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 Book 1: Baby Zeke 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
      
 
    I was born – or should I say spawned – inside a dark cave with three other zombies. The other three zombies were all very tall and strong, but I was tiny and I assumed I was weak. 
 
    The three other zombies laughed at me. “Look at that little baby,” they said and pointed at me and laughed more. 
 
    I was sad. “Stop laughing at me,” I said. “You are being mean.” 
 
    The large adult zombies ignored me. 
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    When they finally stopped laughing, one of the large zombies walked toward the exit of the cave. There was a bright light outside the cave. I later learned it was sunlight. 
 
    When the zombie stepped outside, he caught on fire. Even though he wasn’t very nice to me, I ran outside to save him. I did not want to see him burn. It was gross and smelled pretty bad. 
 
    He looked at me and said with a desperate, raspy voice, “Water. Get water.” 
 
    “I don’t know where any water is. Is there something else I can do?” I asked him, even though I already knew there was nothing I could do to save him. 
 
    “Why aren’t you burning too?” asked the burning zombie with his final breath. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. 
 
    When the zombie died, he dropped some rotten flesh. I dug a hole and buried it in an unmarked grave.  
 
    The other adult zombies were hiding inside the dark cave, afraid to go out into the bright sunlight and catch fire. 
 
    But I was not afraid because the sunlight didn’t harm me. And the large zombies had stopped laughing at me.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
    When the sun went down, the two remaining adult zombies and I left the cave. We wanted to find a larger zombie horde for protection. 
 
    As we walked, I wondered why I was a baby zombie. I did not have any parents, and all the other zombies were adult-sized. It did not make any sense. 
 
    In the middle of the night, we met another group of fifteen zombies. They were all full-sized. 
 
    When they saw me, one of them said, “How cute. A baby zombie. I haven’t seen one of those in weeks.” 
 
    The new zombies gathered around me and patted my head. It was nice to have someone like me instead of laugh at me. 
 
    “Why am I so small?” I asked them. 
 
    One of the zombies shrugged his shoulders and said, “Who knows. Sometimes baby zombies will spawn instead of adult zombies. No one knows why.” 
 
    “I hate being small,” I said. 
 
    “You shouldn’t,” said one of the adult zombies. “You can move faster than adult zombies and are harder to kill.” 
 
    “Kill? Who would want to kill us?” I asked, suddenly terrified. 
 
    “Iron golems, snow golems and charged creepers are the most common killers. But, you have to be especially careful of Players,” he said. 
 
    “Why do those things want to kill us?” I asked. 
 
    “Well, zombies attack villages, and iron golems guard villages, so it is natural that iron golems don’t like us. Snow golems guard Players’s houses. And, charged creepers are just freaky and kill all sorts of things when they explode,” he said. 
 
    “What about the Players?” 
 
    The adult zombie sighed. “Well, they are harder to explain. A Player will show up from nowhere and start attacking zombies, hoping we will drop something the Player can put in his inventory.” 
 
    “So, they steal from us?” I asked, very angry to learn about these greedy Player murderous thieves. 
 
    “Yes, but zombies try to kill them too, so it makes sense they don’t like us. In fact, a zombie’s favorite target is a Player.” 
 
    All of this talk about killing and dying was making me scared and sad. But, it was nothing compared to the terror I felt next. 
 
    “And, just so you know, Players are especially fond of killing baby zombies,” the adult zombie said. 
 
    “Why?” I screamed. “What horrible creature would want to kill a little baby?” 
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    “Baby zombies give Players more experience than killing a full-sized zombie. And Players crave experience. Some of them value it even more than diamonds and gold.” 
 
    I was shivering with fear. I was less than one-day old and already I was the target of vicious assassins known as Players. I wanted to ask more questions, but the adult zombie said, “The sun will be up soon. Let’s find a cave to hide in.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
      
 
    Once we found a cave, the friendly adult zombie shuffled over to me and sat down. 
 
    “Say, kid, do you have a name?” he asked. 
 
    I shrugged. “No.” 
 
    “Well, what do you want to be called?” 
 
    I thought for a minute. Usually parents give babies their names, but I didn’t have any parents. “I don’t know. Zeke? Is that a good name?” 
 
    “It sure is. Pleased to meet you, Zeke,” said the adult zombie as he took my hand and shook it, our rotten flesh making squishing noises as it touched. “My name is Zeb.” 
 
    “Hi, Zeb,” I said. I looked down at the ground and flicked a pebble with my undead fingers. 
 
    “Say, I didn’t mean to scare you back there, kid, but facts is facts,” said Zeb, picking at his loose, rotten teeth with a stick. 
 
    I sighed and looked up from the ground. “Yeah, but this world sounds pretty scary.” 
 
    Zeb laughed. “It is a bit scary, but I can show you how to survive. It is pretty easy really, as long as you follow the rules and know when to run away.” 
 
    I smiled. “I hope you mean it.” 
 
    “I do,” he said. “The first thing you need to know is that you are immune to the sunlight because you are a baby zombie. So, unlike us big zombies, you can play outside in the daytime.” 
 
    Oh, I thought. That explains why that other zombie burned and I didn’t. “I guess that’s pretty cool,” I said. 
 
    “It sure is. It means you have more options to escape from Players if they attack during the daytime. Don’t forget that.” 
 
    I nodded seriously. “I won’t.” 
 
    “The next thing we need to do is get you some armor. Baby-sized armor can be hard to find, but we should be able to get you equipped soon.” 
 
    “That will make me feel a lot safer,” I said. 
 
    “We’ll be attacking a village tonight, and might even be able to find some armor there that will fit you.” 
 
    I was suddenly very nervous. “Attacking a village? Am I ready for that?” 
 
    Zeb looked me up and down. “To be honest with you, Zeke, probably not. You can just hang back and keep watch for Players sneaking up on us while we do our thing.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said, not very sure of myself, and not very sure about participating in an attack on innocent villagers. 
 
    “Look, it is getting late and we all need rest before our attack on the village,” said Zeb. “We can talk more tonight. Okay?” 
 
    “Okay, Zeb. Thanks,” I said.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
      
 
      
 
    I watched as the rest of the zombies slept in the dark cave. I was too nervous to sleep. My first village assault. Insane. 
 
    I got up and walked to the cave’s entrance. I watched as the breeze gently blew through the leaves on the nearby trees. I looked at the beautiful red poppies growing a few feet away. 
 
    The world seemed so peaceful right now, but I knew it was all an illusion. I had to be ready to fight for my life at any moment. 
 
    But, then I saw something that made me laugh. It was a small creature with white feathers and two scrawny yellow legs. A chicken. 
 
    It pecked at the ground looking for seeds and worms to eat. I watched as it pecked and pecked and then scratched the ground, hoping to turn up some food. 
 
    As it searched for food it came closer and closer to where I stood. Finally, it looked up and noticed me. 
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    “Oh, hello baby zombie,” said the chicken. 
 
    “Hi,” I said. “Are you out here by yourself?” 
 
    “Yes,” said the chicken between pecks at the ground. “I had some friends, but they were captured by villagers.” 
 
    “That’s sad,” I said. 
 
    “Yes, it is,” said the chicken. “But that is what happens to chickens. We eventually get caught and eaten.” 
 
    I was outraged that the chicken would resign himself to such a fate. “You could run away or fight,” I said. 
 
    “Chickens are too small to fight anyone, and it is pretty difficult to hold on to a weapon with a wing. And, you can’t always run away.” 
 
    “Maybe I could help you?” I suggested.  
 
    The chicken clucked curiously. “Why would a zombie want to help a chicken? Don’t you guys normally eat us?” 
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t know. I just think it is easier to survive when you have friends.” 
 
    “That makes sense, I suppose,” said the chicken. 
 
    “So, what do you say?” I asked. “Do you want to work together to survive in this crazy world?” 
 
    The chicken tilted his head to one side and considered the idea. “Hmmmm,” he muttered, “yes, let’s do that.” 
 
    “Great,” I said, smiling. “Come in to the cave and relax with me. A bunch of us zombies are going to raid a village tonight.” 
 
    “Whoa, that sounds intense,” said the chicken, as he walked inside the cave. 
 
    “Maybe we can find your friends and free them before the villagers eat them. That would pretty awesome, right?”  
 
    The chicken clucked. “Yes, it would be.” 
 
    “By the way, my name is Zeke. What’s yours?” 
 
    “Harold.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
      
 
      
 
    Harold and I sat in a corner and slept for a few hours until Zeb woke me up. 
 
    “Where’d the chicken come from?” asked Zeb. “He looks tasty.” 
 
    “I met him outside the cave. He was looking for food. We’re friends.” Then I added, “You can’t eat him.” 
 
    Zeb smiled, one of his loose teeth swinging back and forth in his mouth. “I was just kidding.” 
 
    Harold woke up and stretched his wings. “Hi,” he said to Zeb, “I’m Harold.” 
 
    “Nice to meet you, I’m Zeb.” 
 
    “Harold is going to come with us when we raid the village. He wants to look for his friends,” I said. 
 
    Zeb looked at Harold and then looked at me. “Okay. As long as he understands the risks.” 
 
    “Unfortunately, I do understand,” said Harold sadly. 
 
    “Good,” said Zeb. “Everyone needs to pull his own weight during a raid. No slackers.” 
 
    “I got it,” said Harold. 
 
    Zeb looked at us both again with a strange expression. “Have either of you ever heard of a chicken jockey?” 
 
    I never had. I looked at Harold. I could tell by the confused look on his face that he had never heard of a chicken jockey either. 
 
    “No,” I said. 
 
    “Never,” said Harold. 
 
    Zeb sat down next to us. “Well, a chicken jockey is what we call a baby zombie who has learned to ride a chicken. If Harold doesn’t mind, maybe you can be his jockey, Zeke.” 
 
    Harold flapped his stubby, rectangular wings. “Sounds cool. We can search the village together and protect each other.” 
 
    “Awesome,” I said. 
 
    “There is just one thing you both need to know before making a final decision,” said Zeb seriously. 
 
    “Uh, what?” I asked, afraid to hear the answer. 
 
    “Chicken jockeys are a pretty rare thing in the world, so if a Player sees you, the Player will try very hard to capture or kill you.” 
 
    “What? So, just because Harold and I are friends and want to work together we become an even greater target for murderous Players? Being a baby zombie isn’t bad enough?” I screamed. Any zombies that had been asleep were now awake and staring at me. 
 
    “I don’t make the rules,” said Zeb calmly. “I just explain them.” 
 
    I looked over at Harold. He looked scared too. “Look, Harold,” I said. “I like you and you are my friend, but if being your jockey puts you in more danger than usual, we don’t have to do it.” 
 
    Harold sighed. “Zeke, I am a chicken. Everyone and everything wants to kill me and eat me. I am used to it. I’d rather die helping a friend than die alone pecking at the ground. I’ll be your chicken if you’ll be my jockey.” 
 
    I smiled and said firmly, “Let’s do this!”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
      
 
      
 
    We left the cave just after dark to head for the nearest village, the adult zombies leading the way while Harold and I brought up the rear. 
 
    When we got within sight of the village, our pack stopped and Zeb spoke to everyone.  
 
    “Okay, guys, our goal here is to attack as many villagers as we can in the next fifteen minutes,” instructed Zeb. “Zeke and Harold will watch our backs and also try to free Harold’s fellow chickens. After fifteen minutes, we retreat. Any questions?” 
 
    Since this was my first attack on a village, I had a lot of questions. I raised my hand. Zeb pointed to me. 
 
    “Uh, what should I do if I see an enemy coming?” I asked. 
 
    “Just yell as loud as you can and tell us what it is so we can confront it,” said Zeb. 
 
    Sounds easy enough, I thought. “Also, why only fifteen minutes?” I asked.  
 
    Some of the adult zombies laughed at my question. I heard one whisper to another, “What a noob.” I was embarrassed. 
 
    “Well, Zeke, you’ve never been in a battle, so you don’t realize that fifteen minutes is an eternity,” said Zeb. “Not only does it give the villagers and their golems a chance to fight back and kill us, but the longer we stay, the more likely it is a Player will hear all the commotion and show up.” 
 
    “I see,” I said. 
 
    “Good,” said Zeb. “Any more questions?” Zeb looked around and saw no hands, so he said, “Fine. We attack in five minutes.” 
 
    I looked down at Harold from my position astride his back. “Are you ready for this?” 
 
    “I guess so,” said Harold without much confidence. “I just want to find my friends.” 
 
    “Me too.” 
 
    At that moment, Zeb approached us. “Zeke, Harold. I just got word that this village has an iron golem patrolling its streets.” 
 
    “Is that bad?” I asked. 
 
    Zeb nodded. “Yes, it is. They are very powerful and will attack zombies without mercy.” 
 
    “Oh,” I said, as I got goosebumps of fear on my undead skin. 
 
    “So, what can we do?” asked Harold. 
 
    Zeb got down on one knee and looked us both in the eyes. “I know this is your first raid, but I need you to distract the iron golem. A chicken jockey is fast, so if you can draw his attention away from the rest of the zombies, we should be fine.” 
 
    I got very nervous. My stomach felt upset. I thought I might toss my cookies (even though I’d never eaten a cookie in my life). 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “We will do our best.” 
 
    “Excellent. That’s all anyone can ask,” said Zeb as he stood up and patted my head. Zeb looked around and shouted, “One minute, people!” 
 
    I put my hand on Harold’s neck and stroked it, like you’d stroke a horse. “I’m sorry, buddy. This is crazy.” 
 
    “Yeah, it is. But, we can do it,” Harold clucked confidently. 
 
    Harold’s confidence – even if it was pretend – made me feel better. I was as ready as I ever would be. 
 
    Just then, Zeb yelled, “Attack!”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
      
 
      
 
    The zombie horde moved toward the village at a steady pace. Harold and I trotted alongside Zeb. 
 
    As we entered the village itself, Zeb pointed to the left at a large figure looming over the town. “There,” he said. “That is the golem. Distract it!” 
 
    “Got it,” I said, as I turned Harold towards the iron giant. 
 
    As we approached it, it was looking in the distance at the zombie horde and was moving towards it. The golem apparently did not see Harold and me. 
 
    “Harold, it doesn’t see us,” I said in a panic. “We can’t distract it if it doesn’t see us.” 
 
    “Let’s hop up to that roof over to the right,” said Harold. “It should be in the golem’s line of sight.” 
 
    “Good idea,” I replied.  
 
    We turned and started climbing up some steps and then did a sort of chicken jockey parkour, bounding between walls to make it to the top of one roof. Then, we jumped from that roof to a roof directly in front of the golem. 
 
    “Do you think he sees us?” I whispered to Harold. 
 
    But before Harold could respond, the iron golem swung his fist at us. It was a good thing I was on Harold, because he flapped his little square wings twice very hard and we floated just above the golem’s strike. 
 
    “Oh my gosh, Harold. Run!” I shouted. 
 
      
 
    [image: chicken jockey RUN.png] 
 
      
 
    Harold ran along the roof as the golem pursued us. My little, cold undead heart was beating a mile a minute as Harold stayed just ahead of the iron golem’s massive fists. 
 
    While Harold ran, I looked to the side and saw the rest of the Zombie horde attacking the village. I saw villagers running inside and closing their doors to get to safety. Part of me hoped all the villagers escaped; this world was so cruel. 
 
    “Harold?” I shouted. 
 
    “What?” he gasped, almost out of breath. 
 
    “Head to the left. Let’s draw the golem to the edge of the village away from the horde.” 
 
    Harold did not say anything in response, but veered rapidly to the left. The iron golem was in hot pursuit. 
 
    Just as I suspected, the iron golem followed us away from the rest of the zombies. My plan was working great. Well, it was working great until Harold ran into a portion of the village where several buildings met. The walls were high, and there was no exit except from where we had come.  
 
    We were trapped! 
 
    “What do we do?” clucked Harold. 
 
    I looked all around. I could not see any stairs or ladders or even a door. The only way out was back the way we came. And that route was now blocked by a massive iron golem who was rapidly approaching us. 
 
    “Harold, we have to split up.” 
 
    “No,” said Harold. “We are friends. I don’t want to lose you like I lost my other friends.” I saw a tear in his square eye. 
 
    “It will work,” I said, dismounting. “Look, you fly up there, out of the golem’s range. I’ll figure out some way to escape.” 
 
    “I don’t know. Golems can be pretty tough,” said Harold. 
 
    The iron golem was almost within range to strike. “No time to argue, Harold. Go!” 
 
    Harold flew up to the top of the wall. I saw the golem’s eyes track him for a moment, but when it realized he was only a chicken, the golem returned its gaze to me. 
 
    Well, Zeb, I hope you were right about how fast I am, I thought.  
 
    I stood right in front of the golem. I watched as he approached me and then began to swing his fist at me. At that moment, I ran right between his legs. The golem’s fist slammed into the ground, leaving a deep crater. 
 
    I stood behind the golem and watched as he turned around. He grunted and rushed towards me. I waited until the last minute and then ran to the side, and the iron golem smashed into the wall, demolishing a wide section of it. 
 
    Now, the golem was really angry. He stood up and spotted me. He rushed at me with a speed I did not think was possible. The exit to the area was now unblocked, so I ran through it.  
 
    The golem followed me and was actually gaining on me. I needed to think of something fast, or I was going to end up as a flat pancake of rotten flesh. 
 
    I ran and ran. Not knowing where I was going. Then, I saw Harold up ahead. He must have flown there.  
 
    Harold put a wing next to his beak and yelled, “Follow me!” 
 
    There was no time to think, so I followed him. And, of course, the iron golem followed me.  
 
    Harold led me through streets and alleys. There were so many twists and turns, it felt like a labyrinth. I hoped Harold knew what he was doing. After one more turn, we were running along a block wall with a steep drop behind it. It looked like it was five hundred feet straight down. 
 
    The iron golem was running along the wall, trying to get us. 
 
    “Stand still,” shouted Harold. 
 
    “What? No way,” I said. 
 
    “I have a plan. Trust me,” said Harold. 
 
    I guess I had no choice but to trust him. He came back for me, and if he hadn’t, I’d probably already be dead. So, I stopped, and Harold stopped next to me. 
 
    The golem was only a few steps away. When it arrived, it stood directly in front of me and Harold. This is it, I thought. 
 
    I looked at Harold and said, “So, what’s this great plan of yours?” 
 
    “When I say so, jump off the wall,” said Harold. 
 
    “Are you crazy!” I said. “I’ll die.” 
 
    “Trust me.” 
 
    This was insane. Harold wanted me to jump off a 500-foot cliff to my death. Seeing as how the only other option was getting crushed by an iron golem, I supposed I might as well try my luck. 
 
    It was then that the iron golem rushed toward us. He raised both fists over his head, preparing to deliver a crushing blow. He was just about to strike when Harold yelled, “Now!” 
 
    We both jumped off the cliff. As I fell to my doom, I saw the iron golem’s fists smash the wall, and then his momentum pushed him over the cliff. The golem reached back and tried to grab on to something to prevent his fall, but he could not. He tumbled over the cliff just behind us. 
 
    I watched as Harold flapped his wings and began flying away from me. Was he leaving me? I looked up and saw the iron golem falling just in front of me. I guess he’ll crush me after all, but at least I’ll be dead first. 
 
    As I waited to hit the ground, I suddenly felt something soft under my legs. I looked down and saw two chickens struggling to stop my fall. Harold’s friends! Then, another pair of chickens arrived to get under my arms. 
 
    The four chickens were enough to stop my fall and fly me back to the village. I watched as the iron golem continued to fall and then smashed into the ground. The golem was dead. All that remained of him were four iron ingots and a flower. 
 
    When we got back up to solid ground, the chickens stood back from me. 
 
    Harold approached with a big smile spreading across his face. “I told you to trust me.” 
 
    I nodded, still shaking from my near-death experience. “Yeah, you were right,” I said. I pointed to the other chickens. “These must be your friends.” 
 
    “Yes, they are,” said Harold. “When we got separated, I heard them clucking and rescued them. It was easy since the villagers were distracted by the zombie attack.” 
 
    “Good,” I said. 
 
    “After I freed them, I heard the golem trying to kill you, and we came up with this plan,” Harold said. 
 
    I looked at the four chickens. “Thank you,” I said. 
 
    “No, thank you for bringing Harold to save us,” they said. 
 
    “Do you guys want to hang out with my zombie horde?” I asked. 
 
    “No, we just want to wander around and peck the ground,” they said. 
 
    “Oh.” I looked at Harold. “Does this mean you will go with them?” 
 
    Harold scratched the ground with one of his claws. “I thought about it,” he said. “But, I think we make a great team. So, I’ll stay with you.” 
 
    I smiled. “Awesome!”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
      
 
      
 
    We all got back to the cave about thirty minutes before sunrise. Two adult zombies had been killed during the attack on the village, which Zeb told me was a typical loss. 
 
    “Why do you attack villages if you know zombies will die?” I asked Zeb. 
 
    “It is what we do. And how we get food,” said Zeb. 
 
    I frowned. “That seems stupid.” 
 
    “It is what the great god Notch wants. We cannot question our destiny,” he said. 
 
    “Why would the god Notch make zombies undead and eat people?” I asked. 
 
    Zeb shrugged. “I do not question the rules.” 
 
    His answer was not really an answer, but a way of avoiding the question.  
 
    “Here,” Zeb continued. “Take these.” Zeb handed me a baby-sized suit of armor and an iron sword. “You will need these to protect yourself in this world.” 
 
    “Wow,” I said taking the sword and armor. “Thanks.” 
 
    “Try it on and see if it fits,” Zeb said. 
 
    I slipped the iron armor on, and it fit well, though felt very heavy. I stood there with my sword and slashed it back and forth. It felt awesome. 
 
    “Looking good, kid,” said Zeb. 
 
    Just then, my stomach grumbled, and I realized I was hungry. Zeb heard it too. 
 
    “Want some of this villager flesh?” he offered, shoving a nasty pile of goo my way. 
 
    My stomach said yes, but my mouth said, “No. I don’t want to eat villagers. Do you have any beef or mutton?” 
 
    “I don’t,” said Zeb. “But someone else might. Let me check and I’ll get back to you.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I said as Zeb walked away. 
 
    I looked over at Harold who was sitting next to me. He had his head pulled in and tucked against his body like chickens do. 
 
    “Thanks, again, for saving my life back there, man,” I said. 
 
    Harold nodded. “Sure. And, by the way, your zombie pals better not have any chicken flesh.” 
 
    “I’m sure they don’t,” I said quickly, but I really wasn’t sure at all. Zombies will eat just about anything, living or dead, as long as it isn’t a fruit or vegetable. 
 
    Zeb returned with a hunk of beef and a small bag. “Here,” he said, tossing the beef to me. I tore into it with my little teeth. It was delicious. 
 
    Zeb knelt down and handed the bag to Harold. “One of the others thought you would be hungry after the raid and grabbed a little bag of grain for you.” 
 
    Harold stood up. “Wow! Thank you,” he said. “I didn’t know … well … I didn’t know zombies were so thoughtful.” 
 
    Zeb smiled. “Only some of us are.” 
 
    Zeb left Harold and me alone while we ate. When we and all the rest of the zombies had eaten our fill, the first rays of sunlight could be seen outside the cave. Everyone settled in for sleep. 
 
    I yawned and looked over at Harold. “Well, I’m going to sleep. You can go outside if you want.” 
 
    Harold shook his head. “No, I’m pretty tired after all that excitement. I’ll sleep here. Besides, I probably need to start sleeping more during the day if we are going to be friends.” 
 
    “You know I can survive in the sunlight, right?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes, but you are with a zombie horde, and they’ll be doing things at night, so …” 
 
    “I get it,” I said. “Good night or should I say, good morning, Harold.” 
 
    “Good morning, Zeke.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
      
 
      
 
    I must have slept for a few hours when I heard the noise. It sounded like a stick breaking. Then I heard another one. 
 
    I sat bolt upright. Zeb had told me earlier that the zombies put small sticks near the entrance to the cave to alert them to intruders who might try to sneak up on them during the day.  
 
    I looked around and saw that a few other zombies, including Zeb, were also sitting up. I peered toward the entrance to the cave and saw a shape moving slowly towards us. 
 
    I nudged Harold with my arm until he began to wake up. “Harold,” I whispered. “Something is coming into the cave.” 
 
    “What? Who?” asked Harold groggily. 
 
    “I don’t know yet,” I said quietly. “Just be ready to fight … or run.” 
 
    I kept my eyes focused on the shape moving toward us. It was about the size of a villager and moved like one. I couldn’t tell what it was yet. 
 
    I soon noticed that another shape was moving alongside it. It was an animal of some sort. I could not tell exactly what, though I was beginning to suspect it was a wolf. 
 
    Finally, I noticed that the shape coming toward us was holding a sword. Oh my gosh, I thought, it’s a …. 
 
    “Player!” yelled Zeb. “Wake up and fight! A Player is coming!” 
 
    All of the zombies jumped up as fast as they could – which is not really that fast – and started running toward the Player. They had no choice but to stand and fight since going outside would have killed them. 
 
    I quickly pulled on my armor and grabbed my sword. 
 
    “Get on,” yelled Harold.  
 
    I jumped on Harold’s back and we headed toward the Player. 
 
    The first zombies had surrounded the Player and were attacking him and his wolf. The Player and the wolf fought back. I saw two zombies killed in the initial seconds, reduced to nothing more than tiny piles of rotting flesh. 
 
    Harold and I went toward the melee, but kept our distance, still a bit unsure of ourselves in a fight. 
 
    The brave zombies continued to attack the Player. He and his wolf fought back, even as they sustained massive injuries. 
 
    Then, the Player saw me and yelled, “OMG, a chicken jockey. I’m coming for you.”  
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    The Player started slashing wildly at the attacking zombies, killing four of them in a few blows. There was a crazed look in his eyes as he tried to cut a path to me. 
 
    I could have stood and fought. Maybe I should have. But, I saw that there were more zombies behind the Player than between him and me. 
 
    “Harold,” I yelled. “Head for the exit of the cave. The Player will be trapped.” 
 
    Harold rushed around the pack of zombies, avoiding the Player, and headed for the entrance to the cave. 
 
    As we ran by the horde, we saw the tamed wolf die, as it wailed a pathetic howl. The zombies would eat its flesh later, but now they still had the Player to kill. 
 
    When his wolf died, the Player screamed, “No! Wolfie! Why?” 
 
    In that instant of grief, the zombies converged on him as Harold and I watched from the entrance to the cave. The Player managed to kill one more zombie before he was overwhelmed and eaten. 
 
    “Yeah,” I yelled. We were safe.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10 
 
      
 
      
 
    A few minutes passed as everyone regained their breath and gave thanks for still being alive … well, still being undead. Then, Zeb came over and handed me a shovel. 
 
    Zeb said tersely, “Dig a hole for the dead zombies. Over there. In the corner.” 
 
    I took the shovel without saying anything and went to the corner. Harold followed me. I started digging. 
 
    “I thought we were gonners,” said Harold. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said sadly as I pushed the shovel into the ground with one foot. “That was intense.” 
 
    “You zombies have it almost as bad as us chickens,” said Harold. “Everyone wants to kill both of us, but at least they don’t want to eat you.” 
 
    “I bet there are some freaks out there who would eat zombie flesh,” I said. 
 
    Harold tilted his chicken head to the side, considering this idea. “Well, I sure wouldn’t. I’d rather starve to death. Uhhh, no offense.” 
 
    I laughed. “None taken, bro.” 
 
    It took me about ten minutes to dig a hole deep enough for remaining piles of zombie flesh. During that time, I watched as the other zombies gathered in a distant part of the cave. They were discussing something, but I could not hear what it was. 
 
    When I was done with the hole, I sat down next to it with Harold. We were waiting for someone to tell us what to do next. We did not have any experience with burials. 
 
    A few minutes later, the huddling group of zombies at the other side of the cave started to break up. As it did, I noticed some of the zombies looking over at Harold and me and scowling. Others looked sad. Had they been discussing us? 
 
    Zeb approached slowly. I could tell he was nervous. His expression looked a little sad. 
 
    “That is a good hole,” he said. 
 
    “Uh, thanks, Zeb,” I replied. “Umm, is something wrong?” 
 
    Zeb sighed. “I guess,” he said, nervously moving one foot back and forth across the dirt. 
 
    I stood up. Harold stood up too.  
 
    “What is it?” I asked. 
 
    “Some of the others thought … well, they thought you didn’t pull your weight in that fight,” said Zeb. 
 
    “But, I was scared. I’ve never been in a fight like that. I didn’t know what to do,” I said. 
 
    Zeb put his hands out and pumped them up and down, motioning for me to be calm. “That is what I explained to them, but they didn’t understand or care.” 
 
    I hung my head and shook it back and forth before looking back up at Zeb. “So, they all hate me?” 
 
    “Well,” said Zeb, “it is not so much that they hate you as it is they don’t want you around anymore.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” I asked, trying to process what was happening. 
 
    “Uh, it means the group has voted, and you and Harold are being asked to leave,” said Zeb quietly. 
 
    “What?!?” I was shocked. “But, I can learn to fight. I just need someone to teach me what to do. Now that I have armor and a sword, I can learn quickly.” 
 
    “Yeah,” said Harold. “Give him … give us a chance.” 
 
    Zeb shook his head forlornly. “Believe me, guys, I made those arguments, but no one listened. The vote was 7 to 2 to exile you.” 
 
    I felt like a mule had kicked me in the chest. “But, I can – .” 
 
    Zeb cut me off. “Zeke, don’t make this harder than it already is by begging. I suggest you get your stuff together and leave under cover of darkness. The sun will be setting soon.” 
 
    “Fine,” I said, crossing my arms. “Come on, Harold. Let’s get our stuff.” 
 
    Harold and I walked away from Zeb to where we had been sleeping before the fight started. 
 
    “Uh, Zeke?” asked Harold. 
 
    “Yeah, what?” 
 
    “We don’t have any stuff.” 
 
    “I know. It’s just an expression,” I snapped. 
 
    Harold looked down, surprised by my anger. 
 
    I reached over and put my hand on his chicken neck. “Sorry I yelled. I’m just sad and scared.” 
 
    “Me too,” said Harold.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
      
 
      
 
    We left about an hour later. I was riding Harold as we left the cave.  
 
    Most of the zombies turned away, unable to face their decision to banish me. Only Zeb spoke to us as we left. 
 
    “Good luck out there,” he said as he handed me a sack. 
 
    “Thanks,” I said. “What’s in the sack?” 
 
    “A few pieces of beef and some wheat grains for Harold. It should be enough to last a few days while you get settled somewhere,” said Zeb. 
 
    If zombies could cry, I probably would have cried at that moment. “Thank you, Zeb,” I said softly. 
 
    I looked down at Harold and patted him on the neck. “Come on, Harold, let’s get out of here.” 
 
    *** 
 
    Harold and I searched for another cave to hide in. Even though we could move about during the day, we were still tired from the fight last night and wanted to find a safe place to sleep as soon as possible. 
 
    Just as the sun was rising, we found a small crack in a mountain. After checking over our shoulders to make sure no one was following us, we went inside.  
 
    After a narrow passage about five blocks long, the crack opened into a large cave. There was plenty of room for us to hide out and store things. 
 
    “I bet this cave goes back a long way,” I said to Harold. 
 
    “Yeah,” he said. “It’s huge.” 
 
    “We should explore it after we get some sleep,” I said. 
 
    “I agree.” 
 
    I yawned, suddenly feeling very tired. “I think I’ll go to sleep now.” 
 
    “Me too,” said Harold, also yawning. 
 
    We lay against a comfortable boulder and were both asleep within seconds. 
 
    *** 
 
    I awoke from deep sleep being poked repeatedly in my arm. 
 
    “Stop it, Harold,” I mumbled, still half asleep. 
 
    The poking continued. 
 
    “I’m not kidding. Stop it.” 
 
    Poke. Poke. Poke. 
 
    I sat up angry. “What the heck, Harold? Why are you – .” 
 
    But, before I could finish, I noticed that it wasn’t Harold poking me, but a baby zombie pigman holding a very sharp diamond sword. Wait, I thought, don’t pigmen have golden swords? 
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    “What are you doing in my cave?” he asked with a menacing voice. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    End of Book 1


 
   
  
 

 Book 2: Into the Mine 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
      
 
    I stared at the point of the ultra-sharp diamond sword held in the hand of the baby zombie pigman. It was only inches from my neck. 
 
    “Cat got your tongue?” he snarled at me. 
 
    “What?” I whimpered. 
 
    “I asked you a question,” he said. “What are you doing in my cave?” 
 
    I glanced over at my chicken, Harold. He was petrified. I had to say something. 
 
    “Well, we were just looking for a place to hide during the day, and we found this place so we thought we’d stay, at least for a little while.” 
 
    The baby zombie pigman laughed. “Yeah, right. You’re here to take this place from me, aren’t you?” 
 
    “We didn’t even know it was your place, so how could we want to take it from you?” I asked. 
 
    “Shut up,” he said, pushing the sword closer to me. “You know it’s mine now.” 
 
    “That’s true,” I said in as calm a voice as I could manage, hoping the baby zombie pigman would relax a bit. 
 
    Our captor backed away a few feet and then motioned with his sword to the cave’s exit. “Get out,” he said. 
 
    “But, it is still daylight. There are probably players roaming around. You can’t make us go out there,” I implored him. 
 
    He chuckled. “I can do whatever I want. I have the diamond sword, remember?” To emphasize his point he jumped at me and waved the tip of his sword a few inches from my nose. 
 
    “You’re not very nice,” said Harold. 
 
    The baby zombie pigman shot him an icy stare. “I don’t need to be nice to stay alive,” he growled. “Get out!” 
 
    “Let’s go, Harold. We’ll find someplace else,” I said sadly. I picked up my sack of beef and wheat that Zeb had given me before our exile from the zombie horde and began walking to the exit of the cave. 
 
    As Harold and I shuffled toward the exit of the cave, Harold looked up at me and said, “It’s okay. There are still a few hours of daylight left. We can find a new cave before the sun sets.” 
 
    I reached over and patted Harold’s neck. “I hope so.” 
 
    Then, just as we were about to leave the cave, we heard a loud clucking behind us and then someone said, “Harold? Is that you?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
    Harold and I turned around and saw a chicken standing next to the baby zombie pigman. 
 
    “Bob?” said Harold. “Is it really you?” 
 
    “Yes!” clucked the other chicken excitedly. 
 
      
 
    [image: chicken reuinion.png] 
 
      
 
    Harold and Bob rushed together, reached their wings around each other and exchanged a long bro hug. 
 
    “I thought you were dead,” said Harold, a little tear of joy running from one eye. 
 
    “Same here,” said Bob. 
 
    As they pushed away from their bro hug, the baby zombie pigman said to Bob, “Wait. You know these guys?” 
 
    Bob nodded. “Yes. Well, I know Harold anyway. I don’t know the baby zombie.” 
 
    “His name is Zeke,” said Harold. “He helped me save some of our friends who got captured by villagers.” 
 
    “Hi, Bob,” I said, waving my hand. 
 
    “Hi, Zeke.” 
 
    The baby zombie pigman slapped his face with his hand. “Seriously? I act all crazy and scare these guys away from the cave and you know one of them?” 
 
    I walked over to the baby zombie pigman and said, “Forget about it.” 
 
    “Sorry,” he said. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” I said. “What’s your name?” 
 
    “Otis.” 
 
    I extended an undead hand and Otis reached his out. We shook hands. “Nice to meet you,” I said. “And, it’s nice not to have a sword pointed at my face.” 
 
    Otis looked embarrassed. “Yeah, well, there are lots of bad mobs out there. I was just being safe. Me and Bob had to go through a lot to survive and find a place like this. I wasn’t going to allow any chicken jockey to take it from us.” 
 
    “Sure,” I said. “I totally understand.” I paused for a moment and then asked, “So, are you a pigman jockey?” 
 
    Otis nodded, “Yes, sir.” 
 
    “Cool,” I said. “We should start a jockey gang.” 
 
    Otis rolled his undead eyes. “Oh, please, can we?” he said sarcastically.  
 
    “I was kidding,” I said. “Anyway, how did you get to the Overworld? Shouldn’t you be in the Nether?” 
 
    Otis seemed sad for a moment, and then said, “It’s a long story. I don’t want to talk about it.” 
 
    I looked down at the diamond sword in Otis’s hand. What is a baby zombie pigman doing with a diamond sword?  
 
    “How did you get that awesome sword?” I asked. 
 
    Otis looked over at Bob and raised an eyebrow. Bob nodded and said, “Show them.” 
 
    “Follow me,” said Otis.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
      
 
    Otis led us across the large cavern in which we had been standing toward a narrow passage. He grabbed a torch from the wall and told us each to grab one. 
 
    “It’s a pretty long walk from here,” said Otis. “Be sure to watch your step.” 
 
    As we walked through the narrow passage, I said to the chickens, “What did you mean back there about thinking you were both dead?” 
 
    Bob sighed. “Well, Harold and I were part of a large group of chickens, maybe fifteen of us, right Harold?” 
 
    “Sounds about right,” said Harold. 
 
    “Anyway, we were minding our own business, scratching the ground for seeds when a wolf arrived and ate one of us.” 
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    “Rest in peace, Glenda,” said Harold softly. 
 
    Bob nodded. “We all panicked and ran in all directions. As we ran, another couple of wolves arrived and started eating more chickens. We all had to scatter if we had any hope of survival. That was the last I saw of Harold. I met Otis the next day.” 
 
    “You know those chickens we freed back in the village?” said Harold. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “They were with that group. A few of us managed to get back together after the wolf attack, but we just assumed all the other chickens were dead.” 
 
    “Intense,” I said. 
 
    After that sad tale, we walked silently for a time, still in single-file behind Otis in the narrow passageway. In some spots, the passage was barely one block wide and we had to move quite slowly.  
 
    After a few more minutes, the passage started to become wider and wider as it slowly opened into a large chamber. 
 
    “Here we are,” said Otis.  
 
    We had entered a broad chamber, probably fifty blocks wide and eight blocks high. A small underground creek gurgled slowly through the center of the chamber. There was a small lava pit in one corner of the chamber. 
 
    “I bet there are lots of valuable ores near,” I said. 
 
    “Yep,” said Otis. “I’ve done a little mining and found some pretty awesome stuff, even some redstone ore and diamond ore.” 
 
    “So, you made the sword yourself?” I asked, totally impressed. 
 
    Otis shook his head. “No. I’ll show you.” 
 
    Otis led us to a cobblestone wall. He pulled a pickaxe from his inventory and quickly knocked away four blocks. Behind them was a chest. 
 
    “I was mining a few days ago and came across this chest hidden behind several layers of stone. My guess is some player hid it in here long ago.” 
 
    “Whoa,” I said. 
 
    “Cool,” said Harold. 
 
    “Yeah, it is,” Otis continued. “When I opened it up, I found all sorts of awesome stuff in it, including this diamond sword. There’s also all sorts of potions, armor and other weapons.” 
 
    “Can I open it?” I asked. 
 
    “Sure,” said Otis. “Why don’t you pick out some more weapons so you have something more than just your iron sword?” 
 
    I rushed over to the chest and opened it. I had never seen so many amazing things in one location: swords, bows, axes, armor, potions and even a book labeled Steve’s Diary. 
 
    “Wow!” I exclaimed. 
 
    Otis smiled. “Pretty awesome, huh?” 
 
    “It sure is,” I said as I grabbed a bow and ten arrows from the chest. “Too bad there isn’t another diamond sword,” I muttered. 
 
    “I got the only one,” said Otis, slashing his gleaming sword through the air and smiling like a madman … er … mad-zombie. 
 
    I rummaged further through the chest. “Any baby-sized armor in here?” I asked. “This leather armor is pretty weak.” 
 
    “No, nothing,” said Otis. “I need some armor myself.” 
 
    I picked up Steve’s Diary and said to Otis, “You read this yet?” 
 
    He laughed. “Of course not. Who would want to read someone else’s diary?” 
 
    I shrugged. And then opened the diary and started reading: “It was the best of times, it was the worst of times, it was the age of wisdom, it was the age of foolishness, it was the epoch of belief, it was the epoch of incredulity, it was the …” What the heck? I put the diary back in the chest. 
 
    I looked through the potions and grabbed a potion of healing, of strength and a splash potion of harming. “You never know when these might come in handy,” I said to Otis. 
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    “Agreed,” he replied. 
 
    I looked at the chickens. “I don’t see anything in the chest you guys might like. No grains of any kind.” 
 
    “That’s okay,” said Harold. “Chickens are used to having to scratch the ground to find their food.”  
 
    Chickens sure are accepting of their lot in life, I thought.  
 
    I made one last scan of the chest and was about to close it when a small bottle tucked in the back corner of the chest caught my eye. I reached down and lifted the bottle. 
 
    “Oh my gosh,” I said, “a potion of invisibility!” 
 
    “No way. How did I miss that?” asked Otis, who sounded a little jealous.  
 
    “It was hidden under some sheets of paper,” I said, trying not to gloat about my awesome find. 
 
    “Keep it handy. You never know when you might need it to get away from a player,” said Otis. 
 
    I nodded my agreement and then yawned. “Otis, man, I’m tired. You wouldn’t happen to have any beds around here?” 
 
    Otis grinned. “Come with me.” 
 
    Otis led us down another narrow passage that was only about ten blocks long before it opened up into a cozy room. Inside the room were three beds and a nest made of sticks. The walls were decorated with pictures in item frames and there were glowing torches on the walls. 
 
    “Nice,” I said. “Did you craft all of this?” 
 
    “It was like this when we found it,” said Otis. “All I needed to do was light the torches.” 
 
    I whistled. “Someone worked pretty hard on this cave. Hiding a chest full of loot and building this room.” 
 
    “There is also a deep mine down another passage,” said Bob. 
 
    “Really?” I said. 
 
    I was starting to get worried. If a player – maybe that Steve guy who left the weird diary – built all this, he was sure to return. And, he would not like us being here. 
 
    “Aren’t you afraid that whoever built this is going to come back?” I asked Otis. “I mean, if he is leaving diamond swords and bottles of potions laying around, he is probably pretty dominant. He might even have enchanted weapons.” 
 
    Otis did not seem too concerned. “This cave is huge. We’d hear anyone coming – like I heard you – and be able to escape before anything bad happened.” 
 
    Otis seemed to have it all worked out, so I said, “Sounds good to me.” 
 
    After that, we sat down and ate dinner and then got in to bed. Bob gave Harold some of his sticks to use as a nest. 
 
    We were all just drifting off to sleep when we heard and felt a massive explosion from deep inside the cave. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
      
 
      
 
    Otis jumped out of bed and lit a torch. “Is everyone okay?” he asked. We all were fine, just frightened. 
 
    “It sounded like it came from below us,” I said. 
 
    Otis nodded. “Yeah, I think it came from deep inside the mine. Maybe the main mine pit.” 
 
    “Do you think someone is down there?” I asked. 
 
    “Could be,” said Otis. “Or, it could be that some lava dripped on some TNT blocks and set off an explosion. The only way to be sure is to go down there and check it out.” 
 
    “Ugh,” I grunted. “I guess sleep will have to wait.” 
 
    Otis turned to Bob and Harold and said, “It is a pretty steep, narrow path through the mine, so we should probably ride you guys.” 
 
    “No problem,” said Bob. 
 
    “Sure,” said Harold. 
 
    Otis and I climbed aboard and got comfortable in our jockey positions. I still felt a little bad about riding Harold, but we made a great team and we could maneuver much more quickly when I was sitting on him. 
 
    “Let’s move out,” said Otis. “And, let’s try to be as quiet as possible. We don’t know who or what might be down there.” 
 
    The rest of us nodded our assent. Then, Otis and Bob took the lead, while Harold and I followed. 
 
    We passed through the short narrow exit from the sleeping chamber into the larger chamber where I had searched the chest. Then, we went to another crack in the wall, almost unnoticeable until I was just a few blocks away from it. 
 
    We entered the new crack and had to walk single-file for quite some time. I was starting to feel a little claustrophobic, trying to do some deep breathing exercises to stay calm. 
 
    “Are you alright?” whispered Harold. 
 
    “Fine, I think,” I whispered back. “I just hope we get into a larger space soon.” 
 
    Fortunately, it wasn’t much longer until we entered an expansive chamber carved out of cobblestone. 
 
    “The entrance to the mine,” said Otis, sweeping his little arm across the panorama. 
 
    “Whoa,” I said. “This room is huge. It’s only the entrance?” 
 
    “Yeah, this mine is enormous. Someone or some group spent a lot of time mining here,” said Otis. “And, I can understand why. I’ve only been mining for a little while, and I’ve found quite a bit of diamond ore.” 
 
    “Cool,” I said. 
 
    Otis pointed across the room and said, “The rest of the mine is through that opening and down. I’m sure the explosion happened down there somewhere.” 
 
    “Let’s go,” said Harold. 
 
    The path into the depths of the mine was surprisingly organized. Whoever had created the mine would go down a few blocks, then branch out in a pattern searching for ore on each level. After the level had been explored, the miner had returned to the main path, dug down a few more blocks, and then would repeat the branching pattern. 
 
    “Great design,” I whispered. 
 
    “Yeah, and it will make it easy to see where the explosion occurred,” said Otis. 
 
    He was right. A huge hole blown in the earth would be a stark contrast to the almost geometric design of the mine. 
 
    A little while later, we were just getting ready to descend to a new level when I heard some skittering noises followed by hissing. 
 
    “Something’s coming,” I whispered to Otis as I drew my sword. 
 
    Otis drew his sword too. Then, we told Bob and Harold to back us into opposite corners and hide until we could see what was coming. Otis and Bob were on one side of the passage, while Harold and I were on the other. 
 
    We waited just a few seconds until a pack of six cave spiders came up from the level below. Six? I thought. This was going to be a tough battle. 
 
    “Okay, Harold,” I whispered into Harold’s ear hole. “When I kick my feet against you, jump in front of the lead spider. Let’s hope Otis and Bob follow our lead.” 
 
    “Got it,” responded Harold. 
 
    I waited until just the right moment and then kicked Harold. He moved swiftly in front of the lead cave spider who hissed with surprise. 
 
    I raised my sword, ready for battle. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
      
 
      
 
    I brought my sword down with all my might, hoping to slice the lead spider in half, sending shock and awe through the remaining spiders, making them easier to kill. 
 
    But, instead of striking spider flesh, my sword hit diamond, making a cha-PING sound as it bounced off. 
 
    “No!” yelled Otis, as he extended his sword in front of mine just in the nick of time, stopping my attack. 
 
    All the spiders hissed and surrounded me. Just great, I thought. 
 
    “I know these guys,” said Otis. “They’re cool.” 
 
    “You could have let me know you had friends down here,” I said, putting my sword away. 
 
    The lead spider looked at Harold and me with his eight red eyes and hissed, “You are lucky you are with Otis, chicken jockey, or your fate would have been death.” 
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    “Whatever,” I said, trying to act like he hadn’t completely terrified me. I could feel Harold shivering with fear below me. 
 
    “Stop it, you two,” said Otis. 
 
    “No hard feelings?” I said to the spider. 
 
    “None,” hissed the spider. “The world is a dangerous place.” 
 
    “So, Beegu,” Otis said to the lead spider, “do you or your people have any idea what that explosion was?” 
 
    “No, I do not,” said Beegu. “We were just wandering through the mine when we heard it. It was huge, and the ground started shaking. It even broke some rock loose around us.” 
 
    “We felt it in my sleeping chamber too,” said Otis. 
 
    “I decided we needed to move higher in the cave,” said Beegu. “In fact, if the explosions continue, we may wait until night fall and then move to a safer cave.” 
 
    “Have you noticed anything else unusual in the past few days?” I asked. 
 
    “Nothing other than I thought I smelled zombies yesterday,” said Beegu. “I thought that was odd because the only time I ever smell zombie this deep in the mine is when you are down here, Otis.” 
 
    Otis and I looked at each other. Why would a zombie be so far down in the mine? Zombies prefer to stay on the surface near villages. 
 
    “Weird,” said Otis. “Maybe you smelled something else?” 
 
    “Maybe, but I doubt it,” said Beegu. 
 
    “Thank you, Beegu, for the information. We are going to go deeper to see if we can determine what the explosion was,” said Otis. 
 
    “Suit yourselves,” said Beegu. “But, for what it’s worth, you are going the wrong direction.” 
 
    We watched as Beegu and his group went on their way, their many legs moving up and down like pistons.  
 
    “Spiders freak me out,” said Harold. 
 
    “I know what you mean, buddy,” I said. 
 
    “Quit your whining and let’s get going,” said Otis. “We need to figure this out.” 
 
    We continued further down the mine, Otis leading the way. We had walked for a few minutes when we started to hear faint noises coming from somewhere down in the mine. The noises sounded like plinking or scraping sounds, but they were so far away it was difficult to be certain.  
 
    “Maybe pickaxes on stone?” I suggested. 
 
    “Maybe,” said Otis. “But, it sounds like a lot of them. I can’t believe an entire group of people got past me.” 
 
    “Maybe they came in some other way,” said Harold. 
 
    “What do you mean?” asked Otis. 
 
    “They could have started mining somewhere else and just ended up here,” explained Harold. 
 
    “I never thought of that,” said Otis. “Maybe you are correct.” 
 
    “Makes sense to me,” said Bob. 
 
    “Well, we will never find out just sitting here theorizing about it,” said Otis. “We need to get down there quickly.” 
 
    “I’m hungry,” said Bob. 
 
    Otis let out an exasperated sigh. “Fine, let’s stop and eat for a few minutes. But make it quick.” 
 
    After we finished eating, we continued down the mine. The noises were getting louder and louder the deeper we went. I was starting to get very nervous. 
 
    “Sounds like a lot of things moving around down there to be making so much noise,” I said to Otis. 
 
    Otis nodded his agreement. “We are getting close,” he said. 
 
    “Do you really think this is a good idea?” I asked. “I mean, it is probably a bunch of players down there. We won’t stand a chance against them.” 
 
    “Don’t be such a wimp,” said Otis. “Besides, if there are too many of them, we can run away and blow up some TNT traps I’ve set. It would take them days to mine through the rubble. They would never find us.” 
 
    I had to admit, I was impressed that Otis had already set TNT traps throughout the mine. But then, what if the people making all the noise had done the same thing? 
 
    We walked for a few more minutes, the noises getting louder and louder. Finally, it sounded like they were only a few feet away. 
 
    It was then that we noticed a huge gash torn in the cobblestone. There were piles of rubble scattered across the path.  
 
    “This must be where the explosion happened,” whispered Otis as he dismounted from Bob and told me to get off Harold.  
 
    We followed Otis as he crept slowly forward to a low pile of rocks. “It sounds like the noises we heard are coming from in there,” he said quietly. “Let’s take a look.” 
 
    We all slowly raised our heads over the rubble to look.  
 
    What I saw chilled me to my little undead core.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
      
 
      
 
    At the bottom of the giant pit created by the explosion, I saw ten zombies chained together. They each held a pickaxe and were slowly mining. Behind the enslaved zombies stood two players. 
 
    The players looked very dominant. Each was wearing full diamond armor and they held diamond swords. 
 
    “Keep digging, you filthy zombies,” yelled one of the players. 
 
    “Yeah, we need to extract all the good ore from this mine as soon as possible, before Steve comes back,” added the other player. 
 
    They know about Steve, too! He must have really built all of this and left his diary and weapons in that chest for safekeeping. 
 
    I felt sorry for the captured zombies, forced to labor against their will on behalf of these greedy players. Then, I looked more closely at the pathetic captured zombies and recognized Zeb among them! 
 
    I sat down behind the pile of rocks. “No,” I said softly. “No, no.” 
 
    “What is it?” whispered Otis. 
 
    “One of the captured zombies is my friend, Zeb,” I explained. 
 
    “That’s lame,” said Otis. 
 
    I looked at Harold. “We have to save him, Harold. He was the only one who stood by us when we were with the other horde.” 
 
    Harold nodded. “Yes, we should. But how?” 
 
    “Are you guys crazy?” asked Otis. “Didn’t you see those dominant griefers down there? We can’t defeat those guys.” 
 
    “What’s a griefer?” I asked. 
 
    “Seriously? Are you a noob?” asked Otis. 
 
    I frowned. “Just tell me.” 
 
    “A griefer is a player who likes to destroy the work of other players. Obviously, they found out Steve had created this mine and wanted to destroy it, but not until they first steal everything of value.” 
 
    “That’s terrible,” said Harold. “Why would anyone want to do that?” 
 
    Otis shrugged. “Who knows?” 
 
    “If they are griefing Steve’s mine, does that mean Steve is alive and he might come back?” asked Bob, trembling. 
 
    Otis rubbed his chin, thinking. “Gee, Bob, it might. I think we should get out of here and find a new place to live. I don’t want Steve to find us and think we griefed his stuff. I’ve heard Steve is pretty powerful.” 
 
    “So, you just want to abandon my friend down there?” I asked Otis. 
 
    “What choice do we have? We can’t face those griefers,” said Otis. 
 
    I sat there feeling sad. I couldn’t just abandon my friend. Harold came over and put a wing on my shoulder, trying to comfort me. And then, I had an idea. 
 
    “What if we don’t have to face them?” I said. 
 
    “What do you mean?” asked Otis. 
 
    “I have that potion of invisibility. Maybe I can drink it and sneak down there undetected and free Zeb,” I said. 
 
    Otis shook his head. “That won’t work. Suddenly Zeb is walking around free. What then? The griefers will just grab him again and you will have wasted your potion.”  
 
    I did not want to admit it, but Otis was right. It would be futile.  
 
    I was ready to give up hope and leave Zeb to his fate, when Harold said, “I think I have an idea.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
      
 
      
 
    We talked through Harold’s idea, and thought it just might work. It would be risky, but I couldn’t just leave Zeb there to suffer. Even Otis realized it was the right thing to do and agreed to help. 
 
    “Ready?” asked Harold. We all nodded our silent assent. Seeing that we were ready, Harold turned and began walking. We watched as he disappeared into a crack. 
 
    A few moments later, we heard one of the griefers say, “Hey, look at that. A chicken!” 
 
    “How did a chicken get so far down in the mine?” asked the other griefer. 
 
    “Who knows,” said the first griefer. “He probably just got lost. Chickens are so stupid.” 
 
    The griefers laughed. Then one said, “Let’s kill it and eat it.” 
 
    That was my cue. I quickly drank the potion of invisibility and snuck through the same crack Harold had used. When I entered the mine pit, I saw Harold running from one of the griefers. 
 
    “Come back here, you stupid chicken and let me kill you!” said the griefer chasing him. 
 
    “Ha! Ha! You can’t even catch a dumb chicken,” said the other griefer. 
 
    While Harold kept the first griefer busy, I took out my splash potion of harming and snuck behind the laughing griefer. I stood as close to him as I could and whispered, “Boo.” 
 
    “What?” said the griefer as he turned around quickly. Seeing nothing, the griefer said in a panicky voice, “Who .... who’s there?” 
 
    As he was looking at me, I tossed the splash potion in his face and said, “Drink up, griefer.” 
 
    “Ahhhhhhhhhhh,” screamed the griefer. “Ahhhhhhhhhh.” 
 
    His friend stopped chasing Harold and said, “What is it, man?” 
 
    “A ghost just threw a potion in my face. It burns. Oh, it burns,” he yelled as he rubbed his face with his hands. 
 
