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EDUCATOR TIPS
At this time, Minecraft: Education Edition is supported on operating systems for
PC, iPad and Mac. On PC, Minecraft is supported for Windows 10 and earlier
versions. On macOS, Minecraft is supported for Sierra and High Sierra systems
and later. On iOS, Minecraft is supported on iOS 9 or higher.
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DID YOU KNOW?
Look out for fossils when mining in
desert biomes – they generate 15-24
blocks below the surface and are made
of bone blocks. It’s thought they are the
remains of giant, extinct creatures ...
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EDUCATOR TIPS
In Minecraft: Education Edition you can find biomes
within the game in the Library. Start your lesson in
a specific setting to create renewable resources
solutions, explore biodiversity, deforestation, or
climate change.
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EDUCATOR TIPS
Just like in the real world, certain mobs (creatures
in Minecraft) only inhabit biomes that have suitable
environments for them. Challenge your students to
explore what would happen if one of these creatures
went extinct: /aka.ms/BiodiversityChallenge

MOJANG STUFF
The way each world is generated has
changed a lot over the years. If you
play on really old maps, strange things
can happen, because the game tries
to match the old environment with the
new data for how biomes form. Deserts
can suddenly be covered in snow,
and once-flowing rivers and lakes can
freeze over.
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Ocelots spawn
exclusively in
jungles. See page
18 for more info.

9

TIP
Ice plains are a great biome in which
to collect snow to make snow golems
– utility mobs that throw snowballs at
hostile mobs to knock them backwards.
Stack two snow blocks vertically
then place a pumpkin on top to craft.
Pumpkins can be found growing on
grass blocks throughout the Overworld.
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MOJANG STUFF
Ocean monuments are a relatively
recent addition to the game. We
check that the players haven’t visited
a chunk more than three times before
generating a monument there, in case
a player has already built a base where
we want to put the monument.
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MOJANG STUFF
There’s one biome that Overworld
explorers will never see – the Void. It’s a
preset for mapmakers that generates a
world which is entirely empty, except for
a single stone platform.
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MOJANG STUFF
The high-pitched squeak the bat
makes was toned down several times
after players said it hurt their ears.
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DID YOU KNOW?
For more mobs, check out
Minecraft: Guide to Exploration
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HEALTH POINTS

8 IF UNTAMED

20 IF TAMED

ATTACK STRENGTH

3-6 IF UNTAMED

4 IF TAMED

HOW TO DEFEAT
ITEMS DROPPED
1-3
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HEALTH POINTS
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HOW TO DEFEAT
ITEMS DROPPED
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HEALTH POINTS

16

ATTACK STRENGTH
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HOW TO DEFEAT
ITEMS DROPPED
0-2

0-1
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HOW TO DEFEAT

DID YOU KNOW?
Occasionally a regular spider spawns
with a skeleton rider. These horrifying
spider jockeys have the speed and
agility of a spider combined with the
archery skills of a skeleton, making
them truly formidable.
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HEALTH POINTS

40

ATTACK STRENGTH

4-10

HOW TO DEFEAT
ITEMS DROPPED
0-1
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MOJANG STUFF
TIP
Wear a pumpkin on your head and an
enderman will remain neutral even if
you look at it. See page 89 to discover
how to equip armour.

Endermen hate endermites, so you
can use the nasty little bugs as a handy
distraction. You can, for instance, put
an endermite into a minecart and set it
rolling past endermen, using it to lure
them away, or, if you are particularly
well-prepared, into a pit.
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EDUCATOR TIPS
Challenge your students to create
their own color wheel in Minecraft
at aka.ms/ColorWheel
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EDUCATOR TIPS
The sky is the limit in Minecraft. Teachers have
recreated the city of Florence, Baghdad, Melbourne, and
even Verona in Minecraft. Find a new world to explore at
education.minecraft.net/class-resources/search-lessons/
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EDUCATOR TIPS
Work smarter, not harder! Use the
Agent and Code Builder to create
spheres automatically in Minecraft.
Type C to code and search for spheres.
Learn more at aka.ms/Minecraft-CS
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MOJANG STUFF
Though it’s not too much of a problem
in Creative mode, use an item
enchanted with silk touch in Survival
if you’re working with glass. It’s a lot
easier to correct your mistakes!
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Minecraft is a great tool for engaging
students with Language Arts. Explore
texts and enliven creative writing.
Explore lesson content in our
Language Art subject kit at aka.ms/LA-Kit
including lessons and worlds supporting
Minecraft: The Island.

