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When Herobrine’s diary was first discovered deep in the heart of an abandoned mine, buried under a pile of skeleton bones and rubble, scholars claimed that it must be a fake. 

However, scientific examination has revealed that the pages of the diary are made from a strange substance that looks like paper, but appears to be made of some strange chemical when examined under a microscope. Nobody has ever seen anything like it, but it explained the seemingly undamaged condition of the ‘paper’ despite all that time underground. 

The peculiar substance of the diary combined with the results of other tests, including handwriting analysis and carbon dating, all lead to the inescapable conclusion that this book really is the work of none other than the super villain Herobrine.

The information contained within these pages is absolutely invaluable to anyone who might encounter him, but should be treated with extreme caution. Herobrine is a known liar. Trust what he says at your peril – even if it seems to be his own diary.


Day 1




Some say that I don’t exist, that I am a myth. Others say that I am the biggest threat to Minecraftia, even though they’ve never seen me.

Who am I? I’m the biggest, baddest, meanest villain the world – no, the universe! – has ever seen.

In case you hadn’t already guessed, I’m Herobrine. I would say that I’m pleased to meet you, but that would be a lie and besides, nobody who meets me is glad about the experience. Indeed, few live to tell the tale. 

It is my life’s work to cause as much havoc and mayhem as I can and so far, I am delighted to report that I have succeeded. Minecraftians everywhere can barely bring themselves to whisper my name, let alone speak it out loud, for fear of summoning me to their side. Young children tell each other that if you stand in front of a mirror in a darkened room and say my name three times, I’ll appear to whisk them off to the Nether.

Little do they know that I don’t need summoning. I go wherever I can cause the most trouble and I laugh in the face of danger before I make things even worse for the adventurers.

I’m friends with creepers and witches and skeletons and even the wolves bow down before me. I am the king of the land!

The only problem is that I’m bored. After all, when you can do whatever you want, whenever you want, eventually you run out of things to do. 

Blow up a village? Been there.

Send a horde of creepers stampeding through a town? Done that.

Turned myself invisible and forced a Minecraftian to hit himself on the head? Got the T shirt.

What’s a super villain to do when he’s done everything he can?

It really isn’t easy being mean. Not easy at all.


Day 2




One of the things I pride myself on is appearing when people least expect me. There’s nothing like the screams of Minecraftians when they realize I’m walking among them.

“Aaaargghh!” they go. “It’s Herobrine!” Then they run around, waving their arms in the air in panic. On a really good day, they faint. I love it when that happens. I go and stand over the person who’s fainted and I slap their face a bit to bring them back around. When they look like they’re regaining consciousness, I yell “boo!” and then they faint all over again.

Good times.

I don’t even need a potion of invisibility either. One of my many talents is the ability to turn myself invisible whenever I need. I can also walk through walls, shoot laser beams from my eyes, turn pigs into zombies with lightning bolts, and even fly. 

Bet you didn’t know that, did you? People say that all I can do is glide, but how else do you think I can get around Minecraftia so quickly without people seeing me? I spend most of my days invisible as I zip through the skies, looking for my next target. I could be flying over your house right now and you wouldn’t even know.

There’s nothing like flying. Whizzing through the air, the wind blowing through your hair and nobody bothers you. The birds know to stay well away from me ever since that time I…

Actually, I won’t tell you what I did to the bird that got in my way. It’s far too terrible for Minecraftians to even think about. 

No, seriously. Don’t ask me to tell you. It will only give you nightmares.

There’s only one thing that can harm me, but what it is, I’ll never tell. Do you think I’m stupid enough to write in a diary my one weakness? Even though my diary is hidden in a super-secret place, Minecraftians are always trying to find out more about me so they can get rid of me once and for all.

They’ll never get rid of me. I’m immortal. I’m going to stay in Minecraftia causing trouble forever and ever and ever!


Day 3
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My mother always used to tell me that I was destined for great things. “Herobrine,” she used to say. “Briny, my boy, the world will know your name and everyone will want to be your friend.”

One out of two isn’t bad. 

It all started in the playground. It’s hard to be friends with people who are so clearly weak and unintelligent. If we played tag, I’d just fly into the air when the person who was ‘it’ came near so I was never caught. It’s not my fault they couldn’t follow me.

If I was chosen to be ‘it’ first, I’d run so fast, I’d tag everyone else playing before they even had a chance to run to the other side of the playground and I’m so strong that they were all knocked over by the lightest of touch.

“You’re nothing but a big bully!” they’d snivel. 

“It’s not my fault that I’m so much better than you,” I’d sneer.

It became very clear that nobody was going to be my friend. That’s fine. If I couldn’t get them to like me, then they would fear me, but at least they would have strong feelings about me. 

