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  WHAT IS MINECRAFT?

  Minecraft is an incredibly creative game that can be played either online with people from all over the world, or just played with friends, or played alone. It’s likely one of the most creative things I’ve seen come to computer gaming in a long time. Referred to as a sandbox game, it gives the player the ability to build anything their minds can imagine using textured cubes as their building materials. Of course, most players first build a castle . . . that seems like a rite of passage in Minecraft. Players quickly realize, though, that the rules of physics don’t apply to this digital landscape. In Creative mode, you can build floating cities in the sky, a bridge to nowhere, or an underwater village of glass (that was one of the things that were destroyed on my son’s server!). I’ve seen people build massive, ornately decorated spiral staircases that extended from deep down at the bedrock level all the way up to the build limit (layer 255) and others building massive space stations that float in the sky and span hundreds of blocks in all directions. Anything is possible as long as you follow two important rules: 1—everything is made of blocks, and 2—you can build anything! I’ve included an image of something Gameknight and I built using the amplified terrain setting: a creeper prison. You can see some of them escaped and are now swimming with their guards.

  The creative opportunity 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., to craft tools and weapons so 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 for making the metal weapons and armor 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.
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  Though the land is filled with monsters, the user is not alone. Vast servers exist online where hundreds or even thousands of users play the game, all sharing space and resources along with other creatures in Minecraft. These servers host many types of gameplay, from minigames, to spleefing (my favorite), to PvP (I’m terrible at Player-vs-Player battles), to fractions, to Survival, to Creative . . . It’s amazing what people have created with Minecraft, and these many, many servers are evidence of the creative potential Minecraft offers those with imaginative minds.

  This game is an incredible platform for creative individuals who love to build and create, but they are not just limited to constructing buildings. With a feature called redstone, users can create electrical circuits within the game, using redstone circuits to power pistons and other devices so that complex machines can be created. People in the past have created music players, fully operational 8-bit computers, and sophisticated minigames within Minecraft, all powered by redstone. With the introduction of command blocks in version 1.4.2, command scripts could be used to control game mechanics. This opened a new creative avenue to Minecraft programs all over the world, allowing them to make even more sophisticated mechanisms in the game.

  The beauty and brilliance of Minecraft is that it’s not just a game, but an operating system that allows users to create their own games and express themselves in ways that were not available prior to Minecraft. With the many updates constantly flowing from Mojang, the game is continuing to evolve and get better. The creative programmers at Mojang have been expanding the instructions available for command blocks, allowing games to be constructed like Missile Wars (one of my favorites) and of course the classic, Cake Defense (another of my favorites). If you haven’t tried these, you should; they are a lot of fun when played with friends. The newest update, called the Bountiful Update, has added some really cool features. My favorites are the Ocean Monument, the Guardians, and of course the rabbits. (Did you notice the last line in the update description? Interesting. Maybe he was there all along. Maybe he’s still there.)

  Minecraft isn’t just a game, an operating system, or a computer programming environment . . . it is something more. It’s like a blank canvas that extends in all directions, forever, and is filled with unlimited possibilities.

  What can you create?


  “We have not passed that subtle line between childhood and adulthood until we move from the passive voice to the active voice—that is, until we have stopped saying ‘It got lost,’ and say, ‘I lost it.’”

  —Sydney J. Harris


  CHAPTER 1

  HISSING VILLAIN

  The silvery mist swirled around Gameknight999 as he walked across the featureless terrain. Faint outlines of blocky trees stood out through the shining haze, their stiff upright forms barely visible through the fog. As Gameknight approached, they seemed to evaporate, turning to smoke.

  Pivoting in a tight circle, he scanned the area around him. Everywhere he saw the same thing; a silvery mist masking the features of the landscape. Gameknight999 could start to make out more shapes through the fog: another tree here . . . a grassy hill there . . . but in every case, when he closed the distance, they just disappeared.

  It was strange, but also oddly familiar. He’d been here before . . . not in this land with the disappearing trees and nonexistent hills, but in this silvery mist. The memory struggled to come forth from the back of his mind, but there was also something else lurking in that memory . . . and it scared him.

  “What is this place?” he said aloud to no one. “It’s almost like I remember it from a . . .”