TM

DEL REY • RANDOM HOUSE

Broo_9780399181771_3p_all_r2.r.indd 1

5/31/17 1:53 PM

CHAPTER 1

NEVER GIVE UP

Drowning!
I woke up underwater, deep underwater, and this was my first
conscious thought. Cold. Dark. Where was the surface? I kicked
in all directions, trying to find my way up. I twisted and turned,
and then I saw it: a light. Dim, pale, and far away.
Instinctively I shot for it, and quickly noticed that the water
around me was growing brighter. That had to be the surface, the
sun.
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But how could the sun be . . . square? I must be seeing things.
Maybe some trick of the water.
Who cares! How much air do I have left? Just get to it. Swim!
My lungs ballooned, little bubbles escaping from my lips,
racing me for the distant light. I kicked and clawed the water
like a caged animal. Now I could see it, a ceiling of ripples coming closer with each desperate stroke. Closer, but still so far
away. My body ached, my lungs burned.
Swim! SWIM!
Crack!
My body writhed as a sudden jolt of pain shot from toes to
eyes. My mouth opened in a choked scream. I reached for the
glow, grabbing for breath, for life.
I exploded into the cool, clean air.
I coughed. I choked. I wheezed. I laughed.
Breathing.
For a moment, I just savored the experience, closing my eyes
and letting the sun warm my face. But when I opened my eyes,
I couldn’t believe them. The sun was square! I blinked hard.
The clouds, too? Instead of round puffy cotton balls, these thin,
rectangular objects floated lazily above me.
You’re still seeing things, I thought. You hit your head when
you fell off the boat and now you’re a little dazed.
But did I fall off a boat? I couldn’t remember. I couldn’t remember anything, in fact; how I got here, or even where “here”
was.
4
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“Help me!” I shouted, scanning the horizon for a ship or a
plane or even a speck of land. “Please, somebody! Anybody!
HELP!” All I got was silence. All I could see was water and sky.
I was alone.
Almost.
Something splashed inches from my face, a flash of tentacles
and a thick, black and grayish head.
I yelped, kicking backward. It looked like a squid, but square
like everything else in this strange place. The tentacles turned to
me, opening wide. I gazed right into a yawning red mouth
ringed with white razor teeth.
“Get outta here!” I hollered. Mouth dry, heart pounding, I
splashed clumsily away from the creature. I didn’t have to. At
that moment, the tentacles closed, blasting the squid in the
other direction.
I floated there, frozen, treading water for a few seconds, until
the animal disappeared into the deep. That’s when I let out a
long, throaty, tension-draining “ughhh.”
I took another deep breath, then another, then a whole lot
more. Finally, my heart settled down, my limbs stopped jerking,
and, for the first time since I woke up, my brain switched on.
“Okay,” I said aloud. “You’re way out in a lake or ocean or
whatever. No one’s coming to save you, and you can’t tread
water forever.”
I did a slow, 360-degree turn, hoping to see some thread of
coastline I’d missed before. Nothing. In desperation I tried one
445
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last scan of the sky. No planes, not even a thin white trail. What
sky doesn’t have those trails? One with a square sun and rectangle clouds.
The clouds.
I noticed they were all moving steadily in one direction, away
from the rising sun. Due west.
“As good as anywhere,” I said, giving another deep sigh, and
started swimming slowly west.
It wasn’t much to go on, but I figured the wind might help
me along a little bit, or at least wouldn’t slow me down. And if I
went north or south, the breeze might slowly blow me in an arc
so I’d end up swimming in circles. I didn’t know if that was really
true. I still don’t. I mean, c’mon, I’d just woken up, probably
with some kind of massive head injury, at the bottom of an
ocean, and was trying really, really hard not to end up back there.
Just keep going, I told myself. Focus on what’s ahead. I began
to notice how weird my “swimming” was; not the stroke, pause,
stroke motion, but the sense of gliding across the water with my
limbs along for the ride.
Head injury, I thought, trying not to imagine how serious
that injury might be.
One good thing, I noticed, was that I didn’t seem to be getting tired. Isn’t swimming supposed to be exhausting? Don’t
your muscles burn and quit after a while? Adrenaline, I thought,
and tried not to imagine that emergency gas tank running out.
But it would. Sooner or later, I’d lose steam, cramp up, go
645
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from swimming to treading water, then from treading water to
floating. Of course, I’d try to rest, bobbing up and down to conserve energy, but how long could I keep that up? How long before the cold of the water finally got to me? How long before,
teeth chattering, body shivering, I finally sank back down into
the darkness?
“Not yet!” I blurted out. “I’m not giving up yet!”
Shouting out loud was enough to perk me up. “Keep focused! Keep going!”
And I did. I kept swimming with all my might. I also tried to
