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NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR

I’ve been really excited about this series, the Birth of Herobrine, for a while now, and I’ve had a lot of fun writing about some of the historical characters you’ve heard so much about through previous books. I’ve had my mind on this series since I wrote my second Gameknight999 novel, Battle for the Nether. In that story is the first mention of Crafter’s great uncle Weaver and his love of TNT. Since then, I’ve wanted to go back and explore the many historical figures that shaped Minecraft for Gameknight and his friends. So here we are now. I hope you enjoy my take on Minecraft’s past.

As I wrote this book, I struggled to picture the landscape and the structures in my head. So I went to Minecraft, built many of the structures, and found just the right landscape features to describe in the story. You can see Two-Sword Pass and the Abyss and many other structures from the story on Gameknight999’s Minecraft server; I hope all of you get the chance to visit. Go to www.gameknight999.com to get the IP address for the server as well as see some of the images. You can also watch some videos I made that show things other kids have built, specifically their player shops. Some of these are fantastic. Quadbamber has been adding a lot of really cool new features to the server, so come check it out—you won’t be disappointed. If you need help with server plugins, check out Quadbamber’s YouTube channel, LBEGaming. He is the Minecraft server master!

I really wanted to incorporate some of the new features from version 1.9 in this book, which was released just as I finished up writing, but it just didn’t make sense in the story. So the new battle features and new boats, the elytra (these are super cool), and of course the new dragon and the new End will need to wait until the sixth series. However, you can see these new features right now on Gameknight’s server. If you come onto the server, please say hello to Gameknight999 and me, Monkeypants_217.

Please keep the thoughtful comments coming. I love reading your emails, and I respond to all. Just be careful and make sure you type your email address correctly. The stories that all of you are sending me are fantastic, and I post nearly every one to my website. Sorry, but those that are only one sentence long do not get posted; I need to see more of your amazing writing! Go to my website, www.markcheverton.com, and email me your comments, questions, or stories.

Keep reading and watch out for creepers.

—Mark (Monkeypants_271)


Being on the outside can be difficult, but it’s important to be yourself and find those similar to you, whose personalities resonate with your own. Being accepted for being who you are is more important than being accepted for popularity’s sake. Being the person you were meant to be is far more important than wearing a popular disguise. The former leads to happiness and respect, while the latter leads to eventual disappointment.


CHAPTER 1

GOING BACK

Tommy stared at the space-age device with trepidation. He knew his father’s invention, the Digitizer, could take him back to see his electronic friends within Minecraft. It had been a couple of days since he’d seen Crafter, Hunter, Stitcher, Digger, and Herder, and he missed them. But his father had warned him that it wasn’t safe to be using the electronics during thunderstorms, and there was one approaching at that very moment.

He glanced at the stairway that led up out of the basement, then scanned the concrete room. There was a dusty smell to the place, like it was somehow ancient. But that was probably because of the mounds of discarded stuff spread everywhere, collecting dust. Piles of abandoned inventions, each one created by Tommy’s dad, sat on shelves, lay half-assembled on benches, or lay in piles of disconnected components. It was like a graveyard of mechanical things, nearly all of the devices complete failures … all except for the Digitizer. After the sale of the device to some mysterious company his father wouldn’t talk about, they had upgraded their Digitizer with new power supplies, stainless steel support brackets, additional computer memory, and, of course, lots of blinking lights—they both liked blinking lights. The upgrade had been finished last night; Tommy was just itching to test it, but with the storm coming, his father had said they should wait.

“I’ve waited for an hour now,” Tommy said to the cluttered room. “How much longer do I have to wait?”

No answer came; he was alone in the house. His parents had gone to a party for his mom’s work, and Jenny had gone to stay the night with a friend.

Glancing at the small window in the top of the basement wall, Tommy could see it was barely raining. Thinking about it, he was pretty sure he hadn’t heard any thunder for at least five minutes now. Wasn’t there some kind of rule about that?

“The storm is probably gone,” he said, trying to convince himself. “I’m sure it’s OK to take the new Digitizer out for a test drive.”

