Let’s go. The cave should be about a five minute walk from here,” I said. “But, we probably should teleport there to save time.” 
 
    “Oh, that cave?” said Brayden, with a tone in his voice indicating he knew exactly which cave we were talking about. “I’ve been in the top couple levels of that cave. I’ve never seen anything of interest, but then again I’ve never gone through all of the passages. It seems like it’s probably pretty deep.”  
 
    “Well, we are going to look over every block of that place. Do you have food in your inventory? Weapons?” I asked.  
 
    “I sure do. Let’s go.”  
 
    Our squad teleported to the entrance to the cave. When we arrived, I began to remove a torch from my inventory, when suddenly Winston the wandering trader appeared in front of me.  
 
    “Eeeek!  You again?” I said. “Where did you come from?”  
 
    “I’m everywhere and nowhere,” said Winston. “I have a message for you.”  
 
    “Why am I not surprised?”  
 
    “Makai asks you to meet him again at the Creeper Cave Tavern. He has some additional information you may find interesting.”  
 
    “The tavern survived the tsunami?” I asked. 
 
    “Apparently so,” said Winston. 
 
    “But I’m just about to go into this cave to look for something very important. Can’t it wait?”  
 
    “I suppose anything and everything can wait, but should it? You make your own decision, but I know for certain that this information Makai wants to give you comes from … The Null.”  
 
    Everyone in my group was shocked. So was I. I looked at them and said, “The last time I met with Makai, he gave me some very valuable information. I don’t want to abandon you, but this could be extremely helpful. You guys okay going forward on your own?”  
 
    “Of course, we are,” said Aqua Berserker.  
 
    “No problem,” said Brayden.  
 
    “You know I can handle it,” said Coolbeanio, slightly flexing his muscles.  
 
    “Okay, then. In that case, I’ll go meet Makai. I’ll be back as soon as I can, unless the information is of such importance that I need to go straight to the Ender King.”  
 
    “Sounds good,” said Brayden. “See you later.”  
 
      
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 58 – The Meeting 
 
      
 
      
 
    I quickly teleported back to Zombie Bane. Miraculously, the Creeper Cave Tavern was one of the few buildings that appeared to be unharmed. Now that I looked at it, it seemed to be built on somewhat higher ground than the rest of the town, either on a natural hill or on a high foundation. Whatever the reason, it served the tavern well during the tsunami.  
 
    I walked up to the door, which was unguarded. I wondered if the bodyguard who was supposed to be on duty was killed by the tsunami or maybe the tavern keeper just didn’t care anymore, given that most of the normal customers had likely perished in the tsunami. I punched the door and walked inside.  
 
    I noticed the same bartender was working behind the counter as during my prior visit. I nodded my head to him. He looked depressed as he nodded back.  
 
    I walked up to him and said, “Makai sent for me. Have you seen him?”  
 
    “He was at his table a minute ago. He must be around here somewhere,” said the bartender with a sigh.  
 
    I motioned over my shoulder with my thumb at the door. “What happened to the bodyguard? Did the tsunami get him?”  
 
    “I assume so. He didn’t show up for work today.”  
 
    I shook my head. “Hard to believe that most of the town has been destroyed.” I looked around the room and saw only four customers, each sitting at a table by himself. “Looks like you got a little bit of business though.”  
 
    The bartender shrugged. “Don’t know how long it’s gonna last. If this is the crowd I get every day, I won’t be able to stay in business for long.”  
 
    I was about to say something in response when I saw Makai enter the room from a side door and then sit down at his table. Makai was wearing the same black robe, purple sash with daggers, and skull and crossbones hat he had been wearing the last time I met with him. This was not a surprise though, since most villagers, NPCs, and mobs dress the same every single day for their entire lives. 
 
    I walked over to Makai’s table and sat down next to him. “Winston said you wanted to see me again?”  
 
    Makai nodded. “I assume you’re aware that the earthquake released the colorful Steves from the bedrock prison?”  
 
    “Yes, I am.”  
 
    “Did you have any information about their whereabouts?” asked Makai.  
 
    I wasn’t sure if I should tell him. I still didn’t quite trust this guy. Especially after he told me he was basically a mercenary and a pirate. I proceeded with caution. “My understanding is that they are searching the Overworld for  … hurrr … something. My guess is they need to find it before they move forward with their plan to destroy everything.”  
 
    Makai nodded, a severe expression on his face. “That’s what my master told me. He’s not entirely sure what it is the Steves seek, but he knows it is some sort of object of power. If they find it, there may be nothing we can do to stand against them.”  
 
    I leaned forward. “What are you talking about?”  
 
    “My master did not give me any details, but he did give me this to give to you.” Makai reached his hand into his inventory and pulled out an old book. I recognized the cover and the writing. It was one of the ancient Surfer Villager diaries, like the one that Claire and I had randomly picked up when we had been summoned to visit the Null a few weeks ago.  
 
    “Why does the Null want me to have this?”  
 
    “All he told me was that if you read it, there is information in there about the object that the Steves are looking for. I don’t know anything about it. I can’t read this language, but I’m told that someone you know can.”  
 
    I smiled and nodded. “Yes, the Ender King’s scientist and Emma deciphered this language a while ago. I’m sure they can get through this book in a fairly brief amount of time.”  
 
    Makai nodded, his tired flat eyes regarded me as he handed me the book. “In that case, you have no time to lose. You had best get to work on the translation as soon as possible.” Then, without another word, he stood up and left the tavern.  
 
    I held the book out in front of me. Another surfer villager once existed. Even though I already knew this, being reminded of it aroused feelings of wonder, concern, and fear. As I held the ancient book in my hands, I wondered how much control I actually had over my own life. I was a Chosen One, but did that mean I was also a Controlled One? And if I were controlled, who was pulling my strings? 
 
    I shook these thoughts from my head and put the book into my inventory. Then, I stood up and ran to the front door. I could see the bartender trying to say something to me out of the corner of my eye, but I ignored him. When I burst out the front door, I acquired the vibration from the Ender King’s palace and teleported there. 
 
    When I arrived at the palace, I rushed into the King’s war room. I pulled the book from my inventory and said, “Summon the ender scientist, Emma, and Trey. I’ve got another book they need to translate.”  
 
    The Ender King looked at me in shock. “What are you talking about? Why aren’t you exploring the cave?”  
 
    I quickly explained everything to the Ender King. He nodded his head seriously and summoned everyone. Within seconds, the ender scientist, Emma, and Trey teleported into the room. I told them about the book and where I’d gotten it.  
 
    “We shall translate it as soon as we can,” said Ivan the scientist. “We’re making much progress on the book in cuneiform. It doesn’t entirely make sense yet, but it’s starting to come together. Not pleasant reading…. We should have a full translation within the next day.”  
 
    I nodded my head.  
 
    “Yes, there is some interesting information in that book,” said Emma. “In fact, even at the incomplete state of our translation, there is something fairly important you should know.”  
 
    “Great, tell me now before I go back to the cave,” I said.  
 
    Emma was just opening her mouth to tell me her “interesting information,” when I suddenly felt myself become possessed by the Noble Dark One. Everyone in the King’s war room stared at me in horror as my body transmogrified into the hideous form of a dark one.  
 
    My new body opened its mouth and screamed in anger and then rushed out of the war room, running toward the cave system where my friends were exploring.  
 
    I could tell that the Noble Dark One was concerned about something. Worry was not the right emotion. It was more of a concern that he was going to miss an opportunity. He ran at an amazing speed, almost as fast as I could teleport. We arrived at the entrance to the cave system in less than a minute.  
 
    He rushed into the cave system, not lighting a torch, but able to see in the darkness with some sort of special vision he had, like a cat or a nighttime hostile mob. He rushed through the maze of the cave as though he knew exactly where he was going.  
 
    And he did.  
 
    Within a minute after entering the cave, we burst into a large chamber. And, lo, I beheld a great red beast, and his name was Steve.  Red Steve! 
 
    The Noble Dark One quickly surveyed the room. Brayden was lying on the ground, unconscious and bleeding from a wound to his head. Coolbeanio had been injured but continued to fight against Red Steve. Aqua Berserker was fighting as well, but not with Red Steve. He was locked in mortal combat with … a dark one.  
 
    The Noble Dark One rushed toward Red Steve before he could react. The Noble Dark One punched Steve in the head five times with his massive, gnarled, black fists, knocking him unconscious. Then he picked up a large rock and set it on top of Red Steve’s unconscious form, making sure he could not escape. I saw Coolbeanio teleport to Red Steve’s unconscious form and tie his wrists with rainbow-colored rope.  
 
    Then the Noble Dark One rushed toward the dark one, one of his former subjects who had betrayed him and joined Lamashtu’s forces.  
 
    “Herald, you traitor!” bellowed the Noble Dark One. For some inexplicable reason, I was perfectly able to understand his language even though it was not one I spoke.  
 
    The dark one named Herald kneeled before his former lord in a submissive position. “My King. Forgive me. Lamashtu forced us to join her Army.”  
 
    “I should kill you for your treachery,” sneered the Noble Dark One.  
 
    Herald, still kneeling, leaned forward and bared the back of his neck to the Noble Dark One. “Then chop my head off now and kill me. I deserve the punishment.”  
 
    The Noble Dark One removed a gigantic orange sword from his inventory and put his hand on the back of his former subject’s neck. He began to squeeze it with his hand as though he were going to break the neck with his brute strength. He raised the sword in the air to perform the killing blow … but then, he lowered the sword and released his grip upon his former subject.  
 
    “Will you vow to serve only me from this moment forward?” inquired the Noble Dark One.  
 
    “Yes, Your Highness. I shall never betray you again,” said the dark one.  
 
    “In that case, arise, and be forgiven.”  
 
    And then, as suddenly as I had been possessed, the Noble Dark One returned me to my form and relinquished control of my body. He and the other dark one vanished.  
 
    I sat on the floor of the cavern, extremely fatigued from my possession, but happy that we captured one of the Steves. I stood up and hobbled over to Red Steve who was just regaining consciousness. 
 
    When he came to, he pulled at the rainbow-colored rope binding his wrists, but he remained bound. I leaned down and stared in his face. I hoped that I had really bad breath so that it would stink when I talked. “What are all you Steves looking for?”  
 
    Red Steve laughed. “I’ll never tell you. You can’t have it.”  
 
    “So it’s a thing then? You’ve already told me so much,” I said, bluffing.  
 
    There was a delicious moment of confusion on Red Steve’s face and then his features hardened. “You have no idea what you’re talking about. You wouldn’t know it if you saw it. You wouldn’t know what to do with it if you had it.” 
 
    “So, it is a functional object then?” said Aqua Berserker. “Something we can manipulate?” 
 
    “Arrgh!” grunted Red Steve, realizing he was revealing too much information.  
 
    I stood up and continued to glare at Red Steve. “Perhaps you are correct that we would not know what to do with it. But, we have some … hurrr … let’s just call it ‘insider information’ that’s going to help us figure it all out. And then you’ll be sorry for not cooperating.”  
 
    I could tell from the confused look on Red Steve’s face that he wasn’t sure if I were telling the truth or not. But I knew he would never cooperate with me … not willingly. Whatever it was he was looking for was too important, too … dangerous for him to let me know what it was.  
 
    Maybe the Ender King would have to use those alternative methods of information gathering he mentioned earlier.  
 
    I heard a groan coming from Brayden. He was regaining consciousness. “Aqua Berserker, do you have any healing potions you can give Brayden?” He nodded and trotted to Brayden’s side and handed him a healing potion. Brayden sipped the potion slowly and began to recover, the wound on his head healing before my very eyes.  
 
    “Thanks, Jimmy. I thought I was a goner.”  
 
    “I’m sure you would have been if it weren’t for the Noble Dark One. In fact, I’m certain all of you would be dead.” I looked at Coolbeanio. “You think you can teleport Red Steve to the Ender King’s Palace?”  
 
    Coolbeanio smiled. “No problem. With him tied up like that, it will be a piece of cake.”  
 
    “In that case, let’s get going. I’m sure the Ender King has many questions for our guest. And, I can find out what Emma wanted to tell me.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 58 – Captive 
 
      
 
      
 
    When we materialized in the Ender King’s war room, I saw Emma pacing back and forth, a worried expression on her face. Our bodies blocked the torch light in the war room and Emma, noticing our shadows, looked in our direction. She saw me and rushed to me and gave me a strong hug. “Jimmy, I thought maybe you were … hurrr … finally dead.” 
 
    “Finally?” I said. 
 
    Emma turned red with embarrassment. “No, not like that. Not like, whew, finally he is dead. I meant, maybe this was the time your luck would run out.”  
 
    I hugged her back and laughed. “You should know by now that no one can kill Jimmy Slade. And even when they do kill me, I just get resurrected.”  
 