    “You fool, there is no such thing as ghosts.” 
 
    While the second griefer’s attention was distracted by his friend’s howls of pain, Otis and Bob snuck behind the second griefer. They placed a TNT block – extracted from one of Otis’s many traps – just behind him and then slowly backed away. 
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    Once they had reached a safe distance from the TNT, Otis yelled, “Hey.” 
 
    The griefer turned around and said, “A pigman jockey? What are you doing here?” 
 
    Otis shrugged. “Just this,” he said as he flipped a lever in his hands.  
 
    When the griefer saw the lever, he looked down and noticed the TNT block. But before he could react, the block exploded, burying the griefer under tons of cobblestone rubble. 
 
    The explosion was deafening. My ears were ringing. I was a little too close to the explosion and I felt dizzy. 
 
    “What is going on?” yelled the other griefer, still rubbing his eyes and moaning with pain from the harming potion. 
 
    “We are freeing our friends,” I mumbled, coughing dust out of my undead lungs. 
 
    The griefer slumped down to the ground and started crying. I ignored him. 
 
    The explosion had covered my invisible body with dust, and Harold saw my dusty form stumbling around. He bumped me from behind and said, “Get on, Zeke. We have to free Zeb.” 
 
    I was grateful for the ride. 
 
    Harold trotted over to where the ten zombies were still chained.  
 
    The explosion had knocked the unsuspecting zombies to the ground, but they were all still alive … or … still undead. 
 
    I dismounted from Harold and kneeled by Zeb. “Zeb, are you hurt?” 
 
    Zeb looked where my head should have been and saw nothing but a dust-covered body. His eyes grew wide with fear. “Ahhhhhhh, stay away from me, baby ghost,” he shouted. 
 
    “Zeb, it’s Zeke. I drank a potion of invisibility,” I said. “See, Harold’s right there.” 
 
    Zeb looked over at Harold. He breathed a sigh of relief. 
 
    “Hi, Zeb,” said Harold. 
 
    “Wow, am I glad to see you guys. I was getting really weak. Those griefers have been working me to death since they captured me yesterday.” 
 
    I stood up and grabbed a pickaxe from off the ground. “Look out,” I said to Zeb as I started smashing the axe against the iron chain on his leg. I was able to break it in just a few hits. 
 
    Zeb rubbed his leg where the chain had been. “Thanks,” said Zeb. 
 
    Otis grabbed another pickaxe, and we quickly freed the other nine zombies.  
 
    “Come on,” said Otis. “We need to get out of here. That potion of harming will wear off soon, and that other griefer might have survived the blast.” 
 
    Otis mounted Bob and the two led the way out of the mine pit with the nine freed zombies following behind. Zeb waited with me to bring up the rear of the line. 
 
    “Thanks for freeing me, Zeke,” said Zeb, putting his hand on my head.  
 
    “You would have done it for me,” I said. 
 
    Zeb smiled. “Zeke, I think the potion is wearing off. I can see you again.” 
 
    I looked down at my arms. Sure enough, I could see the rotten green color of my skin slowly reappearing. 
 
    The other zombies had left the mine pit, and it was time for Zeb and me to follow. 
 
    I looked behind me one more time to check that the griefer was still sitting on the ground crying, but he was gone! 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Zeb, that other griefer is gone,” I whispered. 
 
    Zeb looked to the empty space where the griefer had been. “Maybe he just ran away,” Zeb suggested. 
 
    I shook my head. “I doubt it. Those guys were evil. Evil players always want revenge.” 
 
    Zeb did not disagree with me. 
 
    “Look, Zeb, let’s get out of here and warn the others. We need to get to the surface as quickly as possible.” 
 
    I jumped on Harold and ran ahead, with Zeb following. We soon caught up with the zombie line and warned everyone. Otis and Bob moved as quickly as they could without leaving the weak, ambling zombies behind. 
 
    Incredibly, we made it all the way back to the entrance to the main chamber without encountering the griefer. 
 
    “Wow,” said Otis, “I can’t believe the missing griefer didn’t attack us.” 
 
    “Yeah, I thought we’d have to battle him,” I said, breathing a sigh of relief. “And, that would not have been pretty.” 
 
    We all walked into the main chamber and collapsed from fatigue. I pulled out some wheat grains and put them in a pile for Harold and Bob. They eagerly pecked the seed. I pulled out some cooked meat and passed it around to the zombies.  
 
    Then, I walked over to Zeb and gave him a piece. He looked at me and said, “Thank you, Zeke. You are a great zombie.” 
 
    I smiled. “Sure, Zeb. I owe you a lot. You’ve always been nice to me.” 
 
    Suddenly we heard an evil laugh coming from across the chamber, and then, “Awww, isn’t that cute?” 
 
    We looked in the direction of the sound and saw the griefer standing in front of the exit leading to the outside world. 
 
    The other zombies cowered in fear, but not me, not Otis and not Zeb. 
 
    “Where is your friend?” asked Otis, taunting the griefer. “Still under a few tons of rock?” 
 
    “Actually, I’m over here,” said another evil voice.  
 
    We all turned around and saw the other griefer step out from behind a pile of rubble. He waved his diamond sword at us menacingly. 
 
    “What are you going to do to us?” asked one of the zombies. 
 
    “You? You only have to be a slave again,” said the griefer blocking the chamber’s exit. “But we are going to kill those jockeys.” 
 
    I was looking around, trying to figure out how we could escape. The only exit was back where we came from, and if we went down there, the griefers would easily catch us in the narrow passage. The only other exit was blocked by the griefers. We would have to fight. 
 
    Apparently Zeb had figured this out already because he shuffled over to me and whispered, “Zeke, I’ll go for the griefer at the door. When he attacks me, do your best to defeat him.” 
 
    “No, Zeb, he will kill you.” 
 
    Zeb sighed. “I know, but I have lived a long undead life, and I want to try and help you to do the same.” 
 
    A tear welled up in my eye and ran down my face. “No, Zeb, you can’t.” 
 
    “It’s okay,” said Zeb, patting me on the head. 
 
    Otis walked over. “Quit your sniveling, you baby. I’ve got a plan.” 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “You’ll know it when you see it,” said Otis confidently. 
 
    “Hey,” said one of the griefers, “what are you freaks talking about?” 
 
    And that was when Otis yelled, “Now, Bob!” 
 
    A second later, the ground on which the two griefers were standing erupted with a massive explosion. The force of the explosion knocked everyone to the ground. 
 
    The first explosion was followed by a series of explosions that progressively blew a larger hole all the way to the outside world.  
 
    When the explosions stopped, we could see the night sky where before there had been only the inside of a mountain. 
 
    Where the griefers had been standing, there was a massive hole. It was so deep, we could see lava seeping in through the bottom. 
 
    “No way they survived that,” said Zeb. 
 
    “They are dead for sure,” I agreed. Then I turned to Otis. “How did you do that?” 
 
    “Didn’t I tell you I had TNT traps everywhere?” said Otis proudly. 
 
    “Yeah, you did, but I never suspected this,” I said. 
 
    “You’re welcome,” said Otis. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
      
 
      
 
    We picked our way through the rubble and out to the grassland. Since it was night time, the adult zombies did not catch fire. 
 
    “Now what?” I said. 
 
    “We need to find a new place to spend the day,” said Zeb. 
 
    “You could stay in the remains of this cave?” I suggested. 
 
    Zeb shook his head. “No, I’m sure more griefers will come back. It is not safe here.” 
 
    “The old man’s right,” said Otis. “We need to find another place.” 
 
    “We?” I said. 
 
    “Yeah,” said Otis. “I like you. You are brave and smart. People who aren’t brave and smart don’t survive for long in this world.” 
 
    “You are right about that,” I said. 
 
    “I hate to interrupt this love festival,” said Zeb, “but we only have a couple hours of night left. We need to find shelter from the sun.” 
 
    “Okay then,” I said as I got on Harold’s back. “Let’s go find a new home.” 
 
      
 
    End of Book 2 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Book 3: Rescue Mission 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
      
 
    I looked down at my chicken, Harold, and patted his head. “I think I see something up there to the left.” 
 
    Harold nodded. “I see it too, Zeke.” 
 
    I looked behind me and saw Zeb walking alongside Otis, who was riding his chicken, Bob. They looked exhausted. We had all just escaped from two evil griefers, but had to destroy the cave we were hiding in with TNT in order to get away. 
 
    “Guys,” I said. “I think I see a cave up ahead.” 
 
    “I hope so,” said Zeb. “The sun will be up soon. I’d really like to avoid bursting into flames and dying.” 
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    “I hope so, too, old man,” said Otis. “No one wants to smell that.” 
 
    “Don’t be rude, Otis,” said Bob. 
 
    “Whatever,” said Otis. 
 
    Harold changed his direction, heading for what we thought was a cave. As we got closer, we saw that it was indeed an entrance to something. 
 
    I dismounted from Harold’s back and lit a torch. “I’ll check it out,” I said. 
 
    I walked into the narrow crack in the mountain, hoping it would soon widen into a cave. I listened carefully for any sounds of mob movement or mining. I did not hear anything. 
 
    As I pressed farther into the passage, it began to widen. I was soon inside a chamber large enough to serve as a sleeping quarters for a few nights, if not a permanent home. I made a quick search of the chamber. There did not appear to be any other passages leading away from the chamber. There was no evidence anything or anyone else had used this small cave recently. 
 
    I rushed back to the entrance and stepped outside. “Guys, there is a small chamber inside. Just big enough to sleep in.” 
 
    “Praise be to Notch,” said Zeb. “Look!” Zeb pointed toward the horizon where the top edge of the square of the sun was just beginning to rise. 
 
    “You sure got lucky, old man,” said Otis. “Just in the nick of time, eh?” 
 
    “I suppose so,” said Zeb. “But, when you are undead, death is always close at hand. I’ve learned to live with it.” 
 
    “Come on,” said Harold. “Let’s go inside.” 
 
    “You guys go ahead,” said Otis. “I am going to look around a bit.” 
 
    Bob sighed. “I’m tired, Otis.” 
 
    “It’s cool, Bob,” said Otis. “I don’t need your help. I just want to see if there is anything interesting or useful nearby.” 
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    “Okay, thanks,” said Bob. “See you when you get back.” 
 
    As Otis walked off to explore by himself, the rest of us went inside the cave and found a spot to sleep.  
 
    Zeb leaned against a rock and immediately fell asleep. Harold and Bob scratched the ground a bit and sat down. 
 
    “You guys want some grain before you go to sleep?” I asked.  
 
    “Yes,” they said. 
 
    I reached into my sack and gave each of them a handful of grain. They pecked at the grains rapidly, devouring them. 
 
    I looked inside my sack. Almost no grain left. “We’ll need to find some more grain in the next few days,” I said. 
 
    The chickens nodded their agreement before tucking their beaks under a wing and falling asleep. 
 
    Looking at my sleeping friends made me tired too. I yawned as I scanned the cave for someplace to rest. I soon found a comfortable rock and fell asleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
    I don’t know how long we had all been asleep when Otis returned. But, I know the moment he came back because he was screaming, “Help!” 
 
    I woke up and grabbed my iron sword. I looked at the entrance of the cave and saw Otis running as fast as his little undead legs would carry him. Sunlight was entering the cave, so I could tell it was still day time. 
 
    Otis ran toward us and collapsed on the ground, breathing heavily. 
 
    “What is it?” I said, looking back and forth from Otis to the entrance of the cave, expecting to see something horrible. 
 
    “Some … some … players were ... chasing me,” Otis sputtered between breaths. 
 
    “Why?” asked his chicken, Bob. 
 
    “They … they wanted my … my diamond sword,” said Otis. “So I ran.” 
 
    “You idiot,” I said. “You led them to our cave?” 
 
    Otis shook his head. “I think I lost them back in the forest.” 
 
    “You should have made certain you lost them before coming here,” said Zeb. “We are no match against players right now.” 
 
    “This is stupid,” I said as I walked cautiously toward the cave’s entrance. I scanned the area outside of the cave and saw nothing. I listened for a minute and could not hear anything either. 
 
    I walked back to where everyone else was sitting and said, “I don’t think there are any players out there. But, we should still be cautious until dark. Then, we should probably try to find a new cave. Those players might try to track Otis and could find this place.” 
 
    “I’ll take first watch,” said Zeb. 
 
    “Otis, give Zeb your diamond sword,” I said. 
 
    “No, it’s mine. It’s my precious,” said Otis, clutching his sword to his chest. 
 
    “Don’t be stupid, Otis,” said Bob. “Zeb will need it in case a player shows up.” 
 
    “Fine,” said Otis, pouting like a little bald baby as he tossed his sword on the ground in front of Zeb. 
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    Zeb picked up the sword and swished it back and forth a few times. “Nice balance,” said Zeb. “Whoever made this knew what he was doing.” 
 
    “It was probably that Steve guy who hid that chest in the other cave,” I said. 
 
    “Probably,” said Zeb. “Let’s hope we never have to face him in battle.” 
 
    The rest of the day passed uneventfully. Bob and Harold each took turns pecking the ground outside of the cave, searching for dangers while at the same time having a snack. 
 
    I wanted to go outside and enjoy the sunlight too, but I was worried the players might suddenly arrive. So, I stayed inside the cave in the shadows. 
 
    Finally, it was nighttime, and we were able to leave the cave without worry of being seen by any players who might be lurking. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
      
 
    We took all of our supplies with us. We would only return to this cave as a last resort. 
 
    We had been scouting for about an hour, when my stomach began to rumble. “Guys,” I said. “We need to find some food. We don’t have anything left.” 
 
    “I agree,” said Zeb. “Maybe we can find a cow or a pig wandering around and kill it?” 
 
    “No pigs,” said Otis. “I’m not a cannibal.”  
 
    “What about a chick–. Uh … nevermind,” said Zeb. Harold and Bob stared at Zeb, hate burning in their black chicken eyes. 
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    Luckily for us, we were in a forest biome, and cows seemed to be wandering constantly through the forests of the Overworld. It wasn’t long before we saw one. 
 
    “I’ll go kill it with my sword,” said Otis. 
 
    “No,” I said. “Let me use that bow and arrows I grabbed from the chest in the griefer cave.” 
 
    “Suit yourself,” said Otis. 
 
    I tucked my sword away and pulled out the bow. I notched an arrow, pulled back the string, aimed for the cow’s heart, and let go. The arrow flew true and hit the cow. It mooed in pain and started running in circles, kicking its hooves and flashing red. 
 
    “One more should do it,” said Zeb. 
 
    I notched another arrow and aimed for the cow’s heart again. I let the arrow fly and it was another direct hit. The cow mooed, flashed red, and then disappeared in a puff of smoke, dropping three pieces of raw meat and two pieces of leather. 
 
    “Perfect,” said Otis. “A piece of meat for each of us.” 
 
    We rushed over to the cow and each grabbed a piece of meat. The best part about being a zombie or zombie pigman is that you can eat raw meat and like it. We gobbled the meat down quickly, as Bob and Harold watched, slightly disgusted. 
 
    “That was good,” said Zeb. “Nothing better than fresh raw cow meat.” 
 
    “For sure,” said Otis, rubbing his stomach with satisfaction. 
 
    “Otis,” I said as I picked raw meat from between my teeth, “you should save those two pieces of leather and make some armor the next time we pass a crafting table.” 
 
    “Good idea,” said Otis, picking up the leather. “I think I am going to need it.” 
 
    “You still need six more pieces to make a tunic though, right?” I said. 
 
    “I think so,” said Otis. “But, we can just keep killing cows each time we get hungry, and we should have enough leather to make armor in no time.” 
 
    We walked for a little while longer and came to what appeared to be a cave entrance, but it turned out to be just a small crack in the mountain. We had to move on. 
 
    We had been exploring for a long time, and were about to give up and return to our prior cave when Zeb spotted something. “Over there,” he said, pointing. Zeb pointed to a small gash in the mountain.  
 
    The opening was so small, Zeb would have to get on his hands and knees to go inside. I was surprised he noticed it at all.  
 
    When we got to the opening, Harold volunteered to check it out. Harold was gone about five minutes when he popped out of the hole. 
 
    “Wow,” he said. “It is a big cave. There are a few holes that let in moonlight.” 
 
    “Any evidence players have been mining in there?” I asked. 
 
    “Nothing I could see,” said Harold. “But, I think it is a huge cave, so who knows what is going on in the depths.” 
 
    “The sun will be up soon,” said Zeb. “ I think we should risk it.” 
 
    We all agreed and went into the cave. 
 
    After we got situated, Otis said, “First thing tomorrow morning, I think we should get some more food.” 
 
    “Sounds like a good idea,” I said. “I’ll come with you.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
      
 
      
 
    About an hour later, the sun had come up and it was time to search for some food. Zeb stayed at the cave to sleep and avoid burning to death under the sun. Otis and I, astride our trusty chickens, left in search of cows. 
 
    It did not take long before we found a few cows grazing in a meadow. We worked out a pretty good system for harvesting our meat. I shot each cow with an arrow, and then Otis and Bob rushed to the cow and finished it off with his diamond sword. 
 
    Within a short time, we each had ten pieces of raw beef in our inventory as well as a lot of leather hides. 
 
    “Otis,” I said. “I think there is enough leather for you to make a full set of armor now.” 
 
    “Awesome,” said Otis. “We just need to find a crafting table.” 
 
    “Too bad a player did not leave one in the middle of the forest,” I said. 
 
    “Villagers usually have crafting tables,” said Harold.  
 
    “That’s pretty risky,” I said. 
 
    Otis laughed. “Those stupid villagers don’t know anything. I could get in there and get out without being seen.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” said Bob. 
 
    “And, even if one of those derp villagers saw me,” continued Otis, “I’d just flash my diamond sword at him and he’d back off.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, let’s see if we can’t find a couple more cows and then get back to the cave,” I said. 
 
    We continued searching the forest and had just crested the top of a hill when we saw some smoke rising in the distance. 
 
    “What do you think that is?” I asked. 
 
    “A witch’s hut?” suggested Bob. 
 
    “No way,” said Otis. “That’s smoke from a blacksmith shop, I bet.” 
 
    “A village?” asked Harold. 
 
    “I think so,” said Otis. “Let’s go make some armor.” 
 
    “I don’t think that is a good idea,” I said. 
 
    “What are you? Chicken? Err … I mean … scared?” said Otis. 
 
    “I am just cautious,” I replied. “Harold and I were trapped in a village once by an iron golem. I would have died if it weren’t for Harold’s quick thinking.” 
 
    “Well, then, you guys wait outside the village,” said Otis. “Bob and I will sneak in, craft some armor, and then come back. Right, Bob?” 
 
    Bob did not seem impressed by the plan. “Do we have to?” 
 
    “Don’t be a wimpy chicken,” said Otis. “Let’s do this.” 
 
    We headed toward the village, with Otis and Bob leading the way. When we got to the edge of the village, we saw a handful of villagers milling around, making trades and saying “hurr” a lot. There did not appear to be any iron golems in this village. 
 
    “You and Harold wait here,” said Otis. “We’ll sneak into the blacksmith shop and use his crafting table to make some leather armor. It shouldn’t take long.” 
 
    “Be careful,” I said. 
 
    Harold and I crouched behind a boulder as Otis and Bob snuck into the village. I kept listening for villagers to scream or sound an alarm, but that never happened. Maybe Otis’s plan was working?  
 
    After a few minutes, we heard footsteps and then heard, “Check it out!” It was Otis. 
 
    Harold and I stood up and came out from behind the boulder and saw Otis completely covered in leather armor sitting on top of Bob. 
 
    “You look awesome,” I said. 
 
    “Yeah,” said Otis, slashing his diamond sword. “No one should mess with me now.” 
 
    “Dude, slow your roll. It’s only leather armor,” I said. 
 
    Suddenly, Harold clucked and said, “Hide!” We all ducked behind the boulder as quickly as we could. 
 
    “What is it?” I asked. 
 
    “There’s a player heading into the village,” said Harold. 
 
    “Really?” said Otis, peeking his head around the boulder. 
 
    “Careful,” I said. 
 
    Otis pulled his head back, his face red with anger. “It’s the player that chased me yesterday. Ohhhh, I hate that guy.” 
 
    “It’s not the first time you’ve been chased,” I said. 
 
    “Yeah, but he said mean things to me,” said Otis. “He called me a rotten pork smelling undead freak.” Otis was shaking with rage. 
 
    “Forget about it,” I said, trying to calm him down. 
 
    “Otis forgets nothing,” he said. “Bob, let’s do this.” 
 
    “Wait. What?” said Bob. 
 
    But before anyone could answer Bob’s question, Otis kicked his heels into Bob’s sides, yelled “Yee-haw,” and the two of them were running straight for the player. 
 
    “No!” I yelled. 
 
    “Be quiet,” said Harold. “We don’t want the player to know where we are.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said as I watched Otis and Bob rushing toward the player. 
 
    At first, the player did not notice the baby zombie pigman closing in on him. But then, Otis let out an attack scream and the player turned and saw him. The player actually looked scared. 
 
    The player began running away from the village and into the forest with Otis and Bob close behind. After a few seconds, they were out of view. 
 
    “Come on, Harold,” I said. “Let’s go see what happens.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
      
 
      
 
    Harold and I followed closely, but stayed off to the side, trying to avoid being seen by the player. But, since the player was running for his life, there seemed little danger he would spot us. 
 
    Otis was yelling things like “onward fair steed” and “we shall slay him” and “die, die, die!” He had gone crazy with bloodlust. 
 
    The player ran around some rocks, through trees, and then alongside a mountain.  
 
    “Do you think he’s heading for a cave?” I asked Harold. 
 
    “Maybe,” said Harold. “Or a fortified house.” 
 
    As Harold and I struggled to keep everyone in view, we noticed that the player had run into a V-shaped area alongside the mountain. It was almost like the corner of a room. 
 
    “Ha!” We heard Otis yell. “Now you are trapped, player.” 
 
    The player looked panicked, but then spotted an opening and ducked inside. 
 
    “There is no escape,” said Otis as he urged Bob into the opening. They disappeared from view. 
 
    “I can’t hear anything now, Harold,” I said. “What do you think is happening?” 
 
    I could feel a shiver of fear pass through Harold as I sat on his back. “I hope nothing bad.” 
 
    We sat there for what seemed like hours, though it was probably just one minute. The tension was mounting. There were no sounds of a struggle. What could be going on? 
 
    Then, I saw a horrible sight. A different player emerged from behind a large boulder in the V-shaped area below us and quickly blocked off the opening with cobblestones. 
 
    “What is going on?” said Harold. 
 
    Then, we saw the other player, the one Otis and Bob had been chasing, climb over the top of the mountain and raise his fist in the air. “I got him!” he shouted. 
 
    “Oh, no, Harold,” I said, unable to hold back my tears. “They killed them.” I dismounted Harold and sat on the ground crying. 
 
    Harold put his wing around me. He was crying too. 
 
    It was then we heard something that gave us hope. The two players were now standing next to each other in the V-shaped area, and the second player asked, “He’s still alive, right?” 
 
    “Yeah, he is,” said the first player. “Alive, but very, very unhappy.” 
 
    “Yes,” said the second player. “Our friends will never believe we caught a pigman jockey.” 
 
    “Totally, dude,” said the first player. “Let’s make a YouTube video of him.” 
 
    The second player gave the first a high-five and said, “Let’s do it.” 
 
    The two players then left the V-shaped area and walked back in the direction of the village. 
 
    I looked over at Harold. “So, Otis and Bob are alive, but trapped inside that mountain?” 
 
    “That’s what it sounded like to me. Thank goodness,” said Harold. 
 
    “But what is a ewe-tube video?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t know,” said Harold. “But, it sounds like they are going to feed Otis and Bob to a sheep!” 
 
    “Oh my Notch!” I said. “Why would they want to feed him to a ewe?” 
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    “Because they are freaks!” said Harold. “And, what is a video?”  
 
    “It must be what happens when you come out of the ewe-tube,” I said, shuddering at the thought. 
 
    “I think I just threw up in my mouth,” said Harold, cringing. 
 
    I looked down at my hands. They were shaking with fear and rage. “This is so wrong on so many levels,” I said. 
 
    “We have to rescue Bob!” said Harold, resolutely. 
 
    “And Otis,” I said. 
 
    “We have to rescue Bob,” Harold repeated. “But how?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. “But Zeb will. Let’s go and talk to him.” 
 
    “Hop on,” said Harold. “We need to hurry.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
      
 
      
 
    When we got back to the cave, we found Zeb sleeping on the ground. We woke him up and explained everything. He shook his head sadly several times as he sat on the ground, listening to our tale of woe. 
 
    When we had finished, Zeb sat there for a moment in the dim light of the cave, lost in thought. Finally, he said, “Otis is a fool.”  
 
    “We know that, but he does not deserve to die like that … inside of a sheep,” I said. 
 
    “I suppose you are right, but if it weren’t for Bob, I’d consider leaving him to his fate,” said Zeb. 
 
    “That is a horrible thing to say, Zeb,” I said. 
 
    “He’s right though,” said Harold. 
 
    I would never admit it to them, but Zeb had a point. Otis was a pretty cool guy, but he could be a bit irrational from time to time. I mean, I first met him as he was threatening to kill me with his diamond sword. 
 
    “Whatever,” I said. “Look, Otis saved us from those griefers and now it is our turn to save him. That is what friends do.” 
 
    Zeb and Harold looked down at the ground, ashamed. 
 
    “Come on, guys. I didn’t mean to hurt your feelings, but we don’t have much time. How can we rescue them, Zeb?” 
 
    Zeb did not respond right away. Instead, he scratched at the ground with his undead fingers, lost in thought. Harold was also scratching the ground with his claws, though I could not tell if he was thinking or just hoping to find some food. 
 
    It seemed like Zeb was taking forever to come up with a plan. Usually he knew exactly what to do. I was starting to worry that he had no idea how to rescue Otis and Bob.  
 
    The silence was starting to close in on me. I began pacing back and forth in the cave. What could we do? I thought. How can we save them? I started rubbing my head with both hands, hoping to massage an idea into my brain. But all I succeeded in doing was rubbing some of my undead skin from my scalp. 
 
    “Come on, Zeb,” I said, flicking the dead skin from my fingers. “Can’t you think of anything?” 
 
    Zeb slowly looked up at me. I could see his eyes were sad. He was about to speak when there was a *POP* noise in the back of the cave. 
 
    The noise startled us. We all looked toward the source of the noise. 
 
    “What?” I said. 
 
    “How?” said Harold. 
 
    “They spawned,” said Zeb. 
 
    There, standing in the dim light at the back of the cave were three creepers. 
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 Chapter 7 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Hey, guys,” I said to the creepers. 
 
    The creepers rushed forward and started to flash. Oh no! I thought. They are going to explode! 
 
    Zeb put his hands up. “Calm down, creepers. We are hostile mobs too.” 
 
    The creepers realized who we were and stopped flashing. 
 
    “Sorry,” said one of the creepers. “We are really disoriented. We thought you were players.” 
 
    “We understand,” said Zeb. “It is pretty typical to be befuddled when you first spawn.” 
 
    “Befuddled?” I said.  
 
    Zeb shrugged. “I like that word. I’ve been waiting to use it in a sentence forever.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes and turned my attention back to the three creepers. “Thanks for not blowing us up. We are in the midst of trying to save our friend, so an explosion would not have been ….” And that was when I knew how we could save Otis and Bob. 
 
    “So, um, creepers. You guys like to blow up players, right?” I said. 
 
    “Oh, yes, we should very much like to blow up players,” they said in unison, furiously nodding their green and black heads up and down. 
 
    I looked over at Harold and Zeb. I could tell by their smiles, they already knew where I was going with this. 
 
    “We know where a couple of players are,” I said. “We could take you to them and save you days of wandering around looking for players to kill.” 
 
    The creepers started hopping up and down on their four stubby legs. “Oh, goody, goody. Would you? Would you?” 
 
    “Sure, we will,” said Harold. “Then you can blow them up and fulfill your life’s destiny.” 
 
    The creepers were shaking with excitement. “Let’s go now. Now. Now. Now. Oh, please. Oh, please. Pretty please with gunpowder on top.” 
 
    I put my hands up. “Chill, guys. We need to wait a couple of hours until dark. Then we can sneak up on the players.” 
 
    “And, I can come with you all to help,” said Zeb. “I’ll burn if I go out in the sunlight right now.” 
 
    “Yes,” said one of creepers. “Stealth. Sneaking. Finding. Exploding. It sounds perfect.” 
 
    “Great!” I said. “Harold and I have had a long day, so we are going to take a nap before we head out tonight.” 
 
    “What should we do?” asked the creepers. 
 
    “Think about how glorious it will be when you blow up the players,” suggested Harold. 
 
    “Oh, yes. Yes. Glorious. Yes,” they said. 
 
    I walked with Harold over to a corner of the cave to take a nap. “Those guys give me the … well … the creeps,” I whispered. 
 
    “Yeah, but they are going to help us rescue Bob,” said Harold. 
 
    “And Otis,” I said. 
 
    “Whatever,” said Harold as he sat on the ground and went to sleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
      
 
      
 
    Zeb woke us up just after nightfall. “You ready to go?” 
 
    I nodded. “What are the creepers doing?” 
 
    Zeb shrugged. “They’ve been hissing to each other for the last couple hours. Probably talking about how fun it will be to explode. They’re crazy.” 
 
    “Yeah, but we can use their explosions to blow a hole in the side of the mountain and free Otis and Bob,” I said. 
 
    I hopped on the back of Harold and we walked over to the creepers. “Ready to go?” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” said one of them. “Most ready. Most prepared.” 
 
    “Follow us,” said Harold. 
 
    Harold and I led the way to where Otis and Bob were imprisoned. The three creepers followed us, while Zeb brought up the rear. 
 
    The moon was nearly full, so it was easy to see in the night without using torches. When the V-shaped corner of the mountains was in sight, we stopped to discuss our plan. 
 
    “Okay, creepers,” I said. “We saw the players go inside that rock wall and then seal the door shut. If one of you goes down there and blows up, the players should come running out and then the other two of you can blow up.” 
 
    “Yay,” said the creepers, running down to the rock wall. 
 
    I watched as the creepers rushed to the rock wall. This was it, I thought. Otis and Bob will be freed. But, then, nothing happened. The creepers walked back and forth by the wall and did not explode. 
 
    “What’s going on?” I asked. 
 
    “They don’t sense a player, so they won’t explode,” said Harold. “Now they know we’ve been lying to them.” 
 
    “Netherrack,” I cursed. 
 
    The creepers slowly walked back to us. “There are no players in there. They must be gone,” said one of the creepers. 
 
    “Or, maybe, they were never there,” hissed another creeper suspiciously. 
 
    “Really?” I said. “Gee, sorry guys. I guess you’ll have to find some players on your own.” 
 
    “Stupid baby zombie,” hissed the third creeper. 
 
    Just then, one of the players who had captured Otis and Bob wandered into the valley below. He was carrying a torch and walking directly at the V-shaped area. He got to the wall and started hitting it with his pickaxe.  
 
    “Look,” I said. “Once he opens the wall, we can rush in and free our friends.” 
 
    But, the creepers did not hear me. They were already rushing toward the player to blow themselves up. 
 
    “No!” I screamed. “It’s our only chance.” 
 
    The creepers charged the player, who looked up just in time to run away from them. The creepers pursued, blowing themselves up. But, the player escaped. 
 
    “Oh my Notch,” I said softly. “Now we will never free Otis and Bob.” 
 
    “Actually, maybe we can,” said Zeb. 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “Creepers drop gunpowder,” explained Zeb. “If they dropped enough, we can make a block of TNT and blow a hole in the wall.” 
 
    I pumped my fist. “Yes! Let’s do it.” 
 
    “The only problem is, we need to get some sand and a crafting table,” said Zeb. 
 
    “There are crafting tables in the village, and I am sure we can find some sand there too,” said Harold. 
 
    “Okay,” said Zeb. “Now, let’s go get the gunpowder.” 
 
    We walked to the spot where the creepers had exploded. The player was nowhere in sight. We located five gunpowder piles. 
 
    “Phew,” said Zeb. “We need five gunpowders for every block of TNT. This is just enough.” 
 
    I reached down and gathered all of the gunpowder. “Let’s get to that village quickly,” I said. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
      
 
      
 
    The village was calm. Because it was nighttime, no villagers were outside. This would make it easier to sneak around, but it would make it more difficult to get access to a crafting table. 
 
    “Otis used the crafting table in the blacksmith shop earlier today when he made his leather armor,” I said. “Maybe we can get to it?” 
 
    “Let me go take a look by myself,” said Harold. “If a villager spots me, he won’t think anything unusual is happening.” 
 
    “Good idea,” I said as I dismounted from Harold. Harold walked into the village while Zeb and I waited anxiously. 
 
    When Harold returned, he said, “There is a small door into the blacksmith’s shop. It was unlocked and no one was inside. I think we can do this.” 
 
    “Great,” said Zeb. “Did you happen to notice any sand?” 
 
    Harold nodded. “Yes, there was a pile of sand just outside the blacksmith shop.” 
 
    “How easy is this going to be?” I said confidently. 
 
    We all started walking to the blacksmith shop, Zeb and I trying to sneak in the shadows, while Harold walked in the middle of the path. 
 
    We had just reached the blacksmith shop when we heard a thumping sound. Oh, no, I thought. I turned around and saw an iron golem. 
 
    “I’ll distract it,” said Zeb. “You guys make the TNT.” 
 
    “No, Zeb, he might kill you,” I said. 
 
    Zeb smiled. “Maybe, but those griefers would have worked me to death if it weren’t for you and Otis. I realize that what I said earlier about abandoning Otis was wrong. So, I’m okay with this.” 
 
    The iron golem had started to approach. 
 
    “No time to argue,” said Zeb as he ran off in the other direction, the iron golem in pursuit. 
 
    As I watched Zeb lead the iron golem away, I had a bad feeling in the pit of my stomach. I was certain I would never see him again. I brushed back a tear from my eye and said, “Come on, Harold. Let’s get this done.” 
 
    We ducked inside the blacksmith shop and quickly crafted a block of TNT using the five gunpowders and four sand piles. I put the block of TNT into my inventory, and we ducked back outside. 
 
    As Harold and I snuck back out of the village, we could hear the iron golem stomping in the distance. It sounded like he was still chasing Zeb. 
 
    “Maybe Zeb can get away?” suggested Harold. 
 
    “I hope so,” I said, without much conviction. 
 
    “Let’s go save Bob,” said Harold. 
 
    “And Otis,” I said. 
 
    Harold sighed. “And Otis.” 
 
    I jumped on Harold’s back, and we raced toward the mountain prison, hoping we were not too late. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10 
 
      
 
      
 
    We got back to the V-shaped area quickly and found it deserted. The player we had seen earlier had not come back to re-open the mountain. Or, if he had, he had sealed it again. 
 
    We got right up to the side of the mountain, and I put the TNT block down. I positioned it against the rock, so when it exploded, it would be sure to blow a hole deep enough into the rock to open up an escape passage for Otis and Bob. 
 
    “Okay, Harold, let’s back up out of the blast radius,” I said. 
 
    “Uh, Zeke, I just realized something,” said Harold. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We don’t have any way to ignite the TNT.” 
 
    I felt the pit of my stomach sink. How could I have been so stupid? Of course TNT does not explode unless there is a spark or fire or another explosion to set it off. 
 
    “Aaargh!” I yelled with frustration and kicked the TNT block from atop Harold’s back. “How can we light this thing?” 
 
    Just then, both players walked around the corner carrying torches in the night. They spotted us right away. 
 
    “Check it out,” one said. “A chicken jockey!” 
 
    “Dude, let’s make a YouTube video about him, too,” said the other. 
 
    I was still sitting on Harold, so I whispered, “Run.” Harold responded immediately, darting to the side. 
 
    “Hey, get back here you stupid chicken jockey,” yelled one of the players.  
 
    “I got this,” said the other. 
 
    I looked over my shoulder and saw the player pull out a bow and notch an arrow. When he let the arrow fly, it burst into flame as it came close. I managed to duck just in time, and the arrow buzzed inches above me. 
 
    “That was close,” panted Harold. 
 
    “Yeah, but it gives me an idea,” I said. “Run back in front of the TNT. We need to get them to shoot at us with those flaming arrows and blow up the TNT.” 
 
    “Brilliant!” said Harold. 
 
    We raced back toward the TNT. The player with the flaming arrows shot two more at us before we got into position. Then, we just stood there, pretending to be scared. 
 
    “You can’t escape,” said the player with the arrows. “We are smarter than you.” 
 
    I let out a painful zombie moan. I sounded so stupid, but it was exactly what the player wanted to hear. He shot a flaming arrow at our feet, hoping to scare us long enough for the other player to build a rock wall around us to trap us for a ewe-tube death. 
 
    But, I reached down and grabbed the still burning arrow, shoved it into the TNT, and then Harold and I ran away as fast as we could. I saw the look of terror on the player’s face as he realized what was happening. 
 
    And then, the TNT exploded. The shock wave pushed Harold and me down to the ground, and we tumbled in a heap. The two players were also knocked down and dazed. 
 
    “Whoa,” said Harold, shaking his head. “I hope Bob and Otis weren’t sitting by that wall.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said as I raced back toward the opening. 
 
    I ducked into the hole and yelled, “Otis! Bob! Are you guys okay?” 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    “Bob! Otis! Come out!” yelled Harold. 
 
    And then, emerging from the dust cloud created by the explosion, came Otis and Bob. They rushed toward us, and we exchanged bro hugs. 
 
    “Awesome!” 
 
    “You’re alive!” 
 
    “Thanks for saving us!” 
 
    “Epic!” 
 
    In the midst of our celebration, I could hear moans from the players as they struggled to stand up. 
 
    “Time for some revenge,” said Otis as he pulled out his diamond sword and started to walk over to the players. 
 
    I put my hand on his arm. “No. Now is not the time. We need to get out of here.” 
 
    Otis sighed. “I guess you are right. I need some food. I’m weak.” 
 
    “So am I,” whimpered Bob. 
 
    “Hop on, Otis,” said Harold. “Zeke and Bob can walk by themselves.” 
 
    “Really? You’d give me a ride?” asked Otis. Then, he looked at me. “Is it okay if I ride your chicken?” 
 
    “Sure, dude, anytime,” I said. I didn’t really mean anytime, but since Otis had just been freed from prison, what else could I say? 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
      
 
      
 
    On the way back to the cave, we told Otis and Bob what we had done to save him from the ewe-tube. We told him that Zeb had sacrificed himself, and we did not know if he had survived. We finished our story just as we reached our cave. 
 
    “Sorry, I was so stupid,” said Otis. “I was being selfish. Bob could have died because of me.” 
 
    “Just don’t do it again,” said a voice from the darkness of the cave. 
 
    “Zeb? Zeb is that you?” I said. 
 
    Zeb stepped out from the darkness with a big smile on his face. “Of course. That iron golem didn’t stand a chance.” 
 
    I ran over to Zeb and shook his hand, placing my free hand on his shoulder. I looked at his face and silently thanked him for his bravery. 
 
    “How did you escape?” asked Harold. 
 
    Zeb laughed. “I got lucky, actually. I was running down a path and thought the iron golem was about to crush me when a horde of zombies wandered onto the path behind me. The iron golem started killing them instead.” 
 
    “Gross,” said Otis. 
 
    “Yeah, I felt bad for them, but you are my friends,” said Zeb. “I’m glad to be back.” 
 
    I sat down on the ground and pulled out some raw beef and passed it around. I also pulled out some grain for Harold and Bob. Everyone ate their fill. 
 
    As I rubbed my undead stomach, bloated with raw beef, I yawned. “I am so tired. The last few days have been crazy.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m tired too,” said Harold. 
 
    “I wonder what might happen tomorrow?” asked Otis. 
 
    “Only time will tell,” said Bob. 
 
    And we all went to sleep. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    End of Book 3
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 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
      
 
    After saving Otis and Bob from the horrible fate of the ewe-tube, I did not want to have any more adventures. I was done being a hero. I just wanted to find a place to call home, raise some cows, and live the rest of my undead existence in peace.  
 
    This cave seemed like the perfect place.  
 
    After everyone woke up and we had finished breakfast, I stood up. “Guys,” I said, pausing to look in the eyes of Harold, Zeb, Otis, and Bob. “I think we should try to make this cave our permanent home.” 
 
    They sat there for a moment, considering my proposal. 
 
    Zeb spoke first. “I think it could work. All we need are some pickaxes to break rocks, expand the cave, and mine for ore.” 
 
    Otis laughed. “You want to play house, Zeke? Come on, where is your sense of adventure?” 
 
    I could not believe Otis. “Seriously? Your ‘sense of adventure’ almost got you and Bob killed by those players. Don’t you want to lay low for a while?” 
 
    “Yeah, Otis,” said Bob. “I don’t want to go anywhere right now.” 
 
    “But, you are my chicken, Bob. You have to come with me,” said Otis. 
 
    Bob shook his head. “No, I don’t have to do anything. I like being your chicken, but if you are going to act crazy and continue taking pointless risks, then … well … you can find yourself another chicken.” 
 
    Otis was crushed. He slumped his shoulders and sat down on a rock. “Fine,” he said. 
 
    “Look, Otis,” I said. “If you want to go out on your own, we won’t stop you. But, you are part of our group … part of our ... family, so we would like you to stay.” 
 
    Harold walked over to Otis and put his wing on Otis’s undead arm in a gesture of friendship. “Otis,” he said. “Believe me when I tell you that even an awesome baby zombie pigman like you cannot survive in this violent world without friends who have your back.” 
 
    Otis flipped his arm, knocking Harold’s wing from it. “Leave me alone,” he said quietly. 
 
    “Okay, we will,” I said. “But, make up your mind soon. We have a lot of work to do.” 
 
    “If we are going to make this cave awesome,” said Zeb, changing the subject, “we will need to have some pickaxes. We could make pickaxes if we only had a crafting table.” 
 
    “Where do we get a crafting table?” I asked. 
 
    “I know you can make them, but I have no idea how,” said Harold. 
 
    “We could steal one from a villager,” Zeb suggested. 
 
    “We could,” I said, “but that is really dangerous. I wish there was another way.” 
 
    “I know how to make a crafting table,” said Otis softly. 
 
    We all looked at him. 
 
    “Really?” I asked. 
 
    He nodded and sighed. “Yeah. I saw a villager make one once. It is pretty simple.” 
 
    “So, why did we sneak into the village all those times to use the crafting table?” I asked, getting very upset. 
 
    “Adventure?” said Otis. 
 
    “You idiot,” I said as I launched myself at Otis. I grabbed onto his shoulders and pushed him to the ground. I shook Otis roughly. “What do you mean you knew how to make a crafting table? We could have been killed going into those villages!” 
 
    Zeb ran over and pulled me off Otis. “This isn’t helping, Zeke,” he said as he wrapped his arms around me to restrain me. 
 
    Otis got up and brushed the dirt off his chest. “Dude, I’m sorry. I just thought it would be cool to sneak into the village.” 
 
    “How can we trust you anymore?” asked Bob. 
 
    “Look, guys,” said Otis. “I realize that I was only thinking of myself, and that was unfair. Give me another chance.” He paused to look at all of us and then continued. “Look, I’ll go get some wood from the forest so we can make a crafting table. You wait here.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
    Otis returned after about thirty minutes. He had a bunch of wooden planks in his inventory. “Check it out,” he said, tossing everything to the ground. “You just put these four planks in a square like this and ….” 
 
    I watched in awe as the four boards transformed into a wooden cube with a three by three grid on top. “Whoa! Cool!” I said.  
 
    “And then we can put some boards on the crafting table and make sticks, right?” said Zeb. Otis nodded and quickly crafted four sticks. 
 
    “And then planks and sticks to make wooden pickaxes,” said Otis, as he crafted a pickaxe for each of us. 
 
    I reached over and grabbed a pickaxe, feeling its heft in my hands. “Why didn’t we make a crafting table sooner?” I asked. “This is dominant.” 
 
    We all looked at each other and realized what fools we had been by not making a crafting table before. We all started laughing and shaking our heads. What a bunch of noobs, I thought. 
 
    “Well, mobs aren’t exactly known for our intelligence, now are we?” said Zeb. 
 
    “Speak for yourself, Zeb,” said Otis. “I am as smart as any player out there.” 
 
    “Like the player who led you and Bob into a trap and almost made a ewe-tube video out of you?” I said. 
 
    “Shut up,” said Otis, scowling and kicking the dirt. 
 
    “Can you craft some grain with that thing?” asked Bob. “I’m hungry.” 
 
    “If we had some wheat, I could make you some bread,” said Zeb. “But, we don’t have any.” 
 
    “I think I spotted a farm when I was harvesting wood. We could sneak over there at night and steal some wheat,” suggested Otis. 
 
    “That sounds like a good idea,” I said. “I mean, I don’t like to steal, but a few bits of wheat to feed our chickens probably won’t be missed.” 
 
    “Thanks, guys,” said Harold. 
 
    We spent the next few hours using our wooden pickaxes to mine the walls in the main chamber of the cave. We each made our own little rooms so we could have some privacy for a change.  
 
    Harold and Bob said they wanted to sleep in the same room because chickens are communal animals and feel lonely if they aren’t sleeping around others. So, I made them a small niche in the cave. 
 
    “How does that look, guys?” I asked when I had finished. 
 
    They both walked into the niche and scratched around. “It looks great,” said Harold. 
 
    “Yeah,” agreed Bob. “We just need to find some hay or wheat to put down for a nest.” 
 
    “I’ll be sure to grab some tonight when we go get wheat from that farm.” 
 
    “Thanks,” they said together. 
 
    Now that the chicken coop was done, I was able to turn to creating my own room. I first carved a space about twenty blocks deep and ten blocks wide. I even found a couple of blocks of iron ore while I was doing it. 
 
    Then, I made a bed out of cobblestone so that I would have something flat to sleep on. I was getting sick of sleeping on the dirt or propped up against a rock. 
 
    After that, I blocked off the front of my room except for a small rectangle into which I wanted to put a door. I knew doors were made of wood, and I saw that we still had some planks left over from what Otis had brought in. 
 
    “Hey Zeb? Otis?” I called. 
 
    They both stopped mining and walked over.  
 
    “Yeah?” said Otis. 
 
    “How do I craft a door?” 
 
    “Easy,” said Otis. “Just put six wooden planks on the crafting table and you get a door, just like that!” 
 
    I quickly made three doors.  
 
      
 
    [image: three doors.png] 
 
      
 
    I attached mine to the entrance to my room and left the other two doors on the ground for Zeb and Otis. 
 
    I suppose I could have decorated the walls of my room with pictures or knickknacks or whatever, but I was a baby zombie, and zombies don’t really care about decoration, just functionality. So, I stretched out on my bed and took a nap.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
      
 
    I woke up a few hours later to a knocking on the door to my newly-constructed room. 
 
    “Zeke? Zeke? Wake up, we need to talk.” It was Zeb. 
 
    I stretched and rubbed the crust from my eyes. “Just a sec,” I said. I stood up, grabbed my sword – hmmm, still iron; maybe I could find some diamonds to make a diamond sword – and then opened the door. 
 
    “Come on,” said Zeb. 
 
    I walked out of my room and saw everyone sitting in the center of the chamber. Someone had crafted some benches while I was asleep. 
 
    “Nice benches,” I said as I sat down. 
 
    “Thanks,” said Otis. 
 
    “Okay, everyone,” said Zeb, “now that we are all here. Let’s begin.” 
 
    “What’s this all about?” I asked. 
 
    “Otis and I were talking about this cave and how nice it is,” said Zeb. “It does seem like a great long-term home, but as always, the problem is how to avoid being seen by players.” 
 
    “And getting food,” said Harold. 
 
    “Right,” said Otis. “This place is awesome, I will admit, but inevitably one of us will be seen hunting cows or scratching for grain.” 
 
    I sighed and rested my chin on both of my palms. “Sometimes it is really lame being a mob.” 
 
    “True,” said Zeb. “But, the good thing about being a mob is that no one expects you to think outside the box.” 
 
    I raised my head from my hands and sat up straight. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “What if we made an underground farm?” said Zeb. “That way, we would never have to go outside and risk being seen.” 
 
    It was a cool idea, but obviously there were some flaws. “Uh, how are we going to get sunlight underground? Don’t we need that to grow food?” I asked. 
 
    Zeb nodded. “We can tunnel up to the surface to let the sun in. If we poke a few holes out of the cave, it should let in enough sun for plants to grow.” 
 
    “This old guy really impresses me sometimes,” said Otis. “He is crazy.” 
 
    “Crazy like a fox,” said Zeb.  
 
    “But, how do we keep the holes from being seen?” asked Harold. 
 
    “I think we need to be sure we only break the surface at night, when no players might be about. Then, we will have to do our best to camouflage the holes,” said Zeb. “Maybe surround them with trees or rocks.” 
 
    “This is going to be a lot of work,” I said. “Let’s mine a test hole tonight and see if it really lets in enough light.” 
 
    “Good idea,” said Harold. 
 
    “What about dirt?” asked Bob. “Plants grow in dirt.” 
 
    “We will just have to bring dirt from the outside,” said Zeb. 
 
    “That will be tricky,” said Otis. “We can’t take too much dirt from any one spot, or else it will look suspicious.” 
 
    “I agree,” I said.  
 
    “Great,” said Zeb. “Then we are all agreed that we will try creating a farm.” 
 
    I felt a great sense of relief as Zeb said that. Maybe we could stop wandering for a while. Maybe life would settle down. Maybe things would even get boring. It sounded great. 
 
    But, then I had a depressing thought. “What about water?” I asked. “Don’t plants need water to grow?” 
 
    In response to my question, Zeb simply stood up and said, “Follow me.”
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    Zeb lit a torch and told us to do the same. Then, he led us through a narrow passage he had mined. After only about one minute of walking, it opened into a massive cavern with an underground stream running through it. 
 
    “Wow,” I said in awe. “This is amazing.” 
 
    “Sweet!” said Otis. 
 
    Harold and Bob were speechless and simply clucked and scratched the ground. 
 
    “Isn’t it amazing?” said Zeb. “About an hour ago, I was just mining in this direction hoping to find something useful and I broke into this chamber.” 
 
    “It looks pristine,” I said. “Like no player or mob has ever been here. It must have looked like this from the beginning of time.” 
 
    Otis smirked and punched me in the arm. “Dude, don’t be so overly dramatic.” 
 
    “Ouch,” I said, rubbing my arm. 
 
    “Calm down, babies,” said Zeb. 
 
    “Hey, we aren’t babies!” said Otis. 
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    “Uh, actually you are,” said Bob. “A baby zombie pigman and a baby zombie.” 
 
    “Shut up,” said Otis, silently admitting Bob was right. 
 
    “Anyway,” continued Zeb, “I thought we could put dirt along the sides of the stream and use the water for irrigation. Then, we could dig a few holes directly above the dirt for sunlight.” 
 
    I looked around the chamber and started nodding my head. “Yeah. Yeah. This could actually work.” 
 
    “I thought we could put the first hole right there,” said Zeb, pointing to the ceiling high above the chamber. 
 
    “Let’s do it,” said Otis, already starting to build a pile of cobblestones to stand on. Otis jumped and then placed a stone under his feet and then repeated the process until he was standing on a tower of ten cobblestones. Then, he started mining. 
 
    Otis had mined eight blocks when he broke the surface. A dim ray of moonlight entered the chamber. “I’m through,” he shouted down to us. 
 
    Zeb gave him a thumbs-up and shouted back, “Can you hop out and scatter a few rocks around the hole to hide it?” 
 
    “Sure thing,” said Otis as he disappeared from view onto the surface. 
 
    “Fixing a hole where the rain gets in, and stops my mind from wandering,” murmured Bob. 
 
    “What?” I said. 
 
    “Oh, uh, did I say that aloud?” said Bob. 
 
      
 
    [image: psycho chicken.png] 
 
      
 
    A few seconds later, Otis was back and had begun to break up his tower with his pickaxe. Soon, he was standing next to us. 
 
    “Great job, Otis,” said Harold. 
 
    “Thanks,” said Otis. 
 
    “Did you see where the moon was?” asked Zeb. “How long do you think it will be until the sun comes up?” 
 
    “Probably a couple of hours,” said Otis. “The moon was still fairly high in the sky and the air was chilly.” 
 
    “Why don’t we sneak out and get that wheat for Harold and Bob and then come back here in a couple hours to see if this idea works?” suggested Zeb. 
 
    “Sounds good to me,” I said.
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    When we returned to the cavern a few hours later, we could see a little bit of sunlight trickling in through the hole, but it was very dim. 
 
    “Shouldn’t it be brighter?” asked Harold. 
 
    Zeb nodded. “Yes. We won’t be able to grow plants with this.” 
 
    “Duh,” said Otis, “just create some more holes.” 
 
    “But even if we made twenty holes,” I said, “the light will still be dim.” 
 
    Bob clucked and then said, “Then sun goes up and over the world. It doesn’t stay directly above the world.” 
 
    “What are you getting at?” said Otis. 
 
    Bob scratched the ground before saying, “This hole goes straight up. The sun is not straight up right now.” 
 
    I snapped my undead fingers as I realized what Bob meant. “So, we need a hole pointing at where the sun is now to get its full brightness.” 
 
    “I think so,” said Bob as he bent over and pecked at the ground. 
 
    “Let’s try it,” I said, grabbing my pickaxe. “Where do you think the sun is right now?” 
 
    Harold pointed with his wing at a spot on the ceiling. “Over there, I think.” 
 
    Zeb nodded. “I agree. It would be rising from that side of the world.” 
 
    I quickly built a tower of cobblestone by jumping and dropping a stone after each jump. I was soon next to the ceiling. Then, I started to mine at an upward angle. It did not take long before I broke through the surface and was nearly blinded by the brightness of the sun. 
 
    I took a quick peek outside the hole. I had gotten lucky because there were trees and shrubs nearby, so it seemed unlikely anyone would see the hole. Nevertheless, I tossed a couple of cobblestones onto the surface to better conceal the hole from any prying eyes. Then, I turned around and slid down the tunnel I had just mined. 
 
    When I got back down to the ground, Harold and Bob were dancing in the beam of light.  
 
    “Bob, you are a genius,” I said. 
 
    “Sun, sun, sun, here it comes,” said Bob. 
 
    “Correction,” I said. “A mad genius.” 
 
    “This is extremely bright,” said Zeb. “I wonder if ….” Zeb slowly extended his arm and placed his hand into the beam of light. He kept it there for a moment until … it burst into flame! 
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    “Zeb, no!” I shouted. 
 
    But, Zeb did not panic. He calmly took two steps to the side, bent down, and plunged his burning hand into the stream. The fire went out immediately. 
 
    “Didn’t feel a thing,” said Zeb. 
 
    “Dang, though,” said Otis, waving his hand in front of his nose. “Your burnt self smells nasty.” 
 
    “Otis, you are a zombie pigman,” I said, trying to defend Zeb, even though he did smell horrid. “You don’t exactly smell like a bouquet of roses.” 
 
    “At least if I catch on fire, I smell like bacon,” said Otis. 
 
    “Whatever,” I said, my mouth suddenly watering. 
 
    “So, it looks like I need to stay out of the direct light,” said Zeb, shaking water from his hand. “And, it looks like we need to dig a few more light tunnels if we want to have enough light to grow food down here.” 
 