He moved to the desk chair and turned on the huge 1080p monitor. Minecraft was there, waiting for him. He’d started the program an hour ago, after his parents had left. With his wireless MLG mouse, he activated the Digitizer’s software. Instantly, a sound like that of an angry hive of bees filled the room. The device began to glow bright as blinking LEDs flashed in complicated patterns. The LEDs had no purpose other than to look cool. Tommy smiled … the LEDs were his idea, and they did look awesome.

Turning back to the software, he set the timer to forty minutes. After that time, the Digitizer would be programmed to activate again by itself and bring him back to the real world safely; it was a new feature his dad had programmed. That would give him two days in the game with his friends (real-world days were only twenty minutes long in Minecraft). He’d just go in and get out, quick and quiet. Nobody would know he’d been in Minecraft, and he’d be out before his parents returned home, which he knew would be extremely late tonight.

He logged into the game using his Minecraft user name, Gameknight999.

Lightning flashed outside, filling the basement with harsh white light. The rumble of thunder caused the house to vibrate just as the glaring light receded.

Ugh, so much for no thunder in the last five minutes. Maybe I should wait, Tommy thought. After all, Dad was really adamant about how dangerous it could be.

With the computer’s cursor hovering over the Activate button, he paused and listened. Raindrops danced on the side of the house and splattered against the basement window. That sound always reminded him of frying bacon … mmm, baaaconnnn. A momentary pang of hunger shot through him, but he’d just had a couple slices of pizza. Tommy knew he wasn’t really hungry; he was just excited.

There was no follow-up lightning or thunder … the storm must have passed him by.

“It’s probably OK,” Tommy said to the glowing Digitizer.

Ignoring a nagging thought in the back of his head, he clicked the mouse.

Immediately, the angry beehive began to grow louder as the lights on the Digitizer became brighter, the LEDs now blinking furiously. Gritting his teeth, Tommy was ready for the blast of light from the invention. But suddenly, a flash of lightning outside lit up the basement windows as the storm thundered down upon the house. The lights in the basement flickered momentarily as more lightning struck the home, the 1.21 gigawatts of electricity running throughout the house’s electrical system. Sparks leapt out of the surge protector that was mounted to the wall as lightbulbs grew bright and then burst.

This wasn’t a good idea, he realized.

Tommy tried to reach for the mouse and click the Cancel button, but it was too late. The Digitizer activated, blasting him with a brilliant white light just as more sparks jumped out of the power strip and ran along the cords to the computer. Suddenly, all of his nerves felt alive, as if the electricity was surging through his body. Waves of blazing heat and chilling cold wrapped around his body.

He had the urge to wrap his arms around his body but found he couldn’t move. Tommy fell forward over the desk, his head landing on a pillow he’d placed on the hard wooden surface—a lesson he’d learned from the first time he accidently used the Digitizer. Slowly, his view of the basement became blurry, the piles of half-built contraptions and towers of old boxes began to undulate like writhing snakes. His view of the basement faded and overlapped with something green and blocky. At one point, he felt as if he were in two places at the same time. Then the basement completely faded away.

Suddenly, the heat and the cold and the electric jolts all disappeared.

Everything in his body ached. It felt like that time when he thought it would be a good idea to go out for the wrestling team … that had been a painful mistake.

Groaning, he sat up. Around him were green grassy blocks, with the occasional cube of dirt intermixed within the verdant landscape. Standing, he turned and completely surveyed his surroundings. A majestic oak tree stood nearby, its leaves waving in the constant east-to-west breeze. Glancing up, he found a waterfall streaming over the edge of a stone outcropping that extended out from the tall mountain looming high overhead. The cool liquid fell in a wide pool that flowed down into an underground cavern far below. The moos of nearby cows floated on the breeze, followed by the clucks of chicks and the occasional bleat of a sheep.

Moving to the oak, he rubbed his hand on the rough bark, feeling the hard jagged surface under his blocky fingers. Even though Tommy could see his stubby, square fingers, the bark under his palm felt real and alive. Glancing at the tall mountain behind him, he spotted the sheer face on one side that he knew all too well. This was where he always spawned when he used the Digitizer. With a smile, Gameknight999 knew that he was back inside Minecraft.