  And then it came to him; this was the Land of Dreams. The first time he’d been pulled into Minecraft—when he’d first met his friends Crafter, Hunter, and Stitcher—he had come to this place of silvery mist. Crafter had called it the Land of Dreams and had referred to Gameknight999 as a dream-walker; a person that could intentionally move through the Land of Dreams. This was the place between being awake and fully asleep, where nightmares could come to life . . .

  Peering into the silvery mist, he looked for the glowing red eyes of his old enemies, Erebus and Malacoda. They had led the assault on Minecraft and had tried to destroy the Source, the place from which all Minecraft code originated. Gameknight and the NPCs of the Overworld had turned back the crashing tide of monsters and protected the Source, saving Minecraft and all the digital lives within. But now he was back in Minecraft again . . . this time with his sister, as well.

  Suddenly, a hissing sound pierced through the fog. Turning around, he looked at the ground, expecting to find some kind of snake. But that was silly . . . there were no snakes in Minecraft . . .

  The last time he’d been in the Land of Dreams, he’d been fighting for his life, locked in battle with Erebus, the King of the Endermen. That battle had nearly cost him his life, but he had triumphed with the help of his friends and countless users at his side. Now, in the silvery mist of the Land of Dreams, he was alone, completely alone, and he could tell that there was something in here with him.

  Hisssssss.

  There it was again!

  He reached into his inventory and tried to draw his sword . . . but he had nothing with him. Then Gameknight remembered two things about the Land of Dreams: first, it was a dream world and whatever you could imagine would become real in the misty realm. Closing his eyes, he imagined he had his favorite bow, with Punch II, Power IV, and Infinity enchantments on it. Suddenly, the bow appeared in his hand, waves of iridescent light shimmering along its enchanted length. The magical weapon cast a blue illumination into the mist, allowing him to see a little further ahead . . . good. And the second thing he remembered: even though things looked dreamlike in the Land of Dreams, they were real and they could hurt you. In fact, in his last battle with Erebus, the evil enderman learned that if you die in the Land of Dreams, you die for real. And that made the Land of Dreams an incredibly dangerous place.

  Hissssssss.

  As he peered into the silvery mist, something materialized. It wasn’t really a shape, but a color . . . purple. A single point of purple light started to form . . . then another and another until there were many spots of light floating in the mist.

  What are those? Gameknight thought.

  Taking a step closer, Gameknight readied himself for an attack. With a thought, diamond armor suddenly materialized on his body, its crystalline surface also shimmering with enchantments. As he moved forward, the hissing returned . . . it was coming from those purple lights.

  They grew brighter.

  Could it be my old enemies, Malacoda or Erebus, came back to life? Gameknight thought. No, it couldn’t be that.

  And then one of the purple spots blinked. They were eyes . . . spider eyes!

  The eyes grew brighter as the monster took a step closer to Gameknight, but they were not just giving off more light. No, they were giving off something else . . . hatred. These eyes hated Gameknight999 with every fiber of their being, and he could tell that if they had the chance, they would destroy him right then.

  “So, I meet that User-that-is-not-a-user at last,” said a voice from the mist.

  “Show yourself, monster!” Gameknight shouted.

  “When we are ready,” the spider answered. “Why don’t you come near and give usssss some nice hugssssss?”

  The extended hissing-like sound of the monster’s voice made Gameknight’s skin crawl.

  A clicking sound then came from the monster as it snapped its razor sharp mandibles together.

  “I have been waiting for a hundred yearssss to meet you, User-that-is-not-a-user,” the monster said. “Come, let ussssss get acquainted.”

  “Stay away from me, beast!”

  He fired an arrow at those purple eyes, but the projectile just passed through what he thought would be the monster’s head like there was nothing there. He could hear his arrow clatter to the ground far into the mist, the spider unharmed.

  “Ha ha ha, that wassss nice,” the spider mocked. “Thank you for your little gift. Now, let me introduce myself. I am Shaikulud, the queen of the spiderssss, and soon I will destroy you.”

  The clicking of her mandibles intensified as she moved closer. Gameknight could hear the razor sharp claws on the end of each of her eight legs clicking on the hard ground as she moved forward, but her body still remained shrouded in mist.

  “I have been commanded by the Maker to destroy you and your friendssss. Once you are gone, my children will flow across the surface of Minecraft and destroy the NPCssss once and for all. With the help of the greenssss, we will take back the world that wassss meant for ussss.”

