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      Don’t let fear cloud the vision of who you really are. Fear is important when a tiger or lion or bear (oh my!) is chasing you, but it can keep you from realizing your

      true self. Just be YOU!
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  CHAPTER 1




  HEROBRINE




  The Ender Dragon, infected with Herobrine’s virus, flew through The End, his eyes blazing bright white with hatred.




  “I will take my revenge on you, Gameknight999,” the dragon grumbled to himself as he banked in a huge arc.




  Flapping his mighty wings, Herobrine flew toward a tall obsidian tower. A shining ender crystal bobbed about atop the dark purple pillar, a wreath of flames surrounding the intricately carved

  purple cube. As he neared, a shaft of light lanced out from the crystal and hit the dragon, replenishing his health points (HP) and filling him with energy. Herobrine revealed a vile, toothy grin

  as he felt himself grow stronger.




  Turning, he flew over the End Stone that floated below him, the island of pale yellow blocks completely surrounded by the endless darkness of the void. This was his domain now, and he should

  have been thrilled to be free of the pig body he’d been trapped in. But instead, being restricted to The End made him feel trapped . . . and furious.




  “I hate being here in The End!” Herobrine shouted at the darkness. “I have to escape and make my enemies pay for this.”




  Looking down, he could see a large collection of endermen clustered together, their black bodies standing out against the insipid yellow End Stone. Suddenly, a new enderman appeared,

  materializing in a cloud of purple teleportation particles. As the lavender mist cleared, Herobrine recognized the new enderman as different from the rest—colored a dark, dark red, like the

  color of dried blood. It was his general, Feyd, the king of the endermen.




  Swooping down, Herobrine approached the group. Extending his massive wings to slow his descent, the enormous dragon settled gracefully to the ground right in front of the collection of

  creatures. The endermen all bowed their heads to him immediately, each of them demonstrating the proper respect for the Maker. They all knew that those who had failed to revere him in the past

  didn’t live to make the same mistake twice.




  “Maker, what are your commands?” Feyd asked as he stepped forward.




  “What did you learn about my enemy, Gameknight999?” Herobrine demanded, his eyes glowing bright white.




  “My endermen could not find him, but we are still looking,” Feyd replied nervously, afraid to have only bad news for his master.




  “I must have him!” Herobrine shouted, his massive teeth mashing together like a mighty vise as he snapped his lethal mouth shut. “He must be found and punished for trapping me

  in this wasteland. There is nothing to destroy here and it is driving me crazy!”




  “I understand,” Feyd said carefully, taking a step back.




  “The End is like a prison to me,” the dragon explained. “I can feel the walls of the void pressing in on me. I cannot stand another minute in this place. I must be

  free.”




  Herobrine’s eyes blazed even brighter as his rage intensified to dangerous levels.




  The endermen around him stepped back even farther, all well aware that it was unsafe to be so close when their maker’s eyes grew this intense.




  Closing his eyes, Herobrine boiled with anger and hatred.




  I have to get out of here somehow. NOW! he thought.




  When he was in a normal body, the evil shadow-crafter could teleport anywhere his mind could conceive, and he would have been easily able to leave The End. But in this dragon body, many of his

  crafting abilities seemed absent . . . or maybe they were just placed somewhere else in his mind.




  Concentrating with all his might, Herobrine imagined his body surrounded by purple teleportation particles. With the very fabric of his soul, he willed this to be, searching the crevasses of his

  mind for the powers he needed.




  A tingling spread across his body as though a million tiny little bugs were crawling over his skin.




  He ignored the sensation.




  Diving even deeper into his mind, Herobrine probed for those lost skills, all the while imagining the field of teleportation particles getting larger and larger. He could sense familiar powers

  in his mind: the power to change lines of code in other creatures; the ability to hear the music of Minecraft created by that old hag, the Oracle; the ability to change his form when he absorbed

  another’s XP after he’d destroyed them . . .




  The tingling grew stronger, now changing from tiny little insects to a million pointed needles, all of them poking into every inch of his skin.




  Yes, he could feel many powers, but the one he sought still lay hidden, lost in the recesses of his evil mind. He had to find it! Diving even deeper into his psyche, he probed the darkness of

  his soul, looking for what he desperately needed: a way out of The End.