And yet, something felt wrong. The torch he’d placed over the entrance to his secret hidey-hole the last time he’d been here was missing. Glancing to the top of the mountain, he couldn’t see the tall column of dirt he’d built, the one with torches adorning the sides of the pillar so that he could easily find his way back. It didn’t even look like it had been knocked down. It was as if it had never been built in the first place.

“That’s really weird,” he said aloud to no one.

Without warning, a jolt of fear shot down his spine. Glancing around, he searched for monsters, but saw none. Gameknight breathed a sigh of relief, then moved to the oak tree. With his hands balled into fists, he pounded on the wood until the first block broke, then continued pummeling the rest of the cubes that made up the tree’s trunk. With one of the wooden blocks in his hand, he went to work on the tree leaves, hoping for one of them to drop an apple. By the time he’d cleared all the leaves, he had two red apples in his inventory. Good, that would keep him from getting too hungry before he reached Crafter’s village.

Quickly, he changed the blocks of wood into wooden planks, then made a crafting bench. With the planks, Gameknight crafted some sticks. The rest of the wood was used to make a pickaxe, a shovel, and a wooden sword.

Stepping up to where his hidey-hole was hidden, Gameknight put the shovel to work, clearing away the dirt until he hit stone. He then shifted to the pickaxe and began digging up the rock.

It’s not here! he thought as panic started to seep into his mind.

How could this be? He’d dug out a chamber right here into the side of this mountain, and now it was gone.

A sound echoed off the side of the mountain. Gameknight spun around, wooden sword in his hand. The basin before him was empty, the landscape bright with sunlight.

“At least the sun will keep the zombies and skeletons away for a while,” he said to himself, even as a small voice in the back of his head reminded him that there were other monsters out there that weren’t affected by the sun.

Gameknight glanced down at his sword and knew he needed better, sharper weapons. Forgetting about the hidey-hole, he pulled out his pickaxe and started digging up stone. The plan was to collect just enough to make new tools; then he’d head for Crafter’s village.

When he had a handful of gray blocks of stone, Gameknight returned to the crafting bench and made a stone pick, a shovel, and a sword. Some armor would have made him feel better, but he was anxious to see his friends and to find out what happened to his hidey-hole. So, after breaking his crafting bench and putting it into his inventory, he set off across the grassy hills toward the village he knew lay over the horizon.


CHAPTER 2

A NEW MINECRAFT

The forest before him was filled with oak and birch trees. A thick leafy canopy blocked out much of the sun, but shafts of golden sunlight were able to penetrate through the cover and light the grass-covered ground. Gameknight tried to keep to the sunny sections, knowing that skeletons or zombies wouldn’t venture into the sunlight for fear of bursting into flames.

As he ran, the sounds of life were all around him; cows were moving about doing cow things, chickens were clucking, and the occasional sheep could be heard bleating away. A constant westward breeze made the leaves rustle and the grass wave about as he sprinted through the biome. Everything was as it was supposed to be, with the exception of his base being gone … how could that be?

No one would take the time to fill in his hidey-hole just as a prank; that wasn’t how the villagers thought. All that would mean was more work for them and then more work for him to rebuild—a “joke” like that wasn’t funny to NPCs.

Suddenly, a faint moaning sound floated in on the wind: a zombie! This was surprising, seeing that the sun was still high up in the sky.

“It must be hiding somewhere in the shadow of a big oak or maybe in the mouth of a cave,” Gameknight said to himself.

“Oink … oink.”

The sound came from directly behind him. Gameknight stopped and turned, drawing his stone sword in a smooth fluid movement. Before him stood a pig, its dark eyes looking up at him.

“Go away,” Gameknight said. “Shoo.”

“Oink,” the creature replied, then moved forward and nuzzled its flat stubby snout against Gameknight’s leg.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

The pig remained silent, its innocent eyes gazing up at him.

Gameknight glanced down at his sword, then moved his eyes to the pig. He could feel his hunger increasing and knew it would get worse, but he still had those two apples.

Having some pork wouldn’t be terrible, Gameknight thought.

He raised his sword a little higher.

