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Chapter Ⅰ: 
What the Heck? 

 

One beautifulish day in March, I invited Aspen Diaz and Leo Johnson to my 
house to play Minecraft. Aspen is a quiet and kind kid who is always encouraging 
and helpful. Leo is this insane kid with ADHD that is always joking around. They 
arrived about half an hour later. We went over to my TV and loaded up the game. I 
chose a skin that just looks like your average school aged kid with jeans, red and 
white shoes, and a dark blue hoodie. Aspen chose a snow queen skin with a crystal 
tiara, a flowing white robe, and white gloves. Leo chose a skin that made him look 
like Patrick from Spongebob, with the traditional green and purple shorts and the 
pink skin. 

“It’s like an assassin skin,” he cracked.  
We decided to play Survival Mode because of the challenge and the concept 

of having to gather the necessary materials to survive. As we loaded up the game, I 
noticed that it was taking a lot longer than usual. As it finished loading, I noted a 
tingling at the tips of my fingers and toes. It just got worse from there. I felt like I 
my soul was being pulled from my body. 

“What’s happening?” Aspen asked. 
“I don’t know,” I said. 
“Well, could you please figure it out?” Leo asked. “This is anything but 

making sense!” 
All of a sudden it stopped. I slowly opened my eyes. Sunlight flooded in, 

and I instinctively closed them. A cow mooed in the distance. THAT was strange. I 
opened my eyes again, and allowed them to adjust. 

The landscape was the strangest thing I had ever seen. It was oddly familiar 
too. It looked...pixelated? A Minecraft Biome? It looked like a grassland biome. 

“Aspen? Leo?” I asked. “Anyone?” 
I heard groaning in the distance. “Aspen?” 
“Yeah. Where are we?” 
“Where’s Leo?” 



I heard a voice on the other side of a grassy hill. “Mom? Status report. How 
many fingers and toes?” 

“And there’s Leo,” I chuckled. 
“Leo,” Aspen agreed. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 



Chapter Ⅱ: 
Where are We? 

“Where are we?” Leo asked. 

I replied, “We appear to be in Minecraft. A grassland biome to be exact.” 
“In English, we are in Minecraft,” Aspen said. 
“Survival mode too,” I said gravely. “I didn’t even LIKE Jumanji!” 
I took a good sweep of the surroundings. There were trees to the edge of the 

grasslands, lots of grass that could be used for wheat seeds, and a deep ravine that 
could be used for mining. 

“I’m going to see if I can get some wood from those trees over there,” I said. 
“We had better be ready for nightfall. If we truly are in Survival mode, then there 
are going to be a whole lot of troubles for us. Let’s work on surviving, and then 
let’s see how we can get ourselves out of this place, if we can get ourselves out.” 

I went over to the tree and punched it. Surprisingly, it didn’t hurt. This is just 
like boxing, I thought. In no time, the tree was just a patch of dirt in the middle of a 
grassy area. I ran back to Leo and Aspen. Apparently, they had figured out the fact 
that we could destroy the grass because they held wheat seeds in their hands. 

“Now we need to figure out how to craft,” I said. “That is the next necessary 
thing to do.” 

I reached out with my being and imagined the crafting grid and imagined 
putting a block of wood in one of the spaces. Four wooden planks popped up in my 
hand. I used the same method and a crafting table replaced the planks. 

“Crafting,” Leo said. 
“In all of its forms,” I agreed. “Now, we build a shelter and get us some 

tools and food.” 
I crafted more planks and sticks, and from there I crafted a set of wooden 

tools for Leo, Aspen, and myself. 
“Let’s go get some stone so that we can upgrade to stone tools,” suggested 

Aspen. 
“I agree,” I said. 



We jogged over to a mountain looming over us and mined into it with 
wooden shovels and pickaxes. Eventually we hit stone and had to switch to 
pickaxes entirely. Once we had enough stone, I crafted stone pickaxes for 
everyone. 

“I’d like to try crafting,” said Aspen. 
“Me too,” said Leo. 
They each attempted to craft a stone pickaxe. Nothing happened. 
Leo asked, “What are we doing wrong?” 
“I don’t know,” I replied. 
“Maybe we have a different skill other than crafting,” Aspen said. 
“Probably,” I said. “One of you might be skilled with enchanting, or 

something else.” 
We excavated more stone in silence after that. 
“We should probably try to make this cavern our temporary home for the 

time being,” I said. “We can upgrade after that.” 
Leo agreed, “That sounds like a plan.” 
It was Leo who struck a vein of coal first. “I found some coal, I think.” 
“Yep, that’s coal,” I said. “I’ll craft some torches.” 
In no time, we had a nice, roomy, well-lit house with a wooden door. 
“This will work for tonight. We can try to find some iron while we wait out 

the night, and in the morning we can try to further upgrade,” I said. 
We continued to mine after that. Muffled moans came through the door. 
Leo asked, “What was that?” 
“Zombies,” I said. “The other monsters are a lot worse than that.” 
Leo shuddered. “WHAT?!?” 