Unsurprisingly, my life of villainy began at school. Little things at first, letting the farmers’ animals out of their pens, turning myself invisible and hiding the weapon smith’s tools. But then I started moving on to bigger projects, plotting with the witch who lived outside our village to come in and attack the villagers.

I made sure that all the school children were turned into toads. That will teach them not to play with me.

The one problem with my plan was that when I was the only child left who wasn’t hopping about croaking, it was obvious that I had worked with the witch and I was banished from the village.

Mom cried and cried as I was escorted out of town by the iron golems. The village elders wouldn’t even let her come with me. They said that I was too dangerous to be around anyone.

Poor mom. They were right though. It was safer for her in the village. She wouldn’t have lasted five minutes once I went to the Nether.


Day 4




I am rather enjoying writing a little bit about my childhood. Maybe when I’ve finished, I could turn this into an actual storybook. I’m sure people all over Minecraftia would want to buy it. And if they didn’t, I’m sure I could… persuade them to change their minds. It’s amazing how easy it is to get people to do what I want them to do as soon as I appear in front of them. One glare from my piercing eyes and they don’t even think about arguing with me.

I like this idea. When my old school friends read it, they’ll realize that it’s their own fault that they had to go and live in the swamp and eat flies all day.

Then again, would anyone believe what I’ve written? Could anybody ever really understand what it’s like to be as amazing as me? I suppose I could mark it as fiction, but then that would spoil the fun.

Unless…

I hide behind people while they’re reading it and when they’re done, jump in front of them and ask them what they thought! This could be even more fun than just leaping out at people yelling boo!

I think I should test this idea, do a bit of market research, see how much people want to read my work. I shall write a short little riddle and leave it out for a Minecraftian to find. Their reaction to seeing the author appear in front of them should be most entertaining.


Day 5




I spent all day writing and finally came up with this:

My first is in ache but not in pain,

My second is in evil – it’s always the same

My third is in riddle and also in rhyme

My fourth is in oh dear – it’s not all fine

My fifth is in boring, which I never am

My sixth is in criminal, which I always am!

My seventh is in wicked, my eighth is in villain

And the very last letter you’ll find in enderman

Put it all together and what a disaster

It’s the nastiest person in all Minecraftia!

Brilliant! I should win prizes for my poetry with talent like that. If my English teacher could only see it, she’d wish she’d given me an A all those years ago instead of that undeserved F.

That gave me the perfect idea. I should go back to Miss Ingles and let her be the first person to see my poem. She’ll realize that she should have given me higher grades all those years ago.

As soon as I had the thought, I shot up into the air, heading in the direction of my old school. I’d been banned from ever returning to the village, but I’ve been back plenty of times to check on my mom and nobody can stop me. They’re so naive, they don’t even know that I’m walking among them, thanks to my invisibility powers. 

Silently, I landed in my mom’s back garden and I walked up and banged on the door using our secret knock.

Knock! Knock-knock! Knock-knock-knock-knock! 

Mom opened the door. “That’s strange. I thought I heard someone knocking. It must have been the wind.”

She winked at me as she stood aside so I could go in before closing the door behind me.

“Briny! What a pleasant surprise! I wasn’t expecting to see you back for at least a month.” She gave me a big hug once I was safely inside, squeezing me so tight that all the air went out of my lungs.

“You know me, mom. I like to keep you on your toes.”

Mom smiled and ruffled my hair. I hate when she does that, but it makes her happy so I put up with it. If anyone else tried, they’d be dead meat.

“Can I get you some soup? Stew? Pie?”

“Not right now, mom. I’ve got something I wanted to show Miss Ingles.”

“Miss Ingles?” Mom paled. “But you can’t. You’re not supposed to come back to the village. If you go and visit your old teacher, you’ll get into all sorts of trouble. What if they realize you’ve been coming to see me? They might lock me up in jail!”

I waved away her concerns. “I’m not a kid any more, mom. There’s nothing they can do to me. I’m too powerful. The only reason I stay invisible when I come and visit you is because I don’t want you to get into trouble.”

“But what if they send all the iron golems out to get you?”

“They could send a hundred iron golems to get me and I’d still fight them all off,” I boasted. “Look, all I want to do is show Miss Ingles a poem I wrote, prove to her that I deserved better grades all those years ago.”

“Well if that’s all you want to do…” I could tell that mom wasn’t convinced, but it wasn’t as though she could stop me from visiting anyone I wanted.

“I do. Where do you think I’ll find her? At the school?”

Mom shook her head. “Miss Ingles retired a while back.”

“So where does she live? I’ll go to her house.”

Mom bit her lip, unsure of whether to tell me.

