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NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR

I had a lot of fun writing this book. However, because it was about modded Minecraft, that raised some challenges, as I hadn’t played much of the Twilight Forest mod. So it gave me an excuse to do “research,” which, lucky for me, meant playing the mod … a lot. So in this case, playing the Twilight Forest mod was technically working … can it get any better than that?

In my opinion, the Twilight Forest mod is, without a doubt, one of the coolest Minecraft mods out there. There are so many incredible things in it, such as the Labyrinth and the Snow Queen and the Dark Forest Dungeon, that I couldn’t fit everything in this book. So you’ll have to watch some videos to see everything in the Twilight Forest. I recommend Direwolf20’s videos on YouTube; they are fantastic.

In case you aren’t familiar with modded Minecraft, I’ll try to explain it. “Modded” means someone has created their own modifications to Minecraft, changing the game to create something new. These mods are always free, but you never know how well they will run; making mods is not easy. You need to really know programming to create your own mods and have them work well.

Installing the mods to your computer can be challenging, and most of the times when I’ve tried it, Minecraft did not behave very well afterward. There are countless videos on YouTube to help you, but I’ve learned to just use the specialized installers like Feed-the-Beast and Curse. These make it much easier to play modded Minecraft. There are some notes at the end of this book, in the Minecraft Seeds section, to help you try these installers out.

Recently, I’ve been receiving a lot of stories from many of my readers; that is fantastic! You can see them if you go to the BLOG page on www.markcheverton.com. From that site, you can email me your story and I’ll post it on my site. Some kids have even gotten so excited about writing that they’ve self-published their own books online, which is super cool. If you go to http://markcheverton.com/published-kids/ you can see the kids like you who have already self-published their own stories online. Watch the video on that page to see how easy it is to do.

If you’re interested in writing, but need a little help, go to http://markcheverton.com/resources-for-teachers/. You’ll find writing tutorials that I’ve developed based on everything I’ve learned from writing sixteen novels. Check them out; I think they’ll help. You could even show the writing tutorials to your teacher at school, and then maybe you can use them in class … wouldn’t that be cool?

If you want to talk with me, have any questions, or just want to say hi, you can go onto the Gameknight999 Minecraft server. You can find information about the server at http://gameknight999.com/. There, you can find the new overhead map for the survival server, where you can see what people are building and can even zoom in on them like you’re viewing it from outer space. (Hey, a book about Minecraft in outer space … that’s a great idea.) Anyway, the IP address for the server is mc.gameknight999.com, and if you join, maybe you’ll bump into me, Monkeypants_271, or my son, Gameknight999. We’d love to play the game with you.

Please feel free to send me an email from my website, whether it’s about something I’ve mentioned here, or just a general question or comment. I try to answer every email, but please be careful when you type in your own email address. If you do it incorrectly, I cannot reply. I’m on Twitter (@MarkC_Author) and on Facebook (@Invasionoftheoverworld). With your parent’s permission, you can reach out to me and say hello!

Keep reading, and keep writing, and watch out for creepers.

Mark


You can only be what you believe you can be.


CHAPTER 1

WEAVER

The battle, long past, wrapped around him like an ice-cold serpent, the silent screams of the fallen jabbing at him with the venomous fangs of guilt. Tommy knew he was dreaming, but the feelings of terrible loss and sadness washed over him anyway, as if he were there again. This battle was the last one he’d fought in Minecraft, when he’d faced the terrible artificial-intelligence virus, Herobrine. They’d had their final conflict at the end of the Great Zombie Invasion, the outcome determined on the burning netherrack plains of the Nether with the Great Lava Ocean at their feet.

Right in front of him, in his dream, Carver slashed at a group of monsters with his great iron axe, cleaving through zombies and skeletons with ease. Next to him, Baker danced a graceful dance of death, her steel blade a blur as she parried the attacks of spiders and zombies and countered with deadly effect. Fighting back to back, the duo was unstoppable, each watching for threats to the other; it was magnificent to see. Those two NPCs (non-playable characters) were historical figures from Minecraft’s distant past, as were the rest of the villagers around them. In fact, the entire scene was from hundreds of years ago in Minecraft time, even though Tommy had just lived it three days earlier. A glitch caused by a lightning strike had caused his father’s invention, the Digitizer, to inadvertently send Tommy back in time to the Awakening, when Herobrine had first entered the worlds of Minecraft and brought all the creatures within the game, villagers and monsters alike, to life.

