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ameknight stood up and glanced nervously around. He
could feel the weight of responsibility sitting heavily
on him. Monsters were coming and they needed a plan. Indecision
flooded through him as thoughts of the oncoming horde filled his
mind. Looking frantically about, he scanned the area for Mason.
And then there he was, the broad NPC pushing his way through the
troops, a grim look on his face. His thin beard looked dark in the
ruby-stained light of morning, his green eyes glowing with
intensity.
“What is going on?” Mason snapped.
“The monsters are on the move,” Woodbrin blurted.
“Where are they now?” Mason asked.
“Close, verrrrrrry close,” Grassbrin sang.
The big NPC glanced at Gameknight, clearly wanting him
to take command, but the User-that-is-not-a-user just glanced at the
ground.
I can’t do this, he thought as he looked about the camp. I
can’t solve this puzzle and be responsible for all these lives …I’m
not a hero. I’m just a kid.
The situation felt like all those days back in school when he
could see the bullies coming, their abusive glares focused on him.
Knowing that the bully was coming his way made it seem worse,
the anticipation making the whole thing seem more terrible.
‘Anticipation of a thing can be worse than the thing itself.’
It was something his father had told him long ago, and those words
echoed in his mind as if they had just been spoken. But he was
feeling that familiar feeling again, the anticipation of something

terrible about to happen, but this time the monsters felt like the
bullies…or maybe it was his own fear of failure that was the bully?
All he knew was that he couldn’t be responsible for his friends
getting hurt. He wasn’t strong enough to shoulder that
responsibility. So instead of trying to solve this puzzle, trying to
come up with some kind of brilliant defense that would save lives,
he just disappeared within himself and stared at the wall of fear
that had materialized around his courage, every monster he’d ever
seen being just another brick in the wall. Lowering his head in
shame, he stared down at his feet.
Stitcher sighed and put a reassuring hand on his shoulder,
then looked up at Mason. The big NPC nodded then started
barking out commands.
“Scouts, get out there and tell me where these monsters are
at. I want two circles of scouts around the army. As soon as you
see the monsters, fire an arrow toward the camp.” As the scouts
got to their horses and rode out, Mason turned to face the rest of
the army. “I want the elderly and the wounded at the center of the
camp. Put a ring of swordsmen around them, then a ring of archers
on the outside. When we know where the monsters are, we’ll
redistribute and ready our defenses.”
“I can help…can help,” said a young voice.
It was Herder.
Gameknight looked up and was about to say something
when Mason replied.
“We need warriors right now, not kids,” Mason snapped.
“You need to take care of your animals and that’s all. Now go and
do your job.”
The big NPC pointed toward the herd that was clustered
near a copse of trees, a ring of white furry wolves running about
the perimeter keeping the animals together.
“But I can…I can…”
“No! Go tend to your animals.”
Herder looked crushed. Gameknight could tell that he
desperately wanted to help…wanted to be accepted, but instead he
was relegated again to the animals. Lowering his head, the young

boy slumped back to the herd, his eyes downcast. Gameknight
could hear chiding comments from some of the warriors and grew
angry.
“Yeah Pig-boy, go back to your little animals and let the
real men get to work…”
“We wouldn’t want your stinking animals missing their
daddy…”
“You smell so much like a pig that a creeper probably
wouldn’t even know you were an NPC…”
The comments bit into Gameknight’s courage…he could
hear the bullies coming down the hallway…he could feel the
trashcan being lowered over his head…he could feel the walls of
the locker digging into his skin as he was shoved in…
His anger started to boil over, but for some reason he
stayed quiet. Looking across the camp, he could see Herder
reaching his animals, the wolves always eager to see his return.
Kneeling, the young boy lowered his head. It looked to
Gameknight as if he were talking to the furry animals, but as he
was about to point it out to Crafter, the wolves suddenly raced
away in all directions, their furry bodies like little bolts of white
lightning. They streaked way from the camp on noiseless paws,
performing some task for Herder. It didn’t make any sense.
Just then a small hand settled itself on his arm. Looking
down, he saw Stitcher’s deep brown eyes looking up at him.
“Come on, the people need to see you,” she said, pulling on
his arm.
She drew him toward his horse, then jumped up into the
saddle. Looking down at Gameknight, she gave him an agitated
look that said get into the saddle or else. Sighing, he jumped up
onto the horse’s back and grabbed the reigns. Crafter suddenly
rode up next to him with his sword drawn, a look of grim
determination on his face.
“Are you ready for this again?” Crafter said.
Gameknight just shrugged.
He glanced around, looking for some place to hide, but they
were within a forest biome, with a desert biome visible in the

