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Chapter 1: The Player's
Ritual

 His blank,
emotionless eyes watched the player carefully. He had seen many
players come and go in his existence, but there was something
slightly different, something slightly special about this one.
Maybe it was in the way the player moved - so confidently, so sure
of his next move - that made him a little different from the
others.

The figure closed his eyes. It had been a
long time since he had felt like this. This mild feeling of hope,
anticipation, eagerness; it was so completely different to his
everyday attitude.

He disappeared from sight. He might come
back later, to check on this one.

 


I open my eyes to a world of green.

I strike an arm out in front of me, and the
leaves burst into fragments, before disappearing a moment later. I
push my way through the rest of the foliage, and reach the center
of the tree.

Jungle wood. Great. Jungle biomes are my
least favorite.

A quick glance at the canopy and vines above
tells me all I need to know. I'm in the middle of a jungle.

I pull back my arm, and begin to pummel the
wood of the tree. As I punch the wood, over and over, gradually the
first cracks begin to form. The cracks grow bigger, and bigger, and
finally the block splinters completely, and lands with a satisfying
click in my inventory. I pound the rest of the tree to the ground,
and collect up all the wood. I don't have much time now.

When you first start out in a new world, you
have to act fast. Admiring your surroundings comes later. A shelter
before nightfall is essential; unless you fancy spending the night
buried underground, in the dark, without a torch, listening to the
sounds of the monsters of the night moving around above you.

I shudder at the thought. Within a few
seconds, I turn the wood into planks, and set up my first crafting
table.

I pause and take a look up at the sky. It's a
beautiful day. The sun is moving across the sky quickly, and I know
I can't hang about much longer. I feel impatient - I want to start
exploring this world, but I know that the small set-up ritual that
every player has to go through is unavoidable.

I make some sticks out of the wood. I place
two sticks and three wood planks on my crafting table, then pick up
my new, wooden pickaxe. I swing it through the air, proudly. My
first big achievement of my new world!

What do I need next...? It has been a while
since I started a new world. Ah, yes. Stone. Lots of stone.

Where will I find stone in a hurry? All I can
see around me is dirt, grass, foliage, trees and vines. I really
don't like these jungle biomes.

I sigh, inwardly. I choose a random
direction, and run and jump through the undergrowth; pushing
through the leaves and punching the vines out of the way. To my
surprise, it doesn't take me long to find my next biggest
resource.

I push through a curtain of vines, and find
myself at the edge of a sparkling lake. I stop for a few moments to
admire the view. It's a beautiful sight, with the sun reflecting
off the water, and the shadows of squids moving through the depths.
I might just build my shelter here

I step onto the sand, and start digging. I
add some sand to my inventory, before digging deeper, until my
hands finally find stone. Equipping my new pickaxe, I chip away at
the stone; slowly, the cracks form, before it shatters completely.
I collect five pieces for myself, no more and no less. It's a
matter of time now.

The sky is getting darker. The sun is
starting to set, and the creatures of the night will start spawning
soon.

I think the shores of this lake will be a
lovely place for my new home. I quickly craft my first sword, and
within a matter of seconds and jungle wood planks, I've created a
small shelter for myself. I get inside, and block myself in, just
as the first stars begin to shine. It's pitch black - no torches,
no light, no time for other comforts.

I wait out the night in the dark, thinking
about my first mining expedition. Outside, the sounds of mobs seep
through the walls; the moans of zombies, the distant hiss of
creepers, and the occasional munch of a stray sheep eating a patch
of grass.

When morning comes, my mission will start. My
work so far has been methodic - but now the real adventure
begins.

After waiting a while in the dark, I take a
deep breath and pound my fists against the wood planks in front of
me. I break myself out of my shelter by making a door-sized hole
big enough for me to get through. As soon as the hole is big
enough, I hurriedly equip my sword and step into the sunrise.

The orange glow spreads across the water, and
I smile at the sight. Across the lake, I can see distant flickers
of fire, as the zombies burn away in the sunlight. Sword in hand, I
run back to my crafting table, and with the wood in my inventory, I
make myself a stack of wooden signs. Before I leave for my
adventure, I quickly craft myself a door, and put it in the hole I
made in my small shelter. Hopefully, I'll find myself some coal for
torches before the next nightfall, but in case I don't, it would be
nice to have at least a trickle of moonlight come into the shelter,
through the tiny panes in the door.

I stand at the edge of the forest, and stare
up through the thick curtain of vines at the huge tree in front of
me. A quick glance above tells me that this tree is one of the
tallest in the jungle.

I go up to the base of the tree, and catch
hold of the vines growing around it. I jump, and slowly shimmy my
way up. It's a long way to the top.

About halfway up, I pause and take a look at
the view around me. Only halfway up the vines and I can tell the
tree already provides an incredible lookout point. I can see the
whole lake - and the multitude of squid flailing about in the
waters - as well as a wide river beyond it. I see a few zombies
scattered on the outskirts of the jungle, and a few arrows and
bones lying about.

I make my way to the very top of the tree,
punching some leaves out of my path, and climb onto the highest
branch. The view is amazing.

I can see my shelter below. It looks tiny
next to the lake and jungle around it. The view over the treetops
makes the jungle look never-ending, but I know this jungle ends
somewhere; the worlds of Minecraft are massive, and random worlds
rarely have just one biome, especially a jungle biome.

I sigh, and shake my head. It doesn't matter
what biome I'm in; I've got work to do.

I jump up to the highest point of the tree,
and pull out a wooden sign from my inventory. I place it on the
block of leaves in front of me, and without a second thought, write
my message.

I step back to behold my work, and nearly
fall out of the tree. Silly Ben, I hiss at myself. Don't want to
fall from here. That wouldn't end well.

I give a satisfying nod at the sign and its
message, before grabbing hold of the vines and making my way back
to the jungle floor. I've put in a lot of research into what words
I should use for my signs, and in the end, I believe there is only
one string of code that can possibly work.

/herobrine.