“Oink,” the creature said again, then rubbed its chubby side against him like a cat caressing its favorite master.

“You have no fear, do you?” Gameknight said to the animal.

The creature blinked, but remained silent.

Gameknight lowered his sword, then reached out and patted the animal on the head. Its skin was soft, with the thinnest layer of white fuzz that almost went unnoticed until you touched it.

“I can’t kill you,” Gameknight said. “You are too innocent and harmless and trusting. I’ll just do something else if I get hungry.”

“Oink.”

“Yeah … oink,” Gameknight replied. “I think I will call you … ahh … how about Wilbur? That’s the name of the pig in one of my favorite books. Do you like that name, Wilbur?”

“Oink, oink.”

“OK then, it’s settled. You will be Wilbur … welcome to the team.”

“Oink.”

“That’s right,” he replied with a smile. “Come on, we need to get to Crafter’s village. I’m afraid something funny is going on, and I’d feel safer behind some nice, tall cobblestone walls. Let’s go, boy.”

Gameknight took off running with Wilbur following right behind. The animal seemed to be some kind of super-pig, because it had no problem staying right on his heels as he ran. If he sprinted, the pig would fall behind some, but when Gameknight slowed to rest, Wilbur would always catch up.

A sorrowful moan filled the air again as the stink of decaying flesh assaulted his senses. Gameknight999 skidded to a halt, just as a zombie stepped out from behind a thick oak tree. The decaying monster reached out with a green hand, its razor-sharp claws glistening, reflecting light into his eyes.

Gameknight ducked as the tiny daggers whizzed over his head. Drawing his sword, he slashed at the monster, catching a leg with his stone weapon. The monster growled then stepped forward, moving toward him rather than backing up. Gameknight stepped backward in response, while at the same time bringing up his blade to block another attack. The monster’s claws dug into the stone blade, scratching the side, while the other clawed hand came down on Gameknight’s exposed side. But just before the monster made contact, Wilbur stepped forward and bit down on the monster’s leg. Screaming, the zombie kicked the pig away. Wilbur squealed in pain and retreated.

“Oh no you didn’t!” Gameknight yelled.

Stepping forward, he kicked the zombie in the stomach, pushing the creature backward. His sword then became a blur as he attacked with a fury.

“No one hurts Wilbur!” he screamed.

He brought his blade down upon the monster with a vengeance, hitting it in every vulnerable spot. The zombie flashed red over and over as Gameknight’s sword found its target again and again. He attacked from the left, then from the right. Bringing his sword down in one mighty swing, he finally landed the lethal blow that took the last of the monster’s health points (HP). With a look of shock and fear on the creature’s face, the zombie disappeared with a pop, leaving behind a piece of zombie flesh and three glowing balls of experience points (XP). The tiny spheres glowed as they shifted through different colors, while the zombie flesh floated just off the ground, bobbing up and down harmlessly.

Gameknight stepped forward and let the XP flow into his body, increasing his own experience. When he had enough XP, maybe he’d enchant a weapon or add some magical protection to some armor. Of course, he would need some actual armor to do that …

“Oink, oink,” Wilbur sounded.

Gameknight looked down and petted the animal on the head.

“You OK, boy?” he asked.

“Oink.”

“Thank you for being so brave and helping,” Gameknight said. “I didn’t expect to come across a zombie out here. The sun is still high in the air. If that monster had stepped into the sunlight, it would have burst into flame.”

But then he thought about the battle.

Didn’t the claws sparkle as if they were reflecting the sunlight? Gameknight thought. How can that be? The monster would have burned.

“But how did it even get into the forest?” Gameknight said aloud.

“Oink.”

“Right … there are no caves nearby,” he said to himself, though it was almost like he was having a conversation with Wilbur. “It would need to have crossed a great distance to get to that forest. For a zombie, that’s a long journey that likely could not have been completed during the night. It would have seen some sunlight. So how can that be?”

“Oink.”

“Yeah, it bothers me too. Come on, we need to get to the village, fast. I need to talk about this with Crafter.”

