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  Chapter One

  The zombie took a step forward.

  Bacca smiled and waited. So did the crowd of spectators sitting in the amphitheater around him.

  The zombie took another step across the raised platform. Then another. Then another still.

  In his hand, Bacca held his most prized possession in the entire Overworld—a glistening diamond axe named “Betty.” It shimmered in the light of the moon above, and felt perfectly balanced in Bacca’s hands . . . almost like it was a part of him. Betty had seen Bacca through many adventures, and proved itself worthy of every challenge. If a finer weapon existed anywhere, Bacca did not know of it.

  Bacca carefully took aim at the zombie. The watching crowd could no longer contain their excitement.

  “What’s he going to do to the zombie?” someone asked expectantly. “Can you see?”

  “I wonder what he’s waiting for?” asked another.

  “Is that Betty?” asked a third. “Ooh, it’s all . . . sparkly, like!”

  The crowd didn’t know exactly what they were there to see, but that was part of the appeal. With Bacca in charge, they knew that, whatever it was, it was going to be something good.

  In addition to being talented with an axe, Bacca was the most celebrated crafter in the entire Minecraft universe. He was always constructing staggering, inventive environments that bordered on the unbelievable. Glistening skyscrapers. Endless labyrinths. Treetop canopies that seemed to extend forever into the sky. And Bacca always built these things with his friends in mind. People from servers all over the Overworld came to marvel at his creations. He also had a devilish sense of fun. Some of his creations were pranks or tricks. You never knew precisely what you were going to get with Bacca. That was part of what made him such a showman.

  The zombie on the platform took another drunken, staggering step toward Bacca. Betty gleamed brightly in the moonlight. And then descended.

  Striking at precisely the right moment, Bacca skillfully knocked the zombie off the side of the platform, down a chute he had created out of blocks of wooden planks. The zombie tumbled back and forth comically along the chute until it was spat out into an alley . . . leading to a triangle of carefully crafted iron pins. The zombie collided against them and made a satisfying sound. The iron pins toppled over. The crowd began to cheer.

  “Zombie bowling!” said someone. “Well, that’s a new one. I like it!”

  “I wondered what those pins were for,” said another. “In retrospect, I suppose it should have been obvious.”

  “Looks like he bowled a strike to me,” said a third.

  Bacca gazed on in satisfaction as the crowd around him expressed their pleasure in his latest Minecraft construction. Coming up with new ways to be creative never got old for him. The possibilities of Minecraft seemed endless. It was merely up to Bacca to discover them.

  Later, after the crowd had left, Bacca strode alone through the empty amphitheater with his girlfriend, LadyBacc, and wondered what his next creation might be. How would he top himself? What would he do next?

  “Zombie bowling was a hit,” said LadyBacc enthusiastically. “I totally knew it would be.”

  “I guess,” said Bacca sheepishly. “I always feel pressure to do better. I don’t want to let the audience down. Know what I mean?”

  “Do better?” she replied skeptically. “For a guy who looks like a hairy bear wearing a three piece suit, I think you’ve done very well for yourself.”

  “You’re just saying that because you look like a hairy bear in a dress,” he pointed out.

  “I’m being serious,” said LadyBacc. “Think about it. You’ve got millions of fans who come to watch the things that you create. You’re one of the most famous crafters in all of Minecraft—maybe the most famous.”

  “Yeah,” said Bacca. “I suppose so. It’s just important to me that I give people a good show.”

  “I think you worry too much,” LadyBacc said with a laugh. “Everything you build always ends up being awesome. I’m sure you’ll come up with something great for your next crafting project. You always do.”

  “I guess you’re right,” Bacca said. “Thanks for the encouragement.”

  “No problem!”

  They agreed to meet up later in the week, but for the moment, Bacca was tired from all the day’s exciting events, and decided to retire for the evening.

  To his castle.

  Perched on the edge of a cliff overlooking a beautiful placid sea, the castle had ten towers reaching gloriously into the skies above. On top of the highest tower was a spire, and on the spire was a flag with a giant “B.” The three moats surrounding the castle contained flowing lava, water, and then lava again for good measure. Bacca easily bounded over them as he traced the familiar path back to his front door. (Any zombies or skeletons that came his way would not be so lucky.)