 
 
 

 
 
 



Chapter Ⅲ: 
What is THAT? 

Morning was a blessing when it finally came. 
“I’ve been thinking,” Aspen said. “What if we come across other users? Do 

we try to get across to them that we are trapped inside of the game?” 
“No,” I said. “We are doing fine on our own. I don’t want to rely on others 

more than I have to.” 
“But what if that is our only way out?” Leo asked. 
I replied, “We’ll find another way. We can’t rely on others to get ourselves 

out of every mess we fall into.” 
I went outside and noticed something I had overlooked the previous day. A 

fortress. A thick cobblestone wall surrounded the entire structure, concealing it 
from view. Watchtowers dotted the walls, with a figure in each watchtower and 
patrolling the walls. 

“You stay here,” I said. “I’m going to go check that fortress out.” 
“Let us come with you,” Aspen said. 
I replied, “No. I’m going alone.” 
Leo started to protest, but I silenced him with a stare. 
“I’ll be back,” I said. 
I crouched down and started toward the fortress. The sentries looked like... 

villagers? 
“What the heck?” I said. “These are the most peculiar events that I have 

experienced in the past few days!” 
I crept closer. Suddenly, one of the sentries looked down, and spotted me. 
“Sound the alarm!” he shouted. 
A jukebox turned on, and I just had to laugh. 
The sentry looked down again, “What are you doing?” 
“I am just looking, and I come in peace and all that,” I said. 
“Well, you caused a whole lot of trouble for us,” he said. “We expected a 

sneak attack from griefers.” 



“Griefers?” I asked. “I thought that this is a private server. I didn’t think that 
it is viral.” 

“Well, this village has been attacked three times,” he replied. “Sorry we 
were so abrupt when we spotted you.” 

Just then, villagers burst out of the fortress. 
“I didn’t do anything,” I said. 
“Hi!” Aspen said, causing me to jump. 
“I told you not to follow me!” I yelled. “Oh, not you too, Leo!” 
“Yeah, man. Got a scary fortress, then you got a Leo, too.” 
“Guys, come on,” I said, exasperated. “I got this. You should have done 

something productive while I was gone.” 
“How about follow you?” Leo asked. “Aren’t we, like your best pals?” 
I replied, “Maybe later. Besides, I invited you to my house, I got you into 

this, so it’s my job to get you out of it. Go back to the shelter so I can take care of 
this.” 

“I don’t think we can, judging from the fact that we are at swordpoint 
currently,” Leo said. 

“Oh. My. gosh! Does anyone listen to me? I got this under control!” I 
shouted. 

Leo said, “Not exactly.” 
I was barely able to keep my anger under control. “Leo and Aspen,” I said in 

a deadly quiet voice. “Get back to the shelter now. They will let you pass, won’t  
they?” 

The cavalry parted to let them through. 
“Now, what were you saying about the griefer attacks?” I asked. 
“We are being attacked by griefers very frequently,” said the villager atop 

the wall. “I’d love to give you a tour, but we are in a time of conflict.” 
“Well, it was nice meeting all of you, but I guess I’d better get going,” I 

said. “Aspen and Leo will be worried about me.” 
“Oh, you’re not leaving, are you?” 
“Uh, last I checked, I was,” I said, getting a little worried. 

 



Chapter Ⅳ: 
Griefers!! 

“Why am I not allowed to leave?” I asked. “I could possibly stay and help 
fight off the next attack.” 

“Or give the griefers inside information?” the villager asked. “What a shame 
that would be if it happened.” 

Suddenly, he looked over a hill up ahead. “Griefers!!” he shouted. 
He turned back to face me. “Lock him up! He tipped them off, and they 

caught us in unawares.” 
“I didn’t! I just came to check this place out,” I said. “I would never help the 

griefers. I wanted to help you fight them off.” 
“I don’t care,” he replied. He turned to face the cavalry. “Well? Get going! 

This village is not going to defend itself!” 
They thundered off to meet the griefers. I started to follow them, but the 

villager stopped me. 
He said gruffly, “I’m taking you to the prison. Give me all of your tools and 

weapons. I do not need you trying to resist.” 
I dropped my pickaxes on the ground. 
“Everything,” the villager said. 
“That is everything,” I lied. “I’m new to this world.” 
“Fine. Just follow me and don’t try anything.” 
The minute he had his back turned, I hit him to the ground, turned, and ran. 

He pursued me over the hill, but once I had reached the bottom, he turned back. 
“Until next time, noob,” he yelled over his shoulder. 
“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” I yelled back. “If I’m such a noob, then why weren’t 

you able to catch me, loser?” 
I walked leisurely back to the shelter.  
“John, you’re not dead! I like you alive,” Leo said as soon as he saw me. 

“Don’t do that to the Leo anymore!” 
“Hi John,” Aspen said. 