be über-aware of my surroundings. Hopefully I would spot the
mast of a ship or the shadow of a helicopter, but at the very least,
it would take my mind off my current predicament!
I noticed that the water was calm, and this gave me something to feel good about. No waves meant no resistance, which
meant I could swim farther, right? I also noticed that the water
was fresh, not salty, which meant that I had to be in a lake instead of an ocean, and lakes are smaller than oceans. Okay, a big
lake is just as dangerous as an ocean, but c’mon, you got a problem with me trying to look on the bright side?
I also noticed that I could see the bottom. It was deep—don’t
get me wrong, you could sink a pretty decent office building and
never see the top—but it wasn’t bottomless like the ocean is supposed to be. I could also see it wasn’t level. There were tons of
little valleys and hills.
That was when, off to my right, I noticed that one of the hills
467
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had grown so tall that its top disappeared beyond the horizon.
Did it break the surface? I turned north, northwest, I guess, and
swam in a straight line for the hill.
And before I knew it, the hill grew into an underwater mountain. And a few seconds later, I actually thought I saw its top
sprout above the water.
That’s gotta be land, I thought, trying not to get my hopes up.
It could be a mirage though, a trick of the light or some mist or . . .
That’s when I saw the tree. At least I thought it was a tree,
because, from that distance, all I could make out was a dark
green angular mass perched atop a dark brown line.
Excitement propelled me like a torpedo. Eyes locked forward, I soon saw other trees dotting a tan beach. And then, suddenly, the green-brown slope of a hill.
“Land!” I shouted. “LAAAND!”
I’d made it! Warm, firm, solid ground! A few strokes and I’d
be there. A wave of total relief washed over me . . . and just like
a real wave it washed right back out.
I barely had a second to celebrate before the island came into
full view. By the time I reached the shore, I was just as confused
as the moment I’d woken up.
The island was square. Or, rather, it was made of squares.
Everything: sand, dirt, rocks, even those things I first thought
were trees. Everything was a combination of cubes. “Okay,” I
said, refusing to believe what I was seeing. “Just need a minute is
all, just a minute.” Standing in waist-high water, breathing, blink847
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ing, I waited for my eyes to clear. I was sure that any minute, all
those harsh right angles would return to soft, curvy normalness.
They didn’t.
“Gotta be that head wound,” I said, wading ashore. “No
problem. Just make sure you’re not bleeding too bad and—”
Instinctively, my hand went up to find the supposed injury,
and as it came up in front of my face, I gasped.
“Wha . . . ?” There was a fleshy cube at the end of my rectangular arm, a cube that wouldn’t open no matter how hard I tried.
“Where’s my hand!?” I shouted, my voice rising in panic.
Head swimming, throat closing, I looked nervously down at
the rest of me.
Brick-shaped feet, rectangular legs, a shoebox-shaped torso,
all covered in painted-on clothes.
“What’s wrong with me!?” I hollered to the empty beach.
“This isn’t real!” I screamed, running back and forth, trying
to tear the painted clothes off my body.
Hyperventilating, I rushed back to the water, desperate for
the calming reflection of my face. Nothing greeted me. “Where
am I?” I shouted to the shimmering sea. “What is this place?”
I thought of the water, of how I’d woken up . . . but had I?
“This is a dream!” I said, relief breaking into my panicked
voice, reaching for the only thing I could think of. “Of course!”
And for a second I almost pulled myself together. “Just a crazy
dream, and soon you’ll wake up and . . .”
And what? I tried to imagine waking up in my home, in my
489
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life, but it was all gone. I could remember the world, the real
world of soft, round shapes, of people and houses and cars and
lives. I just couldn’t remember me in it.
My vision narrowed as an invisible fist closed around my
lungs. “Who am I?”
Tension pulsed up through the veins in my neck. I could feel
the skin on my face, the roots of my teeth. Dizzy, nauseous, I
staggered back against the base of the hill. What was my name?
What did I look like? Was I old? Was I young?
Looking down at my boxy body, I couldn’t determine anything. Was I a man or a woman? Was I even human?
“What am I?”
The thread snapped. My mind collapsed.
Where? Who? What? And now the final question.
“Why!?” I screeched up at the bright square sun. “Why can’t
I remember? Why am I different? Why am I here? Why is all of
this happening to me? WHYYY!?”
All I got back was silence. No birds, no waves, not even the
rustle of wind through those angular excuses for trees. Nothing
but pure, punishing silence.
And then . . .
Grrrp.
The sound was so small I wasn’t sure I’d heard it.
Grrrp.
I definitely heard it that time, and felt it, too. It was coming
from inside me. My tummy was rumbling.
10
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I’m hungry.