  Hopping through his front hallway, he first made for the castle’s kitchen.

  Bacca’s kitchen was unlike typical ones, in that it generally resembled a large aquarium. As the familiar blue glow came into view, Bacca’s stomach started growling. He took a moment to enjoy the appetizing sight of the salmon, clownfish, and pufferfish that all bobbed in front of him in the enormous glass tank.

  It would be an understatement to say that Bacca’s favorite food was raw fish. It was more like his only food. Bacca had a hard time understanding why somebody would eat anything else. Maybe the appeal of raw fish had something to do with Bacca’s hairy, animal-like appearance. Maybe it was because it was the closest thing you could get to sushi in Minecraft. Or maybe it was just because it tasted totally delicious.

  Bacca took out his favorite fishing pole from a rack on the wall and dangled his line into the enormous tank. His rod was enchanted with Lure, Luck of the Sea, and Unbreaking. Probably this was why the fish came right to him . . . but Bacca liked to think that it was also because of his excellent fishing skills.

  When he had made a good-sized pile of fish beside him, Bacca put away the rod and began to dig in. Bacca ate with his hands, enjoying the feel of the slippery fish in his claws and relishing ripping each one open with his teeth. So delicious! Again, he wondered why anybody would eat anything else!

  After finishing the final fish, Bacca burped loudly, and headed up to his bedroom for some well-earned rest. On the way, he passed through the castle hallways overflowing with chests full of souvenirs from his many adventures. Some he had crafted himself, and others he had found, but each piece was designed to remind him of one of his awesome escapades throughout the Overworld.

  Bacca climbed a sandstone staircase to the highest tower in his castle and finally arrived in the bedroom. He had a four-poster bed decorated with dark prismarine and gold. Bacca couldn’t wait to jump in. Bed was the place that his best crafting ideas usually came to him. What new creation would he dream up for tomorrow? Bacca was excited to find out!

  Bacca took a running start and prepared to bound into bed . . . but a strange, sudden sound made him hesitate. It was a flapping, like giant wings cutting through the atmosphere. The noise was distant, but getting louder with each moment.

  There was a single window set into the wall of Bacca’s bedroom. He hurried over and took a look at the landscape outside. Something very large rushed past the window. It was enormous, shiny, and moving very fast.

  “What in the Overworld was that?” Bacca wondered out loud. But inside he already knew.

  Dragon!

  Being a master crafter, Bacca was no stranger to dragons. In fact, one of Bacca’s favorite games to play was “Dragon Escape” in which he and his friends lured an Ender Dragon into a biome they had created. Then they tried to evade it as it chased them around a complicated parkour course. It was great fun!

  But dragons almost never showed up unannounced like this. What was this one doing here, at Bacca’s castle, in the middle of the night?

  The dragon made another circle around Bacca’s bedroom tower. Bacca watched it go by. Just to make sure, he looked for the telltale wings, long tail, and giant teeth. Yep. There they were. Definitely a dragon.

  But something was strange in the way its bright, crystal skin caught the light. Almost like it was . . . like it was . . .

  Bacca did not have time to complete the thought.

  Without warning, the dragon began to descend through the top of Bacca’s bedroom! The stone bricks it touched either exploded or melted away. The dragon knew what it was doing, digging down to find Bacca’s position. When Bacca’s roof was completely destroyed, the dragon hovered above him in midair.

  The best way to kill a dragon was with a bow and arrows, but Bacca was an axe-guy. Besides, his bow was in a chest somewhere downstairs. Bacca considered his options. It would be easy to head down the winding staircase and outrun the dragon, but then it might follow him—and wreck his awesome castle that he’d so painstakingly crafted.

  Before Bacca could arrive at a firm decision, the enormous dragon did something he’d never seen a dragon do before. It spoke.

  “Hello,” it said in a voice as deep as an ocean trench. “Are you Bacca?”

  Bacca was surprised, but only for a second.

  “What’s this about?” Bacca replied coolly. “You just smashed up my roof. You got blocks everywhere. And what if it rains tonight? Seriously. Not cool.”

  “Sorry,” the dragon said sheepishly. “I wouldn’t normally do something like this.”

  “That’s exactly what you would normally do,” Bacca replied skeptically. “You’re a dragon.”