Now, that adventure was over and he was safely back home … but it didn’t feel so safe. That final battle had replayed itself in his dreams every night, the scenes the same, the outcome always the same, and every time he watched the battle, Tommy felt as if something critical had transpired, but he’d missed it at the time. Every night, he searched for that thing, even though he didn’t know what he was looking for. But this time, Tommy imagined himself soaring across the battlefield like an ethereal spirit. Since it was a dream, whatever he imagined, happened. As he flew across the conflict, Tommy was able to look at different aspects of the battle, rather than staying tethered to his body as it moved through the historic struggle.

He turned and watched as his digital self, Gameknight999, battled with Herobrine in a PVP contest that would decide the future of Minecraft. Herobrine attacked and Gameknight parried, his two swords meeting the unpredictable teleportation powers that the evil virus possessed. And then, suddenly, Gameknight999, the User-that-is-not-a-user, was on his back, Herobrine standing over him, the final blow in motion, when a shining iron sword flew through the air and smashed into Herobrine, forcing his retreat.

Something important was here … but what was it?

Now, howls filled his dream as a wave of wolves descended upon the monsters, their white fur standing out in stark contrast to the rusty red landscape. Tommy watched as the monsters were routed, the wolves adding the extra bit of strength that was needed to tip the battle in their favor.

As the fight progressed, Tommy floated through the battlefield. He saw Weaver fighting with some skeletons, slashing at their pale white bones with the expertise of a seasoned warrior, his skill far beyond his young age.

A pang of guilt stabbed at Tommy. He didn’t get a chance to say goodbye to his friend before getting taken back into the physical world. In the last seconds, before the Digitizer had pulled him back to his own world, he’d looked for Weaver, but couldn’t find him. Was that what he was missing? Was it Weaver?

“I wonder what happened to Weaver at the end of the battle,” his subconscious mind said.

In his dream, Tommy reversed the battle, then moved it forward again. It showed Weaver using his skill with TNT, placing the red and white cubes in traps to catch the unwary monsters in their explosive embrace. He could remember seeing Weaver destroy countless monsters with his TNT during the battle. After all, Weaver was known for his experience with TNT and fireworks, and he would go on to teach his skills to many in Minecraft’s more recent history, including Tommy’s friend, Crafter.

The battle sped forward, then slowed and played at normal speed as Tommy altered the rate of the dream with his mind. He saw the monsters in retreat, the villagers charging after the horde, destroying those they could catch and chasing away those they could not. It was a complete victory, even though they didn’t catch Herobrine.

Now, the conflict paused in Tommy’s mind as he floated across the dreamy battle scene. Near the shore of the Great Lava Ocean, Tommy found Weaver standing alone, his iron sword in his hand. The light from the molten stone made his iron armor glow with an orange hue. Farther down the shoreline was another warrior, dressed in some kind of green-dyed armor. Tommy didn’t remember seeing that soldier before, but there were a lot of villagers in the NPC army, so this person could have easily gone unnoticed until now.

Turning back to the center of the netherrack plain, he watched as a blindingly white shaft of light struck the ground. The intensity of the event had momentarily blinded most of them, Gameknight included. Even now, Tommy had trouble viewing the scene, as the bright bolt of lightning, or whatever it was, obscured his view.

He turned to look for Weaver. The last time Gameknight had seen the young boy was on the shore of the lava ocean.

Oh no—what if he fell in, he thought. No, Weaver would never be that careless.

He moved through the dreamscape, heading toward the edge of the bubbling mass of lava. But as he flew across the battlefield and neared the shore, he saw a diamond portal standing next to the boiling ocean, a silvery membrane stretching across the shimmering blue rectangle of the passageway. And there, again, was that strange soldier. He was wearing some kind of green armor. It looked as if it were made from leaves somehow … that’s strange, thought Tommy. And then he saw Weaver. The stranger dragged him to his feet, a rope tied around the young boy’s body. Then, the strange soldier pulled him toward the undulating silver membrane of the portal, which was pulsing and writhing as if it were alive. The green-clad soldier smiled and pushed Weaver through the portal, then stepped through himself and was gone.

