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  WHAT IS MINECRAFT?


  Minecraft is a sandbox game that gives the user the ability to build amazing structures out of textured cubes with various materials to choose from: stone, dirt, sand, sandstone . . . Normal rules of physics don’t apply because it’s possible to build structures in Creative mode that defy gravity or have no visible means of support.
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  The creative opportunity that this program offers users is incredible, with people building entire cities, cliff hanging civilizations, and even cities in the clouds; the real game, however, is played in Survival mode. In this setting, users are dropped into a blocky world with nothing but the clothes on their backs. Knowing that night is fast approaching, users must gather resources: wood, stone, iron, etc., in order to craft tools and weapons so that they can protect themselves when the monsters come; nighttime is monster time.


  To find resources, the player must create mines, digging deep into the flesh of Minecraft in hopes of finding coal and iron, both necessities in order to make the metal weapons and armor that are essential to survival. As they dig, the users will encounter caverns, lava filled chambers, and possibly the rare abandoned mine or dungeon, where treasures wait to be discovered; but with passageways and chambers patrolled by monsters (zombies, skeletons, and spiders) waiting to snare the unwary.


  Though the land is filled with monsters, the user is not alone. Vast servers exist where hundreds of users play the game, all sharing space and resources along with other creatures in Minecraft. Villages dot the surface of the game, with NPCs (non-player characters) populating these small cities. The villagers scurry about the village doing whatever villagers do, with chests of treasure, sometimes great, sometimes insignificant, hidden within their dwellings. By talking with these NPCs, it’s possible for users to trade items to get rare gems or materials for potions, as well as obtain the occasional bow or sword.


  This game is an incredible platform through which people can design machines (powered by redstone, much like electrical circuits), unique games, custom maps, and PvP (player vs. player) arenas. Minecraft is a game filled with exciting creativity, spine tingling battles, and terrifying creatures. It’s a rollercoaster ride through a land of adventure and suspense, filled with uplifting victories and bitter defeats; enjoy the ride.


  ABOUT THE AUTHOR


  I’ve come to love playing Minecraft with my son. I didn’t get here easily though, in fact my son had to drag me there kicking and screaming. But now . . . I love it.


  You see, he saw a video about Minecraft on YouTube and of course said he had to have it. Over the next month, he was persistent in reminding my wife and me that Minecraft was great and that he couldn’t live without it.


  So finally, we caved and bought Minecraft. He selected his user name, Gameknight999, and off he went. At first, he played it on his own, but soon he was calling us into our office so that he could show us what he created . . . and it was pretty amazing. He had built a gigantic castle, and then an obstacle course with moving parts, and then an underground village . . . his creations blew us away. As an engineer, anything that offers me a chance to build something sounds instantly intriguing. So I sat there with my son and let him teach me how to play Minecraft. In no time at all, I bought a license for me to use, Monkeypants271 being my user name, and off we went into the digital realm together, building towers, fighting with zombies, and dodging creepers.


  He loved playing Minecraft so much that we bought a server for him the next Christmas. He spent months building things on his server: castles, bridges, underwater cities, factories, everything and anything his imagination could conceive. Next he brought in his friends from school to build some really gigantic structures. Of course I helped too, partially to monitor what was going on, but also because I’m a big geek and like playing the game. I was overwhelmed with how proud he was about his creations. He made videos showing off his creations and posted them on YouTube. Well, one day, some other kids were able to get onto the server, probably because my son or one of his friends gave out the IP address. These new kids destroyed everything that he’d built, griefed everything until only a crater was left. They leveled everything to the ground, obliterating months of work. The next time my son logged on, he saw his creations destroyed and was crushed. Then to make matters worse, these kids posted the video of their griefing his server on YouTube.


  This was the ultimate “teachable moment,” to talk about cyber-bullying. I tried to answer my son’s questions about why someone would do this, what kind of person would take pride in destroying someone else’s creation, but my answers just fell flat. That was when I came up with the idea of teaching my son through his favorite thing—Minecraft. I wrote the first book called Invasion of the Overworld, and it taught kids about cyber-bullying and how it affects others as well as hammering away at the importance of friendships, using Minecraft as the tapestry on which the lesson was written.


  My son and I are still playing Minecraft together, and have built structures that appear in Battle for the Nether, the next book in the Gameknight999 series. Looking ahead, I’ve nearly finished writing book three, Confronting the Dragon, which follows Gameknight and his friends into The End. In addition, a fourth book, Trouble in Zombie-town, has been started and will see Gameknight999 facing a new Minecraft villain.