  “I guess so,” the dragon said. “But I’m only here because it’s an emergency.”

  “Oh yeah?” said Bacca. “What kind of emergency?”

  The dragon hesitated.

  “Also,” Bacca added, “am I crazy, or are you made of diamonds?”

  “Yes,” the dragon said. “I am.”

  It was true. The dragon’s entire body—from its wings, to its claws, to its tail—sparkled in a way reserved for the most precious of all substances in the Minecraft universe. The entirety of the great beast was made from diamonds. Bacca had never seen anything like it.

  “Whoa . . . cool!” said Bacca.

  “Thank you . . . I think,” the dragon replied bashfully.

  “Well, I don’t want to be rude,” Bacca said, “but as dragons go, you don’t seem very confident. Especially not for a dragon made out of diamonds.”

  “It’s been a hard couple of weeks,” the dragon replied sadly. “Some bad stuff has happened. Well, one bad thing. One really, really bad thing. Imagine how bad something would have to be to make a diamond dragon lose its confidence. It’s that bad.”

  “That does sound bad,” Bacca admitted. “But why are you bothering me about it?”

  The dragon stopped hovering and perched on what was left of Bacca’s bedroom wall.

  “I come from somewhere far away—an entirely different server plane,” it said. “It’s a plane that most inhabitants of Minecraft don’t know about. The creatures there are very different. For example, we have an emerald dragon and an ice dragon and even a pumpkin dragon.”

  Bacca thought that a dragon made out of pumpkins would be particularly fun to carve up in a fight, but he decided to keep that thought to himself.

  “What do I call you?” Bacca asked.

  “Dragons don’t have names in the conventional sense,” his visitor replied. “You may call me the Diamond Dragon, if you wish.”

  “Nice,” Bacca said. “My axe is made out of diamonds. But I call her ‘Betty.’”

  “Anyhow, I’m here because the dragons of my server plane need your help,” the dragon continued. “Two weeks ago, a sacred and powerful object was stolen from us, called the Dragon Orb. From it, the power and wisdom of all dragons radiates. Without it, the many dragons on my plane are lost and weakened. Our powers are draining away.”

  “That’s lousy,” Bacca said. “Do you know who took it?”

  “Yes, we do,” the dragon said.

  “Oh,” Bacca replied cheerily. “Then, problem solved, right? You’re a bunch of dragons. You can disintegrate anything! Who’s going to stand in your way if you want your Dragon Orb-thingy back?”

  The dragon shook its enormous head—which was bigger than all of Bacca—to indicate that it was more complicated.

  “The Dragon Orb was stolen by a clan of hostile creepers who call themselves The Creep,” the dragon explained. “They’re bright purple and they live in a magic fortress at the edge of the server. Without the Dragon Orb, we are powerless to penetrate their fortress. There is normally a door inside, but they have placed a magical barrier in front of it.”

  “That isn’t very nice of them,” Bacca said.

  The Diamond Dragon continued: “We don’t know why they stole our Dragon Orb—or what they plan to do with it—but when they took it, they left something behind. It’s a riddle. We think.”

  “A riddle?” Bacca asked.

  The enormous dragon nodded.

  “We all knew immediately when the Dragon Orb was taken,” the dragon said. “We could feel it. And when we looked where it should have been, we found a mycelium block with writing on it in a crooked, creeper hand. It said: ‘To open the lock, bring us the key.’”

  “What does that mean?” Bacca asked.

  “We . . . erm . . . were kind of hoping you could figure that out,” said the Diamond Dragon.

  “What?” answered Bacca. “I’m a crafter, not a . . . riddle-solver-guy.”

  The dragon looked at Bacca seriously.

  “I think that crafting is the only way to solve this riddle . . . and the other riddles that I fear may lie beyond,” it said seriously. “Dragons cannot craft. We can only destroy. And the loss of the Dragon Orb has diminished our powers to do even that.”

  “I see,” Bacca said, considering the situation.

  “Come with me to our server plane,” begged the dragon. “Let me show you the strange barrier that The Creep has created. It may be that solving this riddle is the challenge you have been preparing your whole life for, through all that crafting . . . without even knowing it.”