  Gameknight drew another arrow and aimed at one of the hateful eyes. Releasing the arrow, he saw it fly straight for the purple-glowing spot then pass through as if it were made of smoke.

  “Ha ha ha . . . that tickled,” Shaikulud mocked. “You must stop your pathetic resistance and come to me so that I can destroy you.”

  Suddenly, clicking sounds came from all around him. Looking into the mist, Gameknight999 could see red spider eyes materialize, every one of them burning with unquenchable hatred. Drawing arrow after arrow, he fired at the red eyes. But the same thing happened: his arrows flew through them as if they were made of nothing but shadows . . . and rage. Turning back to Shaikulud, Gameknight dropped his bow then held out his hand. A shimmering diamond sword materialized in his right hand.

  “If you want me, spider, then you’ll have to come here and get me.”

  “In time, User-that-is-not-a-user, in time. But for now, I will let my daughterssss have a little fun with you.” Shaikulud then raised her voice so that it resonated throughout the Land of Dreams. “Children . . . attack!”

  Gameknight could hear the spiders charging at him from all sides. If he stayed here, he would be destroyed. Instead of fighting, he dropped his sword and closed his eyes. And then, with every bit of mental strength he had, he shouted as loud as he could.

  “WAKE UP . . . WAKE UP . . . WAKE UP!”


  CHAPTER 2

  CRAFTER’S PLAN

  Gameknight woke with a start. Reaching into his inventory, he drew his sword as he stood, ready for the spider attack that was not coming.

  “You have a funny way of waking up,” said a voice behind him.

  Turning, he found his friend, Hunter, standing behind him.

  She stepped toward him and carefully put a reassuring hand on his shoulder. It was dawn and the morning rays from the sun were piercing through the overhead leafy canopy, the golden shafts of light shining down on the two of them. The light made Hunter’s curly red hair almost seem to glow, momentarily giving the appearance that she was surrounded by some kind of magical crimson aura. But then the sun rose a bit higher, the lighting changed, and the moment was gone.

  “Are you OK?” she asked.

  Gameknight looked down at his shimmering diamond sword, then up into Hunter’s warm brown eyes. He could see the look of concern on her face and knew that his face must be betraying the sense of terror he felt. Carefully, he put away his sword and looked around. They were in their makeshift camp in the middle of the woods, hiding from Herobrine and his zombie horde. Looking to the perimeter of their camp, Gameknight could see the wooden barricades that had been constructed at nightfall; a temporary barrier to keep the monsters out. Glancing up to the treetops, he could see archers perched amidst the branches, their keen eyes looking for movement in the forest below.

  There were no spiders attacking. It had just been a dream. And yet, maybe it had been more . . .

  “Gameknight . . . what’s wrong?” Hunter asked, pulling at his sleeve to get his attention. “Would you tell me what’s going on? Is there . . .”

  “The Land of Dreams,” he said in a shaky voice.

  Instantly, Hunter grew silent. She too could travel through the Land of Dreams, as could her younger sister, Stitcher. All three of them were dream-walkers, which was incredibly rare in the world of Minecraft.

  “What was it?” she asked in a low voice as she moved closer. “Not Erebus or Malacoda?” A look of fear crossed her face as she spoke the name of their old enemies.

  “No,” Gameknight answered. “Something else. A spider named Shaikulud.”

  “Did you say Shaikulud?” a young voice said from behind.

  Turning, Gameknight found a young boy with shoulder-length blond hair approaching. He had bright blue eyes that seemed to peer straight into Gameknight’s soul. But the eyes also held a look of ageless wisdom, as though they’d been in Minecraft for decades longer than possible. He wore a smock that covered him from neck to ankles, as all the villagers did, but his was colored black with a gray stripe down the center. The color of his clothing marked his position in this community: village crafter.

  He was Gameknight’s best friend in Minecraft, Crafter. He was the village’s leader before Gameknight came into the game through the use of his father’s invention, the digitizer. This device had transferred every aspect of his being from his physical body and completely transported into Minecraft. Here, within the game that was so much more than a game, he was now the User-that-is-not-a-user. His user name floated above his head, like all users, but he lacked the shining server thread that extended from the player’s head and stretched up into the sky, connecting them to the servers. Gameknight999 had no server thread and was not connected to the servers because he was inside the server. He looked like a user, but without the server thread, he was not a user; he was something else . . .