  Thank you to all the people who have emailed me through my website, www.markcheverton.com. I appreciate all the kind comments from both kids and parents. I try to reply to every email I receive, but apologize if I’ve missed anyone.


  Look for Gameknight999 and Monkeypants271 out there on the servers. Keep reading, be nice, and watch out for creepers.


  Mark Cheverton


  CHAPTER 1


  GAMEKNIGHT’S GAME


  The gigantic spider approached his hiding place slowly, methodically, its multiple red eyes burning like angry coals at the heart of a smoldering fire. Gameknight999 knew it was coming but was not afraid; his iron armor would protect him. In fact, he wanted the spider to come closer, hoping he had the timing just right. Clicking sounds from the spider floated through the forest trees and reached his ears, getting louder as it neared. Then there were more sounds from its companion; two spiders were now tracking him. Leaning out to look around the trunk of the gnarled tree, he took a quick glance, seeing the arachnid pair searching for him, the monsters peering into dark hollows and leafy shrubs. Moving back behind the tree, Gameknight pulled out a torch and placed it on the ground, the yellow light casting a warm circle of illumination that would be seen by other users. After a few seconds, he dug up the torch with his diamond pickaxe and put it back into his inventory.


  That should hopefully attract some attention, he thought to himself.


  Drawing his sword, Gameknight started to run out into the open. The two spiders upon seeing him gave chase, and now the sound of a dim-witted zombie added to the voices of pursuit. Sprinting as fast as he could, Gameknight ran around trees and over hills, making sure that his angry friends were still close behind, the hounds still chasing the fox. Then he saw his prey in the distance; two of his own teammates were closing in on his position. Gameknight smiled in anticipation.


  Hey, Dreadlord24, Salz, I’m over here, Gameknight typed into chat, his message broadcast to everyone on the server. I need help.


  We’re coming, typed Dreadlord.


  Gameknight looked back and slowed, letting the monsters close the distance a little, the chatter from the spiders getting louder. Looking ahead, he could see that his teammates were right where he wanted them to be.


  Stay there, I’ll come to you, Gameknight typed.


  Continuing onward, he headed for his two unsuspecting saviors, sprinting in a wide zigzag pattern to give the zombie a chance to catch up; he needed all three of the monsters together for this troll to work. Once the zombie and spiders had caught up, Gameknight ran toward his companions. They were standing atop a hill devoid of trees, with the thick forest surrounding them on all sides. It kinda reminded him of his teacher, Mr. Jameson, his bald head poking out from a ring of hair at the sides.


  Moan . . . click-click-click.


  The monsters were getting a little too close; he had to pay attention or he’d spoil this troll. Focusing on the here and now, he sprinted up the hill, drawing the monsters with him, their hunger for destruction keeping them following obediently. Cresting the hill, Gameknight met his two teammates at the top and then kept running, the ravenous beasts still in tow.


  Gameknight, where are you going? Salz asked, confusion clearly voiced in his message. I thought you needed help.


  I was wrong, typed Gameknight, it was you who needed help.


  Just then, the monsters burst out of the trees and reached the top of the hill, instantly falling on the two players. The spiders both attacked Dreadlord while the zombie slashed out at Salz. These two players were relative noobs, with only leather armor and stone weapons; their lack of experience and foolish trust in Gameknight999 leading to their downfall. Black furry spider legs slashed out at Dreadlord, quickly shredding his armor, their clicking getting louder as they attacked. It almost sounded as if the creatures were excited at the thought of a kill. At the same time, the green arms of the zombie struck out at Salz, hammering him with devastating blows. Dreadlord’s armor failed first, followed by his HP (health points) dropping quickly to zero. Then he disappeared with a pop, his inventory left to bob and float above the ground. Their need for destruction not sated, the spiders then turned their burning eyes onto Salz. Still battling with the zombie, he never saw the spiders jump on him from behind. His HP went to zero quickly. Gameknight stopped to watch the battle, laughing behind his computer screen, a feeling of malicious satisfaction flowing over him. He loved trolling people, even his own teammates.


  You suck, Gameknight, Dreadlord typed from jail, the respawn point after your character died in this game of team PvP.


  Yeah, thanks a lot, Salz added.


  LOL, Gameknight replied then turned and headed back into the heart of the battle.