“Look, mom. If you don’t tell me, I’ll just go from house to house until I find her and if I have to do that, it’s a lot more likely that someone will realize I’m there and call in the iron golems.”

“All right,” mom sighed. “She lives in a little house at the edge of the village. You can tell it’s hers because of the beautiful flowers that grow in the garden.”
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“Thanks, mom. You’re the best.” I kissed her on top of the head. “Now could I have a little piece of your amazing pumpkin pie before I go see her?”

I wasn’t just asking for pie to try and cheer mom up. There’s nothing like a large piece of pie to give you plenty of energy before you go out to stir things up.

Mom’s cooking really is the best.

After I’d finished my pie, I went off to find Miss Ingle’s house. Mom was right. It was really easy to find. The garden was full of beautiful flowers. Of course, I couldn’t let them stay that pretty, so I spent a few moments trampling them down, picking the flowers and tossing the petals all over the garden like confetti.

“Ha! That’s what you get for giving me an F!” I jeered as I pulled out my poem. 

I walked up to the front door and knocked loudly. I held my poem out in front of me. Since I was invisible, it looked as though it was floating through the air. That would really spook her out.

“Yes? Who is it?” Miss Ingles came to the door and peered outside. She’d gotten old!

“Wooooo!” I moaned like a ghost as I waved my poem in front of her face.

“What’s that?” Miss Ingles reached out and took the paper from my hand. “My first is in ache but not in pain,” she muttered under breath as she read through the lines. “What is this? Some sort of joke?”

“No joke, Miss Ingles. It’s me!” I dropped my invisibility, appearing on her doorstep.

“Aarrgh!” She screamed and fainted! Even better than I was expecting!


Day 6




“Miss Ingles! Miss Ingles!”

The silly woman had stayed unconscious ever since she’d fainted. If I was anyone else, I would be worried about her, but I’m Herobrine! I don’t care about anyone else but me. And my mom.

Usually I could wake people up by shaking them but Miss Ingles’ eyes stayed firmly shut. It was time for something new.

I went into her kitchen and filled a vase with water. Coming back, I threw it over her.

Nothing. That water was freezing! How could she have icy water thrown all over her and not react?

What to try next? 

Got it! Cow poo! A big dollop of that right underneath her nose and she’d have to wake up!

Turning myself invisible, I slipped outside and over to the farmer’s field. It wasn’t long before I found exactly what I was looking for. I tiptoed back to Miss Ingles’ house, giggling at the thought of waking her up with the horrible smell.

Once I was safely back in her house, I stopped being invisible and I went into see her. She was still lying exactly how I’d left her.

“Let’s see if this will wake you up,” I muttered as I moved towards her.

“Don’t you dare bring that foul stuff anywhere near me, Herobrine!” She sat up straight. For once, I was the one caught by surprise and I jumped back, throwing all the dung all over myself.

“Oh, Miss Ingles! Look what you made me do!”

“That’s what you get. How dare you come to my house and try and scare an old woman like that?”

“I’m Herobrine. It’s what I do.”

“Yes, well, as far as I’m concerned, you’re still just a naughty boy from my class. Don’t make me give you detention!”

I groaned and rolled my eyes at the thought. As if! “So you were awake all this time?”

“Of course,” she sniffed. “I was hoping that if I pretended I was asleep, eventually you’d get bored and go away. Clearly I was wrong.”

“Clearly.” My voice oozed with sarcasm.

“Well, young Herobrine, you’ve had your fun. It’s time for you to go now before I call the village iron golems.”

“But Miss.” I stopped myself. She was right. I should go.

“But Miss what?”

I sighed heavily. “What did you think of my poem?”

“Your poem?”

“Yes, my poem.”

“I don’t think I finished reading it. I was too distracted by some scamp of a lad jumping out at me in some misguided attempt at humor.”

I blushed and looked down at the floor.

“All right. If it’s so important to you that I read it, pass it to me and I’ll tell you what I think.”

I pulled the crumpled piece of paper out of my pocket and handed it to her.

Miss Ingles quickly read through the lines, muttering under her breath as she worked through it. “Not bad,” she finally concluded.

“Not bad? It took me ages to write!”

“Young man, it doesn’t matter how long it took you to write if the end result isn’t brilliant. I’m not at all convinced that this is your best work.”

“Not my best work?” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Didn’t she recognize genius when she saw it?

“No. It’s still only a D, a C at best.”

“A C?? A C??” I couldn’t keep my voice down, rising up off the floor in anger. How dare she rate my poem at a mere C?

“Indeed, Herobrine. A C.” Miss Ingles didn’t seem at all frightened by my flying and after a while, I dropped back to the floor, feeling a little foolish for hovering for so long.

“My poem is easily worth an A! Why are you giving it just a C?” 