Chapter 2: A New
Face

 I'm halfway
down the vines of my lookout tree, when I catch a flurry of
movement out of the corner of my eye. Holding on to the vine, I
carefully look out over the area. There seems to be a scurry of
activity on the other side of the lake - it looks like a gang of
mobs fighting another mob.

Weird. Mobs rarely attack other mobs. It's
still morning, so a few monsters still linger about from last
night. But from what I can see, this appears to be a little
different...

I get a better view as the mobs draw closer
to my shelter. It can't be a battle between mobs - one of the mobs
is moving too fast. Is it a glitch?

My heart starts to race as the mob leaps into
the lake and starts to swim straight towards my shelter. I shakily
equip my sword as my eyes are drawn to one very important
detail.

The mob has a player nametag hovering above
it.

I hurriedly descend the rest of the tree, and
I run towards the scene as soon as my feet hit the ground. I can't
believe what I'm seeing. Is it a player? Or a stray NPC? This is an
older Minecraft update I'm playing - glitches are bound to
happen.

But still... glitches like this?

I sprint past my shelter to the edge of the
lake, sword in hand, just as the figure reaches the edge of the
shore. I grip my sword tightly, prepared for the worst, but to my
surprise the figure darts straight past me and completely ignores
me - making a beeline straight for my small shelter. They open the
door, run inside, and close the door behind them.

My mouth hangs open in my confusion. I
suddenly remember the group of other mobs following the figure, and
I turn back to the lake just in time to see three zombies jump onto
the shore. The zombies, now seeing me as the easier prey, start to
move in my direction, their arms outstretched and groaning at the
sight of me and my sword. In a few swift movements, they fall to
the ground. I step over their remains and add them to my
inventory.

I slowly turn to my shelter. The closed door
stares back at me. A nametag glows through the wall. After a few
moments, I take a deep breath, and speak my first words.

"OK. You can come out now," I say, out loud.
To whom, I don't know.

A few seconds pass, and my heart races as the
door opens, and the figure steps outside. The name tag read
"Tesseract97". Tesseract97 had long, dark hair, dark eyes, and dark
clothes. I assume the player is a girl, but anything is
possible.

Tesseract97 stays silent, and continues to
stare at me.

I'm starting to feel more and more
uncomfortable by the second. Even though this is a virtual world, I
feel awkward under the figure's gaze.

Once again, it's up to me to break the
silence.

"Hi. Um, how did you get in here?" I tilt my
head to one side. Tesseract97 stays still and doesn't respond.

I shoot a glance above their head. The
transparent name tag that accompanied all players doesn't look
strange in any way.

"Are you a glitch? An NPC? A mod?" I ask. The
figure still doesn't reply.

I sigh, wearily. The day is getting on, and
it will be dark soon. I have no idea what this thing is. Maybe I
should Google it, and search the forums.

I walk up to the figure and stop when our
faces almost touch. I jump in the air. They don't move.

"Well..." I thought out loud, for no
particular reason. "You don't look like an NPC. Not that NPCs have
ever been all that common in Minecraft. You're a bit too still to
be an NPC. And why is an NPC in the middle of the jungle...?"

Still nothing.

A multitude of possibilities swirl around my
head, and suddenly one seems to click.

"Oh!" I finally understand. "Are you AFK? Or
do you know how to talk? Can you talk? All you have to do is press
the’t’ key on your keyboard."

"Of course I can talk."

My heart jumps and I step backwards
hurriedly. Their reaction was so unexpected.

"Oh. Sorry." I mumble. I'm becoming more and
more baffled by the second.

Who is this?!

All I wanted was a calm session of mining and
building, and now this very mysterious situation has come up in my
world; and I'm not too sure what I should do about it. Should I
message customer support? But then again, I am purposely playing an
older version, so they probably won't want to answer my
questions.

"Oh!" I step towards the figure again. "Can
you speak English?" If this was a real player, maybe they need to
consult an online translator before they can reply to me.

"Yes," came their immediate reply.

"... Ah. OK." This is very awkward. This is
why I never venture onto multiplayer servers - my people skills
left much to be desired. I was not looking forward to spending the
night with this mysterious mod.

We're silent again for a few more seconds,
and I take the time to arrange the questions at hand.

"So... Are you a Player?"

"Yes."

"Okay. Are you a hacker?"

"No!" Tesseract97 steps forward,
indignantly.

"Okay. Well, that is strange, because I'm
pretty sure I'm on single player mode right now."

Without a word, the stranger turns around and
goes back inside my shelter, shutting the door behind them.

I stare at the closed door, blankly.

"... Rude," I mutter, before equipping my
pickaxe and bounding away into the jungle.

I'm not the kind of person to give up on a
world if it doesn't particularly suit me. I enjoy the challenges
and fun that comes with each unique new world. If this player is to
be another challenge, then I will deal with that challenge.


Chapter 3: Zombies and
Iron Swords

Of course she's a hacker. She has to be. I mean, how
else could a random player be able to enter another player's single
player world?

I stop jumping over the treetops and take a
break. I try to collect my thoughts together. Nothing is going to
be solved by me ignoring the problem. I have to confront it.

Through a gap in the trees, I notice a small
ravine. I leap over the ground foliage and to my delight, I find
some exposed iron ore. There's a considerable amount too. I hack
away at it happily, then construct a furnace to smelt my
findings.

When I get back to my shelter, Tesseract97 is
standing beside the lake, fishing. I hide behind the shelter,
watching her. What is this strange glitch? Most glitches can be
solved by logging out then logging back in.

Without a word, I disconnect myself from the
game. A few seconds later, I log back in.

The girl is still there. I feel a bit foolish
when the notification comes up on screen, saying that I'd logged
out and in.

I walk out from behind the shelter, and stand
beside the player. She reels in her fishing line, and a pair of
leather boots comes flying out of the water, and land in her
inventory. She drops her fishing rod, and puts the boots on
instantly.

"Nice catch," I comment.

"Thanks." She replies.

Alright, our conversation has started. So
far, so good. Of course, now I don't have a clue what to say.

I don't worry for long, because the player
speaks next.

"What version of Minecraft is this?"