  Minecraft was probably his favorite thing to do. He spent hours down in his basement playing the game, increasing his inventory and prestige on various multiplayer servers, usually at the expense of others. Gameknight was twelve years old and not very big for his age, but in Minecraft that didn’t matter; all that did were armor, weapons, and a ruthless strategy that included sacrificing others to achieve his own aims.


  Thinking about these two idiots he’d just trolled and the countless others he’d done the same to in the past, Gameknight999 smiled. Pulling his attention back to the current game, he moved his character back into the fray, looking for more victims. He didn’t care which team they were on. There were still more tricks to play on the other players, and nobody was as good at it as him. He still had one great trick to play on all the users on this server, something that would make people remember the name “Gameknight999.”


  Running to the top of a small hill, he could see players in the distance hacking away at each other, their user names glowing white above their square, blocky heads. They were fighting near what looked like a lava river that had an intricately curved stone bridge spanning the molten canal; a work of art that must have taken someone hours to construct. The bridge led to a tall round tower built out of mossy cobblestone and grey stone blocks, the magnificent circular structure stretching up high into the air. At the top of the tower shown a bright white light, a diamond beacon casting a brilliant shaft of light straight up into the blue sky; the end goal of the game. Atop the tower sat a block of white wool, the finish line for the game. Whichever team climbed the tower first and took the fuzzy white block was the winner. From his view, Gameknight could see the players fighting at the end of the bridge, trying to gain control and cross over the lava to get to the tower. Both teams were evenly matched, with no players able to disengage from battle to cross the bridge without getting picked off by archers. That would soon change.


  Moving to a copse of trees that stood near the battlefield, Gameknight put away his sword and drew his bow. It shimmered an iridescent blue; the Punch II, Power IV, and Infinity enchantments made it the envy of many players. Scanning the area quickly to make sure there were no mobs nearby, he built a series of blocks beneath him, jumping upward as he placed each stone, raising himself up into the leafy canopy of the nearby trees. This would give him an excellent vantage point from which to fire his bow while still being able to crouch and hide behind the green, blocky tree limbs.


  Drawing an arrow back, he let it fly toward one of the opposition . . . someone named ChimneySlip. The arrow streaked away and sailed through the air in a gentle curving arc, hitting him squarely in the back, his character flashing red, signifying the hit. Firing three more arrows, one after another, the deadly rain fell down on ChimneySlip, annihilating his armor and leaving his dark skin exposed. Firing one last arrow, Gameknight killed his prey with a chuckle, and then fired indiscriminately into a group of players, not caring whom he hit. Arrow after arrow streaked away from his bow, the string humming with each shot. Gameknight continued to pump the projectiles into the cluster of players, bringing down more and more of them.


  Who’s firing those arrows? a user named Kooter typed.


  Gameknight laughed and fired more arrows, crouching down between volleys so that he would not be seen, then popped up again and fired more lethal shafts, the letters of his name disappearing with every crouch.


  Watch who you’re shooting at, King_Creeperkiller typed in the chat. This is supposed to be a team game!


  Yeah, added Duncan, whoever that is, try being a team player and not a butthead.


  Whatever, Gameknight thought to himself.


  His arrows had thinned out the crowd so that there were only a few players on each team remaining, but many more complaints were coming from the jail, his name being cursed now by the players. Pulling out his pick, he dug the blocks out from under him. In seconds, he was at ground level again, sword drawn and on the run. Using the terrain to hide his approach, Gameknight closed the distance to the other players. As he neared, he could see that there were only three players on each team, really four on theirs, but Gameknight didn’t consider himself on anyone’s side . . . other than his own.


  The six players were fighting hand-to-hand with iron swords and iron armor, diamond being too rare on this server to attain—well, unless you cheated like Gameknight did. Using an X-ray mod, he’d been able to find diamonds relatively quickly and craft them into a complete set of armor and sword. Now it was time to reveal himself. Opening his inventory, Gameknight removed his iron chest plate, leggings, boots, and helmet and replaced them with a diamond set, the blue armor making him look as if he were covered with ice, his sword almost glowing in the darkness.


  A hissing, clicking sound made him spin quickly. A spider had snuck up on him and was attacking, striking at his diamond armor. He took a hit, but it barely registered against his nearly impenetrable shell.


  “You want some of this?” Gameknight said aloud to no one, his basement empty. “Come on, let’s dance.”