“My dear Herobrine, from another student that could be worth an A, but I’ve always known that you were far more capable than you would admit. If you’d worked a little harder at school, you could have been the top student, but no. You’d rather spend your days causing trouble. Well if that’s what you want to do, far be it for me to stand in your way, but you’ll get the grade your efforts deserve and in my opinion, a C is all you get.”

“That’s not fair!” I snatched my poem from her hands and stormed out of her house, only just remembering to turn myself invisible as I slammed the front door behind me.

How dare she? What did she know about poetry anyway?


Day 7




Today I indulged myself in a little bit of resource stealing. Normally, I love taking resources from one Minecraftian’s backpack and putting it into another’s. It leads to all sorts of very funny arguments when they accuse each other of being a thief.

Somehow, today it just didn’t seem to be as much fun as usual. I couldn’t even be bothered to stick around and watch the Minecraftians start fighting. 

I couldn’t stop thinking about what Miss Ingles had said. My poem was worth a good grade, but was she right? Could I do better?
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Day 8




I decided to write another poem. Miss Ingles would have to give me an A for this one.

There was a young villain called Herobrine

Who wanted to prove that he could rhyme

He wrote down a poem

And thought ‘that will show ‘em’

But he couldn’t think up a good final line

Ha! Miss Ingles would have to give me an A for that. It’s genius!
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Day 9




I knocked on Miss Ingles’ door, limerick in hand. 

“Yes? Who’s there?” She peered out of the open door.

“Me!” I turned myself visible, but she didn’t jump the way I expected her to. She didn’t even flinch.

“Well, you’d better come in before the iron golems see you, hadn’t you?” she sniffed. 

I followed her in.

“So what do you want?” she asked. “I thought that I would have seen the last of you the other day.”

“I wrote a new poem, Miss Ingles.” I felt surprisingly nervous as I passed over the piece of paper with my new poem. I shouldn’t care what she thought, but for some reason, it was really important to me that she liked it.

She read it once, twice, and then a third time. Was that a little smile I saw on her face?

“All right, so you wrote a poem,” she said at last, giving me back the paper. “What did you want? A medal?”

“Actually, I wanted a grade,” I replied sheepishly.

“Why? You aren’t at school anymore. What difference would a grade make now?”

I had to think before I answered her. She was right. I had left school a long time ago. It shouldn’t matter what Miss Ingles thought, let alone what grade a poem might get. Yet for some reason, I desperately wanted her to give me an A. I’d never gotten an A when I was at school and I wanted one. I’ve been able to get everything I ever wanted, so I jolly well deserved an A.

“I just want to get an A, Miss,” was all I said.

“Well, you won’t with this bit of doggerel. C+ is all it’s worth – and that’s because I’m feeling generous.” She tossed the paper back at me. “Now if that’s all you wanted, Herobrine, you’ll have to be on your way. I have things to do, you know!”

I gathered my poem off the floor and left, not caring if anyone saw me.

Why was it so hard to please my old English teacher?


Day 10




Miss Ingles said that she wanted to see me make more effort, so I decided to set aside a whole day to writing poems. 

I started so many verses but didn’t know how to finish them.

My name is Herobrine and I’m the best…

Being wicked is fun!...

Don’t you wish you were as cool as me?...

I felt like screaming at how difficult it was to write something that Miss Ingles would like. Why couldn’t she just say that I deserved an A and leave it at that?

Frustrated, I decided to go and visit mom. Maybe some of her cake would make me feel better.

As soon as mom opened the door, she could tell that something was wrong.

“Briny! Who’s been upsetting my little boy? Come in and tell me all about it.”

I moped around the kitchen while mom cut me a big piece of cake.

“There. Sit down and eat up. That will make you feel better.” 

She put the cake on the table in front of me and I took a large mouthful. The moment the chocolate melted in my mouth, I felt better already.

“Itsh Missh Inglesh,” I mumbled.

“Don’t speak with your mouth full,” said mom.

“Sorry.” I swallowed the cake that was left. “It’s Miss Ingles. She won’t give me an A.”

“Won’t give you an A? I don’t understand. You haven’t been in school for years. Why would she give you an A?”

“I’ve been writing poetry.”

“Poetry?” Mom rushed over and gave me a hug. “Oh my talented boy. I always knew that you’d do something amazing!”

“Mom!” I pushed her away, but she couldn’t stop smiling. “They’re nothing special. Miss Ingles says that they’re only good enough for a C.”

“What does she know? Let me hear one of them.”

“I don’t know, mom. They’re really not very good.”

“What – because Miss Ingles says so? I don’t think so. Come on, Briny. Tell me one of your poems.”

I cleared my throat and stood up as if I were performing to an audience.