    She pushed away from me and slapped me on the arm. “When you got possessed by the Noble Dark One ... it was so scary and unexpected.”  
 
    “Yes,” said Princess Tina. “We were so worried!” 
 
    “You’re telling me. Even so, this time it was pretty awesome, not gonna lie. Look,” I said, pointing at our captive.  
 
    The Ender King was already standing next to Red Steve grabbing his shoulder and shaking him. “What are you and the other Steves looking for? Tell me now … or face a more severe interrogation.”  
 
    “I’ll never tell you,” yelled Red Steve as he pulled on his rainbow-colored shackles to no avail.  
 
    “Ender King, we may not have to interrogate him. At least not for all the information,” said Emma.  
 
    “What do you mean?” asked the King.  
 
    Red Steve looked at Emma with a hint of fear in his eyes. He raised his eyebrows. “Yes, little girl, what do you mean?”  
 
    “Jimmy, this was what I was trying to tell you before you were possessed by the Noble Dark One. Even though we haven’t finished deciphering that book in cuneiform, we did stumble upon one very fascinating item referenced multiple times in the book.”  
 
    I could see the look in Red Steve’s eyes become increasingly fearful.  
 
    “What is it?” I asked.  
 
    “There’s some sort of altar referenced in the book. It is constructed from obsidian and gold. It is called the altar of destiny in the book.”  
 
    “No! It can’t be! How?” said Red Steve.  
 
    “Easy. Emma is smart and works very hard,” said Tina. 
 
    “Nice job, Steve, attempting to pretend Emma’s discovery was meaningless,” said Derek the destroyer enderman sarcastically. He, along with Hendrick, was now standing on either side of Red Steve.  
 
    Emma continued. “It’s a strange object. Based on the small amount of text we have deciphered, it seems like Lamashtu and her forces use it in conjunction with spreading death and destruction. I haven’t yet been able to figure out exactly how they use it.”  
 
    “And you think that’s what the Steves have been looking for, right?” I asked Emma while I looked directly in Red Steve’s eyes. I knew the answer was “yes” by his expression.  
 
    Emma nodded her head. “It seems reasonable to assume. I mean, something that powerful would be an object that an evil demon like Lamashtu would want. And, if all the Steves are her servants,  it stands to reason they would be searching for it.”  
 
    “Excellent. We will need to rock over to Baby Zeke’s dimension and let them know what to look for.”  
 
    Red Steve looked at me with concern. “Why would Baby Zeke’s dimension have anything to do with this?”  
 
    I smirked. “You can’t fool me. We know that Yellow and Orange Steve are on the loose in Zeke’s dimension. Obviously, they are looking for the same thing you are.”  
 
    Red Steve glared at me with angry, fearful eyes. “You have no idea what you’re getting yourself into. Give up this foolish quest to defeat Lamashtu now and she willingly will make you one of her servants so you can enjoy the fruits of her power.”  
 
    I chuckled and shook my head. “Like I told Green Steve the other day, Lamashtu already invited me to be one of her crew. I refused because I don’t like to serve evil despotic tyrants,” I said before spitting on the floor. 
 
    “You will clean that up before you leave, Jimmy Slade,” said the Ender King. 
 
    “No worries, King.”  
 
    Red Steve shook his head. “You’ll regret your decision to forego Lamashtu’s power.”  
 
    “I doubt it very much,” I said. “Look where it has gotten you.”  
 
    The Ender King chuckled and then looked Red Steve in the eyes. “It seems like you’ve revealed all that we need to know … for now. You’ll be spared the … extraordinary interrogation I had planned, unless something further is needed.” Then the King looked at the destroyer endermen. “Take him to a holding cell. Make sure the rainbow-colored ropes are secure around his wrists and place him under 24-hour guard. I am certain we will need him for something later.”  
 
    After Red Steve was escorted from the room by Hendrick and Coolbeanio, I turned to the Ender King. “We need to let everyone searching for the Steves know about the altar of destiny. They should all be given a description of it.” I turned to Emma. “Any information in that book about how big this thing is?”  
 
    “The only thing I saw was a rudimentary illustration. If it was drawn to scale, the altar of destiny would be a cube approximately the size of a crafting table.”  
 
    “Okay. That’s not very big. It could be hiding just about anywhere,” I said.  
 
    Emma nodded her head. “Unfortunately, you are correct.”  
 
    I looked over at Brayden who was sitting in a chair in the corner of the room. Although he had recovered outwardly from his injuries, he looked very tired. I walked over to him. “Brayden, you nearly died today. Why don’t you go home and rest? You’re no good to us in your current state.”  
 
    “I’m sure I can manage,” said Brayden bravely.  
 
    “I order you to go home,” said the Ender King. “You need at least one day to recover. If you’re feeling better tomorrow, feel free to come back.”  
 
    Brayden sighed and nodded his head. He put up a good show of not wanting to leave, but I knew deep down he wanted nothing more than to take a nap. “Can someone teleport me home?” he asked.  
 
    “I’ll do it,” said Princess Tina, who walked over to Brayden, tapped him on the shoulder, and teleported away. Within a couple minutes, Princess Tina had returned. 
 
    “We need to start searching for the altar of destiny now,” I said, slamming my fist into my open hand.  
 
    The Ender King nodded his head and grunted. “Indeed. Even though it is starting to get late in the afternoon and we have already been through a lot today, I am sure the Steves will be searching all night long. We will have to do the same.”  
 
    “If you don’t mind, King,” said Emma, “I’m going to get back to translating the cuneiform book and the book that Makai gave to Jimmy. If you find the altar of destiny, we will need to know more about how it functions.”  
 
    “And how to destroy it,” I said.  
 
    “Not so fast, Jimmy,” said Aqua Berserker. “Something as powerful as the altar of destiny might be useful against Lamashtu herself. Maybe it’s a weapon that anyone can use, as long as they know how.”  
 
    I nodded my head. “Good point. We do need to learn more about it before we decide to destroy it, I suppose.”  
 
    The Ender King slapped the table with one of his skinny black hands. “It’s settled then. Let’s fill our inventories with weapons and food and then have a quick meal in my dining hall. After that, we will spread the news of the altar of destiny and begin our own search.” 
 
      
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 58 – Nighttime Mission 
 
      
 
      
 
    After we finished eating and packing our weapons and supplies, we were in the Ender King’s throne room getting ready to depart when suddenly the nether portal in the corner of the room activated, and out stepped the Piglin King. 
 
    “King Maiale, what are you doing here?” asked a very surprised Ender King.  
 
    “I have come to report that my people have just made a sighting of multiple Steves in the Nether. We’ve been watching them searching for something for the last few minutes. I thought I should let you know immediately.” 
 
    “Steves plural? How many?” asked Princess Tina. 
 
    “There were four of them. I think it was the Blue Steve, the Green Steve, the Violet Steve, and the Indigo Steve.”  
 
    “What about the Red, Yellow and Orange Steves?” I asked, just to double check his memory. Truth be told, I still did not trust the piglins. As a newly-created mob, I was not sure exactly what they were up to.  
 
    King Maiale thought for a moment, rubbing one of his tusks, and then said, “No. I don’t remember seeing any of the brighter-colored Steves.” 
 
    “Ender King, you know what this means?” I said. “They are probably searching for the altar of destiny down there. Maybe they know it’s in the Nether.” 
 
    The Ender King rubbed his chin. “You could very well be correct, Jimmy. We should begin our search there. And, if nothing else, we can try to capture the four Steves while we are there.”  
 
    “I think it might be difficult without the help of the Noble Dark One,” said Aqua Berserker. “Red Steve all by himself was pretty dominant.”  
 
    “We’ll just have to face that reality should it manifest itself,” said the Ender King, sounding a bit like a mystical oracle.  
 
    The Piglin King, who had been listening to our conversation with a slightly confused look, said, “What are you all talking about? What is this altar of destiny thing?”  
 
    I explained. “We found a book written in an ancient language when we were in Baby Zeke’s dimension. It makes reference to Lamashtu and some sort of object called the ‘altar of destiny’. We don’t know too much about it, but we do know that it is made out of obsidian and gold and is about the size of a crafting table. It appears that Lamashtu has used it as a weapon in the past.”  
 
    The Piglin King nodded his head. “So, you think the Steves are looking for that? You think they want to acquire it in order to help Lamashtu destroy Minecraft once she escapes.”  
 
    “Precisely,” I said.  
 
    “It seems that our path is chosen for us once again,” said the Ender King. I had no idea what he meant by “once again,” but it sounded good when you intoned it with a deep, royal voice.  
 
    “I suppose so,” I said. I looked at Aqua Berserker. “Are you going to come with us?”  
 
    He grinned and said, “I wouldn’t miss it for the world.” 
 
    “If you are all ready, you can follow me to the Nether,” said Maiale, the Piglin King.  
 
    As we were lining up to enter the Nether Portal, I heard a familiar voice behind me, “You weren’t going to leave without me, were you?”  
 
    “Biff! Yay!” said Princess Tina. 
 
    I turned around. “Biff? Where have you been?”  
 
    Biff looked sad. “I was getting my parents’ affairs in order. The tsunami. It … hurrr … well, they’re no longer with us.”  
 
    I shook my head sadly as I walked over to Biff and gave him a sensitive, thoughtful bro hug before backing away. “I’m sorry, Biff. With all the excitement today, I hadn’t thought to check on you or your family. How are you holding up?”  
 
    He sighed and a silent tear rolled down his cheek. “Not very well. But if I can do something to help capture the Steves and destroy Lamashtu, it will make me feel better. It will make me feel like somehow I’ve avenged the deaths of my parents.”  
 
    I patted Biff on the back and said, “That sounds like a good idea. And after all this over, you can come live in my house if you want. I’m sure my parents wouldn’t mind. I mean, they’ve already adopted one orphan, right?”  
 
    Even though I said this in a joking manner, referring to my own adoption, I guess it was too soon. Another tear rolled silently down Biff’s face. He nodded his head but didn’t say anything.  
 
    “Biff,” said the Ender King. “Do you have weapons and food packed? We have no idea how long we might be gone.”  
 
    Biff straightened his back, standing at attention like a soldier. “Yes, I do. I was going after the Steves one way or another tonight, I’m just glad I get to do it with you all.”  
 
    “Then it is settled.” The Ender King turned toward King Maiale. “Lead the way, please.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 58 – Into the Nether 
 
      
 
      
 
    It took us more than a minute to walk through the nether portal because our crew was so large. The Piglin King led the way. Next to enter were the three destroyer endermen – Derek, Coolbeanio, and Hendrick – followed by the Ender King and Princess Tina. Finally, Biff, Aqua Berserker and I went through.  
 
    When we exited the nether portal, we were in the Piglin King’s throne room. Most of the furniture had been carved out of netherrack and inlaid with gold. There were a few pieces made from iron and diamonds as well. Golden sconces lined the walls holding torches. A golden throne loomed at one end of the room. 
 
    “You piglins sure like gold, don’t you?” I said.  
 
    The Piglin King’s head snapped around to look at me. “What’s wrong with gold? I seem to recall that villagers have an unhealthy attraction to emeralds.”  
 
    Touché.  
 
    “Just making a comment, man. Not trying to insult your entire species or anything.”  
 
    The Piglin King relaxed slightly. I looked around the room some more and noticed that there were several piglin soldiers standing around, holding golden swords and carrying crossbows strapped across their backs. The Piglin King approached one of them and said, “General Boarshead, what’s the latest status about the Steves?”  
 
    General Boarshead saluted and then grunted and oinked before saying, “As you commanded, we have been tracking them. Messengers have been returning every five to ten minutes with sitreps.” 
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    I leaned over to Aqua Berserker and whispered, “What’s a sitrep?” 
 
    “A situation report,” he whispered back. I nodded my head. 
 
    General Boarshead continued. “It seems as if the Steves are headed deep into the northern quadrant of the Nether. They are continuing to search as they go, so it is unclear whether they actually know the location of anything in the quadrant, or if this directional movement is simply a part of their search pattern.”  
 
    King Maiale nodded his head. “The Ender King and his friends have told me what they believe the Steves are searching for. It is known as the ‘altar of destiny’ and it is a very powerful ancient weapon. If the Steves acquire it before we do, the consequences could be … dire.”  
 
    General Boarshead’s face became very serious. He nodded his head and stroked one of his tusks while he thought about his king’s words. “In that case we need to find it before they do. I assume that’s the plan?”  
 
    “Yes it is,” said the Piglin King.  
 
    At that moment, the doors to the throne room burst open and an out-of-breath piglin soldier rushed in.  
 
    “Sire, another messenger has arrived,” said General Boarshead.  
 