  “What was that name, User-that-is-not-a-user?” Crafter asked again.

  “She called herself Shaikulud,” Gameknight answered.

  Crafter’s face turned pale.

  “You want to tell us what it means?” Hunter asked.

  Even though Crafter looked like a child, he was actually one of the oldest NPCs (non-playable characters) in Minecraft. In Gameknight’s first adventure as the User-that-is-not-a-user, he and Crafter had faced off against a massive army of monsters, their own army of users at their backs. During that battle, Crafter, in his old gray-haired form, had been killed in defense of Minecraft. But because he’d accumulated enough XP (experience points), he had been able to respawn into the next higher server plane, materializing in the child’s body that they saw before them. Being the oldest NPC in Minecraft meant that he knew the most about its history and lore.

  “The name Shaikulud comes to us from very far back in Minecraft’s history,” Crafter explained.

  “What?” another voice asked. It was Gameknight’s sister, Monet113.

  She was climbing down a ladder that led up to the treetops, a bow in her hand. In the orange glow of sunrise, her midnight blue made her look like a shadow as she moved down from the leafy canopy. The bands of pale blue across her front mixed with speckles of white splattered across her chest and back were the only clue that she was not some kind of dark apparition from a dream. Her bright green eyes looked as though they were glowing in the pale morning light. She looked down on her brother with affection. But the most striking thing about her appearance was her hair; fluorescent blue locks spilled down her shoulder and back, standing out in stark contrast against her dark skin. Monet’s love of color was evident in every aspect of her appearance, though the colors did little to hide her from prying eyes.

  “Shhh,” Gameknight said as he turned to his sister then turned back to Crafter. “Please continue.”

  “I was saying, the name Shaikulud comes to us from far back in Minecraft’s history. My Great-Great-Aunt Brewer told us of an ancient creature that prowled the jungles of Minecraft, guarding some ancient secret.”

  “What kind of secret was she guarding?” Monet asked as she rubbed the sleep from her eyes.

  “No one knows,” Crafter replied. “The only things I remember Brewer telling me were that Shaikulud was crafted by some kind of evil being and that she was guarding the most ancient secret in Minecraft.”

  “Sounds exciting,” Monet said, drawing an angry glare from Hunter. “What?”

  “We need to stay focused and not go off on any unnecessary adventures,” Hunter said, knowing just how impulsive Monet could be.

  Just then, the sound of howling wolves filled the air. They had noticed an unusual number of wolves about, but they had not been attacking, just staying out of sight in the forest. One of the NPCs with them, Herder, tried to go out and bring the wolves back. As the keeper of the animals, Herder was anxious to find any stray animal and bring them under his protection, but wolves hardly needed any protection. In fact, after Herder befriended them, the wolves acted as sentries for the NPCs, guarding their perimeter and watching for monsters.

  Now, Herder streaked by, running toward the howling sounds. Leaping up onto the wooden barricade the villagers had built around their camp before going to sleep, Herder shot out into the forest, hoping to find the illusive animals.

  Someone laughed.

  “There goes the Wolfman again,” one of the NPCs said.

  “I hope he can bring some back this time,” another added.

  Wolfman was the new name many of the NPCs had taken to calling him. They used to pick on the boy, calling him names like pig-boy, his differences drawing abuse from the bullies. But after he saved the day on the steps of the Source by arriving to the battle with a massive pack of wolves, the villagers had recognized that his differences from the other NPCs should not be mocked, but embraced. Now he was a favorite of the village, his wolves prized by all.

  “Crafter, get back to your story,” Hunter snapped.

  “Oh yeah,” the NPC continued, “anyway, this Shaikulud was an extremely dangerous creature. Great-Great-Aunt Brewer said that this Shaikulud, whatever kind of monster she was, was incredibly strong and vicious. It would be best if we could avoid tangling with her.”

  “We don’t want to tangle with any monsters, if we can avoid it,” Stitcher, Hunter’s younger sister, added as she walked up to the group.