    “What do you think, Bob?” I asked. “Maybe five tunnels?” 
 
    Bob looked up at the ceiling. He tilted his head from side to side and clucked a few times. It looked like he was thinking, but his eyes looked vacant and devoid of intelligence. It was spooky. 
 
    “I’d say ten. Five on each side of the vertical tunnel Otis dug last night,” said Bob. 
 
    “Okay then, let’s get started,” I said to Otis. 
 
    “Bah, this is lame,” said Otis. “We need to fortify this place first, then worry about farming.” 
 
    “Why don’t we do both at the same time?” suggested Zeb. “Zeke can dig the light tunnels and you can start with the fortifications. If I recall correctly, you have a way with TNT and caves.” 
 
    “Yeah, that was a great trap I had for those griefers,” said Otis, smiling at the memory. 
 
    “Sounds good to me,” I said. “Zeb, why don’t you help Otis? I don’t want you to catch on fire when I open a few more holes.” 
 
    “Okay,” said Zeb. 
 
    “Come on, old man,” said Otis. “Grab your pickaxe and let’s start mining.”
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    I dug the rest of the tunnels in an hour. I did my best to place temporary camouflage around the holes where they broke the surface. I would need to go back up at night and make further improvements. 
 
    After I dug the tunnels, I sat with Bob and Harold and watched how the light passed through the tunnels during the day. I noticed that the light was very bright through each tunnel for about an hour, and then it slowly dimmed. 
 
    “The inconsistency of the light bothers me, guys,” I said. “I’m not sure how well things will grow if the light keeps changing like this.” 
 
    “I agree,” clucked Harold. “There needs to be a way to even out the light.” 
 
    “Any ideas, Bob?” I asked. In response, Bob just clucked and pecked the ground. 
 
    I was about to leave to see what Zeb and Otis were doing when I noticed something. The light from one of the tunnels was hitting my iron sword, which I had leaned against the wall earlier so it wouldn’t be in the way while I was digging the tunnels. The light was reflecting from the sword and shining brightly onto the wall across the cavern. 
 
    I tapped Harold on the wing and pointed at the reflection. “Check it out.” 
 
    Harold looked at it for a moment. “So,” he said, “the light is just reflect … ing. Whoa! That’s it!” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said excitedly, “we just need to build some metal reflectors to spread the light around. It will be awesome.” 
 
    “We are going to need a lot of iron to make reflective panels,” said Harold. 
 
    I nodded. “Yeah. I guess it is time to join Zeb and Otis and start mining for iron ore. What are you and Bob going to do?” 
 
    “We can watch the light and scratch the ground to mark its path,” said Harold. “It can help us place the reflectors later.” 
 
    “Great idea,” I said, walking over to my sword and putting it back into my inventory. “I’ll see you in a few hours.” 
 
    *** 
 
    It did not take long to catch up with Otis and Zeb. They were slowly and methodically mining from the main cavern near the entrance.  
 
    “How’s it going?” I said, as I approached them. 
 
    “Pretty well,” said Zeb. “We have already found some iron ore and coal.” 
 
    “Good,” I said. “We are going to need lots of iron to make reflectors.” 
 
    “Huh?” grunted Otis. I explained the plan to spread the light around to make it more even and encourage the growth of plants. 
 
    “Gosh,” said Otis. “That is really clever.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I said. 
 
    “Bob thought of it, right?” said Otis, laughing. 
 
    “Actually, I did,” I said. 
 
    “Whatever,” said Otis. “Look. The first thing we need to do is turn some of that iron ore into iron pickaxes. That’s the only way we can mine redstone and diamond ore. We need those for traps and strong defenses.” 
 
    “That makes sense, I guess,” I said. 
 
    “Of course it does,” said Otis. “Come on. Get moving with that pickaxe. We need to find as much stuff as we can to fortify this place. Players are bound to discover it eventually, and we need to be ready to defend ourselves when they do.” 
 
    We mined for hours. My little baby zombie shoulders ached with the effort. I was glad to stop for the day and return to the entrance chamber and eat some of the remaining raw cow meat for dinner. It was a few days old, so it had a delicious tangy flavor. 
 
    Only Bob and Harold had any energy for after-dinner conversation. Otis told them to keep the first watch, and the rest of us went to sleep.
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    The next week passed without incident. We all worked very hard at our tasks.  
 
    Harold, Bob and I smelted iron ore into square panels. Then, we rubbed them with sand to polish them into shiny, reflective mirrors. It took a while to determine their best placement in our farming caverns, but soon the room was bright for several hours per day. 
 
    At night, Zeb and I went outside and gathered dirt blocks to use for soil in the farm. After a few nights, we had enough soil to grow a small crop.  
 
    Another night, we stole some carrots and potatoes from a local farmer as well as some wheat and planted it. We also made sure there was a large patch of grass for a cow to graze. 
 
    Otis and Zeb kept at mining, looking for ore to make traps and fortifications. Otis had built a strong wall just inside the entrance to the cave. 
 
    “We can take cover behind this if any players invade the cave,” he explained. “I made it thick enough to withstand a nearby TNT blast. We just need to make some TNT for our traps.” 
 
    “Aren’t we going to have to kill creepers to get gunpowder?” asked Bob. 
 
    “Hmmm,” pondered Otis. “I guess you are right. Maybe we can steal some from a player or a villager.” 
 
    “Maybe we can come up with an easier trap,” I said. “Like, a trap door that opens into a really deep pit.” 
 
    “An abyss,” said Harold. 
 
    “A player could survive that, but he couldn’t survive TNT,” said Otis. 
 
    “But, a TNT blast would destroy this cave,” said Zeb. “At least a deep pit would give us a chance to survive a player attack and still keep everything we’ve worked for.” 
 
    “Fine,” said Otis, crossing his arms in front of him. “But, you dig the pit.” 
 
    “I’ll dig it,” said Zeb. “Zeke, why don’t you help Otis with the mining for a few nights. I’m getting sick of his stories.” 
 
    “Hey,” said Otis. 
 
    I laughed. “No problem, Zeb.” 
 
    “Come on,” said Otis. “Grab your pickaxe and let’s get going.” 
 
    “What should Bob and I do?” asked Harold. 
 
    “Why don’t you guys water the plants and the grass on the farm?” I said. “We need the grass to be growing as well as possible before we bring in any cows. They eat lots of grass.” 
 
    “Will do,” said Harold. 
 
    I waved goodbye to Harold, Bob and Zeb, and followed Otis down into the mine. 
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    Otis and Zeb had made good progress. They had located lots of iron ore and were beginning to discover more rare ores, including diamond. 
 
    “I hope we find some more diamond ore soon,” I said. “I’d like to make a diamond sword like yours.” 
 
    “Yeah, we’d be pretty dominant if we both had diamond swords and diamond armor,” said Otis. 
 
    As we descended into the mine, we passed two tunnels, one on either side of the main tunnel. Otis explained that these were escape tunnels. Each went all the way to the side of the mountain. Otis and Zeb had broken through the side, and then sealed the exit with one layer of blocks. They left a pickaxe near each exit. That way, if a player ever invaded, we could flee down either tunnel and break through the wall and get away.  
 
    After a surprisingly long walk, we finally arrived at the end of the mine. 
 
    “You start over there,” said Otis. “I’ll take this area.” 
 
    Mining is strange. At first, moving your arm in such a repetitive motion is dull and boring. But, soon you fall into a rhythm and it becomes an automatic movement. Your mind wanders to other things, and it is like you are not mining at all. The ore just falls from the earth, and you gather it as necessary. 
 
    “If your inventory gets too full, be sure to put the excess in those chests back there,” said Otis, motioning behind. “I built them for storage. Just be sure not to mix the ores.” 
 
    “Got it,” I said. 
 
    As I mined, I gathered lots of iron, a few pieces of gold and redstone, and even three blocks of diamond ore. When my inventory got full, I took a break and emptied it into the storage boxes. 
 
    Wow, I thought as I looked inside the boxes. Otis and Zeb sure have found a lot of stuff. 
 
    “Otis, there is a lot of ore here. What are you going to make with it?” 
 
    Otis shrugged. “I was thinking we could make some minecarts and tracks to help move some of the ore to the main chamber. That would make crafting easier.” 
 
    “That sounds like a good idea,” I said. “What else?” 
 
    “Other than diamond swords and armor? Who knows?” said Otis. “I just want to have enough in storage to make whatever we need.” 
 
    “Guess that makes sense,” I said, returning to the wall and striking the stone with my pickaxe. 
 
    After I had mined two more blocks, something unexpected happened. A warm, molten liquid began oozing rapidly through the wall. 
 
    “Otis!” I shouted. “I hit lava.” 
 
    “Netherrack,” cursed Otis, rushing to my side. “Patch it with stone, quickly!” 
 
    We both started tossing cobblestones as quickly as we could over the opening. Luckily, we were able to stop the flow of lava without much damage. 
 
    “Whoa,” I said, wiping the sweat from my forehead. “That was close.” 
 
    “Yeah,” said Otis. “Let’s put a sign there to warn everyone of the danger.” 
 
    I quickly crafted a sign and wrote a warning: LAVA BEHIND ROCKS. 
 
    “Come on,” said Otis. “Let’s move to the other side.” 
 
    I grabbed my pickaxe and was about to follow Otis when I noticed something shiny on the ground where the lava had flowed just moments ago. 
 
    “Otis,” I said pointing. “What the heck is that?”
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    It was a very small golden pyramid. Very shiny and smooth.  
 
    I had never seen anything so small that was not the shape of a cube. It was as if it were a shape that did not belong in the world. I’m not much of an artist, but it looked like this: 
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    Otis came over and stared at the mysterious object. Then, he got down on his hands and knees for a closer look. “I’ve never seen anything like it,” he said. 
 
    “I’ve never heard of anything like it,” I said. 
 
    Otis stood up. “Do you think it’s dangerous?” 
 
    I shrugged. “I think it was inside the lava. I guess if it was going to explode, it would have done that already.” 
 
    “I suppose,” said Otis, poking the pyramid with his pickaxe. 
 
    “Careful,” I said, motioning with both my hands for him to be gentle with the object. 
 
    “Seems harmless,” he said as he bent down and scooped it up with his hand.  
 
    I moved in for a closer look. The pyramid was so small that it fit in the palm of Otis’s baby zombie pigman hand. It appeared to be perfectly smooth on all sides. 
 
    “Maybe Zeb will know what it is?” I suggested. 
 
    “Maybe,” said Otis, sounding unsure.  
 
    “What’s that pyramid thingy?” said an unknown voice from behind us.  
 
    I quickly grabbed my iron sword and turned around. Otis had pulled out his diamond sword. When we turned, poised for battle, we saw a single skeleton. 
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    “Where did you come from?” asked Otis, holding his sword in a threatening way. 
 
    Judging by the skeleton’s expression, the question puzzled him. “Uh … from here, I guess,” he said. 
 
    “But, there is no passage into this chamber except where we came from,” I said. 
 
    “I must have just spawned,” he said, shrugging his bony shoulders. 
 
    I looked at Otis. “Makes sense,” I said. Otis nodded. 
 
    “So, you aren’t here to attack us?” asked Otis. 
 
    The skeleton shook his head and said, “No. No. Why would I do that? I was just wondering what that little pyramid was.” 
 
    Otis held up the small, shiny object. It reflected everything around it. “This? I have no idea,” said Otis. “We just found it.” 
 
    “Let me hold it,” said the skeleton. 
 
    Otis tucked the pyramid quickly into his inventory. “I think I want to show it to our friend Zeb before we start playing show-and-tell.” 
 
    The skeleton looked very disappointed. “Okay,” he said, leaning back against the rock wall and kicking the dirt with his toe bones.  
 
    “Say, skeleton, do you have a name?” I asked. 
 
    The skeleton looked up. Again, he was puzzled. He put his hands to the sides of his skull and rubbed them in circles, trying to remember his name. “My name is …. My name is …. My name is He… Henry,” he said finally. 
 
    “Nice to meet you, Henry. I am Zeke, and that’s Otis.” 
 
    “Pleasure to meet you, too,” said the skeleton. “Um, can I hang out with you guys? At least, for a while?” 
 
    I looked over at Otis. He shrugged noncommittally. “Sure,” I said. “You can meet our other friends. We’ve got food and everything.” 
 
    “Skeletons don’t eat,” said Henry. 
 
    “Really?” I said. “How do you have any energy to walk and talk and fight?” 
 
    “Pure evil?” suggested Otis. 
 
    “Shut up, dude,” I said. 
 
    Henry looked back and forth at us. Yet another puzzling question for him. “I don’t know how we get our energy. If I meet another skeleton, I will ask him if he knows the answer to that question.” 
 
    “Whatever,” said Otis. “Let’s get going.”
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    Although the skeleton did not seem like much of a threat, Otis and I kept him in between us as we walked back to the main living chamber of our cave.  
 
    “Wow,” said Henry, admiring the mining work we had done. “You guys have built a pretty awesome cave here.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I said. 
 
    At that moment, we came to our escape passages. I pointed to them and said, “These lead to the outside in case there is any trouble.” 
 
    “What does that sign say?” asked Henry. 
 
    “What? A sign?” I said, surprised. 
 
    “There,” said Henry, as he pointed to the sign. 
 
    I pushed my torch into the passage and saw a sign where there had not been one before. It read: NO EXIT. 
 
    “Otis, did you put that there?” I asked. 
 
    “No, it was probably Zeb. He’s such a kook sometimes,” said Otis. 
 
    I looked down the other passage. Another sign! It read: LASCIATE OGNI SPERANZA, VOI CH’ENTRATE! 
 
    “What does that mean?” asked Henry.  
 
    “I have no idea,” I said. “Probably just nonsense.” But, what did it mean? I agreed with Otis that Zeb might put a sign up, but it did not seem like Zeb to write gibberish on a sign. It freaked me out. 
 
    We kept walking toward the main chamber. Soon, we came to a brand new side passage that had not been there when we descended into the mine earlier that day. 
 
    “Looks like Zeb did some mining of his own,” I said. 
 
    “He is supposed to be digging the pit by the cave entrance,” said Otis. “What is he doing carving passages?” 
 
    Otis was right. Zeb was not the type of zombie to do pointless things with his time. And, Zeb was as scared as any of us that players would discover our cave. It did not make any sense he would take a break from digging the pit. 
 
    “Let’s take a look,” I said, thrusting my torch into the new passage. 
 
    I led the way into the passage, with the skeleton following and Otis bringing up the rear. The passage was very narrow and perfectly straight. It went into the rock about thirty blocks deep and then stopped. 
 
    “It just ends,” I said, puzzled. 
 
    “Figures,” said Otis, disgusted. “Let’s go back.” 
 
    “Hey,” said Henry as he reached down to the ground and grasped a small object. “What’s this?” 
 
    Otis and I looked at what Henry held in his bony hand. It was a small golden rectangular cube. It looked like this: 
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    “Let me see that,” I said. I took the object from Henry and inspected it. It was smooth, just like the small pyramid. “I think this is made from the same material as the pyramid!” 
 
    “Wait,” said Otis. “You are telling me we find a pyramid from a lava flow and a matching cuboid at the end of a mysterious passage all on the same day?” 
 
    “Cuboid?” said Henry. 
 
    “Yeah, that rectangular thingy,” said Otis. “That’s what you call it.” 
 
    “I’m getting freaked out about all this, Otis,” I said with a trembling voice. “And what about those signs?” 
 
    “Yeah,” said Otis, casting a sidelong glance at Henry. “And what about the pile of bones here? Pretty convenient he spawned when he did.” 
 
    “What do you mean, Otis?” said Henry. “I couldn’t control when I spawned. It just happened.” 
 
    Otis grunted. “Maybe so, but I’ve got my eye on you. Don’t do anything stupid,” he said, waving his diamond sword under Henry’s jaw bone. 
 
    “Come on,” I said. “Let’s get back to the others and tell them about all this.”
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    When we got back to the main passage, we found Zeb hard at work digging the pit. He had already managed to dig a very deep hole, and was in the process of widening the pit.  
 
    I leaned over the edge of the pit and shouted, “Zeb! We’re back!” 
 
    Zeb looked up from the depths and waved. “I’ll be right up,” he said. 
 
    I watched as Zeb climbed the staircase he had carved into the side of the pit. As he reached the top, Harold and Bob walked into the main chamber from the farming area. 
 
    “Hi guys,” said Harold. “Where did the skeleton come from?” 
 
    “He spawned in the mine,” I said. 
 
    “He did?” said Zeb. “Hmmm. That is something we haven’t considered in our defense plan: the natural generation of mobs in dark places.” 
 
    “That’s right. And I have a strange feeling about this guy,” said Otis, jabbing his thumb in Henry’s direction. 
 
    “I mean you no harm,” said Henry, trying to smile in a kind way but looking super creepy and evil instead. 
 
    “What’s his name?” asked Bob. 
 
    “My name is Henry,” said the skeleton. Harold, Bob and Zeb all introduced themselves. 
 
    “Look, Henry’s cool,” I said. “But he’s not the only thing we found in the mine.” 
 
    We spent the next few minutes describing the mysterious objects, signs, and new passageway. Zeb denied making the signs or mining the passage. No one had any idea what the pyramid or cuboid were made of or what they might be for. 
 
    “Quite frankly,” said Zeb, “I am very concerned. These objects are unlike anything known to the Overworld. They could be ancient artifacts from some forgotten civilization or maybe even a divine message from Notch.” 
 
    “Don’t be such a drama queen,” said Otis. “They are probably just some bizarre mineral formations we don’t know about. The whole world can’t be cubes and ore, can it?” 
 
    “What would Notch be trying to tell us with these objects?” asked Bob, his tiny chicken legs shaking with fear at the thought of direct communication with Almighty Notch. 
 
    “I will not pretend to understand,” said Zeb. “We should get these to a village librarian. Perhaps there is knowledge in books about them.” 
 
    I shook my head. “I don’t think a village librarian is going to want to talk to us about those objects. He’ll be too scared.” 
 
    “Maybe a witch would know something?” suggested Harold. 
 
    “I think that’s a good idea,” said Henry. 
 
    Otis glared at him. “Dude, this is our cave and our stuff. Just keep out of it.” 
 
    “Chill out, Otis,” I said. “Henry can join our group.” 
 
    Otis grunted. “Well, I don’t like skeletons, especially skeletons who happen to spawn at the exact same time all this bizarre stuff happens. You’d better keep an eye on him, Zeke, I don’t trust him.” 
 
    Henry looked sad. “I can leave when it gets dark. I just don’t want to burn to death in the sunlight,” said Henry, starting to cry. 
 
    I walked over to Henry and put my little undead hand on his clavicle to comfort him. His bones felt like the cold of death and sent a shiver through me. I said, “No, Henry, you can stay. The rest of us like you.” 
 
    Otis shook his head. “Whatever.” 
 
    Zeb put his hands up and waved them around to get everyone’s attention and calm the situation. “Look,” he said. “Let’s just have dinner and then get some sleep. We can discuss this tomorrow. I’ll keep the mysterious objects in my inventory tonight.” 
 
    *** 
 
    We ate our dinner of raw meat in silence. The skeleton ate nothing since he had no internal organs. Harold and Bob pecked methodically at their grain. Everyone was thinking about the mysterious objects and what they might mean. 
 
    After dinner, we all went to sleep in our chambers. Henry slept on the ground by himself. 
 
    “Tomorrow, you can build yourself a room, okay?” I said to Henry. 
 
    He nodded his agreement as he lay his bones on the rocky cave floor to sleep. 
 
    I fell asleep quickly, exhausted from all the digging I had done as well as from thinking about the possibilities of the strange objects we had found. 
 
    Soon, I was having a dream. In the dream, I saw giant shiny pyramids. At first, they were in a desert biome, then they seemed to teleport to a swamp biome, and finally to a snow biome. I watched the snow fall on the pyramids. It was peaceful. 
 
    Just as I felt complete peace, the scene in my dream changed. Suddenly, I was in the Nether, standing atop a gigantic obsidian pyramid. I held a diamond sword in front of me, ready to do battle.  
 
    In the distance, I could see a large cuboid, as tall as a mountain, with a pyramid perched on top of it. And, hovering above the massive structure were two glowing white eyes. Maniacal laughter echoed in my head. 
 
    I felt anger, rage and evil pouring forth from the eyes. What were they? What did this mean? 
 
    And then, I heard a bloodcurdling scream.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12 
 
      
 
      
 
    I sat upright in bed, wide awake. Had I really heard a scream or was it just my dream? Then, I heard the scream again.  
 
    I leapt from my bed and pushed open my door. I heard the scream again and saw it was coming from Bob! He kept screaming over and over again as Otis wrapped his arms around him trying to calm him down. 
 
    I looked to my left and saw Harold staring at something. It was Henry. Or rather, what was left of him. Where Henry had been sleeping was nothing but a broken pile of bones. 
 
    “What happened, Harold?” I asked. But Harold could not reply. He simply stared dumbfounded at the pile of bones. 
 
    I looked for Zeb. And then, I saw him. He was on the ground moaning with pain. I rushed to his side. When I got there, I saw a huge gash in his side, his putrid undead blood oozing from it. 
 
    “Oh my Notch!” I said, taking his hand in mine to comfort him. “What happened?” 
 
    “He was here all along,” he gasped. “Inside Henry.” 
 
    “Who was here?” I asked, desperately trying to understand. 
 
    “He took the objects,” said Zeb. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “He said they were the final ingredients.” 
 
    “Ingredients? For what?” I was starting to panic. 
 
    “He went into the Nether,” said Zeb, “then the portal went dark.” I looked over and saw the obsidian frame of an inactive Nether portal. 
 
    “Who?” I said, squeezing Zeb’s hand. “Who?” 
 
    For the first time, Zeb turned his head to look at me. I could see fear and despair in his eyes. He paused for a moment and then spoke. 
 
    “Herobrine,” he whispered. “It was Herobrine.”  
 
    And then Zeb passed out.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13 
 
      
 
      
 
    After he passed out, I tended to Zeb’s wounds. He was hurt very badly, but I was fairly certain he would survive. If only I had a potion of healing! 
 
    Bob finally calmed down and stopped screaming. Otis told me Bob had seen Herobrine emerge from the skeleton’s body and attack Zeb.  
 
    Harold finally emerged from his trance and sat next to Bob. He rested his head on Bob’s back, the way chickens do. 
 
    I sat next to Otis and told him what Zeb had said about the objects being the “final ingredients,” and asked, “What do you think it means?” 
 
    Otis sighed heavily. “I think it means we helped Herobrine get something he needed. Probably to conquer the Overworld and make us all his slaves.” 
 
    “You don’t really think that is possible, do you?” 
 
    Otis stabbed the ground a few times with his diamond sword before responding. “I not only think it is possible. I think it is likely.” 
 
    It was then that I remembered the dream. “Otis,” I said in a whisper, barely able to speak. “I think I had a dream about the end of the world. There was a tower made of the cuboid and the pyramid, and Herobrine’s eyes were floating above it.” 
 
    Otis put his hands on either side of his head and slapped his skull a few times. Then, he put his hands down, stood up, and looked me in the eyes. 
 
    “You know what we have to do, right?” said Otis resolutely. 
 
    I did, but I could not utter the words. “What?” I said quietly. 
 
    “It means we have to go to the Nether and defeat Herobrine.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    End of Book 4 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Book 5: Pursuit of Herobrine 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
      
 
    Fighting Herobrine? Really? I thought as I looked down at Zeb’s unconscious form.  
 
    Herobrine had wounded him severely when he stole the two mysterious objects – the ingredients for Herobrine’s diabolical plan – from Zeb and escaped into the Nether. 
 
    I sighed. “So, Otis, how are we going to get through that Nether portal?” I asked. “It doesn’t seem to be active.” 
 
    “That’s the easy part,” said Otis. “We just need a flint and steel to ignite the portal. We can craft one from iron ingots and gravel. We have a bunch of that stuff from all the mining we have done.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said. I checked Zeb again. He seemed to be breathing comfortably. I was pretty sure he was going to live. Still, I did not want to leave him alone just yet. 
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    I looked over at my chicken, Harold, and Otis’s chicken, Bob. They were still scared from what they had seen, but were now up walking around and stretching their legs. 
 
    “You guys alright?” I asked the chickens. 
 
    “We are alive, at least,” Harold clucked softly. 
 
    “That … that was horrible,” muttered Bob.  
 
    I turned to Otis. “If we are going to go after Herobrine, what should we take? I mean, how do we stop someone like him?” 
 
    Otis looked at me and shook his head. “I wish I knew. We should probably craft full diamond armor for each of us and bring as many weapons as we can.” 
 
    “You have that many diamonds?” I asked, surprised. 
 
    “Yeah,” said Otis sheepishly. “I was keeping it a secret. I wanted to surprise you with a set of diamond armor for your birthday.” 
 
    “I don’t even have a birthday,” I said angrily. “I’m a mob. I spawned. I wasn’t born.” 
 
    “Okay, then, I wanted to give it to your for your spawnday,” said Otis. “Gee, I just wanted to do something nice.” 
 
    I took a deep breath and slowly exhaled. “I’m sorry. I’m just freaked out about going after Herobrine. This seems like a job for a dominant player, not a chicken jockey and a pigman jockey.” 
 
    “I totally agree,” said Otis, “but sometimes your life chooses you, you don’t choose your life.” 
 
    Otis was right. No one else in all of Minecraft knew that Herobrine was about to destroy the world. We had to do this. If we did nothing, Herobrine would be victorious for certain. 
 
    “Let’s do this,” I said firmly. “Harold, you gather enough food for everyone for the journey. Otis and I will craft armor and weapons. Bob, you can keep Zeb company and let us know if he gets any worse.”  
 
    With our tasks assigned, we began preparations for a trip none of us wanted to take.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
    Otis and I quickly crafted two full sets of diamond armor, an extra diamond sword for each of us, several iron swords and one hundred arrows each.  
 
    As I slipped on my diamond armor, I looked at the pile of weapons we had crafted and said, “Otis, it still doesn’t look like enough to defeat Herobrine.” 
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    Otis was putting on his new armor too. “Maybe not,” he said. 
 
    I continued. “The thing about Herobrine is that he doesn’t fight fair. I mean, if he would battle us like a regular mob, I think we might have a chance. But, I just don’t know.” 
 
    Otis walked over to me and put his little undead hand on my rotten shoulder in an effort to comfort me. “Look,” he said. “Maybe we can get allies in the Nether. Maybe they can help us. Maybe we really can defeat Herobrine.” 
 
    I grabbed Otis’s hand and pushed it off my shoulder. “Wait a minute. We don’t actually have to defeat Herobrine,” I said excitedly. “We just have to stop him from destroying the world.”  
 
    “Yeah, that’s all,” said Otis rolling his eyes. 
 
    “No, Otis, think about it. Herobrine obviously needs those mysterious objects to complete his plan to destroy the world. So, if we can find a way to take them back or destroy them, we don’t need to do anything else.” 
 
    Otis began to nod, slowly at first and then more rapidly. “I see your point,” he said. “I mean, it would be best if we could destroy Herobrine, but this gives us an alternative plan.” 
 
    “Of course,” I added, “both alternatives are super dangerous and likely to fail.” 
 
    Otis turned toward me angrily, shot his hand out and grabbed the back my neck. As he pulled my face toward his, he said, “No more negativity. We have to believe we can do this. I believe we can do this. If you don’t believe, I will do this myself!” 
 
    I pushed Otis away. “Dude, chill. I am ready to go to battle, but I am just trying to be realistic.” 
 
    “There is no time to be realistic,” said Otis. “We are going to fight the most powerful, most evil force in the entire world. This is a time to believe we are legend!” 
 
    Did Otis just snap? Was his mind gone? Legend? 
 
    “Um, yeah, okay,” I said. “I get it.” 
 
    “Good,” Otis said. “Now, just let me craft a flint and steel, and we can head back to the portal.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
      
 
    When we returned to the portal, Harold and Bob were both sitting next to Zeb. Harold had gathered a large pile of food, enough to last at least five days, though I did not want to be in the Nether for that long. 
 
    “How is Zeb?” I asked. 
 
    “He seems to be stable,” said Bob. “His breathing is regular and the bleeding has stopped.” 
 
    “I … I’m … fine,” moaned Zeb. 
 
    I rushed to his side and kneeled next to him. I took his undead hand in mine.  
 
    “Zeb,” I said. “Zeb, you are awake.” 
 
    Zeb’s eyelids fluttered. “Yes,” he said with a raspy voice. 
 
    “Zeb. We are going after Herobrine. We have to stop him,” I said. 
 
    “I know,” muttered Zeb. “I wish … I wish … I could go … too.” 
 
    I patted his hand. “So do I,” I said sadly. “You would know what to do. You are the smart one.” 
 
    I saw the hint of a smile form on Zeb’s face. “But you … you … you are the quick one, chicken jockey,” he said. 
 
    I smiled back. “I don’t know if quickness will help with Herobrine.” 
 
    “Check ‘em with the quickness, just to let ‘em know,” said Bob. 
 
    Otis looked at Bob. “Seriously, dude, what is with you?” 
 
    Bob flapped his wings and scratched the ground, saying nothing. 
 
    Otis shook his head. “Whatever,” he said. 
 
    “Zeb, do you have any thoughts about how we can defeat Herobrine?” I asked. “Have you ever heard any legends or rumors or anything that might give us an idea about how to attack him?” 
 
    Zeb shook his head. “No, I have not,” he said, coughing. “But, I know from experience that the powerful often underestimate their opponents.” 
 
    “The arrogance of power,” clucked Bob. 
 
    “Yes,” continued Zeb. “Be careful, but Herobrine must have a weakness. Everyone and everything does. Pay attention. You will see it.” 
 
    “I will,” I said.  
 
    Otis rolled his eyes. “Enough of this Sun Tzu nonsense,” he said. “Let’s get going.” 
 
    I stood up and said, “Wait. We need to protect Zeb. Let’s build him a secret chamber so he can hide if any players find this cave.” 
 
    “I have a better idea,” said Harold. “Let’s move Zeb into the farm area. We can wall off the entrance. We’ll build him a small house to shield him from the sun’s rays, but he can get fresh air at night.” 
 
    “That’s a great idea,” I said. 
 
    We all carried Zeb to the underground farm we had built earlier. We set him down on the grass. Since it was night, we lit some torches to see what we were building. In a few short minutes, we had crafted Zeb a small, secure house. 
 
    After we carried Zeb inside the house and put him on the bed, I asked, “Think you will be okay?” 
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    Zeb nodded. “Yes, thank you.” 
 
    “When we get back, we will unseal the farm and have a party,” I said. 
 
    “Your return will be party enough,” said Zeb solemnly. 
 
    The four of us quickly said our goodbyes and left the underground farm. We sealed the entrance with cobblestone, trying to make it look as natural as possible. 
 
    “Looks pretty good,” I said to Otis. 
 
    “Yep,” he said. 
 
    We walked back to the Nether portal. Otis pulled out his flint and steel and scraped them together, making a spark. The Nether portal roared to life, filled with a swirling, purple mist. 
 
    Otis looked at us. “Ready?” 
 
    “Hop on,” said Harold.  
 
    I jumped on Harold’s back and said, “Ready as I’ll ever be.” 
 
    Otis sat on Bob and rubbed his neck. “Ready, Bob?” 
 
    “Not really,” said Bob. “But, I guess there is no alternative.” 
 
    “Unfortunately, there is not,” said Otis grimly. 
 
    We all looked at each other. This was it. We would either find a way to defeat Herobrine or the world would end. It was time for action. 
 
    And then, we jumped into the portal.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
      
 
      
 
    Everything was black. It felt like we were floating, directionless. I was no longer sitting on Harold. I did not know where he was. I did not know where any of my friends were. 
 
    Was this really a portal to the Nether or some sort of trap created by Herobrine? 
 
    I was starting to panic. It felt like there was no gravity. I began to hyperventilate. I felt lightheaded. I was going to pass out. 
 
    *CRACK*. 
 
    I hit the ground hard. I shook my head to try and clear the panic away.  
 
    “Zeke? Zeke? Are you okay?” 
 
    It was Harold. 
 
    “Yes, I think so,” I said without any conviction. “That was freaky.” 
 
    “Yeah, it was,” said Harold. 
 
    “Are you sissies done crying?” said Otis, who stood next to us astride Bob. 
 
    “Didn’t the weightlessness scare you?” I asked. 
 
    “Nah. I’m a baby zombie pigman, remember?” 
 
    “What does that have to do with anything?” I asked. 
 
    “Zombie pigmen are from the Nether. So, traveling here was no big deal for me,” said Otis proudly. 
 
    “Good for you,” said Harold, a hint of angry sarcasm in his voice. “Go ahead, Zeke. Get on.” 
 
    I walked over to Harold and jumped onto his back. “Now what?” I said. 
 
    Otis pointed in the distance. “Let’s go ask those guys.” 
 
    I squinted in the direction he had pointed. It was difficult to see with all the purple stone and glowing orange lava everywhere. It created a strange haze. But, then I saw he was pointing to a horde of zombie pigmen. 
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 Chapter 5 
 
      
 
      
 
    “You know those guys?” I asked. 
 
    “No,” said Otis. “But they are my people. They’ll help us out.” 
 
    “Really?” said Harold. 
 
    “Trust me,” said Otis, as he and Bob began walking in the direction of the pigman horde. 
 
    Harold rolled his eyes but followed behind. 
 
    As we approached the horde, the pigmen eyed us cautiously. They stopped milling about and stood still as we got closer. 
 
    “I have a bad feeling about this,” I whispered to Otis. 
 
    “Just relax,” said Otis. “Everything is cool.” 
 
    The leader of the zombie pigmen took a couple of steps away from the horde to meet us. “What do you want?” he said in a deep, moaning voice. 
 
    “We are looking for allies,” explained Otis. “We thought you might want to join us.” 
 
    “Allies?” moaned the pigman. “Allies for what?” 
 
    “We have to stop the end of the world” blurted Bob. All of the pigmen looked at Bob like he was insane. 
 
    “What my friend here means is,” said Otis, shooting an icy glance down at Bob, “is that we are in pursuit of Herobrine. We have to stop his plan to bring on the end times and destroy the world.” 
 
    The zombie pigmen considered Otis’s words for a moment and then burst out laughing. Some even fell to the ground and rolled around as they laughed. One laughed so hard, his arm fell off and plopped onto the ground. He looked at his stump sadly for a moment, but then kept laughing.  
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    “This is serious, you knuckleheads!” yelled Otis. “Stop laughing!” 
 
    The pigmen did not stop laughing. Not right away. Another ten or fifteen seconds passed before they finally calmed themselves. 
 
    The pigman leader spoke again as he wiped tears of laughter from his face. “We are not crazy enough to challenge Herobrine. He could destroy us all.” 
 
    “He will destroy you all if you do nothing,” I said. 
 
    The pigman leader looked at me for the first time. “Then, we have nothing to gain by helping you.” 
 
    “Don’t you want to at least try?” I asked. 
 
    “Not if he is involved,” said the pigman leader, pointing at Otis. 
 
    “Why not? I’m a pigman too. We should stick together,” said Otis. 
 
    The leader grunted dismissively. “You are not a real pigman. The stench of bacon is all over you.” 
 
    “Shut up,” said Otis. 
 
    The leader did not shut up. “We are of the noble lineage of spawned zombie pigmen. You are but an abomination of pig and lightning.” 
 
    “I told you to shut up,” said Otis, drawing his diamond sword. 
 
    “See,” said the leader, looking at me. “It is just like a nasty baby bacon-man to refuse to acknowledge his station in life.” 
 
    I looked over at Otis. There were tears forming in his eyes. 
 
    “So, just because Otis was made when lightning struck near a pig, he is somehow less than you?” I asked the leader. 
 
    “Correct,” said the leader. 
 
    “And because of that reason alone, you are refusing to help him prevent the end of the world?” 
 
    “Correct.” 
 
    I kicked my heels against Harold’s sides to direct him toward where Otis and Bob stood. I put my hand on Otis’s arm and pushed down, forcing him to lower his sword. 
 
    “In that case, if we aren’t able to stop Herobrine by ourselves, at least I will have the satisfaction of knowing that all of you ignorant fools are dead,” I said.  
 
    The leader growled at me, and said, “Leave us before something bad happens.” 
 
    I laughed. “Yeah, we’d better leave before we kill all of you,” I said, turning my back on the pigman horde. “Come on, Otis.” 
 
    Otis glared at the leader of the pigmen for a moment and then turned to follow.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Forget about those jerks,” said Bob to Otis. 
 
    “Whatever. I don’t care,” said Otis, unconvincingly. 
 
    “Those pigmen were jerks, I agree, but we need to focus on finding a clue about where Herobrine went,” I said. “We will never be able to stop him and recover the mysterious objects if we can’t find him.” 
 
    “How can we do that?” asked Harold. “Herobrine is very sneaky.” 
 
    “I don’t know, Harold,” I said. “I guess we just have to keep searching and hope that we can find someone who can show us the way.” 
 
    We continued to walk away from the Nether portal, hoping that we had chosen the general direction Herobrine had gone. We knew the mobs of the Nether would recognize him if they saw him. We hoped one of them would tell us. 
 
    We had walked for about five minutes when we came to a group of magma cubes, happily bouncing up and down. 
 
    “Hi, guys,” I said. 
 
    “Hi, there,” they responded enthusiastically. “What are you doing in the Nether?” 
 
    “We are after Herobrine,” said Otis flatly. 
 
    The cubes stopped their happy bouncing and stared at us. They looked back and forth at each other in silence.  
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    Then, they burst out laughing. 
 
    “Yeah, right. You’re after Herobrine?” said one of them. “Not likely.” 
 
    “No one goes after Herobrine. He is too dangerous,” said another. 
 
    Otis jumped off of Bob and marched over to the cubes. He pointed his thumb at his own chest and said, “Well, we are after him because he is going to destroy the world. You better believe it.” 
 
    The cubes started laughing harder. 
 
    “No one can destroy the world,” one said. “It is too big. That is nonsense.” 
 
    “You cubes better expand your vision of the possible,” said Otis. 
 
    “Expanding. Expanding,” said one of the cubes, bouncing up and down and mocking Otis. 
 
    I could tell Otis was about to lose it and kill the cube, so I said, “I once heard it said that a small body of determined spirits fired by an unquenchable faith in their mission can alter the course of history. We have that faith, and we will alter history. You should join us.” 
 
    The cubes had settled down and were looking at each other, considering my words. I could tell they had made an impact on them. I sat up straight astride Harold. I had convinced them to join us. 
 
    One of the cubes, who appeared to be the leader of the group, slowly bounced over to me. He looked up at me with his yellow and orange eyes and said, “Dude, you are ba-na-nas.” 
 
    And with that, all of the cubes started laughing hysterically. They were bouncing off the walls of the Nether. Some were even playing leap frog. 
 
    Otis tossed his hands up in exasperation. “Stupid cubes,” he shouted. “I almost want to let Herobrine destroy the world if it will get rid of fools like you.” 
 
    The cubes paid no attention to Otis and kept up their frenzied laughter. As we were turning to leave, one of the cubes paused long enough to ask, “Can you get Herobrine’s autograph for me?”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Stupid cubes,” muttered Otis as we moved on. “Why won’t anyone help us? This is serious.” 
 
    I leaned to the side, guiding Harold next to Bob and Otis. I put my hand on Otis’s shoulder.  
 
    “Look, man,” I said. “Outstanding people have one thing in common: An absolute sense of mission. We both have that. We can do this.” 
 
    Otis grunted. “I’m glad you believe that because, right now, you need to believe it for both of us.” 
 
    As we continued on, looking for some clue as to Herobrine’s location, I suddenly felt the undead flesh on the back of my neck tingle. It felt like I was being watched. 
 
    I quickly turned and scanned the area behind us. I didn’t see anyone. I looked up at the walls of the chamber through which we were passing. That was when I saw it. A shadow of some kind.  
 
    “Otis, look,” I said quickly, pointing at the shadow. 
 
    “What?” said Otis, turning around. 
 
    But, as he turned around, the shadow disappeared. 
 
    “There was a shadow up there,” I said. “I think someone is following us. Maybe it’s Herobrine.” 
 
    “I saw it too,” said Harold. 
 
    Otis did not seem too concerned. “Nah, it isn’t Herobrine. He would just come right out and attack us. It’s probably some wimpy zombie pigman who wants to see us get killed or something.” 
 
    As I thought about it, I had to agree it made no sense that Herobrine would be sneaking around like some coward. But, I did not think it was a zombie pigman. The shadow moved too quickly and fluidly, completely different from the clunky movements of a zombie pigman. 
 
    And, there was another thing. I thought I sensed goodwill emanating from the shadow. As irrational as it seemed, I somehow felt as if it was there to protect us. Of course, I did not tell this to Otis because he would have thought I was crazy. 
 
    “Harold, keep an eye out for anything unusual,” I said. “I have a feeling things are going to start getting interesting.” 
 
    Harold clucked his agreement. “Yes, the further away we are from the portal back to the Overworld, the more likely we will be attacked.” 
 
    “I’m scared,” said Bob, his little chicken legs quivering. 
 
    “I think we are all scared,” I said, trying to comfort Bob.  
 
    “I’ll protect you, Bob,” said Harold.  
 
    “Thanks,” said Bob. 
 
    “Okay, if we are done with the pity party, let’s keep moving,” said Otis. “We need to find something that will lead us to Herobrine.” 
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    We continued across the chamber and into a short passage which opened into another chamber. The passage curved slightly to the left. As we got to the end of the short passage, we saw a small chamber on the other side.  
 
    As we entered the small chamber, we saw that there were three passages on the opposite wall exiting the chamber. We would have to make a choice about which direction to go. 
 
    “Great,” said Otis, sarcastically. “How do we decide which way to go? We’ll never find Herobrine.” 
 
    “We go right,” said Harold confidently. 
 
    “Why right?” I asked. 
 
    “Look,” Harold said, pointing to the ground with his beak. 
 
    I gasped as I looked down and saw an arrow had been carved into the netherrack. The arrow pointed to the right. 
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    “How in the name of Notch did that get there?” said Otis. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. “But it is the first help we’ve gotten on this quest, and I say we go right.” 
 
    “What if it’s a trap?” said Otis. “Maybe Herobrine carved that arrow.” 
 
    “Maybe,” I said. “But, even if he did, at least it will get us closer to him.” 
 
    “Or, maybe, he drew it to lead us in the wrong direction,” suggested Bob. 
 
    I sighed. All of these were possibilities. It might be a trap, it might be misdirection, or it might be genuine assistance. Who knew? We had to take a leap of faith. 
 
    “I vote we follow the arrow,” I said. “We have no idea where Herobrine is, so the worst thing that happens by following this arrow is we still don’t know where Herobrine is. On the other hand, there is a chance this arrow will help us find him. We have to take the risk.” 
 
    My speech seemed to have persuaded everyone. We went right.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
      
 
      
 
    The passage was long. It got dark very quickly. We had to light our torches to see where we were going. 
 
    “I don’t like this,” said Otis. “Anything lurking in this passage can see us but we can’t see it.” 
 
    “Be ready for anything,” I said. 
 
    We walked through the dark passage cautiously. We tried to be as quiet as possible so we could hear any approaching threats. But, we heard nothing … at first. Then, we started hearing the high-pitched cries of ghasts. Lots of ghasts. 
 
    “Otis,” I whispered. “There must be ghasts at the end of this passage.” 
 
    Otis nodded. “That’s good. They don’t attack mobs, only players.” 
 
    “Maybe they’ve seen Herobrine,” said Bob hopefully. 
 
    As we walked toward the sound of the ghasts, I felt it again: the feeling on the back of my neck. I quickly turned around.  
 
    It was pitch black behind us, but I still thought I could make out a dark object ducking behind a rock. There seemed to be just a hint of light coming from that area, like something glowing faintly. 
 
    If there had been more light in the passage or more room to maneuver, I might have told Harold to turn around and take us back there. But, it was too dangerous and we were almost at the end of the passage. Plus, I felt the goodwill coming from the shape again. I decided there was no danger … at least, not yet. 
 
    A few seconds later, we entered a large cavern. Streams of lava flowed through it, emitting a bright orange glow. We extinguished our torches. 
 
    “There must be fifty ghasts in here!” I said. 
 
    “Let’s wake a few of them up,” said Otis as he knocked his sword against his shield. 
 
    A few of the ghasts nearest to us opened their eyes and floated over to us. 
 
    “What do you want?” asked one of them. 
 
    We explained our quest and asked, “So, have you seen Herobrine?” 
 
    “Not for a while,” said the ghast. 
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked excitedly. This might be our first clue. 
 
    “He came into this chamber many weeks ago. He killed three of us and harvested ghast tears. The rest of us shot fireballs at him until he got annoyed and left.” 
 
    “You are telling me you ghasts defeated Herobrine?” asked Otis. 
 
    The ghast shook his tentacles. “No. I said we succeeded in annoying him. Not even a thousand ghasts could defeat Herobrine. He is too powerful.” 
 
    “That is better than nothing,” I said. “Will you join us and help us stop Herobrine?” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” said the ghast. 
 
    Otis shook his head in disgust. “Is everyone in the Nether a coward? Don’t you get it? Herobrine is going to destroy the world!” 
 
    “Why would he do that?” asked the ghast. “Won’t he die too?” 
 
    “Arrrgh! He is evil. He is just doing it because he can,” said Otis, knocking his fists in frustration against his diamond helmet. 
 
    “Look, ghast,” I said. “We don’t know why Herobrine is doing this. Maybe he only intends to destroy part of the world, but we know he is going to do something very bad. We don’t know if we can stop it. Please, help us.” 
 
    The ghast shook his body. “I am sorry. We will stay here. But, if Herobrine comes by, we will shoot fireballs at him.” 
 
    I sighed. “Can you at least tell us which way Herobrine went when you last saw him?” 
 
    “Yes,” said the ghast raising a tentacle and pointing toward a passageway. “He went that way.” 
 
    We went down the passageway indicated by the ghast. As with the other passage, it got dark quickly and we had to ignite our torches. 
 
    “I don’t like this,” muttered Bob. 
 
    “Chill out,” said Otis. “This is the best lead we’ve gotten about Herobrine. Now we can catch him and get revenge for Zeb.” 
 
    “What about saving the world?” asked Bob. 
 
    “A pleasant side effect of revenge,” said Otis. 
 
    “Revenge can cloud your judgment, Otis,” I said. “We need to stay focused on the task at hand: preventing the end of the world.” 
 
    “Same thing,” said Otis. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. “If we could just get the cuboid and the pyramid away from Herobrine, that might be enough. Maybe we don’t have to kill him.” 
 
    “But, I want to kill him,” said Otis. 
 
    Just then, we heard a noise behind us. We all got very quiet. Harold and Bob crouched, and Otis and I made ourselves as small as possible. 
 
    We looked in the direction of the sound. I could feel the same goodwill I had felt earlier. I knew that whatever had been following us was near. 
 
    “Hello?” I called. There was no response. 
 
    Otis punched me in the shoulder. “Are you crazy?” he whispered. 
 
    “No. I … I think it’s okay,” I said. “I have a feeling that what is following us wants to help us.” 
 
    “Then why is it hiding?” asked Otis. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. I could sense the creature following us was moving away from us. “Come on, let’s get moving.” 
 
    We continued down the passage for a few uneventful minutes. Finally, we could see a glow at the end of the passage. When we got to the end of the passage, we cautiously looked into the chamber beyond. 
 
    “You can’t be serious,” said Otis. 
 
    “What is that?” I asked. 
 
    Otis sighed and then clenched his jaw. “That … is a Nether Fortress.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
      
 
      
 
    We slowly approached the steps of the Nether Fortress. I could scarcely believe how massive it was. 
 
    “Do … do … do we have to go in there?” asked Bob. 
 
    “I think so,” I said. “There is nowhere else to go except back to the ghast cavern.” 
 
    “And, look,” said Harold, pointing at the ground with his beak. It was another arrow, and it was pointing directly into the Nether Fortress. 
 
    “Plus,” said Otis, slamming his fist into his other hand. “It feels evil. Herobrine is in there somewhere for sure.” 
 
    “Let’s go,” I said, kicking my heels against Harold’s sides. 
 
    As we entered the Nether Fortress, I glanced over my shoulder. Out of the corner of my eye I saw the black shadow of whoever or whatever had been following us. Wish us luck, I thought. 
 
    The entrance passage was short and soon opened into a large cavern. Two bridges traversed the cavern and streams of lava poured from the ceiling.  
 
    “Let’s try that bridge first,” I said, pointing to the bridge on the left. 
 
    Otis nodded. “No arrows here to help us. We’ll have to use process of elimination.” 
 
    We made it across the bridge and entered another passage. It got dark quickly, so we had to use our torches. After walking for a few minutes, we came to a dead end. 
 
    “Netherrack!” I cursed. 
 
    “Yeah,” said Otis. “All around us.” 
 
    We turned around and started back down the passage. We were just about to re-enter the cavern when a spinning yellow creature moved across the entrance. 
 
    “Stop,” Otis hissed. We did. 
 
    “What was that?” I asked. 
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    “It was a blaze,” he said. “I’m not sure if it will be hostile or not. They are unpredictable.” 
 
    “It might know something about Herobrine,” said Harold. 
 
    “Or,” said Bob in a squeaky, frightened voice, “he might be an ally of Herobrine.” 
 
    “Harold and I will go check it out,” I said. “Otis and Bob, you stay here. If there is any trouble, you will have the element of surprise on your side. I’m sure both of us can defeat a blaze.” 
 
    Harold and I moved slowly to the exit of the passage and then walked out. The blaze had moved a few feet away and was not looking at us. 
 
    “Uh, hello?” I said. 
 
    Without warning, the blaze burst into flame and turned around. It moved toward us with … well ... blazing speed. I thought we were dead. But then, it stopped in front of us. 
 
    “Oh, sorry,” it said. “I thought maybe you were a player. I hate players.” 
 
    I breathed a sigh of relief. “No, no players here. Just us mobs,” I said. “There is a pigman jockey in the passage, can he come out?” 
 
    The blaze shrugged its arms. “Sure. Any mob is a friend of mine.” 
 
    “Otis! Bob!” I shouted. “Come out. It’s cool.” 
 
    Otis and Bob cautiously approached the blaze. Otis looked him up and down and then said, “You working for Herobrine?” 
 
    The blaze looked like Otis had offended him. “I work for no one, least of all, Herobrine. Ever since he came to the Nether, he has made life miserable for the Nether mobs.” 
 
    “Really?” asked Bob. 
 
    “Yes,” replied the blaze. “He thinks he can do what he wants – which, actually is true – but I still hate him. I wish he could be stopped.” 
 
    “We are on Herobrine’s trail,” said Otis. He then leaned forward and said in a low, vicious voice. “We intend to kill him.” 
 
    “Ah,” said the blaze. “Then die!” he said, bursting into flames. 
 
    “It’s a trap!” yelled Bob. 
 
    The blaze tossed three fireballs at us in rapid succession. Harold and I managed to avoid being hit, but one hit Otis in the arm, and he caught on fire. I could smell bacon as he burned. 
 
    “Ouch! It hurts!” Otis yelled. 
 
    I figured the blaze would need a moment to prepare more fireballs, so I urged Harold close to the blaze and I slashed it with my diamond sword, doing damage. But, some of the burning blaze’s flames hit me and I caught on fire too. 
 
    I ignored the pain and slashed at the blaze again, scoring a direct hit. Now, however, the pain of the fire was too great, and I had to retreat, hoping to put out the fire. 
 
    As I backed away from the blaze, an arrow whizzed by my head and hit the blaze in the face. The blaze howled with pain. I looked in the direction from which the arrow came and saw Otis already notching another arrow. 
 
    Just as Otis let go of the arrow, the blaze shot three more fireballs at Otis. The arrow passed between the fireballs, striking the blaze in its chest. I could tell it was weakening. But the blaze’s fireballs hit their mark, burning both Otis and Bob. 
 
    “You hurt my friend!” shouted Harold. “Come on, Zeke!”  
 
    Harold rushed directly at the wounded blaze. I raised my sword high, preparing to deliver a crushing blow. The blaze was wounded indeed, but it still had the ability to shoot fireballs. Just as I was bringing my sword down on the blaze for what I hoped would be a death blow, the blaze shot three fireballs at me at point blank range. 
 
    The pain from the fireballs was intense. Rather than giving into the pain, I channeled the pain into my arms, adding even more force to my sword strike. My sword found the blaze’s body, and I felt it push through its body and slice it in half. 
 
    The blaze was dead. Otis and Bob came over and kicked the ground where it died. “Good riddance,” Otis spat. 
 
    My flesh had finally stopped burning. I looked down at Harold and saw that he had also been on fire. Some of his white feathers had turned black. 
 
    “At least he dropped this,” said Otis, picking up some sort of stick. 
 
    “What is it?” I said.  
 
    “A blaze rod. We can use it to make a brewing stand,” said Otis. “Well, if we survive, we can.” Otis tucked the blaze rod into his inventory. 
 
    “Come on,” I said. “Let’s try the other bridge.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10 
 
      
 
      
 
    We were about half-way across the other bridge when we knew we were on the right path. There was an arrow carved in to the bridge. 
 
    “These arrows are freaking me out,” said Otis. “Who is doing this?” 
 
    “I think it might be the thing following us,” I said. 
 
    Otis laughed. “How can something that is following us draw arrows in front of us?” 
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t know, but no one else down here wants to help us. Who else could it be?” 
 
    “Herobrine, of course. He’s probably leading us into a trap,” said Bob with a quivering voice. 
 
    “I think Zeke might be right,” said Harold. “If Herobrine knows we are after him, why would he mess with us and not simply kill us?” 
 
    “Because he is an insane maniac, that’s why,” said Otis. “You guys need to pull your heads out of the soul sand and get your minds right. The only reason I am following these arrows is because I think Herobrine is making them. It just means we are close.” 
 
    We got to the end of the bridge and looked around. There was only one way to go. Straight ahead there was a small opening. We could see a bright orange glow coming through from the other side. 
 
    “Must be a lava chamber through there,” I said. 
 
    Otis nodded his agreement. “Let’s go. Be ready for anything.” 
 
    We walked toward the passage. We were only a few feet away from the entrance when we heard a strong hissing sound coming from the passage. 
 
    “Oh, great,” said Otis, raising his sword. “Here we go again.” 
 
    I raised my sword just as a black wither jockey jumped from the passage. 
 
    “You! Shall! Not! Pass!” he shouted as his spider headed straight for us. 
 
    “Split up!” I yelled as Harold and I went to the left. Otis and Bob understood and went to the right. The wither jockey could only attack one of us at a time, so the other could sneak up from behind and slash at him. 
 
    The wither jockey stopped between us. His head swiveling as he tried to decide which of us to attack. 
 
    “Ha, ha, you stupid wither jockey. Now what you gonna do?” said Otis, taunting our enemy. 
 
    The wither jockey turned and looked at Otis, hate burning in his eyes. He ground his teeth together, making a horrible crunching noise. 
 
    “That’s an easy one,” said the wither skeleton in a menacing tone. “I’ll kill you first.” 
 