  Bacca thought carefully. A new challenge was always tempting. But this sounded like a big project, and possibly a dangerous one. Something told him he needed to proceed carefully.

  “What do I get if I do this?” Bacca asked, raising a hairy eyebrow.

  The dragon smiled. Bacca had never seen a dragon smile. It was kind of terrifying.

  “You mentioned a diamond axe just now . . .” the dragon said confidently. “What if I told you that there was a crafting material on my server plane that was even more powerful, even stronger than diamond? And that you could craft things out of it?”

  “I’d say I’d like to see that for myself,” Bacca said.

  “Well then,” the Diamond Dragon said. “What are we waiting for? Jump onto my back, and I’ll take you to my plane. If you can solve the creepers’ riddles and get back the Orb, then this entirely new crafting material will be yours!”

  Again, Bacca considered carefully. He already had so much. A castle full of the finest things that could be crafted (well, the castle was minus a roof, now, but that could be fixed easily). Legions of fans waiting anxiously for his next creation. All the yummy raw fish you could eat.

  But a talking dragon—a talking dragon in trouble, no less—was something new and exciting. And the promise of a new crafting material? It was too much to turn down.

  “I’ll do it!” Bacca cried, and leapt up onto the dragon’s back.

  Bacca braced himself as he landed, expecting to take damage or even to be flung into space. (As he flew through the air toward the dragon, it occurred to Bacca that this could all be some sort of prank designed by one of his enemies, just to make him jump onto a dragon and disintegrate.)

  But no.

  Thump.

  Bacca landed soundly on the dragon’s back. He did not disintegrate or take damage. It was surprisingly comfortable for being made out of something as hard as diamonds.

  “Ooh, it’s nice up here,” Bacca said. “I could just take a nap while you do all the flying.”

  “I advise holding on instead,” the dragon said, and began beating its enormous wings.

  The dragon rose high into the sky and Bacca rose with it. They flew out over the giant glistening ocean on the other side of Bacca’s castle. The Overworld flew by below. Bacca could smell the sea—and, he thought, all the yummy raw fish—and feel the wind in his fur. His three-piece suit ruffled dramatically in the breeze. It was very exciting!

  “Yee-haw!” cried Bacca.

  “Excuse me?” said the dragon.

  “Sorry . . . that just seemed like a good thing to say at a time like this,” Bacca clarified.

  “Oh,” the dragon said. “Then go ahead.”

  “Yee-haw!” Bacca cried again.

  The dragon seemed amused.

  Far on the horizon was a tiny speck that could be easily mistaken for a block of snow or ice. It hovered high in the sky above the seemingly endless ocean. The dragon headed toward it, going faster and faster, gaining speed with every flap.

  “Is it far?” Bacca shouted into the dragon’s sparkling diamond ear.

  “Do you see that dot up ahead?” the dragon replied.

  Bacca did.

  “That’s the entrance to my server plane,” the dragon said.

  Together they flew closer and closer to the strange hovering block. As they drew close, it seemed to expand before Bacca’s eyes, and he suddenly grew nervous, wondering what would happen when they reached it. Would they crash into it? Was this dragon going to splatter him all over the place? Bacca was acutely aware that diamonds were much stronger than fur and skin and all the other stuff that he was made of. What if the dragon had forgotten that what might not hurt him could definitely hurt Bacca? They zoomed faster toward the block, so quickly that Bacca had no other choice but to squint his eyes and hold on tight, bracing for a potentially horrible impact. In seconds they flew directly into the smooth surface, and a great blinding flash enveloped them.

  Bacca blinked his eyes quickly, waiting for his sight to return. When it did, he realized that they were somewhere entirely new.


  Chapter Two

  A strange landscape of bedrock spread out below Bacca. Rivers of lava crisscrossed its surface. They sent out heat that Bacca could feel even from the dragon’s dizzying height. The sky above was bright blue. Clusters of stone bricks hung in the air like floating islands. Some of them had blocks of ferns and flowers, and looked altogether friendly.

  Much to Bacca’s relief, the Diamond Dragon carefully landed on one of these friendly-looking islands. Bacca hopped down from the dragon’s back.

  “I guess this place is pretty weird . . .” Bacca pronounced skeptically. “But I’ve seen weirder. Heck, I’ve built weirder.”