  Gameknight turned and saw her approaching. She was much shorter than Hunter, but had the same curly red hair, the coiled ruby springs bouncing as she walked. But she had a look in her eyes that was very different from her sister’s. Monsters had destroyed their village and killed their parents during the war to destroy Minecraft. Stitcher had been captured and taken to work as a slave in the Nether. Gameknight had been able to save the younger sister, but an angry rage still simmered within the older. Hunter had a burning desire for revenge against the monsters of Minecraft, wanting to pay them back for the suffering they’d caused to her sister and village. It was something that threatened to consume her, and it worried both Gameknight and Stitcher.

  “She’s a spider,” Gameknight said, his voice shaking ever so slightly with fear. “The queen of the spiders, and I think she knows we’re here.”

  “Why is it that all the monster royalty are after you?” Hunter asked playfully. “First it was the King of the Endermen, then the King of the Nether, then the Zombie King . . . now it’s the Spider Queen. What is it with you that attracts all these creatures?”

  “Must be my sparkling personality,” he answered, then laughed an uneasy, nervous laugh.

  “Anyway,” Crafter continued, “we will try to avoid this Shaikulud whenever possible. Now are we ready to break camp?”

  “Yes,” boomed Digger’s deep voice from behind.

  Turning, Gameknight saw the hulking form of Digger approaching. His broad shoulders and thick arms were the results of his many hours digging in the mines for the village, and that strength had served them through the many battles they’d had over the past few days.

  “Then let’s get moving,” Hunter added.

  “But where are we going?” Gameknight asked. “Crafter, you told us about the Oracle in the jungle temple somewhere on this server, but where is she? How do we find her?”

  “I’ve been giving that some thought, and I’ve come to the conclusion that we need more information in order to find the Oracle’s temple.”

  “Where are we going to get more information . . . Google?” Monet asked.

  “What’s a Google?” Stitcher replied.

  Gameknight and Monet laughed.

  “What?” the young NPC asked.

  “Nothing,” Gameknight explained. “It’s just something that we use in the physical world to get information. It’s like all the books in the world stored online.”

  “That’s what we need,” Stitcher replied.

  “We have something like that here in Minecraft,” Crafter said, drawing all eyes to him. “It’s the library.”

  “You have a library in Minecraft?” Gameknight asked.

  “Yes, in fact, you’ve been in it before . . . remember?”

  “Of course, the stronghold,” Gameknight said.

  “Exactly.”

  “A stronghold . . . what’s a stronghold?” Monet asked.

  “There are three strongholds on every server,” Crafter explained. “They are well hidden so that only those with the correct items and knowledge can enter. Last time, we had the Iron Rose to point us to the stronghold’s location, but we do not have that with us now. We must find the stronghold, somehow, on our own.”

  “Eyes of Ender,” Gameknight said.

  “What are you talking about?” Hunter asked.

  “We need the Eyes of Ender; they will lead us to the stronghold.”

  Crafter looked at his friend, a look of curiosity and confusion on his face.

  “Crafter, you don’t know what the Eyes of Ender are?” Gameknight asked.

  The young NPC with the old blue eyes just shook his head.

  Smiling, the User-that-is-not-a-user stood a little taller as he realized that he knew something about Minecraft that Crafter did not.

  “Well,” Hunter asked as she punched Gameknight playfully in the arm, “are you going to tell us, or just stand there smiling like an idiot?”

  “If you throw an Eye of Ender, it will fly toward the stronghold. And when you get over the stronghold, the Eye will fly straight down toward the ground. All we need is a bunch of Eyes of Ender and we can easily find the stronghold.”

  “Do you happen to have some Eyes of Ender with you?” Hunter asked.

  “Well . . . no.”

  She sighed, then rolled her eyes.

  “But you have some here,” Monet113 added. All eyes turned to her in surprise. “What? I’ve been studying Minecraft and learning what I could about the game before I started to play. I know a thing or two. You have a villager here that I bet has some. Is there a priest villager here?”

  “Of course,” Crafter answered. “Every village has a priest NPC.”

  “You can trade emeralds for Eyes of Ender . . . he has them,” Monet explained. “We can also craft some of them as well. Just combine some blaze powder with an ender pearl. I bet after the Last Battle on the stairs leading to the Source, you have a bunch of both?”

  Crafter reached into his inventory and withdrew two ender pearls. The pale blue orbs had a dark center that looked like the pupil at the center of a cerulean eye. They looked spooky, and Gameknight shivered ever so slightly when he remembered how they’d been obtained—battling an enderman. Putting it back into his inventory, Crafter glanced at the other NPCs. They all looked at Monet, then to Gameknight, curious as to how she could know so much.