  The piercing needles turned from an annoyance to genuine pain, and his body felt like it was wrapped in flames. At the same time, Herobrine became dizzy, his mind reeling as though he were

  wavering back and forth in all directions at once. Most creatures would have felt some kind of fear at this, but Herobrine did not understand what fear was. All he knew was anger and

  determination.




  Suddenly, the dragon had the sensation of being in two places at the same time. It felt like his mind had been severed in half, one part remaining in The End and the other suddenly somewhere

  else. Herobrine could hear Feyd screeching something, but he did not pay attention to his general; he did not want to be distracted.




  Focusing his attention on his inner mind, he suddenly came across something familiar, a power that felt immediately comforting, like an old friend—he’d found it! But just before he

  could use this power, he was startled by the sound of a cow mooing directly in his face. Opening his eyes, Herobrine found the blocky bovine staring at him only a few blocks away. The dragon lifted

  his dark head quickly and glanced around at his surroundings, his motion scaring away the cow.




  Gasping in shock, Herobrine found himself on a grassy, flower-covered plain. Bright yellow sunflowers surrounded the dragon, their brilliant faces standing out in stark contrast to the lush

  grass that stretched out into the distance. All around him were tiny, sparkling purple and yellow dots, dancing like an enchanted mist. He immediately recognized them as his teleportation particles

  and shadow-crafting powers.




  A rich birch forest biome butted up against the landscape of sunflowers. The woodland extended out, looking like a gigantic ocean of white-barked trees. Beyond the forest, he could make out some

  kind of rocky mountain, the tall peaks barely showing through the haze of Minecraft.




  Suddenly, a presence appeared before him: Feyd, an eerie smile on the dark face.




  “The Maker did it!” the enderman screeched. “You have again done what was thought to be impossible. You teleported out of The End.”




  Herobrine looked at the enderman, then smiled, realizing what Feyd had said was true. Flapping his mighty wings, the dragon lifted into the air and soared high into the deep blue sky. Laughing

  with pure joy at being out of his dark prison, Herobrine glided across the landscape, looking for something to destroy. Streaking down to the ground, he found the cow that had mooed at him when

  he’d first materialized. With his razor-sharp claws extended, Herobrine attacked the cow, his talons rending the HP from the beast. The animal flashed red then disappeared, gone.




  Herobrine laughed and flew back toward his general. Now there were more endermen gathering on the grassy plain, their dark bodies like shadowy silhouettes. Settling to the ground before his

  followers, Herobrine looked at Feyd and smiled maliciously, his white teeth shining bright in the sunlight.




  “Friends, it is time to take our revenge on the NPCs of the Overworld,” Herobrine snarled, his tail whipping about excitedly, tearing up sunflowers with every twitch. “We will

  eradicate their infestation and destroy every last one of them!”




  The endermen screeched with excitement.




  “But Maker,” Feyd said, cautiously stepping out of reach. “What of the User-that-is-not-a-user?”




  Herobrine growled at the sound of his enemy’s name. He stared at Feyd, his eyes glowing bright. “I will have a little surprise for the User-that-is-not-a-user. He will not escape me

  again.” He then looked straight up at the golden square of the overhead sun and shouted into the very fabric of Minecraft: “I’M COMING FOR YOU GAMEKNIGHT999, AND I BRING WITH ME

  YOUR DOOM!”




  





  CHAPTER 2




  GAMEKNIGHT999




  Gameknight999 drew back an arrow and aimed at his target. His breathing was slow, his mind calm. He had to focus everything on this shot; he made

  ever-so-small adjustments to his aim and ignored everything around him. He had to make this shot—everything depended on it.




  Stitcher had hit her target with each of her last three arrows. He had to match that. They’d been competing with each other and testing their archery skills, and it had finally come down

  to these last three arrows.




  Once he had quieted his breathing a bit more, he could feel that he had the aim just right. He was about to release his arrow when he saw movement in the forest: something green and splattered

  with black spots was approaching Stitcher. The young NPC had her back to the forest as she watched Gameknight’s target, a pumpkin. It was probably nothing, he thought, and tried to focus once

  again on the orange striped fruit. But then the mottled intruder moved again through the forest and Gameknight could see that it was a creeper, and it was getting closer to Stitcher!




  Adjusting his aim, he fired, then drew another arrow and fired again and again. His three missiles streaked silently through the air, brushing past square tree trunks and clusters of leaves

  until they reached their target. The first arrow made the creeper ignite, but the next two quickly disrupted the process and took the creature’s remaining HP. It disappeared with a faint

  pop!