“Guys, I told you that I had it under control,” I said. “Don’t you have one 
ounce of faith in me?” 

“Let’s just get on with surviving,” Leo said. “Oh, and by the way, Aspen and 
I found some iron while you were gone.” 

I replied, “Perfect. We can evaluate and see what we can make.” 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Chapter Ⅴ: 
The Revelation 

 

I was able to craft iron swords and pickaxes for all of us, along with iron 
chest plates for each of us. The iron swords fit perfectly in each of our hands, sharp 
and deadly. The pickaxes, smooth and sharp were perfect to suit each one of us. 
The chest plates, best of all, were light and flexible, but also sturdy and resilient. 

“Oh, wow,” Leo said. “These’ll make the Leo indestructible.” 
“Dang,” Aspen said. 
I said modestly, “They are pretty nice.” 
Aspen wrinkled her nose. “John!” 
Leo grinned. “Dude, what’s wrong with you?” 
“A lot,” I said. “Now, if we’re ready, let’s go back to that village.” 
“Why?” Leo asked. “Don’t you, like, hate them or something?” 
“Because, I think we should go see how they fared after the griefer attack.” 
“Fine by me,” Leo said. “Just as long as we don’t have to go anywhere close 

to them.” 
We walked out the door and to the hill. Together, we glanced over it. 
“Oh no,” I said grimly. 
Aspen gasped. “My god!” 
The walls were no more. Craters pockmarked the ground. Houses were on 

fire, and ragged figures shuffled around, attempting repair. 
“What happened here?” I asked.  
Suddenly, realization dawned on me. The griefers! Of course! Why didn’t I 

think of that? 
Aspen said, “Let’s go. We need to help them rebuild.” 
Neither me or Leo argued. We just followed Aspen into the ruins. 
I saw the villager who was on the wall earlier. 
“Griefers?” I asked.  
He nodded. “Once they breached the wall, it was all over. We don’t stand a 

chance if they come back.” 



“Is there anything I can do to help?” I inquired. “I recently upgraded, plus 
we have some extra stone. I can also help fend off the griefers if they decide to 
attack again.” 

Leo asked, “What about us? We can fight.” 
“No,” I replied. “I will not let you. I’m not letting you risk your neck so I 

have to go save it.” 
“At least let us help repair the wall,” Aspen said.  
“Fine.” 
Aspen walked over to the wall (or what was left of it) with a stack of stone. 

She concentrated for a moment, then the stone in her hand disappeared. 
“Whoa, lady,” Leo said. “I didn’t know that you could do that.” 
An entire section of the wall was fully restored. All sixty-four of the 

cobblestone blocks had been used to make that section of the wall what it once 
was. 

Leo said, “Do it again! At this rate, we will be done with the repairs in no 
time!” 

Aspen continued to repair the wall as fast as cobblestone was given to her. 
Once she finished on the wall, she moved what remained of the houses. 

“They won’t be made out of the same material that they were,” she said. 
“But I think they will be close enough.” 

I went up to the top of the wall with the rest of the men once Aspen finished. 
“I bet they come again,” one man said. 
I said, “No doubt about it.” 
“By the way, my name’s Steve,” the villager from earlier said.  
“Nice to meet you Steve,” I said. “I’m John.” 
“Here we go again,” another man said. “Sound the alarm!” 
Everyone except for me drew bows, firing simultaneously. 
I drew a sword and jumped down. Several men jumped down after me. The 

rest kept firing. 
“Charge!” a griefer shouted. 
We rushed forward to meet them. One villager fell immediately. I fatally 

stabbed one griefer. Another villager fell. Soon it was just me and Steve standing 



back to back, facing over a dozen griefers. I slashed, stabbed, cut, but more just 
came forward. 

“John!” 
I saw Aspen and Leo sprinting toward us. fought with a renewed effort. 
“You think you’re tough, don’t you?” one griefer said. 
I responded with a slash, followed by a stab, killing him. 
Just then, Aspen and Leo reached the battle. They tore into the griefers, 

felling one after another. Both Steve and I fought with a renewed effort. Finally, 
only one griefer remained. 

“Leave,” I growled. 
He tried to stab me, but I knocked his sword to the side. 
“Leave,” I said again. “Don’t come back.” 
He ran this time, not looking back once. 
“I have to thank you,” Steve said. “I’m sorry that I thought you were a spy.” 
“It’s fine,” I replied. “I’m glad we were able to help.” 
“You said we,” Leo said. 
I replied, “You earned it. We’re a team now. We need to stick with this 

village, help them upgrade and improve, then we can think about escaping this 
game. Let’s come back to this server once we get out, and continue to help this 
village.” 

“Here’s to a team,” Aspen said. She raised her sword over her head. 
“Here’s to a team,” I agreed. I raised my own sword above my head. 

 
 

I learned from this experience to trust my friends. They will always be there 
to build you up and assist you. They won’t ever let you down. 

To Be Continued in: 
The Rules of Survival 

The Journey to Trust 