“Who’s that listening at your window?

Who’s that knocking at your door?

Who’s that walking right behind you?

He isn’t there anymore.

Who’s that standing in the shadows?

Who’s that watching all the time?

Who’s that coming up to scare you?

It’s that wicked fellow, Herobrine.”

“Oh, Briny,” mom sniffed, dabbing at the tears in her eyes. “It’s beautiful.”

“I know!” I sighed. “But Miss Ingles doesn’t think so and I’m not going to stop writing poetry until she says I’m worth an A.”

“That’s my boy,” said mom proudly. “Would you like some more cake?”


Day 11




I decided to take a break from writing poetry for the day. It’s hard work and I’m running out of ideas. 

Instead, I decided to go out and have some fun. Maybe that would give me some inspiration for more poems.

I headed in the opposite direction of mom’s village, flying far out to the desert. Soon I could see a campfire up ahead and I decided to swoop down to put it out.

I flew over the fire, the wind from my passing blowing out the flames.

“That’s strange,” I heard one of the Minecraftians say. “The fire has gone out.” 

He went back and built up the fire. It took him ages to relight it, which gave me enough time to fly around the camp, counting how many people were staying there.

Only five. Not nearly enough to be a threat to me.

Once he got the fire going again, he started trying to cook some pork chops, but once again I flew past, destroying the fire.
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“Hey! Lennie! Come and help me cook some food,” he called out to one of the Minecraftians. Now there were two of them, I could have some proper fun.

While they were bent over the frying pan, I went past and pulled Lennie’s hair.

“Ow! What did you do that for, Stu?”

“Do what?”

“You know exactly what I’m talking about. Keep your hands to yourself and cook the lunch.”

Stu gave Lennie a strange look, but turned back to the pork, just as I pulled Lennie’s hair again.

“Ouch! I told you to stop doing that!”

Lennie reached over and yanked some of Stu’s hair.

“Doing what? I haven’t done anything. But now I will.” Stu leaned forward and grabbed Lennie’s nose, twisting it painfully.

“That really hurt!” Lennie pulled out his sword and whacked Stu on the head with it.

“So it’s going to be like that, is it?” growled Stu, taking out his sword.

“Hey! Hey! Stop, you two!”

Seeing the fight brewing between Stu and Lennie, one of the other Minecraftians ran over to them to try and break it up, but just as he tried to step between them, he was hit straight in the face with a sword!

Laughing, I flew up into the sky, as the other Minecraftians raced to break up the fight.

My work here was done.


Day 12




Bash! Crash! Minecraftians clash! 

Herobrine’s caused a war!

Some use swords and some use axes,

But all want to settle the score!

I read what I’d just written. Rubbish! It was the worst poem I’d ever read!

I balled up the paper and threw it across the room. My little field trip yesterday had failed to give me something worth writing about, even if I had enjoyed making the Minecraftians fight each other. 

I might as well give up. I was never going to get an A out of Miss Ingles.


Day 13




I flew around aimlessly, not thinking about where I was going. I’d become the world’s most evil villain without even thinking about it. If I could conquer the world, why couldn’t I master poetry?

Without realizing where I’d been heading, I found myself coming down to land in Miss Ingles’ garden. I walked up the path and banged on her door.

“Oh. It’s you,” she said when she opened it.

“How did you know it was me?” I asked, becoming visible as I followed her through to her sitting room.

“None of the children round here would dare knock on my door and run away,” came the simple reply. “So when I opened the door and saw that no one was there, I knew it had to be you, lurking around. Stand up straight boy!”

Instinctively, I straightened my back before I remembered that I was Herobrine and she was just some silly little old lady. I slouched back down on purpose, resisting the urge to stick my tongue out at her.

“Now please don’t tell me you’ve got yet another one of those dreadful rhymes to read to me,” she said. “I don’t think I could bear to listen to another one of your dirges.”

“No, I haven’t got any new poems with me,” I sighed. “That’s the problem. I’ve been trying really hard Miss Ingles, but I haven’t been able to write anything worth sharing. So I was wondering…”

“Yes boy?” my former teacher barked. “Spit it out!”

“I was wondering whether you would mind teaching me how to write good poems.” I spoke quickly, wanting to get all the words out before I changed my mind.

“Teach you again, eh?” Miss Ingles narrowed her eyes, looking at me thoughtfully. “I can only teach those who want to learn. That’s why you did so poorly in my class – you always thought you knew everything.”

“Yes, well, now I want to learn how to write poems and you’re the only one who can teach me. Please, Miss Ingles! I’ll do anything!”

“Anything?” She chuckled. “Don’t make promises you can’t keep.”

“Please?”