  He sighed with relief. Stitcher was safe, and she hadn’t even noticed the danger lurking behind her.




  Moving to the pumpkin, Stitcher laughed aloud. She leaned down, pulled her three arrows out of her pumpkin, and then rubbed the smooth surface of Gameknight’s target.




  “Looks like you missed all three—I win!” she squealed, jumping up and down, her flowing red curls bouncing like crimson springs.




  “That’s not fair,” Gameknight complained. “There was a—”




  “Blah . . . blah . . . blah,” mocked Stitcher. “You missed and I didn’t. Excuses won’t make the arrows hit the target. Admit it: I won and you lost.”




  Since Stitcher was so happy, Gameknight decided not to spoil the mood and didn’t tell her about the creeper. Instead, he moved off into the woods, pretending to sulk. Once he’d

  located the place where the creeper had disappeared, he collected the glowing balls of XP and gunpowder.




  “GAMEKNIGHT . . . WHERE ARE YOU?” a voice shouted through the trees.




  Gameknight turned. His father, Monkeypants271, moved through the oak forest. He boasted a monkey’s face with big eyes and a wide nose. Fine brown fur ran across his forehead and cheeks,

  framing a tan oval encircling the eyes, nose, and mouth. This coloration gave him a simian appearance that seemed to make everyone that met him smile.




  Or maybe it was his outfit? Superman . . . really?




  For some reason, his father had chosen this skin for his character; a monkey dressed in a Superman outfit. A large “S” within a red triangle adorned his chest, a long red cape hung

  down his back. Blue tights and red boots completed the ensemble. Gameknight shook his head and wondered what his father was thinking when he chose that skin.




  “We’re over here!” Gameknight shouted, waving his bow high over his head.




  As his father approached, Gameknight could tell that he was in trouble by the angry look on the monkey’s face.




  “I thought we were going to finish the castle!” Monkeypants complained.




  “We are,” Gameknight replied a little sheepishly, “I just wanted to take a break and go out shooting with Stitcher. I was gonna come back soon.”




  “That’s fine, but you left me with the unpleasant job of building the wall,” Monkeypants said. “We collected all that obsidian and now we need to finish the wall of your

  castle. You know how tedious that can be.”




  “You could have gotten some of the villagers to help.”




  “That’s not the point,” Monkeypants replied. “This was supposed to be something that we were doing together . . . and when the boring parts come, it seems that I’m

  the only one doing the building.”




  “I’m sorry. I just wanted to take a little break,” Gameknight said, casting his gaze to the ground.




  “Remember, we agreed to finish the wall, then take a break,” Monkeypants reminded his son. “We set a goal and said that we would achieve it before getting distracted

  by anything else.”




  “I know . . . but I was getting bored with just placing obsidian blocks,” Gameknight whined, “and I wanted to do something else for a while.”




  “Son, you said that you wanted to be treated like a big kid, like an adult. Part of being an adult is meeting your responsibilities and following through on your commitments. People will

  trust and respect you, but only if you do what you say and are reliable. So let me ask you: are you a man of your word? When Gameknight999 says he will do something, can others expect that he will

  follow through, or will they worry that he’ll decide to skip it because it isn’t fun?”




  “Well . . . I . . . um . . .”




  “As I’ve told you before, responsibility is a heavy cloak and requires broad shoulders to support its weight,” Monkeypants said. “Are your shoulders strong enough to bear

  this weight?”




  Gameknight scowled as he looked to the ground.




  What’s the big deal? Gameknight thought. I just took a little break. Why does he have to make it into a capital offense?




  But he knew that he was wrong and kept his thoughts to himself.




  His father had agreed to stay in Minecraft for just a little while longer. He had planned on leaving when they completed Gameknight’s castle. At first, Gameknight had been thrilled, but as

  with all building projects, he quickly became bored with the tedium of getting every detail correct. If they had been regular users simply playing the game, then he could have used hacks and cheats

  to build his castle faster, but they were not just playing the game—they were in the game, for real.




  Having learned that Crafter, his best friend in Minecraft, was dying, Gameknight had used his father’s invention, the digitizer, to go into the game and play it so he could help

  his friend. He’d done this before, but this time was different. This time, his father had insisted on accompanying him.