    Otis was about to laugh again, when the spider on which the wither skeleton sat lept to Otis’s side in a single bound while the wither skeleton brought his sword down hard, slashing at Otis’s chest. If he had not been wearing diamond armor, he probably would have been killed. 
 
    “Oh my Notch,” said Otis, as he and Bob stumbled backwards, attempting to recover from the blow. 
 
    As the wither jockey closed in on Otis for another strike, I pulled out my bow and shot an arrow. It missed the wither skeleton, but hit his spider in the butt. The spider howled with pain. 
 
    “Nice shot!” said Harold, just as the wither jockey turned to face us. 
 
    “You will pay for that,” he growled as his spider jumped toward us. 
 
    But, Harold had a great idea. He darted forward so that we were under the wither jockey in mid-air. 
 
    “What the?” said the wither skeleton in shock. 
 
    As the wither jockey landed, I raised my sword and shoved it into the belly of the spider. The spider screamed in pain, and then died, dropping a spider eye. I quickly grabbed the spider eye and put it into my inventory. 
 
    “Yayah,” said Otis. 
 
    The wither skeleton had recovered now and stood in front of us. “You killed my spider. Now, I am going to kill you,” he said as he rushed toward us. He was totally out of control. His rage at the death of his spider had made him go crazy. 
 
    I blocked his sword attacks with my sword and shield, but his rage-filled strikes were getting to be too much for me to handle. 
 
    “Can’t. Hold out. Much longer,” I said through gritted teeth. 
 
    It was then that the wither skeleton knocked me from Harold, and I landed hard on my back on the ground. 
 
    “Save yourself, Harold,” I shouted as the wither skeleton closed in for the kill. 
 
    The wither skeleton raised his sword and looked me in the eyes. “I’m going to enjoy this.” 
 
    I raised my hand in a futile attempt to block the sword. And that was when Otis and Bob struck. 
 
    Bob had snuck behind the wither skeleton and crouched behind him. Otis rushed in, seemingly from nowhere, and pushed the wither skeleton backwards, sending him toppling over Bob. 
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    “Table top! Yeah,” said Bob. 
 
    As the wither skeleton tried to recover from the surprise, Otis closed in on him and slashed him over and over with his sword. I could see that the wither skeleton was losing strength, so I stood up and dragged my sword over to him. 
 
    Otis looked over at me and said, “Help me out, man.” 
 
    “No problem,” I said. I raised my sword and brought it down on the wither skeleton’s face, shattering his skull and killing him. He dropped a piece of coal and bone. 
 
    “Leave that junk,” I said. “I don’t want any of it contaminating our inventories. 
 
    Harold came over to my side. “That was close,” he said. 
 
    “Yeah, it sure was, buddy,” I said resting my hand on his neck. I looked over at Otis and Bob. “Thanks, guys. Great idea with the table top.” 
 
    Otis chuckled. “I’ve actually been looking for an opportunity to use that on you, but I figured it was now or never.” 
 
    “Okay, let’s see why that wither jockey was trying to keep us from entering that passage.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
      
 
      
 
    We cautiously entered the narrow passage. The orange glow coming from the other end of the passage was bright enough that we did not need to use our torches to see. The fresh scratches of a pickaxe on the wall of the passage showed that it had been mined recently.  
 
    It only took about twenty steps before we reached the end of the passage. What we saw on the other side shocked us. 
 
    The passage opened into a massive cavern, larger than anything I had ever seen, or even dreamed could exist. Dozens of streams of lava poured from the ceiling into the huge lava lake below. 
 
    There were no bridges across the cavern, and only a narrow ledge – maybe two or 3 blocks wide – encircling the cavern. The very same ledge on which we now stood. 
 
    And, in the middle of the lava lake was a large island on which was constructed a massive structure. The same structure I had seen during my dream when Herobrine came and stole the cuboid and pyramid from Zeb! 
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    “Oh my Notch! This is exactly what I saw in my dream about the end of the world,” I said. “Herobrine must be in here.” 
 
    “But where?” asked Otis. “There is nowhere to go. No bridges. No other passages that I can see.” 
 
    “There has to be something, right?” I said. 
 
    We began scanning the walls of the chamber, hoping to find some clue as to where we should go next. 
 
    “If we could just get to that island somehow, maybe we could destroy that structure,” suggested Harold. 
 
    “I don’t know, buddy,” I said. “Even if we could get to that island, the structure is so massive, I don’t think we could just knock it over.” 
 
    “Too bad we don’t have some TNT,” said Otis. “That might work.” 
 
    “Look!” squawked Bob, pointing with a trembling wing. 
 
    We looked and saw him: Herobrine.  
 
    He was walking on the island, inspecting the base of the tower. We could see him running his hand along the side of the tower, as if it were a cherished pet. 
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    “Zeke,” whispered Otis. “Let’s give that glowing-eyed freak a surprise. Get your bow.” 
 
    I nodded. I brought my bow out of my inventory and notched an arrow. It was a long shot. I knew I could get close, but wasn’t sure I’d actually be able to hit Herobrine from this distance. Still, it was worth a try, since there was no other way to get to the island. 
 
    Otis had his arrow at the ready. He said, “Shoot on the count of three. 1 … 2 … 3.”  
 
    We let our arrows fly. In the still air of the cavern, they flew straight and true toward Herobrine, who was oblivious from the danger. 
 
    “Come on, come on,” said Otis, shaking his fist. 
 
    My arrow just missed hitting Herobrine in the chest, it zipped by him and plinked off the side of the structure. Otis’s arrow had more luck, hitting Herobrine in the thigh, drawing a howl of pain. 
 
    Herobrine looked around for a moment, confused at the sudden appearance of the arrows. Then, he composed himself, pulled the arrow from his thigh and looked directly at us. 
 
    “So, you made it past my blaze and wither jockey?” 
 
    “Yeah,” shouted Otis, “not a problem at all.” 
 
    “No matter,” said Herobrine. “You are too late. My plan to destroy the world is nearly complete.” 
 
    “Why? Why do you want to do that?” I yelled. 
 
    Herobrine laughed. “You are too pathetic and stupid. You would never understand my reasons.” 
 
    “Try me,” I shouted, trying to distract him as long as possible. Maybe Otis could figure out something to do to stop this. 
 
    Instead of replying, Herobrine began climbing up the sheer face of the tower. 
 
    “How is he doing that?” asked Bob. 
 
    “I don’t know,” said Otis. “The more important question is why is he climbing the tower.” 
 
    I thought back to my dream and remembered. “I think he needs to get to the top of the tower to destroy the world. When he gets to the top, he will join together the two small objects he took from us, and the world will be destroyed. Somehow, the tower amplifies the power of those objects.” 
 
    “Let’s at least try to stop him. Shoot all of your arrows at him,” said Otis. “Maybe we’ll get lucky.” 
 
    We began shooting our arrows at him, but could never hit Herobrine. He was taking a zigzag route, making it nearly impossible to line up a shot from this distance. 
 
    After he had shot his final arrow, Otis threw down his bow in frustration, jumped off of Bob, and sat down on the dirt and started crying. 
 
    “Why? Why can’t we stop this?” he sobbed. “It is not fair.” 
 
    I got off Harold and sat down next to Otis. I put my stubby arm around his shoulders. “At least we tried. At least we know that we cared enough about the world to try and save it. Maybe we’ll respawn in a better place.” 
 
    “Where?” said Otis. “If Herobrine destroys the world, there won’t be anywhere to respawn.” 
 
    He was right, of course, but I did not want to think that this was really the end of everything. I felt tears starting to form in my eyes, but I wiped them away and refused to cry. I would not allow myself to collapse in the face of Herobrine’s evil. 
 
    I stood up and looked at Herobrine, who was now about two-thirds of the way to the top of the tower. There must be something I can do? I scanned the cavern again. Maybe I missed something?  
 
    But, there was nothing. I stood by helplessly and watched Herobrine continue his assent. He ignored us now, safe in the knowledge that we had failed and evil had triumphed. 
 
    Then, I noticed something strange. A long, dark shape appeared near the base of the tower. It was stuck onto the side of it. 
 
    What? 
 
    Another dark shape appeared, stuck to the wall of the tower. Then another and another and another. 
 
    I tapped Otis’s shoulder excitedly. “Otis! Guys! Look at that. Endermen!” 
 
    Otis, Bob and Harold looked at the tower in awe as first dozens and then hundreds of Endermen appeared on the sides of the tower. It was as if they were glued to it. 
 
    It was then that Herobrine looked down and saw the Endermen too. “No!” he shouted. “I won’t let it happen again!” 
 
    Herobrine increased his climbing speed. He would be at the top tower in just a few seconds. More and more Endermen were appearing on the side of the tower. It seemed like their number was approaching one thousand. 
 
    “This is amazing,” said Harold. “But, what are they doing?” 
 
    “I don’t know, but Herobrine doesn’t like it,” I said. 
 
    Just then, Herobrine arrived at the top of his tower. He stood at the point of the pyramid and pulled out the two mysterious objects: the small pyramid and the cuboid. He held one in each and and shouted, “You are too late, fools!” 
 
    He raised his hands from his sides, held them directly over his head and said, “Together we build. Together we destroy. I put you together now, and command you to—. ” 
 
    He did not get a chance to finish because the tower suddenly disappeared. 
 
    “Oh my Notch,” said Otis. “They teleported the tower away!” 
 
    We all cheered and started crying with joy. 
 
    Herobrine was screaming with hatred as he fell through the air and landed with an echoing thud on the island below. He was not moving. 
 
    “Do you think he is dead?” asked Bob. 
 
    “Probably not,” said Harold. 
 
    We stood and watched as Herobrine slowly stood up. He looked at the mysterious objects in his hands and cried, “No! No! No! Not again.” 
 
    “Loser!” shouted Otis. 
 
    Herobrine looked at us. “Still here? You can be my consolation prize.” 
 
    “What?” I said. 
 
    Herobrine took the two mysterious objects and put them together. I large, swirling ball of light formed in his hands. He slowly expanded his hands until the ball was the size of his head. 
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    “What is that shape? I’ve never seen anything like it,” I said. 
 
    Before anyone could answer, Herobrine said, “Die,” and tossed the ball in our direction. 
 
    We watched as the glowing light sped toward us. I guess this is it. 
 
    And then, everything went black.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12 
 
      
 
      
 
    When I opened my eyes, I saw that we were back in the underground farm in our cave. Moonlight was filtering in through the holes in the ceiling. 
 
    I saw Harold, Bob and Otis next to me. And Zeb was standing a few feet away. His arms were at his sides and his mouth was hanging open, like he had just seen a ghost. 
 
    “Zeb! Zeb! We’re back,” I shouted. 
 
    Zeb did not respond except to raise his arm and point at something behind me. 
 
    I turned around and saw an Enderman almost as tall as the ceiling of the cavern! 
 
    “Oh my Notch, where did you come from?” I said. 
 
    “I teleported you away from Herobrine’s attack,” he said in a deep, plain voice. 
 
    “Thank you,” I said. “But, why? I mean, how? I mean, I don’t understand.” 
 
    “Do you remember when you found the small pyramid?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Long ago, the Endermen hid that pyramid in the lava. When we learned of its power, we tried to destroy it, but it could not be destroyed. Herobrine stole it from us, but we were able to steal it back. Fearing an ongoing battle with Herobrine, one of our great ancient leaders sacrificed his life and teleported himself and the pyramid into the lava core of the world.” 
 
    “Whoa,” said Otis. 
 
    “Yes, whoa,” said the Enderman. “We had hoped it would never be found, but it was.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. Was all this my fault? 
 
    “No need to apologize,” said the Enderman. “It was bound to happen eventually. Unfortunately, we knew if it were ever discovered, Herobrine would sense its evil and come looking for it.” 
 
    “You were right about that,” said Harold sadly. 
 
    “Once the pyramid was free from the lava, it quickly made a cuboid for you to find. We did not realize Herobrine would spawn inside a skeleton and steal the objects from you so quickly. That was a serious miscalculation on our part.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you come get the objects once we found them?” asked Otis. 
 
    “We cannot sense them the way Herobrine can. We only realized that he had the objects after he had started building the amplification tower.” 
 
    “Speaking of which, that was pretty cool how you teleported it away,” I said. 
 
    “Thank you,” said the massive Enderman. “We have tossed it off the edge of the world in the End.”   
 
    “So, did we even need to go after Herobrine?” I asked. “I mean, were you going to defeat him all along?” 
 
    “Maybe. Maybe not,” said the Enderman. “When I saw you were on Herobrine’s trail, I decided to help you find him. I thought we could use as many allies as possible.” 
 
    “Wait,” I said. “Were you the shadow I saw following us?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “But, you are so huge. How could you have followed us in those passages,” I said. 
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    “I am the Ender King. The royal family has the ability to be large or small. This is my normal form.” 
 
    Royalty? Whoa! 
 
    “Should I like bow, or something?” asked Otis dismissively. 
 
    “Only if you wish,” said the Ender King. “You are not my subject, so I do not require any ceremony.” 
 
    “So, now what?” I asked. “I mean, is the threat over?” 
 
    “Yes, from the objects. Herobrine destroyed them when he tried to kill you,” said the Ender King. “And, I am glad he did, otherwise, I would have had to get them from him and teleport myself into the lava core.” 
 
    “Oh,” I said. 
 
    “But,” continued the Ender King, “Herobrine will not stop with his evil ways. So, you should be careful.” 
 
    “We will,” I said. 
 
    “Be safe, my friends,” said the Ender King. “Herobrine knows where you live.” 
 
    “Let him come,” said Otis, tapping the blade of his diamond sword in his hand. “I’ve got something for him.” 
 
    The Ender King smiled. “I admire your bravery, Otis. Now, I must leave. If you ever visit the End, you shall have help when you need it.” 
 
    “Good bye,” we all said. 
 
    The Ender King nodded once to acknowledge us and then disappeared. 
 
      
 
      
 
    End of Book 5 
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 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
      
 
    I had mixed emotions after the Ender King disappeared from our cave. 
 
    First, I was sad to see him go. I mean, how many times do you get to meet an Ender King? For most people and mobs, it is ZERO times.  
 
    What is more, I had not only met an Ender King, but he saved my life and thanked me for helping to fight Herobrine. Pretty awesome. 
 
    Second, I suddenly realized how tired I was. Even though it only took a couple days to prepare for and find Herobrine, I had been totally stressed out the entire time. I had been constantly afraid what might happen if we did not find him, and even more afraid of what would happen when we did. 
 
    Now that it was all over, I finally had a chance to relax. And, as I felt myself relaxing, all that I wanted to do was just sleep for a few days. 
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    Third, it only took a few minutes after the Ender King disappeared for me to realize how completely vulnerable we were. Herobrine knew where our cave was. He had been there when he took the mysterious objects from us! 
 
    He would want his revenge because we helped stop his plans to destroy the world. How long would it be before he regained his strength and began looking for us? 
 
    He. Was. Coming. 
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    Someday…. 
 
    I looked at my companions – Harold, Zeb, Otis and Bob – as they chatted and yawned. I could tell they wanted to rest just as much as I did. 
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    I did not want to break the mood, but I had too. Our lives depended on it. 
 
    “Guys?” I said, getting their attention. “I hate to say this, but we need to leave.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” asked Otis’s chicken, Bob. “We just got here.” 
 
    “Herobrine knows where we live. He came to this cave when he stole the mysterious objects. He’ll be back for revenge,” I said plainly. 
 
    Not even Otis bothered to argue with me. Everyone knew I was right.  
 
    My chicken Harold sighed and said, “So, what’s the plan, Zeke?” 
 
    “Well, it is nighttime right now, so Zeb can travel without risk of burning to death. I say we gather as much of our things as we can and find the nearest cave. Once we are away from here, we can rest for a day and then decide where to go from there.” 
 
    They all agreed, and ignoring our weary bodies and minds, we sprang into action.
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    Zeb and I went to the underground farm chamber to gather what supplies we could. It was beginning to look like a real farm and had started to produce lots of wheat and vegetables. All of our animals looked healthy and happy too. 
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    We slaughtered all of our cows and pigs and gathered their meat. It was sad to have to kill them all at once. 
 
    We then gathered as much of the wheat as we could carry for Harold and Bob. 
 
    As we left the farm chamber, I stood for a moment, silently looking at what we had built and contemplated how great it would have been if we could have lived in this cave longer. 
 
    I sighed. “Zeb, we worked so hard on this farm. And now…,” my voice trailed off. 
 
    Zeb put one of his big, undead hands on my shoulder. “I know Zeke, I know. It was brilliant while it lasted.” 
 
    I shook my head sadly. “Even when Herobrine is defeated, he is not defeated. His evil and vengeance just keeps going.” I paused for a moment and then asked, “Why does evil like that exist in the world?” 
 
    Zeb took his hand off my shoulder. “I don’t know, Zeke.” 
 
    I turned my back on the farm chamber and began walking back to where our friends awaited us. Zeb followed. 
 
    “Do you think the All-Powerful Creator, Notch, made Herobrine?” I asked. 
 
    “Why would Notch do such a thing?” 
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t know. To punish us for something?” 
 
    Zeb shook his head. “I don’t think Notch would make something to punish us. I think the world is in a delicate balance, and Herobrine is a part of that balance.” 
 
    I had never thought of the world as “in balance.” I asked Zeb to explain what he meant. 
 
    “Think about it,” said Zeb. “Mobs kill villagers. Players help defend villagers by killing mobs. Villagers trade with players. The three spokes – mobs, villagers, players – balance each other.” 
 
    “Interesting,” I said. 
 
    “And, there is the Overworld, the Nether and the End. Another balance of three,” said Zeb. 
 
    Wow! This was getting really interesting.  
 
    “So, then, I guess Notch is the creator and Herobrine is the destroyer, so where is the third part?” I asked. 
 
    Zeb walked silently for a few moments, contemplating my question. Finally, he said, “I think maybe we met him: the Ender King. He is the protector.” 
 
    Mind blown. 
 
    “The creator, the destroyer and the protector,” I babbled. “Balance. Three spokes. Whoa.” 
 
    “Yeah, whoa,” said Zeb, flashing a toothy smile.  
 
    After I managed to put my exploded mind back together and regain some of my ability to think rational thoughts, I had a thought bubble.  
 
    “How come no one has ever seen Notch? I mean, obviously Herobrine and the Ender King are real. We’ve seen them. I always hear about ‘Notch this’ and ‘Notch that,’ but I’ve never heard of anyone actually seeing him.” 
 
    “True,” said Zeb. “But, there must be a creator of the world, and he is named Notch. That the world of Minecraft exists is proof enough that Notch exists.” 
 
    “I suppose so…,” I said, not entirely convinced. 
 
    It was then that we arrived where our friends were waiting. Philosophy and theology would have to wait for a later time.  
 
    Otis, Bob and Harold had gathered as many weapons, pieces of ore and items as they could carry. 
 
    “I hope we can find another cave soon,” said Harold. “This stuff is heavy.” 
 
    “Quit your sniveling,” said Otis bitterly. “Let’s get going before that glowing-eyed freak shows up.” 
 
    And with that, Otis led our rag-tag, worn out little group from our warm, cozy cave into the crisp air of the night.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
      
 
    We walked for half the night, peeking into nooks and crannies. We met a few wandering zombies along the way. 
 
    “You guys know a cave where we can stay?” I asked the zombies. 
 
    The zombies looked at me with blank expressions and said, “We just spawned. What is a cave?” 
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    I slapped my head and said, “You guys better find a cave before the sun comes up or else.” 
 
    “Or else what?” they moaned. 
 
    “You will burn to death,” I explained. 
 
    These newly-spawned zombies did not seem to realize how serious a situation they were in. They said, “First we need to find a village to terrorize. After, we will find one of these caves of which you speak.” 
 
    “Have fun respawning, you fools,” said Otis. “Come on, let’s get going.” 
 
    We left the zombies to their fate. Zeb glanced back at them, a look of concern in his eyes. But, he said nothing. 
 
    Soon thereafter, we found a small cave. We were able to carve a new room into it so that we would have a place to put all of our inventory and still have enough space to stretch out and sleep. 
 
    “This should do as a temporary place to live,” said Zeb. 
 
    “Can we ever have a permanent place to live? With Herobrine after us?” said Harold. 
 
    I looked down at my chicken. He had a point. Would we have to be on the run all of our lives? Was this our reward for standing up to the evil plans of Herobrine? We had helped the Ender King save the world, yes, but had we ruined our lives as a side effect? 
 
    I reached down and stroked Harold’s back. “I don’t know Harold.” 
 
    “We could go to the End and live with the Ender King,” suggested Bob. 
 
    “Bah,” said Otis. “Those endermen give me the creeps. I don’t want to live there. I’d rather take my chances in the Overworld.” 
 
    “Maybe it is not as bad as we think,” said Zeb, suddenly sounding very upbeat. 
 
    “Explain, old man,” said Otis, absent-mindedly picking dirt from under his rotten fingernails with the point of his diamond sword. 
 
    “Herobrine knows where we used to live, and he knows what we look like as a group, but what if we were not in a group?” 
 
    “What do you mean, Zeb?” I asked. 
 
    “You know how all mobs look exactly the same, right? I mean, I look like every other zombie ever spawned. You look like every baby zombie ever spawned. Otis looks like every other baby zombie pigman. Harold and Bob are identical to all other chickens.” 
 
    Otis was tapping his foot impatiently. “Get to the point.” 
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    “The only way for Herobrine to recognize you and Zeke as the jockeys that attacked him is for you to be traveling in a group,” said Zeb. 
 
    That was when it hit me. The surest way to ensure our survival would be to split up and go it alone in the world. As long as I was just a solitary chicken jockey, or better, just a wandering baby zombie, the better chance I had to avoid Herobrine. 
 
    I looked around at my friends. Judging by their sad expressions, they all understood too.    
 
    “No, no, no,” muttered Bob, a tear leaking from his eye and running along his beak until it fell to the ground. 
 
    Harold walked over and comforted Bob. “I am afraid it is true. At least the two of us can wander around together. Herobrine won’t pay any mind to two chickens.” 
 
    I looked at Otis and Zeb. I was fighting hard to hold back my tears.  
 
    “Is this the last night we will be together?” I asked, barely able to get the words to form in my mouth. 
 
    Zeb nodded silently. 
 
    Otis sighed. “It is hard to argue with Zeb’s logic.” 
 
    I could not believe it. For the first time since I spawned, I was going to be alone in the world.  
 
    How would I survive all alone? Would I be able to meet new friends? Why was this happening to me? It was so unfair, and I was not going to stand for it. 
 
    “Forget that!” I yelled. “I would rather be with my friends and die than be alone and live.” 
 
    They silently looked at me. I could tell they all wanted to stay together too, but I could see hesitation in their eyes. 
 
    I continued. “Look, I know that we would probably be safer from Herobrine if we split up. But, we will be less safe in the face of every other danger in the world. I would have died many times already if it weren’t for you guys.” 
 
    Bob wiped a wing across his face, drying his tears. “Zeke is right. We can’t split up.” 
 
    Now, no one disagreed with me. 
 
    I breathed a sigh of relief. I could not imagine living without my friends. We would have to make this work!


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
      
 
      
 
    When I woke up the next day, Otis was already gone. Had he changed his mind? Had he decided to abandon us?  
 
    Where he had been sleeping, there was a note which read: 
 
    Went scouting. – Otis. 
 
    I breathed a sigh of relief. 
 
    “He said he’d be back in an hour,” said Zeb. “But that was over two hours ago.” 
 
    I furrowed my brow. “Do you think something happened to him?” I said. 
 
    Zeb shrugged. “Hard to know with Otis. He could have just lost track of time. Or, he could have been captured by some players. Who knows?” 
 
    “I had better go check it out,” I said. 
 
    I walked over to where Harold and Bob were sleeping. Careful not to disturb Bob, I gently shook Harold awake. 
 
    “Wha?” said Harold, still waking up. 
 
    “We need to go look for Otis,” I whispered, and then added, “Don’t wake Bob.” 
 
    Harold nodded. He stood up on his scrawny chicken legs and walked a few feet away from Bob. Then, he stretched and flapped his wings and jumped up and down, moving his legs side-to-side, like a cheerleader. I couldn’t help but laugh. 
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    “Does my morning routine amuse you?” asked Harold. 
 
    I nodded. “Yeah, it does.” 
 
    “Well, if you had to carry around a zombie on your back all day, you would stretch too,” snorted Harold, mildly annoyed. 
 
    “Sorry, buddy,” I said, tossing Harold some grain. He leaned down and pecked the grains for a couple minutes and then straightened himself and said, “Ready.” 
 
    I walked over to him and sat on his back. 
 
    “See you soon, Zeb,” I said, raising my diamond sword in salute. 
 
    “If you don’t spot him by noon, come back and we’ll figure something else out. Okay?” said Zeb. 
 
    “Agreed,” I said as I kicked my heels into Harold’s sides and we trotted out of the cave. 
 
    We needed to be careful in the bright sunlight. There were always lots of players about during the day. 
 
    We kept to the forests as much as possible, darting from the cover of one birch tree to an oak tree to a birch tree and so on. 
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    We had been searching for Otis for nearly an hour, when we heard a sound. 
 
    “Harold, quick, hide over there,” I barked in a hushed voice. “I hear something.” 
 
    Harold raced behind a nearby boulder and crouched behind it.  
 
    “Wait here, Harold,” I said. “I’ll go check it out.” 
 
    I crawled on my hands and knees in the direction of the sound. 
 
    As I got closer, I could tell it was voices. Maybe some mobs? 
 
    I crept as slowly as I could to the edge of the boulder and peeked around it, looking down the cliff I was perched on. 
 
    When I looked down, I could see two players at the base of a cliff, many blocks below me. They were talking about something, but I could only make out a few words. 
 
    “... village … cheap … emeralds … zombies .... attack … diamonds ...” 
 
    They were far enough away that I could run and avoid them. I turned around and was about to return to where Harold was waiting when I came face-to-face with two different players, their swords drawn, pointing directly at my head.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
      
 
      
 
    The players looked liked they knew what was up. They were definitely not noobs, but obviously not super-dominant either. 
 
    They each had iron swords and complete armor, though some of it was leather and some of it was iron. I was certain they had killed quite a few zombies already. 
 
    “Check it out, Kevin,” said one of them. “A baby zombie.” 
 
    “Yeah, Chris,” said Kevin. “You don’t see that everyday.” 
 
    “Let’s kill it,” said Chris. “I could use the experience.” 
 
    I put my hands in front of my face and begged, “No, please don’t kill me!” 
 
    Kevin and Chris looked at each other dumbfounded. Finally, Chris said, “Wait. You can talk?” 
 
    I nodded my head. 
 
    “How can you talk? Is it some sort of enchantment?” asked Kevin. 
 
    Enchantment? What was he talking about? 
 
    “No,” I said. “All mobs can talk.” 
 
    Chris and Kevin appeared stupefied, like I had told them that Notch was just some rich guy with a beard and not the almighty Creator of the universe. 
 
    “Really?” asked Chris. 
 
    “Yes. You didn’t know that? I thought all players knew that,” I said. 
 
    “I guess I’ve never tried to speak with a mob. I just … well … just kill them,” said Chris. 
 
    That upset me, but I was in no position to argue. “Well, we talk, have feelings, and even names.” 
 
    “Oh yeah,” said Kevin. “What’s your name?” 
 
    Before I could answer, Harold came rushing out of his hiding place and jumped on Kevin’s back and pecked at his neck. 
 
    “Ouch,” yelled Kevin. 
 
    “Run, Zeke, run!” yelled Harold. 
 
    But, Chris was too fast. He grabbed me from behind and held his sword to my neck. 
 
    “Get off my friend, you crazy chicken, or I’ll kill your baby zombie buddy here,” said Chris. 
 
    Harold realized that he had no choice but to release Kevin. He gave him one last peck and then jumped to the ground. Once he was on the ground, he stood next to me and said, “I’m sorry, Zeke. I tried. I guess this is the end.” 
 
    Chris stepped away from me, but kept his sword pointed at me. 
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    I looked down at Harold. “Yes, I guess it is. I was glad we could be friends and have so many adventures together.” 
 
    Chris and Kevin, still dumbfounded by the revelation that zombies and chickens could talk, suddenly got strange looks on their faces. 
 
    “Wait a minute, chicken,” said Kevin. “What did you call that baby zombie?” 
 
    “My name is Zeke,” I told him. 
 
    When I said my name, I could tell it surprised them. More like it shocked them. Kevin took off his helmet and scratched his head. 
 
    “You wouldn’t happen to be a chicken jockey, would you?” asked Kevin. 
 
    “I won’t be once you kill my friend here,” I said bitterly. 
 
    “What kind of sword do you have?” asked Chris, leaning forward in anticipation of my answer. 
 
    “Diamond.” 
 
    This excited both of them very much. 
 
    “Dude, Chris, ya think?” 
 
    “Kevin, bro, maybe so.” 
 
    They dude-ed and bro-ed back and forth for a while. I thought about trying to sneak away while they were distracted by their verbal high-fives, but did not want to risk making them angry.  
 
    Finally, Kevin turned to me and asked, “Are you Baby Zeke? The Chicken Jockey who fought Herobrine?”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
      
 
      
 
    I must admit that this question shocked me. It had only been a few days since the Herobrine battle and somehow these players already knew about it. 
 
    “Yes. I fought Herobrine, along with my friends, including Harold here,” I said, pointing to my loyal steed. Harold spread his wings and took a bow. 
 
    “So cool,” said Chris. 
 
    The two players lowered their swords. It was clear that they were no longer going to kill me. 
 
    “How did you two hear about the battle anyway?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh, man, everyone is talking about it. The villagers can’t stop going on about how you went after Herobrine and how the Ender King himself showed up and saved you,” said Kevin. 
 
    “But, who told them?” asked Harold. “It was just us mobs there, and we haven’t told anyone.” 
 
    The two players shrugged.  
 
    “Maybe it was one of the endermen? Since you say you mobs can talk to each other, maybe he teleported to the Overworld and told an iron golem who told a villager?” suggested Chris. 
 
    “Yeah, info like this won’t stay secret for long. It’s way too awesome,” said Kevin. 
 
    What they said was possible, I suppose, but did not seem very likely. It was suspicious that this information got spread around so quickly. Maybe if it had been a week or two since the battle with Herobrine, I would agree with Chris’s explanation. But, something was peculiar about all of this.  
 
    I clapped my hands together and looked at the players. “Well, it was nice meeting you. Thanks for not killing us.” I looked over at Harold. “We need to go, birdman.” 
 
    “Wait,” said Chris and Kevin at the same time. 
 
    “What?” I asked as I jumped on Harold’s back. 
 
    Chris and Kevin looked a bit embarrassed as they spoke. “Uh, could we have your autograph?” They each held up a small book. 
 
    “You want me to sign your own Minecraft diaries?” I asked, amazed that two players would show so much respect to a mob. 
 
    “Please,” they said. 
 
    I took their diaries and pulled out my quill. 
 
    In Chris’s diary I wrote: Chris, keep being awesome. Your friend, Baby Zeke. 
 
    In Kevin’s diary I wrote: Mobs rule. Players drool. Best wishes, Baby Zeke. 
 
    I returned the diaries to the players. They read what I wrote, looked up at me, looked at each other, and then slapped a high-five. 
 
    “Wait till I show everyone on the server. They will be totally jealous,” said Chris. 
 
    I waved goodbye to the players as I gave Harold a gentle kick in the ribs. The players waved back. 
 
    I guess not all players are so bad. All a mob has to do is battle Herobrine and save the world and suddenly they want to be your friend, I thought. 
 
    “Harold, does it seem strange to you that the story of our battle with Herobrine is already common knowledge throughout the Overworld?” 
 
    Harold clucked as he considered my question. “Maybe. But, as they say, rumor volat.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Rumor flies. And, anything about Herobrine will certainly have wings.” 
 
    “Ah, I see,” I said. “But, hey, what was that language you were speaking anyway?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s some weird language we chickens speak sometimes. I just know some phrases in it,” explained Harold. 
 
    “What’s the language called?” I asked, suddenly intrigued by this random and totally irrelevant fact. 
 
    “I have no idea. We chickens just use it sometimes,” said Harold. “I guess it comes from the primordial ooze.” 
 
    “Weird,” I said, shaking my head. “Anyway, let’s get back to the cave and tell the others about all of this.” 
 
    “Agreed,” said Harold as he began trotting more quickly toward home.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
      
 
      
 
    We were about halfway back to our temporary cave when we heard voices up ahead. It sounded like they were coming from behind a group of trees located directly in front of us. 
 
    “Hide,” I whispered to Harold. 
 
    Harold wasted no time and ducked behind a nearby boulder. I jumped off his back and crouched down, making myself as small as I could. Even though I was a baby zombie, this was a very small rock and I was not sure it would cover me entirely. 
 
    The two voices got closer.  
 
    “I thought I heard something over here,” said one voice. 
 
    “A mob?” said the other. 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    I started to shake. Obviously, two players were very close, and they might not be as friendly as Chris and Kevin. I was fairly confident I could defeat a single player, but two together was risky.  
 
    “Wait here,” said Harold. 
 
    “No,” I whispered, reaching out my stubby, undead arm to stop him. But, I was not quick enough. 
 
    Harold stood up and clucked a few times and walked out from behind the rock. He acted oblivious to the players. 
 
    “Check it out,” said one of the players. 
 
    The other laughed. “I guess you just heard that chicken. Man, those are some dumb birds. Doesn’t he know we could kill him and eat him?” 
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    “Probably not,” said the other, who added in a menacing voice, “Why don’t we find out?” 
 
    I could hear the player’s footsteps approaching Harold. I did not know what to do. Harold might be able to get away, but if the player had a bow, he could probably shoot Harold even if Harold was running at top speed. 
 
    I could not let my friend die. Or, at least, not die alone. 
 
    I slowly drew my diamond sword and then jumped from behind the rock. 
 
    “Not so fast!” I yelled, as I rushed to Harold and stood in front of him to prevent the player’s attack. 
 
    The players were clearly not expecting me. One of them dropped his iron sword and ducked behind a tree to hide. The other stood his ground, but his knees were shaking. I recognized them as the two players I had seen earlier from on top of the cliff. 
 
    I slowly approached the player with the shaking knees. “Leave my friend alone,” I said through clenched teeth. 
 
    “It’s cool, bro,” said the player, putting his hands in front of his body and motioning me to calm down. 
 
    “I’m not your bro,” I said.  
 
    “Totally, you aren’t my bro,” said the player, agreeing with the sword-wielding baby zombie. And then, a look of utter surprise and fascination flashed across his face before being replaced with his look of fear. What, exactly, was that look? 
 
    I felt Harold nudge me from behind. “Zeke, let’s get out of here,” he said. 
 
    When Harold said my name, I noticed that the player’s eyes narrowed. The wimpy player who had been hiding peeked his head from behind the tree and looked at me with wide eyes. 
 
     “Zeke?” said the player nearest me. 
 
    “Yeah, so?” I asked, holding my sword at the ready. 
 
    “Baby Zeke? The one who battled Herobrine?” said the player who had been hiding behind the tree, but who now was emerging from cover. 
 
    I sighed. Here we go again, I thought. 
 
    “You guys want my autograph, too?” 
 
    The both nodded their heads like star-struck groupies. They reached into their inventories and pulled out their personal diaries. They approached me cautiously and handed me their diaries. 
 
    I put my sword away and pulled my quill from my inventory, looked down at a blank page of the first diary and asked, “Who should I make this out to?” 
 
    “Herobrine.” 
 
    That was when I realized what a serious miscalculation I had made. I looked up to see the player pointing his sword at my throat, while the other player had grabbed Harold by the neck. 
 
    We were trapped. 
 
    “What’s this all about?” I demanded, tossing the diaries to the ground. 
 
    “About 1,000 diamonds,” said one of the players. 
 
    “Yeah, Herobrine put a bounty on you. He was pretty upset about you interfering with his plans,” said the other. 
 
    “But, you are players. I thought all of you were afraid of Herobrine,” I said, hoping to get on their good side and convince them to let me go. 
 
    “Yeah, Herobrine is a freak, but 1,000 diamonds is mad wealth.” 
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    “Yeah, it’s just business, Zeke,” added the wimpy player. 
 
    I looked at Harold. I could tell he was sad. I was sad too. 
 
    What sort of tortures did Herobrine have in store for us? Would he make us suffer before he killed us? Would he brainwash us to become his servants? I shuddered at the possibilities. 
 
    “What now?” I asked. 
 
    “Now, we take you to the transfer point. One of Herobrine’s minions will pick you up there,” said the player holding the sword at my neck. 
 
    “And we will get paid,” said the other player. 
 
    The players forced me to walk a short distance to a horse-drawn cart parked behind a stand of trees. The back of the cart was covered by an iron cage. The player holding Harold unlocked a door to the cage and tossed Harold into the back. He landed with a thud. 
 
    “Don’t hurt my friend,” I said. 
 
    “Or what?” said the player viciously. 
 
    “Get in,” said the other player, poking my back with the tip of his sword for emphasis. 
 
    I climbed into the cage and sat down next to Harold. He looked up at me with his forlorn chicken eyes. I put my arm on his back. 
 
    We sat there in silence as the cart began to move. 
 
    After we had ridden in the cart for most of the day – which was really uncomfortable due to the cart having square wheels – the players stopped the cart and walked around to the door of the cage. 
 
    “Get up and stand by the door,” one ordered. 
 
    “Why?” I asked. 
 
    “Just do it,” the player demanded. 
 
    Harold and I got up and stood by the door. 
 
    “Turn around and kneel.”  
 
    We did as we were told. Suddenly, the players put cloth bags over our heads. They tied them around our necks. 
 
    “What’s this about?” I said, panicking because I unable to see anything. 
 
    “We don’t want you to see where we are going,” said a player. 
 
    How humiliating, I thought. My final hours alive before Herobrine takes me and I won’t be able to see the world. 
 
    I heard the players walk back to the front of the cart and snap the whip on the horse. The cart began its slow, lumbering pace toward our doom. 
 
    I could not help but sob. I heard Harold sobbing too. We did not speak. We were too sad for words.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
      
 
      
 
    We rode in the cart for another few hours. I could not tell exactly how long, but I could feel the air getting colder and knew that it was a few hours into the night when we arrived at our destination. 
 
    I could hear the wheels move from dirt to stone. We were on a path of some kind. 
 
    I could hear voices.  
 
    “Hurrr, what do you think is in the cage?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Hurrr.” 
 
    Villagers. I’d know that annoying “hurrr” anywhere. 
 
    “Some new contestants, maybe?” 
 
    “Hurrr. Could be.” 
 
    Contestants? What were they talking about? 
 
    Then, the cart stopped for a moment. I heard one of the players get out of the cart and unlatch something. Probably a door. Then, I could hear creaking hinges as the door swung open. 
 
    The cart moved forward and slightly down. I could feel the air get instantly warmer and I could smell something unpleasant. It was like a combination of sweat, old food and … fear. 
 
    The cart stopped again and I heard the door swing shut. Then, the player walked back to the front of the cart and climbed in. 
 
    The cart continued forward for another minute or two and then stopped. 
 
    The players got down from the cart and came around to the back. I heard them unlock and open the door to the cage. 
 
    One of the players climbed into the cage and removed our hoods. 
 
    Even though the room we were in was only lit by a few torches, the light seemed blinding at first. As my eyes adjusted to the room, I could see that it was some sort of prison. There were several cells on each side. 
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    “Out,” said one of the players. 
 
    Harold and I slowly stepped out of the cart. We stood next to each other.  
 
    Was this the end? Was Herobrine’s minion waiting for us already? 
 
    A villager wearing a white robe emerged, seemingly from nowhere. His red eyes gleamed under the torch light. 
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    “Hurrr. Is this the cargo?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes,” said one of the players. 
 
    “Excellent. Put them in those cells over there. Hurrr,” said the evil librarian villager, pointing. 
 
    “How about our bounty?” asked one of the players. 
 
    “Hurrr. You should have been a villager. I admire your greed,” said the librarian. “Here.” 
 
    The librarian tossed a large sack to the players. They hastily opened the sack and counted the diamonds. 
 
    “Hey, there are only 500 here,” said one. “The bounty is 1,000.” 
 
    “Herobrine’s minion will bring the remainder. Hurrr. I have no say in the matter,” said the librarian. 
 
    The players were not happy. “You mean, we have to stick around in this dump until the minion arrives?” 
 
    “Hurrr. I am sure you can find desirable lodgings, especially with all those diamonds to pay for them,” said the librarian with an evil grin. 
 
    The players shoved Harold and me unceremoniously into adjacent cells. 
 
    “Come on,” said one player to the other. “Let’s find a place to sleep.” 
 
    The other player nodded and then turned to the villager and said, “Be sure to alert us when the minion arrives. We want the rest of our money ASAP.” 
 
    The librarian simply smiled and bowed. 
 
    I watched the players get back into their cart and leave. 
 
    “Can we have some food?” I asked the librarian. 
 
    The librarian laughed. “Here,” he said as he reached into a pocket in his robe. He pulled out a rotten potato and a small piece of bread. He tossed the potato to me and the bread to Harold. 
 
    Worst. Meal. Ever. 
 
    “Great. Thanks,” I said sarcastically. 
 
    The librarian said nothing in reply and started to walk out of the room. 
 
    “What now?” I asked him, hoping for some information. Something I might be able to use to escape or make a deal or something. 
 
    The librarian turned. “You wait. But, hurrr, you can enjoy the games.” 
 
    “Games? What do you mean?” I asked, but he did not reply and left the room.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
      
 
      
 
    As I nibbled on my potato, trying to avoid the rotten bits, I started to hear something. Voices. 
 
    “Do you hear that?” I asked Harold. 
 
    “Yes,” he said from the adjoining cell. 
 
    I looked around and saw there was a high window in my cell. The voices seemed to be coming from outside the window. There was a chair in my cell, so I pushed it directly underneath the window. I stood on the chair and the voices were louder. 
 
    “It’s coming from behind us,” I said. 
 
    I tried to reach the window ledge, to pull myself up and look, but I was too short. I jumped a couple of times and was finally able to grab the ledge with the tips of my stubby fingers and managed to pull myself up. Fortunately, the ledge was rather wide, so I was able to put my feet on it and crouch in the window opening. 
 
    “Harold, are you on the ledge?” 
 
    “Yes,” he clucked. 
 
    I looked out the window and saw a small arena!  
 
    Standing around the area were fifteen or twenty mobs: zombies, slimes, zombie pigmen, spiders, skeletons, and even a magma cube. 
 
    “Are you seeing this?” I asked Harold. 
 
    “I am seeing it, but I am not believing it,” he replied. 
 
    The mobs were milling around, obviously waiting for something to happen. And then, it did. 
 
    The same evil librarian who provided us with our delightful dinner walked onto a small stage at the far end of the arena. He raised his hands, a signal for the mobs to come to order. 
 
    Once everyone was silent, he said in a booming voice, “Welcome to Battle Club!” 
 
    A roar rose from the assembled mobs. 
 
    The librarian continued. “Hurrr. Battle Club is a place where mobs can test their skills against other mobs and where we villagers can bet on the winners.” 
 
    For the first time, I noticed a group of sinister villagers standing near the librarian. They were whispering to each other and exchanging diamonds and emeralds, apparently placing bets on the mob battles to come. 
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    “But first, hurrr,” continued the librarian, “I need to go over the rules of Battle Club.  
 
    
    	 Rule number 1: You do not talk about Battle Club.  
 
    	 Rule number 2: You DO NOT TALK about Battle Club.  
 
    	 Rule number 3: Battles end when I say they end.  
 
    	 Rule number 4: If this is your first time at Battle Club, you have to battle.” 
 
   
 
    And then a deafening roar came from the mobs. They want to be here? 
 
    “Harold, this is insane. I’ve never heard of Battle Club.” 
 
    “Well, duh, the first two rules are you do not talk about Battle Club,” said Harold. “I guess these guys can keep a secret.” 
 
    Over the next hour, I watched with equal parts revulsion and admiration as different mobs tested their fighting skills against other mobs. I watched as a zombie defeated a spider, a skeleton defeated a slime, and – to my great surprise – a magma cube defeated a zombie pigman. 
 
    It seemed like the fighting was going to continue for some time longer, but I was growing tired of the morbid spectacle. I jumped down to the floor of my cell. 
 
    “Did you eat your bread?” I asked Harold. 
 
    “Yes, but I feel sick.” 
 
    “Me too. That potato was totally foul.” 
 
    We sat in silence for a time, listening to the sounds of the Battle Club filtering in through our windows. 
 
    Finally, I said, “I’m sorry I got you into this. I let the intoxicating warmth of fame get to me. If I hadn’t been so eager to sign autographs, none of this would have happened.” 
 
    “I doubt it,” said Harold. “If Herobrine wanted to capture us, he would have done it sooner or later.” 
 
    I sighed. “Maybe you are right. Good night, Harold.” 
 
    “Good night, Zeke.” 
 
    I lay down on the cold ground. I tossed and turned for several minutes until I got into a position that I thought might allow me to get some sleep before Herobrine’s minion arrived. 
 
    I was just drifting off to sleep when I heard a youthful voice say, “Zeke? Hurrr. Baby Zeke?”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10 
 
      
 
      
 
    I sat bolt upright and looked in the direction of the voice.  
 
    There, in the shadows on the other side of the room, stood two young villagers, probably about twelve years old. 
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    “Uh, yes?” I said, unsure of what was about to happen. 
 
    “We heard a rumor you were here,” said one of them. 
 
    “Yeah, hurrr, we wanted to check it out,” said the other. 
 
    I shook my head. “So even you villager kids want to turn me over to Herobrine,” I said sadly, disgusted at the state of the world when even children are in league with the most evil creature who has ever existed. 
 
    “No,” said one of them. “We want to help you escape.” 
 
    “Me too?” clucked Harold. 
 
    “Hurrr, of course. Baby Zeke the Chicken Jockey wouldn’t be anything without his trusty steed, Harold,” said one of the young villagers. 
 
    The two cautiously approached, emerging from the shadows. One was wearing a brown robe while the other was wearing a white robe. 
 
    “My name is Oscar,” said the one in the brown robe. 
 
    “Hurrr, and my name is Jack,” said the one in the white robe. 
 
    “Nice to meet you,”  I said. “So … what’s the plan?” 
 
    Oscar shrugged. “Hurrr. No plan, really. We were just going to unlock your cells and show you how to get out of the village.” 
 
    “Yeah, after that, you are on your own,” said Jack. “It’s already way past our bedtime, so we need to be getting home soon.” 
 
    Oscar walked over and pulled a key from one of his pockets. He quickly opened both cells. Harold and I hugged each other, thankful to be free. 
 
    I looked at the two young villagers. “So, do you want my autograph?” I asked. 
 
    “Hurrr, uh, not really,” said Jack. Oscar shook his head. 
 
    Frankly, I felt a little sad. I kind of liked being a celebrity, though, of course, my fame had led me to my current predicament, so maybe fame is not as great as I thought it was. 
 
    “Uh … okay … uh … that’s cool,” I stammered. Change the subject, Zeke. “Uh, so, what’s with that librarian guy running the Battle Club? He seems crazy.” 
 
    Jack sighed. “That’s my dad,” he admitted. Oscar put an arm on his shoulder to comfort him. 
 
    “Really?” said Harold. Jack nodded. “So,” continued Harold, “why is he so … well … evil?” 
 
    Jack shrugged. “I don’t know. Hurrr. He is nice to me, but something happens to him when he sees a profit to be made. My mom says it is a kind of money madness.” 
 
    “My parents say he was dropped on his head as a baby,” said Oscar. 
 
    “Anyway, hurrr, he pretty much runs this village,” said Jack. “I heard him talking about capturing you tonight. I didn’t think it was right for someone who saved the world from Herobrine to be sold back to him. Hurrr. It is just wrong.” Jack slammed a clenched fist into his open palm for emphasis. 
 
    I looked Jack in the eyes. “That was a very brave thing you did, Jack. Thank you,” I said. 
 
    Jack nodded. 
 
    “Don’t forget, hurrr, I have the keys,” said Oscar, slightly jealous of the attention Jack was getting. 
 
    “And thank you, too,” I said. 
 
    “Yeah, you guys are awesome, but how do we get out of here?” asked Harold. 
 
    “Follow us,” said Oscar. 
 
    Oscar walked across the room to a small door. It blended into the wall so well, I am not sure I would have noticed it on my own. Oscar pulled out another key, unlocked the small door, and pushed it open. 
 
    Jack ducked through the door and looked around. “Hurrr. All clear,” he said. 
 
    Then Harold and I went through the door, followed by Oscar. 
 
    Jack moved swiftly through the streets of the village, staying in the shadows of the less-traveled back streets so that we would not be seen. We had to avoid a couple of zombies wandering around, but other than that, it was pretty easy to get to the edge of the village. 
 
    “Okay. We made it,” said Oscar, pointing to the black night beyond the border of the village. 
 
    I hopped on to Harold and said, “Thanks again, guys. You two are the coolest villagers I know.” 
 
    “Thanks,” they said together. 
 
    “I don’t know how I can ever repay you,” I said. 
 
    “Just don’t let Herobrine take over the world,” said Oscar. 
 
    “Got it,” I said. 
 
    “And, don’t get caught again,” said Jack. 
 
    “Got it two times,” I said. “I hope your father doesn’t figure out you helped us escape.” 
 
    Jack shrugged. “I doubt it. He’s too focused on his stupid Battle Club right now. He won’t even notice you are gone until the morning.” 
 
    “By the way,” asked Harold. “Your father said one of Herobrine’s minions was coming to collect us. Any idea who or what that might be?” 
 
    I look of terror spread across the faces of the young villagers. “Hurrr, no.” 
 
    “Too bad,” said Harold. “It would be nice to know who to avoid.” 
 
    “Well, Harold, I guess we should head out,” I said. 
 
    “Yes, but which direction? I have no idea where we came from.” 
 
    Harold was right. We had bags over our heads for half of the journey. Our friends could be anywhere. And, even if we knew the general direction, there was no guarantee they would still be at the temporary cave Harold and I had left early this morning when we went scouting. 
 
    I sighed and looked at Jack and Oscar. “Any ideas?” 
 
    The both shook their heads.  
 
    “I guess anywhere is better than here. Let’s go that way,” I said to Harold, pointing to the east.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
      
 
      
 
    We moved through the night, hoping to find a shelter by dawn so that we could rest out of sight of prying eyes. I was worried that Herobrine’s minion or players in search of the 1,000 diamond bounty might recognize us if we traveled during the day. 
 
    We came upon a small cave, just a few minutes after sunrise. Once we were inside, I jumped off of Harold. 
 
    “I’m so hungry,” said Harold. 
 
    “Me too, buddy,” I said. 
 
    I peeked outside the mouth of the cave. I noticed some grass growing nearby. “Harold, there may be some seeds on the ground just outside the cave.” 
 
    Harold nodded. “I’ll rest a few minutes and then check it out,” he said. 
 
    “When you go out there, see if there is anything I can eat. Maybe a pig or a cow or something,” I said, as my undead stomach growled. “Except for that nasty potato, I haven’t eaten anything in nearly two days.” 
 
    “I know,” said Harold. “I am sure I can find you something.” 
 
    We sat in the cave for a few minutes, not speaking, just resting. It felt good to rest. It felt even better to be free. I vowed then and there I could not ever let anyone capture me ever again. Even if it meant my life.  
 
    In spite of my fatigue, I was moved by the power of this resolution. I stood up and yelled: 
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    I expected Harold to yell and hoot his support. But, chickens are peculiar birds. In response to my proclamation, Harold simply stood up and said, “I’m going to eat some of those seeds and look for some food for you. I’ll be back as soon as I can.” 
 
    “Uh … cool,” I said, nestling into a fetal position on the ground, hoping to sleep. 
 
    And, sleep I did. I must have fallen asleep instantly. It was a dreamless sleep of oblivion, the events of the past two days caught up with me all at once and knocked me out cold. 
 
    I don’t know how long I had been asleep when I noticed a strange squishing sound. I heard a squish and then silence, then another squish and then silence. 
 
    What is going on? I want to sleep. That squishing is bothering me. 
 
    I turned over, covering my ears to try and drown out the squishing noise. But, it did not go away. In fact, it grew louder and the interval between the squishing and the silence shortened. 
 
    Argh! What is it? Is it Harold playing a prank on me? 
 
    Finally, I opened my eyes and yelled angrily, “What is it!?!” 
 
    And there, in front of me was a slime. Not a big slime, but not a small slime either. It was a medium-sized slime. It was bouncing up and down and looking at me. 
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    “Yay,” it said. “You are awake!” 
 
    What the Notch? 
 
    “Whoa!” I said, sitting up. “Where did you come from?” 
 
    “Everywhere and nowhere,” said the slime in a sing-song voice. 
 
    “Are you always so happy and … unclear?” I asked. 
 
    The slime stopped bouncing for a moment. I guess it was thinking about my question. Finally, it started bouncing again and answered, “Yes, I am.” 
 
    And then, I had a horrible thought. What if the slime was Herobrine’s minion? No one would expect a slime to be a servant of evil. Would they? 
 
    I slowly gripped the handle of my diamond sword. “You aren’t working for Herobrine, are you?” 
 
    The slime suddenly had a look of terror and horror and sadness all rolled into one. “I … no … why … how could … of course not!” it sputtered. 
 
    It was either the greatest actor in the history of the Overworld, or it was not Herobrine’s minion. 
 
    “No offense, but I had to ask,” I said. 
 
    “Oh,” it said and resumed its bouncing.  
 
    I watched it bounce a few times before I started to get dizzy. “What’s your name?” I asked. 
 
    “Jacob. What’s yours?” 
 
    “Zeke.” 
 
    The slime stopped bouncing again. “Zeke? Oh. I’ve heard of you,” said Jacob. 
 
    “I know, I know, the 1,000-diamond bounty, right?” 
 
    The slime shook like a bowl of name-brand gelatin dessert. I guessed this was his way of shaking his head “no.” 
 
    This freaked me out a bit. So, if he hadn’t heard of the bounty, how had he heard about me? I did not have to ask. 
 
    “I heard about you from a rude little baby pigman jockey,” said Jacob. 
 
    Rude little baby pigman jockey? It could only be Otis and Bob. 
 
    I stood up, excited, my hunger momentarily forgotten. “Was the baby pigman’s name Otis?” 
 
    “I think so,” said the slime. “He told me he was looking for a baby zombie named Zeke. But, he also said there would be a chicken with you.” 
 
    “There is,” I said. “He’ll be back soon. So, when did you meet Otis?” 
 
    “Sometime yesterday.” 
 
    “And…?” I prompted the slime. 
 
    “And what?” it asked. 
 
    Seriously?  
 
    “And what else did he say? Which direction was he headed? Did he have a message for me?” 
 
    The slime considered all of these questions for a while. He had stopped bouncing and was gently quivering while he thought. It took him a surprisingly long time to consider his response. 
 
    “Well,” Jacob began, “I saw him about a three-minute bounce from the mouth of this cave in the direction of the rising sun. He was heading in the direction of the rising sun. He left no message for you.” 
 
    Rising sun? The sun rises in the east, so I knew Otis was east.  
 
    “Did Otis say his home was to the east, or was he just heading east looking for me?” 
 
    “I do not know,” said Jacob. 
 
    At that moment, Harold returned to the cave leading a piglet. 
 