"Um..." The question throws me off a bit.
"Version 1.7.10? Vanilla Minecraft, as far as I know. No mods."

"Okay." She casts her fishing rod back into
the water again.

I'm not going to let the conversation die now
that it had got going. "Why were you running from those
zombies?"

She turns her head to look at me, as if I'm
stupid, then turns back to the water. "I'm not used to them."

"Ah." Odd. "How long have you been playing
Minecraft?"

"Every day, for the past five years."

I exhale sharply. "Wow."

She continues. "I've created many worlds in
the past. But for the first time in a long time, I wanted to create
a new one. And I ended up here."

"... Yeah?" I wait for her to continue as she
suddenly reels in a fish, but she doesn't answer.

I figure I've done enough of asking
questions. I go into my inventory, and pick out my new iron sword.
I throw it at the girl's feet.

She looks at it, before putting her fishing
rod away, and picking the sword up. She swings it about
happily.

"Consider it a welcoming gift." I say. I'd
guessed that the girl couldn't fend for herself very well, so an
iron sword should help her out considerably.

"... What should I call you...?" she asks,
suddenly. Her eyes travel up to my name tag. "...
Ben-in-his-den?"

I silently curse at the name that I thought
was so cool when I was eleven years old. "Ben is fine," I answer.
"What about you?"

"Tess suits me fine." She replies. "Thanks
for the sword, Ben."

"No problem." I want to ask so many
questions, but I think it's best to leave things for now. "Hey, I
know! I could try changing this world to Peaceful mode!"

I bring up the settings and options in front
of me. I stare at my screen for a good minute.

"Huh. Weird." I say, closing down the options
panel.

"What?" Tess asks.

"It's really hard to explain, but... Most of
the options aren't there. I can't change the world to Peaceful,
sorry."

"Strange. No worries." She puts her fishing
rod into her inventory and turns to me. "Well, I'm going to go
mining now. Will talk to you later."

"Yeah, sure." I watch as she bounds away
through the trees.

She seems strange. Not as strange as the
situation we're in, though.

As the sun sets, I put the finishing touches
on my new shelter. I'm quite proud of it, actually. It doesn't look
too bad, considering the short amount of time I had to finish it. I
even managed to put in windows, a furnace, and a crafting
table.

I'm just finishing putting up a few fire
torches on the outside walls, when Tess comes charging past.
Without a word, she sprints up to the shelter, opens the door, and
runs inside.

There are no zombies, creepers or spiders
following her. I sigh, and watch the sun set over the lake.
Tesseract97 is either paranoid, afraid of the dark, or simply very
weird.

I'm still considering contacting Minecraft
support, but I think I'll go easy for now.

I follow Tess into the shelter, and close the
door behind me. I turn around, and see Tess standing on the
crafting table - and planting dandelions over every block of the
grass floor.

"Hey. What are you doing? This is a base and
shelter, not a garden."

"Hurrrrrrrr." The moans of a nearby zombie
echo through the walls. Immediately, Tess equips her iron
sword.

"Hey. It's just a zombie. They're practically
harmless." I say. Tess doesn't look convinced.

"Chill out," I reassure her. "What's the
worse a zombie can do to you that you can't do to it? It's pretty
safe here."

As if on cue, the loud sound of splintering
wood bursts into the shelter. I spin around, and see two green arms
punched through the door.

"Well. Sometimes they break your door down,"
I continue, equipping my own iron sword. "But asides from that,
there are much bigger things to worry about out there."

With a final moan, the zombie breaks down the
door. Tess scurries into the furthest corner of the room, her sword
at her side, crouching on top of the crafting table.

With a few swipes of my sword, I beat the
zombie backwards into the night. Moments later, it disintegrates
into thin air, and a pile of rotten flesh lands at my feet.

"Fancy some rotten flesh?" I throw the pieces
at Tess, who is still huddled in the corner, by the fireplace. She
doesn't move down from her position, and still holds on tightly to
her sword.

I sigh, and put the door back in place. It's
going to be a long night.

I punch a dandelion out of the way, and place
a torch in the middle of the floor. "Alright then, Tess." I begin.
"We have a lot to talk about."


Chapter 4:
Tesseract97

 "Alright,
there's no use in keeping up the small talk," I begin. "This isn't
exactly normal. Two players on single player. Are you sure you're
not a hacker?"

Tess jumps down from the crafting table.
"Yes! I'm not a hacker! I know you probably don't believe me, but
I'm telling the truth. I stopped playing multiplayer for the first
time in a long time, I started on a new random world in single
player, and here you are!"

"... Okay then. Ahh," I stop her. "But why
are you on version 1.7.10? And not the most recent update?" I smile
to myself, smugly.

She looks about as sheepish as a virtual
figure can be. "The server I was on before required our profiles to
be below the latest update. That's all I can say."

I sigh, inwardly. The girl seems genuine
enough. Not that you can tell what a person is really like over a
virtual world and screen.

"Okay." I say. "I'll believe you for now.
Should we report the crash to customer support?"

"Maybe," she replies. She then turns her back
to me, and starts working at the crafting table. She pauses, before
asking me a question. "So, what are your plans for this world?"

Awkward. "I have a couple of geeky ideas.
What about you?"

"Hey, I want to hear them!" She picks up her
newly-crafted spade, proudly. "Come on, tell me."

"Um." I wasn't planning on telling anyone
about the silly mission that I've set for myself. I have to change
the subject. "Maybe later. So, what made you go on single player
after playing multiplayer for so long?"

"Well..." She is silent for a few moments.
"It's a long story. And I wasn't really planning on telling
anyone..."

"I'm all ears." I'm also kind of hoping it
isn't too long a story. I know that when girls usually say that
they weren't planning on telling someone their secrets, it usually
means that they're about to open up and rant away.

She seems uncertain. "It's a secret."

"I'm sure I'll be able to keep it."

"Okay then..." She steps a little closer,
before launching into her story. "Well, you already know I was on a
server for a very, very long time. I suppose I should start at the
very beginning.