That was all I needed to break my downward spiral. Something to do, something simple and clear to focus on, and next to
breathing, there’s nothing clearer or simpler than eating.
Grrrp, growled my stomach, as if to say, “I’m waiting.”
I shook my head violently, trying to get the blood back in my
cheeks, and looked down at my body to see if I had anything to
eat. I’d been so shocked the first time I’d seen myself that I might
have missed something earlier. Maybe I had a waterproof phone
in my pocket, or even a wallet with my ID.
I didn’t have either, or even pockets. But what I did find was
a thin belt, painted the same color as my pants—another reason
I’d missed it the first time—with four flat pouches on either side.
Each pouch was empty, but while going through them, I suddenly realized I could feel the slight pressure of something resting gently on my back.
I call it a “backpack” but it didn’t have any straps or hooks or
anything that should have held it in place. It was just stuck there,
and like the belt and my painted-on clothes, I couldn’t take it
off. All I could do was reach back and swing it to the front.
“Crazy dream,” I said, coming back to the only mental crutch
I had. The pack’s inside was lined with twenty-seven small
pouches, just like those on the belt, and also totally empty.
So much for taking inventory, I thought, as the feeling of hunger grew constant. That meant foraging for food. I looked around
for something, anything, that looked remotely edible. At first,
11
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the only thing I could find appeared to be one-block-high blades
of rectangular grass. They grew in ones and twos on the greencovered dirt behind the beach. I reached down to one sprouting
right at my feet, but somehow I couldn’t pick it up. Instead I just
swiped clumsily in a rapid punching motion.
Anxiety welled up in me again. It was one thing to have a
strange-looking body, but a whole new crisis to discover that that
body wouldn’t obey! I tried again, missing the grass, and again,
and when I finally connected, my fist smashed my target to
oblivion. And I do mean oblivion. The tall green stalks didn’t
just fall over or break, they disappeared. One quick crunching
noise and poof, gone.
“Aw, c’mon!” I pouted, looking at this angular appendage.
“Just work, will ya?” For some reason, pleading with my hand
wasn’t the answer. Neither was trying to repeat the same fruitless
motion on another identical clump of grass.
I’ve heard, although I can’t remember where, that the definition of insanity is doing the same thing over and over again hoping for a different result. I don’t know if that’s true for some
people, but for me, it was pretty darn close.
“Just work!” I grunted angrily, punching the grass like it had
swung first. “Work. Work. WORK!” It was starting again, the
mental slide. My mind was balancing on a thin tightrope at that
moment, and I really needed some kind of win.
I didn’t get one, exactly, but I did break the cycle by accidentally, literally, breaking the ground. On the fourth try, I hit so
12
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hard and for so long that I didn’t only destroy the little green
blades, but also knocked away a whole block of dirt beneath
them.
“Whoa . . .” I stammered, frustration replaced with curiosity.
At first I didn’t see the block, just the block-sized hole it’d
disappeared into. I peered into the divot and saw a cube floating
at the bottom—actually hovering off the ground—and much
smaller than it had been. I reached in to pick it up and didn’t get
halfway there before it flew up at me.
I stumbled back with a surprised “whoa!” and looked down at
the cube in my hand. It felt like dirt, coarse and dry with a few
little pebbles in it. I tried squeezing my hand and felt it give
without crumbling. I brought it up to my face and sniffed. It
smelled just like dirt.
I sniffed again, and suddenly felt comforted. Everything was
alien up till that point; everything around me, including me.
This wasn’t. This one sensation was familiar. I could feel my
neck muscles relaxing, my jaw unclenching. Hey, I’m not embarrassed to say that I took another four or five good, long, tranquilizing whiffs of that dirt block, and I’m also not embarrassed
to say that in between each inhale, I glanced over my shoulder
just to see that no one was looking.
I won’t say the experience made everything better, but it did
give me the confidence to try opening my fingers to drop the
block on the ground. And it did. And I felt even better.
“Well, all right,” I exhaled, “At least I have the power to drop
13
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things.” Not a huge win, I know, but something. Some tiny bit
of control.
I watched the little dirt cube hover at my feet for a second,
then reached out to pick it up again. I didn’t flinch the second
time it jumped to meet me.
“Okay,” I said, taking a cautious breath. “If I can drop you,
maybe I can . . .” I moved the cube down to one of the pouches
on my belt, and sighed deeply as it obediently dropped inside.
“So,” I said, smiling down at the belt, “stuff—well, dirt, at
least—shrinks small enough for you to carry it. Weird, but maybe