    When I saw the piglet, I went temporarily insane from hunger. I jumped at the piglet and killed it with my diamond sword. I gorged on its raw flesh until my stomach was bloated. 
 
    Jacob and Harold looked on in disgust. 
 
    “Dude, seriously?” said Harold, putting a wing over his beak to stop from barfing. 
 
    “Wha? I wus starfing,” I said with my mouth full. 
 
    After I had finished eating, I told Harold everything Jacob had told me. 
 
    “We head east then,” said Harold confidently. 
 
    “I guess so,” I said with less confidence. I turned to Jacob. “Thank you for the information. Do you want to come with us?” 
 
    Jacob quivered forcefully. “I do, but my mom won’t let me go more than 200 bounces from home, and I’m already 175 bounces away.” 
 
    “That’s cool. You should always listen to your mom,” I said. 
 
    “Besides, I don’t want to be there when Herobrine’s minion captures you,” said Jacob with a trembling voice. 
 
    I narrowed my eyes and shook one of my stubby fingers in Jacob’s face. “He’ll never take me alive,” I said firmly. 
 
    “Don’t hurt me,” said Jacob. 
 
    “I wasn’t going to hurt you,” I said. “I was just using my finger to emphasize my sincerity.” 
 
    “Oh,” said Jacob. “I don’t have fingers, so I don’t really know what they mean.” 
 
    I shook my head. Crazy slime. 
 
    “Anyway, thanks for the information, Jacob,” I said. 
 
    “You are welcome,” he replied. 
 
    I looked over at Harold. “Ready to go?” I asked. 
 
    “Not really,” said Harold. “But, do we have any choice?” 
 
    I laughed. “No, we don’t.” 
 
    “Then, hop on,” said Harold. “Let’s go find our friends.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    End of Book 6 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Book 7: Herobrine’s Minion 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
      
 
    Harold moved his scrawny chicken legs as quickly as he could. I sat on his back searching the landscape for any sign of Otis or Bob. We hurried along, unable to stop and enjoy the sights and smells of the many wildflowers growing in the area. 
 
    Because it was daytime, I knew Zeb would be hiding from the sunlight, so I didn’t bother looking for him. I assumed that if I found Otis and Bob, they would know where Zeb was.  
 
    Under normal circumstances, Harold and I would try to hide during the daylight too, in order to avoid contact with players, but it was urgent that we find our friends. 
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    I looked down at Harold and said, “I would feel a lot safer moving about during the day if we didn’t have a 1,000-diamond bounty on our heads.” 
 
    “I agree,” said Harold, nodding his head. “But, it sure is nice to be outside during the day instead of lurking about at night with you zombies. Chickens love the sun.” 
 
    I sighed. I realized at that moment just how much of a normal life Harold had given up to be my friend and my steed.  
 
    “I like the sun too,” I said, enjoying the warmth of the rays on my rotten, baby zombie flesh. “If only there were some way that Zeb could be outside in the sunlight….” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter now,” said Harold. “We can’t see anything at night, so we have to search during the day.” 
 
    Harold and I were heading due east, following the tip we had received from Jacob the slime a few hours ago. Jacob had told us that he had met Bob and Otis the day before he found us. He told us they were headed east. As long as Bob and Otis kept heading in that same direction, we assumed we could find them and reunite with them. 
 
    Harold climbed a low hill. From the top of the hill, we could see quite a distance in this relatively flat biome. We looked east and saw nothing: no movement, no mobs, no village, nothing. 
 
    We then looked in all the other directions, even back toward the path we had just traveled. Again, we saw nothing. 
 
    Harold kicked the ground. “This is so frustrating!” he yelled. 
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    I had to laugh. Chickens look ridiculous when they are upset. 
 
    “What?” asked Harold, now upset with me instead of our situation. 
 
    “Nothing, buddy. Sorry.” 
 
    Harold turned his back on me and started pecking at the ground, searching for seeds. Good idea, I thought. I’m hungry too. 
 
    I reached into my inventory and pulled out some pieces of steak from a cow we had killed a few hours ago. The fresh raw flesh tasted wonderful. If it weren’t for our desperation to find our friends, I would have enjoyed having a leisurely picnic with Harold.  
 
    Instead, I devoured the meat as quickly as I could, all the while continuing to scan the horizon. Still nothing. 
 
    In the distance to the east, I could see a hilly forest biome. We could probably reach it around nightfall if we hurried. 
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    “Harold,” I called to my friend. “We should probably keep moving. We can probably find a place to hide for the night in the those hills. I’m sure there are some caves.” 
 
    Harold looked at me and then at the forest biome in the distance. He nodded his agreement. “I’m done eating, let’s go.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Our search during the remainder of the day yielded nothing.  
 
    We reached the edge of the forest biome just as the sun was low in the sky. The trees were already casting long, dark shadows across the forest floor.  
 
    We were lucky and found a cave near the edge of the forest. After we arranged our things in the cave, I climbed a nearby tree to search the surrounding area. 
 
    I sat atop the tree for over an hour. I scanned the landscape, seeing no signs of movement, other than a few bats out hunting in the early evening dusk. 
 
    But, as the sun finally set and darkness engulfed the forest, I noticed a small flicker of light to the east. A campfire! I thought excitedly as I climbed down from the tree. 
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    I rushed into the cave, which was now dimly lit by a torch Harold had placed on the wall. 
 
    “Harold, I see a fire in the distance to the east. I must be Otis and Bob,” I said breathlessly. 
 
    Harold did not seem as excited as I was. “Or, it could be some players seeking the 1,000-diamond bounty. Or, maybe even Herobrine’s minion.” 
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    “Oh, yeah, I never thought of that,” I said. 
 
    “Anyway, we can’t sneak over there tonight,” continued Harold. “The moon is just a faint sliver, so the only way we could see is by torchlight. Whoever it is would spot us before we found them. Too dangerous.” 
 
    I nodded. Harold was right. We would have to wait until morning. 
 
    “Let’s get up before dawn and try to find the source of the fire first thing tomorrow,” I suggested. 
 
    Harold yawned and tucked his beak under a wing. “Sounds good to me,” he said. “You take first watch.” 
 
    “Good night, buddy,” I said, as I picked up the torch and walked over to the mouth of the cave. After I found a comfortable sitting position, I extinguished the torch and stared out into the ink black night.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
    I felt Harold pecking my arm gently.  
 
    “Wake up,” said Harold. “Wake up. It is almost dawn.” 
 
    “Already?” I asked groggily. “It feels like I just fell asleep.” Just after midnight, I had roused Harold and traded places on watch. I had probably only slept for four hours tops. Not enough. 
 
    I stood up and stretched. I grabbed a small piece of cow meat and ate it for breakfast. Once I felt alert enough, I said, “I’m going to climb a tree real quick, to see if there is anything obvious I can see before we head to the site of the campfire.” 
 
    “Okay, but be quick about it,” said Harold. 
 
    I shimmied to the top of the same tree I had climbed the night before. What I saw amazed me. The world took on a completely different appearance in the soft light of the new-breaking dawn. 
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    Everything looked good and wholesome, like nothing could ever go wrong. I wanted this moment to last forever, but then I remembered I was not sharing it with my friends and I felt a profound sadness. 
 
    Tear.  
 
    Sniff. 
 
    I shook my head to clear these unhelpful thoughts of beauty and happiness. I was on a mission to find my friends and escape Herobrine’s minion. There would be time for art appreciation later. 
 
    I looked at the area where I had seen the fire the night before. It was quite a distance away, and several trees partially obscured my view, but I thought I could see a cave entrance.  
 
    Could it have been Bob and Otis?  
 
    Bob was a chicken, so he would not need to cook. Otis was a Baby Zombie Pigman, so he could eat raw flesh just as well as I. There was no need for such a large fire, or even for a fire at all. 
 
    Now, I was having second thoughts. I began to think it must be some players who built the fire as protection against zombies, skeletons and other nighttime mobs.  
 
    Or, maybe it was Herobrine’s minion. I still did not know who or what it was. For all I knew, it needed fire to live. 
 
    I shook off my thoughts of danger. There was still a chance that the fire had been built by my friends. It was worth the risk to discover if it really had been. 
 
    I climbed down the tree. 
 
    “Harold, I can see what looks like a cave in the area where I saw the fire last night. I couldn’t see any movement.” 
 
    Harold nodded. “Hop on, Zeke. Let’s get over there.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
      
 
    It took us about ten minutes to reach the location where I had seen the fire. Sure enough, it was the mouth of a cave. 
 
    I dismounted from Harold and we each stood on one side of the entrance to the cave. I lit a torch, and crept inside the cave. Harold followed. 
 
    We slowly swept each side of the cave, looking for signs anyone had been there. We did not say anything, fearing we might draw some of the inhabitants of the cave to us. 
 
    We moved in another fifteen paces when we saw the remnants of the fire. 
 
    “Harold,” I whispered. “Someone did have a fire here last night.” 
 
    Harold walked over to the fire and gently kicked at the ashes looking for a clue. “Just ash,” he said. “Anyone could have started this fire.” 
 
    “I suppose so,” I sighed, my hope that it was Otis and Bob was still that … nothing more than an unconfirmed hope. “I guess we’ll never know who started the fire.” 
 
    “That is where you are wrong, zombie,” said a hollow, toothy voice from the darkness. 
 
    I quickly drew my diamond sword and pointed it into the darkness in the direction from where the voice had come. Harold moved to a defensive position to my left flank. 
 
    “Show yourself!” I yelled. 
 
    The voice laughed. The laugh echoed in the cave. The echoing voice gave me the creeps, and my rotten flesh puckered with goosepimples. 
 
    “I’m not kidding,” I said, slashing my diamond sword through the air for emphasis. 
 
    “I could have killed you already,” said the voice. I could tell it was getting closer. Would the owner of the voice attack? 
 
    “Harold, get ready,” I said. “We have no idea what is out there. It could be Herobrine’s minion.” 
 
    The voice laughed again.  
 
    As the echoing laugh began to fade, I could see a shape emerging from the darkness. It was tall. It walked on two legs. Was it Herobrine’s minion? Was it so dominant it had no fear of us?  
 
    It was … a skeleton. 
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    “Don’t come any closer, skeleton,” I insisted. 
 
    “Chill out, bro. I was just messing with you,” said the skeleton. “My name is Sean. What’s yours?” 
 
    “Sean?” said Harold. “I thought all you guys were named Boney or Ribs or Toothy or something.” 
 
    The skeleton gnashed his teeth angrily and looked at Harold. “So what is your name chicken? Dinner?” 
 
    Harold crossed his wings in front of his chest. “It’s Harold, actually.” 
 
    “Yeah, and my name is Zeke,” I added. 
 
    The skeleton’s jaw dropped open, dangling for a moment. I think this was how skeletons looked surprised. It was hard to tell though, since they don’t have any flesh and really can’t display emotions except through their voices. 
 
    “Zeke and Harold? Zeke the Chicken Jockey?” stammered Sean. 
 
    “What? You going to try and collect the bounty?” asked Harold sarcastically. 
 
    Sean shook his skull from side to side. “No. The guy in here last night told me he was looking for you.” 
 
    Harold and I both took a step closer to Sean. “Otis and Bob?” I asked hopefully. 
 
    Sean nodded his skull up and down. “Yes. They made a fire. We were talking. Otis is pretty cool, though Bob is a bit … well … odd.” 
 
    “Sounds like our friends,” I said. I turned to Harold. “We are close, buddy. Today might be the day we catch up with them.” 
 
    Harold did a little dance and then spun around excitedly. “Yay!” he said. 
 
    Sean observed Harold’s reaction and said, “I guess all chickens are a little odd, eh?” 
 
    Harold was too happy to be insulted. He just kept spinning around and flapping his wings. As I watched Harold, I was beginning to agree with Sean. 
 
    “So, Sean, my boney undead bro,” I said. “Any idea which direction Otis and Bob went?” 
 
    “Actually, yes. I told them about a swamp biome about an hour’s walk from here to the northeast. A witch lives there. They were going to find the witch’s hut and ask her if she had seen you.” 
 
    I nodded. This was the most detailed information we’d received. We should be able to find them. “When did they leave?” I asked. 
 
    “Just before dawn,” said Sean. “They may have already reached the witch.” 
 
    Harold finally stopped spinning. He looked dizzy. He was having a difficult time standing still, but managed to say, “Zeke, they have almost two hours’ head start. We need to go. Now.” 
 
    “I agree, Harold,” I said. I extended my hand to shake Sean’s hand and said “Thanks.”  
 
    Sean pushed my hand aside and pulled me toward him for a bro hug. I appreciated the sentiment, but hugging a skeleton is probably the most creepy, disgusting thing I have ever done. Even through my undead flesh, I felt the cold sting of death as I hugged his ribcage. 
 
    As I pulled away from the bro hug, I was shaken to my core. 
 
    “Cool, Sean,” I muttered, trying to regain my composure. “I wish we could stay and chat, maybe share a few stories, but we need to find our friends.” 
 
    Sean brought his teeth together in what I assume was a skeleton’s attempt at smiling. “I totally understand. Stop back by anytime. I don’t mind sharing my cave with mobs. It’s the annoying players I don’t like.” 
 
    “I know what you mean, Sean,” I said. 
 
    “Get on, Zeke,” said Harold. “Let’s go.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
      
 
      
 
    Harold ran as fast as he could in the direction of the swamp. This was our best chance to find our friends, and we had to make it there in time.  
 
    After about a half an hour, the plants around us were becoming more and more lush. We were in a transition area between the forest and the swamp biome. 
 
    “We’re getting closer, Harold,” I said. “How are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m getting tired, Zeke,” Harold panted. “Have you been gaining weight?” 
 
    I jumped off Harold’s back. “No rest, man. I’ll run alongside.” 
 
    “Okay, I think I can manage that,” said Harold, looking relieved. 
 
    We continued through the increasingly swampy ground and soon saw a thin tendril of smoke rising nearby. 
 
    I pointed to the smoke and said, “I bet the smoke is coming from the witch’s hut.” Harold nodded, and we increased our pace. 
 
    When we were only about 100 blocks away from the hut, we could see it through the trees and plants. We stopped walking and paused for a moment. 
 
    “I think we should be careful. Even though Sean told us about this witch, it does not mean she will be nice,” I said. 
 
    “She might even have captured Bob and Otis,” said Harold with a shudder. 
 
    “Gosh, maybe you are right. I never thought of that.” 
 
    We began sneaking toward the hut, hoping to scout it before announcing our presence to the witch. We had made it to about fifteen blocks from the hut when we heard a slithering sound. 
 
    We both looked at the most hideous and strange creature we had ever seen. I cannot even describe it because it was so foreign to me. I will have to draw a picture: 
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    “What is that thing?” I hissed through clinched teeth. 
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe a test mob for the 2.0 update?” suggested Harold. 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Never mind.” 
 
    “Or, maybe it is Herobrine’s minion!” I said, suddenly sensing we were in grave danger. 
 
    But, the thing in the water seemed unconcerned with us. It cast a leisurely glance in our direction and then dove into the water and swam away from us. 
 
    “Do you think it went to tell Herobrine where we are?” asked Harold. 
 
    I shook my head. “No. I think if it were Herobrine’s minion, it would have attacked us. Maybe the witch will know what it was?” 
 
    “Maybe,” said Harold. “Let’s go find out.” 
 
    We stood up and slowly walked the remaining distance to the witch’s hut. I crept to a window and peeked in the corner. I saw the witch standing in front of her brewing stand, working on some sort of potion. I did not see any sign of Otis or Bob.  
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    “She’s alone,” I whispered to Harold. 
 
    Harold sighed, disappointed that our friends were not there. “Well, let’s go ask her what she knows.” 
 
    We walked to the front door and knocked. 
 
    “Go away or I’ll throw a potion of poison on you,” yelled the witch. 
 
    “Hey, be nice!” yelled Harold. 
 
    “Or what?” came the snarling reply. 
 
    “Witch. We are just looking for our friends, Otis and Bob,” I said, trying to defuse the situation. “Sean the skeleton told us they might be here.” 
 
    Silence.  
 
    And then, we heard creaking footsteps as the witch cautiously approached the door. I put my hand on the hilt of my diamond sword, just in case. The footsteps had stopped just behind the door. 
 
    The door burst open and the witch jumped out.  
 
    Before I could pull my sword, she had engulfed me in a strong hug and shouted, “Why didn’t you tell me you were friends of Sean?!?! He’s awesome.” 
 
    “Didn’t … realize … it … was … the … secret … password,” I managed to get out as the witch crushed my ribs with her hug. 
 
    Realizing that she was about to suffocate me, the witch pulled away. “Sorry about that.” 
 
    The witch looked at us. “You must be Zeke and Harold. Your friends told me all about you before they left.” 
 
    “When did they leave? Where did they go?” I sputtered. 
 
    The witch fingered the wart on her nose, like it somehow helped her to remember. “I’ve brewed a few potions since their departure, so … I’d say they left about an hour ago. They weren’t here long,” she said. 
 
    “Netherrack,” I cursed. “We keep missing them.” 
 
    “Any idea where they went?” asked Harold. 
 
    “I told them about a village to the north of here. They said they would check it out to see if maybe you were there for some reason.” 
 
    I nodded. Otis and Bob were relentless. They’d been looking for us for days with no luck, and yet they still persevered. They were true friends.  
 
    “Okay, thank you,” I said. “But, uh, before we go, I have a question for you.” 
 
    “Make it quick, I need to resume my potion brewing.” 
 
    “Just before we knocked on your door, we saw a strange creature in the water. I can’t even describe it, it seemed completely wrong … all jumbled. Do you know what it was?” I asked. 
 
    The witch laughed. I thought I detected a hint of evil in her laugh, but could not be sure. “Yes, I know. It is one of my chimeras.” 
 
    “Chimera? What’s that?” I asked. 
 
    “A chimera is a creature composed of parts from more than one animal.” 
 
    “So, what was that one composed of?” I said, not knowing if I really wanted to know the answer. 
 
    “Squid. Cow. And zombie,” said the witch. There was a flicker of glee in her eyes when she said the word ‘zombie’. 
 
    “A zombie? You experiment on zombies?” I drew my sword and pointed it at the witch. “What sort of insane freak are you creating abominations out of innocent zombies and non-hostile mobs?” 
 
    The witch laughed. “You are but a child with no imagination, Zeke. I have told you where your friends are, but yet here you stay, threatening me and insulting the progress of science. Be gone, fool!” 
 
    Harold tapped me with his wing. “Leave it, Zeke. We don’t have time for this.” 
 
    Harold was right. I slowly returned my sword to its sheath. “I’ll be back, witch.” 
 
    “I’ll be waiting,” she said as she slammed the door in my face.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
      
 
      
 
    As we walked in the direction of the village, I was angry and disgusted as I thought about the witch’s experiments on zombies and other mobs. 
 
    How could she do something so horrible? What other terrible chimeras had she made? 
 
    “What is wrong with people?” I asked Harold. 
 
    Harold shrugged. “Curiosity has been known to override morality. It’s a common thread throughout history.” 
 
    “You should be a professor,” I said to Harold. “Maybe a village will hire you to teach philosophy.” 
 
    Harold shook his head. “Doubtful. Most adult villagers just think of me as dinner.” 
 
    “Think about it, Harold. They’d call you ‘Dr. Chicken’.” 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    I chuckled at the thought of Harold teaching philosophy to young villagers, most of whom were only concerned with learning how to become wealthy merchants. Deep thoughts about the meaning of life were the farthest thing from the minds of most of them. 
 
    It was then that I saw something strange and horrible.  
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    It looked a little like a cow, but it had a sickly red and white coloring. It had strange shapes growing on it, they almost looked like mushrooms. 
 
    I grabbed Harold’s wing and ducked behind a tree. 
 
    “Oh my Notch,” I said to Harold. “Another chimera? Herobrine’s minion?” 
 
    Harold looked at me like I was an idiot. “Seriously, Zeke? You’ve never seen a mooshroom before?” 
 
    “A mooshroom? What kind of a stupid name is that?” 
 
    Harold shook his head. “It’s a perfect name. It is a cow that has mushrooms growing on it.” 
 
    “Maybe it should take a bath,” I said. 
 
    Harold slapped his wing against his head. “Let’s just go talk to it,” said Harold. 
 
    “Wait,” I said, putting my arm in front of Harold. “How do we know it is not Herobrine’s minion?” 
 
    “We don’t,” answered Harold. “But, don’t you think Herobrine would use something a little more menacing and evil as his minion?” 
 
    “Probably …. Okay. Let’s talk to it.” 
 
    We stepped out from behind the tree. The mooshroom looked up at us with its vacant cow eyes and then returned to grazing. At least it is not Herobrine’s minion, I thought. 
 
    “Mooshroom, what are you doing?” asked Harold. 
 
    The mooshroom looked up again. It looked at Harold while it chewed the grass in its mouth. Then it said in a low voice, “Eating.” 
 
    Harold looked over at me and mouthed the word “derp.” 
 
    “Hey, mooshroom, did you happen to see a baby zombie pigman and another chicken come by recently?” said Harold. 
 
    “No,” it said. 
 
    “Oh, okay,” said Harold. “By the way, how did you get here? Shouldn’t you be living on a mushroom island?” 
 
    “A player led me away from my island. He ate my mushroom stew every day. Then he died,” replied the mooshroom. 
 
    “From eating your stew?” I asked, shocked. 
 
    The mooshroom shook his head. “No. He forgot to close his door at night. Zombies ate him.” 
 
    I cringed when he said this. Zombies can be pretty gross. I turned to Harold and said, “Let’s get going.” 
 
    Harold nodded. “Thanks, mooshroom. I hope you enjoy that grass.” 
 
    The mooshroom did not say anything, but simply returned to eating his grass. Such a simple life, I thought, a little jealous.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
      
 
      
 
    About ten minutes after we left the mooshroom, we could see a village off in the distance. 
 
    “This must be the place,” I said, ducking behind a tree and sitting down. Harold followed and sat next to me.  
 
    I peeked around the tree and considered the village for a few moments. “Seems kind of quiet,” I said. “Most villages have a little more activity during the day.” 
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    Harold shrugged. “Who knows with villagers? Maybe they are all at a village meeting or something.” 
 
    “Could be.” 
 
    “Anyway, what’s the plan?” asked Harold. 
 
    “I’m not sure,” I said. “If it were late in the day, I’d say we should wait until dark and then sneak around while the villagers slept. But, there are still another five or six hours of daylight. If we just sit here, Otis and Bob could be long gone by nightfall.” 
 
    “I could go have a look around,” suggested Harold. 
 
    I sighed. “I hate to do that to you, buddy, but I think it’s our only chance. If I go in there, the villagers will freak and any players who happen to be there will try to kill me.” 
 
    “Alright, then,” said Harold. “I’m off. I’ll try to be back in an hour or so.” 
 
    “Be careful,” I said as Harold walked toward the village. 
 
    When Harold got near the edge of the village, he began to walk in a more ambling manner, stopping to peck the ground every so often. He was acting the way chickens are “supposed” to act. But, each time he lifted his head from the ground, he quickly looked left and right, scouting for information. After a few more steps, he disappeared behind a house. 
 
    I leaned back against the tree and sighed. I hoped Harold would be safe. I could not bear losing him too.  
 
    I reached into my inventory and removed a chunk of cow flesh. I nibbled on it, hoping that a full stomach might help me stop from worrying so much while I waited for Harold to return. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I knew I was dreaming. That meant I was asleep. I should not have fallen asleep so close to a village during the daytime, but I did.  
 
    In my dream, I had traveled to a strange place. At first, I did not recognize it, but then I noticed the tall, skinny black figures moving about. 
 
    I was in the End! 
 
    I saw the ender dragon circling several obsidian pillars in the distance. I saw endermen walking around, occasionally teleporting. 
 
    But, why was I here? I’d never been to the End, so dreaming about it did not make much sense. 
 
    As I stood there, watching the creepy world of the End, I thought about what Zeb had once told me: the Ender King is the Protector in the balance of the Three. Notch is the Creator and Herobrine is the Destroyer. 
 
    Speaking of the Ender King, where was he? He told me he would help me if I ever came to the End. And then, I realized that I was not really in the End right now, so why should the Ender King come to me? 
 
    I continued to stand in the same place, observing the End. It was actually a pretty boring dream. 
 
    But then, I noticed the enderdragon had stopped circling. It was flying away from its pillars and … towards me! 
 
    I tried to run, but my feet would not move. It was as if they were glued to the ground. 
 
    I reached down and grabbed one ankle, trying to lift my foot from the ground. It was too heavy. It was as if I was rooted in place. 
 
    The ender dragon was coming closer. I could see that he was looking directly at me, as if I were prey. 
 
    “Wake up, Zeke! Wake up!” I yelled at myself to no avail. 
 
    The ender dragon was approaching swiftly. He slowly opened his mouth, revealing huge teeth. 
 
    Oh my Notch! This was it.  
 
    The enderdragon closed the final distance faster than I could have imagined possible. His mouth engulfed me and closed with a snap. 
 
    “Aaack!” I awoke screaming. “No!”  
 
    I was sweating and breathing hard. It had seemed so real. I had thought I was going to die. 
 
    I looked down at my body, checking to make sure all of the limbs were still there. I breathed a sigh of relief when I saw that I was whole. 
 
    “I wonder where Harold is?” I said aloud quietly. 
 
    “Come with me and I’ll show you,” said a menacing voice.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
      
 
      
 
    I looked up and then pushed back against the tree in horror. Standing before me, leveling an obsidian sword in my face, was the most hideous … thing … I had ever seen. It had the head of a creeper, the body of a skeleton, and the legs of a zombie. 
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    “What … what … what are you?” I asked. “A chimera?” 
 
    The freakish thing leaned toward me, easing its sword closer to my chest. “No questions, scum,” it said. “Come with me, now.” 
 
    What choice did I have? As I stood up, I asked, “Are you Herobrine’s minion?” 
 
    The thing slapped me on the head with the flat of its sword. “What part of ‘no questions’ did you not understand? Now move.” It shoved me in the back, pushing me in the direction of the village. 
 
    As we entered the village, it appeared deserted. Maybe the villagers were hiding, I thought. If I saw this freak walking around, I would hide too. Or, run away. 
 
    The thing directed me to a large building on the opposite end of the village. 
 
    As we walked toward the building, I was overcome with a terrible thought. “You better not have killed Harold,” I said. 
 
    “Or what?” said the freak. 
 
    It had a point. What could I do against that thing? If it didn’t stab me with its obsidian sword, it would just blow itself up and kill me that way. My only hope was to find Harold alive and then escape. 
 
    We walked closer to the building. I was looking around the village for anything that might help me escape. Just empty buildings and no villagers. 
 
    I had almost given up hope when I saw them. I noticed a tiny movement through a small window. I could just make out two young villagers hiding. I could see the fear on their faces. 
 
    If I could escape, maybe they would help me like those other young villagers helped me get away from that dungeon a few days ago. It seemed like the younger villagers were more open-minded and willing to help out mobs than adult villagers. 
 
    I winked at the two villagers. I could tell they saw me. I hoped they stayed there. 
 
    We finally arrived at the building. The creeper-headed freak pushed the door open with its skeleton hand and shoved me inside. 
 
    I heard laughter. It sounded familiar. 
 
    When I looked up, I was shocked. 
 
    It was the witch!


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
      
 
      
 
    “I should have known it was you. Who else would have sent a chimera after us?” I spat at the witch. 
 
    “Be quiet, fool,” she replied. 
 
    Then I had a terrible thought. “Sean betrayed us?” I asked. 
 
    The witch laughed again. “No, Sean had no idea. He really did think I would help you. And, a few days ago, I probably would have. But, the 1,000-diamond bounty and certain other … rewards persuaded me to capture you.” 
 
    I was relieved to know Sean was not evil, but then, I had an even more terrible thought. “Wait. Are you Herobrine’s minion?” 
 
    The witch laughed so hard that a booger popped out of her nostril. Without even wiping it, she said, “Not even close. I’m just in this for the money. You’ll meet the minion soon enough.” 
 
      
 
    [image: witch with booger.png] 
 
      
 
    It was then that I noticed Harold was in a cage in a corner of the room. He was looking at me with a forlorn expression. He looked utterly miserable, and who could blame him. 
 
    “Let Harold go,” I pleaded with the witch. “He’s just a harmless chicken.” 
 
    “That’s not what I heard,” said the witch. “I heard that without him, you’d be dead already.” 
 
    Even though the witch was right, I needed to convince her that Harold should go free. If she let him out of his cage, maybe he could think of a plan for us to escape from the minion. 
 
    “Seriously, witch, Harold’s a dweeb. He’s all like ‘derp’ and ‘eek’ and ‘save me’ whenever we get into any battles. Just let him go so he can peck dirt for the rest of his silly, pathetic little life,” I said laying it on thick. 
 
    I looked over at Harold. He was giving me the stink-eye. 
 
    The witch rolled her eyes. “Shut up, you.” Then she pointed at the chimera and ordered, “Toss him in the other cage.” 
 
    The chimera poked me with his obsidian sword. “Move it,” it said. 
 
    This was it. I was going to be captured and turned over to Herobrine’s minion and, I suspected, to Herobrine. I was about to collapse into a fetal position and quiver for the rest of my life, when I remembered something. I remembered what I had said only a few days ago, when I vowed never to be captured. 
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    At that moment, when I remembered my commitment to freedom, an escape plan instantly popped into my head. 
 
    I glanced around the room quickly to assess my plan and then, I sprang into action. 
 
    I rushed at the witch and knocked her to the ground before the chimera freak could react. I tore aside the witch’s cloak and grabbed several potions from her pockets. 
 
    I tossed a potion of slowness on to the chimera, followed immediately by a potion of poison and weakness. They quickly had their desired effect. The freak stood wobbling on its zombie legs while the skin on its creeper head turned an even darker green. 
 
    Leaving the witch sprawled on the ground, I jumped toward the damaged chimera. I knocked into it as hard as I could. When it stumbled, it loosened its grip on its obsidian sword. I took that opportunity to quickly grab the sword. 
 
    I jumped into the air, raised the sword high over my head and brought it down with all my might on the chimera’s skeleton chest.  
 
    My strike was totally crit.  
 
    Star particles rose from the freak’s body. I was about to strike again, when I noticed the creeper head flashing. 
 
    “It’s going to blow, Zeke,” yelled Harold from his cage. 
 
    I dove away from the chimera just as the creeper head exploded, and the chimera disappeared in a puff of smoke. It dropped only a tiny black pebble, which I assumed was its evil, twisted soul. 
 
    I turned and saw the witch toss a potion of harming at me, but I was too quick, and I slashed at it with the obsidian sword, shattering the bottle and avoiding contact with the potion. 
 
    “Now, you are going to pay for what you’ve done,” I said through clenched teeth. 
 
    The witch cowered in front of me. I was prepared to strike when I heard the most horrible, evil, twisted sound I have ever heard. It sounded like thousands of souls screaming in agony. It was coming from just outside the building. 
 
    “Herobrine’s minion,” said the witch with a frightened voice. 
 
    I knew Harold and I had to get out of there right away. I did not want to see whatever it was that was making that infernal sound. 
 
    I dashed to Harold’s cage and smashed it wide open with one strike of the obsidian sword. 
 
    Harold jumped out of the cage and said, “Thanks. Let’s get out of here.” 
 
    He did not have to ask twice. I hopped on Harold and he raced toward the rear exit of the building. We opened the door and stepped outside, just as we heard the front door creak open. 
 
    I did not look back as the rear door closed behind us. But, I felt something evil follow me out the door. It was as if the essence of Herobrine’s minion somehow leaked out of the closing door and clutched at us with its icy, death-like embrace. 
 
    “Harold,” I said as we ran, “we’ll never be able to escape with the minion here. We’ll have to try and hide.” 
 
    “Don’t you think the minion will be able to find us?” asked Harold. 
 
    “Maybe, but it is our only chance. Besides, I have an idea.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
      
 
      
 
    Harold followed me as I rushed along the outskirts of the village. I found the rear of the house where I had seen the young villagers hiding in the basement. When I got to the rear door, I knocked softly. I did not want to break the door down and draw any attention. 
 
    There was no response after a few seconds, so I knocked again. Nothing. Then, I pushed the door, and it easily swung open. 
 
    “Do villagers ever lock their doors?” I said. 
 
    “I don’t think so,” said Harold. “They are a bit derpy when it comes to residential security.” 
 
    “Come on, Harold. Let’s go inside.” 
 
    I led the way. Seeing the coast was clear, Harold followed me inside and closed the door behind him. 
 
    I glanced around the main room of the house. No one was around. There were stairs leading down to the basement, as well as stairs leading to the second storey. 
 
    “Harold, I saw some young villagers hiding in this house when that freaky chimera was taking me to the witch. They looked friendly.” 
 
    “You don’t think they will turn us in for the 1,000 diamonds? They are villagers, man. Greedy, little villagers,” said Harold. 
 
    “No, we are not!” said a quiet but insistent voice from the basement stairs. 
 
    Harold grinned. “It worked,” he whispered. 
 
    “Well, then get up here and help us,” I said. 
 
    “No,” came a second voice. “You come down here. It is too dangerous up there.” 
 
    The voice had a point. “Okay, we are coming down,” I said. 
 
    We descended the stairs and found two young villagers relaxing in the basement. It looked like they had been counting emeralds and working on some sort of project for school. 
 
    “So, you guys aren’t scared of me?” I asked. 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “You aren’t going to turn us in for the 1,000 diamond bounty?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Why are you helping us?” asked Harold. 
 
    “Hurr, extra credit,” said one of the villagers. 
 
    “What?” I asked, totally confused. 
 
    “We have to do a report in school about a mob. We thought if we could interview you, we’d have the best report ever. Plus, if you come to class with us, we can get extra credit.” 
 
    “I’m not sure I can stay here that long,” I said. 
 
    “At least let us interview you,” said one. 
 
    “I suppose that would be okay,” I said. “But first, what are your names?” 
 
    “I’m Tammer, and he’s Harrison.” 
 
    The two villagers high-fived each other. 
 
    “Tammer the hammer,” said Harrison. 
 
    “Harrison the barbarian,” said Tammer. 
 
    I’ll never understand villagers, I thought. 
 
    “So, you guys realize that that freaky creeper-headed thing that captured us was working for a witch and she was going to give us to Herobrine’s minion, right?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah, we heard something about that,” said Tammer. “That is why we wanted to interview you. Everyone will be totally jealous that we got to interview Baby Zeke.” 
 
    I had to admit, he made a good point. And, I was glad to feel like a celebrity again after being on the run for the last few days. 
 
    “So, can we start now?” asked Harrison. 
 
    “I suppose so,” I said. “Do you want to interview both me and Harold?” 
 
    They nodded. 
 
    “I’ll start,” said Harrison. “Baby Zeke, why do zombies like to kill villagers?” 
 
    “Uh, we don’t actually like to kill villagers, but we do it because we feel compelled to. Almost as if it had been programmed into us.” 
 
    Tammer looked a bit concerned. “Do you feel like killing us now?” he asked. 
 
    “Actually, now that I think about it, I do,” I said, watching their expressions of horror. “But, I won’t because you are helping me escape.” 
 
    “That’s a relief,” said Tammer. 
 
    “So, Harold, what’s it like to have to carry around a bunch of rotten, undead flesh on your back all day?” asked Harrison. 
 
    “Let me tell you, Harrison, it smells pretty bad. Putrid, even. Rotten meat is not pleasant. I’m surprised flies don’t lay eggs on Zeke.” 
 
    “So, you hate Baby Zeke riding on you as if you were a horse?” asked Tammer. 
 
    “I didn’t say that. I just said that he smells powerful bad. Pow - er - ful,” said Harold, emphasizing each syllable. 
 
    “Zeke, other than a zombie or a chicken, what is your favorite mob and why?” asked Tammer. 
 
    I had to think about that for a while. I could have said cows, because they are the tastiest. But, I decided to say, “Squids. Because they seem to have completely uneventful lives. They just swim and swim and almost nothing tries to attack them. It sounds relaxing.” 
 
    “I always thought squids were kind of gross,” said Harold. “My favorite mob is the bat. I’ve always been jealous of how well they can fly. If chickens could fly, we’d get more respect.” 
 
    Tammer and Harrison were furiously writing down all of our responses. 
 
    “Okay,” said Tammer. “Just one last question. If you could have one wish, what would it be?” 
 
    I laughed bitterly. “That’s easy. I’d want Herobrine to leave me and my friends in peace.” 
 
    “I agree,” said Harold. 
 
    I looked at the two villagers. It seemed like they were done with their questions, so I said, “Great. Now that we are done with that, can you help us escape?” 
 
    Tammer and Harrison grinned at each other. 
 
    “I think that can be arranged,” said Harrison. 
 
    The two villagers quickly explained to Harold and me that they had built a series of underground tunnels connecting their two houses and the houses of all the young villagers. 
 
    “We call it our Minestagram,” they said. 
 
    “Mine-sta-what?” I asked, totally confused. 
 
    “Minestagram,” said Tammer. “We send information in the form of a ‘gram’ of some sort. A gram is like a drawing or a note or even a small model we’ve built.” 
 
    “It’s super cool,” continued Harrison. “We put a gram on the minecart and press a lever. The cart automatically goes to its next stop and a bell goes off. Then, the kid living at that stop opens the trap door in his or her floor, reads the note, leaves a comment, and then presses the lever and it goes to the next stop.” 
 
    I nodded my head. “So, it’s like an information-sharing network?” I said. 
 
    “Exactly. We can it a network for socializing. Or, a social network,” said Tammer. 
 
    “Impressive,” said Harold. 
 
    “And, we can also use the cart to visit each other at night without worrying about being attacked by hostile mobs,” they explained. 
 
    I had to admit, it was very clever. 
 
    “What you should do, is take the tunnel to Justin’s house. Then get directions to Sparrow’s house. Once you get to Sparrow’s place, you can sneak out the back and into the forest,” said Harrison. 
 
    “Will they know I’m coming?” I asked. “I mean, I don’t want to scare them and have them try to attack me or something.” 
 
    “No, it’s cool. When they took you into the building to see the witch, Justin and Sparrow were actually with us in the basement. We sent them back to their houses to make preparations,” explained Tammer. “Sparrow should even have some supplies for you.” 
 
    I was completely impressed. “Wow! You villager kids really think ahead.” 
 
    They smiled. “It’s part of our villager survival training. They start it when we are only six years old. We have to learn to out think the mobs if we want to survive. No offense.” 
 
    “None taken,” I said.  
 
    “We should probably get going,” said Harold. “Herobrine’s minion is probably looking for us, and we want to be as far from this village as possible.” 
 
    “In you go then,” said Tammer, raising a square door in the floor and revealing a tunnel. 
 
    “Just hop in the minecart and press the lever. It has its own power source. It will take you directly to Justin’s house,” said Harrison. 
 
    “Thanks,” Harold and I said as we lowered ourselves into the minecart.  
 
    As the minecart began to move, I could feel the cold, underground air rushing past my undead flesh. It felt cool and peaceful.  
 
    For the first time in a long time, I had a feeling things were going to work out. 
 
    But, my feeling would not last long.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10 
 
      
 
      
 
    Less than one minute later, the minecart came to a stop directly underneath a small wooden door: Justin’s house. I noticed that the track at this point branched in three different directions. 
 
    I pointed at the branching tracks and said, “I can see why we need directions to Sparrow’s house.”  
 
    I climbed the short ladder leading to the door and pushed it open. I poked my head into the opening and looked around the room.  
 
    “No one is here, Harold.” 
 
    “Maybe Justin is doing something in another room. We should probably wait for him.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said, hoisting myself into the room. I turned around and extended my hand for Harold. 
 
    Harold shook his head. “I can’t reach. Your arms are too stubby,” he said. “I’ll climb the ladder.” 
 
    “Easy with the body shaming, man,” I said, rubbing my short arms and feeling sorry for myself. “Not cool.” 
 
    When Harold made it to the top of the ladder, he walked over to me and put his arm on my shoulder. “I didn’t mean it like that,” he said. “I just meant I couldn’t reach your arm.” 
 
    “Well, my arms are stubby, but you didn’t need to remind me of it like that.” 
 
    “Sorry,” said Harold. Then, after a brief pause, he added, “Where do you think Justin is?” 
 
    I shrugged. “Probably counting emeralds or something. I’m sure he’ll be back soon.” 
 
    I stood up and began walking around the room. I could not believe all of the stuff he had in his room.  
 
    He had a combat handbook and a construction handbook open on his desk. They looked like school textbooks. 
 
    He had a poster on his wall identifying all of the hostile mobs that lived in the Overworld. 
 
    In his closet he had twenty identical brown robes.  
 
    I’ve been wearing the same clothes since I spawned, I thought. I must smell terrible. 
 
    He had a pile of small blocks, which looked like all the different blocks of the world. It was some sort of building set. It looked like he was in the process of building the model of a snow biome. 
 
    A box next to the pile was labeled “Notch Blocks” and had the tagline: “Now You can be the Creator.” 
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    He also had hundreds of books purporting to be diaries of mobs, players, villagers, and even Herobrine himself! 
 
    “Check this out,” I said to Harold. “Look at all of these books. You know how long it would take to read all these?” 
 
    “Probably a long time,” said Harold, scanning the pile of books. 
 
    “Must be nice to have that sort of free time,” I said, absently flipping the pages of the Diary of a Minecraft Bat named Swirly. 
 
    Harold started jumping up and down. “No way. Justin has a complete collection of the Diary of a Wimpy Villager series. I heard it’s pretty awesome.” 
 
    “What’s it about?” 
 
    Harold shrugged. “A villager who does stuff and has adventures, I guess.” 
 
    “Maybe I should read it to help me understand how these villagers think,” I said. 
 
    “Could do,” said Harold. 
 
    I was just beginning to flip through the first volume of the Wimpy Villager series when there was a loud *CLICK*. Harold looked at me, frightened. 
 
    “Did that come from the walls?” I asked. 
 
    “Sounded like it,” said Harold. 
 
    “I wonder what it …?” Before I could even utter my question, it was answered by movement. As if from nowhere, iron bars emerged from the ceiling and walls, moving toward us, as if on invisible tracks. 
 
    “It’s a trap,” said Harold. “Back to the minecart.” 
 
    We ran for the small door in the floor of the room. We dove for it. I grabbed it and tried to force it open, but the bars of the cage got to the edge of the door a moment earlier. The weight of the bars made it impossible to lift the door. 
 
    Trapped. 
 
    “Do you think those kids sold us out?” asked Harold. 
 
    “They wouldn’t do that,” I said. 
 
    “Then how?” asked Harold. 
 
    Before I could answer, I felt an icy draft blow under the door from outside the room. That was when I knew. 
 
    “Herobrine’s minion,” I said. “He’s come for us.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
      
 
      
 
    I pulled on the iron bars, looking for some way out, but they wouldn’t budge. I had almost given up hope when I remembered: the obsidian sword! 
 
    I pulled the sword out and slashed at the thick iron bars. Nothing. I slashed again and again, but the only damage was shallow scratches. 
 
    “Try the floor,” said Harold desperately. 
 
    I slashed at the floor. The sword was beginning to cut the wood, but the cage was so small, I could not put much force behind each blow. If I could have worked at it for five or ten minutes, I could have broken through. But, as the icy draft got colder and colder, I knew we did not have that much time. 
 
    Suddenly, the door burst open and in walked an iron golem. Well, it had an iron golem’s body but a creeper head. 
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    “Are you Herobrine’s minion?” I said with a shaky voice. 
 
    It did not speak, but shook its head as if to say “no.”  
 
    Then, from behind the door, I heard a deep, slow voice: “Bring them to the chamber, pet.”  
 
    The golem walked to the cage and slid a solid metal piece under the bottom of the cage, which clicked securely into place. Then, he picked up the cage in his massive, powerful hands. 
 
    The golem carried us outside the house and through the streets of the village. We again passed by Tammer and Harrison staring out the little glass window. They looked sad and confused.  
 
    Then, I noticed two other boys next to them: Justin and Sparrow. At least they had escaped the minion’s wrath. Seeing them there together, I knew they were not involved. I knew they were good.  
 
    The golem carried the cage back to the same building where we had escaped from the witch. He carried us inside and dropped us on the floor. 
 
    When I looked around, I was distraught. There, in front of me, were Bob, Otis and Zeb, all locked in cages just like us! 
 
    “Guys!” I shouted. “What happened? What is this?” 
 
    “They found me during the day, while I was sleeping,” said Zeb sadly. “It happened so fast, I was in this cage before I woke up.” 
 
    “That stupid witch’s chimera grabbed us earlier today, when we got here looking for you,” said Otis. “But, at least she got hers.” I followed Otis’s gaze across the room. It was the witch, where she cowered inside her own cage. 
 
    “How did that happen?” I asked. 
 
    “I guess Herobrine’s minion wasn’t too happy that she let you and Harold escape,” said Otis. “Serves her right.” 
 
    I was glad to see the witch had been captured, but it did not change the fact that my friends and I were also captured. We had to get out of this. 
 
    Then, I felt the familiar, icy wind moving slowly across the floor, chilling my undead flesh. 
 
    The door to the large room we were in creaked open slowly. As it came into the room, you could hear a pin drop. It felt as if fear and evil entered the room just before we saw it. There was no doubt about it, we were in the presence of Herobrine’s minion. 
 
    The minion was so black, I almost could not make it out at first. Then, as my eyes adjusted, I could penetrate the darkness and make out its features.  
 
    It was encased in obsidian armor from head-to-toe, with only its boney face revealing that it was a wither skeleton. It sat astride a skeleton horse, also armored with obsidian. 
 
    The horse paced slowly into the room. It was the most dramatic entrance I had ever seen. And, the most frightening. I was probably even more scared now that when I faced Herobrine himself, such was the power of menace exuded by the minion. 
 
    The minion scowled at us, like we were nothing but insects to it. The horse walked to the front of the room. The minion dismounted and then addressed us. 
 
    “Traitors who attacked the mighty Herobrine, I am Shadow, the great minion of Herobrine, true ruler of the Overworld” he began in a deep, hollow voice. “I have come because you dared to stop Herobrine from deploying the mysterious objects. Now you must pay for your sins.” 
 
    “Let my friends go,” I yelled. “Just kill me.” 
 
    “No,” yelled my friends in unison. 
 
    The minion held up his hands and silence fell instantly upon the room. 
 
    “Truly, Herobrine has every right to slaughter you. But, truly, Herobrine is also merciful. Herobrine will let you all go free. All he asks is one simple thing in return.” 
 
    The minion paused for effect. It worked. What could Herobrine want that he would be willing to set us free? 
 
    “Baby Zeke the chicken jockey,” intoned the minion. “You will go to the End and kill the Ender King.” 
 
    “No!” I screamed. 
 
    “In exchange, Herobrine will free you and your friends and let you live in peace for the remainder of your pathetic lives.” 
 
    “I won’t do it,” I yelled. “The Ender King is my friend. The Ender King is the Protector!” 
 
    The minion scowled at me. “Fine, then. I will kill each of your friends one by one while you watch and then I will kill you.” The minion moved toward Zeb’s cage. 
 
    “No,” I shouted. “Stop. I … I’ll do it,” I said sadly. 
 
    “Excellent,” said the minion. “You will go to the End and complete your mission. Once it is done, return and I shall free your friends.” 
 
    “How can I trust you to keep your word?” I asked. 
 
    The minion chuckled. “You cannot, but you must.” 
 
    “Don’t do it, Zeke,” said Otis. “I’d rather die than help Herobrine.” 
 
    “Me too,” said Bob. 
 
    “Yes, indeed,” said Zeb. 
 
    I nodded. “Thanks, guys. But, I can’t let you be killed. I have to stop it.” 
 
    The golem approached my cage and opened it. Harold and I stepped out. 
 
    “So, how do we get to the End?” I asked. 
 
    The minion clapped his hands, and the golem pushed open the doors through which he had entered the room. Once they had opened fully, I could see an End portal had been built there. 
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    “Well, Harold, it looks like this may be our final adventure.” 
 
    Harold looked at me with his black chicken eyes. “One way or another, I think you are right.” 
 
    I got on Harold’s back. I turned to my friends. “Don’t worry. I’ll figure something out,” I said.  
 
    They all waved at me, trying to look confident, but instead it felt like they were lowering me into a grave. 
 
    I turned Harold around and we walked to the portal. We stood there for a moment, looking at the twelve multi-colored blocks framing the swirling blackness at the center of the portal.  
 
    Harold stepped up onto the edge of the portal. 
 
    I could feel the icy chill from the minion, who stood nearby watching us. 
 
    Finally, I took a deep breath and said, “Go.”  
 
    Harold jumped into the void. 
 
      
 
    End of Book 7 
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 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
      
 
    When Harold jumped into the End Portal, I did not know what to expect. I thought it might be like that time we went to the Nether, just a quick transport through a dark void.  
 
    But, that is not what happened. 
 
    Instead, we were floating or maybe a better word is “oozing” in a formless mass. What I mean is, it felt like the void had mass or density or something. I felt like something was pressing on me.  
 
    I tried to say something to Harold, but my lips would not move. I tried to look down at Harold, but my head would not move. The only reason I knew Harold was there was because I could feel his back between my legs. I was still sitting on him.  
 
    The void was dim, yet it was still possible to see due to some unknown light source. It was as if everything emitted an inner light while at the same time a dim light was cast upon everything.  
 
    Super creepy. 
 
    At first, I saw nothing but the gray darkness. Then, out of the corner of my eye, I noticed a shape. I moved my eyes to look at the shape. (This was the only part of my body over which I had control: my eyes.) 
 
    What I saw made me scream. Or, at least, I would have screamed if I had been able to control my mouth. Instead, I had to scream inside my brain, which isn’t really a scream at all. I mean, have you ever been so scared you screamed? Part of the reason you scream is to release tension so you can think more clearly. All I could do is scream inside my head, which actually made it even more difficult to think. 
 
    Was this what it was like to go crazy? I thought. 
 
    I continued screaming inside my head as I looked at the thing coming closer and closer: 
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    Oh my Notch! I thought. What is that thing? 
 
    The thing suddenly stopped its progress through the oozing void and paused, staring at me.  
 
    “My name is Bobby the Head,” it said without moving its mouth. It was as if its voice was inside my head. Like its consciousness had entered my own. 
 
    Get out of my head you ... head! I screamed inside my mind. 
 
    “I am sorry,” said Bobby the Head. “I did not mean to frighten you.” 
 
    Well, you did! 
 
    “Good bye, Zeke,” said Bobby as he floated away. 
 
    Wait! I yelled silently. How did you know my name? 
 
    But, it was too late. Bobby the Head had already moved on to other things. I assumed he was going to float around terrifying anyone else who tried to enter the End. 
 
    I continued to float through the dark ooze for what seemed like an eternity. I wondered if I would ever reach the End.  
 
    Maybe Shadow, the evil minion of Herobrine, created a false End Portal.  
 
    Maybe, when Harold and I jumped into the portal, Shadow knew we would never make it to the End.  
 
    Maybe we will be trapped in this formless, oozing void forever!!! 
 
    I began to panic. I wanted to breathe, but there was no air. It didn’t matter anyway because I could not control my lungs. 
 
    My eyes darted back and forth, searching for some sign of hope. I desperately wanted to talk to Harold.  
 
    Then, I had an idea. Maybe Harold could hear me if I directed my thoughts at him. Maybe I could speak inside of his head the way Bobby had spoken in mine. It was worth a try. 
 
    I focused all of my attention on Harold’s tiny chicken head. I knew his pea brain was in there somewhere, so I tried to focus on the exact spot where I suspected his brain was. Then, I calmed by own screaming mind and tried to focus all of its power at Harold’s itty-bitty brain spot. 
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    Harold, I yelled. Harold, can you hear me? Speak to me, Harold. I am going insane. 
 
    I waited in silence for a response. But, there was nothing. Either Harold was too crazed with fear to respond, or my attempt to communicate had failed. 
 
    I had not been able to speak with Harold, but the effort had one positive result: the screaming in my mind had subsided. Now, it was more like a whimper of fear and regret rather than a scream of terror. I could think more clearly like this. Maybe I could figure a way out of this yet. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
    Harold and I continued to float in the formless void. I had tried to puzzle an answer to our situation and our strange paralysis, but without results.  
 
    I had seen nothing since Bobby the Head floated past. It seemed as if days had gone by since that terrifying moment. I really had no idea how much time had passed. Time had lost all meaning. 
 
    If this void were really part of the passage to the End, I would have expected to see some players passing through, on their way to confront the Ender Dragon. But, I saw nothing. Nothing other than the heavy blackish-gray expanse of … of … whatever this place was. 
 
    Just as I was about to give up and succumb to the madness of the void for all eternity, I heard something. Another voice. It was faint, as if it were in the distance rather than inside my head. 
 
    We weren’t alone!  
 
    Was this a good thing?  
 
    I had no idea. 
 
    I heard the voice as it grew louder. I still could not make out what it was saying, but there was no mistake, it was speaking. And, I just realized, it was approaching me from behind! 
 
    Since I could not turn my head or move my body it would be able to sneak up on Harold and me without us knowing what it was and without being able to defend against it if it was evil. 
 
    After some more time had passed, I was finally able to make out what it was saying. 
 
    “If you aren’t going all the way, why go at all?” 
 
    Was this unknown creature asking me that question?  
 
    “In life, there are three types of people: those who make it happen, those who watch it happen, and those who wonder what happened.” 
 
    Wait, what? It sounded closer now. 
 
    “The more difficult the victory, the greater the happiness in winning.” 
 
    It sounded like it was directly behind me now, but what was its point? Why was it uttering these motivational statements? Why would it be in the void? 
 
    And then, I felt its body drift next to my head. Its lips were right next to my ear, and it whispered, “May the odds be ever in your favor.” 
 
    Huh? 
 
    And, then, it drifted in front of my field of vision. He appeared somewhat blurry, but there was no doubt, he was an enderman. 
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    I looked at the small enderman’s eerie purple eyes, and suddenly, I could move!  
 
    “What are you doing here?” I asked, pointing at him with my now mobile arms. 
 
    “I could ask you the same question,” said the small, young enderman. (Or, maybe I should call it an enderboy.) 
 
    “We are trying to get to the End,” I said, looking down at Harold who was finally able to look up at me.  
 
    “Why?” asked the little enderboy. 
 
    “We just … uh ... want to check it out,” said Harold.  
 
    “Yeah,” I added. “We heard it was like totally different from the Overworld.” No way I am going to tell him we’re supposed to kill the Ender King. 
 
    “Well, I know nothing of this Overworld of which you speak” said the enderboy, “but, I will say it is weird that you are here, in the end nectar. I’ve never heard of any mobs in the nectar other than endermen.” 
 
    “End nectar?” I asked, completely at a loss. 
 
    “It is where endermen go after they are killed. They float in the nectar regenerating and reciting motivational quotations until they are ready to respawn,” said the young enderman. 
 
    “Really?” I said. “By Notch’s beard, how did we get here?!?” 
 
    The young enderman blinked his spooky purple eyes and said, “I do not know.” 
 
    “By the way, what is your name?” asked Harold. 
 
    “Max. What is yours?” 
 
    “I’m Harold, and this is Zeke.” 
 
    Max looked at us more closely. His purple eyes blinked rapidly, and he teleported to different spots around us and stuck his face near our bodies inspecting us. It was kind of weird, but we all know endermen are a bit peculiar. 
 