Gameknight gripped his sword firmly in his hand and started to run, Wilbur scurrying along at his side. They wove their way through the rest of the forest as the sun continued its trek toward the western horizon. He knew they had to make it to the village before nightfall, because the monsters of Minecraft ruled the night. In the distance he could see the edge of the forest, a grassy plain extending beyond, the thick grass waving in the constant breeze.

The companions sprinted across the flat grassland, Wilbur working hard to stay at Gameknight999’s side. After pausing a few times to rest, they finally came to the large hill that Gameknight knew would look down upon their destination. When they crested the obstacle, Gameknight stopped to gaze upon the NPC (non-playable character) village that sat in the distance.

“What’s this?” Gameknight asked in surprise. “This isn’t the village I remember. Where’s the cobblestone wall, and the moat, and the archer towers? There isn’t even a tall watchtower at the center so they can be on the lookout for monsters!”

He stared down at the scene, totally confused and a little scared. Before him sat an NPC village that consisted of a handful of wooden buildings built around a central well. Gravel pathways connected the buildings, blades of grass peeking through here and there. A handful of villagers walked to and fro with tools or items held in their hands. They moved either individually or in pairs between the buildings, sometimes talking to each other, sometimes silent. Tendrils of smoke drifted upward from the blacksmith’s furnaces like dark, curving snakes. The east-to-west wind dragged the smoke sideways, causing it to dissipate. Farms extended off to the left, and a channel of water sat between rows of wheat and melons. A young villager tended the fields with a hoe in his small hands, turning the soil on a new plot. He was likely getting it ready for planting.

Across the entire community, Gameknight counted maybe thirty inhabitants scurrying about, many of them going in and out of the dozen structures that were scattered haphazardly about. But the strangest thing was that none of them were armed … why would that be?

“What’s going on in Minecraft, Wilbur?”

“Oink … oink.”

“Yeah, I’m worried too,” he replied.

As the sun began to kiss the horizon, Gameknight ran down the grassy hill and headed for the village, questions swirling through his head.


CHAPTER 3

THE VILLAGE

The afternoon sun cast warm rays of light on the two companions. Long shadows stretched out from the trees and bushes as the square face of the sun approached the horizon; it would be dark soon. They had to be ready, and the village was the best place to stay through the night.

“Maybe you should stay back here and hide in the grass while I head down to the village,” Gameknight said to Wilbur. “I don’t really know what’s going on, and I would feel better knowing you were safe out here on the plain.”

“Oink,” the pig replied.

Wilbur turned and lay on the ground on a patch of thick grass to rest. Gameknight gave him a wink, then turned and headed for the cluster of buildings.

As he approached the village, a group of NPCs noticed him and ran to the edge of the community to await his arrival, weapons in their hands. Pausing for a moment, Gameknight scanned the grassy plain for the presence of monsters. There were none. The grass was swaying in the gentle breeze as the sound of cattle trickled through the landscape. High overhead, square boxy clouds floated lazily overhead. The area was as peaceful as anyone could hope for.

Gameknight brought his eyes back to the village. To his surprise, the NPCs had come forward and were now spreading out to surround him, their weapons still held at the ready.

“What are you doing here?” one of the villagers asked.

The NPC wore a light brown smock with a white stripe running down the middle. He was a large villager, bigger than most, but not the biggest NPC present. Salt-and-pepper black hair ringed the sides of his square head, while the top remained completely bald. An angry scowl was painted on his face, directed toward Gameknight999.

“Ahh … I was coming to visit some friends in this village, but something’s wrong,” Gameknight said.

“Something’s wrong alright,” the NPC growled, then took a step forward, his sword poised for attack.

“Now Fencer, calm down,” another NPC said.

Fencer took a step back but held his iron sword at the ready.

Gameknight turned and faced the speaker. He had a commanding presence about him, and clearly all the villagers deferred to him as their leader. Across his head was a thick mop of black hair, the strands all tangled and disheveled, with what looked like grey ash scattered throughout. He wore a dark brown smock with a black stripe running down the center and a black apron over that. Instantly, Gameknight knew this to be the villager’s blacksmith.

“Thank you,” Gameknight said. “As I said, I was expecting to find my friends’ village here, but it’s all different.”