useful in this w . . . dream.” I couldn’t say “world” yet. I was still
way too fragile.
Grrrp, bubbled my stomach, reminding me it was still there.
“Right,” I said, and took the cube back out of my belt. “And
since I can’t eat you, and can’t think of a reason to carry you
around . . .”
I held the shrunken box out to the hole where I’d dug it up.
At maybe a pace or two away, it jumped right out of my hand,
swelled back up to its original shape, and snapped into place as
if nothing had happened. Well, almost nothing; digging it out
had taken off its green cover.
“Hmmm,” I hummed and tried digging it up again. Sure
enough, a few punches drove it right into my hand. When I put
it down this time, I tried setting it next to the hole instead of inside it. Again it sprang back to its normal size, sitting securely on
the ground.
14
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I hummed again, my newfound calm allowing the wheels to
turn. Something about setting the block down in a new place
reminded me of a buried memory. I don’t think it was a memory
specific to me, but rather to the not-dream world. Something
about little kids playing with blocks, making things, building.
“If everything here is made of blocks,” I said to the newly replanted cube, “and all these blocks keep their shape, could I
stack them into things I want to build?”
Grrrp, came a particularly angry protest from down south.
“Right,” I told my stomach, and turning to the block, said,
“Maybe later. I gotta eat.”
I figured I’d give the grass one more try before moving on.
I’m glad I did. On this fifth attempt, the vanishing clump left a
collection of hovering seeds. Finally, I thought and tried picking
them up. One weird minor quirk of this dream was that I could
only grab all six seeds at the same time, and wasn’t able to hold
them individually. Another weird, and ridiculously major, quirk
was that I wasn’t able to consume them. My hand just froze
there, inches from my mouth, and wouldn’t let me eat.
“Really?” I said, and tried to move my face to my hand instead. That didn’t work either, like an invisible force field was
holding them apart.
“Really,” I repeated sarcastically, feeling all the frustration
and anger rising up. “Fine!” My arm cocked to throw the seeds
away.
What stopped me was the block of dirt I’d just been experi15
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menting with. When I’d set it down a few minutes ago, the green
cover top was missing. Now it was back. The turfy layer had
re-grown.
That fast? I thought, looking down at the seeds. Do all plants
grow that fast? Maybe I could try planting these seeds.
And boy did I try! I tried every way I could think of. I dropped
the seeds back onto the ground, but they just hovered. I punched
them into the soil, but that just unearthed another block. And
after setting that block down, in a new position aboveground, I
even tried pushing the seeds into the side. Nothing worked.
“Why won’t . . .” I hissed through clenched teeth, then
stopped myself. Going down the “why” path would lead me
right back to a full-blown meltdown.
“Keep going,” I said with a huff. “Don’t give up.”
Dropping the seeds into a belt pouch, I desperately looked
around for another option. Any other food source, any distraction . . .
The trees!
I ran over to the closest one, trying to peel away sections of
the bark. Do people eat bark? Maybe, but I couldn’t. My hands
wouldn’t let me grab the light-and-dark-striped brown cover.
They also wouldn’t let me climb the waist-thick trunk up to the
square bunches of small, mini-cubed leaves.
I didn’t give up; I couldn’t afford to. “If this is a dream,” I
said, “then I can just fly up and get some!”
Fist raised, eyes up, I leapt into the air . . . and came down
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just as quick. But in that crucial moment, suspended in midair,
something truly magical happened. I tried punching at the
leaves above me, and even though they were a block or two
away, I felt my fist impact.
I began hesitantly striking up above me. “I can reach?”
Sure enough, though my actual arm didn’t stretch, from four
full block lengths away I could still hit the dappled cubes above
my head. “I can reach!” I shouted and began bashing at the
leaves. Creeping insanity faded with each empowering punch.
“Yeah!” I belted as the first cube vanished, dropping a red, shiny,
semi-rounded fruit into my hand. “THAT’S what I’m talkin’
about!”
And this time, my body let me eat. Maybe that’s the key, I
thought, crunching on the fruit’s crispy sweetness and feeling
the juice run down my throat. Maybe my hand will only let me
eat what’s edible.
It might not have looked exactly like an apple, but it tasted
just like one. And if I thought the scent of the earth was comforting, this new sensation was so overpowering, I actually felt a
sting at the corners of my eyes.
“Keep going,” I said as the entire apple disappeared into my
welcoming stomach. “Never give up!”
Without realizing it, I’d just learned something. Call it a
mantra or a life lesson or whatever, but they were words to live
by, and they’d be the first of many on this strange and wonderful
journey: Never give up.
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CHAPTER 1