"I was looking over the online forums, and I
saw a post offering spaces on a new server. This wasn't just any
server - it was a server only for the very elite of players. Spaces
were limited. You had to audition to be on it. Only privileged
players could be a part of this kingdom, and I desperately wanted
to be a part of it. The server was run by a player called X."

"X?" I interrupt. "That's hilarious."

"Let me continue," she answers. I can't tell
for sure, but her tone seems serious.

"Player X wanted to create a kingdom of elite
crafters - with him as leader. It was a grand group of players. I
was appointed as one of the main brains of the project, a leading
designer and creator. At first, it was a great opportunity. But,
over time, Player X became too controlling. He would go crazy over
any missing detail. One block out of place, and he'd go mad.

"Over the years, I was losing more and more
freedom to create what I wanted. I couldn't be myself any more. So,
without any warning, I just left. I respawned here. I want to start
again - rediscover my love of crafting - and start a new
world."

Silence. I don't know how to respond. It was
a lot to take in.

"Ah..." I break the silence. "Well. That is
quite the story, and maybe you were right in doing what you had to
do, but... Don't you think you should have told this Player X you
were leaving? I mean he's probably raging that you went AWOL."

She tilts her head and thinks about it for a
moment. "He might try," she finally answers. "But I'm sure he'll
get over it eventually. He'll replace me. He would ban any of the
players who broke the rules. We lost some talented crafters. But
you know. It was just a long time to spend on a server - you create
bonds, you grow attached to your world. It's kind of hard to leave
behind."

"Oh." I wasn't expecting her to come out with
any of this. I'm really unsure how to reply. "I'm sorry you had to
leave all that behind."

"Thanks. Well, never mind." She walks over to
a window, and looks outside. "Enough about me, though. What do you
have planned for this world?"

"Well, maybe a few things. But overall, I
want to create a world that I would never give up on. It's silly
really, but have you ever started a new world, and then deleted it
ten minutes later, because it just wasn't right for you?"

"Um, I think I know what you mean." Tess
says.

"Okay. Well, that's what I want to do with
this world. I've mentally committed to it now."

"I think that's cool." Tess wanders over to
the furnace, and starts to smelt some cobblestone.

I'm suddenly struck with an idea. "Hey, you
know what? We should make a pact."

"A pact? Like a treaty or a promise?"

"Yes. To never give up on this world."

Tess puts more wood on the fire. "Okay
then... If you're sure? Even though this world seems pretty
glitchy, with two of us being here?"

"Yeah, I'm sure. Well, jungle biomes were
never my thing, but I can feel myself getting used to it." I stand
up, and replant the dandelion I'd picked up earlier. "And I think
it's nice to craft with another person, sometimes."

"Yes, that's true. Cool."

We share a comfortable silence for a few
seconds, then Tess speaks again. "But hey, you mentioned you had
some ideas for this world. What are they?"

"Ah. Well. It's a pretty stupid idea
really."

"Oh, please. It can't be any more pitiful
than my story!"

"Okay then..." I take a deep breath. "Really
though. It's ridiculous."

"Come out with it already!"

"I..." I take a deep breath. "... I am
searching for Herobrine."

 



Chapter 5: You're Not
Alone

 "So...
Herobrine?" Tess says, as we make our way to the top of the hill.
"Why Herobrine?"

"Ah..." I pick up poppies as we go. Now that
I have to think about it, I'm not quite sure as to why exactly.
"Well, I guess I've always been interested in Herobrine. I mean,
he's so mysterious.

Hundreds of players claim they have seen him,
but really, no-one knows what he's like at all. I want to see him
for myself. I want to know who he is." I laugh at myself. "I'm
sorry. I must sound really weird."

"Hey, no weirder than me and my sad little
story!" Tess places a dirt block and jumps on it, to help her climb
the hill.

I had reached the top of the hill. I was
about to reply, but the sight takes my breath away. Tess hops up
beside me.

"Oh. My. DAYS!" I exclaim, and I feel the
excitement run through me. "This cave is PERFECT!"

Down the other side of the hill is a large
cavern, concealed by the hills surrounding it. From my high vantage
point, I can see the exposed coal embedded in the cavern's ceiling;
along with a streak of iron, and the shiny yellow sparkle of
gold.

I start running down the hill, and narrowly
avoid falling into a lava pit.

"Hey! Look what I can see!" Tess calls out,
and I come to a halt. "Minecart tracks!"

"An abandoned mine!" I start sprinting to the
cave entrance, and stick my first torch into the wall.

Inside is very dark, with no hint of light
from a lava pool, or mist from a waterfall. A startled bat flies at
my face, before darting back inside the darkness.

I proudly place a sign at the entrance of the
cave, identical to the one I'd placed on the treetop back at the
shelter.

"Is that some kind of secret code?" Tess
asks. She sets up a crafting table besides the sign.

"I believe this message communicates directly
into the depths of coding within Minecraft," I explain. "I'm trying
to draw out Herobrine. Maybe even summon him."

Sword in hand, I sneak further into the cave.
Tess places torches on the walls behind us, but the cave's ceiling
is so high that their light doesn't penetrate the darkness
above.

"Caves give me the creeps," Tess mutters.
"And why are you sneaking?"

I pause, and straighten up again. "I don't
know. Hey Tess, look!" I'm about to point out the shining light
blue ore a few meters above us, when a loud screeching sound echoes
around us. It sounds like the atoms within the air have been pulled
apart.

A tall, dark figure has materialized in front
of me. It has long, stick-like arms and legs, and glowing violet
eyes. I remember a second too late to look away.

"Oh. Hey Tess, look, an Enderman," I say, but
Tess has already turned on her heel and is sprinting to the
entrance of the cave.

"Some loyal team mate," I mutter to myself,
before gripping my sword tightly, and doing battle with the
Enderman.

 


Endermen are always very difficult to fight,
because of their ability to teleport behind you and catch you off
guard. Despite their creepy appearance, they are fairly harmless -
so long as you don't make eye contact with them. Endermen hate
being looked at.

After winning the battle, I meet Tess at the
cave entrance. She looks a little guilty.

"You know, it is okay to defend yourself," I
tell her. "I mean, as long as you're careful not to hit me with
your sword when we come up against our next opponent."