“All right,” she said after what seemed like an age. “I’ll take you on. But only if you do the homework I set you and only if you promise that you’ll do whatever I ask when we agree that your lessons are at an end. Do we have a deal?”

“We have a deal.” We shook hands and I couldn’t stop grinning. “You won’t regret this, Miss Ingles!”

“See that I don’t.


Day 14




This is really stupid. Do you know what homework Miss Ingles gave me?
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She told me to go for a walk in the forest. 

A walk! In the forest!

She told me that I should close my eyes and smell the air. I tried that. All I could smell was dumb old flowers and trees. What’s that got to do with poetry?

She told me to keep my eyes closed and listen. What’s to hear? Animals crashing and bashing about through the undergrowth. Big deal. All that made me think about was what to have for lunch.

She told me to look around, pay close attention to everything I saw and find three things I’d never noticed before. What’s the point in that? If it was worth noticing, I’d have noticed it already.

She told me to make a note of how I feel. Well I’ll tell you how I feel. Bored. This was the worst idea ever.

Still, she also told me to write all that down and turn it into a poem, so here it goes.

Walking in the forest

Sniffing at the trees

All the pollen in the air

Just makes me sneeze




Walking in the forest

Hearing all the cows

Makes my tummy rumble

I want my dinner now




Walking in the forest

Looking at the stuff

Isn’t this walk over?

I’ve really had enough




Walking in the forest

I am really glum.

I don’t know how to finish this poem

So you can kiss my bum...

I stopped writing. Maybe I wouldn’t show Miss Ingles that last part.


Day 15




I knocked at Miss Ingles’ door.

“Ah. Herobrine. Another poem for me already?”

She showed me through to her dining room and perched on one of the chairs by the table. 

“Yes, Miss Ingles. I did exactly what you told me to do. I went to the forest and made a note of everything there. Then I wrote a poem based on what happened.”

“All right then. Let’s hear it.”

I cleared my throat. “Walking in the Forest by Herobrine.” I read her the first three verses. Was it my imagination or had she smiled towards the end?

When I’d finished, she sat in silence. “May I see it?” she finally asked, reaching out for the paper. 

I passed it over to her and she quickly read it again to herself. “Yes, yes, exactly as I thought. We’re still looking at a C+. If I were feeling generous, I might be able to stretch to a B- but I’m not, so we’ll stick at a C.”

“A C?” My heart sank. “But why? I thought it was really good! It took me forever to write!”

“Come sit by me and I’ll explain.”

She pulled out another chair by the table and I trudged over to sit where I could see the poem. 

“Right. Let’s look at this line by line. What’s the first thing you say?”

“Walking in the forest,” I replied. “I started every verse with that. I thought it made sense, since I was walking in the forest. Anyway, you said it was fine to start different verses with the same words.”

“I did,” nodded Miss Ingles. “And then what did you write?”

“What you told me to! I went through all the different senses and said what they did.”

“Right!” Miss Ingles pointed straight at me. “You wrote what I told you to write. You didn’t use your imagination. How do you expect to get an A if you don’t use a little bit of original thinking?”

“How was I supposed to know that?” I grumbled.

“Well, you know now, so there’s no excuse. Your next assignment is to choose a word and use each letter of that word as the start of a line of the poem.”

“Any word?”

“Any word at all.”

I started thinking, my brain buzzing with ideas. There was only really one word that was worth writing a poem about, so I knew exactly what I was going to write about.

Miss Ingles cleared her throat to get my attention. “Herobrine! It’s time for you to go. I have the village leader coming over for tea and the last thing you want is for him to catch you here.”

“You’re right. I better go.”

Miss Ingles walked me to the door where I turned invisible before leaving.

“You’re welcome!” she called after me.

Was I supposed to say thank you? She should feel lucky she gets to work with a talent as great as I am.


Day 16




He’s the best in all Minecraftia

Endermen couldn’t be nastier

Read my lips – he’s even craftier

Oh no! What a disaster!

Be gone before he’s after ya!

Run or he will catch up with ya!

If you look in his eyes, they’re ghastlier

No big surprise – he’ll frighten ya

Evil is here when Herobrine’s here

I frowned as I read over my poem. I wasn’t sure that I liked it. I know that Miss Ingles hadn’t said that it had to rhyme, but I’d thought it was such a good idea until started trying to find words that rhymed with Minecraftia. 

You try it. It’s really hard.

Still, if Miss Ingles was giving marks for effort, I had to get an A for this one. I’d spent a whole ten minutes writing it. That’s more time than I’d ever spent on any of my other poems.

I tossed it to one side and decided to go off and see if I could get some Minecraftians to fall into a lava trap. It was always funny watching them flailing their arms around, trying to swim to safety when they were doomed from the moment they dropped into the molten rock.
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I flew off to my favorite mines. Minecraftians were always going there because there was plenty of emeralds and iron ore if you knew where to look.