He took Weaver! Tommy’s mind screamed.

Suddenly, he sat up in bed, instantly awake. Beads of sweat dripped off his forehead and down his arms and back, yet somehow he was freezing cold at the same time.

That dream had felt so real, and for Tommy it had been … in the past. Everything that had happened in that dream had actually happened during the battle. Tommy knew it—he could feel it. He had watched himself, as Gameknight999, battling against Herobrine, and had seen all the events from the battle play out again. That wasn’t just a dream; it was an exact replay of history. And every time he’d lived out that dream and watched the battle repeat itself, there had been something that felt wrong. Now he knew what it was.

“That stranger kidnapped Weaver,” Tommy said to himself as he sat in the darkness.

Bark! his dog added from the floor. Suddenly, the animal jumped up onto his bed and licked his face. Barky the Physics Dog was just an ordinary mutt of no special talent, other than the fact that he could always tell when Tommy was worried, and right now he was terrified.

“What happened to Weaver, Barky?” Tommy said. He’d learned long ago that talking through a problem always helped him figure it out. Of course, it also got him in trouble at school sometimes. “And why would someone want to kidnap him? He was just a kid.”

He threw off the covers and stood, his feet making a slapping sound on the cold hardwood floor as he paced back and forth, thinking.

“Weaver wasn’t critical to the battle at that point,” Tommy said, glancing at Barky. The spotted dog laid his head on his front paws and listened, his shaggy tail beating rhythmically on the bed. “The battle was already won. Taking Weaver wouldn’t affect the outcome of the Great Zombie Invasion, unless …”

An icy chill moved down his spine, and Tommy stopped and shivered for an instant as waves of fear crashed down upon him.

“If that stranger takes Weaver, then he can’t teach the other villagers about TNT,” Tommy said. “And that means Crafter will never know anything about TNT or fireworks. TNT has always been our main weapon against Herobrine, and if Weaver is removed from the past, and we don’t know how to utilize TNT, then who knows how the rest of Minecraft’s history will have unfolded.”

He looked down at Barky and patted the dog nervously on the head. His tail thumped a renewed rhythm on the bed. Barky, at least, was calm.

“I know I haven’t been back into Minecraft since finishing that battle at the end of the Great Zombie Invasion, but I just assumed everything would be okay.” He sighed. “I should have checked and made sure … I’m an idiot.

“Without Weaver teaching all the villagers about TNT, then the whole war with Herobrine—and not just the battles in the distant past, but also in the recent wars with his monster kings: Erebus, Malacoda, Xa-Tul and all the others—could come out completely differently. Maybe Herobrine would have won those wars and hurt my friends, or even…” He had trouble saying the words. Tommy looked down at Barky and scratched a floppy ear. “If the villagers weren’t able to stop Herobrine, he might have escaped from the server.”

Tommy’s breathing came in short, rapid gasps as he imagined that terrible virus getting out of Minecraft and invading the whole Internet. Herobrine would destroy everything if left unchecked, and without Weaver, who knows what would happen, or had already happened, in Minecraft.

“Barky, I have to get back into Minecraft, now! I have to see what’s happened to my friends,” Tommy exclaimed. “It may not be too late to help make things right.”

Pulling on clothes, he darted out of his bedroom and to the basement with Barky the Physics Dog following close behind, his tail wagging excitedly as if this were some kind of game. But Tommy knew it was not a game; Minecraft had stopped being just a game a long time ago. Now, it was turning into a nightmare.


CHAPTER 2

INTO MINECRAFT

Tommy adjusted his office chair to the correct height, then locked the wheels so it couldn’t move while he was in the world of Minecraft. The basement was musty and damp, and it smelled of old magazines and decomposing cardboard boxes. They’d gotten a little flooded after the last rainstorm, and many of the failed inventions on the floor had been completely ruined. No great loss there; after all, they didn’t really work as planned, except for the Digitizer. It was the one thing Tommy’s father had made that actually worked. His dad had mentioned that a company had bought one of the Digitizers, but he wouldn’t say who it had been … something about an NDA, whatever that meant.