  “Oh don’t worry,” the dragon said. “The weirdness is just getting started.”

  “Why are we on this little platform?” Bacca asked. “Where’s the riddle? Where are the purple creepers?”

  “We’ll get to that shortly,” the dragon said. “But first, we’re going to have to speak to a welcoming committee.”

  “Huh?” Bacca said.

  The Diamond Dragon extended a single talon toward the sky.

  “Here they come now,” it said.

  Three floating shapes came into view in a distant part of the sky. They gradually moved closer, and Bacca realized they were also dragons.

  One was a bright sparking green, and looked to be made entirely of emerald blocks. The next was a shimmering yellow that was almost certainly gold. The final one was dark blue with streaks of gold running throughout. Bacca realize it was a dragon made entirely of lapis lazuli! Bacca had never seen anything like it.

  The trio made several circles in the air, sizing up the situation. Then they descended to the platform, landing with three loud thuds! They did not look friendly. Bacca wasn’t looking for a fight, but he had brought Betty in his inventory, and was ready to reach for it if needed.

  Much to Bacca’s surprise, he realized the dragons’ stern, angry looks were not directed at him . . . but at the Diamond Dragon.

  “Who is this?” the Emerald Dragon asked.

  “Bacca,” replied the Diamond Dragon. “He’s the one I was telling you about.”

  Bacca noticed the Diamond Dragon sounded a little defensive.

  “What’s a ‘Bacca’?” the Lapis Lazuli Dragon asked skeptically.

  “I’m a Bacca,” said Bacca, crossing his arms.

  The Lapis Lazuli Dragon arched his eyebrows to indicate this was hardly a sufficient explanation.

  “I thought we agreed we didn’t need help,” the Gold Dragon interrupted. “Why have you brought an outsider here?”

  “Because Bacca is the greatest crafter in all the Overworld!” replied the Diamond Dragon. “He knows how to make almost anything . . . out of almost anything! If there’s a way to get inside this fortress holding our orb, Bacca will be the one to find it!”

  “Oh, stop it,” said Bacca bashfully. “You’re going to make me blush.”

  The Emerald Dragon still seemed unconvinced.

  “It’s not going to look good if word gets out about this,” it whispered. “We’re supposed to be dragons, after all. Dragons never need help!”

  “It will be worse if word gets out that creepers stole the orb and we couldn’t get it back,” the Diamond Dragon replied.

  The other dragons thought about this, and nodded in reluctant agreement.

  “So, does that mean I got the job?” Bacca asked.

  The Emerald Dragon snorted.

  “I suppose so,” it said. “But consider this your probation period.”

  That was good enough for Bacca. He leapt back onto the Diamond Dragon.

  “Then let’s go get a Dragon Orb,” Bacca said. “Yee haw!”

  The Emerald Dragon rolled his eyes, and the dragons took off into the air.

  They flew in formation across the strange plane. Bacca saw more unusual sights and odd constructions . . . but it still wasn’t anything he couldn’t craft himself. As they flew, Bacca wondered exactly what the Diamond Dragon expected him to do, and how he could solve the creepers’ strange riddle.

  Whatever it was, he was sure he was about to find out.


  Chapter Three

  At the edge of Bacca’s vision, a mountain began to appear. And what a mountain! It was grey and black and appeared to be made from a mix of stone bricks and polished granite. Its triangular base extended up into the sky . . . and just kept extending, seeming to go on forever. Its top was completely lost in the flat, square clouds that drifted by overhead.

  “That’s the biggest mountain I’ve ever seen,” Bacca called to the Diamond Dragon.

  “It’s not a mountain,” the sparkling beast replied. “That’s the home base of The Creep. A special fortress where they live. We don’t know where it came from, but it’s always been there. It’s older than us, and full of strange things.”

  They flew closer. The sheer immensity of the structure began to take his breath away. That, or maybe he was getting altitude sickness. They had been flying for a long time, and Bacca was more of a land-animal.

  “You’re not saying the creepers built it?” Bacca asked. “I mean, creepers don’t build things. They destroy things. By sneaking up on you and exploding like a big bunch of jerks.”

  The Diamond Dragon laughed.