  “I wrote down some notes about our last adventures and she found them . . . OK?” Gameknight said, trying to defend himself.

  The NPCs glared at him, then all laughed as the guilty look on Gameknight’s face grew.

  “Well, you heard Monet113, the Sister-to-the-User-that-is-not-a-user . . . let’s get to work,” Crafter ordered.

  And at once, everyone started to move, looking for the priest and gathering the necessary crafting items.

  Gameknight moved next to his sister and beamed with pride; her knowledge was exactly the right thing they needed. Putting an arm around her, he looked down at her.

  “I’m still mad that you for using Dad’s digitizer and coming into Minecraft,” he said to her.

  Monet’s self-satisfied smile faded a bit.

  “I’m glad you’re here now,” he added, and her smile returned. “But you have to remember this isn’t a game. The monsters here all want to destroy you, and I don’t know what will happen to us if they are successful.”

  “You really know how to calm people’s fears, brother,” she said.

  “Be serious,” he snapped. “I’m responsible for you until we get out of Minecraft, so that means that you listen to me and do what I tell you . . . understand?”

  Monet rolled her eyes . . . kind of like how Gameknight would to his parents.

  “Understand?!”

  “Yeah . . . yeah.”

  Gameknight tried to give her a cheerful smile, but the faint sound of a zombie moan from far away tore his eyes from her. Scanning the forest suspiciously, he could imagine all the monsters waiting for them out in the wilderness of Minecraft. The image of those terrible, hateful, purple eyes filled his mind, and a shiver of dread ran down his spine.


  CHAPTER 3

  HEROBRINE’S TRANSFORMATION

  Herobrine materialized on a grassy knoll that overlooked a village, a dense forest behind him. It was quite a picturesque view; the village was nestled between two grass-covered hills, flowers dotting the terrain like little candies on two huge scoops of green ice cream. At the center of the village stood a tall, rocky structure that loomed high above the rest of the buildings. It was the watchtower and could be found in all villages. Atop the tall tower would be an NPC with the best eyesight. They would be the lookout who would watch for attacking monsters. Around the village was a cobblestone wall, a fortification left over from the Last Battle for Minecraft. It hugged the community close, with archer towers at the corners and battlements all along its perimeter. The barrier would keep out regular monsters, but had no chance of keeping out Herobrine.

  Through the center of the village ran a slow moving river. The cool waterway cut through the fortified walls, but iron gratings had been installed to allow the water to flow through the village and exit through the opposite side. Its winding path continued on past the village and extended across the landscape until it disappeared in the distance. Anyone else would have found the scene quite beautiful, but to Herobrine, it was terrible.

  “Why can’t these NPCs live underground in the dark caves and shadowy passages?” he said aloud to no one. “That’s where they should be . . . hidden away so that nobody could ever find them. Well, I’ll make sure nobody finds this village ever again.”

  He smiled an evil toothy smile, then laughed a sadistic laugh that made the grass near his feet cringe with fear. Closing his eyes, he listened to the music of Minecraft and could feel the inner workings of the software that controlled everything on this server. In an instant he could feel his enemy, Gameknight999. Through his shadow-crafter powers, Herobrine could feel his prey as if he were a thorn on the stem of a flower. The User-that-is-not-a-user’s presence echoed through the music of Minecraft like the remnants of a distant storm. Though Herobrine couldn’t pinpoint his exact location, he could still feel him, and Gameknight999’s very presence filled the evil shadow-crafter with a nearly uncontrollable rage.

  I see that you are still here on this server, my friend, he thought to himself. Excellent. When I feel you trying to use the Gateway of Light, I will be there and will flow into the physical world with you. Then I will take my revenge on those that imprisoned me in this game. The destruction of the Minecraft servers will come first, then the destruction of the physical world. I will turn your weapons of destruction upon you, then laugh when the users in the physical world beg for mercy and forgiveness . . . for you will get neither.

  He laughed to himself and he imagined the fear that would spread, then glared down at the village.

  “But first, I must find where you are hiding, Gameknight999,” he said. “Let’s see how much information I can wring from the NPCs in this pathetic village.”
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