distance. He could see tall pine trees standing off to the left, and
something about them nibbled at the back of his mind as if they
were one of the pieces of the puzzle. But how could a bunch of
trees be a solution to the monster army that was approaching?
Well, at least they will offer some cover, he thought to
himself.
Turning his horse, he headed across the grass-covered
landscape, the clusters of trees jutting up here and there.
“Where are you going?” Stitcher asked.
Gameknight said nothing, he just focused on riding the
horse, squeezing every bit of speed from the animal.
“Gameknight, we don’t know where the monsters are,”
Stitcher complained. “You can’t just take off, you might be riding
away from the battle!”
Gameknight said nothing—he just rode. They were now at
least forty blocks from the rest of the army and still riding, but then
a howl echoed through the air. Gameknight brought his horse to a
halt and listened, ignoring Stitcher’s complaints. It was a sorrowful
howl that was filled with strength and pride, but then it was
suddenly silenced, a painful yelp punctuating the end.
That was one of Herder’s wolves, he thought. Why was it
howling?
Then suddenly an arrow fell down from the sky and landed
in front of them.
“ARROW…OVER HERE,” Stitcher yelled.
Gameknight could hear commotion behind him as the army
started to move, shifting forces in their direction. Looking down at
the arrow, Gameknight sighed. He could hear Mason bellowing out
orders, archers here, swordsmen there.
“Hurry, move to your positions,” the big NPC yelled.
“Speed is the essence of war.”
Why did that sound so familiar…something from school,
from Mr. Planck’s class…how can that be?
Shaking his head, Gameknight knew that he couldn’t focus
on these familiar sayings of Mason. Right now, he needed to figure
out how to not get killed and protect Stitcher at the same time.

Then something in what Mason said resonated within his
mind. Turning his head, he glanced back at the army. They were
set up in a standard formation, archers at the front, swordsmen
behind, cavalry ready for a charge…textbook tactics. But
Gameknight could somehow feel that it was all wrong, the pieces
of the puzzle spinning around in his head.
His eyes darted to the light-crafters, specifically Grassbrin
and the tall Treebrin that had appeared sometime during the night.
“Gameknight, we need to move…now,” Stitcher yelled. “I
can hear them coming.”
Gameknight looked at the treeline to his left and then
remembered when he had first met Hunter. He and Crafter were
facing off against a bunch of zombies, and they’d used a narrow
alleyway to keep from getting surrounded. He wished they had an
alleyway here now.
“Gameknight, we have to …”
Stitcher’s voice was lost amidst the puzzle pieces that were
starting to click into place.
Moans began to filter through the air as the rattling of
bones echoed across the landscape. They were coming…fast.
“GAMEKNIGHT!” Stitcher yelled. This time she caught
his attention.
“What?” he answered as if coming out of a dream.
“You might want to move this horse before we get
trampled by a monster horde.”
Looking up, he saw the monster army approaching.
Zombies, spiders, skeletons and endermen were closing in; the
monsters of the Overworld. Scanning the ranks, he saw no sign of
his nemesis, Erebus, but he was sure that the King of the Endermen
was out there, somewhere.
Wheeling his horse around, he rode back to his own ranks
to the sound of warriors cheering.
And then the last pieces of the plan came together in his
head like a clap of thunder that almost made him laugh out loud.
Leaping off his horse, he sprinted toward Mason, then motioned
for the light-crafters to come closer.

“I know what to do,” Gameknight said, “but we don’t have
much time.”
“We can all help,” said a gravely voice from behind him.
Turning, he found Woodbrin standing directly behind him,
his deep brown eyes looking up at the User-that-is-not-a-user.
Glancing over his shoulder, he could see the dark outlines of
monsters approaching…lots of them.
“Here’s what we’re gonna do.”
And Gameknight explained his risky plan. And as he said it
out loud he started to shake with fear, realizing how this strategy
was fraught with peril. They’d be walking the razor’s edge, and
any misstep would doom many to destruction…or worse.
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