I’d like to find whoever came up with the phrase “everything hap‑
pens for a reason” and give them a piece of my mind. Because the
exact last thing anybody needs to hear when their world is com‑
pletely screwed up is that it’s actually a good thing. Like, even if
you had a magical time machine that could go back and fix your
mistakes, you totally shouldn’t use it? Yeah, right. Nobody really
believes that.
Of course, there’s really no good thing to say after everything’s
turned into a complete and utter mess. Better to keep moving
forward, try to fix your mistakes, and hope everything eventually
works out. I feel like I should have something wiser to say here,
but nope. That’s all I’ve got. Oh, that and the time machine thing.
There’s always that.
Anyway, the mistake I wish I could go back and fix happened
days ago. How many days, I couldn’t tell you. Time is sort of . . . a
mess right now. But one Friday, some time ago, my best friend
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and I were headed to participate in the social event kickoff of the
school year, also known as the homecoming game.
I’d convinced Lonnie to go with me, even though neither of us
were sports fans. We were gamers, really. Sports—outside of a
video game—was not high on our list of priorities. But I figured
homecoming was one of those hallmark high school experiences
they make a big fuss about in the movies, why not check it out? As
a newly minted freshman, I was secretly excited about high
school. It was like unlocking a new level in the video game of
life—full‑sized lockers for larger inventory, bigger bosses like the
SATs, you get my drift. Lonnie, on the other hand, was not so
convinced about homecoming. So I sweetened the deal, literally.
I told him that I’d make my famous brownies and bring a blanket
so we could huddle up together with chocolate in our teeth. I’d
like to think it was the brownies and the blanket that appealed to
him, but I’m not sure. I mean, there aren’t a lot of high school
juniors that would want to be seen hanging out with a freshman,
but we had been friends since I was six and he was eight. So we
kind of went beyond the usual high school friendship parameters.
Still, the point of all this is, it was all my fault. Everything that
happened is on me.
Lonnie showed up around five. I bounded out with brownies
and the blanket, got in the car, let him drive off, and we started
talking about Minecraft. Our usual convo.
“Did you build all the traps?” he asked.
I scrunched up my nose. I hadn’t. Mainly because I forgot.
“Actually, I thought it would be better to build up on the base
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instead. I decided to make the floor of the greenhouse glass, so
you can look down on everything.”
“You mean you didn’t finish what you said you were going to.
Again.” Lonnie sounded more like a disappointed dad than my
friend, putting me on the defensive.
“I’ll get back to it after I finish the new greenhouse,” I said. “I
don’t know why you have to get on my case about it.”
“Bianca.”
“Lonnie.”
“You need to stick to the plan. This whole world is going off
the rails. If we want to have something that works really well, we
have to do what we set out to make. Isn’t that the whole point of
the test world? Perfect it there, and then move it to the real game?”
“I thought the point of the test world was to do crazy stuff so we
could see what works and what doesn’t. To go as bonkers as we
can go, blow stuff up, make a mess, and never have to fix it.”
Lonnie sighed. He passed his hand over his close‑shaven head,
and squeezed his eyelids down for a second as if he was in pain.
When he opened his eyes again, they were a cloudy gray, like the
sky, not the sharp steel gray that meant he was in a good mood.
“I thought you wanted to do this project,” he said. “You said
you wanted to craft a whole world. New landscapes. Entire vil‑
lages. A whole set of society rules, and then mess around with it.”
“Yes, but—”
“But first we have to make it. And to make it, we need to have
a plan, Bianca.”
I didn’t mean for us to fight. I wasn’t sure what to say to get
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him to stop breathing heavily like he was an angry dragon cook‑
ing up a fire to blow in my direction.
“You never follow the plan. First you say you want to do some‑
thing, and I say, ‘Okay, here’s the plan.’ Then you say, ‘Great
plan!’ And then you don’t even pretend to do what I outlined.”