    “I have heard of you, I think,” said Max. “I have no memories from my previous life, except that I have lived before and am now in the process of respawning. However, for some reason, I feel that I met you in my previous life.” 
 
    “Maybe you helped us battle Herobrine when he was trying to activate the mysterious objects?” I suggested. 
 
    “I do not know who this Herobrine person is,” said Max. 
 
    “You will once you respawn,” I said. “Everyone knows who Herobrine is.” 
 
    “If you say so,” said Max with a shrug. 
 
    “Say, uh, Max, can you help us get out of the nectar and to the End?” asked Harold. 
 
    Max laughed. “That’s easy. Just tap your feet together three times and say ‘there’s no place like home’.” 
 
    “Will that really work?” I asked. “I mean, the End is not our home.” 
 
    Max looked confused. “I do not know. Maybe you can say, ‘there’s no place like the End’?” 
 
    I looked down at Harold. “It’s worth a shot, right?” I said. 
 
    Harold nodded.  
 
    Harold tapped his chicken feet together three times and we both began to chant, “There’s no place like the End. There’s no place like the End. There’s no place like –.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
      
 
    The next thing we knew, we had arrived. There before us was the End in all its glory. 
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    I was being sarcastic there about the “glory” and all.  
 
    Honestly, the End looked pretty boring, which was a surprise because the few endermen I have met seemed pretty dominant. I had just assumed they must come from a visually stunning place.  
 
    Totally. Wrong.  
 
    Everything in the End was the same brownish color, except for some black rocks and the groups of pitch black endermen aimlessly milling about. 
 
    “Whoa,” I said to Harold. “This place is dull. D. U. L. L. Dull.” 
 
    “Yeah, I don’t see anything other than brown, black and purple.” 
 
    We ducked behind a brown pile of rocks. I pulled some raw cow flesh from my inventory. It smelled pretty funky. I could tell it was rotten, which was awesome because, as we zombies like to say, there’s no flesh like rotten flesh.  
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    “I think I’m going to be sick,” said Harold, putting a wing over his nose and turning away. 
 
    “Dude, relax,” I said with my mouth full of the savory, tender delight that is rotten cow flesh. “I don’t make fun of you when you eat seeds. Talk about gross.” 
 
    “So, anyway,” said Harold, “are we really going to kill the Ender King?” 
 
    I shook my head. “How could we? Even if we wanted to, there is no way two little pathetic weaklings like us could do it. Don’t you remember how huge he was able to make himself?” 
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    “Yeah, I do,” said Harold, a note of sadness in his voice. “What can we do then? If we don’t kill the Ender King, Shadow will kill our friends.” 
 
    I smacked my lips with satisfaction as I finished that last bit of rotten cow meat. “Simple. We need to find the Ender King and get him to help us defeat Shadow and rescue our friends.” 
 
    “You really think he will help?” asked Harold. 
 
    “I hope so,” I said. “He’s not much of a Protector if he doesn’t.” 
 
    “Protector?” asked Harold. “What are you talking about???”  
 
    “Something Zeb told me once. He said:  “The world is in a delicate balance. Mobs kill villagers. Players help defend villagers by killing mobs. Villagers trade with players. The three spokes -- mobs, villagers, players -- balance each other. And, there is the Overworld, the Nether and the End. Another balance of three. The final and most important trinity consists of Notch the Creator, Herobrine the Destroyer, and the Ender King the Protector.” 
 
    Harold started to twitch. I could tell my knowledge bomb was going to take him a while to process. “Mind blown. Mind blown,” whispered Harold. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s how I felt. Super crazy cool, right?” 
 
    Harold continued to twitch. I was beginning to think something in his mind really had broken, but soon noticed the haze in his eyes starting to clear. He would be okay.  
 
    “Anyway,” I said, “let’s ask one of these endermen where we can find His Highness. We need all the protection we can get.” 
 
    I stood up and walked out from behind a rock. I strolled up to the nearest enderman, who was looking the other way. I tapped him on his arm. He turned around. 
 
    I looked up at him. I stared into his glowing purple eyes and asked, “Can you tell me where the Ender King lives?” 
 
    The enderman looked at me for a moment without saying anything, and then began to shriek, “Exterminate! Exterminate! Exterminate!” 
 
    I jumped backward as the enderman tried to grab me with his long, sinewy arms. “Was it something I said?” I asked as I turned and ran back to where Harold was hidden behind the rock. 
 
    The enderman continued to yell, “Exterminate!” He was soon joined by about a dozen endermen in the immediate vicinity. They all teleported near me and chanted, “Exterminate! Exterminate!” 
 
    I hopped on Harold. “Run!” I yelled. 
 
    Harold ran as quickly as he could away from the endermen. But, every time we opened a good-sized gap, they teleported to within a block or two. They continued to shriek, “Exterminate! Exterminate!” 
 
    “Oh my Notch, Zeke, this is crazy,” panted Harold. 
 
    “Yeah, I don’t see any place to hide,” I said. “Keep running.” 
 
    Harold did his best, but I could feel him beginning to tire. It would not be long before the gang of endermen caught us. I assumed they meant what they said and our time was running out. 
 
    That was when I heard a voice. “Hey, you,” it said. “Over here.” 
 
    I swiveled my head in all directions looking for the source of the voice. I couldn’t see anything. “Where?” I shouted. 
 
    “Here,” said the voice again.  
 
    This time, I saw a long black arm waving at me from behind some rocks. I pointed to it. “Over there, Harold.” 
 
    Harold turned sharply and headed in the direction of the waving arm. 
 
    “Do you think it’s safe?” he asked. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. “But if we stay out here, we’re dead. It’s our only chance.” 
 
    Harold nodded and put his head down. He summoned a reserve of energy and dashed toward the waving arm. Up ahead, we saw a small cave entrance with a black arm sticking out of it. 
 
    “There,” I said. “Into the cave.” 
 
    Harold did not hesitate and went straight for the cave.  
 
    The sound of the chanting endermen grew quiet as we disappeared into the cave. Apparently, with no prey in sight, they returned to their normal passive state. 
 
    I looked at the face of our savior. It was an enderman with a red bow in its hair. 
 
    “I didn’t know endermen wore bows,” I said. 
 
      
 
    [image: endergirl.jpg] 
 
      
 
    “Ha!” laughed the enderman. “I am not an enderman. I am an endergirl.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
      
 
      
 
    “An endergirl?” I said. “I did not know there was such a thing.” 
 
    “Well, half of the endermen you see are actually enderwomen. Only enders can tell themselves apart. We all look the same to outsiders,” she explained. 
 
    “Okay, so why are you wearing a bow?” I asked. 
 
    “My dad makes me wear it so visitors can tell me apart from my brothers.” She kicked the dirt. “I wish he’d make them wear bows. It’s so unfair.” 
 
    “Thanks for rescuing us, uh … uh … what’s your name, anyway?” said Harold. 
 
    “Savannah, what’s yours?” 
 
    “My name is Harold, and that is Zeke.” 
 
    Savannah smiled. (At least, I think she did. It is a bit hard to tell with enderfolk.) “I’ve heard of you. I know about you and your battle with Herobrine.” 
 
    “Really?” I said. “I’m a bit surprised that you would have heard about that here in the End. Especially after what Harold and I just went through to escape from those attacking endermen.” 
 
    Savannah laughed. “There are a lot of enders who don’t pay attention to current events. Those folks chasing you probably haven’t heard about your bravery against Herobrine or how the Ender King befriended you.” 
 
    “How do you know?” asked Harold. 
 
    “Because,” said Savannah, “the Ender King is my father.” 
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    “No way!” exclaimed Harold. 
 
    “Way,” said Savannah. 
 
    “So, you are an ender-princess?” I asked. 
 
    Savannah nodded. 
 
    “Should we, like, bow or something?”  
 
    Savannah laughed. “No. We enders don’t really care too much for ceremony and formality.” 
 
    “Well, we are glad to see you,” I said. “We really need to speak with the Ender King.” 
 
    “About what?” she asked. 
 
    Don’t tell her, Zeke. You don’t know how she might react. “Uh … just another one of Herobrine’s plots.” 
 
    She put her two long black arms together and shook them with excitement. “Oooh, tell me. Tell me.” 
 
    I shook my head. “I think this is something we should only discuss with your father.” 
 
    Savannah sighed and a look of disappointment crossed her inky face. “You are probably right,” she admitted. After a brief pause, she said, “Follow me. I’ll take you to him.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
      
 
      
 
    We walked through the cave for a long time. The walls were barren of any items other than a few misplaced blocks. There were torches on the wall every few paces so that there was sufficient light to see where we were going. 
 
    After a few minutes of walking, I asked Savannah, “How long is this cave?” 
 
    “Oh, it's pretty long,”  she said. “ I normally just teleport to the end of it, but since I'm with you, we have to walk.” 
 
    “Couldn’t you just touch us and teleport to our destination?” asked Harold. 
 
    “I suppose, but I like walking. It helps me to relax. We enders love to walk and chill. It is what we do best.” 
 
    Harold sighed. I could tell he was tired from our earlier escape and would have preferred teleporting to walking.  
 
    After a few more minutes, we came to the end of the cave. At first, I wasn't sure how we would go any further. But then, I noticed a small black crack in the wall of the cave.  
 
    Savannah stepped into the crack and said, “Follow me.” 
 
    We entered a maze of passageways. We followed Savannah as she turned left, then right, then right, then right, then left, then left, then went straight, then left, then right. 
 
    “Let me guess,” said Harold. “You normally teleport through this area too?” 
 
    “Actually, I can’t,” said Savannah. “This is the underground entrance to the Ender King’s palace. There is a special force field here that prevents teleportation.” 
 
    “So, what happens if you take a wrong turn in this maze?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh, you eventually will fall into a lava pit, starve to death or get attacked by a shulker. It would not end well.” 
 
    “A shulker?” I asked. 
 
    Savannah nodded. “Strange creature. It lives in a shell, then pops out and attacks. It has this weird levitation attack. Anyway, I’ve never seen one. I’ve just heard about them from my father.” 
 
    “Uh, couldn’t we have just gone in the front door of the palace?” asked Harold. “I mean, you are the Ender King’s daughter.” 
 
    Savannah laughed. “Where would be the fun in that?” 
 
    I shivered as I continued to follow Savannah through the labyrinth. I thought about how horrible it would be to get lost in this maze, and I was glad that we had found a trustworthy guide. 
 
    After a few more turns, we finally entered a straight, narrow passage. We walked along the passage for a short time and climbed two flights of stairs. This was very difficult because the stairs were spaced for the long legs of endermen. I had to pull myself up each step with my stubby arms. 
 
    “Are you kidding me right now?” I said, my arms aching and sweat dripping off my forehead. 
 
    “Sorry,” said Savannah. 
 
    “This is fun,” said Harold as he flapped his wings and hopped up each stair. 
 
    “Shut up,” I said to Harold as I shot him an icy look. 
 
    When I finally got to the top of the stairs, I found Savannah and Harold waiting for me in front of a locked door. Savannah pulled a key from her inventory and unlocked the door. 
 
    We entered a small room, lit only by a few small windows. We walked through that room and came to another locked door, which Savannah opened with a different key. 
 
    Behind that door was a massive, brightly lit room. It was many blocks high and straight and long. Along the walls were portraits of different endermen. 
 
    “Welcome to the Hall of Heroes,” said Savannah with an affected pompous voice as she gestured with her long black arms. 
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked. 
 
    “This is where we put pictures of endermen and enderwomen who have done amazing things during our history. We open it a few times per year to the general public, but mostly it is just the royal family and a few historians in here during the rest of the year.” 
 
    “What sorts of amazing things have they done?” 
 
    Savannah shrugged. “Defeating invasions by players. Preventing the overthrow of the monarchy. Communicating with Notch.” 
 
    “What?” I asked in shock. “Endermen can communicate with Notch?” 
 
    Savannah laughed. “I can’t do that, but someone in the long lost past could. Don’t ask me how.” 
 
    I walked down the great hallway in a state of awe. I was in the presence of amazing endermen. Or, at least, in the presence of their pictures. As I walked along, I read the names and accomplishments: 
 
      
 
    Sophie – Defeating Herobrine’s Great Zombie Army after it invaded the End in 814 
 
    Luke – Preventing Herobrine from Destroying the End Nectar in 1033 
 
    Oswald – Communicating with Notch during the Great Imbalance of 1392 
 
    Matt – Attending MineCon 2015 without being discovered by humans 
 
      
 
    It went on and on.  
 
    “Amazing,” I said. Harold nodded his agreement. 
 
    “Yeah, I suppose it is,” said Savannah. “Anyway, you are here to see my father. He should be right through those doors.” 
 
    I looked where she was pointing. Two massive doors at the end of the Hall of Heroes.  
 
    I suddenly felt very nervous. What would I say to the King? How would he respond? Would he become angry? Kill me? 
 
    No, I thought. He is too wise to become angry. He will see that I am trapped between a rock and a hard place inside a Catch-22. He will know a way out. 
 
    “Ok,” I said. “Let’s go.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
      
 
      
 
    When we opened the door to the chamber, the Ender King was seated on a large throne. It was purple with black accents. Two other endermen were standing in front of him talking about something. 
 
    The King greeted his daughter pleasantly, but when he saw us, he gasped. 
 
    “Zeke? Harold? What are you doing here?” he said, now standing in front of the throne.  
 
    He was not the super-massive Ender King I had met when defeating Herobrine, but a normal-sized enderman. The only thing that set him apart was the shiny purple crown on his head. 
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    “Ummm,” I muttered, not exactly sure what to say. Then, I blurted, “We’re here to kill you.” 
 
    Out of nowhere, eight endermen teleported in a ring around us. They shoved Savannah to the side and linked their arms in a circle so that we could not escape. They were grumbling with low voices. It was difficult to hear what they were saying, but I think it was “Exterminate. Exterminate.” 
 
    “No, dad, no,” Savannah yelled. 
 
    Through the ring of impenetrable arms encircling Harold and me I could see the King raise an arm. “Enough, Savannah. Go to your room.” 
 
    “But, Dad!” Savannah pleaded.  
 
    “No buts. Go to your room. Now!” 
 
    “Fine, but don’t hurt them. They are nice,” said Savannah as she suddenly teleported from the room. 
 
    Now that we were alone with the Ender King and his guards, I was beginning to think that my direct approach had been the wrong one. Harold agreed. 
 
    “Maybe you should have eased into it a bit, Zeke,” hissed Harold through his clinched beak. 
 
    “Yeah, maybe.” 
 
    “No talking,” shouted one of the guards. 
 
    I sighed. 
 
    The King approached the circle where we were being held captive. I could not believe he would think we were really going to kill him. Why would he believe such a thing after what we had done to Herobrine? It hadn’t been very long ago. Why would he think we could change so much so quickly? 
 
    But, then I realized, lots had changed in a very short time. My friends and I had gone from heroes to captives to escapees and back to captives again. And now, Harold and I were supposed to be assassins.  
 
    Insane. 
 
    In the midst of my musings about the mercurial circumstances of my life – the only constant in life is change, I had finally concluded – one of the guards reached in and snatched me by the collar and dropped me outside the circle.  
 
    The guard stood behind me with a firm grip on both of my shoulders. I wasn’t going anywhere. 
 
    The King stood before me. Regal. Powerful. He had allowed his size to increase since we had first entered the room. Even though he stood several blocks away from me, he loomed over me menacingly. 
 
    “Zeke,” he began. I detected a slight sadness in his voice. “Why have you come here to kill me? After our brief time together fighting Herobrine, I thought we were allies, if not friends.” 
 
    I sighed. “King, man, I’m not really here to kill you. I was sent here to kill you though, that’s true.” 
 
    “What do you mean, sent?” 
 
    “Herobrine’s minion captured Zeb, Otis and Bob. He told me that if I don’t kill you, he will kill them.” I paused for a moment. I had to push down my tears of frustration and anger before I could continue. “I told him I would kill you so that I could come here and see if maybe you could help me.” 
 
    The King stood there for a moment rubbing his chin in thought. And, when I say “a moment,” I mean like five minutes. It was maddening. Here I was trying to save my friends, and the one dude who can save them rubs his chin for five minutes!?! 
 
    I would have interrupted, but I knew better than to lash out at my only possible solution to this mess. Instead, I just looked around the King’s chamber. It was pretty swank, if you like purple, black and gray as a color palette. Gray stone floors and walls. Purple furniture with black cushions.  
 
    On the walls hung heavily embroidered brocade tapestries that were purple and black, with just a few dots of white. Wait. White? Was that supposed to be Herobrine and his glowing eyes?  
 
    I looked again at the tapestries lining the room. Almost every one of them had small white dots. Did these depict every battle the King and his ancestors had with Herobrine? If they did, it was clear that the Protector had been busy throughout all time maintaining the Balance of the Three. 
 
    “The minion’s name was Shadow, right? A wither skeleton riding a spider, right?” asked the King, breaking the silence. 
 
    “Yes,” I said. “How did you know?” 
 
    But, the King did not respond. Instead, he returned to thinking and rubbing his chin again. Seriously? I mean, how does rubbing your chin help you think? Was his brain in his chin? Did it need a massage or something? 
 
    I’m not proud of what I thought next. I’ll admit it was childish, but then again, I am a baby zombie. I seriously and sincerely with all my heart wanted to stick my tongue out at the King. Yeah, and maybe even make a phhttt noise at the same time. 
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    But what would that have accomplished? 
 
    Finally, when at least another five minutes had passed, the King said to the guards, “Release them, but stay close.” 
 
    I could tell the King had made a decision because he finally stopped rubbing his chin. 
 
    “We need to deal with this situation in two stages,” the King began. “First, we need to defeat Shadow and rescue your friends. Then, we need to change Herobrine’s mind about wanting to get revenge against you and your friends.” 
 
    “Change his mind?” said Harold. “Don’t you mean ‘kill him’?” 
 
    The King shook his head. “Only if it comes to that. Herobrine is a necessary evil in this world. However, I cannot let him become too powerful or else he will upset the Balance.” 
 
    “What is this balance stuff anyway?” demanded Harold. “Zeke mentioned it earlier and it sounds pretty groovy from a hippie philosophy major sort of worldview, but are you telling me we shouldn’t kill Herobrine?” 
 
    “Yes,” responded the King.  
 
    “That’s insane,” said Harold. “Herobrine is evil. E. V. I. L.” 
 
    “That is where you are wrong,” said the King. 
 
    “Explain yourself,” demanded Harold. 
 
    “No time,” responded the King. “We need to rescue your friends as soon as possible. I can sense Shadow becoming agitated.” 
 
    Now it was my turn to ask some questions. “Wait. You can sense Shadow from here?” 
 
    The King ignored my question. Clearly, the answer was yes. Instead, he turned to two of the endermen who had surrounded us. “Cricket? Andy?” 
 
    “Yes, Sire!” the two young endermen said in unison.  
 
    “You will take Harold and Zeke to the ender dragon’s lair and acquire two ender dragons to come with us to destroy Shadow. We will need dragon power for this.” 
 
    Harold leaned over and whispered in my ear. “Did he say two ender dragons? Is there more than one?” 
 
    I shrugged. I had no idea. 
 
    Cricket grabbed me by the arm while Andy put his hand on Harold’s back.  
 
    “Come on, let’s get ourselves some dragons,” Cricket said as we suddenly teleported from the throne room. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
      
 
      
 
    After no more time had passed than it would take you to snap your fingers, the four of us – Harold, Cricket, Andy, and me – were standing at the base of a large mountain. 
 
    I looked up and saw a massive beast circling the top of the summit. It was the Ender Dragon himself. Or, herself? I had no idea.  
 
    I mean, after meeting an endergirl, I was so confused. The English language still defaults to masculine pronouns, right? So, I’ll stick with himself. 
 
    “Inside,” muttered Cricket. 
 
    I had been so awed by the dragon above me that I had failed to notice the massive cave entrance directly in front of us. 
 
    Harold and I walked in front of the two endermen. The entrance to the cave was so wide that twenty baby zombies standing side-by-side could have walked through it. The entrance was so tall that thirty baby zombies could have stood on each others’ shoulders and walked inside. 
 
    In other words, if the entrance to the cave were a perfect rectangle, it would have had a surface area of 600 baby zombies squared! Massive. 
 
    “Uh, why is the entrance to this cave so big?” I asked. 
 
    “You’ll see,” said Andy. 
 
    And, you know what? I saw. 
 
    Inside the cave were at least fifty young ender dragons!  
 
    Some were sleeping. Some were eating. Some were playing. Some were studying. Some were practicing breathing fire. 
 
    My jaw dropped at the sight. 
 
    “It’s like a scene out of How to Train Your Dragon!” said Harold. 
 
    Something Harold said got the attention of the ender dragons because they all instantly stopped what they were doing and looked at him with menace in their eyes. 
 
    “What did you say, Snack?” said one of the dragons, his glowing purple eyes boring into Harold. 
 
    “Uh … nothing?” said Harold, trying to figure out what had just happened. 
 
    “No one trains us,” said the dragon. “We prepare ourselves for the great honor of being the one Ender Dragon to battle the players who come to the End.” 
 
    “Sorry,” said Harold. 
 
    “Don’t make that mistake again,” said the dragon, turning away and walking down a passage until we couldn’t see him anymore. 
 
    “Okay, everyone. Calm down,” said Andy, raising his long spindly black arms to the sky. “We need some volunteers.” 
 
    The dragons’ ears perked up when he said this. 
 
    “Volunteers? For what?” asked one of the dragons. 
 
    “For a mission to the Overworld,” said Andy. 
 
    I watched as pandemonium broke out. Dragons were climbing on top of each other to be the first to volunteer. They all shouted that they wanted to go. They never even asked what the mission was.  
 
    I admired their bravery, or was it their stupidity? It is sometimes difficult to discern the difference. 
 
    Cricket and Andy raised their arms to quiet the dragons. It took a few moments, but the dragon horde finally fell silent. Just as Cricket was getting ready to speak, I noticed something terrible out of the corner of my eye: A Wither Skeleton. 
 
    “Oh my Notch!” I screamed as I pointed at the wither skeleton who was holding a black iron sword. “It’s Shadow. He’s come to kill us!” 
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    Cricket and Andy tensed. The dragons quickly turned, unsure who Shadow was or why I was so upset about it. 
 
    And then … the dragons all started laughing. They laughed so hard that they were collapsing on the ground. Some shot bits of fire out of their noses. 
 
    The Wither Skeleton said, “Come on, guys. Is it really that funny?” 
 
    “Yeah, Axe, it is,” said one of the dragons. 
 
    The wither skeleton stiffened. “That’s Agent Axe to you!” 
 
    The dragons finally laughed themselves out and Agent Axe approached Cricket and Andy. 
 
    “The King sent you?” 
 
    “Yes,” said Cricket. 
 
    “You do know that ender dragons can’t travel to the Overworld, right?” said the wither skeleton. 
 
    “What do you mean?” said Andy. 
 
    “When the Great Notch created the three worlds, he made it so the ender dragons could only spawn in the End and could never leave the End,” explained Agent Axe. 
 
    “Really?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t lie about the works of Notch,” said Agent Axe with a tone of reverence. 
 
    “So, why would the King send us here if we can’t take a dragon with us? It doesn’t make sense,” I said. 
 
    “Have a little faith,” said Cricket. “The King knows what he’s doing.” 
 
    “If you say so,” said the wither skeleton, not sounding too convinced. 
 
    Cricket turned to the ender dragons. “Based on your behavior earlier, it seems like you all want to volunteer, right?” 
 
    His question was met with exited muttering, a few yeses and even a couple of hoo-rahs. 
 
    Cricket sighed. “In that case, we’ll have to choose at random. I’ll pick one and Andy will pick one. And that will be that. Got it?” 
 
    The dragons hung their heads. They all wanted to go. They knew this would be the adventure of a lifetime. And, if Agent Axe was right, just getting to the Overworld would be an amazing feat in and of itself. 
 
    “You,” said Cricket pointing. 
 
    “And you,” said Andy. 
 
    The two chosen dragons bounded forward. They thanked Cricket and Andy profusely, even kissing their feet. It was pretty disgusting, if you really want to know. 
 
    “Names?” asked Cricket. 
 
    “I’m Asher,” said one. 
 
    “I’m Tom78,” said the other. 
 
    “78?” whispered Harold.  
 
    I shrugged. “Maybe Tom is a common name among ender dragons and they use numbers to tell themselves apart?” 
 
    Andy walked over to me and Harold. “Zeke, why did you think that wither skeleton was Shadow?” 
 
    “He looks a lot like him. I mean, he is not wearing any armor and his sword is different, but he is a wither skeleton. So, I just assumed….” 
 
    Andy rubbed his chin in thought. Again with the chin rubbing. Ugh. 
 
    “Hey, Axe,” yelled Andy. 
 
    “Agent Axe,” said the exasperated wither skeleton. 
 
    “You seem pretty smart. Why don’t you come with us and tell the King what you told us.” 
 
    “Joy,” said the wither skeleton and he trotted over to our group. 
 
    And with that, Andy reached his long arms around Agent Axe, Harold and me while Cricket touched both of the dragons, and we teleported away. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
      
 
      
 
    We arrived instantaneously in the Ender King’s throne room. The King was speaking with several endermen, including one wearing a strange purple and white robe. 
 
    The King looked up from his meeting and said, “Ah, Asher and Tom78, nice of you to join us.” 
 
    I leaned over to Harold. “How in the name of Notch did he know their names?” 
 
    Harold gave a little cluck and shrugged. “No idea.” 
 
    The two dragons bowed to the King.  
 
    “Actually, Your Highness, we got lucky,” said Asher. 
 
    “Yeah,” continued Tom78. “We all wanted to volunteer, so Cricket and Andy chose us.” 
 
    “That is fine,” said the King. The King’s gaze now turned to the wither skeleton. “Ah, Agent Axe. What are you doing here?” 
 
    The wither skeleton shrugged. “No idea. Andy told me to come.” 
 
    The King looked at Andy as if to ask him a question. 
 
    “Zeke thought he looked like Shadow,” said Andy. “I thought maybe we could use him as a decoy or bait or something.” 
 
    The King shook his head. “No. Deception won’t work. We have to confront Shadow head on, tete-a-tete, mano-a-mano, face-to-face, point blank.” 
 
    I put my hand up, the pain of serial clichés piercing my skull. “Stop, please. We get the idea.” 
 
    The King looked at me for a moment and then laughed. “I can see you are a serious one, Zeke. No fun and games for you.” 
 
    “Not really,” said Harold. “Zeke’s sort of insane.” 
 
    I shot Harold a look of utter hatred. 
 
    “Uh, only sometimes,” Harold clarified. 
 
    Agent Axe cleared his throat. “Your Highness, I had no idea I was to be used as bait. I thought I was brought here to remind you that ender dragons cannot travel to the Overworld.” 
 
    “Normally, they cannot. But, I have a special method by which we can get them there.” 
 
    “Really?” said Agent Axe with amazement. “How?” 
 
    It was then that the ender wearing the long purple and white robe turned around. The ender was holding a glowing dragon egg in her hands. “May I explain?” she asked the King. 
 
    “Yes, IsaBear556, you may explain.” 
 
    Again with the numbers? I thought. 
 
    “Agent Axe is correct that ender dragons cannot leave the End through normal means. The only mobs that can travel freely between the Overworld and the End are the endermen. In fact, any players who come to the End are also trapped forever unless they die and respawn in the Overworld or they … well … kill the Ender Dragon.” 
 
    Tom78 and Asher gasped.  
 
    “Stupid players,” mumbled Asher. Tom78 put a wing on his back to console him. 
 
    “But,” continued IsaBear556, “if you can take a dragon egg to the Overworld, crack it open and fry it in a skillet, a special portal will open on top of the egg, allowing ender dragons to fly through it.” 
 
    I laughed. “Seriously? That is the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard. You want us to fry an egg?” 
 
    IsaBear556 stared at me, her purple eyes bored into my soul. The jovial smile on my face was quickly replaced by the slack-jawed visage of stupefied fear. Her withering gaze had reduced me to a quivering pile of rotting flesh with no thoughts or emotions other than fear of her power and the knowledge that she was about to cause my death. 
 
    “I am deadly serious,” she said. “Unless, of course, you don’t want to see your friends alive ever again.” 
 
    That brought me back to reality. “Well, then, give me a spatula and call me SpongeBob because I am ready to do some frying!”  
 
    Harold slapped his head with a wing. 
 
    “No,” she said. “It is very difficult to fry a dragon egg. Only a truly skilled chef can accomplish it. I will come with you and do it.” 
 
    “Fine,” I said. “Whatever.” 
 
    “You can carry the frying pan,” she said, pointing to a huge cast iron skillet resting on the table next to her. 
 
    “That looks heavy,” I whined in protest. 
 
    IsaBear556 sighed and reminded me: “Friends. Dead. Forever.” 
 
    “I get it,” I said, hefting the massive skillet into my arms and tucking it into my inventory. It was so heavy. I thought my legs would buckle.  
 
    I looked over at Harold. “Hey, man, help a zombie out and give me a ride.” 
 
    Harold shook his head. “Nice try, Zeke. But, no.” 
 
    The King, who had been watching all this with an amused expression, clapped his hands and said, “Now that is settled, let’s get to the rest of the plan.” 
 
    Over the next few minutes the King explained his plan. I could tell you what it was, but that would spoil the surprise and make the epic battle with Shadow totally non-epic because you would know exactly what was going to happen. 
 
    What I will tell you now is that a small group of us teleported into the Overworld. That group consisted of me, Harold, IsaBear556, the King, Agent Axe and a small contingent of endermen, including Cricket and Andy and a few others who were named Cameron, Michael, Joe, and Harrison. There were also about ten enderman soldiers whose names I never learned. 
 
    Tom78 and Asher stayed behind until we could make their breakfast and bring them to the Overworld.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
      
 
      
 
    Unlike our teleporting within the End, teleporting from the End to the Overworld was fraught with peril. (Yeah, I just wrote that.) Actually, “peril” might be too strong a word.  
 
    The correct word was “gross.” Or, maybe I should say fraught with grossness. 
 
    Why we had to pass through the end nectar again and not teleport directly to the Overworld, I’ll never know. At least being in the company of endermen, our passage was relatively quick. 
 
    Unlike me and Harold, the endermen seemed to relish in the end nectar. After all, this was where they began the process of respawning after they died. It was like a journey to the heart of life and creation without having to die and follow the light into the tunnel of oblivion. 
 
    Or, at least, that is what they told me later. At the time, it just felt like hideous, disgusting goo. And, just like the first time I got trapped inside the end nectar, I was unable to move. 
 
    Finally, after what seemed like an eternity (but a shorter eternity than the first time I was in the nectar), we appeared in the Overworld. 
 
    “Netherrack!” I spat as I rubbed my hands on my body to make sure there was no goo stuck to me. “That end nectar is so dang nasty. Ewww! Ewww! Ewww!” 
 
    The endermen all stared at me, hate burning in their freakish, purple eyes. In fact, their eyes had turned a disturbing shade of red. It was like I had just insulted their mother, which, in a way, I suppose I had. 
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    “You realize your body is rotten flesh, don’t you?” asked Cameron. 
 
    “Yeah, so?” 
 
    “So,” he said, “your odor is beyond foul.” 
 
    “You rather I put on some cologne? Eau de Nectar?” 
 
    Harold stepped between us before things got ugly. He put up his wings and said, “I guess we need a refresher on our cultural sensitivity class, huh Zeke?” 
 
    I could tell Harold was trying to be funny, but what do chickens know about humor. They are just about the least funny creatures I know. Maybe squids are less funny, but it was a close call.  
 
    And, then, for some reason, I thought of our chicken friend, Bob. Bob, I thought. And Otis. And Zeb. I needed to save them. I had to stop insulting the endermen and work with them. 
 
    “Sorry,” I said, extending my hand to Cameron. “No hard feelings?” 
 
    “Apology accepted, but I am not touching you.” 
 
    I was about to jump at Cameron, when the King bellowed, “Enough!” The King looked at all of us, but especially me. “It is time for action, not foolishness.” 
 
    I hung my head in shame. The Ender King was here to help me defeat Shadow and rescue my friends, and this was how I repaid him? I was acting like a one-day old baby zombie. 
 
    The King looked at his troops. “Pay attention, endermen. I need you to scout the village where Shadow is holding Zeke’s friends. See what sort of defenses it has.” 
 
    All of the endermen nodded and then vanished. 
 
    “That is so awesome,” said Harold. “I wish I could teleport. Heck, I wish I could fly.” 
 
    “So, should we fry that egg now?” I asked. 
 
    “Let’s wait for the scouts to return,” said the King. “We have to get the timing right.” 
 
    We waited for about thirty minutes before the first of the endermen returned. After another five minutes, they were all back. Once they were all present, they reported what they had seen. 
 
    The endermen informed us that the village was quiet, so quiet that it appeared to be deserted. The only obvious movement was the pacing of Shadow in front of the building where he was holding our friends prisoner. 
 
    “I have never seen anything like it,” said one of the endermen. “There was a cloud-like darkness surrounding Shadow wherever he went.” 
 
    The Ender King nodded gravely. “Yes, the cloud of darkening death.” 
 
    I looked at the King. Darkening death? “Uh, should I ask you to explain what that means?” 
 
    The King shook his head. “It is best that some things remain unknown. If I told you, I am not sure you would un-petrify before we needed to battle Shadow.” 
 
    Un-petrify?  
 
    I could feel Harold trembling next to me. Or, maybe, it was my own legs shaking. I couldn’t tell. I decided to change the subject. 
 
    “Can we cook the egg now, boss?” I asked. 
 
    “No, we need to get closer. If we call the dragons from this distance, it is possible that Shadow will sense them and we will lose the element of surprise.” 
 
    “I agree,” said IsaBear556, spinning a giant spatula in her right hand. 
 
    “But, first, we need to take care of the creeper-headed iron golem you told us about. The one you say initially captured you and Harold,” said the King. “Zeke, do you think you can locate him?” 
 
    I shrugged. “I suppose. He can’t be far. I’m surprised he wasn’t with Shadow.” 
 
    “I’m not,” said the King. “Iron golems, even those who have been mutated and transformed into chimeras, love beauty. He is probably in a meadow.” 
 
    “Okay, Harold and I will take a look,” I said. 
 
    “Good,” said the King. “And take Michael, Harrison and Andy with you.” 
 
    I looked at the three endermen. “Will they be enough?” 
 
    “Of course we will be enough,” said Andy. “What? You don’t think the three of us can handle that golem?” 
 
    “Suit yourselves,” I said. “Let’s go.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10 
 
      
 
      
 
    Harold and I began to sneak around the landscape outside the village. We were looking for any hint of the whereabouts of the freakish beast that had captured us just the other day and brought us to meet the evil Shadow. 
 
    We were traveling in concentric circles around the village, getting closer with each circumference. I was beginning to worry that we would not find the iron golem. Time was of the essence. If we could not find the golem soon, Shadow was sure to detect us. He was evil, but not stupid. 
 
    At that moment, Andy teleported next to me. 
 
    “Andy,” I said. “Where is this golem? I’m getting worried.” 
 
    Andy nodded. “Me too. We are getting very close to the village. I am concerned about trying to teleport any closer. I’m sure Shadow will sense our teleportation if we get much closer.” 
 
    I nodded. “What can we do? We have to neutralize the golem before we can move on to the rest of our plan.” 
 
    “Let’s just try for a few more minutes,” suggested Harold. “If we can’t find the golem, we will have Andy teleport us back to the King where we can ask for guidance.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “Let’s go.” 
 
    Harold walked around a group of three large trees and wouldn’t you know it, there was the golem smelling a flower. 
 
    “Ugh,” I whispered through clenched teeth. “I can’t believe we wasted all that time just now when the golem was literally right around the corner.” 
 
    “You win some you lose some,” said Harold. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” I said. “That idiom makes no sense in this situation.” 
 
    “Who are you? The grammar police?” asked Harold. 
 
    “I think you mean diction police,” said Andy. 
 
    “Seriously?” asked Harold staring daggers at Andy. “Just call your ender buddies and take care of this.” 
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    I hopped off Harold to give him some space. I’d seen him get like this before. What was I saying earlier about chickens having no sense of humor? Perfect example right here. 
 
    Harold walked away and began to peck the ground. (Ground pecking is like therapy for chickens.) Andy disappeared to find Michael and Harrison. 
 
    While Andy was gone, I silently watched the creeper-headed golem. He seemed so peaceful, just staring at the flowers in the meadow. I noticed that he had several flowers in his left hand and was carefully selecting additional flowers to pick. 
 
    He’s making a bouquet, I thought. How could he be a servant of Shadow and still be so interested in flowers?  
 
    I watched as he picked a red flower to add to his bouquet. He arranged it with care and then brought the bouquet to his creeper nose to smell it.  
 
    And, what I saw horrified me. Instead of smelling the flowers, the creeper head tried to bite them! 
 
    The golem moved his hand quickly away from the creeper head, protecting the beautiful flowers. I saw his shoulders slump with sadness.  
 
    It was then that I realized the creeper head was the only part of him that was evil. If only there were a way to get the creeper head off of him? But, that was way beyond my pay grade. I had no idea. Sometimes, life just stinks. 
 
    I felt a whoosh of air next to me and then Andy appeared with Michael and Harrison. 
 
    “Anything happen while I was gone?” asked Andy. 
 
    I shook my head. “He has just been sitting there, picking flowers.” 
 
    “Weird,” said Michael. 
 
    “Yeah, weird,” said Harrison. 
 
    “Are we ready to do this?” asked Michael. 
 
    “Totally,” answered Harrison and Andy in unison. 
 
    “What will you do with him?” I asked sadly. 
 
    “We will teleport him far away from here and leave him there,” said Michael.  
 
    “Sounds lonely,” I said. 
 
    “I suppose,” said Michael, shrugging his shoulders. 
 
    “Okay, guys, teleport on three,” said Harrison. “One. Two. Three.” 
 
    I watched as the three endermen teleported from my side and then appeared around the creeper-headed golem. The golem looked up, surprised. I was waiting for him to resist. His creeper face erupted with a snarl, but his golem body did not move. 
 
    The endermen reached out and touched the golem with all six of their arms. And, then, they vanished. 
 
    I sighed. “Come on, Harold. Let’s get back to the rest of the group.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
      
 
      
 
    Because Harold ran the entire way, we made it back to the base camp in about five minutes. 
 
    As we sped into camp, I shouted, “The golem has been teleported away.” 
 
    “Excellent,” said the King. “You and IsaBear556 get into position and start cooking. Take Agent Axe, Cameron and Joe with you for extra protection in case Shadow detects you before the dragons make it through.” 
 
    “Yes, my King,” said IsaBear556. 
 
    As we were walking away, I heard the King say to the remaining endermen, including Cricket, “Make your peace with this world, for you may next awaken in the end nectar.” 
 
    I shivered. Was what we were about to do so dangerous that the King warned his own subjects to prepare for death? I suppose it was. I should not be surprised. I guess I had just become used to the fact that I was living a life one step ahead of death. I had been hunted by players from the day I spawned, and now I was prey for the mighty Herobrine.  
 
    I actually amazed myself that I had become so accustomed to the danger. Actually, now that I think about it, I felt like a stud. I had no fear of death. Not my own, anyway. But, I was afraid my friends might die. I had to be strong for them. 
 
    We were getting very close to the village. In fact, we were close enough to the building where my friends were being held that I could have hit it with an arrow (if I had a bow and knew how to shoot one).  
 
    Bad comparison.  
 
    Anyway, we were pretty close. I assumed Shadow was on the other side of the building. 
 
    “Here,” I heard IsaBear556 say. 
 
    I looked back. She was pointing at two furnaces on the ground. 
 
    “You just craft those?” I asked, incredulous. 
 
    “Of course,” she said. “Put the frying pan on top of them.” 
 
    I pulled the massive frying pan from my inventory and slung it on top of the two furnaces. It made a loud *CLANG* as it slammed down. 
 
    “Watch it!” snapped Agent Axe. “Shadow will hear us.” 
 
    “Dude, sorry,” I said. “That thing was super heavy.” 
 
    IsaBear556 shook her head in disgust. But, she was too polite to insult my strength. Instead, she simply pulled the dragon egg from her inventory, cracked it on the side of the frying pan, and let it slosh into the pan. 
 
    “Can we toss some bacon in there, too?” I asked. 
 
    My question was met only with hate-filled silence. 
 
    “What? I’m hungry,” I said trying to explain. 
 
    Again, no response.  
 
    The inside of the dragon egg looked nothing like a chicken egg. As you probably know, a chicken egg has a yellow yolk and a clear goo which turns white as it cooks. A dragon egg has a black yolk with a pink goo which turns a dark purple as it cooks. 
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    The egg quickly became purple with a black yolk. But, no dragons appeared. 
 
    “What the Notch is going on?” I blurted. “Where are Asher and Tom78?” 
 
    “We have to flip the egg,” said IsaBear556. “The portal will only open when the egg is cooked over-easy.” 
 
    “What happens if you break the yolk when you flip it?” 
 
    “You don’t want to know,” she said as she slipped her giant spatula underneath the thoroughly unappetizing Halloween-style egg. She carefully loosened all sides of the egg from the frying pan.  
 
    I held my breath as she shoved the spatula under the center of the egg and flipped it in the pan. It was a perfect flip. 
 
    “It worked,” she said. I could hear the relief in her voice. 
 
    “But, not fast enough,” said an evil voice.  
 
    I did not even have to turn around to know. I felt the icy chill slither across my body. I had felt it before. 
 
    I knew Shadow had found us. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12 
 
      
 
      
 
    Shadow’s gaze regarded us with menace. 
 
    “You broke your promise, Zeke,” he hissed. “Now, your friends will die.” 
 
    “No!” I shouted. 
 
    “Yes. But first, you die,” he said, raising his arms and then bringing them down swiftly. 
 
    I saw the dark haze around him solidify into a black cloud. The cloud went up into the sky. It looked like a giant mushroom. Then, the cloud seemed to hit a glass ceiling and spread out like oil. 
 
    The cloud blocked out the sun and we were suddenly in deep shadow. I realized now what I was seeing. 
 
    “The darkening death!” I gasped. 
 
    Shadow just laughed as the cloud spread wide above us. 
 
    “Let’s fight,” yelled Cameron. 
 
    “How?” asked Joe. 
 
    “You cannot fight me,” said Shadow ominously. “My darkening death has blotted out the sun.” 
 
    “Then we will fight in the shade!” screamed Joe as he led the charge toward Shadow. Cameron and Agent Axe had joined him. Agent Axe had his iron sword raised to strike. I admired their bravery, but I knew it would do no good. 
 
    The endermen had their arms stretched out, like they were going to teleport Shadow away somewhere. But, I knew it was futile. 
 
    I stood next to Harold. We were guarding the frying pan.  
 
    I watched as my three allies came closer and closer to Shadow. Shadow paid them no heed. I knew that if Shadow was ignoring them, he had no fear of them.  
 
    In fact, as the darkening death descended, I could see my allies grasp their necks. They began to gag. Yet still they moved toward Shadow. The endermen could have teleported away, but they were brave. 
 
    My allies were about to die, I thought. 
 
    And then, in our darkest hour, I saw a flash of light and heard a roar as Tom78 and Asher flew out of the black egg yolk. 
 
    How did they not break the yolk??? 
 
    When he saw the two dragons, Shadow started to pay attention. The smug look on his face was replaced with one of consternation. Wait. It was more than that. It was the look of fear.   
 
    The two dragons flew as quickly as they could toward Shadow. 
 
    Shadow moved his arms more and more rapidly, trying to bring the darkening death down upon us completely. 
 
    I looked up and saw the dark cloud closing on me. 
 
    The two brave dragons flew into the darkening death, directly at Shadow. 
 
    The noxious, swirling cloud of evil was nearly at ground level. There was not much time left. 
 
    I could not see the dragons anymore. I had flattened my body on the ground to try and escape the darkening death. It was only inches away from me. I was about to die. 
 
    And then, I heard a massive roar as two bursts of fire tore a hole in the darkening death. 
 
    I looked up just in time to see Shadow blown off his feet and fly through the air before slamming into a building. He fell to the ground unconscious. 
 
    “Yes!” I yelled as I stood up. “We did it.” I drew my obsidian sword and rushed toward Shadow. It was time to end this. 
 
    “No, Zeke. Wait!” 
 
    I turned around and saw Agent Axe waving his arms furiously. Somehow he had not succumbed to the death cloud. “What is it?” I asked. 
 
    “Let the endermen handle it,” he said. “That’s why they came.” 
 
    “No. Shadow captured my friends,” I said through gritted teeth. “I am going to make him pay!” 
 
    As I rushed forward, I noticed the prostrate forms of the two ender dragons. They were still breathing, but had succumbed to the poison of the darkening death. I hoped they could be healed, but I really did not know. The sight of my injured allies only made me more angry. 
 
    When I arrived at Shadow’s side, he was just beginning to regain consciousness. I held my sword next to his neck bones, a mere flick of my wrist would have removed his head. 
 
    “Any last words?” I asked. 
 
    “Just five.” 
 
    “Speak then.” 
 
    Shadow looked at me and asked, “Why are you so stupid?”  
 
    Before I could recover from the shock of such bizarre final words, Shadow suddenly smacked my sword aside and lunged at me. I was knocked backwards. The force of the blow loosened my grip on my sword, and I dropped it. I was defenseless. 
 
    “Did you really think you could defeat me?” asked Shadow.  
 
    “Yes, and we will. The dragons will be back and you will pay for this,” I said, trying to sound brave even though I was more scared than I had ever been in my entire undead life. 
 
    Shadow laughed. “The dragons have been neutralized. They crash landed on the other side of the village. The darkening death took care of them.” 
 
    Could it be true? Were Tom78 and Asher passed out? Or worse, dead? 
 
    “I don’t believe you,” I said. 
 
    “Belief has nothing to do with it. And, besides, what you believe or don’t believe is only going to matter for a few more seconds because, after that, you’ll be dead.” 
 
    I watched in horror as Shadow began twisting his arms in strange shapes. He began to chant something under his breath. And then, flames erupted from his hands and came towards me. 
 
    It was then that something happened I thought was just a ridiculous a cliché: Time actually slowed down.  
 
    I knew that the fireball should have incinerated me less than one second after it left Shadow’s hands, but instead, I watched with morbid fascination as the fireball spun toward me in super slow motion. Where normally I would have just seen a big orange ball, I instead saw colors of red, orange, yellow and even white all swirling together. It was really quite beautiful. 
 
    If death was to come to me, let it be like this, in defense of my friends, I thought. I took one last deep breath and then prepared myself for impact. 
 
    There was an impact alright, but not from the fireball. Instead, something slammed into my side and pushed me out of the way of the fireball. That something came with me and we bounced to a stop. 
 
    Time had returned to its normal speed. 
 
    I looked back at the spot where I had been standing. There was a giant black crater where the fireball had impacted. 
 
    I looked at Shadow who stared in disbelief at the black hole and then over his shoulder at the Ender King who had both of his hands on Shadow, ready to teleport him away should Shadow fail to behave. 
 
    Then, I looked at the thing that had impacted me. It was … me! Or, should I say, it was another chicken jockey who looked just like me. 
 
    “Uh, thanks, man,” I said. 
 
    “No problem,” said the chicken jockey. “The name is Chris, and this is my chicken, Reggie.” 
 
    “How ya doin’?” said Reggie. 
 
    Chris continued, “I’m your biggest fan.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yes,” he said. “I’ve been trying to locate you for weeks. Good thing I found you just now.” 
 
    I nodded. “Yeah, but you did not have to risk your life for me. I don’t even know you.” 
 
    “We chicken jockeys need to stick together. There are not many of us. I had to save you, even if you weren’t famous.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    Chris nodded and pulled a small book and quill from his inventory. Then he asked, “Can I have your autograph?” 
 
    I laughed as I took the book and quill from Chris. “Sure.” 
 
    I wrote:  “To Chris and Reggie. It was nice running into you at the battle with Shadow. You guys rule. Keep up the good work. Best regards, Baby Zeke. P.S. – Thanks for saving my life.” 
 
    Chris took back his book and quill. He and Reggie read what I had written and seemed happy about it. They began to leave. 
 
    As they passed by the Ender King and Shadow, the King asked, “Uh, don’t you want my autograph too?” 
 
    “Nah, it’s cool,” said Chris as he and Reggie continued past and rode away from the village. 
 
    The Ender King’s shoulders slumped and he looked forlorn.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13 
 
      
 
      
 
    A few minutes later, everyone in our Shadow-hunting party was present and accounted for. Cameron and Joe had been revived, and the two ender dragons had managed to limp back. They had suffered sprained wings when they crashed, but they would heal in a few weeks and be good as new. 
 
    My friends had been freed and it was a joyful reunion. Bro hugs all around.  
 
    The Ender King never let go his grip of Shadow, and Shadow knew better than to try anything.  
 
    “What are we going to do with Shadow?” asked Zeb. 
 
    “I say we kill him,” said Otis, astride his chicken, Bob. There were shouts of approval from several people present, including me. 
 
    The Ender King shook his head. “No. If we kill Shadow, he will just respawn and then Herobrine will be able to find him again and make him his minion again. We cannot have mobs running around with Shadow’s powers. It upsets the Balance.” 
 
    “So, what can we do?” I asked. “Surely there is no prison that can hold Shadow.” 
 
    The King sighed. “There is one. The end nectar.” 
 
    At those words, Shadow’s eyes got big with fear. “No. You wouldn’t,” he said. 
 
    “I’m afraid I have to,” said the King. 
 
    Shadow tried to break free, but the two of them disappeared. One second later, the King reappeared alone. “It is done,” he said. 
 
    The other endermen present bowed their heads. They were the only ones, other than me and Harold, who knew what the end nectar was really like, and Harold and I were the only ones who knew how horrific it was to be trapped there as a non-ender. I shuddered at the thought of Bobby the Head talking to Shadow for eternity. 
 
    “Is there no other way to maintain the Balance?” I asked. 
 
    The King shook his head. “None that I can think of.” 
 
    I sighed. 
 
    “Good riddance,” said Otis triumphantly. “Now, let’s go get Herobrine.” 
 
    Herobrine. If killing Shadow would have upset the Balance, how can we deal with Herobrine? Obviously, we can’t kill him. Will we need to run from him the rest of our lives? 
 
    “Can we just rest for a couple days?” I asked. “I’m really tired.” 
 
    Otis spat on the ground. “I guess. You did save us and all.” 
 
    It was then that I noticed some of the young villagers had come out of their houses and were standing around us. 
 
    “You can stay with us.” 
 
    It was the young villagers who had befriended me when I had entered the village a few days ago to save my friends. 
 
    “Hey, guys, nice to see you,” I said. 
 
    They all smiled. “Good to see you too,” they said in unison. 
 
    The Ender King interrupted our reunion. “Zeke, it is time for we enders to return to the End. However, I will be considering what to do about Herobrine and will return in a few days with a plan. Until then, stay safe in this village.” 
 
    I nodded. “I will, King. And, thank you for helping save my friends.” 
 
    The king bowed silently, acknowledging my comment. Then, he put one hand on each of the dragons and they disappeared. The rest of the endermen disappeared too, along with Agent Axe. 
 
    I sighed and then looked at my villager friends. “You guys have any bacon?” 
 
      
 
    End Book 8 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Book 9: Apocalypse 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
      
 
    The battle against Herobrine’s minion, Shadow, had taken a lot out of me. I was very tired. All of this life-and-death-struggle stuff was too much for a little baby zombie’s undead brain to comprehend sometimes. 
 
    I needed to rest. 
 
    Fortunately, the kind residents of the village where my friends and I were staying quickly built us a house with multiple rooms.  
 
    I had my own room, Otis had his, Zeb his, but Bob and Harold wanted to share a room. Chickens are communal animals after all.  
 
    I spent most of my time sleeping those first days following the destruction of Herobrine’s minion.  
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    I knew we would have to confront Herobrine soon, but I didn’t want to think about it. And, I certainly did not want to dwell on the last few weeks of my life. I just wanted to float in the oblivion of sleep. I didn’t even have any dreams, which was probably a good thing because most likely they would have been horrific nightmares.  
 
    Every few hours, I would wake up, get out of bed and stumble into the kitchen to eat something. I usually had a piece of rotten cow flesh or a pork chop or some cookies. 
 
    During these brief journeys for food, I would often cross paths with Otis.  
 
    “Aren’t you tired of just sitting around here all the time?” muttered Otis.  
 
    I yawned and shrugged. “It sure beats floating in the End Nectar or battling chimeras or running in fear from evil wither skeletons.”  
 
    Otis spat on the floor in front of me and punched his left hand with his right fist. “Don’t be such a wimp. Let’s go get Herobrine now! Let’s end this!”  
 
    A shiver of fear ran up and down my spine, and then I sighed and shook my head. “I’m too tired. Besides, the Ender King said he would be back in a few days with a plan. I don’t want to go off and fight Herobrine without the King. That would just be stupid.” 
 
    Otis grunted. “Whatever.”  
 
    I could tell he knew I was right, but did not want to admit it. Otis was a cool zombie pigman, but he could rarely acknowledge anyone other than himself knew what they were doing.  
 
    I left Otis in the kitchen and went back to my room to eat the cookie I had just grabbed. Once I was done, I fell asleep almost instantly.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
    After five days of pure relaxation had passed, I had been able to get all the rest I needed and had eaten at least a few dozen cookies.  
 
    I didn’t think baby zombies could actually gain weight, being undead and all, but apparently they could if they ate enough cookies. My pants were starting to feel a bit snug.  
 
    Other than being worried about having to purchase a new wardrobe, I was becoming increasingly concerned by the absence of the Ender King.  
 
    It had been nearly one week since he departed for the End, and he still had not returned in spite of his promise to return after only a few days. In my book, he was well overdue.  
 
    If I could have traveled easily to the End, I would have done in order to check on the King’s situation. But, I wanted to avoid traveling through the End Nectar at all costs, so I decided to stop by Zeb’s room and see what he thought about the King’s delayed return.  
 
    “I don’t know, Zeke. The Ender King doesn’t seem like someone who would go back on his word. Maybe there is some sort of crisis in his homeland he needs to deal with.” 
 
    “I suppose you could be right, but you’d think Herobrine’s plans to destroy the world would take precedence over just about anything else that could be going on,” I said. 
 
    “You have a point,” said Zeb, rubbing his sickly green chin in thought. “Let me go speak with the village librarian. He is very wise. Perhaps he has some ideas about how we might be able to contact the Ender King.”  
 
    “Okay. Thanks, Zeb,” I said.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
      
 
    After my conversation with Zeb, I decided to leave the house and go for a walk around the village. It was early evening, dark enough for normal zombies to walk outside without bursting into flame, but still light enough that not all the torches had been lit in the village streets.  
 
    Speaking of spontaneous zombie combustion, Zeb had recently learned that he could wear a helmet and survive in the sunlight! A kind villager informed him of this fact. So, Zeb had been enjoying the daylight recently, and had a sunburn to show for it. His undead flesh now had a decidedly pink hue. 
 
    I watched as Zeb departed, heading in the direction of the village librarian’s house. Good old Zeb, I thought. As wise a zombie as I have ever met. 
 