"Yeah. I know. Sorry."

"Okay. Shall we try again?"

I lead Tess to the streak of diamonds. "All
yours," I say.

"Really?!" She says, happily.

"Well, generosity is appreciated, but yeah,
all yours." I jump down from the ledge, and further my exploration
of the cave.

An uneasy feeling creeps over me, and I turn
back to look at Tess.

"Whoa! No, no, no. Stop!"

Tess turns to me, just as the diamonds she is
mining turn into a crumbly mess. I hop back up on the ledge beside
her.

"Why are you mining diamonds with a stone
pickaxe?" I hand her my iron pickaxe. "Don't you know you should
mine diamonds with an iron pickaxe?"

She looks at the diamond ore, sadly. "Oh,
yeah. Sorry."

"No, I'm sorry, I just... thought you
would've known this already."

"I do." She nods. "I'm just a little out of
practice. You know, usually having all my materials provided for me
already."

"But, weren't you on a survival server?"

She turns to her diamonds and hacks away at
them with the iron pickaxe. "Yes, we were all in survival mode.
But, X had a system in order. Miners would gather materials for the
crafters, crafters would craft items and arrange all the materials,
and the architects and creators would pick up the finished
items."

"Wow. That sounds very..." I catch the iron
pickaxe, as she hands it back to me. "... organized, but...
controlling?"

"Yeah, I guess it was. Anyway." Tess points
at the cave. "We've got some exploring to do, and a Herobrine to
find."

I grin, and jump off the ledge. Tess collects
up the diamonds, and we head further into the depths of the cave,
leaving torches as we go.

The minecart tracks had ended long ago, but
the tunnels and old wooden rafters are still scattered here and
there.

Up ahead, I can see a small glow at the end
of the tunnel. We slow down as we get closer. The glow is concealed
by a thick wall of spider web. Tess looks uneasy at the sight, and
falls back a little.

"Don't worry, Tess. I got this." I equip my
sword and begin chopping away at the cobweb. Spider spawners are
easy to handle. But as I get closer to the light at the center, a
strange feeling comes over me.

This isn't a spider spawner.

I cut down the remaining web, and add the
fallen string to my inventory.

Right in front of us is a wooden sign,
surrounded by four burning torches.

"Du är inte ensam." Tess reads the sign.
"What does that mean? Is it Latin?"

 


"I... I think it's Swedish." My heart starts
to race. "Hold on a second. Let me translate it online."

"Okay."

I type the words into an online translator.
It detects the language as Swedish, then converts the message to
English.

"... Wow. You're not going to believe
this."

"What? Tell me!" Tess demands.

"The message is in Swedish. And you're really
going to find this scary."

"Tell me already!"

"Okay then. The message, when translated to
English, reads..." I pause a moment.

"What?"

"You're not alone."

"What?!" Tess echoes. She turns to me, then
back to the sign. "Who would write that? Was it Herobrine?
Or..."

"Or who?!"

Her dark virtual eyes stare straight at me.
"Or... I know it sounds crazy, but... It might be Player X. This is
exactly the kind of thing he'd do."

"What?" I laugh. "I highly doubt that," I
begin, then I remember that anything seems possible in this
world.

"Have you tried checking to see how many
players are online?" Tess asks.

"Um.. How do I do that?" I have no experience
with multiplayer mode. A sudden, loud noise from behind me briefly
startles me, and I cut down the zombie in three strikes.

"Press Tab, on your keyboard." Tess says.

I press the key, and sure enough I see the
icons of two players at the top of my screen.

"It just shows you and me. Tesseract97 and
Ben-in-his-den."

"Same here. Man, this is very strange."

"Yeah. This place is giving me the creeps. I
think we should get out of here," I say, taking one last look at
the sign before heading back to the cave entrance.


Chapter 6: He Knows Where
You Are

 I sneak up
behind my target, slowly.

I'm within the depths of the jungle foliage.
I hold on to my tool, knowing that I'll only have one shot at this.
The leaves around me are hard to push through, and my target
definitely owns the advantage.

However, I also have an advantage: my target
is exceptionally stupid.

My chance is soon upon me, as the target
falls into a dip between two trees. I jump up from my hiding place,
and pounce.

I land on a block of leaves just behind it.
My target turns around, startled, and in one brief moment, I've
sheared the woolly coat from its body.

The naked sheep stares at me in surprise,
before bleating and jumping away through the undergrowth. I add the
wool to my inventory, and head back to base.

Once inside the small shelter, I craft two
beds and set them up on opposite sides of the room. I haven't seen
Tess for days, but I figure that if she does come back, she might
like to sleep through the nights, instead of staying awake and
alert all the time. Right now, my username is the only name that
comes up on the list of online players, and I'm not about to call
out to Tess, just in case she is online and thinks I'm a loner.

I jump into my freshly-made bed, and wait for
the world to go dark around me.

The next morning, something doesn't seem
right. It appears to be day time out the front door, but it's still
a little dark around the windows. Outside, I can hear strange
noises. It sounds like a tip-tap sound.

I equip my sword, preparing for the worst,
and tentatively open the door. I take a small step outside. I
glance about quickly - nothing wrong here.

I sprint out a few meters towards the lake,
then turn around to survey the shelter. My mouth falls open in
shock.

Behind my shelter is a fortress. Tess is
putting the finishing touches on the roof, and the tip-tap sound I
could hear is the sound of her placing the wood blocks. I can't see
an end to the stone wall in front of me.

Tess stops what she's doing and looks down at
me. "Hello," she says, casually.

"... Hello," I reply.

"Sorry I haven't been around for so long. I
had a lot of mining to do." She places a ladder down the side of
the wall, and shimmies down it carefully.

"I can see that..." I'm in awe of this
structure. "Wow."

"I hope you like it. I figured we could do
with a bigger home base." Tess comes to stand beside me, and she
looks over her work appreciatively.

"It's fantastic. I can't believe you
constructed this in such a short period of time."

"Well, I've had a lot of practice. Anyway, I
need your help! I've run out of materials, we need to go
mining."