  Swinging his mighty sword, Gameknight killed the spider with just two hits. Turning to reengage with the other combatants, he heard a grunting, moaning sound: zombies. Spinning around, Gameknight saw about half a dozen zombies coming out of the forest followed by a cluster of spiders, all closing on his position. With dusk coming, it was quickly becoming monster time.


  “You wanna dance too?”


  He waited patiently for them to get closer then took off running toward the battlefield, the zombies obediently following, their thirst for destruction making them give chase.


  The other players were shocked to see a diamond-clad player emerge from the shadows and actually stopped fighting for a moment. One of them, the team captain, named “InTheLittleBush,” saw his name hovering over his diamond helmeted head.


  Gameknight, come help us, InTheLittleBush typed. We can win this.


  Hey, how did you get all that diamond? complained the opposition’s captain, Wormican; that’s cheating. Hey, Admin, Gameknight cheated. BAN HIM!


  Quit your crying, Gameknight typed quickly, I’ve brought all of you a present.


  Just as he emerged from the shadows, the mob of zombies and spiders—and now skeletons as well—flowed out of the darkness and fell onto the players, the sun having dipped below the horizon, allowing the monsters to keep from bursting into flames.


  LOL, Gameknight typed, then added, : ).


  Running through the confused players, he headed straight for the stone bridge that spanned the river of lava.


  Go Gameknight; get the wool, Phaser_98 typed. We’re gonna win.


  That’s what you think, Gameknight thought.


  Weaving between users and monsters, Gameknight sprinted through the battlefield. The players were so busy fighting monsters and each other that none of them tried to stop him.


  Get him, Zepplin4 typed as the diamond-clad warrior streaked by.


  Slashing at one of the opposition as he passed, Gameknight reached the bridge. Stopping for a moment to admire the incredible construction, he could appreciate the amount of time it must have taken to build the beautiful structure. He chuckled to himself as he stopped and placed a string of TNT blocks across the curving overpass. Satisfied with the placement of the explosives, he then placed a redstone torch near the last block. Backing away quickly, he watched as the redstone torch caused the TNT block to blink; the detonation process started. Then they exploded, first one block detonating, and then the next and the next as the chain reaction ate away at the colossal bridge, turning it from a work of art to a pile of rubble, cobblestone blocks flying in all directions. The passageway over the lava river was now completely destroyed. Looking back across the molten canal, Gameknight did a silly dance, mocking the other players.


  Quick, get the wool so that we can win, typed Phaser_98.


  That’s not fair, he cheated! typed Wormican


  Yeah, he should be banned, Zepplin4 added.


  Just get the block so that we can win, King_Creepkiller said.


  Sprinting up the circular tower, Gameknight ascended to the top in seconds. He moved close to the edge and peered down at the losers below.


  Hurry up! Get the block so that we can win, one of them typed.


  You mean this block? Gameknight typed.


  Moving right next to the white wool, he just stood there and looked at it.


  You want me to get this block right here? Game-knight mocked. This white wool right here in front of me?


  YES, JUST GET IT! Typed Phaser_98, now getting frustrated.


  I don’t think so, Gameknight typed as he planted blocks of TNT around the white wool, stringing them together with redstone dust and finishing it off by planting a redstone torch.


  As the TNT started to blink, he disconnected from the server, disappearing from their screens and leaving the combatants standing there with foolish looks on their faces. He hoped the players were now yelling at their computer screens in frustration. Now nobody could win. He’d trolled the game and won, in his view anyway.


  CHAPTER 2


  THE SERVER


  Leaning back in his comfy office chair, Gameknight999 laughed at the screen.


  “You’re a bunch of idiots,” he said to no one, smiling.


  The room echoed his laughter back to him, cold and empty. He was playing alone, as usual. Noises could be heard from upstairs. His younger sister was watching some foolish kids’ show, the sounds of cartoon creatures singing an annoying, childish song lightly filling the air. Gameknight shook his head; his sister could be such a pain sometimes.


  “Quiet down up there,” he yelled, the volume of her cartoon only getting louder in response.


  Gameknight growled a curse under his breath and focused back on his computer game. Next to the screen he saw the birthday card she’d made for him last week. It was a childishly hand-drawn picture of him holding his sister’s hand as they walked across pink rolling fields, gigantic purple and blue flowers dotting the landscape. She’d spent hours on it, working in complete secrecy up in her room. The smile on her face when she’d given it to him had been incredible, lighting up the room. He smiled. She wasn’t a bad sister, just annoying, sometimes.