  Looking at his father now, Gameknight saw the bright letters floating like holograms over his monkey head, displaying his dad’s Minecraft name for all users and NPCs to see. It

  didn’t matter from which direction they were viewed, the letters always read, from left to right, MONKEYPANTS271. If he had been a regular user, then there would have been a narrow

  beam of light shining up from the player’s head, the server thread. The glowing white filaments connected the users to the server. But because Gameknight999 and Monkeypants271 had used his

  father’s digitizer, or Gateway of Light as the NPCs liked to call it, to enter the game, they had no server threads. They were users without the server thread that all other users had; they

  were both a User-that-is-not-a-user.




  Just then, the music of Minecraft swelled and filled the air. But it wasn’t its usual harmonious tones, which normally gave Gameknight999 a sense of serenity and peace. No, there was a

  dissonant and strained sound to the lyrical notes, as though someone or something were in pain.




  “Something’s happening!” Gameknight snapped as he notched another arrow to his bow.




  Turning away from his father, the User-that-is-not-a-user scanned the forest, looking for any monsters. As far as he could tell, they were still alone.




  “Gameknight, don’t turn away from me; we were talking,” his father complained.




  Gameknight ignored Monkeypants and continued to scan their surroundings.




  “Don’t you hear it?” Gameknight asked.




  “Hear what?” his father replied.




  “The music of Minecraft,” Gameknight answered. “There’s something wrong, and the Oracle is giving us a warning through the music.”




  “Well, I don’t hear anything,” Monkeypants said.




  “I don’t hear anything either,” Stitcher said, but she too had pulled out her bow again, an arrow notched to the string and drawn back, ready.




  “We have to get back to the village,” Gameknight said.




  “That’s what I was saying,” Monkeypants said. “We need to finish that wall and then—”




  “I think we definitely need to finish that wall,” Gameknight said as he continued to peer into the forest. “But we might need the defenses of the castle sooner than we

  expected. Come on, we need to get the NPCs to finish the upgrades to the walls and defenses all across the village. I fear something terrible has happened in Minecraft and I hate not knowing what

  it is. We need to talk with Crafter as soon as possible.”




  Gameknight took off running, wending his way through the forest, keeping his enchanted bow at the ready. Behind him, he could hear Monkeypants and Stitcher. One of them was saying something, but

  he wasn’t paying attention. He was listening to the music of Minecraft.




  Oracle, what’s happening? he thought, hoping she would answer.




  “I hear you, Oracle,” Gameknight said aloud to no one. “If you could tell me what’s wrong, it would help.”




  Again, only the harsh music filled his ears.




  “What’s going on?” Gameknight whispered, sprinting for the village that sat over the next rise.




  I’m coming! he thought to the Oracle, his legs pumping with all his strength.




  As he ran, he put away his bow and instead drew his old friend, his enchanted diamond sword. Gripping the hilt firmly, he worried about what he might find at his destination.




  





  CHAPTER 3




  THE FIRST TO FALL




  Herobrine flew high up in the air, his gigantic dark wings riding on the soft breeze that always seemed to be flowing from east to west. Banking

  and curving about, he glided in a lazy circuitous path, his joyous, evil glare surveying the landscape. He was so happy to be out of the cramped confines of The End that he felt like soaring

  amongst the clouds forever.




  But what he had was never enough. Reaching out with his senses, Herobrine tried to feel how far his new domain extended. Sending his awareness out in all directions, he instantly detected the

  barrier that surrounded the Overworld—the same one that surround The End—the void.




  Below the layer of bedrock, which sat at a build height of zero, he felt the menacing darkness waiting to ensnare anyone foolish enough to dig through this impenetrable layer. He knew the void

  would be there, but he had not expected it to be looming from above, as well.




  Sending his crafting powers high up into the air, Herobrine could feel the cold, heartless barrier trapping him.




  He was infuriated.




  He climbed, flapping his wings with all his might. Picking up speed as he ascended, Herobrine wanted to punch through this invisible shell. He needed to escape from Minecraft as soon as

  possible, to free himself from this puny cage, and with the power of the dragon body he now inhabited, it might be possible.




  He climbed higher and higher, speeding through the clouds that floated about at layer 130. When he looked down, Herobrine could see his endermen standing on a grassy plain, looking back up at

  him; they were shadowy specs on a green background, growing smaller and smaller as he climbed.