"Sounds good." I rummage inside my inventory
and hand Tess a new pickaxe.

She picks it up and looks it over. "It's a
diamond pickaxe," she says, swinging it through the air. "You only
received a few diamonds from the last mining expedition. Thank
you."

"Don't mention it," I say, withdrawing my own
diamond sword. It sparkles in the sunlight. "With your pickaxe, try
to save it for mining obsidian only. Only diamond can crack
it."

"Got it," Tess says, storing her new tool
away into her inventory. "Right. I'm ready. Shall we go?"

The cave hasn't changed at all since our last
experience here. My heart races at the thought of finding
Herobrine. Soon, I'm going to start a proper mission to hunt him
down.

Tess and I stand in the entrance of the cave.
I can see the flickering lights of far-off torches in the distance,
but apart from their specks of light, the cavern is full of
darkness.

"I think we should do some tunneling
downwards," I say. I place a torch against the stone wall, and
start to hack away at the stone before me. Slowly but surely, I
tunnel my way downwards.

We gradually go lower and lower underground.
Tess places torches along the way, and collects the falling
cobblestone. I'm not sure how many levels underground we're at now,
but we definitely haven't encountered any bedrock yet.

I chip away at a particularly stubborn piece
of stone, then jump backwards as it explodes into dust, and a scaly
gray creature leaps out at me.

"SILVERFISH!" I warn Tess, before leaping
back up the tunnel, the creature snapping at my ankles. Tess
reaches the start of the tunnel before I do. As soon as I've
reached the top step, I grab my diamond sword and get ready to
defend myself, but the creature has disappeared into the rock.

"Well, that's messed up that tunnel," I look
back down our tunnel, sadly.

"What was that?!" Tess hesitates a few steps
behind.

"You don't know?" I start, then remember that
Tess has little knowledge about mobs and certain aspects of
Minecraft. "That was a Silverfish. They live in swarms underground,
and live in the rock. They're like large, silver, burrowing
insects. If you don't kill one with one blow from a sword, the
whole pack will attack you"

"That's scary..." Tess glances at the tunnel,
uncertainly.

"I'm determined to finish this tunnel," I
say. "Here. Wear this."

I hand Tess an iron helmet, and she
immediately puts it on.

"They will all come out at once. Be
prepared."

"Okay." She grabs her iron sword.

We dive back down the tunnel. As soon as we
reach the bottom, I take hold of my pickaxe and hack away at the
stone. Sure enough, three silverfish leap out to attack me. My
sword isn't strong enough to kill them with one blow, and soon
enough, a cloud of silverfish are swarming around me and Tess. I
blindly swipe my sword in front of me, and slowly the cloud grows
smaller, as my health grows lower.

Tess is forced back up the tunnel by some
stray silverfish that attacked from the sides. I deal the last blow
to the last small creature, and it explodes, leaving behind a few
glowing experience points, which I quickly absorb.

Once the dust settles, I equip my pickaxe to
continue, but I stop and freeze.

"Uh. Tess? Did you put this here?" I turn
around but Tess is further back up the tunnel, dealing with one
last silverfish.

I slowly turn back to the wooden sign. This
sign must have been buried here by someone else - it's impossible
that Tess could have fought off the silverfish, and hurriedly
placed a sign here; or that she could have predicted this exact
point and location that we would be channeling a tunnel through the
rock.

The last silverfish disintegrates into a
cloud of dust, and Tess jumps back down to join me. She stares at
the sign for a long time.

"... I am definitely sure that wasn't me."
She answers.

The sign has been placed within a
four-by-four empty block space. It's surrounded by stone and
granite. If I had dug just two spaces to the right or left, I
would've missed it.

Tess turns to me. "Are you playing a trick on
me?"

I look at her and tilt my head to one side,
skeptically. "Really? Do you really think that I could have smelted
all that stone, spawned some silverfish and created the most
elaborate hoax without you noticing from your fortress?"

"... Hmm..." She shakes her head, slowly.

"... Well..." My heart starts to race again.
I place a torch above the sign. "It's pretty creepy, whatever it
is."

I can't take my eyes off the sign. The more I
look at it, the more freaked out I feel. It's only a few words, but
they could mean anything.

"He knows where you are."

"Yes, it's creepy alright." Tess nods. "Do
you think it could have been made by a hacker? I mean, there must
be an opening in the system somehow, if we both managed to end up
in the same world."

"Maybe." There are many possibilities. "I
mean, if it's as the sign says... "He knows where you are," Then he
could be watching us right now." I quickly check the list of online
players, and realize that if it really is a hacker, they would
naturally conceal their identity.

"If it is a hacker, then we shouldn't really
worry about it," Tess says. "He's only having a bit of fun. Of
course, if his intentions become more griefer-like, then I guess it
would be something to be very worried about..."

"Yeah. Well, I'm not abandoning this tunnel -
not after all the hassle we've been through," I say. "Let’s dig
around the sign. There shouldn't be any more silverfish."


Chapter 7:
Steve

 It's 11:59pm
IRL. Tess usually logs off at 9pm, and I often log off not long
after. Tonight though, I've got a job to do, and I don't want Tess
to watch me.

I sneak away from my shelter and into the
virtual dusk. The moon is climbing higher into the sky, and the
monsters are starting to spawn. I creep across the plain outside
the jungle, and over the hill towards the cave. A skeleton aims its
bow at me, but doesn't shoot.

The cave is lit up from the torches we placed
earlier. I equip my sword, and head inside the entrance.

I keep going until I reach the back of the
cave, where Tess and I found our first message on a wooden sign.
It's still there, and it's still just as mysterious.

"Du är inte ensam," I repeat to myself.

I place a cluster of wooden signs all around
it, each one with the same message, "/herobrine."

I've been stalking the forums for a while,
reading up on people's experiences with Herobrine, and different
codes and numbers they've used to try and summon him into their
world. It became clear to me that you don't need a long string of
binary code, or a cluster of letters and numbers, to draw out
Herobrine. You need something much simpler.