    The messenger was bent over with his hands on his knees. It took him a few seconds to regain his breath sufficiently in order to report the information that he had brought to us. “Your Majesty, the Steves are continuing on their northward trajectory. But, something frightening has happened.” The piglin messenger paused and shivered before continuing. “The Steves have been joined by two dark ones.”  
 
    I kicked the ground and cursed. “Netherrack.”  
 
    The Piglin King looked at me like I was an idiot. “What else would we make the floor with?”  
 
    I slapped my forehead. “No, no. Villagers use ‘netherrack’ as a curse word. I was expressing my displeasure and anguish at hearing this news. Get it?”  
 
    The Piglin King squinted his eyes at me. “So, now you’re insulting my building materials too?”  
 
    I shook my head. “Never mind. We have more important things to deal with.”  
 
    “Yes, we do,” said the Ender King. “If there are two dark ones with the Steves, this will be even more of a treacherous mission that I had first imagined.”   
 
    “We can handle it, Your Highness,” said Derek confidently.  
 
    “You bet we can,” added Aqua Berserker.  
 
    I appreciated everyone’s confidence – well, actually, Biff looked a little scared – but having been face-to-face with a single Steve and a dark one, even when I had been transformed into the body of the Noble Dark One, I knew that we faced an uphill battle.  
 
    “Four Steves and two dark ones are steep odds,” I said. “Our best likelihood of success would be to locate the altar of destiny before they do, return it to the Overworld, and then come back here and try to defeat the Steves with a larger force.”  
 
    The Ender King and the Piglin King nodded their heads in unison. “That’s a good plan, Jimmy,” said the Ender King. “When did you get so strategic?” 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “Lucky guess.”  
 
    The Piglin King laughed. “I agree it is a good plan, but why not bring in the large force now?”  
 
    “I would disagree with that,” said the Ender King. “We must have the element of surprise. With a small force, the worst case scenario is the Steves and dark ones see us and we can get out of there quickly and live to fight another day,” said the Ender King. 
 
    Actually, I think a painful, permanent death at the hands of the Steves and dark ones is the worst case scenario, bro.  
 
    The Piglin King looked at the messenger. “Thank you for the information, Garrett. Why don’t you get something to eat and rest for a few hours before you return to the surveillance team? If everything goes well, you may not even have to go back.”  
 
    Garrett saluted the Piglin King and then turned on his heel and walked out of the throne room.  
 
    “So? Should we get going?” I asked, tapping my foot on the ground with nervous anticipation.  
 
    The Piglin King nodded his head. “Follow me.”  
 
    We followed King Maiale out of his throne room and down several passageways until we came to a door. We walked inside the room and saw approximately twenty nether portals.  
 
    “Cool!” said Biff. “It reminds me of the DOTS.” 
 
    “DOTS? What’s that?” asked the Piglin King. 
 
    “Dretsky Overworld Transportation System,” said Biff. “It was a form of quick travel built by … hurrr … well, someone who turned out to be evil. So, it was demolished.” 
 
    “I see,” said the Piglin King. “Anyway, as you have realized, these nether portals offer transit to all the various areas of the Nether. I suggest that we use Portal 11, which will place us right on the edge of the northern quadrant. That way, there will be plenty of space between us and the enemy when we arrive. We can then march double-time to catch up with them and still maintain the element of surprise.”  
 
    The Ender King nodded his head with approval. “Good plan.”  
 
    “He sounds just like you, Daddy,” said Tina.  
 
    The Piglin King laughed and then grew serious. “I wish I had a child. I’ve never found the right piglin lady to settle down with.”  
 
    “Come on, King. You’re kidding me right? I thought you’d have all kinds of piglin ladies lining up to marry you and become queen of the piglins,” I said.  
 
    “Stay in your lane, kid,” said the Piglin King, grunting and oinking bitterly as he spoke to me.  
 
    Touched a nerve, didn’t I?  
 
    “Never mind,” I said.  
 
    “Anyway,” continued King Maiale, pointing, “we need to go through Portal 11 over there.” He looked at General Boarshead, who had accompanied us to the nether portal. “General, would you like to lead the way?”  
 
    The general stood proudly and puffed out his chest. “The honor is mine.” And with that, he stepped into the nether portal and we all followed. 
 
      
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 58 – The Northern Quadrant 
 
      
 
      
 
    After we had all transited to the new location, General Boarshead pointed in one direction and said, “Based on all of our reconnaissance, that’s where the Steves are heading.” 
 
    “Let’s do it!” I said.  
 
    Derek the destroyer enderman gave me a sidelong glance. I could tell my humor was wearing thin on him.  
 
    “Indeed, let us proceed,” said the Ender King. “Everyone have your weapons ready. We don’t know what we may face … or when.”  
 
    “Hey, I probably shouldn’t be the only one caring the rainbow-colored ropes,” I said. “Here.” I reached into my inventory and pulled out all the ropes I had and divided them amongst the members of the group. 
 
    “Do you think these will restrain the dark ones as well?” asked Biff.  
 
    I pondered his question for a moment. “I don’t know. The dark ones are very different from anything known to Minecraft. When they are killed, their bodies do not disappear in puffs of smoke. So, it is unclear whether the Rainbow Creeper’s dried skin would be effective to restrain them.”  
 
    “I guess we’ll just have to find out, should the time come,” said Aqua Berserker.  
 
    “Let’s go,” said the Piglin King.  
 
    We made our way through the Nether for a time and eventually entered a red netherwart forest. I recalled the last time we found ourselves in a netherwart forest and were attacked by pillager snipers from the tops of trees.  
 
    “Be alert, everyone,” I said. “There could be snipers in the trees.”  
 
    Everyone began adding the treetops to their constant scanning of the surrounding area. Fortunately, we made it through that netherwart forest without incident and returned to the more familiar nether biome.  
 
    As we continued along a netherrack path surrounded by lava, we heard sobbing from up ahead. The Piglin King put his hand up and said in a low voice, “Be on your guard. That sobbing noise could be coming from anything or … anyone.”  
 
    I grabbed my sword more tightly. We proceeded. The sobbing became louder and more distinct. It was coming from something just beyond a netherrack outcropping just a few blocks away.  
 
    “I will teleport beyond the sobbing with Coolbeanio and Hendrick,” said Derek. “Then, the rest of you can rush from the other side. Whatever it is, we will have the element of surprise.”  
 
    We put Derek’s plan into motion and rushed forward. We turned the corner and saw the three destroyer endermen standing at ease and staring sadly. There was a single zombie pigman leaning against a rock, his golden sword dropped to the ground. He had his face in his hands, sobbing.  
 
    General Boarshead cautiously approached the zombie pigman. He put his hand on his shoulder and the zombie pigmen looked up slowly. His eyes were bright red from having been crying for a long time. “What is wrong, my cousin? Why have you been crying?”  
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    It was only then that I noticed all the drop piles surrounding him. There had been a massacre.  
 
    “It was four strange Steves. They came through this area and instead of just leaving us alone, they attacked us for no reason. I only escaped because they were so intent on killing the others that they didn’t notice me hiding in that crack over there.” He pointed behind him.  
 
    “That’s terrible. Attacking passive mobs for no reason. Why would they do such a thing?” asked General Boarshead.  
 
    The zombie pigman shook his head and wiped some putrid, undead snot from his nose. “I don’t know. After they finished killing my friends, they laughed and said something about how they were going to kill thousands of zombie pigmen once they got their hands on the weapon.” The zombie pigman looked around at all of us and then back at General Boarshead. “I’ve never heard of such a weapon that can kill thousands. Do you think there is such a thing?”  
 
    General Boarshead glanced over his shoulder at me and then at the Piglin King. He turned back to the zombie pigman and said, “I sure hope not.”  
 
    King Maiale walked up to the zombie pigman said, “Is there anything we can do to help you right now, my cousin?”  
 
    The zombie pigman shook his head. “I’m just going to sit here and cry until I can’t cry anymore. Then, I’ll go home to my village and break the news to everyone about the deaths of their loved ones.”  
 
    Dang. Harsh.  
 
    We left the zombie pigman alone with his sorrow and continued on our way to find the evil Steves. 
 
      
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 58 – Ten Minutes Later 
 
      
 
      
 
    We continued towards the last known position of the Steves. The next ten minutes were generally uneventful, though Biff almost stepped into a pool of lava because he was staring at a languid ghast floating in the distance. Fortunately, Aqua Berserker reached out quickly and saved him from burning his foot off. Naturally, Biff was appreciative. “Thanks. That would’ve taken a while to grow back.”  
 
    As we continued onward, we passed in front of a nether fortress, and a young blaze suddenly shot out of the entrance to the fortress and spit fireballs at us. We all easily deflected them with our swords and were about to respond by killing the blaze, when the blaze backed away and said, “I’m sorry. I thought you were … something else.”  
 
    I looked at the blaze and noticed that there were multiple blaze rods lying on the ground, drop piles from another massacre, I was sure.  
 
    “What are you afraid of?” asked General Boarshead.  
 
    “The strange creatures. They have pitch black skin and horns and claws. They killed every blaze in this nether fortress, except for me. I had just spawned as the massacre was occurring.”  
 
    I shook my head. “Those stupid dark ones. I bet the Steves set them on the blazes like dogs.”  
 
    “Dark ones?” said the blaze, his voice trembling with fear. “Are they some sort of new hostile mob?”  
 
    “I wish,” I said. “The less you know about the dark ones the better. Just steer clear of them. Obviously, you … hurrr ... know what they’re capable of.”  
 
    The blaze blinked his eyes and then spun his head around once and saw the drop piles. He looked at them with a profound sadness and grief in his eyes. 
 
    “Did you happen to see any players in the vicinity of the dark ones?” asked General Boarshead.  
 
    “I thought I saw a player, but it was entirely indigo colored. I have never seen a player with skin and clothes that were the exact same color.”  
 
    “Just one player?” asked Tina.  
 
    “Yes, little girl,” replied the blaze.  
 
    Tina let out a staccato laugh. “I’m not a little girl. I’m an ender princess.”  
 
    The blaze looked embarrassed. His face turning more red than yellow. “Oh, I apologize. We don’t get many princesses in this part of the nether.”  
 
    “Did you happen to see which direction the indigo-colored player went?” asked General Boarshead. 
 
    The blaze nodded its head and said, “He went up that path. The same direction you are going.”  
 
    “What about the dark ones? Where did they go?” asked Aqua Berserker.  
 
    The blaze shook his head. “It was like they just … vanished into thin air.”  
 
    “Typical dark one behavior,” I said. “Coming and going as they please. The next time I see one of them….” 
 
    “What?” asked Derek. 
 
    “Well, I am going to crush,” I said, not exactly sure how I would accomplish such domination.  
 
    “I hope you do, Kid. I hope you do,” said Derek.  
 
    “Thank you for the information, young blaze,” said the Piglin King. “Your information has been quite helpful.”  
 
    I looked at the blaze rods on the ground. “Um, say, would you mind if I … hurrr ... collect those blaze rods? They could be very useful.”  
 
    The blaze looked at me like I was some sort of cannibal or mass murderer. “Absolutely not! It’s all I have left of my friends.”  
 
    Tina teleported to my side and smacked me on the shoulder. “How could you?”  
 
    “What? We can use them in a brewing stand.”  
 
    “Go away, please,” said the blaze. “I’d like to be alone with the remains of my friends.”  
 
    I rolled my eyes but began walking away. Everyone followed me, leaving the blaze to his grief and leaving the blaze rods to waste away on the ground. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 58 – Onward 
 
      
 
      
 
    We continued on the path toward the boundary of the northern quadrant. As we moved closer to the boundary, the available area in which the Steves and their pet dark ones could be located was steadily shrinking.   
 
    As we were entering a blue netherwart forest, suddenly there was a grunting and oinking sound and six piglin beasts appeared across a meadow. I pointed at them and shouted, “Piglin beasts! Watch out!”  
 
    The Piglin King and General Boarshead looked at me and squinted their eyes angrily. “We don’t call them piglin beasts anymore,” said King Maiale. “That name is insulting to my people.”  
 
    I shrugged. “So, what should I call them?”  
 
    “We call them hoglins,” said General Boarshead.  
 
    Seemed like a distinction without a difference to me.  
 
    I pointed at the hoglins and said, “Look, a pack of hoglins! Let’s get ‘em!”  
 
    General Boarshead held his hand out to stop me from running towards the hoglins. “The killing of the hoglin is something which we piglins enjoy. It is … for lack of a better explanation … part of our religion. King Maiale and I shall take care of it.”  
 
    “What if you get hurt?” shouted Biff.  
 
    “It is unlikely we should be hurt,” said King Maiale. “However, if we are hurt, it is just part of the hunting process.” 
 
    What if you get hurt to death?  
 
    I shrugged. “Suit yourselves.”  
 