  The volume on the TV upstairs went down a bit, likely due to a closed door.


  “Thanks!” he yelled without taking his eyes off the computer, off Minecraft.


  He loved this game, loved pranking people, “trolling,” as it was called in Minecraft, using his expertise to mess with them in multiplayer, killing them, and taking their stuff. Today was a great troll, ending the biggest team (PvP) game ever to be played on Minecraft in a draw. No winners except him.


  Laughing again, Gameknight logged back into the game and went to his server list. He’d heard of a new server, something really big. Pulling out the paper he’d written the IP address on, he joined the server. It was a survival game, his favorite. With all his mods and software hacks, he’d rule this server in no time at all. Hopefully their security wouldn’t be very good and he could get into creative mode quickly.


  As the game started, the opening scene looked . . . different, with strange writing on the screen that he didn’t recognize, letters and words that were completely intelligible.


  “This is different,” Gameknight said to himself as he tried to decipher the image.


  Just as patterns started to surface from the writing, the screen went blank and his character suddenly spawned into the game. The area where he appeared was interesting—no, it was very interesting, with gigantic cliffs nearby and a long waterfall falling from its heights. Overhanging surfaces hung high up in the sky next to the waterfall at least forty blocks into the air. The water was falling down the complete height but continued into a deep cavern at the foot of the cliff. Bright light from within the chamber told him that there was lava somewhere down there, likely the meeting of the water and lava forming cobblestone. Climbing to the top of a nearby hill, Gameknight could see another interesting stone outcropping nearby, with more overhanging surfaces sticking out into the air, a village beyond that just barely visible in the distance. This rocky structure had long columns hanging underneath the overhang, the stony spikes looking like the giant fangs of some blocky leviathan. Yes, this server was definitely interesting.


  The sun was starting to set, something that could be a problem on a survival server if you weren’t prepared. But of course, Gameknight was always prepared. Hitting ctrl-z, he opened his favorite cheat. An inventory popped up on his screen, giving him access to everything. Of course, he took diamond armor and a diamond sword, but he also took a bow, a stack of arrows, and an anvil. Placing the anvil on the ground, he enchanted his bow with Punch II, Power III, and Infinity. Not as good as his last bow, but still respectable with the Punch II acting like Knockback for a sword, and of course the Infinity giving him infinite arrows. After grabbing some golden apples to eat later, he closed his inventory and went hunting.


  Seeing some pigs on the grassy plane below, he fired a few arrows at them to get the range, then started drilling them from the hill, firing six quick shots at the annoying pink animals, hitting and killing four and barely missing one. He decided that he would allow this lone pig to live out of the kindness of his heart, but then changed his mind and fired a seventh arrow, the iron barbed projectile quickly transforming the animal into a pile of bacon.


  Running down the grassy hill, Gameknight collected his prize: pork. As he picked up the last pile, he saw a couple of players moving toward him, walking under the canopy of a small cluster of trees, mostly oak and birch. They were obviously noobs, having only leather armor and stone swords, and staying much too close to the shadows. Quickly scanning the area and looking around for threats, Gameknight moved behind a group of birch trees, the low hanging branches hiding him behind their leafy arms while he waited as the players neared.


  A zombie suddenly jumped out of the shadows and surprised them, arms outstretched. The two players struck out at the creature with their pathetic stone swords. They slashed at the green beast, its moaning filling the air, hacking furiously rather than one of them attacking while the other defended—idiots. The zombie clawed and pounded on their thin leather armor, doing damage to sections of the protective coats as they battled. Rather than aiming for the head, the two noobs continued to hack at the outstretched arms, doing damage, but not very much, letting the creature respond in kind until they eventually killed the beast, but taking some damage themselves in the exchange.


  What a joke, taking damage from just one zombie, Gameknight thought. These two don’t deserve to play Minecraft.


  Pulling out his shimmering enchanted bow, he loosed an arrow at the nearest of the two, then quickly fired another at his companion. Once he had the range, he continued to fire at the two players, piercing them with multiple arrows and killing them without a problem. Their armor offered little protection after the zombie battle . . . how pathetic. Their belongings fell to the ground: stone tools, bows, arrows, and of course their puny stone swords, the items floating just off the ground. Normally, he would collect the spoils of war, but these two had nothing of value, so he ignored them and moved on.
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