    I wandered aimlessly through the village admiring the stout construction and angular architecture of its numerous buildings.  
 
    It sure would be nice to be a humble villager and not have to worry about a quest to defeat Herobrine, I thought. Who would’ve believed that a baby zombie like me would be at the heart of such a momentous chain of historical events.  
 
    I walked along feeling sorry for myself. I kicked at the pebbles on the ground and shook my head sadly. I put my hands in my pockets and continued my purposeless plodding through the cobblestone streets. 
 
    When I turned a corner, I met a wandering zombie who had apparently come into the village to attack the villagers.  
 
    “Have you tasted any villager flesh, young one?” asked the zombie, an icicle of drool hanging from his lower lip.  
 
    I was upset and disgusted, both at this thoughtless, disgusting and carnivorous zombie and at myself for being a member of the zombie race.  
 
    Why did there have to be such hatred between the villagers and the zombies? Why was the world like this? Why couldn’t we all just get along? 
 
    “Get out of here you savage!” I yelled at the zombie. “These villagers are kind and helpful. They are my friends and allies. I am not going to let you eat them,” I said drawing my diamond sword and pointing its tip at the zombie’s face. “You shall not pass!” 
 
    “I’ve never met a zombie like you,” said the zombie, staring at me with a mix of contempt and fear. “You’re not right in the head, are you?”  
 
    “You aren’t going to be right in the head when it has a diamond sword sticking through it.” I lunged menacingly at the zombie.  
 
    The zombie, apparently deciding he would rather eat villager flesh another day, turned and shambled away. I angrily shoved my diamond sword back in my inventory.  
 
    I had taken only a few more steps when I heard what sounded like a hissing noise. I looked over in the direction of the noise but didn’t see anything. I leaned my head in closer and squinted my eyes, hoping I would somehow be able to see the source of the sound in the darkness, but it did not help. Seeing nothing, I shrugged my shoulders and return to my walk.  
 
    But then I heard the hissing noise again.  
 
    I looked over in the direction of the sound and this time I saw a short little old villager man beckoning to me. He was standing in the doorway of his house.  
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    I approached him and asked, “What do you want?” 
 
    “Zeke. Please come into my home. I wish to discuss something extremely important with you.”  
 
    I didn’t have anything better to do, so I said, “Okay. Whatever.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
      
 
      
 
    Upon entering the old man’s home, I saw that it was neatly kempt and he had few furnishings. Judging by the limited number of knickknacks and doodads and tchotchkes in his house, I concluded that he likely lived alone.  
 
    “Sit down, if you please,” said the old man.  
 
    I sat down on one of the two chairs at his oaken table. “What can I do for you?” I asked the man.  
 
    The old man sat down at the table as well and rubbed his hands together conspiratorially. “Oh, it is not what you can do for me, is what I can do for you.”  
 
    “And what might that be?” I hoped this verbal kung fu session wouldn’t go on too much longer. I really didn’t have the patience for it.  
 
    “You intend to confront Herobrine, do you not?”  
 
    I nodded. “I thought everybody knew that.”  
 
    “Oh, I knew it, I just wanted to start our conversation by confirming that fact.”  
 
    I shook my head. What? 
 
    Maybe this old man was crazy from being alone all the time and wanted someone to talk to. Probably all the other villagers avoided him like the plague because he was some sort of maniac.  
 
    Just my luck I was passing his house when he was trolling for a conversational victim. 
 
     “Okay, so our conversation has begun. Where is it going to lead?” I asked, drumming my stubby undead fingers impatiently on the surface of the table.  
 
    “It will lead to my revealing very important information which will help you on your quest.” The old man spoke with a high singsong voice and his eyes were open wide like those of a newborn baby or someone whose blink reflex had been short circuited or an extraterrestrial.  
 
    “O … kaaaay ... maybe we should start working toward that destination,” I encouraged him.  
 
    In response, the old man got up from the table and went to a chest. He opened the chest and pulled out a smaller chest. He then opened the smaller chest and pulled out a still smaller chest.  
 
    Oh, brother, I thought. 
 
    He took the smallest chest, brought it back to the table and set it down between us. Then he sat on his chair smiling and glancing down at the chest and up at my face and at the chest and then my face, then the chest, then my face….  
 
    I got the hint. “Is that for me?” I asked.  
 
    The old man shook his head. “No, that’s my chest.”  
 
    “So why did you get it out?!?”  
 
    “Oh, because the thing that is inside the chest is for you.”  
 
    I slapped my forehead with my left hand. This was ridiculous. I didn’t have the patience for this sort of mystical teacher mumbo-jumbo. I just wanted to cut to the chase and have this old guy tell me what I needed to know so I could go back to my house and sleep some more.  
 
    “So, will you open it and give it to me?”  
 
    The old man shook his head violently. “That cannot be done! Not until I tell you ... the poem.”  
 
    My jaw hung slack. Now this guy was going to tell me a poem?!?  
 
    I really was a victim, a patsy. How did he pick me out of the crowd? Why couldn’t he try out his crazy stories on his fellow villagers instead of me? Maybe I should just eat him? I bet he would not be missed. I could feel drool forming in my mouth, but I resisted my savage instinct. 
 
    I sighed. “Okay then, what is the poem. It’s getting late.”  
 
    The old man smiled broadly and stood on top of his chair. He bounced on his tip toes like an excited toddler villager watching his first trade.  
 
    “Okay, are you ready? This poem is a really good, so pay attention.”  
 
    I nodded. I wasn’t really going to pay attention, just polite and pretend to pay attention. But, when he started reciting the poem, I did pay attention. 
 
    Herobrine says he can control your fate, 
 
    but there is a story I must relate, 
 
    to defeat the one with glowing eyes, 
 
    requires one to look to the skies. 
 
      
 
    One must think outside the box, 
 
    in a world that is filled with them, 
 
    so when your life is upside-down, 
 
    find a way to go over the ground. 
 
      
 
    And then he jumped to the floor, spread his hands and dropped to one knee with a flourish and said, “Ta da!”  
 
    I didn’t think there was anything “ta da”-worthy about the poem, but it was certainly curious. “What’s that supposed to mean?” I asked.  
 
    “I can’t tell you what it means. I just know it’s very important for your success,” said the old man mysteriously.  
 
    “Well, if you can’t tell me what it means. Do you know what it means?”  
 
    “Of course I know what it means,” said the old man to me as if I were an ignorant baby. “If I didn’t know what it meant, I wouldn’t know who to tell it to.”  
 
    Now I was getting mad. This crazy old guy invites me into his house, tells me a ridiculous poem, knows what it means, but won’t help me out. I could taste the drool in my mouth again. 
 
    Then, I had a terrible thought. My undead blood turned to ice. I said, “Just a second, old man. Are you one of Herobrine’s minions?”  
 
    The old man clutched his hand to his chest and started to breathe hard. Sweat began to form on his forehead.  
 
    Oh my Notch! Was he actually one of Herobrine’s minions?  
 
    He started to shake as if he was having some sort of seizure. And then he steadied himself and said, “Of course not. How could you think such a thing?”  
 
    “Well, you tell me this ridiculous poem and it’s all about Herobrine. You claim it is helpful, but it seems insane. I’ve had people help me out before who turned out to be evil. I just don’t know who to trust.”  
 
    The old man shook his head. He reached over and put a hand on my shoulder. “I feel sorry for you. It must be hard going through life and not be able to trust.”  
 
    I didn’t say anything, just nodded my agreement. I was holding back a tear.  
 
    “Well then, won’t you open your present?” He pushed the chest over to me.  
 
    I was a little concerned. I still didn’t entirely trust the old man.  
 
    When I opened the chest was a piece of TNT was going to explode in my face and kill me? Could there be some sort of poison in there disguised as delicious drink?  
 
    In the end, I decided I might as well go for it.  
 
    I opened the chest and inside there was a piece of cloth. I pulled the cloth out and unrolled it and realized it was a T-shirt. I looked at the old man quizzically.  
 
    “Turn it around and read what’s written on it.” said the old man with excitement.  
 
    I turned the shirt around and there, written on the front was the word “NOOB” But, the B was backwards like some three-year-old villager had written it. 
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    “Noob? You give me a T-shirt with the word Noob written on it?”  
 
    I took a T-shirt and threw it at the old man’s face. He got the T-shirt and held it in front of him. His expression was sad and troubled.  
 
    “You must take the T-shirt. You will need it.”  
 
    “I don’t need anyone insulting me. I am not going to wear that shirt around.” I stood up and started to march out of the house.  
 
    Forget this guy, I thought. I don’t care about his stupid T-shirt or his stupid mystical bizarre poem or any of that stuff. 
 
    “Wait Zeke. You must keep this T-shirt with you. I cannot tell you anymore, only that without this T-shirt you will surely be defeated.”  
 
    I stopped and turned around. “Well, then, tell me how I should use it. I’m not wearing that thing to have everybody make fun of me.”  
 
    “You don’t have to wear it. Just keep in your inventory. You’ll know when you need to use it.”  
 
    I was completely perplexed by this old guy. I didn’t understand his motivations or why he would give me this ridiculous T-shirt. Yet, there was something about him that was sincere. He really believed I needed to keep this T-shirt with me to survive. That kind of conviction wasn’t very common in the world these days. I knew that I had to believe him.  
 
    I walked over the old man snatched the shirt out of his hands and stuffed it in my inventory. “There. Are you happy now?”  
 
    The old man smiled and rapidly clapped his hands together. “Oh, yes, I am. Just remember, you will need it at some point. So don’t forget you have it in your inventory.”  
 
    “Oh, I won’t forget. It’s the most … um … interesting gift I’ve ever received.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
      
 
      
 
    After my insane, confusing and perplexing encounter with that weird old man and the receipt of my peculiar gift, I wasn’t in the mood to continue my village walking tour. I went back to my house and went into my room to sleep.  
 
    I fell asleep quickly and soon began to have strange dreams about dancing T-shirts and backwards letters. They weren’t exactly nightmares, but they weren’t what I would call pleasant dreams either. They were more confusing than anything. 
 
    About halfway through a part of my dream where a backwards letter C started dancing with a letter I to create the letter D, I felt shaking.  
 
    At first I thought I was dreaming about an earthquake or something. Then through the haze of my dream, I realized that it was I who was shaking. Or more correctly, something was shaking me. 
 
    I cautiously opened my eyes and found myself staring into the square penetrating purple pupils of an enderman!  
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    I screamed and pushed my body away from the enderman and brought the covers up to my chin in an attempt to protect myself. “What do you want?” 
 
    “Calm down,” said Zeb. I hadn’t noticed Zeb until he spoke. I looked over at him with a questioning expression on my face.  
 
    Then, I looked back at the enderman and asked, “King?” 
 
    The enderman leaned away from me and stood there in silence for a moment and then shook his head. “Unfortunately, I am not the Ender King.” 
 
    “Well, you must know where he is. Is he coming?” I asked. 
 
    Again the enderman shook his head. “I do not know. The Ender King disappeared two days ago.” 
 
    “But, how could he disappear? He’s the most powerful enderman I’ve ever heard of. And, why would he leave me to fight Herobrine by myself? He said he would come back to help.”  
 
    The enderman shrugged his shoulders. “Our people are just as worried as you, if not more so. No ender king has disappeared in over 1,000 years. The last time an ender king disappeared, there was civil war in the End for a generation until a new king could be selected.” 
 
    I wasn’t fond of the ominous turn that this conversation was taking. The Ender King had disappeared. Herobrine was lurking and waiting for us to attack. And the End could soon be on the brink of years of civil war.  
 
    Has my life really come to this? I thought. Has Minecraft come to this?  
 
    “So, what should we do?” I asked. 
 
    Zeb jumped in this time. “I was speaking with the village librarian when this enderman showed up to tell us the bad news. The librarian and I have analyzed the situation. We think that we should confront Herobrine now. Who knows when or if the Ender King will ever return.” 
 
    I was afraid he might say something like that. “But, how can we confront Herobrine? The last time we faced him head-on we would have surely been destroyed if it weren’t for the Ender King and his ender army. We won’t stand a chance without them,” I whined. 
 
    “Exactly,” said the enderman. “That is why I am bringing an army of 200 endermen to help you with your battle against Herobrine.”  
 
    “That’s great and all,” I said. “But do you really think 200 endermen stand a chance against Herobrine?”  
 
    The enderman crossed his arms in front of his square black chest. Even though his face was virtually expressionless, I detected a strong hint of disgust at my words.  
 
    “Actually, yes, they stand a very strong chance,” he said. “These are 200 of the most elite troops in the Ender army. One of these endermen is worth 20 normal ender soldiers. And an ender soldier is worth 100 civilian enders. It’s as if you have an army of 400,000 endermen fighting alongside you.” 
 
    In my mind, I rolled my eyes. Outwardly, I maintained a blank expression so as not to upset the enderman.  “400,000? Well, I hope Herobrine does math like you do.” 
 
    I detected a slight lunge towards me from the enderman but he said nothing. 
 
    Zeb walked over and put his arm on my shoulder. “Zeke, I know this is not how you were hoping this would work out. But, this is where life has brought us and we can’t just run away from it. If run away, we know the world will die because Herobrine will destroy it. At least we have to fight.” 
 
    I knew Zeb was right, but I was scared. Anyone would be. Well, maybe not Otis, but he was crazy. 
 
    Zeb continued. “This enderman is named General Matias. He is the commander of the ender army’s special forces and will be in command of the 200 troops who will be arriving shortly. Only the Ender King had a more senior position in the ender army. The general knows what he is talking about when he says we have a chance.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said, looking at the general. “But couldn’t you bring more than 200 soldiers?” 
 
    General Matias shook his head. “With the Ender King gone, we need troops in the End to maintain order in case the situation gets out of control.” 
 
    “Even if Herobrine is planning on destroying the world?” I asked. 
 
    The general nodded, but said nothing.  
 
    I sighed. “Okay, I guess. Give me a minute to get dressed, and I’ll meet you down in the kitchen so we can inform the others and get ready for what has to be done.”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
      
 
      
 
    Zeb had gathered everyone in the kitchen. Once they had assembled, Zeb introduced General Matias, explained that the Ender King had disappeared, and that it was time to prepare for war with Herobrine.  
 
    “It’s about time!” said Otis, who had pulled his diamond sword out of his inventory was in the process of stabbing it into the table. “I was getting sick of sitting around here painting my toenails.” 
 
    By reflex, I checked Otis’s toes to see if they were painted. They weren’t. 
 
    “It’s just an expression, you derp,” said Otis. 
 
    The general looked at Otis and tilted his head to the side as if he were trying to solve a difficult puzzle. Then he said, “The Ender King was right about you, Otis. You are a firebrand.”  
 
    “Yeah, well, the Ender King was right about a lot of things. Herobrine needs to die. The universe will be better off without him. And, if I’m the one who needs to kill him, then I say Bring. It. On.”  
 
    Don’t get me wrong, I did admire Otis’s enthusiasm, but his aggressive approach was more likely to get him killed then to succeed in defeating Herobrine. We needed a plan. But, after my time with Otis, I knew I would never be able to change him. He was who he was, the opinions of others meant nothing to him.   
 
    I decided to take the conversation back. “So, anyway, the general here is going to bring 200 of his special forces to help us fight Herobrine, but we still need more troops to confront what is sure to be a massive, powerful army. You know Herobrine is going to have hundreds if not thousands of creatures in his army.”  
 
    “I was thinking that maybe we could round up some of our fellow zombies,” says Zeb. “Maybe we can channel their villager-killing energy toward Herobrine.”  
 
    “Do you think they would do that?” I asked. “I mean, you think they are brave enough? I know the only reason I’m doing this is because I have to. If I don’t, Herobrine would continue to send his minions after me and destroy the world.” 
 
    Zeb smiled, his rotten, black and brown teeth somehow emitting a glowing light into the room. “Zeke, you underestimate our kind. Once they find out that Herobrine plans to destroy the world, they’ll come around. I mean, if there were no world, then there would be no villagers to attack.”  
 
    “I can probably get a few hundred chickens to join us,” said Harold. “If nothing else, they can lay a bunch of eggs and we can throw them at the enemy. It could be a distraction.” 
 
    I had to laugh at Harold’s enthusiasm. I doubted much help could come from an army of chickens and their eggs in a battle of this magnitude, but we needed all the help we could get.  
 
    “That sounds like an egg-cellent idea, Harold,” I said. “Why don’t you and Bob handle that. Let the chickens know that we will be gathering in the forest about an hour’s walk from this village. I don’t want Herobrine to think this village is helping us to attack.”  
 
    “Aye, aye, captain,” said Harold before turning around and tapping Bob’s back with his wing. “Let’s go, Bob. I’m sure we can round up some feisty foul in no time.”  
 
    “That’s right,” said Bob. “We aren’t chick-cant’s we are chick-cans!” 
 
    A collective moan went through the room as Bob and Harold strutted out the door.  
 
    The general looked at Otis and said, “Do you think you can gather some zombie pigmen to help us, Otis?” 
 
    Otis had a pained expression on his face. I could tell he was thinking back to when we were in the Nether and those other zombie pigmen insulted him because he had spawned when lightning struck near a pig rather than in the more traditional pigman way.  
 
    “I suppose I could try. But, you know, most pigmen don’t like me very much.”  
 
    The general looked at me for verification. I nodded. “It’s true. Probably best we send someone else to speak with the pigmen. I can do it if you want,” I said. 
 
    “That will be fine. Thank you,” said General Matias. “That settles it. We’ll go gather as many forces we can and then meet in the forest. Shall we say two days from now?” 
 
    “That sounds good to me,” I said. Zeb and Otis nodded their heads. 
 
    “One last thing,” said the general. “You think we can get any villagers to help us?” 
 
    I was concerned about using villagers. “Do we really want to involve them in this? I mean, they all have families and Herobrine will seek revenge on them if they help us.”  
 
    “We don’t care!” said a voice coming from a crack in the kitchen window. 
 
    I turned my head rapidly and saw two twelve-year-old villagers, a boy and a girl, peeking in the window. 
 
    It was Jackson and Pica. I had talked with them a few times over the past days. 
 
    “I admire your spirit, kids,” said the general. “But we can’t allow you to join the battle without your parents’ consent.” 
 
    “Well, then come talk to our parents,” said Pica.  
 
    “Yeah, there was going to be a town hall meeting tonight anyway. You can make the announcement there,” explained Jackson.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
      
 
      
 
    The villagers had assembled for their town hall meeting in a large wooden building in the village’s central plaza. Everyone from the village was there. It was standing room only. 
 
    All the villagers knew we were living in the village, but, with the exception of the kids who had been spying on us, none of them had seen the enderman yet. When he walked in I could hear several villagers say, “Don’t look him in the eyes!” 
 
    The ender general raised his hands and said, “It’s okay people. You can look in my eyes tonight. You won’t make me attack you. I’m here to help.” 
 
    A collective sigh passed through the room.  
 
    Maybe they weren’t ready for a battle against Herobrine, if they’re afraid of a single enderman. 
 
    The village librarian took the stage and called for silence. He then explained that the Ender King was missing and that my friends and I were going to have to battle Herobrine without the King’s assistance.  
 
    “And they can use all the help they can get,” continued the librarian. “That’s why we called this meeting. If any of you wimpy villagers want to join the battle against Herobrine, now’s the time. They are going to march toward Herobrine’s fortress just a few days from now. So it’s time to prepare. Whoever wants to go, should sign this document.”  
 
    The librarian held up a large piece of parchment. “Once you sign, you cannot change your mind. This document will also serve as your last will and testament in the likely event that you die in battle. That way, we will know to whom we should give your possessions. After all, hurr, what’s more important than your possessions?” 
 
    A murmuring started to pass through the crowd as they discussed whether to volunteer for the battle against Herobrine. I could see a few of the adult male villagers seriously considering joining. I could tell who they were because they were arguing with their wives who did not want them to leave.  
 
    Interestingly, most of the children seemed to want to go. They were viewing it more as an adventure then a potential life and death struggle. But, the parents knew the stakes, and they did not let any of the children volunteer. I was relieved. 
 
    Once the discussion had ceased, only five villagers volunteered. Two blacksmiths, two farmers, and the librarian himself.  
 
    I could tell General Matias was disappointed with the results, but they had made their own choice. We were not going to force them to “volunteer” the way Herobrine would have. But, if Herobrine were victorious because they had failed to risk their lives, then they would have to live with that in the eternity of oblivion after the destruction of the world.  
 
    The five village volunteers stepped forward as the rest of the villagers watched in awed silence. They all signed the librarian’s parchment.  
 
    The librarian then gave the parchment to the village’s mayor and said, “Hold tight to this, Mayor Max. Be sure to distribute the possessions of any of us who … well, who don’t return.” 
 
    “I shall consider it my sacred duty,” replied Mayor Max. 
 
    The five volunteers then stood before the general who looked at them with pride and said, “Thank you, men. Please gather any weapons you own and food for at least two weeks and meet us in the forest two days from now.” 
 
    The men nodded curtly and left with their families.  
 
    Otis was talking excitedly with the general about his ideas to sneak up on Herobrine. The general was listening, but I could tell he thought Otis was crazy. 
 
    I pulled Zeb a short distance away so we could talk more confidentially. “This is getting real,” I said. “Some of those villagers are going to die.”  
 
    Zeb nodded his head. “Maybe. It is the way of things. I wish it weren’t, but it is. Death is a natural part of life. It is only war that is unnatural. Still, this is something that must be done, for the sake of all of us. For the sake of the world. For the sake of Minecraft. For the sake of Notch.” 
 
    That final statement surprised me. “What does Notch have to do with this? I know you told me all about that balance stuff, but where’s the balance now? The Ender King is missing. Herobrine looks like he’s on his way to realizing his evil plan to destroy the world. Notch doesn’t care.” 
 
    It was Zeb’s turn to shake his head. “That is where you are wrong, Zeke. I’m not sure I can really explain it. But, Notch does care.” 
 
    “Then, why doesn’t he stop all this?” I shouted. 
 
    “Maybe it is part of his divine plan,” suggested Zeb. 
 
    “Well, I’m going to take a little more convincing before I buy that. Right now, I’m just doing this to stay alive. I’m doing this for my friends.” I stood there with my arms crossed against my chest. 
 
    Zeb smiled at me in a kindly way. “Well, then, that will be good enough.”
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    It did not take me long to gather some pigman volunteers. I stopped by their lair and told them about the situation. 
 
    Unlike some of the pigmen we had met in the Nether in the past, these guys were ready to battle Herobrine. 
 
    “It is our world, too,” said one of them. 
 
    In the end, about fifty pigmen agreed to join our army. They gathered their swords and some food, and marched to the forest training ground. 
 
    When they met Otis, they looked at him with suspicion. Somehow, they were able to tell that he was the spawn of lightning and pig. Still, they had all heard about his bravery in prior battles, and you could tell they respected that.  
 
    Harold and Bob had returned empty-winged. No other chickens had wanted to join.  
 
    “I had forgotten how cowardly most chickens truly are,” Harold explained sadly. 
 
    “I am ashamed of my plumage,” added Bob. 
 
    Zeb was similarly without success in securing zombie volunteers. 
 
    “I hate to say I told you so, but …” I said to Zeb when he returned all alone from his recruiting trip. 
 
    Zeb sighed. “They couldn’t seem to think beyond their next meal of villager flesh. We will have to be enough.” 
 
    For the few volunteers we did have, the training area had taken shape quickly. The Ender general and his elite soldiers had set up an obstacle course, a hand-to-hand combat training area and even a live-fire area where small TNT explosions simulated the chaos of battle. 
 
    The idea was that we would spend a day or two training in battle tactics and then march off to find Herobrine. 
 
    At first, the endermen tried to teach us how to battle using their techniques, but nearly all of their martial arts involved teleportation. 
 
    “This is useless,” said one of the pigmen. “We can’t teleport. Teach us how to use our swords better or make bombs or something.” 
 
    “Not much of a general, is he?” muttered Otis. 
 
    The general gave Otis a hateful look, but remained silent because it was true that teleportation was useless for anyone other than an enderman. 
 
    From then on, the endermen taught us non-teleporting battle techniques. Otis was a natural. Whenever he was told to attack a dummy, he rushed at it, avoided any traps, and then plunged his sword into the dummy’s chest. 
 
    The Ender general nodded his head with approval. 
 
    When the handful of villagers arrived for training, they joined in, but you could tell they had never been in a fight.  
 
    The Ender general gathered the villagers to him. “Look, guys, I appreciate what you are trying to do, but you are the most pathetic warriors I have ever seen in my life. I’ve seen slimes that can fight better than you.” 
 
    The villagers all hung their heads in shame.  
 
    “Is there nothing we can do? Hurrr,” one asked sadly. 
 
    The general thought for a few moments and then said, “How about this? You can build and repair weapons, cook food, and tend to the wounded.” 
 
    “I guess that sounds okay,” said another villager. 
 
    “And,” added the general, “you can gather and keep any drops from the dead enemy.” 
 
    The general’s appeal to villager greed worked wonders for their morale. They all grinned and rubbed their hands together. 
 
    “War is awesome!” they shouted together. 
 
    The general and I both shook our heads sadly. We knew the realities of battle. It certainly was not awesome. 
 
    “Get to it,” ordered the general. “It is almost lunchtime, and I’m starving.” 
 
    The villagers practically fell over themselves to set up a kitchen and seating area for everyone. 
 
    With the villagers assigned their roles, the general motioned for me to follow him. 
 
    When we were out of earshot of anyone, the general asked, “Have you any idea where Herobrine might be?” 
 
    I shrugged. “Last time we fought, it was in the Nether. But, I doubt he’d still be there. Too obvious.” 
 
    “Agreed. It seems to me that he would be in the Overworld somewhere. I mean, if his goal is to destroy all of Minecraft, he should destroy the Overworld since it links the End and the Nether.” 
 
    “W. W. H. D?” I asked rhetorically. 
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    “Huh?” 
 
    “What would Herobrine do?” I explained. “I am trying to put myself in his place. If I were Herobrine, where would I set up my base?” 
 
    “Somewhere remote? The desert biome?” suggested the general. 
 
    “I like the remoteness angle, but the desert is too boring. Herobrine loves attention. He is a total drama queen.” 
 
    The general laughed. “I never thought about it that way, but now that you mention it….” 
 
    I snapped my fingers as I had a sudden revelation. “The extreme hills biome. It’s remote, but it is also a dramatic landscape. He probably has a fortress at the top of a mountain where he can see everything.” 
 
    “You may be right,” said the general. 
 
    General Matias turned sharply and yelled, “Patrol! Come here at once!” 
 
    I nearly fainted when five ender soldiers materialized in front of the general almost instantaneously. They stood tall and saluted. 
 
    “Men, Zeke and I believe that Herobrine may be hiding in an extreme hills biome. Perform a thorough search. But, be careful not to be seen. We do not want to lose the element of surprise.” 
 
    The endermen saluted once more and then disappeared. 
 
    “Now what?” I asked. 
 
    “We wait. And, we train.”
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    Yes, back to the training. 
 
    I took a few passes at the training dummies, pretending they were some sort of hostile mob commanded by Herobrine. 
 
    What would they be? 
 
    Would he have an army of baby zombies? Or chicken jockeys? How horrible would that be to have to kill my own kind? 
 
    After I took a few more passes at the fake enemy soldiers, chopping off heads and hands with my diamond sword, I took a break and sat down by Zeb.  
 
    “Zeb, I thought I’d be feeling more scared the closer we came to attacking Herobrine, but now I’m just sad … and angry.” 
 
    Zeb nodded his head knowingly. “Channel the anger and determination into your willingness to battle Herobrine.”  
 
    I looked over at Zeb and again was struck by how wise he was. Most zombies are just foolish, mindless gluttons of villager flesh, but Zeb was as wise as the old villager who had given me the T-shirt, though, thankfully, less insane.  
 
    “How long have you been alive, Zeb?” 
 
    Zeb seemed surprised by the question, but rolled with it. “You mean, how long have I existed? Technically, I am undead.” 
 
    “You know what I mean. You seem so much wiser than other mobs I’ve talked to. You never seem to get unbalanced with anger or frustration or excitement. It’s a little spooky.” 
 
    Zeb smiled a kind smile. “When I was a newly-spawned zombie, many years ago, I would get angry a lot. I always made rash decisions. In fact, I was a lot like Otis.” 
 
    I laughed at the almost inconceivable thought of Zeb acting like Otis. “So, what changed?” 
 
    “Well, Zeke, one time I got into an argument with a friend of mine. It was a stupid argument. We were arguing over what tasted better, rotten cow flesh or rotten pig flesh. The argument got so heated that we yelled at each other and wished the other dead.”  
 
    Zeb paused for a moment and looked down. I could tell this was a very sad memory for him. When he looked back up I noticed a tear in the corner of one of his rotten and decaying eyeballs.  
 
    He continued, “It was only a few hours later that my best friend was killed by a player who was defending his house. I never forgave myself for the fight that we had. The fact that he died thinking I hated him is a horrific notion. I vowed then and there never to let anger cloud my judgment or control my actions again.” 
 
    “That’s a sad story, Zeb. Thank you for telling me. I think I understand why you are the way you are now.” 
 
    Zeb and I sat next to each other in silence. Zeb, lost in the sad ocean of feeling engulfing him, while I thought about the unfairness of my life and Herobrine’s vendetta against me. 
 
    I looked around the training camp. Several endermen and pigmen were eating at the make-shift restaurant set up by the villagers. I saw others practicing their critical hits and defensive maneuvers. 
 
    All this for what? I thought. How many of these mobs will be dead soon? And, if we cannot stop Herobrine from destroying the world, they may never respawn. 
 
    I looked away from the military preparations and looked at the trees. Their beauty astonished me. So green and lush. 
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    I wished that I could be a tree, growing slowly and peacefully without a care in the world. I would just stay in the same place for hundreds of years. Growing, producing fruit, and observing the world. 
 
    As I stared at one particularly majestic tree, I noticed a small brown dot near the horizon. It appeared to be moving. I kept my focus on the dot as it slowly got closer and closer and bigger and bigger. 
 
    Eventually, I was able to discern that the dot was actually a lone bat.  
 
    I tapped Zeb on his shoulder and pointed to the bat. “Check out that bat. Don’t they usually fly in packs or flocks or whatever?” 
 
    “Colonies,” said Zeb. “I believe the correct group term for bats is colonies.” 
 
    “That’s pretty stupid,” I said. “Who makes this stuff up?” 
 
    “I don’t know, but I do know that a single bat is unusual. And, at this point in time, I am not a fan of the unusual.” 
 
    I suddenly felt very scared. Was the bat a minion for Herobrine? Had it really come to this? I was scared of bats now? 
 
    “What should we do?” 
 
    “Just be prepared.” 
 
    The bat continued on its course, apparently oblivious to its surroundings. It flew towards the camp, but without urgency. 
 
    “Maybe it is just looking for some apples or something?” I suggested. 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    I continued watching the bat flap its wings. “It must be amazing to fly,” I said, wishing I could be high in the air without a care up there where the air was fair and passed through your hair. 
 
    Zeb nodded but said nothing. He continued to focus on the bat. 
 
    The bat was flying to the south of where we were sitting, when it suddenly changed direction, and headed straight for us. 
 
    “Get your sword ready,” said Zeb. 
 
    I stood up and pulled my diamond sword from my inventory. I held it in front of me in a defensive stance. 
 
    The bat maintained its altitude, until it was directly above us.  
 
    Then, it stopped.  
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    Flapped its wings once. 
 
    And exploded!
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    I raised my sword in front of me to shield myself from the force of the blast. Fortunately, it was a minor explosion. Well, minor unless you were the bat. 
 
    The bat blew into pieces and then disappeared in a puff of smoke. 
 
    “You okay?” asked Zeb. 
 
    I nodded. “Still have all my arms and legs. You?” 
 
    “I’m fine.” 
 
    It was then that I noticed a small bottle, like a potion bottle, on the ground near my feet. I pointed at the bottle and said, “The bat must have dropped this when it exploded.” 
 
    “I think you are correct. Let’s open it and see what is inside,” said Zeb, reaching for the bottle. 
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    At that moment, the Ender general appeared before us with a whooshing sound as he teleported from who knows where. He reached out with his long black arm and clasped his hand on Zeb’s wrist. 
 
    “Don’t touch that. It could be dangerous.” 
 
    Zeb pulled his hand away from the bottle. “So, what should we do?” 
 
    “We should build a structure out of obsidian, put the bottle inside and then use some sticks to pull the stopper to see what is inside the bottle. That way, if it explodes or releases a poison gas, we should be safe.” 
 
    “Seems like a lot of work,” I said. “Are you sure we need to do all that?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” said the general confidently. 
 
    Otis arrived at that moment, out of breath. “I saw the explosion and came running. What’s going on?” 
 
    We explained about the bat and the mysterious bottle and how we planned to open it. The entire time Otis kept nodding and looking at each of us.  
 
    When I had completed my explanation, Otis said, “You guys are wimps.” And then, before we could stop him, he pulled out a pickaxe from his inventory and smashed the bottle. 
 
    The Ender general quickly encircled his arms around Zeb, Otis and me and teleported us a good distance from the smashed bottle. Otis struggled against his grip. 
 
    “Let me go,” he demanded. 
 
    The general did and then shouted, “You idiot! We could have all been killed! If you can’t follow orders, I don’t want you in my army!” 
 
    Otis laughed. “I can’t believe you, of all people, are a coward. It is obvious that bat was from Herobrine. That bottle has a message in it, I’m certain.” 
 
    I looked in the distance at the broken bottle. It did look like there was a small parchment on the ground in the middle of the broken glass. I walked back to the area, and everyone else followed. As we got closer, we could see that Otis had been correct. 
 
    “Told you,” he said. 
 
    The Ender general reached down and picked up the parchment. He unrolled it and silently read its contents. His shoulders slumped and he shook his head sadly. 
 
    “What does it say?” I asked. 
 
    The general handed me the parchment without a word. I held it open and read: 
 
    Hello, Baby Zeke and Friends: 
 
    I saw your five ender scouts snooping around my extreme hills fortress. (By the way, I like to call it my High Castle and I call myself the Man in the High Castle. If you ever come to visit, be sure to use the correct terminology.) 
 
    Anyway, I saw them snooping, but they could not see my High Castle through its epic camouflage, so they just blipped around like little flies on rotting meat. It was funny to watch. But, eventually, my amusement lessened so ... I killed them. 
 
    And, Zeke and Friends, I am going to kill you too. That is, if you can find me before I destroy the world. If you can’t then, well, actually, I will kill you that way, just not face-to-face. 
 
    So, I guess I got a little sidetracked there, but anyway, what I was trying to say…. No. What I am saying is that you’re already dead. I mean that as a metaphor since you are actually undead. 
 
    Argh. Focus, Herobrine, focus. 
 
    Here is the deal. You are going to die soon by my hand. Either in battle or when I blow up the entire world. So, you may as well just give up and spend the rest of your days riding that stupid chicken of yours. 
 
    But, if you want to try and stop me, feel free to come to the High Castle. I’ll light a fire at the top of the mountain so you can find me. 
 
    Yours Very Truly, 
 
    H. 
 
    P.S. -- The “H” stands for Herobrine 
 
    I was stunned. Herobrine had killed five ender super elite soldiers like it was nothing. And now, he was taunting me. I didn’t know what to think. 
 
    “What does it say?” asked Otis impatiently. 
 
    I handed him the parchment. 
 
    Otis read it quickly and said, “That’s it! Let’s go get that freak.” 
 
    “This time, Otis, I agree with you completely,” said the general.
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    How can we possibly defeat Herobrine in the extreme hills biome?  
 
    He would have the high ground. He would be more familiar with the territory. He probably had far superior numbers than we did, though he wouldn’t need them with such a good vantage point.  
 
    Herobrine would see us coming. He would know how small our numbers were.  
 
    He could destroy us by any number of means. He could cause an avalanche. He could cause a rockslide. He could have hundreds of skeleton archers waiting in a narrow ravine to ambush us. He could have set TNT traps all around his fortress. The possibilities were endless. 
 
    Still, one thing was certain, if we didn’t go to him and try to stop him, he would succeed in destroying the world. It appeared we had no choice. We had to try.  
 
    “Well, let’s get going,” said Otis. 
 
    “Not so fast, Otis. We need to prepare a plan,” said General Matias.  
 
    Zeb nodded his agreement. “Yes, if we rush in now, it will be a disaster. We have to think of something a little more clever than the bull-in-a-china-shop routine.” 
 
    Otis folded his arms over his chest. “Fine, but hurry up with the planning. I’ve got some killing to do,” said Otis.  
 
    “Otis,” said the general, “Zeb, Zeke and I will meet with a few of my top lieutenants to plan the battle. You tell everyone in the camp to meet us at the main cafeteria building in one hour. We’ll have the plan ready by then.”  
 
    “What, you don’t think I could help you plan this assault?” said Otis, clearly hurt about it. 
 
    “Do you really want to help us look at maps and count weapons and prepare a strategy?” asked the general. 
 
    “Well, I guess it does sound a bit boring. Just let me know when I can start attacking the enemy,” said Otis as he walked off in the direction of the central training camp.  
 
    I looked at the Ender general. He seemed very proud and valiant, but his face betrayed worry. I could tell that the burden of these events on him was great. With the Ender King missing in action, the hopes of the world essentially fell on his shoulders. 
 
    “The extreme hills biome is so far away from here,” I complained. “How are we ever going to get there in time to make a difference?” 
 
    The general and Zeb gave each other funny looks. 
 
    “What?” I said. 
 
    “I think we can use a technique I’ve heard of called teleportation,” said the Ender general. 
 
    I stared at the general with big eyes and a slack jaw. How could I have forgotten that? I slapped my forehead with my stubby hand. “Maybe the two of you should do all the planning,” I said. 
 
    “Maybe,” said the general as he touched me on the shoulder and teleported us to his chambers where three other ender military officers were awaiting our arrival.
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    The six of us tossed around various plans, none of which seemed likely to have much success. But, we kept trying. 
 
    Most of the plans were a variation of a surprise attack. I felt like we could get close without being noticed by utilizing the endermen’s teleportation abilities, but I didn’t think we could actually catch Herobrine by surprise. He was too clever and too dominant for that to work. 
 
    Eventually, we decided on a plan, and then went to the main cafeteria where Otis had gathered everyone. Counting the Ender soldiers, the pigmen, and the villagers, we were nearly 250 in number.  
 
    Everyone was eager and ready to battle, but it just seemed like way too small a force to confront Herobrine, much less defeat him and his army.  
 
    The Ender general stood in front of the assembly and raised his long black arms to call for silence. The room hushed. 
 
    “Okay everyone, here’s the plan. We want to teleport all of our supplies to a base camp at the edge of the extreme hills biome. After that, we will look for the High Castle lit by fire as promised in Herobrine’s note. Assuming he’s telling the truth that we can actually find the High Castle by locating its fiery beacon, we will then move on to the second phase of our plan. In stage two, we will use siege engines to –.”  
 
    One of the pigmen in the audience interrupted and yelled, “What’s a siege engine?” 
 
    The Ender general looked at the pigman and explained, “Good question. A siege engine is like a catapult or a trebuchet. You put a heavy object in it and you can launch it a long distance. Here, look at this diagram I happen to carry with me at all times.”  
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    The pigman nodded his understanding.  
 
    The general continued. “If anyone else has any questions, please feel free to ask. Just raise your hand rather than interrupting.”  
 
    One of the villagers raised his hand. After the Ender general called on him, he said, “How are we going to get the siege engines? Are we going to build them here or build them at the new base camp?” 
 
    “We build them here,” responded the general. “I’ve built them in the past, so I can show you how to do it very quickly. Since you have such good building skills and the endermen can gather supplies quickly by teleportation, we should be able to have three or four siege engines built within the next two hours. Once construction is completed, we will teleport them to the base camp.” 
 
    The villager nodded his understanding and said, “I’m gonna be tired tonight.” 
 
    The Ender general continued with his description of the plan. “As you all know, Herobrine loves to set explosive traps everywhere. We believe that he will have an inordinate amount of explosives in his High Castle. Therefore, it is our intent to use the siege engines to blow holes in the castle walls using obsidian boulders and TNT and then continue to lob TNT bombs through the holes in the hope that they will ignite a stash of bombs and thus blow the entire High Castle to smithereens.”  
 
    “Now that’s my kind of fireworks display!” shouted Otis, clinching his fist.  
 
    “It would be very bright and loud and smoky and stinky,” said Bob. 
 
    “It would smell like victory,” said Harold. 
 
    “Of course ... it’s just a theory,” cautioned the general. “It’s entirely possible the walls are so thick we won’t be able to penetrate them or, even if we are able to breach the walls, there will not be a stash of explosives inside. If this doesn’t work, we’ll have to battle Herobrine and his army in hand-to-hand combat. That may not be a very successful endeavor.”  
 
    At that moment, everyone in the room realized the true gravity of the situation if they hadn’t already.  
 
    There was very little noise.  
 
    Very little movement.  
 
    Many of those assembled had distant looks in their eyes, as if they were having a vision of their impending deaths. I probably had a similar look on my face too. 
 
    Eventually, the general broke the brooding silence. “Any questions?”  
 
    There were no questions.  
 
    The village craftsman knew what they had to do.  
 
    The Ender soldiers began teleporting materials to the new base camp.  
 
    After a couple of hours, the only things left in the training camp were four freshly made trebuchets. 
 
    Otis walked up to the monstrous contraptions and said with admiration, “That looks like my kind of toy. Wicked.” 
 
    “Well, if we had more time, I would train you on it and you could use it during the battle,” said the general. “However, these machines take a lot of skill to aim accurately, so I will put four of my soldiers in charge.” 
 
    “That’s fine with me. I prefer the close-up stuff anyway,” said Otis with a savage, vengeful tone in his voice and a glint of insanity in his eyes. 
 
    “You would’ve made a great Ender soldier,” said the general. 
 
    Otis stood a little straighter when he heard that. He was still very puny, being a baby zombie pigman and all, but it was as if his spirit had grown several feet just from that one comment. 
 
    “So, what now?” I asked. 
 
    “Now, we get these siege engines in place and execute the plan,” said the general. 
 
    Harold and Bob jumped on one of the trebuchets. “See you on the other side,” said Bob. 
 
    The general motioned to eight Ender soldiers who had stayed behind. With one standing on each side of the four siege engines, they teleported the machines to the new base camp.  
 
    Then, the general put his hands on Otis and me, and we teleported to the new base.
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    When we arrived at the new base camp, I saw that the four trebuchets had been positioned so they all pointed in the same general direction. 
 
    The base camp itself was located amongst thick tree cover so it would be difficult to spot even from far above or from the tops of the high mountains surrounding us. I looked around to see if I could see Herobrine’s fortress, but all I could see was trees and the top of one mountain in the distance. 
 
    “Where’s Herobrine’s High Castle?” I asked the general. 
 
    “A couple of the scouts found it a few hours ago. You know, he actually was telling the truth, at least partly. He did light a fire to help guide you to him. He no doubt has a trap set for you.” 
 
    Upon hearing those words, I was suddenly overcome with a deep sadness.  
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    I remembered the day I spawned in a cave with those three full-sized zombies. I remembered how they made fun of me. I remembered I didn’t like it. But, I would’ve traded that for my current situation in an undead heartbeat. 
 
    “So, I guess all the siege engines are pointed in the direction of Herobrine’s fire beacon?” 
 
    The general nodded. “We are in the process of calibrating the exact distance as we speak.”  
 
    Ender soldiers were moving around each siege engine and adjusting various settings. Occasionally, one would teleport away for a few seconds and then return, having gathered additional information to help calibrate the targeting system. 
 
    “You really think this will work?” 
 
    The Ender general sighed. “I know we can hit the High Castle. There’s no question about that. Whether we will actually penetrate its defenses, I honestly have no idea. Herobrine has powers beyond that of anyone other than Notch himself. Who knows what he might have crafted?” 
 
    At that moment Harold and Bob walked towards us. I smiled as I watched their short stubby legs, even more stubby than mine, moving rapidly. 
 
    “Hi, Zeke,” said Harold. “What do you think about all this stuff? Pretty amazing, right?” 
 
    “I guess so,” I said. “I just wish we weren’t discussing the merits of war machines right now.” 
 
    “Herobrine is evil!” yelled Bob. 
 
    “Truth,” said Harold. 
 
    “So, uh, are you guys ready to carry Otis and me into battle?” I asked. 
 
    Harold and Bob nodded their heads curtly and with conviction and Harold said, “Of course we are. We know this is the final battle. We know this could be the apocalypse. And we’re here to help you stop it.” 
 
    Without warning, I felt the strange sensation of powerful emotions rising up through my stomach and into my chest. It went into my throat and then my brain, and before I knew it, I was crying. I just stood there and put my hands over my dried out, undead eyeballs and cried and cried and cried. 
 
    In a moment, I felt a wing touching my leg. I looked down and saw that Harold was trying to comfort me. Bob stood off in the distance looking glum. 
 
    “It’s okay, Zeke. I know the last few weeks have been very stressful. But think, one way or the other, it’ll all be over soon. Either Herobrine will be defeated or, well, there won’t be anything left in existence, so it won’t really matter.” 
 
    “I’m not sure that made me feel any better,” I said, though I had stopped crying. 
 
    As I wiped the tears from my face, I watched as Bob sauntered over to the Ender general. “So, general, what sorts of things can you shoot with that trebuchet-thingy?” 
 
    “Well, we have obsidian boulders, time delayed TNT bombs, ultra-sharp diamond bombs, piles of rotten flesh, and even some mushroom stew.” 
 
    Bob nodded his approval. He began inspecting the trebuchet. “So what’s the maximum range of one of these babies?” 
 
    “Could probably shoot a boulder a kilometer or two if the wind was in the right direction.” 
 
    “Wow, that’s amazing,” said Bob. “I wonder how far I could go in it?” 
 
    I laughed at the thought of Bob being launched by the siege engine. “I guess that’s one way for a chicken to fly,” I said with a grin. 
 
    “We are not going to be launching any chickens in this thing,” said the general. “We will have to strike hard and fast. We must pummel the High Castle in one exact location and hope we can break through it. It’s the only way.” 
 
    “I know, I know,” said Bob. “But, maybe after the battle is over…?” 
 
    Now it was the general’s turn to laugh. “I like your attitude, chicken. When the battle is over, I will personally see to it that you get shot from the trebuchet.” 
 
    “Awesome,” said Bob. 
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    A little while later, one of the Ender soldiers performing reconnaissance for the targeting adjustments informed the general that he had discovered a cave close to the High Castle. The soldier had spent some time exploring the cave and it seemed to be safe, or, at least, unoccupied by enemy forces. 
 
    “I think, Sir,” said the soldier, “that we might be able to mine upward through the cave into the bottom of the High Castle, taking Herobrine by surprise.” 
 
    “Excellent thinking, PoisonSpider2005. Why don’t you teleport some of these zombie pigmen with you and you can mine together?”  
 
    “PoisonSpider2005? Is that an ender name?” I asked the general. 
 
    “Well, these elite Ender soldiers are allowed to have their own nicknames, so….” 
 
    “Cool,” I said. “Anyway, could I go to the cave too? There’s nothing for me to do here but stand around and watch the Ender soldiers work.”  
 
    “Yeah, it will be closer to the action. I’m coming,” said Otis. 
 
    The general considered my request for a brief moment and then said, “Okay. I’m going to send 25 zombie pigmen, you, Otis, your chickens, and 10 of my Ender soldiers. If there’s trouble, the soldiers can teleport everyone back to base. If you manage break into the High Castle, the soldiers can help with the battle and one of them can teleport back to get reinforcements.” 
 
    “How long until the bombardment commences, general?” asked a soldier named Michael. 
 
    “I’d say we should have it dialed within the hour. Round up everyone who is going to the cave and leave immediately. You will know when the bombardment starts because you will feel the earth shaking.” 
 
    The Ender soldier saluted, turned and said to Otis and me, “Come on.” 
 
    As Otis and I walked quickly behind the long-legged Ender soldier, Otis said, “I really don’t like mining very much, but if it gets us closer to Herobrine, I’m all for it.” 
 
    “Yeah, and those other zombie pigmen are probably pretty good at mining. They’ve been living in a cave all their lives, so they probably spent a lot of time digging in the rocks.” 
 
    I could see Otis clench at the thought of having to work alongside the other zombie pigmen. But, they had had a truce and no insults about Otis’s porcine ancestry had been uttered yet. As long as Otis could hold his tongue and keep his temper, everything should work out. 
 
    We soon passed by Harold and Bob, who were pecking at the ground and clucking, I said “Harold. Bob. Come on. We are going to try to infiltrate the High Castle from underground.” 
 
    “That sounds pretty cool,” said Harold. 
 
    “It’s like being a spider hiding in the dark and then coming up through a crack to scare someone,” said Bob. 
 
    “You are kind of a freak sometimes, you know that?” said Otis.  
 
    Bob just looked at him with his black, flat, unintelligent chicken eyes, saying nothing. Freak, indeed, I thought. 
 
    At that moment, I looked up and saw the Ender soldier, Michael, had opened up quite a distance between us during the time we’d spent talking with our chickens. I jumped on Harold and told him to get going. Otis did the same with Bob.  
 
    In no time, our noble steeds caught up with the Ender soldier just as he and PoisonSpider were explaining everything to the zombie pigmen.  
 
    The zombie pigmen seemed enthusiastic about mining. I guess it was better than sitting around waiting for the unknown. 
 
    The Ender soldiers then gathered their colleagues who shouted, “Hooray. Let’s rule the day. It’s time to make Herobrine pay.” 
 
    “How long you think they’ve been practicing that?” whispered Otis as he rolled his eyes. 
 
    “I don’t know. Why don’t you ask them?” I said. 
 
    “I don’t care.” 
 
    “I dare you.” 
 
    “Shut up.”
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    A few minutes later, we teleported to the cave. 
 
    The cave was dimly lit by a few torches, apparently placed there by the Ender soldier during his earlier reconnaissance.  
 
    We stood in a chamber just large enough to hold our small force. 
 
    “The High Castle is in that general direction,” said PoisonSpider, pointing up and to the north. “If we mine at an upward angle from here, we should eventually enter the fortress from underneath.” 
 
    “And,” said Michael, “we think it would be best if there were multiple mining tunnels heading in the direction of High Castle to increase our odds of locating it. Once one of us enters the fortress, we can all concentrate efforts on that particular tunnel.” 
 
    It sounded like a pretty good idea to me.  
 
    The soldiers assigned each of us a location and we began to mine.  
 
    I was located about 10 blocks to one side of Otis. Both of us began mining in an upward angle. Our chickens followed behind, at the ready in case we needed to leap into battle on their backs, but otherwise just observing what was happening. 
 
    I was mining quickly, but not so fast as to sap my strength in case it was needed for battle. Otis, on the other hand, was mining like a pigman possessed. He was probably mining almost 20% faster than me, bits of dust and rock were spraying behind him and hitting Bob in the head. 
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    “Ouch, Otis! Slow down a bit,” said Bob. 
 
    “No way. We are too close for slowing down. Slow down sounds suspiciously like quit.” 
 
    “Slowing down isn’t the same thing as quitting,” I said. 
 
    “In my book it is,” said Otis. 
 
    We continued mining for another five minutes. That was when one of the Ender soldiers yelled up our mine shafts, “Find anything?” 
 
    “No,” came the response from both of us. 
 
    “Keep digging. No one else has found anything yet either. But, we must be getting close.” 
 
    It was five minutes later that I looked over and saw that Otis had disappeared from view.  
 
    I heard an echoing “netherrack” coming from Otis’s hole as he cursed at something. 
 
    “What is it Otis?” I yelled. 
 
    There was no immediate response, but soon I saw Otis slide out of the hole and stand on one of the steps he crafted as he was mining. 
 
    “You are not going to believe this.” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “Just keep mining. You’ll get there in about 15 seconds.” 
 
    I figured it must not have been something dangerous if Otis was telling me just to go ahead and keep mining. I was very curious to see what Otis had found, so I mined as quickly as I could.  
 
    Soon thereafter, I cleared the final piece of bedrock and was face-to-face with a wooden board. I must be under the fortress, I thought. I was excited. 
 
    I drew my pickaxe back and smashed at the board until it disintegrated. That was when a TNT block fell through the hole and landed in front of me.  
 
    “Weird,” I said as I grabbed the TNT block and put it into my inventory. My new item secure, I stuck my head into the hole.  
 
    As I beheld the sight Otis must have seen, I could only mutter to myself, “Oh my Notch. Oh my Notch.”
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    As I came up through the hole, I was looking into a chamber so vast that it did not appear to have an end. The size of the room alone would have been enough to astonish me, but what was in the room not only astonished me but terrified me more than I had ever been terrified in my entire life. 
 
    The entire room was filled with TNT blocks.  
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    In the distance, I could see TNT blocks stacked five or six deep from the floor to ceiling. But closer to me, they were only stacked two high or one high. It was as if the room was being filled from the other side towards the side where I was standing. 
 
    I looked over and saw Otis had stuck his head back up into the room. “What do you think all this is about, Otis?” 
 
    “Seems like Herobrine has been stockpiling TNT to use in his pranks, or maybe he is going to use all this TNT to destroy the world.” 
 
    A wave of terror rushed through me. “You think he’s going blow up the world using TNT?!?” 
 
    Otis was surprisingly nonchalant. “Probably. You remember how he was with those mysterious objects, the pyramid and the cuboid? He was about to destroy the world until we stopped him. The TNT is probably his backup plan.” 
 
    “Do you think he could actually blow up the world just using TNT?” 
 
    “Sure, why not? You’ve seen the size of the holes just a few blocks of the stuff can make. If you had enough of it, I bet you could obliterate everything.” 
 
    I shook my head in disbelief. I looked behind me and saw Harold standing there looking up at me. “Get up here, Harold.” 
 
    Harold climbed the last few stairs and entered the chamber. He surveyed the stockpile of TNT. He too was amazed and astonished and terrified. 
 
    “This is amazing and astonishing and terrifying,” said Harold. “I have never seen even a tiny percentage of this much TNT in any one place.” 
 
    “Otis thinks Herobrine is going to use it to blow up the world. What do you think?” I asked. 
 
    Harold rubbed his beak with his wing, thinking.  
 
    Finally he responded, “It doesn’t seem like there’s any reason to stockpile this much TNT if you’re only going to use it for weapons. TNT is not that hard to make if you just need a normal amount. I think Otis might be right.” 
 
    I felt my chest tighten with anxiety and fear. “We have to go tell the Ender soldiers and the Ender general.” 
 
    “I agree,” said Otis. “Let’s go.” 
 
    We had just begun walking back down our mine shafts to locate the Ender soldiers when we felt the first concussion of a boulder hitting the side of the High Castle. 
 
    The trebuchets! 
 
    “Oh my Notch! Otis, that was close. It sounds like the boulders are colliding against the wall of this very chamber!” 
 
    Otis nodded. “Yeah. If they break through that wall and ignite this TNT, it could set off a chain reaction that might destroy the world. We have to stop them.” 
 
    We ran down the stairs as quickly as we could. We had to find the Ender soldiers immediately. 
 
    The entire time we were descending, constant bombardment shook the cave.  
 
    Something hit the side of the High Castle at least once every two seconds. It was amazing and impressive, and I would’ve been happy about it if I had not been so terrified that the Ender general’s plan to breach the High Castle might actually work and the TNT would be detonated. 
 