    King Maiale and General Boarshead began to slowly approached the six hoglins. The three destroyer endermen took positions in front of the Ender King and Princess Tina in order to protect them. Biff, Aqua Berserker, and I stood in a group a few blocks removed from the endermen. 
 
    We watched as each of the piglins removed a stick from their inventories. Each held the stick in his left hand and sword in his right hand. Each began to tap the stick on the ground. The king and the general began to separate and walked further and further apart from each other. This confused the hoglins who are not the brightest of animal mobs. Two of the hoglins focused on the king while the remaining four focused on the general.  
 
    “My King, it appears that I have an excess of the bounty,” said General Boarshead.  
 
    “Indeed, you do,” said the King. “Truly you are favored on this day.”  
 
    Are you kidding me with this ritualistic nonsense?  
 
    “Just kill them already! We gotta get moving,” I shouted. The two piglins ignored me.  
 
    Suddenly the two hoglins who were focused on the King charged at him. The King stood still, as if a statue. The hoglins oinked and grunted while shaking their tusks at him, angry that he could walk on two legs while they had been relegated to four.  
 
    The King remained motionless as the hoglins charged closer and closer. I thought for a moment the King was going to let the hoglins collide with him, but with only a moment to spare, he suddenly dropped the stick he had been holding in his left hand, reached into his inventory, and pulled out a second golden sword. He leapt into the air, did a flip, and while he was upside-down in mid-air he sliced with both swords at just the right moment, chopping the heads off the hoglins.  
 
    “That was amazing!” said Aqua Berserker. “I need to learn that technique.”  
 
    “Yeah, King Maiale seems pretty dominant,” said Biff.  
 
    “A wonderful kill, Your Highness,” said General Boarshead. “It will be difficult to match it.”  
 
    The King, packing the raw hoglin meat from his kills into his inventory, nodded his head. “And, you have four to deal with. Good luck.”  
 
    At that moment, the four hoglins rushed toward General Boarshead. They formed a solid line; a rumbling wall of hog stink and tusks. I had no idea how the general could possibly kill all four of them at once. Maybe he would kill two initially and then hope the other two came back. But, secretly, I was hoping he could kill all four at once. That would be a sight to behold!  
 
    Employing a technique similar to that of King Maiale, the general stood still until the hoglins were quite close. Then, he suddenly dropped the stick and sword he was holding and reached into his inventory with both hands and pulled out a loaded crossbow in each hand. He shot them at the two hoglins on the outside of the charging group, hitting them in the center of their foreheads and killing them instantly. Then the general rolled to the side picked up his golden sword and just as the other two hoglins arrived at his position he stepped slightly to the side so that he was standing even with their heads. With one swift move, he shoved the golden sword through their heads, skewering them. They died instantly and dropped piles of hoglin meat.  
 
    “Epic!” shouted Tina. “I’ve never seen anything like that.”  
 
    “Indeed, General Boarshead, your kill was magnificent. One for the ages,” said the Ender King.  
 
    King Maiale applauded and approached General Boarshead. “I’ve only seen one or two kills finer than that. I will have my royal songwriter immortalize this moment with a song.”  
 
    General Boarshead bowed honorably to his King. “Thank you, Your Highness, but it is unnecessary. Your praise is all that matters to me.”  
 
    What a suck up!  
 
    “Nonsense, General. This deserves to be remembered for all eternity.”  
 
    “As you wish,” said the general. He bent down and picked up the hoglin meat drops and put them into his inventory.  
 
    “I got to admit, guys, that was pretty awesome. I hope you can try those moves on the dark ones,” I said. “But let’s get going. Time’s wasting.”  
 
    The king and the general scowled at me, but they both knew that I was right that time was wasting. We did not have any more time to celebrate their kills.  
 
    “Indeed, we shall proceed,” said King Maiale. “Follow me. We are nearing the edges of the northern quadrant.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 58 – Ambush 
 
      
 
      
 
    A few minutes later, we came to a rather narrow bridge across a lava lake. We could have backtracked and got around on solid ground, but that would have added at least a half an hour to our journey.  
 
    “I don’t like this bridge. It leaves us very exposed,” said Aqua Berserker.  
 
    The Ender King nodded his head and rubbed his chin. “Agreed. There are enough of us endermen so we could teleport everyone. Looks like we could make it across the bridge in two jumps.”  
 
    “That’s a great idea, King,” said Biff.  
 
    “I agree,” said the Piglin King. “It will be exciting to be teleported.”  
 
    The endermen distributed themselves amongst us. I didn’t bother to teleport since there was an expert at hand. Each enderman picked a non-ender partner and we teleported to the middle of the bridge. We stood there for a moment while the enders gathered their bearings and then we teleported to the end of the bridge.  
 
    “That was extraordinary,” said the Piglin King.  
 
    “Indeed, it was,” said General Boarshead. “I’ve never done anything like that.”  
 
    “Yeah, it’s like fully rad and all that stuff, but let’s get going,” I said impatiently.  
 
    Before the Ender King or the Piglin King could scold me for being such an annoying ingrate, a group of vexes suddenly materialized and descended upon our group. They raised their swords and their faces turned red as they moved in for the attack. 
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    “Ambush!” yelled Derek. “Protect the King and the Princess,” he said to Coolbeanio and Hendrick, who quickly teleported to defensive positions around the royal family.  
 
    I reached into my inventory and removed a crossbow. I immediately shot at the nearest vex, hitting it in the head and killing it. But still there were nearly a dozen vexes remaining. I didn’t have time to reload my crossbow so I pulled out my diamond shield and diamond sword. A vex came directly at me, and I slashed at it. I wounded it, but it was able to fly away before coming back for another pass. This time, I chopped off its head.  
 
    The rest of the group was generally having the same luck as I was. A few critical hits and then some multiple shots or slashes before finally achieving a kills. Biff lost three hearts when a vex managed to sneak up behind him and cut deeply into his left arm. He screamed in pain causing Aqua Berserker to come to his aid, killing the vex that was about to attack Biff a second time.  
 
    The Piglin King and his general were quite dominant, which was no surprise after watching them kill the hoglins.  
 
    Within a couple of minutes, all of the vexes were dead. I looked at the Ender King. “Isn’t it true that an evoker can only summon three vexes at a time? If that’s true, there must be several evokers nearby.”  
 
    The King nodded. “I believe that’s correct. We must be careful.”  
 
    We continued on, taking a more defensive formation, with Aqua Berserker taking point and Hendrick bringing up the rear. The rest of us grouped in the middle with enough space in between us so that a single attacker couldn’t take out too many of us at once.  
 
    We proceeded through a shallow valley in the Nether, the only path forward. Suddenly, on top of the hills on either side of the valley, a handful of pillagers appeared and rained crossbow arrows down upon us. Coolbeanio was hit in the shoulder and fell to the ground screaming in pain. Aqua Berserker took an arrow in the leg and collapsed to the ground with a grunt. Fortunately, the rest of the arrows missed.  
 
    “I’m not going to take this anymore,” I said, transforming into my blaze form and rushing up toward the shocked pillagers on the near side of the valley. They lowered their crossbows and shot them at me, one of them hit home in my blaze stomach, but I was too enraged to feel the pain. I shot multiple fireballs at the pillagers, immediately killing two of them and wounding one by the time I reached the top of the hill.  
 
    I then transformed back into my villager form, the arrow still sticking out of my stomach. I walked up to the wounded pillager who was writhing in pain on the ground due to the fireball burns on his body. I kneeled down on his chest and grabbed his shirt, holding my sword next to his neck. “Who put you up to this? Why are you in the Nether?”  
 
    The pillager laughed at me. “I’ll never tell you.”  
 
    “It was the Steves, wasn’t it?”  
 
    The surprised look of recognition and uncertainty on the pillager’s face told me all I needed to know. I was right; it had been the Steves. They must know we were coming after them.  
 
    “I don’t need to talk to you anymore,” I growled as I stabbed the pillager in the chest, killing him.  
 
    I looked across the valley and saw that Derek and Hendrick had made short work of the other pillagers. I teleported back down to the bottom of the valley, much to the shock and amazement of the two piglins. “It was the Steves who arranged the ambush. They must know we are here.”  
 
    Before anyone could say anything, four evokers appeared in front of us and four vindicators holding iron axes appeared behind us. The vindicators immediately rushed us. Aqua Berserker, who had just finished drinking a healing potion, was back in business. He pulled a sword and rushed toward the vindicators. He was joined by Biff and Coolbeanio, who had also recovered from their injuries. 
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    The rest of us focused on the evokers. Evoker fangs suddenly appeared at our feet. We all sustained minor damage but then jumped forward, away from the fangs and toward the evokers.  
 
    General Boarshead pulled two crossbows from his inventory, as he had with the hoglins, and shot both at the same time, killing one of the evokers instantly and injuring another.  
 
    The Ender King teleported in between the two uninjured evokers and grabbed them by their necks and smashed their heads together, rendering them unconscious.  
 
    “Yay, Daddy!” shouted Tina.  
 
    Derek teleported to the King’s side and grabbed both of the unconscious evokers and held them in head locks.  
 
    The Piglin King approached the evoker who had been injured by General Boarshead and held a golden sword to his throat. “Are you working for the Steves?”  
 
    “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” said the evoker.  
 
    General Boarshead kicked the evoker in the ribs. I heard the nauseating sound of bones breaking. “Are you working for the Steves?” shouted the general.  
 
    The evoker, wincing in pain and realizing the piglins were not above torturing him, nodded his head. “Yes. They sent us to slow you down.”  
 
    I laughed. “You’re doing a very good job. Except, it is a good job of dying.”  
 
    The evoker laughed and then winced in pain as his broken ribs dug into his lungs. “It doesn’t matter. Once they have the altar of destiny, we shall be resurrected as servants of Lamashtu. We shall drink your souls!”   
 
    That was too much for the Piglin King who stabbed the evoker in the chest with his golden sword, killing him. The evokers vanquished, I turned around to see what was happening with the vindicators and saw that the battle was over and our side was victorious.  
 
    “What should I do with these guys?” asked Derek, holding the two unconscious evokers.  
 
    The Ender King looked around and noticed a lava lake a short distance away. “Throw them in the lava.”  
 
    Dang. That was hard.  
 
    Derek teleported the short distance to the edge of the lava lake and tossed the two unconscious evokers into the lava. When they hit the lava, they momentarily regained consciousness and screamed before passing out and sinking into the lava. Derek watched as their bodies burned briefly before disappearing into puffs of smoke.  
 
    “I guess we’ve lost the element of surprise,” said Tina.  
 
    “I’m afraid so, my dear,” said the Ender King.  
 
    “Maybe we never even had it,” said General Boarshead. “The Steves probably spotted our reconnaissance teams a while back. They stationed these pillagers and evokers here, assuming someone eventually would come looking for them.”  
 
    I nodded my head. “You’re probably right, General Pigface … hurrr … I mean Boarshead. And that means we must find the Steves as quickly as possible.”  
 
    There was suddenly a deep laughter echoing through the valley in which we found ourselves. As we all swiveled our heads around searching to locate from where the laughter was coming, Violet Steve stepped out from behind a rock about twenty blocks away. “You don’t need to find us. We have found you.” 
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    Day 58 – The Steves 
 
      
 
      
 
    I shook my fist at Violet Steve. “You can’t stop us! Surrender now!”  
 
    Violet Steve laughed. “What an annoying little boy you are.”  
 
    I noticed that the Ender King and the Piglin King exchanged a glance with each other. Wait. Did they think I was annoying?  
 
    “Where are the rest of your colorful buddies? Or, do you think you can defeat all of us by yourself?” I said.  
 
    Biff, who was standing next to me, leaned over and whispered, “Do you think you should be taunting him like that?”  
 
    “Yes,” I said.  
 
    “If you are referring to Green Steve, Blue Steve, and Indigo Steve, they are nearby. But I don’t think I’ll need their help to defeat the likes of this motley crew.”  
 
    “How dare you say that about the Piglin King?!?” bellowed General Boarshead.  
 
    “He is especially motley among you,” sneered Violet Steve. “He smells of pig and isn’t very handsome.”  
 
    The Piglin King gripped his golden sword so tightly that his knuckles turned white. “I challenge you to a duel,” he shouted.  
 
    Violet Steve laughed. “You think I actually have any honor in me? You think I would submit to a duel? You’re as dumb as you are ugly.” 
 
    “Well, I never,” said King Maiale, nearly speechless because of the vile insult from Violet Steve.  
 
    General Boarshead had heard enough. He quickly reached into his inventory, pulled out his two crossbows, and shot them at Violet Steve, who was taken by surprise and was only able to avoid one of the arrows. The arrow which struck home hit him in the left thigh. He yelled with pain but then pulled the arrow out of his thigh and threw it on the ground. “That’s never going to happen again,” he growled.  
 