Grabbing an overstuffed pillow, Tommy positioned it on the desk so he could rest his head when the Digitizer took him into the game. The many bruises he’d received on his forehead had taught him to have something soft to catch him when the Digitizer took over his mind, or being, or whatever it did. He didn’t really understand it, and he wasn’t sure if his dad did either, but it worked, and that was all that mattered right now.

“I hope you’re all right in there, friends,” Tommy said to the screen.

An image of blocky terrain showed on the computer monitor. A tall, rocky outcropping extended out over a wide basin, a waterfall cascading from the overhang of stone and dirt and falling into a pool underneath. This was where he always spawned when he went into Minecraft, and he knew the area well.

With his right hand, he grabbed a bottle of water and drained it. He’d also learned to be well hydrated so he didn’t get too thirsty while he was in Minecraft. Setting the empty bottle aside (he’d learned not to throw it into the trash, since that was how all this started) and wiped his sweaty brow.

Tommy’s breathing was shallow and fast. He was very nervous—no, he was scared. Setting his head on the pillow, he reached out and flipped the power button on the Digitizer to the START position. Instantly, a buzzing sound began to fill the air. At first, it sounded like a group of flies zipping past his ears, then it grew louder, morphing from flies to bees. The sound grew more intense, changing from a handful of bees to an entire hive. Lights flashed on and off as the power grew. The bees turned into angry hornets as the buzzing filled the basement.

I hope my parents don’t hear, he thought. If they do, then they’ll …

Suddenly, Tommy was enveloped in bright white light. He closed his eyes, but the light was still there, as if it were coming from within him. Waves of heat and cold smashed down upon him. Beads of sweat rolled down his forehead even though he shivered from the chill. The room felt as if it were beginning to spin around him, slowly at first, then faster and faster, as if he were being sucked down a bathtub drain. And then …

… as quickly as it had started, it was over. The brilliant white light that had blazed from within was gone. He opened his eyes slowly. A cow mooed nearby, followed by the bleats of a sheep. The landscape around him had changed from piles of boxes, stacks of books, heaps of failed inventions, and old jet engine parts, to a blocky landscape of grass-covered cubes, boxy trees, and large rectangular clouds floating in a blue sky.

He was back! He was in Minecraft again!

Getting to his feet, he glanced up at the tall hill before him. At the top, there was a tall column of stone that stretched high into the air, with burning torches adorning its sides.

He smiled. In the real world, he was Tommy, but here in Minecraft, he was Gameknight999.

He moved to the pool into which the water fell from far overhead. A spray of mist floated in the air, coating his face with cool moisture. Gameknight smiled. That waterfall had saved his life the first time he’d come into Minecraft, by capturing a giant spider in its flowing embrace, so he always thought fondly of it. Glancing down into the water, Gameknight saw his own reflection staring back at him. His dark blue eyes looked back at him from a blocky head and square face, and his short-cropped brown hair seemed, as always, disheveled. The blue shirt he wore almost matched his eyes, but the green pants certainly didn’t. It was the skin he’d chosen for his Minecraft account long ago, and he would never change it now; this was what his friends in Minecraft expected.

Moving away from the water, he walked to a nearby oak tree. Gameknight quickly started to break the leaves, hoping to find an apple; it was always prudent to have food on hand in case he was injured. A sapling fell from the leaves and moved into his inventory, but no apples followed.

Gameknight sighed, disappointed, then ran to the side of the hill and punched two cubes of dirt until they shattered and fell into his inventory. The flickering light of torches spilled out of the opening; this was his hidey-hole. He moved into the tiny cave and was happy to see a chest, furnace, and crafting bench. This was the shelter he’d built when he was first pulled into Minecraft by his father’s Digitizer. It seemed so long ago. The villagers had agreed to keep the cave stocked with supplies, just for this reason. He hoped they were still doing that.