Oh, so this was going to be a full‑on fight.
“But here I am being your chauffeur,” he added.
“You just got your license. You need the practice,” I said. “Plus,
think of all that horizon‑expanding you’ll be doing by finally
going to an actual sporting event!”
“Since when do you like sports?” he asked.
I shrugged. “Since it’s my first time ever going to a big school
thing, and I just want to see what it’s like to be out with the
masses.”
“ ‘Masses’ is just another word for mobs. Trust me, high
school’s not all that it’s cracked up to be.” He turned, screeching
down West Elm Road. “Where is the stupid field again?”
“Two streets down and then a right,” I said smugly.
He pulled up at the light and revved the engine. Even his body
movements seemed annoyed. I sucked in my top lip and chewed
on it as I pulled at one of my cornrows and wrapped and un‑
wrapped it around my finger.
“You know, they’re bulldozing the playground,” I said sud‑
denly.
The light changed and he lurched forward.
“So?”
“Do you want to see it before everything’s gone?”
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“What for?”
“Uh, because it was the scene of our greatest adventures?” I
asked. “Because it’ll never look like that again? Because it was our
place first?”
“Yeah, sure.”
“Do you remember how to get there?” I teased. He turned his
steely gray eyes on me, and I grinned. I knew that look. It meant
that our little fight was over.
Instead of turning right on Grandview, he turned left.
The playground already looked like a ghost town. The swing
seats were gone. All that was left was the A‑frame, mottled blue
from the faded and peeling paint. The rope bridge was lying half
in the black rubber mulch, one end still attached to what used to
be the climbing wall when all the foot‑ and hand‑rests were still
attached.
I climbed up the ladder, which wobbled now that it wasn’t at‑
tached properly, and I went down the tube slide, coming out at
Lonnie’s sneakered feet.
“Have a go?” I asked.
He shook his head. “I’m surprised this is the first renovation
they’re doing since we were little,” he said. “They probably should
have condemned it a long time ago.”
“But it’s our place!” I said.
“It was,” Lonnie replied, not unkindly. This playground was
where we’d met, and where we’d become friends and imagined
our first worlds together. We would pretend to be swashbuckling
pirates on the rope bridge, launch ourselves like trapeze artists off
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the swings, and defend our fortress from invading imaginary zom‑
bies. In fact, one of our first projects in Minecraft was to create a
better version of the playground. The ground was always lava,
naturally.
After all this time, we always stuck together, even as the play‑
ground itself fell apart.
“Remember the time I tried to flip off the monkey bars and
you broke my fall?” I asked, looking to stoke some nostalgia.
“Yeah, I got a broken wrist for my troubles,” Lonnie said, shak‑
ing his head. “You never were a great planner even then, always
wanting to push the limits but never thinking about the follow‑
through.”
“You know, if I wanted a lecture, I could just go to class.” I
crossed my arms.
Lonnie shrugged and kicked the faded yellow plastic cap from
something and walked off to what used to be a dome of monkey
bars. Most of the bars were in a pile on the ground. I followed
him. He stared down at the pile quietly. The sun was just going
down, casting an orange glow over the playground. Silence set‑
tled around us.
He was right. This place wasn’t ours, not any longer.
“Let’s just go,” I said.
“Homecoming rally, yeah!” he mocked.
I reached my hand out to him and felt a jolt of electricity when
he caught my fingers, swinging them as we walked back to the
car. Most people thought it was really weird, the two of us hang‑
ing out the way we did. A two‑year difference in high school is a
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chasm. Especially when you’re going to two different high schools.
It’s like trying to have a conversation with someone on the other
side of the Grand Canyon with nothing but your cupped hands
around your mouth. He turned over the engine, and made a
U‑turn on the tiny street, then peeled off.
I pulled out my phone and loaded the Minecraft app.
“If you’re going to give me grief all night over not building
your dumb traps, you should at least appreciate this sick glass
floor I put into the greenhouse.”
I waved my phone screen in his face.