    “We can take you in warm, or we can take you in cold,” said Aqua Berserker. “Your choice.” 
 
    Violet Steve looked scornfully at Aqua Berserker. “I was once a pathetic player like yourself. But then I found true power. It doesn’t reside in Minecraft. It resides in the worship of Lamashtu.”  
 
    “Lamashtu is an ugly, stinky, pathetic hag who isn’t entitled to worship from an endermite!” I said.  
 
    It was probably not the best choice of words. This thought was confirmed when I suddenly heard a deep, raspy, guttural breathing coming from behind me. I sighed and hung my head. When I raised my head, I saw Biff was staring directly behind us. His eyes were as wide as block of diamond ore. His face was as white as a sheet, the blood having been driven away by fear. “There’s a dark one standing behind me, isn’t there?” I said.  
 
    Biff shook his head. “No. There are two of them.”  
 
    I swung around and saw the two dark ones staring at me, hate in their vertical irises. But I was confident. I knew the Noble Dark One would possess my body shortly and defeat the two dark ones who stared at me as drool dripped from their teeth.  
 
    “Don’t worry about it, Biff,” I said. “The NDO is going to be here in a moment.”  
 
    “Kill them all!” ordered Violet Steve before he started running away.  
 
    The dark ones charged. One of them charged at me and Biff and Aqua Berserker. The other charged toward the endermen.  
 
    “King Maiale,” yelled the Ender King. “You and your general go after Violet Steve. We will handle these creatures.”  
 
    “Are you sure that’s a good idea?” said General Boarshead.  
 
    “Probably not, but it’s the best one I can come up with,” said the Ender King.  
 
    I watched as the Piglin King and his general nodded their agreement and then rushed after Violet Steve, who had run away past a large pile of netherrack.  
 
    Come on, Noble Dark One. Where are you? Possess me already, my guy! 
 
    As the first of the attacking dark ones approached Aqua Berserker, Biff, and me, I realized that I could not fight it on my own. I turned to Biff and Aqua Berserker. “Guys, we need a plan. I’m going to transform. When I engage with the dark one, shoot it with as many arrows as you can. Slice it with your sword. Throw TNT at it. I don’t care. Do whatever you need to. I’ll be fine.” The two of them nodded their understanding. They backed away and I transformed into a … parrot.  
 
    Biff looked at me flapping my wings. “Seriously? A pathetic little parrot?”  
 
    I squawked at him with anger and I flew directly towards the dark one. The dark one stared at me in surprise. He probably had never seen a parrot before. When Lamashtu and her dark ones were imprisoned, parrots had not been created in the world of Minecraft. The curiosity of my parrot form slowed down the attacking dark one for a moment.  
 
    That brief hesitation was the opening I needed.  
 
    I flapped my wings as hard as I could and flew directly into the dark one’s face and pecked at his eye. Before he could slap me away with his claw hand, I transformed into a puffer fish and puffed my spikes into his face, stabbing his eyeballs as well.  
 
    “Yeah, Jimmy,” shouted Biff. “Sick inflation!” 
 
    Dork.  
 
    Biff and Aqua Berserker rushed forward and started slicing at the temporarily blinded dark one. They sliced into his legs and shot arrows into his stomach. But then, the dark one reached up and swatted my puffer fish body away. It really hurt.  
 
    I landed on the ground and rolled for a bit before I was finally able to de-puff and return to my villager form. I breathed heavily, trying to recover my strength. But then, I saw the dark one swat at Biff and Aqua Berserker, knocking them to the ground.  
 
    I wanted to rest longer, but I needed to get back in the fight. I transformed myself into a ravager and ran as fast as I could on my four blocky legs. Biff and Aqua Berserker dove out of my way, and then I accelerated to top speed before crashing into the dark one, knocking him backwards and pushing him into the lava.  
 
    I transformed back into my villager self and pumped my fist in the air. “Got one!” I yelled as I got high-fives from Biff and Aqua Berserker. 
 
    “Let’s go help the others,” said Biff.  
 
    And, we were about to do exactly that when suddenly the dark one climbed out of the lava. Half of his skin was burned off, but he still lived.  
 
    “No way!” shouted Aqua Berserker. “This reminds me of a movie I saw when I was a kid.”  
 
    “What’s a movie?” asked Biff.  
 
    “Never mind,” said Aqua Berserker.  
 
    “Guys, I’m going to transform into a wither,” I said. “I’ll shoot explosive skulls at the dark one. You guys sneak up behind him when he’s distracted and put as much TNT as you can behind him. If he is close enough to the explosion, there is no way he will survive it.” They nodded at me and then I transformed myself into a wither.   
 
    I floated up into the air and started shooting explosive skulls at the badly burnt dark one. He pulled out an orange sword from his inventory and started slicing at my wither tail. He missed every time except once, when his strange serrated sword sliced into my tail, causing a massive surge of pain throughout my body.  
 
    Thankfully, Biff and Aqua Berserker by now had stacked ten blocks of TNT behind the distracted dark one. I flew over his head toward the TNT pile so that he would turn around and run toward it. His eyes were on me until he was only a block away from the TNT. Then he noticed what it was and a look of fear crossed his burned face.  
 
    Biff and Aqua Berserker shot flaming arrows into the TNT at that moment. The ensuing explosion vaporized the dark one. I drifted down to the ground and resumed my villager form. 
 
    “That was sick!” I shouted. “Maybe we stand a chance if Lamashtu gets loose after all.” 
 
    “I’m sure we will find out later if you are correct,” said Aqua Berserker. “But for now, we should help the endermen.” 
 
    I looked over to where the endermen were fighting the other dark one and saw that their situation was dire. The three of us had been so focused on killing our own dark one that we hadn’t noticed what had been happening behind us. All three destroyer endermen were lying on the ground. Coolbeanio and Hendrick were unconscious but with no visible injuries. Derek was writhing in pain, his left leg forming a bizarre and impossible angle.  
 
    The Ender King, who was standing protectively in front of his daughter, held a sword out at the dark one. “Don’t come any closer!” 
 
    The dark one chuckled its deep, demonic laugh and with the speed of a lightning bolt, reached out and slapped the Ender King on the side of his head. The King flew about eight blocks in the air and landed with a thud. He was unconscious. Tina was cowering against a large outcropping of netherrack. I hoped she would teleport away, but she was frozen with fear. I could see her shaking.  
 
    “Guys!” I yelled. “I’m going to teleport over there and help Tina. You sneak up behind the dark one and attack it after I rescue Tina,” I said. Biff and Aqua Berserker nodded their heads and readied their weapons. But just as I was about to teleport, the dark one swiped a claw at Princess Tina. “No!” I yelled in terror as I realized I was too late.  
 
    That’s when Derek mustered the strength to teleport in front of Tina. He stood there on his one good leg as the dark one’s sharp claws penetrated his chest. He screamed in pain. I teleported over as quickly as I could, grabbed Tina, and teleported away.  
 
    Derek was already beginning to flash red but just before he died, he drove a sword into the center of  the dark one’s throat. The point of the sword stuck out the back of the dark one’s neck. And then, Derek disappeared in a puff of smoke.  
 
    The dark one flailed at the sword in his throat. He screamed in pain, but because of his wound, it sounded more like gurgling. He turned around and looked confused when he saw us. Then he began to sway on his feet and fell down. Biff and Aqua Berserker leapt onto his back and stabbed him a few more times to make sure he is really dead.  
 
    I was holding Tina in my arms. She was shivering. Finally, when she realized the danger was over, she pushed out of my arms and rushed to her father. He was beginning to regain consciousness after the blow to the head. I left them alone. I went over to check on Coolbeanio and Hendrick. They were still unconscious. I looked over at Biff.  
 
    “Toss me a healing potion.”  
 
    He nodded and tossed me one bottle. I poured half of it into Hendrick’s mouth and the rest into Coolbeanio’s mouth. They both groaned and began to regain consciousness.  
 
    “Thank you, Jimmy,” muttered Hendrick.  
 
    Coolbeanio had propped himself up on his elbows and was looking at me. “Yeah, thanks.” Coolbeanio scanned the vicinity. As he did, he became increasingly concerned. “Where’s Derek?”  
 
    I shook my head. “There is no easy way to say this.  Hurrr … he’s dead. He sacrificed his life to save Princess Tina.”  
 
    Coolbeanio and Hendrick were shocked and stunned. They shook their heads slowly and silently. After a moment, Hendrick asked, “Where is his drop pile?”  
 
    I pointed over toward the outcropping of netherrack where he had perished. “Just behind the body of the dark one.”  
 
    Hendrick stood up and walked over to the drop pile. He sighed, shook his head, and then bent down and picked up the drop pile.  From where I was standing, it looked like he had picked up a book. 
 
    After Hendrick returned, I asked, “What did he drop?”  
 
    Hendrick held out a small book and said with a sigh, “It’s his diary. He said if he ever died that I should make sure his family gets it. He says he writes down everything he’s thinking about his wife and child when he’s not near them.” Hendrick tucked the diary into his inventory.  
 
    I felt tears coming to my eyes. But now was not the time to mourn. We had unfinished business. We had to get the Steves.  
 
    The Ender King hobbled over with Tina to where I was talking with the destroyer endermen. Biff and Aqua Berserker, who had dragged the dark one’s body into the lava so it would be destroyed once and for all, joined us.  
 
    “I mourn the death of Derek. But unfortunately, we must move on. Violet Steve and the piglins ran in that direction,” said the Ender King as he pointed. “We must go that way.”  
 
    “He may think the dark ones have killed us all,” said Aqua Berserker. “If that’s true, we should have the element of surprise.”  
 
    The Ender King nodded but then said, “Let’s assume the Steves know everything. Let’s assume they are watching us right now. That way, we can stay safe.”  
 
    I hoped he was right … about the safe part. 
 
      
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 58 – Pursuit 
 
      
 
      
 
    We rushed in the direction the Piglin King and General Boarshead had followed Violet Steve when he ran from the battle a few minutes earlier. There was only one main path, so we assumed they had stayed on it.  
 
    The path led toward a blue netherwart forest. As we entered the forest, the Ender King said, “Aqua Berserker, you are responsible for watching the treetops. We don’t want to be ambushed.”  
 
    “Yes sir,” said Aqua Berserker, removing a bow and arrow from his inventory.  
 
    We saw a few piglin footprints in the soft forest floor and assumed they had been made by our allies and not random piglins who had been roaming around. We followed the footsteps in a continual northerly direction.  
 
    After about two minutes of walking through the forest, we came to a drop pile. It contained a golden sword and crossbow. “This is a … hurrr … this is a piglin drop pile,” I said.  
 
    “Indeed it is,” said the Ender King, concern in his voice. “Let us hope it is not one of our allies.”  
 
    We continued on. We noticed fewer piglin footprints in the forest floor now, evidence that one of our companions had fallen victim to something. We followed the few footsteps as far as we could until we passed out of the forest and back onto hard netherrack which was too hard for footprints. With no tracks to follow, we followed what appeared to be the most logical path forward.  
 
    Over the next five minutes or so, we walked through a narrow netherrack valley and then across a high, narrow bridge over lava lakes. Finally, we came to a flat area surrounded on three sides by lava.  
 
    “Looks like a dead end,” said Biff.  
 
    The Ender King nodded his head. “Let’s go back about forty blocks. There was a passageway to the right. We can take that.”  
 
    “Not so fast!” said a now familiar voice.  
 
    I turned around and saw Violet Steve standing there, holding a diamond sword to the Piglin King’s neck.  
 
    “Let King Maiale go!” screamed Princess Tina.  
 
    Violet Steve smiled at her. “Okay. As you wish, Princess.” And then he drove the sword through the Piglin King’s neck, killing him.  
 
    “No!” screamed Tina as she collapsed to her knees in anguish.  
 
    “You’ll pay for this!” I shouted. 
 
    “Yeah!” added Aqua Berserker.  
 
    “On the contrary,” came a voice from the opposite side of us. “You will be the ones who will pay.”  
 
    We all turned around and saw Green Steve standing there laughing. And then Blue Steve and Indigo Steve also appeared. The four Steves had us surrounded, trapped like llamas in a corral.  
 
    I laughed as though I were unconcerned by our current situation. “Just the four of you? Not a problem.” I was really hoping the Noble Dark One was going to possess me now. That would make this a whole lot easier. As it was, I really wasn’t sure if we would be able to defeat the four Steves. And certainly, we couldn’t do it without loss of life.  
 
    Green Steve laughed right back at me. “Jimmy, you’re such a blowhard. You’re always talking about how dominant you are and all that. But you’re not.”  
 
    “I don’t talk about how dominant I am. Hurrr … well, not very often,” I said.  
 
    Everyone in my group looked at me with a sidelong glance as if to say, “You’re always talking that way.”  
 
    Green Steve laughed again. “You write about it in your diaries all the time.”  
 