“Hello, Bill! How you doing, Fred?”

I greeted all the monsters living in the mineshaft as I made my way down to my favorite trapping spot. I’ve often found that having a giant spider on my side is a great way to get Minecraftians to run in the direction I want them to go. By the time they realize they’ve run into a trap, it’s too late for them to do anything about it.

Being a super villain, I don’t have to spend hours and hours making traps like normal Minecraftians. I just have to snap my fingers and the rocks jump to where I want them. It’s much easier than having to waste time moving rocks around.

I put together a string of lava traps, making the first few obvious before hiding the ones behind it. It’s even more delicious listening to the screams of fallen Minecraftians when they thought they’d managed to get past the danger zone.

Once I’d got the corridor set up the way I wanted it, I whistled to Jack the spider to find some Minecraftians for me to torment. It wasn’t long before I heard the screams of Minecraftians as they ran towards me, desperate to escape Jack. I stifled a giggle, knowing that they were going to have more than a giant spider to worry about.

SPLASH! AARRGGHH!

Sure enough, the Minecraftians fell through the floor and down into the lava waiting below. The sound of their cries was music to my ears.

My work here was done.


Day 17




Miners in lava

Listen to their final screams

How happy I am

Miss Ingles looked up from reading my poem and nodded appreciatively. I beamed, knowing that she was going to love what I’d done.

“A haiku, Herobrine?”

“That’s right. I figured that it suited the subject better.”

“Very advanced. I commend you for trying it.”

“So I’ve got an A?”

I held my breath, wanting to squeak with excitement. My moment of glory had come!

Miss Ingles took out her red pen, scrawled something over the paper and passed it back to me. I snatched it out of her hands, desperate to see my beautiful A.

“An F? You gave me an F?”

Anger bubbled up inside me, causing me to rise out of my seat. I could feel my eyes glowing, laser beams threatening to shoot out and destroy Miss Ingle’s home.

“Sit down, Herobrine and stop being so childish.”

Her complete lack of fear made it impossible to stay mad and I slumped back in my chair. “But why? I tried so hard.”

“You did,” nodded Miss Ingles, “and it’s a good haiku. An excellent one, in fact.”

“But if it’s so good, then why is it an F?”

“Because I told you to write a poem inspired by a word, using each letter as the first letter of a line. Much as I appreciate haiku poetry, the last time I looked in a dictionary, MLH wasn’t a real word.”

I groaned. “But that’s just silly!”

“That might be, Herobrine,” Miss Ingles agreed. “But nevertheless, if you want an A, you’ll need to do exactly as I tell you. Nothing more, nothing less.”

I sighed. It seemed as though I’d never be able to please Miss Ingles.

“Tell you what.” Miss Ingles took pity on me. “There’s a poetry slam tomorrow night in the village.”

“A poetry slam? What’s that? It sounds violent!”

Miss Ingles laughed. “As much as I’m sure you’d love the excuse to fight, the only weapon these poets use is their words. A poetry slam is where people come together to share their poetry and see what people think. It’s a good way to try out your poetry on an audience and see if it’s as good as you think it is.”

“Hmmm. That could be interesting.”

“You might want to wear some sunglasses though,” Miss Ingles advised.

I caught sight of myself in the mirror hanging up on the wall. Yes. Sunglasses would be a good idea. My glowing eyes were a bit of a giveaway.


Day 18




My palms were sweaty. Butterflies fluttered against my stomach. What was this strange feeling?

“Don’t be nervous,” advised one of the poets standing in line for their turn on stage. “It’s a lovely audience. You could go up there with the worst rhyme ever and they’ll still give you a big round of applause. We’re very supportive of new talent here.”
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“I’m not nervous,” I boasted. 

Nervous. That was the feeling I was experiencing. I’d never felt anything like it and I wasn’t enjoying it.

“Put your hands together and welcome to the stage Nerocrime!”

Everyone whooped and hollered and I looked around to see who was walking onstage.

“Isn’t that you?” The poet standing next to me nudged me and I jumped. I’d completely forgotten that I’d given them a fake name so they wouldn’t guess my real identity. After all, I wanted them to like my poems because they were good, not because they were scared that I might smash them into tiny pieces if they didn’t like them.

I walked out to the middle of the stage and coughed nervously, shuffling through my bits of paper.

“Yes… er… well… this is a poem I wrote yesterday. I hope, no I know you’re going to like it.”

Everyone clapped as I coughed again, readying myself to recite my poem.

“Evil ruler Herobrine

Should be obeyed all of the time

He is such a wonderful man

None of you can do what he can.”