“Look!”
“Bianca, quit it. I’m driving.” Lonnie batted the phone away
with an arm.
He turned sharply to the left, tires screeching. The orange
glow from the setting sun blinded us momentarily and we skid‑
ded a little, and Lonnie turned the wheel to right us. Then we
realized, too late, that something was coming toward us, that we
must have run the red light, but we still weren’t able to make out
whatever the object was with the sun in our eyes, but we knew it
wasn’t a small thing. It all felt like it was in slow motion, a few
seconds strung out into years, until a robotic female voice sud‑
denly blasted over the car’s speakers.
“Proximity alert! Evasive action recommended!”
The air in the car went from electric excitement to sharp fear
in an instant, as an oncoming car came straight for us too fast to
do anything about it.
Once the car was close enough and blocked out the sun, I
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could see the other driver’s face, though not clearly. He had dark
eyes and straight hair that spiked in every direction. His head
lurched back as his green car collided with our blue one. I re‑
member how the metal crunched as we crushed into each other,
folding blue on green on blue on green, how pieces of things
began to fly around. Glass, metal. At one point, even the light
seemed to fracture and splinter off, bursting into fractals of beams,
searing my eyes and my skin. And then there was the smell of
smoke. And the taste of blood. And the scrape of something
against my body that felt like it had gutted me open somewhere in
the middle. I wondered if I’d been halved. I turned, trying to see
if I could figure out what was happening, if I could see Lonnie’s
face to know from his eyes just how bad it all was. But I couldn’t
see him. It was like he’d disappeared and all that was left was me,
and the blue car and the green car that now looked like one
wrapped‑up thing with glass tinkling as it fell like rain all around
me, and the shocking realization that the man from the other car
was right up on me, like we had been riding together. He was
right there. I could reach out and touch him. And I tried. Only
my hands didn’t move. Nothing moved but the cars still rippling
toward and away from each other. So, I tried to scream for Lon‑
nie, but nothing came out of my mouth.
And then everything went black.
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GLOSSARY
Agent - A small robot that helps the player learn coding
skills and follows commands written in Code Connection.
Biome - Refers to different geographic regions within
Minecraft. Each has its own climate and mobs.
Classroom Mode - Companion app for Minecraft:
Education Edition that gives educators additional abilities
to manage their students within the game.
Code Builder - An extension for Minecraft: Education
Edition that allows educators and students to explore, create,
and play in Minecraft all by writing code.
Creeper - Green skinned mob in Minecraft that explodes
if it gets close to the player.
Gamemode - Refers to the type of gameplay in Minecraft.
In creative players have unlimited access to all of the blocks
in the game. In survival mode, players must search the world
for resources.
Mob - Short for ‘mobile’, mob refers to creatures in
Minecraft.

The Nether - Accessed via a nether portal, this alternate
dimension is full of lava and unique mobs.
NPC - Non Player Character. Can be used to dispense
information, run commands, or direct students to outside
web links.
Redstone - Mined from redstone ore, redstone dust is
used to power machinery in Minecraft.
Skin - The appearance of a player in Minecraft. Can be
selected from the main menu, and can even be customized
by players using digital art tools. Steve and Alex are the
default skins.
Slash Command - Entered in the games chat window,
these cheat commands allow for the control of game
features such as time of day, weather, and even giving out
blocks.
WASD - Common control scheme for games on Query
keyboards that allows the right hand to be used to control
the mouse

™

the OFFICIAL GUIDEBOOKS

Learn about the latest Minecraft guidebooks when you
sign up for our newsletter at ReadMinecraft.com

™

the OFFICIAL BOOKS

™ & © 2020 Mojang Synergies AB. All rights reserved.

JOURNEY INTO THE WORLD OF
™

Learn about the latest Minecraft books when you
sign up for our newsletter at ReadMinecraft.com

™ & © 2020 Mojang Synergies AB. All rights reserved.