    My face turned red. “How are you reading my diaries? I’ve been storing them away for future publication.”  
 
    Green Steve smiled. “I know where you hide them. I’ve been reading them for a while.”  
 
    I suddenly became extremely angry. I decided to do something stupid and with a low probability of success. I reached into my inventory and grabbed one of the rainbow colored-ropes, keeping it concealed in my robe. Then, I teleported right behind Green Steve, grabbed his wrists, and – somehow – managed to tie them together. 
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    Green Steve screamed with anger. “You stupid little child!”  
 
    I kicked the feet out from under Green Steve who landed hard on his butt. He grunted.  
 
    “Who’s the little child now? You probably want to suck your thumb to comfort yourself, but I’ve tied your wrists behind you. You’ll just have to choke on your own tears.” 
 
    Rough.  
 
    The other Steves suddenly became concerned, as one would expect. Violet Steve and Indigo Steve rushed together to form a wall between us and the escape route off the peninsula surrounded by lava. If we backed up, we would fall into the lava; if we went forward, we would have to fight the Steves.  
 
    It was then that I noticed Blue Steve, who was behind Violet Steve and Indigo Steve, was slowly backing away from the group. It was like he had something to hide.   
 
    “Let Green Steve go, now!” shouted Violet Steve. “Or we will kill you all!”  
 
    “Seems like we are in a standoff here,” said the Ender King calmly. “If you make a move to kill us, we will kill Green Steve before you can kill any of us.”  
 
    Smart.  
 
    At that moment a dark one suddenly appeared between us and the Steves. 
 
    Oh, no….  
 
    Violet Steve sneered at us. “Dark one. Kill them,” he said confidently, lowering his own sword.  
 
    The dark one, without a word bowed to Violet Steve, but instead of turning to attack us, he suddenly reached out and snatched Violet Steve and Indigo Steve by the waist. They were yelling at him to put them down, but then he said, “I am Herald. I no longer serve Lamashtu; I serve the Noble Dark One. Your capture is my task.”  
 
    I punched the air with my fist. I looked at the dark one and said, “Herald! Lower them to the ground so that I can bind their wrists with the rainbow-colored ropes.” Thankfully, Herald obeyed me. He lowered the two captive Steves and I tied their wrists.  
 
    Three down, one to go.  
 
    Blue Steve, who had been watching this whole exchange with a look of fear and shock on his face, continued backing away.  
 
    “Where you going, Blue Man?” I taunted him. 
 
    “You can’t have it! It’s ours!” he said. It was then that I noticed he was concealing something underneath a blue cloak. Something that appeared to have a cube-shaped form.  
 
    Could it be?  
 
    I quickly teleported to Blue Steve and hit the object with my hands. Blue Steve was so surprised that he dropped the object.  
 
    What I saw at my feet was one of the most beautiful things I have ever seen in my life. A solid shiny black cube with seemingly thousands of small gold lines running over all of its surface. It was a work of art in addition to being a deadly weapon.  
 
    “The altar of destiny,” I said breathlessly. The sight of the altar of destiny had a strange effect on me. I forgot where I was. I forgot why I was there. 
 
    Blue Steve took my distraction as his opportunity to kick me in the head, knocking me backwards and almost knocking me out. He picked up the altar of destiny and tucked it back under his robe. He then somehow tossed five lit TNT blocks in the direction of my companions. It all happened so fast that they could barely get out of the way before the TNT exploded. All were knocked to the ground, but no one died.   
 
    I sat up and shook my head, trying to recover my senses after Blue Steve kicked my head. I looked over at the dark one who was just standing there, doing nothing other than holding his captives.  
 
    “Herald. Will you stay here and guard the three captured Steves?”  
 
    Herald nodded his strange demon head.  
 
    “And don’t kill them. We might need them for more information about Lamashtu,” I said.  
 
    Herald looked disappointed. “I will not kill them unless the Noble Dark One instructs me to do so.”  
 
    I guess that was the best I could ask for. I looked and saw that Aqua Berserker and Biff were regaining consciousness after the explosion, but all the endermen were still out of it.  
 
    “Guys!” I shouted. “Blue Steve is running that way and he has the altar of destiny. Let’s go!”  
 
    Biff and Aqua Berserker ran after me, both of them drinking potions of healing. They finally caught up with me just as I was catching up with Blue Steve.  
 
    “I thought you guys were going to die back there,” I said, panting from the effort of running.  
 
    “Seems like we are almost about to die all the time,” said Aqua Berserker.  
 
    “Yeah,” said Biff.  
 
    Blue Steve was running along a cliff about ten blocks above a lava lake. One wrong move and it would be right into the lava for anyone. I had a terrible thought that Blue Steve might throw the altar of destiny into the lava. That he would destroy this one powerful weapon, possibly our only chance to destroy Lamashtu, if he felt cornered.  
 
    “Guys, I have a plan. I am going to teleport in front of Blue Steve and confront him. Meanwhile, you two run as fast as you can to get behind him. We might be able to capture him if all three of us surround him.” Biff and Aqua Berserker nodded their heads in agreement.  
 
    “Okay, on the count of three, I’m going to teleport in front of him. One. Two. Three.” I teleported about five blocks in front of Blue Steve.  
 
    He was shocked at my appearance. “It’s not fair that you can teleport,” whined Blue Steve. “Villagers are supposed to be stupid and useless.”  
 
    I thumped my chest with my fist. “That’s what you players seem to think. We villagers have our own lives and histories of which you are unaware.”  
 
    Blue Steve chuckled. “You’re so stupid. You think you can teleport in front of me and your two stupid friends can run up behind me and you can capture me, right?”  
 
    If he wanted to play it that way, I would. “Right.”  
 
    Blue Steve laughed. “You will never capture me. You’ll never get the altar of destiny.”  
 
    At that moment though, Aqua Berserker had stopped running and was about thirty blocks away from Blue Steve. Biff continued to run forward. Aqua Berserker took out his bow and arrow and quickly shot an arrow at Blue Steve. I saw it coming but tried to pretend I didn’t. I did not want to do anything that would alert Blue Steve to the incoming danger. The arrow found its home, in Blue Steve’s left shoulder blade.  
 
    The surprise and shock of the arrow penetrating his back made him stumble forward. He lost his grip on the altar of destiny and dropped it! I dove forward to pick it up, but Blue Steve punched me in the head with his right hand, and I rolled away from the altar of destiny. 
 
    “Oof.”  
 
    But just then, Biff ran up and slid on his chest along the ground and grabbed the altar in his hands. I saw a quick smile come to his face, but unfortunately, Biff continued to slide along the surprisingly slick surface until he was about to fall off the cliff into the lava! Aqua Berserker saw the danger, ran to the edge of the cliff, and dove forward to grab Biff’s feet as he was falling over the cliff.  
 
    Once I saw that Aqua Berserker had stopped Biff’s fall off the cliff, I turned my attention to Blue Steve. Blue Steve, however, was focused on the altar of destiny. This was my chance. I rushed over to Blue Steve and smacked him on the side of the head with the flat of my sword. He became woozy and stumbled. Then, I jumped on his back and wrapped his wrists with rainbow-colored rope, capturing him.  
 
    Just as I was about to say something awesome to taunt Blue Steve, I heard Aqua Berserker shout, “No! Biff!”   
 
    Blue Steve, although captured and defeated, laughed at the thought of my friends dying. I kicked his feet out from under him so he landed flat on his back. “Stay there!”  
 
    I rushed back, arriving at the edge of the cliff just as Aqua Berserker began to slide off the cliff. I dove to the ground and grabbed his feet to keep him from sliding off. 
 
    “What’s happening?” I shouted through teeth gritted with the effort of holding my friends.  
 
    “I’ve got Biff by his feet, but we keep sliding down toward the lava. I don’t know how we can save the altar of destiny.”  
 
    “I could teleport down there and grab it,” I said.  
 
    “But then Biff and I will fall into the lava,” said Aqua Berserker.  
 
    “What if I transform into the Ender Dragon and then I could fly under Biff and catch the two of you when you fall?”  
 
    “I don’t think that will work either,” said Aqua Berserker, grunting with effort to maintain his grip on Biff’s feet. “I don’t think there is enough room between the lava and Biff for an ender dragon to fit between his head and the lava. And, second of all, we might slip and fall before you could transmogrify and get down there.”  
 
    “Quite a conundrum you are in, isn’t it?” laughed Blue Steve. “I hope you all burn.”  
 
    Think, Jimmy. Think.  
 
    I yelled loudly so that Biff could hear me above the roar of the lava. “Biff, is there any way you can throw the altar up to the ground? You’ll be a lot lighter, and I can pull you up.”  
 
    “I don’t think so. It’s pretty heavy. And if I miss, the altar would be destroyed.”  
 
    He was right. This was a one-shot deal for everybody. I kept thinking. Is there a way I could use TNT? Could I use my fishing pole to hook the altar destiny? Maybe if I had a horse lead, that might be long enough? 
 
    As I was thinking about all these problems, Blue Steve had been sneaking up behind me, crawling on his butt towards me slowly and quietly. Before I noticed him, he kicked me on my feet. This surprise attack was so shocking that I actually let go of one of Aqua Berserker’s feet and he began to slide forward. His other foot pulling out of my grasp. “No!”  
 
    I heard Blue Steve laughing hysterically behind me. “No one gets the altar of destiny if we don’t get it.”  
 
    I looked over the edge as I saw Biff falling into the lava but before he did, he tossed the altar of destiny into the air. Aqua Berserker was following right behind him, but he let go of Biff’s feet and grabbed the altar of destiny as Biff sank into the lava. 
 
    I wanted to teleport down and save Biff, but then I would lose my grasp on Aqua Berserker and the altar of destiny would be lost forever. I had to honor Biff’s sacrifice by saving the altar. I tried to pull Aqua Berserker up, but my precarious position combined with the weight of the altar of destiny made it impossible. 
 
    Aqua Berserker looked over his shoulder at me. “It’s okay,” he said. “I am happy to make this sacrifice.” Then, he tossed the altar to me. I had two horrible choices: drop my new friend and save the altar or hold onto my new friend and lose the altar. Since Aqua Berserker had chosen to toss it to me, I honored his choice, dropped his feet, and grabbed the altar. I then tossed it behind me, jumped up, and kicked Blue Steve in the head, knocking him out.  
 
    Then I turned back around and looked down. Biff was completely submerged under the lava, lost forever. Aqua Berserker was still alive, screaming in pain from the heat of the lava and slowly sinking to his death. 
 
    At that moment, all of the endermen appeared in the room.  
 
    “Guard the altar!” I said before I teleported down into the lava. As the heat of the lava began to rapidly deplete my health bar, I grabbed Aqua Berserker’s arm, but he ripped it from me. 
 
    “Jimmy, I’m done for. Save yourself. Save Minecraft,” and with that, Aqua Berserker flashed red and disappeared.  
 
    I screamed with a primal rage as I teleported back up to the cliff top, my feet on fire. I looked back at the lava, wishing there was something else I could have done. I screamed again, so loudly this time that I thought I would tear a hole in my throat. 
 
    But, I had to save the altar, right?  
 
    I hung my head for a moment and then took a deep breath before turning around and glaring at Blue Steve. I pulled out my sword and rushed toward him, my animalistic rage taking over. I didn’t care that we were supposed to capture the Steves alive, I was going to kill this one. But, just before I could drive the sword home, the Ender King reached out with his skinny spaghetti arms and grabbed the back of my robe, preventing me from making the killing blow.  
 
    “There is no doubt, Jimmy, that Blue Steve deserves death, but we need to interrogate him for information about Lamashtu.” The King’s words brought me back to my senses. I nodded my head and put my sword away.  
 
    Blue Steve laughed again. “I would rather die than give you any information about my Queen.”  
 
    The Ender King narrowed his eyes until his purple irises looked like beams of light emanating from his black face. “If you don’t talk, you will wish you were dead when I’m through with you.” 
 
    There was so much menace in the Ender King’s voice that even his own daughter looked at him like she didn’t know him.  
 
      
 
    *    *    * 
 
      
 
    We walked back to where Herald the dark one was guarding the other three Steves. It looked like he had not moved since I left.  
 
    “Herald, where is the Noble Dark One? I was expecting him to possess me a few different times in the past day.”  
 
    Herald inhaled a slow raspy breath and said, “My Lord is in the dimension of the one you call Baby Zeke. He is there to capture the other two Steves. My understanding is that he has accomplished this along with the help of Baby Zeke and that stinky little pigman named Otis.”  
 
    “Sweet,” I said. “Will you be bringing those two Steves back to the Ender King’s Palace?”  
 
    “I do not know. But my master has just summoned me. I must leave now.” And with that, Herald vanished, leaving the captured Steves behind.  
 