  As he neared the build height, 256 blocks high, Herobrine expected to encounter the intractable barrier, but he found nothing. Below him, the landscape was starting to disappear in a haze,

  features blurring together into a kaleidoscope of colors and shapes. He accelerated. At a height of 270 blocks, the ground had been completely swallowed in the haze and now only clouds were

  visible.




  He could still feel the void above him, laughing at his efforts.




  “We’ll see who’s laughing when I crash through you,” the dragon grumbled.




  Flapping his wings harder, he climbed even higher. Now even the boxy shapes of the clouds were shrinking as he ascended. The fluffy white rectangles disappeared when he passed 330 blocks high.

  Now his only companions were the yellow face of the sun and the blue sky. Higher and higher he went, and yet now his surroundings did not change. After a few minutes worth of enormous effort,

  Herobrine realized that he could no longer tell if he was moving—he was suddenly suspicious that the void would always be out of reach.




  Pausing for a moment, the dragon hovered in the air and glared at his featureless surroundings. Around him, the blue sky looked the same in every direction. Now he doubted if there was even a

  barrier marking the uppermost edge of his prison. Maybe it was just endless empty space. How could he ever break through this prison wall if he could never reach it?




  This thought made him even more frustrated and angry.




  Herobrine closed his white, glowing eyes and tried to calm himself. As he focused his mind on extinguishing the flames of rage blossoming within, Herobrine detected the faint tinkle of musical

  notes just at the edge of his hearing. As he strained to listen, the music became louder and louder. It was the music of Minecraft, and it was laughing at him with its gentle tones and harmonious

  melodies.




  This enraged Herobrine, pushing him beyond rational thought.




  The Oracle with her hateful music was mocking him, laughing at his attempts to escape. Herobrine was just as confined as he was in The End, he realized. Being stuck in Minecraft would never be

  adequate. He could feel the freedom of the Internet just on the other side of the void, but now he felt doomed. He would never break through and escape.




  He was truly trapped!




  “Grrrr!” the dragon growled, then yelled at the fabric of Minecraft. “You want to keep me trapped in this server? Fine! Let me show you the kind of damage I can do!”




  Tucking his wing into his side, Herobrine dove straight for the ground. Pulling in his front and back paws, he turned his body into a dark, scaly missile. The wind howled as he plummeted to the

  earth. Quickly, the clouds became visible again, then the ground emerged from the haze, both growing larger as he fell. When he pierced the fluffy clouds, Herobrine extended his arms and legs,

  slowing himself just a bit. He then opened his wings slowly, reducing his speed. Banking, he spiraled to the ground, circling in great wide arcs, eyes blazing with fury. He saw tiny dark specs

  moving about on the terrain, some of them wrapped in a purple haze: his endermen. From this altitude, they were just the smallest of black spots, but he knew they were watching and waiting for him.

  As he circled, Herobrine thought he saw something in the distance, a shape he recognized. When he curved around, he looked again.




  And there it was—the outline of a tall cobblestone tower. It was a village; a delicious, harmless, unprotected village. Perfect!




  “Behold my wrath!” the dragon yelled at the still chiming musical notes.




  Curving in a great arc, Herobrine approached his host of monsters, silently gliding over the treetops until he was upon them. Flapping his wings once, he hovered in the air for just an instant

  then settled atop a tall spruce. Herobrine glared down at his dark warriors, his eyes glowing bright with frustration and rage. The Maker could see there were likely fifty of them here in the

  Overworld, and he knew there were another hundred still in The End. He would call for the others when he needed them, but that would not be today. Fifty was easily enough to erase that village in

  the distance.




  “I have found our first target,” bellowed the dragon. “A village lies to the east. It will be the first victim in our campaign of retribution.”




  The endermen screeched in excitement.




  “Feyd, lead your warriors forward,” Herobrine said. “We will punish these NPCs for their defiance. You know what to do.”




  “It will be done,” Feyd screeched, then teleported away, the endermen following their general.




  Leaping into the air, Herobrine climbed high as he beat his leathery wings. Reaching a height of a dozen blocks in seconds, he curved to the east and flew toward the distant village. His

  endermen didn’t bother to walk the distance. Instead they just disappeared, materializing twenty blocks from where they’d been, again and again, always moving to the east. Herobrine

  smiled as he watched his shadowy warriors zip across the landscape. From this height, they looked like tiny bolts of black lightning, Feyd like a deadly bolt of dark crimson.