Stepping to the chest, he opened it, and then breathed a sigh of relief. Inside were his armor, weapons, and supplies. Gameknight pulled out the diamond armor and put it on, then grabbed food and torches. He reached for his enchanted sword and bow, and put both into his inventory along with a single arrow. The bow had the Infinity enchantment on it; he only needed one arrow, and the magical spell would take care of the rest.

Stepping out of his hidey-hole, he sealed the opening again with the blocks of dirt, then started to run toward a place that he’d been to a hundred times: Crafter’s village. It wasn’t clear if he’d be able to make it to the village before dark, but Gameknight wasn’t concerned. He was fully armored and heavily armed; there was nothing in Minecraft that would surprise him now.

He ran across the rolling, grass-covered hills, past groups of cows and chickens and pigs. The animals watched him with their dark eyes, their pleasant moos and clucks and oinks filling the air. Carefully watching for holes in the ground, Gameknight sprinted for as long as he could, then slowed to a walk, and then ran again when he caught his breath. He streaked across the grasslands like a shimmering diamond missile, speeding across the land with his enchanted bow in his hand, arrow notched. Ahead was a forest biome, but there seemed to be something different about it. The color of the trees seemed … wrong, somehow. Some trees were bigger than others. In fact, they seemed too tall, twice the size of a normal oak. That’s strange, he thought.

Colorful flowers dotted the forest floor like scattered dabs of paint on an artist’s canvas. It added a rich and beautiful touch to the normally mundane biome. As soon as he crossed over into the new landscape, his senses were filled with the peaceful nature of the environment. A banquet of aromas wafted into his nose, as the flowers made their presence known to more than his eyes. Gameknight stopped for a moment to take it all in; the smells, the colors, the rustling of the leaves, the buzzing of the bees … it was all so fantastic, so unusual.

“Bees?!” he said aloud.

Gameknight heard bees buzzing; he’d never heard that before. Bees didn’t exist in Minecraft, did they? Off to the right, a white beehive, just a little smaller than a single block, sat on the ground, a dark entrance in its side. Bees moved in and out of the hive, flying to the many flowers nearby, then returning home. Gameknight moved away from the hive, since he wasn’t sure if they were hostile or not.

As he moved through the forest, the User-that-is-not-a-user realized the trees were all the wrong color. Some were a dark red, some orange, some yellow … they were fall colors, not the usual deep green he’d come to expect.

“How is this possible?” Gameknight said to himself as he looked around at the forest.

Now he was getting a little scared. Something was wrong. Images of his friends, Crafter, Digger, Hunter, Stitcher, and Herder popped into his head. He had to make sure they were safe.

Sprinting again, he dashed through the forest, this time ignoring the colorful plants and focusing on the task at hand: getting to Crafter’s village. Ignoring his fatigue, he pushed his body as hard as he could. When he reached the end of the forest, Gameknight stopped for a moment to eat a loaf of bread, then continued to run across the next grassy plain, which he knew led to the village.

Ahead was a large grass-covered hill with bright red and yellow flowers dotting its surface. Gameknight999 darted up the side, knowing he’d be able to see the village from the summit. But when he reached the top of the hill, he was shocked by what he saw.

Crafter’s village was there, but it was twice the size he expected, and the fortifications were massive. Instead of a cobblestone wall that was only one block wide, the village now had a wall that was easily half a dozen blocks wide. Tall towers with multiple NPCs in each rose up over the village. Instead of the surrounding wall being built in the shape of a square, this new wall had bends and angles to it that extended outward in places, but also jutted inward toward the collection of homes it protected. The fortification created a complex shape that must have been difficult to build, and defend. It made no sense.

Just then, someone yelled from atop the watchtower; they’d seen him.

Gameknight ran toward the village. He glanced to the sun. It was nearing the horizon, getting ready to set and turn the Overworld from a place of relative safety to one where monsters ruled.

As he approached, the gate burst open and a group of villagers came out, with his friend, Crafter, at the front. He wore his normal clothing, a black smock with a gray stripe running down the center. The rest of the villagers wore iron armor and helmets, with the exception of two girls, both of whom had streaming red hair flowing down their backs, their curls bouncing with every step.

“Gameknight, you’re back,” Crafter exclaimed as he approached.