    “Guys, can you handle getting the Steves back to the palace in Zombie Bane?” I said.  
 
    “Of course, Jimmy,” said the Ender King. “What do you have in mind?”  
 
    “I need to go to Baby Zeke’s dimension and see what’s happening,” I said as I removed the Rainbow Creeper figurines from my robe and silently asked the Rainbow Creeper to transfer me to Baby Zeke’s house.  
 
    Which, after a few seconds, he did.  
 
      
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 59 – The Two Steves 
 
      
 
      
 
    I appeared in the yard in front of Baby Zeke’s house. I quickly put the Rainbow Creeper figurines back into my inventory and surveyed the yard. I saw two chickens pecking at the grass a short distance away. 
 
    “Bob? Harold? Is that you?” 
 
    The two chickens looked up. They clucked a couple of times and then one of them said, “Jimmy! What are you doing here?”  
 
    I sighed with relief to know at least Bob and Harold were still alive. “I heard that Zeke and Otis may have captured the other two Steves. Is that true?”  
 
    Bob nodded. “It sure is. We had help from the Noble Dark One. He possessed Otis’s body a couple of times.”  
 
    I smiled at the thought. “I bet Otis liked that. Being all super powerful and dominant, right?”  
 
    Bob laughed. “He sure did. He told the Noble Dark One that he would be happy if the Noble Dark One wanted to possess his body all the time.”  
 
    I shuddered at the thought. “As someone who has been possessed by the Noble Dark One more than once, I would have to say that’s not a very good idea.”  
 
    “Anyway,” said Harold. “Zeke and Otis are inside with the prisoners.”  
 
    I walked up to the door of the house and knocked. Baby Zeke came to the door and opened it. “Jimmy! What are you doing here?” I explained again what I had heard as I looked over Zeke’s shoulder and saw a Yellow Steve and Orange Steve sitting on the floor, their hands tied behind their backs with rainbow-colored rope. Otis was pacing in front of them wordlessly and smacking the flat of his sword against his hand.  
 
    “We sure did catch them. There they are,” said Baby Zeke.  
 
    “Fantastic. I need to get them back to my dimension with the other five Steves that we’ve captured. We need to interrogate them about Lamashtu and the altar of destiny.”  
 
    At those words, the two Steves looked at me in shock. “What are you talking about?” said Orange Steve. 
 
    “You heard me. I was just talking about the fact that we’ve captured all of the colorful Steves and now possess the altar of destiny.”  
 
    Yellow Steve looked at his fellow prisoner. They both looked extremely scared. More scared than I thought they should look.  
 
    “You’re lying,” said Orange Steve. “Trying to trick us for some reason.”  
 
    “Why would I lie? And how would I know about the altar of destiny unless I knew what it was and have it?”  
 
    Now, a look of utter terror crossed both of their faces. “You have to let us go,” said Orange Steve. “You can’t do this to us.”  
 
    “Do what?” I asked, sensing there was something here that they weren’t telling me.  
 
    They also realized that I didn’t know whatever it was they were so afraid of. Orange Steve’s eyes shifted back and forth before he said, “Um, never mind.” 
 
    “Whatever,” I said, playing it off cool. I looked to Baby Zeke. “Do you or Otis want to come with me to my dimension to see what we can learn from the Steves?  
 
    “Of course, we do,” said Otis.  
 
    Baby Zeke shrugged. “Why not? We should probably be there in case something crazy happens or the Steves escape or something.”  
 
    “Just let us get our things and prepare our chickens,” said Otis. “We will be ready in five minutes. You can watch the Steves, if you don’t mind.” 
 
    I grinned at the Steves. “I don’t mind one little bit.”  
 
      
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 59 – Returning Home 
 
      
 
      
 
    When Zeke and Otis were prepared to leave, they assumed their jockey positions. They prodded the two captured Steves from their house onto the grass just outside the door. 
 
    “We need to stand fairly close together when I contact the Rainbow Creeper, so push the Steves closer,” I said. 
 
    Baby Zeke and Otis pointed their swords at the Steves and moved forward, forcing the Steves to back away from them and get closer to me. When we were all in close proximity, I removed the Rainbow Creeper figurines to request transport back to my native dimension. I was worried, actually, that the Steves would try something during transport which could free them.  
 
    But my fears were unfounded. I felt the strange pull of the Rainbow Creeper upon us, and then our bodies vanished and, after a moment of darkness, we began to materialize inside the throne room of the Ender King.  
 
    The first thing I saw was the Ender King and Tina speaking with Emma, who was crying. Biff. They must’ve told her already.  
 
    Once we fully materialized, Coolbeanio and Hendrick, who had been standing against one of the walls of the room, teleported next to the imprisoned Steves.  
 
    “Great job capturing these two Steves, Zeke and Otis. We will take them to the holding cell,” said Hendrick.  
 
    “Good. I was getting sick of these guys,” said Otis gruffly.   
 
    “How were you getting sick of them? They weren’t doing anything but sitting there,” said Baby Zeke.  
 
    “That’s just it. They weren’t trying to escape or anything. Cowards,” said Otis as he spat on the floor of the throne room.  
 
    Coolbeanio looked at the spit glob on the ground and then squinted his eyes at Otis. “Clean that up. This is a royal floor.”  
 
    Otis, remembering the dominance of the destroyer endermen, didn’t talk back, but he did grumble under his breath. He reached into his inventory and pulled out a scrap piece of wool and dismounted Bob. He bent down and wiped up the spit glob. He stuffed the damp wool angrily back into his inventory. He looked at Coolbeanio. “Satisfied?”  
 
    Coolbeanio nodded his head and then he and Hendrick led the two Steves away.  
 
    Emma was now approaching me. Her eyes were red from crying. She walked toward me slowly and then broke into a run. We hugged.  
 
    “I can’t believe Biff is gone,” she said as her voice trembled. “And that helpful player, Aqua Berserker. He seemed so powerful and experienced.”  
 
    I nodded my head. “They were both dominant. If it weren’t for their selfless sacrifice, we wouldn’t have … it.”  
 
    Emma pushed away from me. “Tina and the Ender King were telling me about the altar of destiny. When they showed it to me though … hurrr … I couldn’t believe it.”  
 
    I nodded my head. “Yeah, it’s really interesting looking. All that obsidian and all those tiny lines and channels of inlaid gold. It is as if a really complicated redstone circuit was covered in gold and miniaturized onto the surface of the obsidian block.”  
 
    Emma nodded her head. “I didn’t really think about it that way, but you’re right.” She paused and wringed her hands. “But, there is something more important we need to discuss.”  
 
    At that moment the Ender King teleported to our side. “Jimmy, I heard Emma telling you about the … um … ‘important thing’ she needs to discuss with us. She hasn’t told me either, but she says it’s astonishing and involves translations of the two ancient books. I’ve had my ender scientists prepare a room for all of us. We should go now.”  
 
    I nodded my head. I instinctively looked over my shoulder to call Biff and Aqua Berserker to come with us, but of course they were gone. I had a pain in my chest and a pit in my stomach. 
 
      
 
    *    *    * 
 
      
 
    We walked into the room set aside by the ender scientists. When we entered I saw Trey and Ivan, the head ender scientist, reviewing the two ancient books. Trey looked up and teleported to my side. “I heard the terrible news. I am sorry.” 
 
    I nodded. “Thanks, Trey. It’s … hurrr … it’s hard.” Trey put his hand on my shoulder. 
 
    At that moment, the ender scientist cleared his throat. “Everyone, please have a seat. You will want to be sitting down when you hear this.”  As I sat down in one of the chairs that had been arranged in the room, I noticed then that the altar of destiny was resting to one side of the ancient books. 
 
    The ender scientist began. “Okay, we’ve succeeded in translating both of the books. I’ll try to explain this to you in the most logical way I can think of. Please hold all of your questions until I am finished.”  
 
    I looked over at Emma, who was sitting next to me. She looked back at me with serious eyes. It was then that I knew she wasn’t kidding when she said this was extraordinary information. An involuntary shiver passed through my body. I felt all of the power points in my spine, the places I tapped into when I transmogrified, vibrate with energy. 
 
    What is going on?  
 
    “So, thanks to Aqua Berserker, may he rest in peace, we’ve been able to use the dictionary from the world of the players to translate this book about Lamashtu. It tells of many heinous and unspeakable acts that she and her hordes performed in numerous dimensions, including the dimension of the players many thousands of years ago. The acts are so horrific that I will not recount them, other than to say it appears that the main purpose of all of her evil deeds is to acquire souls to eat. Souls are her food.”  
 
    “How can she live in the bedrock prison then? Whose souls is she drinking down there?” I shouted.  
 
    The ender scientist looked at me crossly. “Didn’t I tell you to hold all questions until the end? Please. Let me continue.” The Ender scientist cleared his throat and ran one finger across a page of the book. “Now where was I…. Yes. So, Lamashtu survives on souls. If she escapes the bedrock prison, she will consume the souls of all beings in Minecraft. 
 
    “This book explains that Lamashtu uses the altar of destiny to wield great power and great force. After she or her horde have consumed the soul of a victim, she places the victim’s body on top of the altar and somehow it transforms their bodies into energy which shoots out as a beam from the altar, killing anything that gets in its way. According to the book, the beams can last anywhere from one to five  seconds depending on the size and age of the carcass that she places upon the altar.”  
 
    As disgusting and evil as all that was, it was also fascinating to know such a device existed in the universe.  
 
    “But that’s not the most astonishing thing we have learned.” Here, the ender scientist paused and took a deep breath. Emma reached out and put her hand on mine. Trey looked at me with sad, kind eyes. “When we translated the final volume of the ancient Surfer Villager book, we stumbled upon a passage which appears to reference the altar of destiny itself.”  
 
    What?!?  
 
    I looked over at Emma, shock and amazement in my eyes. She nodded her head. “Just listen,” she whispered.  
 
    “This final volume, written by a previous denizen of this dimension of Minecraft many generations ago, tells of his battle against the blending threatening to consume all of Minecraft during his existence. According to his narrative, the blending had become so severe that the dimensions were washing into each other like different streams of water, with no true boundaries any longer existing. The entire universe was only minutes from collapsing. And that’s when the ancient surfer villager used the altar of destiny, although he just called it a mysterious obsidian crafting table, to create something which … well, I hesitate to even mention it.”  
 
    “Oh, come on, dude! Spit it out,” I said. My body was shaking with anxiety and anticipation. 
 
    “Yeah. Come on, nerd boy,” said Otis.  
 
    The ender scientist turned beet red with anger. But he was a professional and a royal servant. He quickly calmed down and continued. “The ancient surfer villager took seven volunteers, seven … heroes. They each put one of their hands on particular squares of the nine-square grid on top of the altar of destiny. Then … and this is difficult for me to say … they killed themselves. At death, the essence of their souls was then used by the altar of destiny to create a … a … a destruction stone.”  
 
    I really just wanted to faint. You know, as a visual indicator of how my brain felt. Essentially, my mind had exploded into a confused mass of particles, bouncing off the interior of my skull. I lost control of my body for a brief moment, my body went limp, and I began to slide off my chair. But I didn’t faint. I regained enough control of my body to simply sit in my chair with my mouth hanging open.  
 
    Baby Zeke broke the silence. “Did you say a destruction stone? Not the destruction stone?”  
 
    The ender scientist nodded. “Yes, according to what the ancient surfer villager wrote, while there is a single, eternal creation stone, there is no destruction stone until it is made. He speculates that even death under normal circumstances is a continuation of creation. The body is recycled or the plant matter will rot and fertilize new plants. True destruction, the annihilation of something into nothingness, is not possible under normal circumstances. Destruction is a choice of beings to destroy and not the default state of the universe.”  
 
    This was an interesting way to think about it, I suppose. If there were a single destruction stone out there, hiding inside a living being, it might eventually destroy everything. If a destruction stone had to be crafted – and crafted with seven souls using a bizarre item like the altar of destiny – there was a lower likelihood they would exist in large numbers. 
 
    “And so,” continued the ender scientist, “the ancient surfer villager wrote in his diary the following. I feel I should read it to you verbatim so you understand the power of the destruction stone that was crafted:  
 
      
 
    And so, verily, I am writing this diary entry before I go do what I know that I must. Before I do that for which my seven best friends have agreed to sacrifice themselves. I must create a destruction stone and then shove it into the heart of the blending. And then, if everything goes as I hope, the destruction stone will emit its power, destroy the blending, and everything will be reset. But if things go wrong ... the destruction stone may destroy all life in the known universe.  
 
    Thus, dear reader, I write these words now. Before. I shall almost certainly perish in this errand and be wiped away by the destruction stone as it unleashes its power to destroy the blending. If the universe survives, I hope that my diary will serve as a reminder of the great feats of my friends and even myself.  
 