  Soon, they passed out of the forest and into a savannah biome. The gray-green grass of the new landscape marked a clear transition from the lush green foliage of the spruce forest. Herobrine

  smiled at the bent acacia trees. Their gray bark looked sad and almost lifeless compared to the mighty spruces they’d just seen. Like tortured souls, every tree was distorted in a different

  way, giving the impression that they were writhing in distress.




  Herobrine loved this biome.




  Brown and white cows walking about munched on the grass covering the ground. The harmless animals wandered across the countryside, ignorant of the approaching tide of destruction. The endermen

  had to dodge the cows, making sure they didn’t materialize inside one of the annoying bovines. Herobrine wanted to fly down and destroy some of the pathetically peaceful animals, but he

  suppressed the urge; he had more important things to do.




  Through the haze, the cobblestone watchtower was starting to show its stony face. As he neared, more of the village became visible. A tall stone wall surrounded the community, protecting the

  collection of wooden structures and inhabitants. Unfortunately for the NPC builders, they had not planned on the Ender Dragon’s visit.




  Bellowing a mighty roar, Herobrine accelerated toward the village. He flew around the community, making sure all of the villagers could see him. Panic and terror blossomed within the hearts and

  minds of the NPCs. He could hear cries of disbelief as they looked up at the Ender Dragon, their shouts of fear making the flying monster smile with joy.




  Streaking down to the stone barricade, Herobrine flung his tail into the structure, smashing through a wall and tearing a huge gash into the fortification. His endermen didn’t really need

  the wall removed, for they had already begun teleporting inside the village walls. He simply wished to scare the villagers a little more. He needed them in a panic for his plan to work.




  “Teleport into the village, my endermen,” roared Herobrine. “Attack the cowards who do not resist!”




  Villagers drew their weapons, ready to fight, but all were petrified with fear. Most knew they could not engage the dark endermen, for attacking one would enrage all. Many of the villagers just

  looked to the ground, shaking with fear. But then Herobrine saw a young boy, his body between that of a child and a man. Feyd, too, saw the youth and teleported to him, a terrifying chuckle coming

  from the king of the endermen. With a scowl, the young NPC swung his blade at the tall monster. Feyd did not teleport away; he merely shifted to the side so the weapon would score a glancing hit,

  doing less damage but still causing him to flash red. Like the whistle on a nightmarish freight train, a piercing screech emanated from the endermen king, causing all the NPCs to put boxy hands

  over their ears. The endermen all across the battlefield shook as their toothy mouths opened, their eyes glowing bright white. Now enraged, all the endermen struck back with lightning speed,

  hammering the ignorant villagers with fists of fury.




  Herobrine smiled as he watched.




  Looking across the village, he could see more endermen joining the fray, Feyd’s cry of pain enraging the other shadowy monsters. Moving in a black blur, the endermen teleported, attacking

  NPC after NPC, sparing none. Some villagers bolted for the cobblestone watchtower, likely trying to escape on the minecart network that wove through Minecraft. Others ran out of the gaping hole in

  the village wall, running for their lives.




  “Let a few of them go!” bellowed Herobrine as endermen moved to cut them off. “They will tell the other villages what has happened here. Their panic will grow when they hear of

  the unstoppable enderman army.”




  The villagers bolted past the dark creatures and shot into the watchtower, slamming the door behind them. The last living NPCs sprinted away from the viIlage and out into the wilderness. They

  would likely not survive, but their chances were better than staying and battling endermen and the Ender Dragon. In a minute, the sounds of battle had grown silent, the village now empty of living

  inhabitants.




  Looking about at all the items strewn on the ground, Herobrine laughed.




  “A great battle,” Feyd said to his master. “Should we now return to The End?”




  “Return? Never!” snapped Herobrine.




  “But we must—”




  “This victory did not satisfy me,” the Maker replied. “There are still many more villages out there to destroy. And yet, somehow even the thought of destroying all the

  villages in the Overworld will not be enough.”




  Before him sat the items from the village crafter: potions, tools, crafting bench, weapons, and armor lay bobbing on the ground, discarded. The crafter had been wielding a diamond sword, which

  had hurt some of his endermen. The sword reminded Herobrine of something—or someone.
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