But the young NPC’s blue eyes were not as bright and hopeful as Gameknight remembered. Usually, Crafter was a fountain of hope and positive affirmation, but now, he seemed sad and tired.

Hunter moved to Gameknight’s side and punched him in the arm. “I knew you couldn’t stay away for long.”

“Well, I had to come back and check on something,” Gameknight replied.

He glanced at Stitcher, Hunter’s younger sister. She was scowling as if she was angry. With her bow out and an arrow drawn back, she scanned the terrain, looking for monsters.

“Stitcher, aren’t you gonna say hello?” the User-that-is-not-a-user asked.

“Whatever … hi,” she grumbled.

Usually she would have smiled at him and given him a big hug, her positive attitude just a notch below Crafter’s; this was strange.

“Stitcher, what’s wrong?” he asked.

She didn’t reply, just continued to scan the horizon.

“What are you doing?” Hunter whispered. “Don’t get her mad. You know how she gets when people pester her.”

It was almost as if Hunter was afraid of her sister’s temper … which wasn’t like her at all. What’s going on here?

“Crafter, I came back because I was thinking about your great uncle, Weaver,” Gameknight999 said. “When you were young, did he …”

“Great uncle Weaver? I don’t have a relative by that name,” Crafter said.

“Of course you do. He taught you about TNT and fireworks. Weaver even told you the famous saying, ‘Many problems with monsters can be solved with a little creativity and a lot of TNT.’ Don’t you remember that?”

“That’s a great saying, I guess,” Crafter said, a frown on his face. “But I’ve never heard it before.”

“And why would you use TNT on monsters?” Hunter said. “I don’t think that’s ever been done. TNT is just used for mining and that’s all.”

“Crafter, are you saying you don’t remember Weaver?” Gameknight asked. A chill settled across his body; he was afraid to hear the answer.

“I’ve met some Weavers before, but I never had a great uncle by that name,” Crafter said. “I’m sure of it.”

The User-that-is-not-a-user sighed as waves of guilt crashed down up on him.

Weaver, I failed to protect you, but I’ll get you back … if I can, he thought.

Doubts and fears circled around him like moths to a flame. If Crafter had never heard of Weaver, then that meant the kidnapping had actually happened. But why?

He glanced across the grasslands to the distant forest. The unusually tall trees that shouldn’t have existed in Minecraft stood high above the oaks and birches; their presence caused alarm bells to go off in his head.

“Something’s changed in Minecraft,” Gameknight said. “Something’s wrong.”

“As long as there are monsters to destroy, who cares what’s changed,” Stitcher growled.

Gameknight looked at his friend in shock. A thirst for violence wrapped around the younger sister like a thorny shroud. The Stitcher he knew was the kindest person in all of Minecraft. She always wanted to find a solution that avoided violence, but here she was, talking as if she wanted to destroy every monster in the Overworld.

Something’s definitely changed, he thought. And it’s not good.

Somehow, this was all linked to Weaver, but how? The dangerous expression in Stitcher’s eyes, and the way in which the other villagers talked around her made it seem they were all afraid … of Stitcher. It made Gameknight sad.

If Weaver’s absence caused this, what else might be wrong with Minecraft?

The possibilities circled Gameknight like vultures around a wounded animal. He had to save Weaver, but what if he couldn’t? What if he wasn’t smart enough or strong enough or … all the possible ways he could fail piled up within his mind, each one just another brick in a growing wall of doubt.

A square tear trickled out of his eye and tumbled down his cheek. He was overwhelmed with guilt, but also filled with anger at the mysterious person in the green leafy armor he’d seen in his dream, the one responsible for taking Weaver away. Unconsciously, he reached into his inventory and pulled out his diamond sword, then drew his iron blade with his left hand. He gripped the handles of the weapons tight, squeezing them with every bit of rage that now flowed through his body.

Suddenly, a voice shouted from the edge of the forest.

“Smithy! HELP!”

Gameknight turned toward the sound and was shocked at what he saw. There was Weaver! He was sitting on the back of a white horse, a rope tied around his body, pinning his arms to his sides. He was wearing his normal dented and scratched armor, his familiar bright yellow smock peeking out at the neckline. Holding the other end of the rope was the strange figure in the green, leafy armor. He sat on a horse that was as black as midnight.