“This is our village, and we don’t allow outsiders in,” Fencer said with an angry tone.

“What … you turn away people from the safety of your village?” Gameknight asked. “Even at night?”

The User-that-is-not-a-user was stunned. One of the fundamental principles for villagers was to always help other NPCs. What’s happening here? Gameknight wondered.

“Why?”

“We had a stranger come to our village recently,” the blacksmith said. “But he brought with him vicious monsters. I’m sure you know that zombies, skeletons, spiders, and creepers are our enemies. They’ve attacked our villages for as long as … umm … we remember.”

The villagers glanced at each other as if there were some secret between them all.

“Smithy, let’s just chase this stranger away,” Fencer said again. “He can’t be trusted.”

“Smithy?!” Gameknight exclaimed. “You’re Smithy … the Smithy?”

A myriad of thoughts shot through his mind as he considered the ramifications of this information. Smithy … the famous Smithy from the Great Zombie Invasion was standing right in front of him. It wasn’t possible.

“How can this be?” Gameknight mumbled as he stared in amazement at the dark-haired NPC.

“What’s wrong?” Smithy asked. “Haven’t you ever seen a blacksmith before?”

“Well … ahh … yes, of course,” Gameknight stammered. “But I mean … well … it’s you. How can that be?”

“What are you talking about?” another villager asked.

This one was wearing a grass-green smock with a light-brown stripe running down the center. He was taller than Gameknight and looked down at him, a confused look on his face. The golden strands of long, sandy-blond hair falling across his face reminded Gameknight of his friend Herder. I miss my friends, Gameknight suddenly realized

“Well, I’ve heard of the great Smithy,” he replied. “He is a bit of a legend where I come from.”

“Planter is right, what are you talking about?” Fencer asked. “You talk like you’re from somewhere completely different than our village. Who are you and where are you from?”

“And why is your nose so small?” Planter asked.

“Well,” Gameknight started, shifting nervously from his left foot to his right. “I’m Gameknight999 and I’m a user … umm … sorta.”

“Gameknight999, what kind of stupid name is that?” Fencer asked. “What’s your job? Where is your village?”

“I don’t have a village, I’m a user. That’s why my nose is different. I’m not a villager, I’m a real person playing the game.”

“A what-er? What are you talking about?” one of the other villagers asked. By the look of his clothing, he was likely a woodcarver.

“Minecraft is a computer game that was made by the famous programmer, Notch,” Gameknight explained slowly, thinking maybe it would be best to start at the beginning. “He constructed all of you to be part of the game, so that users had non-playable characters with which to interact.”

“You’re saying that we’re all just computer programs?” Fencer asked.

“Originally, but then something happened to bring you all to life,” Gameknight said. “I can tell you are all alive and probably have memories and families and hopes and dreams. I’m Gameknight999. I’m a user, but not really a user because there’s no server thread connecting me to the servers.”

The villagers stared at him as if he were insane.

“Do you see a thin line of light extending up from my head?” Gameknight asked.

“Of course not,” Fencer replied, his tone getting angrier. Gameknight could tell he was getting impatient.

“That’s because I am a user, but I am not connected to the server,” he explained. “I am a user, but I am not a user. My name is Gameknight999, the User-that-is-not-a-user, protector of Minecraft.”

The villagers remained completely silent as they stared at him, disbelief in their dark, square eyes.

“User-that-is—what?” Fencer said. “That’s kind of a dumb name, don’t you think?”

Gameknight cast an angry glare at the NPC, who returned it in kind.

“Just call me Gameknight999.”

Fencer laughed, then turned and glanced toward the blacksmith. Suddenly, they all noticed their shadows growing longer; dusk was coming.

“It’s getting late, and I could use a place to stay for the night,” Gameknight said, somewhat impatiently. “So how about letting me into your village?”

The villagers moved closer so that they were shoulder to shoulder. The keen edges of their blades gleamed bright in the waning sunlight. He felt the urge to reach for his own blade, but that could be a deadly mistake.

“No strangers in the village,” barked Fencer. “That is how the community voted after that last one came in with all those monsters.”

Gameknight stared at Smithy, but the NPC shifted his gaze to the ground.
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