    And, the world would end…. 
 
    When Harold and I got to the bottom of our mineshaft, we saw the Ender soldiers standing in a corner talking. I ran over, waving my stubby arms to get their attention. “Michael! Michael! We have to tell the general something.” 
 
    The soldier could tell that something terrible had happened by my expression and tone of voice. “By Notch’s beard, what is it Zeke?” 
 
    “We have to stop the bombardment.” 
 
    Michael looked at me like I was daft. “Why would we want to do that?” 
 
    “Because,” said Otis with a snarl, “if we breach that wall it will be we who destroy the world, not Herobrine.” 
 
    Otis and I quickly explained what we had found. Michael did not say anything, only grabbed both of us and teleported to base camp. 
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    When we materialized back at the base camp, it was just in time to hear the Ender general yell, “Fire!” 
 
    I watched in horror as the four trebuchets launched their payloads in rapid succession. First an obsidian block, then a TNT bomb, then another obsidian block, followed by a second TNT bomb. 
 
    “No!” I yelled, running to the general. “Stop the bombardment!” 
 
    The general looked to me like I was mad. “Why? Por qué? Porque? Warum? Kwa nini? Pourquoi? Lematha? Naze? Wèishéme?” asked the general, mocking me in nine different languages. 
 
    “It’s true general,” said Michael. “The bombardment is causing a great danger to the survival of the world.” 
 
    That statement got the general’s attention. He turned around and said, “Stand down, men.” The Ender soldiers stopped their bombardment and stood at attention next to the trebuchets. 
 
    The general then turned back to me, Otis and Michael. “Explain yourselves.” 
 
    I jumped in first. “Otis found a gigantic chamber. An endless chamber. Filled with TNT blocks. If you break through the wall of the High Castle, you’re likely to set off a chain reaction explosion.” 
 
    “Yes, general, it could be enough to destroy the world,” said Michael mournfully. 
 
    The Ender general tapped his square black chin in thought. “So, that was Herobrine’s ruse. He’s been stockpiling TNT in order to carry out his evil plan since failing with the mysterious objects.” 
 
    “It looks that way,” I said. “But, there’s so much TNT there, it seems like he must’ve been stockpiling it even before I found the mysterious objects. I think he was planning on blowing up the world no matter what, but when we recovered the mysterious objects from many generations ago, he thought it would just be a shortcut.” 
 
    “I really hate that guy,” said Otis, punching his fist into his palm. 
 
    The general began to pace back and forth. He was clearly worried about our situation. “If we can’t bombard the High Castle, the only other way is a direct teleportation attack. Unfortunately, we have no idea what might await us inside.” 
 
    “I volunteer to go first,” said an Ender soldier. 
 
    “Only if you take me with you,” said Otis firmly. 
 
    The Ender general shook his head. “No, if we go, we go together, and we bring the trebuchets.” 
 
    “What good are the siege engines inside the High Castle?” I asked. 
 
    “Maybe none, but the High Castle appears to be a very large place. If we could get the trebuchets into a courtyard or something, we might be able to use them to combat Herobrine’s forces in some manner.” 
 
    “What if he just decides to blow up the world rather than fight us?” I asked with fear in my voice and an ache in my heart. 
 
    “He may,” said the general. “But, that is the risk we have to take. Besides, Herobrine seems to be rather vain. I think he would prefer to kill you and then blow up the world rather than kill you by blowing up the world,” said the general.  
 
    This did not make me feel any better. Either way I would be dead.  
 
    Personally, if I had to die, I’d rather just die when the whole world got blown up than being killed by Herobrine. But, my preferred outcome was not to die at all. 
 
    “It is settled then,” said the general to the Ender soldier. “Spread the news and then gather everyone together at the trebuchets. We invade the High Castle now.”
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    Just before we teleported into the High Castle, two enderman teleported into the air a great distance above the High Castle. They looked like black dots from the ground. We all watched as they began falling towards the earth.  
 
    As they fell, they scanned the High Castle for a good place to which we could teleport. They fell further toward the earth and closer to the High Castle and then teleported back to the base camp and gave their report. 
 
    “General, I spotted a large flat area, possibly a military training ground, in the northwest quadrant of the High Castle grounds.” 
 
    “I saw it too, General. There is also a smaller open space near the middle of the fortress. It’s large enough for a handful of troops to go there but probably not large enough for the trebuchets.” 
 
    “Thank you, Jason and Chris,” said the general. 
 
    The general began to contemplate what to do.  
 
    He looked at the trebuchets, he looked at his troops, he looked at the rest of us.  
 
    And then, he decided. 
 
    “Here is what we will do. 100 Ender soldiers will teleport to the large open area with all four trebuchets. They will take 25 zombie pigmen and all of the villagers with them. The pigmen will provide the manpower to run the trebuchets while the Ender soldiers will defend against any attacks. The villagers will repair any broken trebuchets and continue to craft munitions.  
 
    “The remainder of the Ender soldiers and pigmen along with Otis, Bob, Zeke, Harold and Zeb will come with me to the smaller area. We will attempt to find Herobrine and, if possible, take him by surprise. If the entire High Castle is distracted by the bombardment coming from within its own walls, we may be able to catch Herobrine unawares.” 
 
    “That sounds like the most ridiculous plan I’ve ever heard my life,” said Otis. “But I am honored to be a part of it.” 
 
    “I don’t think it’s so ridiculous. I just think it’s really dangerous,” I said. 
 
    Harold and Bob looked at each other, nodded their heads firmly and said, “Let’s do this.”  
 
    Harold walked over to me and stood there waiting for me to get on his back. Bob did the same to Otis. Zeb pulled out a diamond sword and adjusted his helmet to be sure to be protected from the sun. 
 
    The general looked at all of us.  
 
    You could tell he was proud.  
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    This was the final stand against overwhelming odds.  
 
    This was our defining moment.  
 
    The general spoke. “On my mark, we invade.”  
 
    We all took our places. A couple of seconds passed in gut wrenching silence and then the general said, “Mark.”
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    We teleported into the center area of the High Castle. We drew our weapons quickly and looked around but saw no enemy.  
 
    We had teleported into a courtyard perhaps 50 x 50 blocks wide. There were portico-covered walkways on the ground level and balconies overlooking the courtyard on the second floor. Had it not been inside of Herobrine’s fortress, I would have called it rather stunning architectural work.  
 
    We rushed as a group under the cover of one of the walkways. We were further hidden by a shadow cast by the porticos. There was no other movement. 
 
    Within a few seconds, we heard the bombardment of the trebuchets crashing against the interior walls. It wasn’t long before we could hear return fire. Other explosions. We saw flaming arrows arcing into the sky heading in the direction of the allied bombardment. 
 
    “It’s going to get ugly fast,” said the general. “We need to find Herobrine and take him out. I prefer to arrest him so he might stand trial in The End for crimes against Minecraft, but I could live with killing him if it came to that.” 
 
    “I’m not planning on taking any prisoners,” said Otis, crunching his undead teeth together like a vicious wolf. 
 
    The general leveled his gaze at Otis. “You’ll take a prisoner if I say you take a prisoner. That isn’t optional.” 
 
    It was the first time I’d ever seen the general truly assert his rank as the commander-in-chief of this invasion. I could tell Otis was thinking about talking back to him, but then Otis realized there was no use in doing that. Maybe he thought the Ender general would actually arrest him for mutiny. I wouldn’t put it past the general. I’d never seen anyone look so serious. 
 
    “Okay, fine. Have it your way,” said Otis begrudgingly. 
 
    “Zeke and Otis,” said the general. “You two take 25 of Ender soldiers and the pigmen with you and explore the southern part of the High Castle. I will go with Zeb and the remaining soldiers to the north. If you spot Herobrine, shoot an exploding arrow into the air and we will come immediately. We shall do the same.”  
 
    “Got it,” I said. “But, can’t Zeb come with us?” 
 
    The general shook his head. “You will have superior numbers. I need Zeb’s wisdom to help guide my decisions.” 
 
    I looked at Zeb. Since when did the Ender general value Zeb’s advice so much? Weird.  
 
    “Um, okay, I guess.” I walked over to Zeb and shook his hand. “Be safe.” 
 
    “Be safe,” he replied. 
 
    Otis looked at Zeb, raised his fist in the air and said, “Strength and honor.” 
 
    Zeb nodded. 
 
    My friends and I, accompanied by 25 Ender soldiers and a group of zombie pigmen, went off in the direction indicated by the Ender general. 
 
    We searched through the area, again finding it strangely deserted. I was beginning to think that Herobrine might not have very many mobs living here. Maybe this was some sort of strange vacation home or contemplative retreat where he schemed more and more vicious ways to ruin the lives of mobs, players, and NPCs, all the while stockpiling thousands upon thousands of blocks of TNT. 
 
    “If we are going to find Herobrine, I think we should move towards the fighting. It would make sense that he would be near the battle, either to direct it or to search for us,” said Otis. 
 
    “That sounds logical,” I said. I turned the Ender soldiers. “What do you guys think?” 
 
    “Agreed,” they said. “Let’s do it.” 
 
    We moved off in the direction of the fighting while still moving in a southerly direction as instructed by the general.  
 
    Shortly thereafter, we began to see some mobs. There were zombies loaded down with arrows who were acting as porters bringing the weapons to whoever was shooting them, probably skeletons. Zombies were no real threat so we snuck past them without engaging them in combat. 
 
    We next entered a narrow, dark passageway which took about a minute to traverse. As we were about to exit the passage, a large wither skeleton suddenly appeared, blocking our way.  
 
    We tried backing away to avoid being spotted, but he saw us, pulled out an obsidian sword and rushed at us yelling, “Intruders!”  
 
    Two of the Ender soldiers quickly teleported behind the wither skeleton and stabbed him in the back with their obsidian swords. The wither skeleton flashed red momentarily and then disintegrated.  
 
    Otis looked in awe at the Ender soldiers. “Man I wish I could teleport. It is so awesome!” 
 
    The Ender soldiers didn’t think it was awesome. They are just doing their job. “Let’s get moving,” said Sgt. Diego. 
 
    It was getting real now.  
 
    Every step we took could be our last.  
 
    We were on high alert.  
 
    Our adrenaline was flowing. There was so much adrenaline coursing through my body that I almost felt as if I were alive and no longer merely undead.  
 
    At that moment, I realized I was experiencing something wholly unexpected: I was enjoying the danger!


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 20 
 
      
 
      
 
    We continued walking through the labyrinthine corridors and passageways of the High Castle. We encountered only a few individual mobs, such as skeletons or zombies, which the Ender soldiers dispatched with little effort. 
 
    “Seems almost deserted,” said Otis, suspicion dripping from the words. 
 
    “I agree. I keep waiting for a horde of spiders or something to attack us,” I said. 
 
    “Be happy it has been simple so far,” said an Ender soldier. “It won’t stay that way. Of that, I am certain.” 
 
    The thing about endermen is they tend to understand the odds of strange things happening. They are strange creatures on their own, and with that inborn strangeness comes their innate ability to sense and even predict the unusual. 
 
    And so, I was not at all at ease with our situation.  
 
    Of course, the Ender soldier turned out to be right. 
 
    We had nearly  reached the end of a corridor which, from my vantage point, appeared to open into a large chamber. We were walking towards the opening when ten wither skeletons and five blazes appeared to block our way. 
 
    “I don’t like this,” said Harold.  
 
    I looked down at the back of Harold’s head. “I’m with you. Let’s retreat.” 
 
    When we turned around to retreat, it only got worse. There, at the other end of the corridor, were three ghasts! 
 
    “I didn’t think ghasts could live outside of the nether,” said Bob. 
 
    “They can, but it is difficult to get them to the Overworld,” said a soldier. “This must be some of Herobrine’s evil magic at work.” 
 
    “I don’t care how we explain it,” said Otis. “What do we do?” 
 
    I sat there on Harold’s back hoping someone would have an idea soon because the ghasts were closing in on us. In short order, they would be in fireball range.  
 
    But, of course, we could not run away because the blazes and wither skeletons were at the other end of the corridor. And, they too were slowly closing in on us. 
 
    “Teleport now, men!” yelled one of the Ender soldiers. 
 
    Derp! Why do I keep forgetting about the teleportation?  
 
    The endermen encircled Otis and me and our chickens, and we disappeared. 
 
    When we reappeared, we were in another corridor which was, thankfully, empty. 
 
    “That was close,” said Harold. “Good thing you guys can teleport or that would’ve been the end of us.” 
 
    “Happy to oblige,” said the soldier. 
 
    “This is ridiculous,” spat Otis. “We can’t just keep teleporting around like a bunch of sissies. We need to confront these evil mobs head on.” 
 
    “I’m all for the battle, too,” said Sgt. Diego. “But, it will do us no good to foolishly risk our lives. We have to use strategy.” 
 
    “Well then, what do you propose?” asked Otis impatiently. 
 
    “I’m going to send twenty soldiers out to conduct reconnaissance. We need to find a group of mobs gathered in a location where we can corner them and attack. That way, we can defeat Herobrine’s forces a little at a time.” 
 
    “That will work, I suppose, but don’t we need to get this battle wrapped up soon before Herobrine destroys the world?” I asked. 
 
    Sgt. Diego shrugged. “It can’t be helped. We have to do it this way if we want to have any hope of being effective.” 
 
    I knew the soldier was right. I didn’t want to die for nothing. If Herobrine was going to blow up the world, then I’d rather die in that explosion then at the hands of some disgusting evil blaze or skeleton or spider. 
 
    The twenty Ender soldiers, including Sgt. Diego, teleported away. The remaining five kept watch.  
 
    And that was when it happened. 
 
    An obsidian cage suddenly appeared around the endermen. At the same time, their arms and legs were chained to the walls of the obsidian cage with shackles that had also seemingly appeared out of thin air. 
 
    “What kind of sorcery is this?” muttered Otis. 
 
    The endermen grunted with frustration. 
 
    “Can’t you just teleport out?” I yelled. 
 
    The soldier shook his head as he struggled against the chains. “I don’t know what it is, but our teleportation abilities have been short-circuited. We’re stuck in here!” 
 
    “Something tells me, the next few moments of our lives are going to be very dangerous,” said Otis in a low, angry voice. 
 
    What I saw next made me want to curl into a fetal position and suck my stubby, undead thumb.
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    I looked up. Standing behind the obsidian cage was the biggest golem I’d ever seen. It was also the strangest golem I’d ever seen. 
 
    Its body was made of obsidian. It looked like a shiny black mirror with no seams in it. The only part of it that wasn’t black were its eyes which were two glowing diamond blocks. It was as if Herobrine himself had become a obsidian golem. 
 
    With the five Ender soldiers trapped and the rest out on a scouting mission, the zombie pigmen, who had been with us the entire time but had not said or done anything notable so I haven’t mentioned them, decided it was time for them to be heroes. 
 
    “We mine obsidian all the time, guys. Let’s reduce this freak to rubble!” shouted one of them. The others cheered as they pulled out their pickaxes and rushed toward the golem. 
 
    The golem stood there, unmoving. His glowing eyes appeared to follow the mass of pigmen as they approached. The pigmen slammed into the golem’s legs with their pickaxes and furiously struck against his obsidian body. 
 
    The golem continued to watch as they attacked his feet, but he did not appear to feel any pain. 
 
    “This isn’t good,” I said to Harold. 
 
    Harold was about to respond when the golem quickly hopped into the air and then brought his massive feet down on top of the zombie pigmen, killing them all. 
 
    “Netherrack,” I cursed. “What we do now?”   
 
    “We have to save the soldiers somehow,” said Otis, a slight panic creeping into his voice.  
 
    “We’ll be okay,” said the Ender soldiers. “Don’t worry about us, we will escape somehow.” 
 
    Those would be the last words the Ender soldier ever spoke. The obsidian golem took one step forward, raised his right foot high above the cage, and brought it crashing down. The Ender soldiers were crushed to death. 
 
    “No!” Otis and I screamed in unison. 
 
    The evil golem just laughed at us. He said nothing but instead ground his foot over the remains of the obsidian cage until it turned into a fine powder. 
 
    “You are horrible and evil!” yelled Harold. 
 
    “Yeah, what he said,” added Bob. 
 
    The golem continued its deep maniacal laughter and took a step toward us.  
 
    “Time to go,” I said, hopping on my chicken’s back. Harold turned on his heels and began to run away from the golem. Bob and Otis followed immediately behind us. 
 
    We ran to the end of the corridor and turned to the right. The golem came behind us at a steady, lumbering pace, and we were able to open up some distance between us and the golem.  
 
    If we are on an open plain, we could’ve easily outrun the golem. But inside this castle, the golem knew its way around better than we did, and our speed was limited by our constant need to change direction in the corridors.  
 
    How could we escape now? We couldn’t teleport. If we didn’t find the other ender soldiers or the Ender general soon, the golem or some other mobs would get us. 
 
    “What about the exploding arrow?” said Harold. 
 
    Of course, the exploding arrow! We were only supposed to use it if we found Herobrine, but if we used it now some endermen would come and save us. 
 
    “No way,” said Otis. “The arrow is only for use if we find Herobrine. We aren’t cowards. We can fight our way back to the trebuchets and the Ender soldiers there.” 
 
    “But Otis,” I said. 
 
    “But nothing. If you shoot that exploding arrow, I’m out of here.” 
 
    I could tell by the look on Otis’s face that he was deadly serious. I wasn’t going to abandon my friend now. Besides, he was right. It wouldn’t be fair to pull the Ender general away from his search just to save us. The mission was to find Herobrine. 
 
    “Okay Otis, we’re with you.”
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    While we’d been talking, the golem had gotten closer. We could hear its steps and feel the rumbling of the stones as it approached. 
 
    We resumed running, turning right then left, left then right. We had no idea where we were going, only that it was away from the golem. 
 
    A few times we ran into isolated mobs, dispatching them quickly.  
 
    We tried to travel in the general direction of the sound of the trebuchets.  
 
    After about ten minutes, we began to encounter more and more mobs. They must have been coming to help defend against the trebuchet attacks. Otis, Bob, Harold and I ducked into a small alcove to hide. 
 
    “We have to get to the trebuchets,” I whispered. “But, with all these mobs around, I don’t know if we can do it.” 
 
    “We must, or we’re dead for sure,” said Otis. 
 
    Harold looked at both of us and said, “Jump off, Zeke. I’ll find a way out. The mobs will ignore me, and if they don’t, I can hide a lot more easily than you.” 
 
    I stepped off my chicken, my friend, my buddy. “I can’t ask you do that.” 
 
    “You didn’t ask me to do it. I volunteered.” 
 
    “Okay, then,” I said sadly, knowing that Harold had made his decision. 
 
    “Don’t go,” said Bob. 
 
    “I have to go. I’ll find an escape route and then come back for you.” 
 
    Before anyone could stop him, Harold dashed off. 
 
    “I hope he gets back before the golem finds us,” said Otis. “If we have to run away from the golem again, I don’t know if Harold will ever find us.” 
 
    That was my fear as well. I did not want this to the last time I saw my chicken. If one of us died, we should both die, together. The bond of a chicken and his jockey is stronger than most people will ever know. There is something mystical about it. It is a combination that shouldn’t exist in nature, but because it does, it is stronger than anything. 
 
    It was then that I realized true heroism is not the urge to surpass all others at whatever cost, but the urge to serve others at whatever cost. Just as Harold had done. 
 
    I was beginning to cry. But, now was not the time. I had to stop.  
 
    I wiped the tears from my eyes, pulled my diamond sword from my inventory, and stood my ground with a fierce determination, ready for anything.
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    It was a good thing I was ready for anything because a few moments later, a witch strolled down the hallway.  
 
    Otis, Bob and I pressed our backs into the shallow alcove, hoping she wouldn’t see us. I could have easily surprised her and killed her, but it would be better if no one knew we were there.  
 
    The witch walked down the hallway absentmindedly flicking the wart on her nose. She was touching the sides of it and the tip of it over and over again like it was some kind of game. I could hear she was humming a little song.  
 
    I looked over at Otis who was sticking his finger in his throat pretending to barf. I rolled my eyes. 
 
    The witch was now just in front of the alcove, still pinching her wart when she suddenly stopped walking. She turned her back to us, and pulled out a piece of paper, as if she were looking at some notes.  
 
    I felt very tense. All she had to do was turn the other way and she would see us. I was worried she might sound the alarm before we could kill her. 
 
    But the witch had other ideas.  
 
    Unnoticed by any of us, she had also pulled out a splash potion of harming from her cloak. She quickly spun around and threw it into the alcove. Fortunately, it didn’t hit any of us directly but splashed on the back of the rock wall and put a few drops of potion upon each of us.  
 
    The pain was instantaneous.  
 
    I screamed but was able to bring my diamond sword up and chop the witch’s head off with a single blow. Her body blinked bright red a couple times and then disappeared in a puff of smoke.  
 
    “It hurts!” said Bob. 
 
    “I know it does buddy,” Otis grunted through gritted teeth. “It will wear off soon.” 
 
    “That made a lot of noise,” I said as I battled through my own pain. “I’m certain more mobs will be coming.” 
 
    “Let them come. We will kill them all,” said Otis, the fire of vengeance glowing in his eyes.
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    In a few minutes, we had recovered from the effects of the splash potion of harming. Luck was with us and we did not encounter any other mobs while we were in our debilitated state. 
 
    We decided to remain in hiding in the alcove, hoping Harold would return soon.  
 
    After another couple of minutes passed, we heard the unmistakable bouncing and squishing of slime.  
 
    “Do you hear that?” I said to Otis.  
 
    Otis nodded. “How many do you think it is?” 
 
    “I think I only hear one, but I think it’s pretty big.” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s what I think too.” 
 
    The thing about slimes is they aren’t that difficult to kill, but they take a long time to do it completely. When you start with a big slime, you hack it a few times and it turns into a few medium slimes and when you hit those a few times, they turn into small slimes and you can finally kill those.  
 
    I was exhausted just thinking about it.  
 
    What’s more, it takes a lot of effort and time and makes a lot of noise. I was pretty sure if we had to battle even one large slime, it would make so much noise that it would draw the attention of many other mobs. We had to hope it would pass without seeing us. 
 
    As before, we pressed ourselves into the shadow of the alcove, hoping to remain unseen. The squishing and bouncing and sloshing of the slime came closer and closer. Otis and I had our swords at the ready, just in case.  
 
    As the slime bounced into view, I saw something horrible.  
 
    A chicken was stuck inside the slime! The chicken’s head slowly turned against the goo and looked at me and blinked once.  
 
    It was Harold! 
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    “No!” I screamed as I jumped into the air, about to bring my sword down on the slime to free Harold. 
 
    The slime quickly took one bounce backwards and squirted Harold out of its mouth directly at me. I was barely able to stop the downward stroke of my sword to avoid hitting Harold when his slime-covered body struck me in the chest. 
 
    Harold splatted on the ground. He wiped the goo from his face with one wing and said, “The slime’s a friend. I found a way out.” 
 
    I was never happier in my life. My chicken was back, albeit covered with the most disgusting goo I had ever felt in my life. And, that is really saying something, given that I’m an undead zombie and I like to eat rotten flesh. Even so, I gave Harold a great big hug and helped him wipe as much of the slime off as possible. 
 
    Otis came over to Harold and asked, “The slime help you?” 
 
    Harold nodded.  
 
    Otis looked up and down the corridor, and seeing no other mobs, walked over the slime and said, “Nice to meet you slime. My name is Otis.” 
 
    The slime, having recovered from its fright said, “My name is Jade.” 
 
    “Zeke,” I said. 
 
    “I’m Bob.” 
 
     “Now that the introductions are taken care of, let’s get out of here,” said Harold. 
 
    “You want to come with us, Jade?” I asked. 
 
    “No, thank you. I like bouncing inside dark hallways by myself. It’s fun.” 
 
    “Uh, okay. Thanks for helping Harold.”
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    We left the slime behind as we rushed through the escape route Harold had discovered. A few mobs spotted us, but we were moving so quickly, they could not get to us.  
 
    Harold was easily able to lead us to where the trebuchets were firing against the wall of the High Castle. 
 
    “Harold, you are a genius,” I said with admiration as we had reached a place of momentary safety. 
 
    Harold took a bow. 
 
    I looked around. It was chaos. 
 
    As the obsidian boulders and TNT bombs struck the castle wall, the bodies of skeletons, zombies, spiders, wither skeletons, slimes, and even blazes were blown in every direction. Many flashed red and disappeared in puffs of smoke. The wounded mobs crawled away to regenerate their health. 
 
    Herobrine’s mobs were firing back at us with arrows while iron golems were lobbing TNT bombs in our direction. Fortunately, they were not strong enough to reach the trebuchets.  
 
    A few times they tried to launch assaults, but the trebuchets took care of most of them and the Ender soldiers finished off the survivors with their teleportation martial arts. 
 
    It was a festival of death. 
 
    I ran up to one of the Ender soldiers. “Have you seen the Ender general?” The soldier shook his head “no” and continued firing his trebuchet. 
 
    Another assault of skeletons ran toward us. A few got through our bombs so I helped take a couple of them out. One of them slashed my arm and my green undead blood began to ooze out. But I continued to struggle and was able to defeat them. 
 
    I retreated behind a trebuchet. My arm was bleeding badly. I needed something to stop the bleeding. 
 
    That was when I remembered the NOOB t-shirt. 
 
    I’m not sure if this was what that crazy old man had intended the shirt for, but I’m using it now.  
 
    I pressed the shirt against my wound. Harold came over and helped me tie it on. Oddly, the letter N was hidden from view and the shirt, with its backwards B, appeared to read “BOO.” 
 
    Harold laughed. “Now you will really scare Herobrine.” 
 
    I laughed too as the bleeding stopped and my health regenerated. 
 
    I had just recovered my health when I began to feel a rumbling in the ground. Oh no, I thought, it can only be one thing. 
 
    I stood up and motioned for Harold to come over next to me. We both looked in the distance and saw the obsidian golem slowly walking towards us. His deliberate, massive steps, shook the very foundations of the High Castle. 
 
    “What is that thing?” shouted one of the soldiers. 
 
    “It’s an obsidian golem,” said Otis. “We had to deal with him earlier. He’s pretty dominant.” 
 
    “Aim the trebuchets at the golem,” I said. “It’s our only chance.” 
 
    “But then the mobs will be able to break through and attack us,” said a soldier. “They will have a direct line toward our position.” 
 
    “It cannot be helped,” I said. “There is no other way.” 
 
    The Ender soldier surveyed the battlefield and the approaching golem. He knew I was right. He gave the order for three of the four trebuchets to concentrate their fire on the obsidian golem. The fourth trebuchet would continue to launch projectiles toward the hostile mobs on the castle wall. 
 
    As the first of the boulders and TNT blocks hit the golem, it shuttered under the force. Still, it was so massive that it was able to keep moving forward, although at a much slower pace. Small pieces of obsidian had broken off and were littering the ground. 
 
    “It’s working!” the Ender soldier shouted encouragement to his fellow soldiers. “Keep pummeling him.” 
 
    I was glad to see that it was working, albeit very slowly. However, I was not glad to see a few dozen skeletons, armored zombies and wither skeletons rushing towards our position. 
 
    In addition to Harold, Bob, Otis and me, there were about 95 Ender soldiers and about 25 zombie pigmen as well as a couple of villagers. None of the soldiers who had teleported away from our group earlier had reappeared. I assumed the golem had killed them. 
 
    The Ender soldiers rushed to meet the mobs head-on. They teleported in the midst of them attacked them, and then teleported back. Had there only been five or ten hostile mobs, this would’ve been enough. But with dozens, some of them would eventually get through the soldiers and we would have to battle them ourselves. 
 
    The first to arrive was a skeleton. He rushed up with a sword in his hand and slashed at my head. I easily ducked under the blow and slashed his legs. He fell to the side glowing red before I chopped his skull off and then he vanished in a puff of smoke. 
 
    “Hop on, Zeke,” said Harold. “We can move a lot faster that way.” 
 
    I hopped on Harold’s back and he darted to the side just as another skeleton was about to slice me with his sword. 
 
    Otis was sitting astride Bob as they rushed at a pack of three armored zombies stumbling toward them. Otis slashed the leg of the one on the left first and he fell over. Then he circled around and slashed the one on the right who also fell over. However, the one in the middle reached over and grabbed Otis’s shoulder and pulled on it. 
 
    “Ouch!” Otis yelled in pain. Bob darted to the side and to give Otis a little breathing room while he recovered from the injury.  
 
    I could see Otis grit his teeth and encourage Bob to head back toward the middle zombie. With one swift slice, Otis scored a critical hit and chopped the zombie’s head off. Its corpse flashed red and disappeared in smoke.  
 
    The other two zombies on the ground were struggling to grab Otis and Bob as they rushed past. But to no avail. Otis finished each of them off with another blow. 
 
    In the meanwhile, the obsidian golem was coming closer and closer but more and more of him was being chipped away by our bombardment. Nevertheless, I worried that the golem might have enough health left to get to the trebuchets and destroy them. If he could accomplish that, there would be no stopping him. 
 
    But, there wasn’t any time for me to dwell on that. I had to help defeat the remaining wither skeletons and zombies. With the help of the Ender soldiers, it didn’t take too long.  
 
    Unfortunately, two Ender soldiers were killed when a wither skeleton blew itself up using a TNT bomb it had hidden inside of its inventory. In addition, six zombie pigmen were killed in direct hand-to-hand combat with Herobrine’s mobs. 
 
    Thankfully, we are able to defeat all the hostile mobs that came after us in the first wave. But then, we saw something that disheartened us greatly. 
 
    In the distance, we could see a horde of blazes and skeletons. 
 
    “There must be more than 100 of them,” said Harold. 
 
    I nodded. “This isn’t going to be easy.” 
 
    As we were looking at the huge horde of hostile mobs which was only now beginning to rush towards us, I felt the earth shake under me with such force, I thought maybe the TNT-filled chamber had begun to explode. I was thrown off Harold’s back and knocked to the ground. Harold had fallen on his side. 
 
    When I recovered my senses, I looked over and saw the obsidian golem had collapsed on top of one of the trebuchets, crushing it and two Ender soldiers. The golem had gotten close enough that it was stopped only by a close-range obsidian boulder that happened to rip its head off. 
 
    For some reason, the golem’s body did not flash and disappear in a puff of smoke. It must have had something to do with using obsidian instead of normal flesh. 
 
    I looked back at the horde of hostile mobs, but they had stopped running towards us. They were looking from side to side, as if they were confused about what to do next. 
 
    “That’s right you cowards! We defeated your stupid obsidian golem! Now what are you little babies gonna do?” shouted Otis, taunting the mobs. 
 
    The thing about asking a question like that, a question you think is rhetorical when you ask it, is that often times you do get an answer to the question, and it is not the answer for which you were hoping.
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    Otis’s question was greeted by deep, loud, maniacal laughter. 
 
    “Where is that coming from?” asked Harold.  
 
    I was standing beside Harold now with my arm resting on his soft head feathers. “I don’t know buddy, but I’m pretty sure I know who it’s coming from.” 
 
    The laughter continued. I looked across the courtyard and saw the pack of hostile mobs beginning to laugh as well. 
 
    The laughter continued for a few more seconds before I saw him standing up on a balcony above the courtyard: Herobrine! 
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    Herobrine stood looking down upon us and laughing with his hands on his stomach as if he was about to split his side. No one said anything. We just watched this freak continue to laugh. 
 
    After almost a minute, Herobrine’s laughter slowly decreased to a chuckle and then into silence. He stared at us. Actually, he was staring at me. 
 
    “How dare you attempt to infiltrate my High Castle!” 
 
    “You told us how to find it, you idiot!” shouted Otis. 
 
    Herobrine turned his head to look at Otis. “If all your friends jumped off a bridge would you do it too?”  
 
    “That doesn’t make any sense,” shouted Otis. 
 
    Herobrine laughed. “If I were to show you the way to find the evil demon that dwells deep within the Nether, would you go find it?” 
 
    “Demon? What are you talking about?” said Otis. 
 
    “Enough of this,” said Herobrine angrily. “I’m here to destroy Baby Zeke. He made my life miserable and disrupted my plans for the apocalypse. It is time for him to die.” 
 
    “Never,” shouted Harold, Bob, and Otis in the same breath. 
 
    “Never is a long time,” said Herobrine. “But it is more than enough time to watch your friends die.” 
 
    I wasn’t quite sure what he meant until, emerging from behind him, was an iron golem shoving Zeb onto the balcony! 
 
    Herobrine continued. “You see, Zeke, I know how you weaklings think. You don’t mind suffering a little pain yourself, but if one of your friends has to suffer pain, you can’t live with yourself. Boo hoo.” 
 
    “Don’t do anything to hurt Zeb! I will trade my life for his,” I shouted beginning to walk toward Herobrine. 
 
    “Yes, I know you would. And that’s why I’m not going to give you the choice.” 
 
    And then, to my horror, Herobrine reached over and pulled the helmet off of Zeb’s head.  
 
    Zeb burst into flame.
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    “No!” I screamed in horror as I saw my best friend beginning to burn to death.  
 
    Inexplicably, Zeb did not cry out in pain. He did not even look like he was in pain. He stood there passively allowing the flames to engulf his undead flesh.  
 
    “No!” I yelled again. 
 
    Time seemed to slow down. Each flame flickered in slow motion. Herobrine’s evil gaze stared unblinkingly out at me, enjoying my distress as much as or maybe even more than the pain he was inflicting on my friend and mentor. 
 
    I clinched my diamond sword firmly in my hand and was about to rush toward Herobrine to try and do something, anything to stop Zeb’s pain. Then, suddenly, an Ender soldier teleported next to Herobrine shoved a helmet on Zeb’s head, and teleported back to us. 
 
    The look of surprise and shock on Herobrine’s face was priceless. 
 
    “That’s what you get for being a meanie!” I shouted. 
 
    Otis looked at me like I was two years old. “Meanie? Seriously, bro?” 
 
    I didn’t care what Otis thought. I rushed over to Zeb, pulled some water from my inventory, and poured it over his burns. His flesh steamed as the water put out the last of the flames. 
 
    “Thank you, Zeke,” said Zeb. “That feels nice.” 
 
    “You almost died, Zeb. I don’t know what I would’ve done without you,” I said as I began to cry. 
 
    “Do not cry. I was fine with the situation, but I’m glad I’m no longer in it. I did not want to respawn somewhere else. I wanted to be with you, if this is to be the end of the world.” 
 
    I stood up and looked at Herobrine. I shook my diamond sword in his direction and yelled, “You evil monster! Come down here and fight me like a man. One-on-one.” 
 
    Herobrine laughed. “Why would I do something like that? Fight fair? Never! Besides, I think it is you who will want to come up here when you meet my next guest.” 
 
    What did he mean by that? And then, it slowly began to register in my mind what he meant.   
 
    My worst fear was realized when I saw a small obsidian golem dragging the Ender general in chains up onto the platform! 
 
    “How could he have captured the Ender general?” I asked Zeb. “Couldn’t he have just teleported away from his imprisonment?” 
 
    Zeb coughed a little before answering, “Herobrine has invented something that prevents endermen from teleporting. I’m not sure what it is exactly, but once he surrounds an enderman with the material or puts the material in contact with their bodies, they lose the ability to teleport.” 
 
    Of course! That was what happened to those Ender soldiers in the cage earlier. Our only hope of defeating Herobrine was the teleporting abilities of the Ender soldiers. Now, we had lost that advantage.  
 
    I let the diamond sword slip from my hands. It clattered to the ground. I began to whisper aloud, “It’s over. We can’t win. There’s no way.” 
 
    The next thing I felt was the slap of a small undead hand against the side of my head. I smelled the distinct odor of bacon. It was Otis.  
 
    “Quit your sniveling, fool, it’s not over until it’s over. And it’s not over until I get dominant.” 
 
    I laughed with frustration. “Well, go ahead and get dominant. What could you possibly do except run out there and get killed?”  
 
    Otis looked at me with fire burning in his eyes. “I’d rather die trying to defeat Herobrine than live and let him kill me like a helpless sheep that any stupid player can kill on their first day in Minecraft.” 
 
    “Go ahead and get yourself killed. See if I care,” I said, crossing my arms over my chest. 
 
    Otis didn’t say anything. Instead, he began to run towards Herobrine. As arrows flew at him from all directions, an Ender soldier quickly teleported, grabbed Otis and teleported back, restraining him. 
 
    “Let go of me you long-limbed spider-like freak creature. I’ve got some killing to do.” 
 
    “No. You will stay here until we receive orders from the Ender general.” 
 
    “The Ender general is a prisoner,” shouted Otis, straining against the enderman’s grip. “He can’t give you orders any more. Think for yourself!” 
 
    I couldn’t believe Otis. He was insane.  
 
    But, as always, I admired his heart. It was in the right place. If someone could get to Herobrine without being attacked along the way, there still might be a chance. Even if Herobrine could not be defeated, maybe it would distract him long enough for the Ender general to escape. But how? 
 
    I stared down at my diamond sword. I could see my reflection in its shiny blade. My face reflected upside-down, a visual depiction of my disturbed situation. The sword was so sharp and so useless right now. It made me angry. 
 
    I find it strange that when one becomes angry it has one of two effects on one’s ability to think. Sometimes in the heat of anger, it is impossible to think. You simply act, and once the anger stops, you realize what you’ve done. Other times, the anger acts as a form of clarifying energy, creating rapid fire thought patterns allowing you to come up with ideas you would never have had if you remained placid. 
 
    The second form of anger happened to me then. 
 
    I suddenly remembered the strange old man’s poem: 
 
    Herobrine says he can control your fate, 
 
    but there is a story I must relate, 
 
    to defeat the one with glowing eyes, 
 
    requires one to look to the skies. 
 
      
 
    One must think outside the box, 
 
    in a world that is filled with them, 
 
    so when your life is upside-down, 
 
    find a way to go over the ground. 
 
      
 
    I looked over at the trebuchet  which was still aimed at the wall of the castle and had not been redirected towards the golem. Herobrine was standing just to the right of where all the boulders had been impacting.  
 
    Over the ground it is, I thought. 
 
    I picked up my diamond sword and walked slowly to the trebuchet. It had been reset to launch other projectile, but nothing had been placed in its launch basket. 
 
    I looked to my left and right. The Ender soldiers were all focused on the Ender general and Herobrine. 
 
    I had to do this. It was the only way. 
 
    I quickly jumped into the launch basket and tossed a rock from my inventory at the launch lever.   
 
    The force of the trebuchet launching me into the air was unlike anything I’d ever felt before. I was pressed back against the launch basket so violently, I thought I might be pushed through the basket. This feeling only lasted momentarily. Once the trebuchet got to its release point, I began to fly through the air with such velocity, I thought some of my flesh might be ripped from my body. 
 
    I looked ahead and saw Herobrine staring at me with surprise and shock. He just stood there unmoving. 
 
    I took my sword and held it in front of me, lining up the point with Herobrine’s chest. It was like those jousting competitions I’d heard about during the medieval past of Minecraft, when dragons still roamed the Overworld and had not been relegated to the End. 
 
    I was beginning my descent now. I held my sword steady. Herobrine still had not moved. 
 
    I was worried he would step to the side at the last moment and I would splatter into the side of the castle and it would be the end of me. 
 
    I didn’t care. I had to do this. It was the only way. 
 
    I was within a few feet of Herobrine, the point of my sword aimed at the center of his chest, when he suddenly ducked to the side.  
 
    Oh no, I thought, I’m going to miss.  
 
    But then at the very last moment, the Ender general shoved Herobrine into my path. 
 
    I saw the point of my diamond sword impact Herobrine’s chest and then… 
 
    My life was engulfed by a blinding white light.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 28 
 
      
 
      
 
    I don’t know how much time passed before I regained consciousness.  
 
    I had assumed I would die and would respawn somewhere else. But, as I came to, I still had all my memories. In fact, for some reason I cannot explain, it did not feel like I had died. 
 
    I blinked my eyes open and found myself in a white room. There were white walls, a white ceiling, a white floor, and a white table with white chairs. 
 
    And, I was not alone.  
 
    I was seated on one side of the square white table. Sitting across from me was the Ender King while on the opposite sides of the square table sat Herobrine and … Notch! 
 
     “Am I in the afterlife?” I asked. 
 
    Notch laughed. It was a kindly laugh. “No, you are in my home.” 
 
    “Your home?!? Where is your home?”  
 
    “I don’t think I’d better tell you, or else I’ll have too many unannounced visitors. Groupies, you see. Let’s just say it’s in a hidden location that no one knows about yet.” 
 
    That was suitably mysterious and strange for me. Typical Notch, I suppose. 
 
    Then I looked over at Herobrine, pointed an angry finger at him and said, “What’s he doing here?” 
 
    This time the Ender King responded. “When you sacrificed yourself to kill Herobrine and save me –.” 
 
    “Wait. What? Save you?” 
 
    “I had disguised myself as the Ender general in order to get close to Herobrine and stop his plan, but he was able to see through my disguise,” explained the Ender King. 
 
    “Yeah, and I would have succeeded too, if it weren’t for that meddling baby zombie,” pouted Herobrine. 
 
    “Enough,” said Notch. “It is over. King, please continue.” 
 
     “Zeke, you remember all that talk about the balance Zeb explained to you? The protector, the destroyer, and the creator?” 
 
    “Yes, of course.”  
 
    “Well,” continued the Ender King, “it has long been believed by scholars that there was a fourth component to the balance. A component that would make the square the symbol of balance and no longer the triangle. You are the fourth part of the balance. You are … the warrior.” 
 
    This came as quite a shock to me. I just did some crazy stuff by launching myself in the trebuchet. I should be dead, not some part of a mystical four-sided balance. And, certainly not the warrior component of that balance.  
 
    “I think you’ll need to explain that to me a little better,” I said, my mind reeling. 
 
    To my surprise, Herobrine began to speak. “It’s like this, the world needs to have symbols to admire and to revile. Without them, nothing makes any sense. We basically run by immutable rules. You know, gravity, physics, chemistry, mathematics, that sort of thing. There needs to be something beyond that to make life worth living. To give life meaning.” 
 
    Notch took over. “Yes, the mobs, NPCs, and players of Minecraft must have symbols and things to believe in. They believe in me because I created it all. They believe in Herobrine because he represents pure evil and destruction. They love the Ender King because of his selflessness in trying to prevent evil. And now, they will admire you for your undying devotion to your friends and your willingness to put your life at risk against the greatest of all odds.” 
 
    I was stunned. This made absolutely no sense. I must’ve hit my head after flying through the air and now was trapped inside some bizarre hallucination as my body was in the throes of death. Soon I’m sure it would end. 
 
    “That sounds interesting, but wouldn’t someone like Otis be a better symbol for the warrior?” 
 
    The Ender King laughed so hard I thought he might choke. “Otis is a brawler, that’s for sure. But he lets his rage get in the way. You only fight when you have to. That is the true way of the warrior.” 
 
    “Let’s say I believe you about all this warrior business, and the balance, and all that stuff,” I said. “What does this all mean for me? Can I still be friends with Otis and Zeb and Harold and Bob? Or, do I need to live some sort of lonely existence on the top of a mountain or something?” 
 
    “You can live whatever life you choose, Zeke,” said Notch. “You just have a bigger role to play now. No one is going to announce to the world that you are the warrior, but the story of your life is inspirational and needs to be shared. Whether you choose to tell people you are the warrior or not does not matter. It is the example of your life that matters.” 
 
    I was beginning to feel a little better about this warrior business. If it meant I could hang out with Notch and the Ender King from time to time, I was totally okay with that. If Herobrine happened to be there, I guess I would put up with it. 
 
    “So, now that I’m the fourth element of the balance, does that mean Herobrine cannot attack me anymore?” 
 
    Herobrine tapped the table with his fingers. “Apparently, it does. It also means that Notch has taken away all my TNT and told me that I’m not allowed to try to blow up the world again for at least ten years. I think Notch is being stupid, but he’s Notch and he always gets his way. Some balance.” Herobrine rolled his eyes. 
 
    “Now, now, Herobrine,” said Notch, as if he were speaking to a three-year-old villager. “You know the balance is a symbolic balance of the world and not how things really are. You know I’m the creator and what I say goes. But, you know I don’t intervene very often. I let everyone do what they want because free will is important. You can do whatever you want, short of destroying my creation. That is a bright line I will not allow you or anyone else to cross.” 
 
    Herobrine crossed his arms over his chest. “I never get to have any fun.” 
 
    I looked at Herobrine. He amused me and disgusted me at the same time. “Man, you’re like a little baby, aren’t you? You’re always pulling pranks on people and stealing things and even killing mobs and players and forcing them to respawn. Isn’t that enough for you?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I like to try new things. I was getting bored.” 
 
    “Why don’t you try not killing people, not pranking people, and not making leaves fall off of trees,” I said. 
 
    “What? You think I should just sit around and eat mushroom stew?” 
 
    “It might do you some good. You are looking a little thin,” said the Ender King. 
 
    “You are calling me thin? Look at yourself. You are like the tallest, skinniest freak I’ve ever seen in my life,” said Herobrine. 
 
    The Ender King laughed. “Well, I think this is all settled now. Maybe we should get Zeke back to his friends.” 
 
    “So my friends are still alive? And Herobrine isn’t going to try to kill them anymore?” 
 
    Herobrine was shaking his head “no,” but Notch said, “Yes. Herobrine will leave you and your friends alone ... forever.” 
 
    “Thanks, Notch. If I had known risking my life by launching myself in a trebuchet to attack Herobrine would have obtained that result, I would have done it a lot earlier,” I said sarcastically. 
 
    Notch ignored my bitter words and said, “There is just one more thing.” 
 
    By the way he said “one more thing,” I knew that this one thing was going to be something tedious. 
 
    I sighed. “What?” 
 
    “I need you to write your autobiography so that we can put it in the Great Library of Minecraft.” 
 
    “That’s going to take forever,” I whined. 
 
    Notch shook his head. “Not forever, just a long time. After you reunite with your friends, I want you to find a nice house and write down your life’s story from the time you first spawned until now. Okay?” 
 
    It was Notch.  
 
    What could I say except, “Okay.” 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Please leave a review 
 
      
 
      
 
    Hi, everyone! I hope you liked this collected edition of the Baby Zeke series.  
 
    Could you spare a moment and leave a review on Amazon? It would really help me out and it will let me know what you think about the book.  https://www.amazon.com/dp/B01LG87SFY/ 
 
    Reviews mean a lot to independent authors like me. The more reviews I get, the more books I can write. 
 
    And, be sure to grab your FREE PDF copy of my Minecraft Coloring and Activity Book here: http://www.drblockbooks.com/free-minecraft-coloring-book/  
 
    Thank you!


 
   
  
 

 Preview of Baby Zeke, Book 10: Return of the Warrior 
 
      
 
      
 
    I am excited to share with you the first two chapters from the tenth book in this series:  Baby Zeke:  Return of the Warrior. I hope you enjoy them….  (I know, I know, you just read a book called the COMPLETE Baby Zeke. Well, it is complete in that it is the first part of his hero’s journey. But, adventure found him again and he answered the call. So, now, there is another book! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
      
 
    It has been nearly two years since I completed writing my initial, nine-volume autobiography in which I reveal my early-life struggles and which culminated with me learning from Notch that I was part of some mystical balance. I was the Warrior, while Notch was the Creator, the Ender King was the Protector, and Herobrine was the Destroyer. I probably would never have written my story except for Notch ordering me to do it so that it could be housed in the Great Library of Minecraft. 
 
      
 
    After I finished the autobiography, I was approached by a publisher asking me if I would like my story to be published and made public knowledge in the realms of Minecraft. I went through the manuscript and deleted the portion about me becoming the Warrior in the Balance. Instead, I ended it with Notch telling Herobrine to leave me and my friends alone and also included the part where the Ender King told me that we were friends. At least, that’s the version that was released into the Minecraft realms. I have allowed the full uncensored version to be released into the realm of human players so that they would know my full story. 
 
      
 
    Fortunately or unfortunately, I will let you be the judge, my autobiography became extremely popular in the Overworld, mainly among villagers. Numerous scholars have argued that my writings have allowed mobs and villagers to have closer, more civil relationships. It certainly hasn’t stopped zombies from eating villagers or hostile mobs from attacking villagers and players, but it has led to more understanding between the groups. 
 
      
 
    Basically, I became a worldwide celebrity.  
 
      
 
    [image: gucci zeke.png] 
 
      
 
    My fame stretches from the Nether through the Overworld to the End. While this is totally gangsta, it is not necessarily a good thing for living a relaxing life.  
 
      
 
    For the first year after the publication of my autobiography, I was constantly hounded by autograph seekers and villager parents wanting me to teach their children lessons in life and be their role model. I found this confusing because my autobiography makes it clear that I only did what I did because I had to save my friends. That’s the main reason I left out the part about me being the Warrior in the Balance. If that information had become widespread knowledge, it would have potentially made more people ask me for favors … for good, or for evil.  
 
      
 
    After a year, my fame began to subside and I was increasingly left alone. That was all right by me. The sales of my autobiography had brought in a decent amount of emeralds which allowed me to purchase some nice things and to establish a farm where I could live with my friends Otis the baby zombie pigman, his chicken Bob, and my trusty chicken steed, Harold. 
 
      
 
    Unfortunately, Zeb had been severely injured when Herobrine exposed him to sunlight during the final battle which I chronicled in volume 9 of my original autobiography. As a result of his severe injuries, Zeb cannot live with us. Instead, he resides in a retirement home for zombies located about one hour’s walk from my current home.  My home and farm, by the way, is located on the outskirts of the village where we defeated Shadow, the wither skeleton minion of Herobrine. 
 
      
 
    And so, with all that as background, I have decided to write this new story in my life for your edification. I didn’t think I would ever write another autobiographical work given that it took me months to write my first story in 9 volumes, but I thought this new story would be of some interest.


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
    The story I want to tell you begins like this:  I was outside attending to my wheat crop, which I grew for Harold and Bob, and to supplement the diets of the cows I raised for my own food. Otis was tending to the carrot crop, which we fed to the cows as well. Occasionally, I would eat a carrot, because I think they taste good, but the crunchiness of fresh vegetables was painful to my loose, stained and rotten teeth. 
 
      
 
    As I stood admiring the tall rows of wheat, the wind gently blowing through the seed heads which would soon be ready for harvest, a villager whom I had never seen before, approached me. 
 
      
 
    [image: villager.png] 
 
      
 
    Great, I thought, rolling my eyes, he looks like a groupie. It was the desperate expression on his face that brought this to my mind. 
 
      
 
    “Baby Zeke? Are you Baby Zeke?” asked the villager, hopeful desperation evident in his voice. 
 
      
 
    He was just like most farmer villagers, with a brown robe, brown pants, and gray shoes. However, there was something a little different about him. His hair was cut in a manner that made it very spiky, and he was starting to grow a beard, which was extremely uncommon among villagers. There were a couple of stains on his robe, near the cuffs of his sleeves, like he had been eating mushroom soup and carelessly allowed the sleeves to fall into the bowl. 
 
      
 
    In response to his question, I sighed and said, “Yes, that’s me. What can I do for you?” 
 
      
 
    The villager grinned and rubbed his hands together with relief. “I need you to help me. I need you to find something of mine which has gone missing.” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “My days of adventuring are over. I just want to be a farmer. Can’t you find somebody else?” 
 
      
 
    At that moment, Otis, noticing a stranger had approached, came over and said, “What’s this all about?” 
 
      
 
    The villager jumped in before I could respond. “I need Baby Zeke to find something for me. But he says he doesn’t want to.” 
 
      
 
    “What is it you want us to find?” asked Otis. 
 
      
 
    Us? 
 
      
 
    “My pet llama has been stolen,” said the villager, a look of angst, desperation, and catastrophe crossing his face as tears starting to form in his eyes. 
 
      
 
    I tossed my hoe to the ground in anger and said, “I’m not a pet detective!” 
 
      
 
    Otis agreed with me and spat on the ground. “Yeah, you come over here asking us to find a llama? Why don’t you just buy a new one?” 
 
      
 
    The villager got down on his knees and clasped his hands together and implored us, as though he were praying to Notch. “Please! Please help me find my llama. It’s very special to me.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t tell me ... you’ve had it since you were a little boy, right?” Otis said, thick sarcasm dripping like apple pie filling from his voice. 
 
      
 
    The villager nodded his head and without any words coming out of his mouth began to cry and moan. 
 
      
 
    I was starting to feel sorry for him. Maybe I should hear him out? 
 
      
 
    “Look, buddy, what’s so special about this llama that you would want me to go find it?” I asked. “Llamas are pretty common and, well, kind of dumb and smelly.” 
 
      
 
    The villager took a moment to regain his composure and stop crying before he said plainly and matter-of-factly, so there could be no mistake about the words coming from his mouth, “I can make diamonds with her hair.” 
 
      
 
    At this point, I did not know whether to believe him or if he was insane. I could tell Otis was having the same struggle inside his mind. 
 
      
 
    “Are you kidding me? You make diamonds from llama hair?!?” asked Otis. 
 
      
 
    The villager nodded his head. “Yes. I don’t want to give away the secret, but it’s pretty easy. You just need my llama’s enchanted hair and a few common ingredients and a furnace.” 
 
      
 
    “So, is there a reward if we find this magical llama for you?” asked Otis, greed filling his eyes and his half-rotten, half-pig heart as though he were a villager rather than a baby zombie pigman. 
 
      
 
    The villager blinked his eyes a few times and said, “I hadn’t really thought about that … hurrr ... but okay. If you find my llama, I promise to shave it and turn all the shaved hair into diamonds and then give them to you.” 
 
      
 
    Otis squinted his eyes and asked, “About how many diamonds are we talking about?” 
 
      
 
    The villager shrugged. “I don’t know, depending on how long the hair is, I can get anywhere from 100 to 200 diamonds from a single shave.” 
 
      
 
    That’s a lot of diamonds, I thought to myself. But, I have enough money. We have a farm. I’ve had plenty of adventure to last a lifetime. I didn’t need this. 
 
      
 
    Otis looked over at me, grinned and said, “What do you think, Zeke? It might be fun.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know, Otis. We had some pretty crazy times battling with Herobrine. I not sure if I want to go on an adventure to find some stolen llama, even if it can make diamonds. And, maybe it wasn’t even stolen. Maybe it just ran away.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh no, I’m sure it was stolen,” said the villager. 
 
      
 
    “How do you know that?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Because of the enchanted tombstone left behind in my llama’s corral,” said the villager. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    If you want to know what happens next, then pick up a copy of Baby Zeke: Return of the Warrior on Amazon.  Here are some popular links: 
 
    Amazon USA 
 
    Amazon UK 
 
    Amazon Australia 
 
    Amazon Canada 
 
    Amazon India 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Want to know more about Otis? 
 
    Then, be sure to read Otis: Diary of a Baby Zombie Pigman. 
 
    Book 1 of Otis’s diary can be found at all Amazon stores, including these popular links: 
 
    Amazon USA: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B01I0SEHTI  
 
    Amazon UK: https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B01I0SEHTI  
 
    Amazon Canada: https://www.amazon.ca/dp/B01I0SEHTI  
 
    Amazon India: https://www.amazon.in/dp/B01I0SEHTI  
 
    Amazon Australia: https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B01I0SEHTI  
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