The sun had finally reached the western horizon and was casting a crimson hue on the scene, giving it an almost magical appearance. Stars began to sparkle overhead as they emerged through the blue veil of the daytime sky.

“There’s Weaver!” Gameknight exclaimed, pointing at the pair in the distance.

“Who?” Crafter asked.

Gameknight ignored the question. “Do any of you know the one in green armor?”

“I’ve never seen him before,” Hunter said.

“He has letters like you,” Digger said.

The big NPC had been hiding in the back of the crowd and had only now come forward. Gameknight instantly noticed there was something different about him; he didn’t stand as tall, or look people in the eye the way he had. It was as if he was afraid of something.

“What do you mean, ‘He has letters’?” Gameknight asked.

“He’s a user, like you,” the stocky NPC replied. “His name is floating over his head; it says E … N … T … I … T … Y … 3 …”

“Entity303,” Gameknight growled. “I’ve heard of him.”

“But there’s no server thread,” Hunter whispered.

“What?” the User-that-is-not-a-user asked.

“I have your friend, Gameknight999,” Entity303 shouted, a scowl painted on his square face. “If you want your little villager here, you’ll have to come take him. But first, you’ll have to catch us … if you can. Ha ha ha ha.”

The user spun his horse around and rode off into the darkening forest, Weaver in tow.

“What’s going on?” Crafter asked.

“That was your great uncle, Weaver,” Gameknight explained.

“But I told you, I don’t have a great uncle Weaver.”

“That’s because that user, Entity303, somehow took him from the past and brought him here, into this time. He changed the past, and now the present is different.”

“What are you going on about?” Stitcher growled.

“Look, I know it sounds crazy …”

“It always does,” Stitcher added.

“Stitcher … shhh,” Hunter chided.

“Anyway,” Gameknight continued, “I know this sounds crazy, but the last time I came into Minecraft, I was transported into the distant past just after the Awakening, at the beginning of the Great Zombie Invasion. I helped stop Herobrine back then, with the help of your great uncle, Weaver and a bunch of your other ancient relatives. But right at the end of the war, that user, Entity303, somehow kidnapped Weaver, took him out of the past, and brought him here, into the present. I don’t understand how, but that has changed everything in Minecraft.”

“What do you mean it has changed everything?” Crafter asked.

“Those super tall trees, they shouldn’t exist,” Gameknight said, pointing at the forest. “And all those different colored leaves … that’s not right either.” And then he pointed at Stitcher.

“What?” she growled.

“She’s different too,” he said. “There’s too much violence in her. The Stitcher I know is the kindest and most understanding person in Minecraft.”

“Well, you might be a little aggressive too, if you’d been held prisoner in a Nether fortress for a year,” she explained.

“What?” Gameknight asked, then turned to Crafter. “You see, that never happened in my timeline. Stitcher was rescued from the Nether fortress right away in my version of Minecraft. This version is all messed up. Everything is different, and I don’t think different is good. Who knows what kind of damage this Entity303 has done to Minecraft. We have to catch him and save Weaver, now!”

They stared at him as if he was insane.

“You know I wouldn’t just make this stuff up,” Gameknight insisted. “Something is wrong and I’m afraid it’s only gonna get worse if we don’t do something about it.”

Fear boiled up within Gameknight999. He knew he could go off and chase Entity303 on his own, but with everything having changed in Minecraft, who knew what dangers he’d face?

I don’t know if I can do this on my own, he thought.

After almost being killed by Herobrine at the end of the Great Zombie Invasion, Gameknight felt as if there was some kind of monster hiding within him, and that inner beast was made of pure fear and was waiting to devour him. If he tried to do this on his own, he was sure he’d fail, and Weaver would be lost forever.

“I need your help to catch Entity303 … please.”

“I can catch that user,” Stitcher said. “Just give me one clear shot and I’ll take him down for you.”

“Stitcher, I think it best we tried to help Weaver without violence, if possible,” Crafter said. “Gameknight, we’ll do whatever is necessary to help.”

