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Prologue
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IN THE BEGINNING, THERE was nothing but blackness. The occasional string of code floating through the ether could be seen and attempted renderings of trees flickered about from time to time. 

It took some time for the world to be complete in its creation, but once it was, it was beautiful. The sky was a beautiful shade of blue and the trees and animals grew freely underneath it. The world had been crafted only moments when the changes began. Trees were reshaped into new and exciting forms, sticks were used to create tools, and the world began to look so different in just a few short days. 

The villager quietly set about his tasks to shape a whole new world out of the one that had just been created for him. Using his tools and his imagination, he created new shapes and structures that would undoubtedly change in just a few short weeks. Still, he kept himself busy with these tasks to bring about something more complex than what had been left for him. 

It was only a couple of days before the villager encountered a creature that took issue with him. The green, hissing, shambling creature had caused him trouble the night before and he wasn’t sure he would be able to take another night of that if he didn’t have a safe shelter in place by the time it came. 

Studiously, the villager worked to stack blocks in place and to make a place where he could safely lay his head for the night. Surely, the villager thought to himself, there would be nothing in this world that could mean him as much harm as that terrifying, green creature. 

Animals roamed freely through the lands and the villager worked steadily on through the days and evenings to build a world to their exact specifications. As the villager worked and worked, creatures began to stir in The End and in The Nether. Creatures stirred and moved toward the sounds of the villager’s pickaxe... 
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Chapter One
An Illusioner Out of Nowhere
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THE ILLUSIONER WAS suddenly aware of himself. He looked around the field he was standing in and silently tried to figure out where he was and what he was supposed to be doing. Something felt wrong. It felt as though he was meant to pop into this world from a different place. 

He looked around the open field that surrounded him and saw no one and nothing but trees and hills. He walked through the lands, trying to remember the lay of the land as he went. It was hopeless, he thought as he passed yet another identical tree. How was someone supposed to find their way around this place? He looked up at the sky and used the position of the sun to keep himself moving in a straight line. He had no idea if that would work, but it was as good a plan as any. 

The Illusioner thought to himself as he walked. What is this place? What am I supposed to be doing here? Nothing in his path gave him an answer, so he pressed on. He had been ready to lie down in the field for a nap when he thought he heard the faint call of a sheep in the north. He walked toward it and as he came up over a hill, he could see one sheep wandering around between the trees, calling out for a herd that wasn’t there. The Illusioner looked in each direction in hopes of finding the sheep’s flock, but he saw nothing and no one. 

He walked toward the lonely little sheep and stretched his hands out in front of him to soothe the sheep as he got closer. Its blocky wool was soft against his gray hands and he laughed as it sprang back when he moved his hands. The sheep nudged closer to The Illusioner and wiggled its head into his hands, happy to see a friend. The Illusioner light scratched the sheep’s cheeks and behind its ears. It bleated happily and laid down at The Illusioner’s feet. 

“I guess you’re lonely too, eh?” The sheep seemed to grumble a response as it exposed its soft belly to him. The Illusioner sat down in the grass, feeling the light breeze roll over him as he scratched the belly of the happy little critter that had now wormed its way into his lap. “Where’d you come from, huh? Where’s your flock? Do you have a flock?” He didn’t expect the sheep to answer, but it was nice to speak to someone other than himself. He rested his back against a nearby tree and continued to pet the sheep as he rested his eyes in the shade. 

As he closed his eyes, he saw visions of magical swirls. He daydreamed of wonderful buildings, beautiful lands, and lots of animals he had never seen before. He imagined glimmering gems, blocks of dirt, of wood, and more. He daydreamed of such wonderful things he didn’t think were possible and he felt calm. 

He pulled the little sheep closer onto his lap and ran his fingers through its fluffy wool while his mind took him to beautiful, far away places. As he thought of those far away places, he imagined himself building such wonderful things in them. He could make anything he wanted using those blocks and he and his many friends could live and play for hours. 