  “No, they didn’t build it,” the dragon said. “But they colonized it. They spread everywhere inside. Nobody has bothered trying to get them to leave. But it has never occurred to us to pay much attention to them at all. Until now.”

  “Yes, everybody usually ignores this place,” the Emerald Dragon quipped from his spot at the front of the squadron formation. “But The Creep changed all of that when they stole our orb!”

  “It’s like they want us to come here,” agreed the Lapis Lazuli Dragon.

  “We just can’t figure out why,” added the Gold Dragon.

  They were now close enough to the towering fortress that it entirely blotted out the sun. They flew in its shadow. Tiny birds circled above.

  The dragons landed at the fortress base, where a single doorway had been constructed out of blocks of dark obsidian. Past the doorway, Bacca could see a passageway that stretched deep inside. Across the front of the doorway were a series of glowing bars made out of a strange material Bacca had never seen, casting a reddish-bluish-greenish hue that seemed to change whenever he looked at it.

  Bacca dismounted from the Diamond Dragon and approached the barrier. It emitted a faint hum. Bacca shrugged, and took Betty out of his inventory. He raised the axe high above his head, and gave the nearest glowing bar a mighty chop. Immediately, a horrible pain coursed through his arm and he could feel himself losing health. The barrier was unbroken. It continued to glow and change colors. Bacca had not damaged it at all.

  The dragons started laughing.

  “Don’t you think we already tried that sort of thing?” the Emerald Dragon said with a guffaw.

  “Yeah, really,” said the Gold Dragon.

  “Are you absolutely sure this guy was worth all the trouble to bring here?” said the Lapis Lazuli one.

  Bacca tried to think seriously about the problem before him. There had to be a way in. What could it be?

  “How does the riddle go?” Bacca asked. “The riddle they left when they took your orb?”

  The Diamond Dragon cleared his throat and spoke the words once more:

  “To open the lock, bring us the key.”

  Bacca stroked his hairy chin and thought. He stared at the strange latticework of glowing bars that blocked off the creepers’ stronghold. He carefully examined the different ways that they interlaced and connected.

  Then a thought struck him. Bacca walked over to the dragons. From his inventory he produced a set of fine stone, iron, and diamond pickaxes.

  “Are there any good places to mine around here?” Bacca asked.

  The dragons looked at one another.

  “Yes, of course,” said the Diamond Dragon. “Lots and lots of them. Why?”

  Bacca smiled.

  “I need you to take me to the deepest, darkest place that you know,” he said.

  The dragons looked at one another again.

  Then they nodded.

  From a secret opening high atop their towering fortress, a group of bright-purple creepers known as The Creep saw the strange, hairy creature jump back atop the Diamond Dragon and fly out of sight.

  There was a moment of uncomfortable silence.

  “That’s him?” one of the creepers said. “That hairy, fishy-smelling thing is Bacca? The Bacca?”

  He was speaking in Creeper, the creeper’s natural tongue. It was very much like the language that most everyone in Minecraft used to communicate, but much, much quieter.

  “Apparently it is,” said another creeper. “I thought he’d be taller. And have a nicer suit.”

  “Not so fast, you two,” said another one. “You haven’t seen him craft anything yet. That’s what’s important. Everything else is secondary.”

  “Like being tall?” added another.

  “Yes, like being tall!” the creeper clarified angrily, with such force that for a moment it was almost—almost—audible to a human ear.

  “Why did they leave?” one of the creepers wondered. “They just flew away.”

  “You know what he has to do,” another creeper said. “What would you do if you were him?”

  “I’d go find a mine,” said the other creeper.

  The creepers exchanged a meaningful look with their perfectly square eyes.

  “Do you really think our plan is going to work?” one of the creepers muttered. He said this to no one in particular. As in all things, The Creep formulated their nefarious acts collectively.

  The success of their plan, they all knew, would depend entirely on what Bacca did next.

  The dragons flew Bacca to a giant opening that ran like a scar across the floor of their world.

  “That’s a mine?” Bacca asked sarcastically. “It looks like something that was left over after an earthquake.”

  “It’s a giant hole in the ground where you can mine stuff,” the Diamond Dragon replied. “If that’s not a mine, I don’t know what is.”

  The dragon had a point.

  They landed next to the ragged opening, and Bacca hopped off. Then he crept forward to explore.
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