I believe that Herobrine is in this world. I
just know it. I feel like I've forgotten my overall goal for this
world - finding Herobrine - and it's about time I get back on
track.

Once I've finished, I sprint back to my
shelter, placing signs as I go, and I log off for the night.

The next morning, Tess adds the last touches
to her fortress.

"I've labeled all the chests, so if you plan
on using them, please store your items in the right one," Tess
says, giving me a guided tour of the interior. The inside of the
fortress is almost as impressive as the outside.

"Got it, thanks," I say, looking around the
storage room, appreciatively. Chests line every inch of the wall.
This whole structure would've taken me weeks to build, but for
Tess, it had only taken a matter of days.

Tess leads me up some stairs, to the dining
room. There's a long table in the center of the room, with a chair
at either end. There are two cakes in the middle.

"Here's the dining and debating room," Tess
runs over to one of the chairs and sits down in it.

"This is pretty cool," I say, taking the
other chair. I glance at the stained glass windows. "Not bad at
all."

"Thanks. Hey, Ben, you know, I've been doing
research into those strange signs," Tess says. "I've been looking
all over the forums. There's something pretty worrying going
around."

"Yeah? Like what?"

"Like, stories of players, who find strange
signs, and then a few days later find their world burning from fire
and TNT. Customer support seems to ignore their cries for help.
What if it's a griefer?"

"That sounds a bit exaggerated to me," I
reply. "Sure, griefers exist, but not of that level."

"Hmm." Tess nods, then turns to me. "Hey,
Ben. I have an idea."

"Cool, let’s hear it."

"Okay." She pauses a moment. "Would you like
to create a kingdom? With me," she adds. "I mean, it's really fun,
and this world would be perfect for one."

"I don't see why not," I answer. She jumps in
her chair, excitedly. "Only on one condition!" I add. "My original
wish for this world, was that I could find Herobrine. That was the
goal that I set myself. I don't want to abandon it."

"Of course you can still look for Herobrine!
Let there be signs on every street corner. I'll help you," Tess
replies. She jumps up onto the table and walks towards me. She
hands me a glass bottle, filled with water. "Drink up, you look
dehydrated."

"Why thanks." I drink it down, then jump up
from my chair. "We're burning daylight! Let’s go out and start
scouting!"

We stand at the edge of the plains, with the
jungle behind us, and the plains in front of us.

"Hey, what will we call the kingdom?" Tess
asks. She picks up a peony in front of her.

"I've no idea," I answer. I reach into my
inventory, and pull out my map.

"Ooh, a map," Tess looks over my shoulder. My
map is mostly empty and plain - with only a few hints of color
where our base is.

I look up from my map to the plains before
me. "You know what I feel like doing?"

"No idea."

"I want to run. Without stopping. Sprint,
even. I want to see where these plains end - if they do end."

Tess looks at me and tilts her head. "Okay
then. I guess we'll just respawn in the shelter if we end up
injuring ourselves."

"Exactly," I say. I look up at the sky. The
sun is at its highest peak, and the sky is a beautiful blue.

I put my map back into my inventory and
crouch down, ready. "Ready? On your marks, get set... GO!"

We hurtle across the plains in a flat sprint.
We zoom past sunflowers and lava pits. I glance down at my map, and
watch as a thin strip of color appears on the creamy paper.

We're approaching a completely flat stretch
of ground, fast. It's covered in tall grass and flowers of all
different colors. I notice some movement ahead, and a flash of
green and blue. I equip my sword, ready to run down the random
zombie that dares to get in my way.

Tess is keeping up my pace beside me. It
suddenly occurs to me how epic it would be to ride horses across
these plains.

All of a sudden, Tess stops. I assume she's
come across a block or two that she can't jump over, so I keep
going, knowing that she'll catch up to me soon.

As I close in on the zombie, a strange
feeling creeps over me. The zombie isn't moving towards me. In
fact, it's stopped, and is looking straight at me. As I break
through a patch of tall grass, I realize it isn't a zombie at
all.

I swerve to the left to completely avoid the
mob, and stumble to a stop. Gripping my sword, I turn to the mob
before me - and the breath leaves my lungs.

"H... Hero... brine..." I whisper.

Herobrine tilts his head to one side. "Du
kraschade nästan in i mig," he says.

Tess sneaks up beside me.

"Y... yes! Yes!" I answer, even though I'm
not sure what he's said exactly.

Herobrine stares at me. Seconds pass. Then,
he equips his diamond sword.

"Whoa!" Tess jumps in front of me. "Ben!
Can't you see? This isn't Herobrine!"

"SLUTA SÄGA DET!" Herobrine swipes his sword
in front of Tess. The sword glows with a purple aura - it's
obviously enchanted. "ÄR DU EN IDIOT? GÅ BORT!"

"Whoa, calm down mate," Tess tells the
figure.

"How is it not Herobrine?" I ask, from behind
Tess. "His name isn't appearing in the message box!"

The figure is slightly tanned, with a
well-kept beard, and wears a dirty turquoise shirt and dark blue
jeans. The figure is also missing a name tag above their head.

"Look at his eyes. It's Steve."

"Steve?" I look at the figure more closely.
Sure enough, his eyes are a normal brown - and not the glowing
blank stare of Herobrine.

The figure seems to react to his name being
spoken. "Ursäkta. English," he says. He puts his sword back into
his inventory. "Steve. My name."

"Wow..." Tess steps forward. "Steve, it is an
honor to meet you."

I can't believe my eyes - I can see this is
really Steve. Steve of Minecraft fame. There is simply no Minecraft
without Steve.

Steve steps back, warily. He looks us up and
down, and then walks around us, checking us out. When he's
finished, he takes a step back again, before speaking.

"I... have not seen another player in years.
Jag känner mig konstig. You," he faces me, sharply. "How dare you
call me by that name."

His eyes seem to stare straight through me. I
swallow, nervously. I still can't believe that I'm actually looking
at Steve, face to face.

"You know, he's kind of right. Confusing
Steve for Herobrine is such a noob mistake," Tess pipes up,
unhelpfully.

Steve turns to Tess and equips his sword. "Do
not mention that name here."