“First, let’s just get inside before the monsters come out,” Hunter said. “If we’re going after that user, we need supplies and horses.”

Hunter moved toward the massive village gates with the rest of the NPCs following her. But Gameknight couldn’t move. He’d seen Weaver, and the expression of confusion and fear on the boy’s face had stabbed at his heart.

“Don’t worry, Weaver, we’re coming for you,” Gameknight said, then raised his voice until he was shouting as loud as he could. “YOU HEAR THAT, ENTITY303? I’M COMING FOR YOU AND NOTHING’S GONNA STOP ME!”

A distant laugh echoed out of the forest, which just made Gameknight999 that much more determined. With an angry scowl on his face, he headed into the village.


CHAPTER 3

THE BAIT

Entity303 kicked his horse in the ribs, making it gallop. He yanked on the rope that led to his prisoner.

“Hurry up!” the user growled. “If you slow us down, villager, you’ll be made to suffer.”

Weaver urged his horse to a gallop, matching speed with his captor.

“You know, they’re gonna come after us,” Weaver said, his iron armor clanking as the metallic plates banged together with every hoofbeat.

The NPC could have adjusted his riding posture and moved with more fluidity on the horse’s back, but he obviously chose not to. That insignificant bit of defiance made Entity303 smile.

“Good; I want them to come after us, especially your friend with the two swords. Now why don’t you just shut up, like a good little program, and ride that horse quietly.”

“When he catches you, he’s gonna make you suffer,” Weaver said.

The user laughed.

Reaching into his inventory, he pulled out a black cloth sack. Moving his horse next to Weaver’s, Entity303 pulled the bag over the boy’s head.

“Not this bag again, it stinks,” Weaver complained. “Besides, I need to see where we’re going.”

“You only need to see what I allow you to see,” the user said. “Now shut up or you’ll be seeing the edge of my sword.”

He drew his sword and held it up before his eyes. The edge of the blade glowed a bright yellow, as if powered by some kind of mechanism from within. Entity303 smiled, then swung the sword, slapping Weaver in the back with the flat side of the blade. The NPC grunted.

“Just remember, if you do as you are told, you might just survive this, villager.”

An angry growl came from beneath the cloth. It made Entity303 laugh.

They rode in silence through the colorful forest. Each tree was a different autumn color: some were bright orange, some yellow, some a deep red. Quickly, they reached the edge of the forest, then turned northward into a new biome. All around them were trees with leaves in every shade of pink imaginable. Entity303 glanced at Weaver and smiled as the boy took in all the sounds and smells, even from under the black cloth bag.

“This is a Cherry Blossom Grove,” he said to the NPC.

Weaver just grunted in reply.

Entity303 marveled at the smell of the landscape; the aroma of the fresh cherry blossoms was captivating. It was like being buried in rose petals, but with the added sweet taste of cherries dripped on top; it was just incredible. He reached into his inventory, pulled out a brown egg with green spots, and threw it to the ground. Instantly, a monster shaped like a tree appeared, its face looking ancient and wise.

“Those that follow me seek to destroy the forest,” Entity303 said.

“Grrrr,” the creature growled.

“Protect the forest,” the user commanded.

The monster pulled in its arms and became still, merging into the forest as if it were just another tree. The user laughed.

He was sure Gameknight999 hadn’t figured it out yet, but Entity303 was inside the game, too. After hacking into the computer Gameknight’s father used for his invention business, he had found the company that first Digitizer had been sold to. Then, it was easy enough to break into that company and steal the device; their security system had been childlike. Now, Entity303 was inside the game, with his name floating over his head like every other user, but with no server thread connecting him to the Minecraft servers. He was just like Gameknight999, a user, but not a user: he was also a User-that-is-not-a-user. But Entity303 rejected that name; it was for his enemy, not him. He was Entity303, and he wanted everyone to remember his name after he’d destroyed every Minecraft server in existence. Then, all those foolish programmers who made Minecraft would truly regret the day they fired him from his job as a programmer there.

“Entity303 will have his revenge,” he said under his breath.

Kicking his horse so it would move faster, he galloped through the Cherry Blossom Grove, heading due north. He yanked on the rope.
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