What friends, asked a grumpy voice in the back of his mind. You don’t have any friends, Illusioner. You don’t even have a real name. He hadn’t considered that. He didn’t have a name that his friends could call him by when he did eventually make some. 

“I’ll go by Lou,” he said out loud.  “You can call me Lou, sheep.” The sheep took little notice of him as he spoke. “I guess I should give you a name as well!” He rested his head back against the trunk of the tree as he thought. “You’re puffy and soft like a cloud. I think I’m gonna call you Nimbus.” Nimbus rolled slightly in Lou’s lap and looked up at him before closing his eyes, huffing a sigh and snuggling up for a nap. 

Lou held onto Nimbus and rested his head against the trunk once again with his eyes closed. He thought about more wonderful things he could do and before long, he drifted off to sleep. 

He dreamed of a place unlike any he had ever seen before. The sky was dark with just a hint of midnight blue in it. The farther up he looked, the blacker the sky got. The ground was a greenish-yellow and purple shimmers swam lazily through the air. Great black pillars in the distance reached toward the sky, holding something Lou could not identify. The objects seemed to be floating there at the tops of the pillars. 

He was staring at them when he noticed some movement out of the corner of his eye. It turns out the purple shimmers he had been seeing weren’t just hanging in the air as he had thought. The shimmers formed an aura around creatures made of inky blackness. Their eyes were a pinkish purple color that was as intriguing as it was unsettling. Lou felt his feet taking him backward, away from the mysterious creature. It stood on two feet, just as he did and it held its skinny arms out toward Lou as he backed away. 

Lou couldn’t control his own feet as he inched further and further from the creature. Everything seemed to stop for a second as he heard a flapping sound coming from above him. He turned to look just as the thunderous call of a dragon rang out across the sky. He felt his body go stiff as he stared up at the enormous creature that came in for a landing on a nearby cliff. 

On the cliff with the dragon was a person Lou had never seen before. The man in the blue shirt stood fiercely in front of the dragon and held a gleaming sword in his hand. The person on the cliff rushed toward the dragon in front of him, waving his gleaming weapon in front of him. What a stunning act of bravery. It was either that or a stunning act of terrible judgment. Lou gasped at the dragon reared its head and lunged for the person. The person dodged the attack and tumbled out of the way of those large, gnashing teeth. 

The person scrambled to his feet and took a defensive stance once more against the dragon in front of him. The person lunged forward and struck one of the dragon’s mighty teeth with the gleaming weapon, causing the great beast to screech and retreat from him. 

Tooth pain, Lou thought to himself. Well, that’s an effective weapon I hadn’t considered.  He stared at the two facing off on the cliff for a moment before he remembered the creature that stood only feet from him. 

He looked back to the curious creature and it was nearly touching him, making strange clicking sounds. Lou panicked and stumbled backward with a lurch. The dark creature rushed forward with its arms out, trying to grab hold of Lou, but it was too late. He was falling endlessly into the dark, inky abyss. The breeze swept past his cheeks as he fell and fell and suddenly he awoke. 

He gasped lightly as his body jolted from the shock of the fall. He looked around and saw that the sun was beginning to set. There was a little chill to the air as he picked himself up off the ground and brushed the dirt off of his robes. Nimbus was nearby, munching on some grass. The fluffy animal raised its head for a moment, seeing Lou moving once again, but went back to munching after a moment. 

Lou walked around for a moment to see if he could find anything that he could use to make a shelter for the evening. He thought if he could find some loose branches, he could use them to make a small covering that would at least keep him from view and seal a little bit of heat in throughout the night. He couldn’t find any branches lying on the ground, so he tried to climb a tree and take some of the branches from it. 

He stumbled up the tree as best he could in his robe, but he was clumsy. He grabbed onto the branches and pulled as hard as he could. He wrestled with the tree for quite some time, tossing the branches down as he freed them from the trunk. The sheep lazily munched at the leaves on some of the branches as Lou dropped them down. 

“Hey! Leave some for cover, you fluffy menace!” The sheep paid no attention
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