Tess falls silent, and Steve withdraws his
sword. "I have been expecting you," he says. "Come with me. It is
getting dark outside. Rana will lead you back to our shelter."

"Rana? Who's Rana?" I ask, just as a cloud of
gray pixels engulfs my vision.


Chapter 8: Professional
Griefers

 I stumble
backwards and away from the cloud of pixels. It's a small cloud,
maybe the same height as Steve, but it's swirling and moving in an
unnerving manner. It reminds me of a Blaze, a creature from the
Nether.

"This is Rana. Rana, detta är Tesseract97 och
Ben-in-his-den. Please take them home," Steve says.

"What is Rana?!" I ask.

Steve looks to the sunset, sadly. "Rana is a
little girl. A long forgotten icon, deep in the history of
Minecraft. With every Minecraft update, Rana was left behind, until
she became nothing more than a glitch. However, I've never
forgotten Rana. Although Rana can't speak, she can hear."

"Oh," I say. I turn to Rana. "It's nice to
meet you Rana!"

"Han hedras för att träffa dig, Rana," Steve
translates. Rana's swirling pixels move about excitedly.

Suddenly, Steve disappears. Rana twirls
around, and heads for the forest on the other side of the plain.
Tess and I meekly follow.

When we reached Steve's shelter, it's dark,
and the sounds of zombies echo through the trees. The shelter is a
small wood cabin, lit up with torches, and a small garden outside.
Rana swirls right up to the door, and disappears through the wood.
Tess and I have to open it.

Steve is inside, standing beside the fire. We
stand behind him, waiting for him to speak to us.

"... You should not have spawned here," he
says, after a long silence.

"... Excuse me?" I ask.

"This world is not safe for any player." He
stares into the fire.

"Um, Steve?" Tess speaks up. "Did you leave
those signs in the cave?"

"Signs? I do no such thing. I am not like
him."

"Him?" I take a small step towards Steve. "Do
you mean Herobrine?"

As quick as lightning, Steve whips around and
holds his glowing sword to my face. "What did I tell you, young
man?! Even saying that forbidden name will bring you to his
attention! You know nothing of his power! The power to destroy
worlds, mercilessly!"

I hastily step backwards, but Steve follows
me. "That creature of insanity would torture a player like you in a
heartbeat! Yet you are the one who is searching for him, are you
not?" He demands.

"Um... yes?" I reply, after a moment's
hesitation.

Steve appears to be shocked. He puts his
sword into his inventory, and turns his back on me.

"... I warned you, boy. The more you seek
him, the more danger you will bring upon us all."

I start to answer back, when suddenly the
small, cozy room changes before my eyes, and the world goes
dark.

"Ben? Are you there?" Tess calls out,
immediately.

My eyes open, and I look around me. I'm
surrounded by jungle foliage, and I soon recognize where I am. Tess
is a few blocks away from me, behind some vines.

"I know where we are, Tess! This is my
original spawn point. Our shelter is just through those vines.
Quick, before the zombies sniff us out. Let’s talk inside."

We run through the curtains of vines towards
the fortress. As we get closer, a strange feeling comes over me.
Through the trees, I can vaguely see a lot of lights,
flickering.

I break through the final curtain of vines,
and I gasp in shock at the sight before me.

The stone fortress is on fire. The stone is
burning away as if it was wood. Around us, the fire is spreading
towards the jungle, and across the ground.

Tess comes to a halt beside me. She looks
around her in shocked disbelief. I can only imagine what she must
be feeling right now.

I look up at the flames consuming the
building, and my heart leaps as I notice the blocks of red and
black, barely hidden behind some ferns on the outside corner.
Without another thought, my reflexes jump into action.

I stretch out my pickaxe, and it takes a
second to destroy the block beneath Tess' feet. The block
disintegrates, and Tess falls into the hole instantly. She looks
around at me, just as I hack at the second block beneath her feet.
After making space for myself, I jump into the hole beside her, and
continue burrowing downwards.

We would be fortunate if we escaped the TNT.
I have no idea when the fire will finally reach the TNT, but I know
that the safest place to be within the next few seconds is
underground, with my feet on bedrock.

"What is happening?!" Tess yells at me. We
can hear the explosions start to echo through the ground.

"We're being griefed," I reply. I don't stop
digging beneath our feet.

"Oh no..." Tess goes still. "All our
inventory... All the items we've collected so far... They'll be
gone!"

"Don't worry about that now, Tess!" My
pickaxe shatters from being overused, and within a few seconds I've
grabbed a new one.

When we reach the bedrock, we can no longer
hear the explosions. Tess has gone quiet.

I dig at the stone around us, to give us some
space. Tess has become completely unresponsive. She appears to be
in shock; either that or she's gone AFK.

The sights above had terrified me as much as
they had terrified her; but I wasn't the one who had just lost a
castle to a griefer.

After a few moments of silence, I try to
reassure her. "Don't worry, Tess. I promise I'll find whoever has
done this. And I will pay them back."

Tess doesn't move. I sigh to myself. I reach
into my items, and throw Tess some bread I'd made earlier. It
automatically clicks into her inventory. After a few seconds, I
select my last wooden sign. I place it in front of Tess, and leave
my message.

"/herobrine.help"

Another explosion echoes above us. Tess
finally turns to look at me, then her gaze is drawn to something
over my shoulder.

"... Um, Ben. Look."

I turn around and follow her gaze. My mouth
falls open at the sight before me.

All the walls around me are covered in wooden
signs. Each sign bears the same message.

"Du är inte ensam."


Chapter 9: The Art of
Destruction

 The concealed
figure watched the players from the flames. A smile spread across
their face.

For the first time in a long time, they felt
something.

The block below disintegrated into flames.
The wooden floor of the inventory room slowly glowed as the flames
blossomed outwards, like some kind of natural beauty.

The figure climbed higher into the sky, so he
could watch the blocks below burn away into the night. He was so
used to creating and crafting, he had never properly experienced
the art of destruction.

The figure smiled once more, before ascending
higher into the night, vanishing away completely.
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