    The End.  
 
      
 
    The ender scientist closed the book and then looked up at us. “So you see, he must have succeeded, but perished in the doing.”  
 
    “But we’re not trying to stop the blending,” I said. “Lamashtu is completely different.”  
 
    The ender scientist shook his head. “True, Lamashtu is not the blending. However, should Lamashtu escape from her bedrock prison, we will need to craft a destruction stone in order to kill her. At least, that is my hypothesis.”  
 
    “So, who is going to sacrifice their lives to create the stone?” demanded Otis.  
 
    The ender scientist looked up and grinned. It was a surprisingly evil grin. “Why, the seven Steves of course.”  
 
    “They won’t willingly kill themselves. We will have to murder them,” said Baby Zeke.  
 
    The ender scientist nodded. “Indeed. They would have murdered us, so I view such an act as self-defense. And, there is more.” 
 
    I’m not sure I can take more. 
 
    “The book about Lamashtu discovered in Baby Zeke’s dimension contains information about a fascinating device. Based upon its configuration, I believe we could build one using materials in the world of Minecraft. Some redstone, gold, pistons, brewing stand parts, and glass bottles. It’s a … well, it’s a device to capture souls.”  
 
    “Wait. What?” I said.  
 
    The ender scientist nodded. “You heard me. Lamashtu’s dark ones would use it when they were massacring creatures. Normally, the dark ones immediately feed on the souls of the creatures they kill, but once they are full, they keep killing if there is anything left to kill. So, without this device, the souls would go to waste and vanish. And so, as the dark ones march forward killing, another dark one is standing near holding the soul-capturing device.”  
 
    “Okay, that’s pretty evil and gross,” said Emma.  
 
    “So, what are we supposed to use that thing for?” asked Baby Zeke.  
 
    The ender scientist rubbed his hands together. “We will capture the souls of the seven Steves and store them until the time we need them to craft a destruction stone. That is why the ancient surfer villager was able to craft a destruction stone. Each person’s hand was touching the altar of destiny, and upon their deaths, their souls went into the altar and subsequently were placed into the destruction stone. And there they stayed until the stone was unleashed upon the blending.”  
 
    I nodded my head. Even though I wasn’t a fan of cold-blooded murder, the Steves deserved it. They had done things far worse than I’d ever done and death was a fitting punishment. And then, the thought of using their own souls to destroy Lamashtu, the demon they had chosen to serve, was a fitting end.  
 
    “And so when do we start?” I asked.  
 
    The ender scientist took a deep breath and was about to respond when suddenly the atmosphere in the room shimmered and the Rainbow Creeper appeared. 
 
      
 
     

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Day 59 – Miracle 
 
      
 
      
 
    Once the Rainbow Creeper appeared, Hendrick and Coolbeanio, who had returned from imprisoning the Steves while the ender scientist had been speaking, teleported to the sides of the Rainbow Creeper and genuflected. 
 
    “What is thy bidding, my master?” asked Hendrick.  
 
    “Yes. What shall we do for you, Lord?” said Coolbeanio.  
 
    “Stand at ease, my destroyers. I am here to speak with those in this room.”  
 
    “What up, RC?” I asked. “Your timing is impeccable as always.”  
 
    Hendrick and Coolbeanio shot me unpleasant looks, angry that I was speaking with too much familiarity with the Rainbow Creeper. But the Creeper himself chuckled. “I’m doing fine, Baby Jimmy. Actually, more than fine.” He then paused and continued in a more serious tone. “Before I materialized, I was listening to the conversation about the destruction stone, which is obviously a concern. But desperate times call for desperate measures, I suppose. But right now I have a question for you. When was the last time you felt an earthquake?”  
 
    All of us in the room looked at each other. I smiled when I realized that I had not felt one for quite some time.  
 
    “Gosh, it has been quite a while,” I said. “Not since the tsunami.” 
 
    “We haven’t felt any in my dimension either for awhile,” said Baby Zeke.  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper nodded. “As you know, that tsunami knocked this dimension off its axis and made the triangles targeting the bedrock barrier ineffective until the water returned to its original locations. During that time, Claire, Clayton, and Cynthia, spoke with Entity 303’s pieces. Because he wasn’t being forced to pull against the bedrock barrier, he became less angry and more lucid.”   
 
    The Rainbow Creeper paused, looked down at the floor, and shook his head with astonishment. Then he looked back up. “Anyway, Entity 303 realized that his entire existence had been worth nothing. All he did was inflict pain upon others. And so, without the force of the bedrock barrier pulling against his three pieces, he was able to let go. In fact, just a few minutes ago, he relinquished his hold on the triangle and his three pieces drifted off into the void. Into nothingness.”  
 
    A stunned silence filled the room. I was trying to process this information. We all were.  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper continued. “And, his decision came not a moment too soon. By my estimation, the water displaced by the tsunami should return to its original locations within the hour. The earthquakes and the cracking of the bedrock barrier would have resumed then.”  
 
    “That’s wonderful news, Creeper,” said Emma softly. “But what about the Dretskys? What about their sacrifice? Are they too forever lost in the void?”  
 
    If the Rainbow Creeper could smile, I think I just saw him do it. “No, they are not,” said the Rainbow Creeper. 
 
    At that moment, the air in the room shimmered as an icy wind blew from the center of the room outward, like there was an invisible pipe blowing cold air into the room from outside. The air continued to shimmer and in a few seconds standing before us were the three Dretskys!  
 
    I was overwhelmed with emotion.  
 
    I began crying on the spot.  
 
    Not sobbing, not sniffling, just full-blown blubbery crying.  
 
    Emma looked at me and I knew she would have comforted me, but instead she stood up and rushed toward Claire and hugged her. Princess Tina teleported to Claire and hugged her as well. They shared a long hug, tears falling from their eyes.  
 
    I looked at Clayton through my tears. Tears were in his eyes as well. He wasn’t going to run over and give me a hug and all that, but he did give me a bro nod. I gave him a bro nod back.  
 
    I noticed that Trey’s face betrayed conflicting emotions. Joy that Entity 303 was no more, but anger at Clayton for the genocide he and Entity 303 committed against his people. 
 
    Mrs. Dretsky watched as her daughter embraced her friends and as Clayton reconciled with me. She walked over to the Rainbow Creeper and touched his skin. “Thank you, my Lord Rainbow Creeper, for freeing us from that horrible prison in the void.”  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper shook his head. “You freed yourselves. Your conversations with Entity 303 made him realize that he needed to sacrifice himself in order to find any redemption. And so, he did.”  
 
    Without warning, the head monk suddenly materialized. Where had she been all this time, anyway? The head monk rushed to Cynthia Dretsky and embraced her. “I am so glad you have been released from the void, my child.” 
 
    “And, I too, head monk.” 
 
    I suddenly realized something. “Hey, R.C., if the earthquakes are done, does that mean the bedrock barrier will not be cracked anymore? Is the danger over?”  
 
    “The barrier will not be cracked any further from this side, but the crack still exists. Lamashtu will continue to try to get out.”  
 
    “Can we just seal up the crack?” asked the Ender King. “I mean, if we could find it, I’m sure we could patch it.”  
 
    The Creeper shook his head. “A patch would slow Lamashtu down for sure, but she will eventually escape. The only way to make a full repair is to rebuild the entire bedrock wall. But, the only way to do that is to destroy the entire wall and rebuild it. Obviously, Lamashtu would easily escape if we do that.”  
 
    “What should we do then?” asked Otis. “Just tell me what needs to be done to end this, and I will do it.”  
 
    “I know what we have to do,” said Baby Zeke. His voice sounded tired and sad. “We have to go into the bedrock prison and face Lamashtu ourselves.”  
 
    The Rainbow Creeper nodded his head. “I think it is the only way to finish this once and for all. If Lamashtu escapes, we might still be able to defeat her as we once did, but not until hundreds of thousands are dead and their souls eaten by the dark ones.”  
 
    “How are we supposed to defeat Lamashtu in her own territory with all those dark ones?” I asked. “We can barely kill a single dark one when we have overwhelming numbers.”  
 
    At that moment there was another shimmering and two dark ones appeared, one of which was at least twice as big as the other.  
 
    A preemptive strike by Lamashtu?!? 
 
    We all pulled out our weapons and were ready for battle. But, the two dark ones just stood there, not making any move to attack.  
 
    “It is I, the Noble Dark One come to speak with you,” said the larger dark one in a deep guttural voice that shook the stone walls of the room. “I can guide you to Lamashtu. I can help fend off her dark army. But I cannot kill her. Her powers are too great.”  
 
    “I don’t believe you,” said Otis. “When you possessed me, you seemed super dominant. Are you just some sort of wimpy coward after all?”  
 
    The other dark one took a couple steps toward Otis, intent on killing them. The Noble Dark One stuck out his hand in front of his companion. “Herald, ignore this creature’s words. He is just a puny, foolish life form who does not understand what he says.”  
 
    Otis was about to yell something else at the Noble Dark One when Baby Zeke reached out and slapped his hand across his mouth.  
 
    It was then that my eyes met Claire’s from across the room. We exchanged something between us. An unspoken knowledge. Our power and our destiny as the Chosen Ones. And then we both blinked twice and Claire nodded her head. 
 
    Netherrack.  
 
    “I know what we have to do,” I said. “We must craft a destruction stone. And then ... I must use it to destroy Lamashtu.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    End of Surfer Villager 19 
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    If you are ready to find out what happens next, pick up a copy of Surfer Villager 20 by searching for it on Amazon or clicking one of the links below: 
 
      
 
    Amazon USA 
 
    Amazon Canada 
 
    Amazon UK 
 
    Amazon India 
 
    Amazon Australia 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    A Note from Dr. Block 
 
      
 
      
 
    Hi, Guys. I hope you liked this book. Please leave a review on Amazon (or Goodreads) and let me know what you thought. 
 
    So, yeah, Claire and the entire Dretsky clan (except Spike R.I.P.) have returned. I was planning on bringing them back even before I took them away, but when I saw some of the outrage in the reviews about Claire’s resurrection and immediate death, I knew that I HAD TO bring her back. She is a Chosen One, after all.... 
 
    I have gotten several requests from reviewers and in emails to let you readers know what my release schedule is coming up and also to do a question and answer page and to add fan art like Dave the Villager does in his books. So, if any of you have fan art you want to be published in the back of my next book, you can send the fan art to me by emailing it to drblockbooks@gmail.com with the subject line “SV Fan Art” and be sure to tell me what name you want to be credited as the artist of the fan art.  Unless I am overwhelmed with submissions, I will try to include everything I receive at the end of SV20. 
 
    As I just mentioned, I have gotten some requests that I answer questions left in reviews at the end of each book. I have been told that Dave the Villager does this and people like it.  So, I thought I’d give it a try and see what you think.  I can’t promise I will see every question, but I’ll do my best.  If you want to make sure I answer your question, feel free to send it to me directly by email at drblockbooks@gmail.com. 
 
      
 
    How did you get the idea for the Surfer Villager series? 
 
    So, the way I got the idea for the series is as follows:  When I wrote book 1, Minecraft villager series tended to be popular (and they still are), but I wanted to write something unique. I am a surfer in real life, so I combined the two.  Obviously, surfing has gotten less integral to the story as it has developed, so maybe I should have chosen a different name for the series....? 
 
      
 
    Why do you base so much stuff in your series on Harry Potter? 
 
    Well, I don’t think too much is based on HP. I do have Emma Watson, which is the name of the actress who played Hermione in the movies and her character is somewhat like Hermione in that she is very smart.  I also put Mrs. Umbridge in as a mean teacher in SV18. I could have chosen any name for that character, but wanted to do another shout-out to JK Rowling. Otherwise, I don’t think too much else is based on HP…. 
 
      
 
    Can you put the astral dimension in this series? 
 
    Well, I probably could, but I’m not sure how to work it into the story and have it make sense.  
 
      
 
    Who is your favorite person? 
 
    So, I am assuming this question is in reference to my favorite character in the Surfer Villager series. If that is indeed the question, I think I like Emma the best overall. I like Jimmy for his surfing ability and Claire for her kindness, but Emma seems honorable, courageous, and smart. 
 
      
 
    As for the upcoming release schedule....  My plan is to release SV20 within 45 days from the publication of SV19. I will try to release it sooner, so start checking at 30 days, but I want to include the 15-day buffer for two reasons: (1) I plan to write another Winston book soon and (2) I have not finished the outline for SV20 yet, so it may potentially be a very long book and I may need more than 30 days to write it. 
 
    As always, thank you so very much for your support. 
 
    If you want to know as soon as possible when my latest book is released, follow my Instagram @drblockbooks or sign up for my email newsletter at www.drblockbooks.com. 
 
      
 
    Yours truly, 
 
    Dr. BLOCK 
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