I didn’t get to finish the rest of the poem because everyone started booing.

“Get off! It’s rubbish! Go away! Nobody wants to hear about Herobrine!”

“Wait! I’ve got another poem! It’s about how Herobrine beats up Minecraftians!”

I desperately shuffled through my papers and jumped when something crashed on the stage in front of me. 

People were throwing bottles! Actual bottles right at me!

“All right, Nerocrime. Your turn is over.”

The host came up and took me by the elbow.

“No, wait! I’m not finished! You haven’t heard all my poems!”

“We’ve heard more than enough. Now are you going to go or do I need to get the iron golems to throw you out?”

“I’m going.”

I shuffled off the stage, tears forming at the corners of my eyes. Why hadn’t they loved my poems? I thought the audience here was supposed to love everything?


Day 19




“So how did it go?” asked Miss Ingles when I went to see her the next day.

“It was awful!” I wailed. “They absolutely hated my poems! They booed me off stage! Somebody even threw something at me!”

“I thought that might be the case,” she said, nodding. 

“You thought they might be mean to me?” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “You mean you sent me out there on purpose, knowing that they were going to hate me?”

Once again, I started rising up into the air as I got more and more angry. 

“How dare you? Was that your idea of a joke? I’m warning you…”

I lunged towards her, but Miss Ingles deftly dodged out of the way.

“Calm down, Herobrine. It was no joke. There was a good reason why I told you to go to the poetry slam, even though I knew you weren’t ready.”

“Which is?”

“It’s pretty simple. I knew that you weren’t going to believe me that your work wasn’t worth an A. I knew that sooner or later you’d decide that I was being deliberately difficult and take your revenge. After the damage you did to my flowers the first time you came, I really wasn’t in the mood to have to clean up any more of your mess.”

I blushed. I’d forgotten about that. Clearly Miss Ingles hadn’t.

“That’s why I told you to go and perform. I knew that you would want to show off to people, but you’ve spent too long by yourself. What you haven’t yet figured out is that people don’t want to hear you telling them all about how amazing you are.”

“But why not? I am amazing. The most amazing person in all of Minecraftia!”

“That’s open to debate,” sniffed Miss Ingles. “But even if it is true, it doesn’t exactly make for good poetry.” 

“So what does?”

“Good poetry moves the soul, Herobrine. It makes you think about things in a new way. It teaches you about yourself and the world around you. It has depth. It has soul.”

“Are you telling me I’ve got no soul?” I raged.

“Not at all. I’m just saying that if you want to write poetry, truly great poetry, then you need to look outside of yourself. And that’s your final piece of homework. I want you to write a poem about anything but yourself. You can choose any form of poetry, any subject, but it has to be completely original and have nothing to do with what it’s like to be Herobrine.”

“My final piece of homework?”

“That’s right. I have taught you as much as I can. There is nothing more I can offer you.”

“But what if I don’t get an A for this poem?”

“Then I’m afraid Herobrine you’ll have to settle for being a C student. There are worse things in the world than that, you know.”

“I’m no C student!”

“Prove it.”


Day 20




I sat at my desk, a blank piece of paper in front of me. How was I supposed to write about something else? I am the most interesting person I know! There’s nothing more interesting or exciting than me! 

It was a stupid idea asking Miss Ingles to teach me again. I left school a long time ago. Why did I decide that getting an A was so important?

The problem is that it is really important to me. I love writing poetry. I had no idea it would be so much fun. Even more fun than scaring people. 

I hate to admit it, but if I don’t write this poem then Miss Ingles has beaten me and nobody beats the great Herobrine! I’m going to have to find something I can write a poem about that’s a bit more interesting than a dumb walk in the forest.

I decided to go for a fly around. Maybe I’d see something from the air that would inspire me to write.

And then it hit me. Flying! How many Minecraftians can fly? There’s the Ender Dragon, but she doesn’t write poems and to be honest, she’s not exactly the friendliest of creatures. Birds don’t count. That makes me unique and if I write about flying, I’m not writing about myself!

Now that I had the idea, words came flooding into my mind. I grabbed a pencil and frantically started scribbling away.


Day 21




“Back so soon, Herobrine?” 

Miss Ingles took me through to her sitting room, where a large cake was waiting on the coffee table.

“Yes, well, I came up with a really good poem.” 

I tried to focus on Miss Ingles, but the cake was too distracting. It looked so delicious!

“If you would like some cake, just say so. Quite frankly, I’m surprised that you haven’t just helped yourself. I thought you were supposed to be evil?”

I blushed and reached forward, grabbing a large handful of cake, not caring if I threw crumbs everywhere.

I stuffed it into my mouth, talking with my mouth full. 

“Yeth, I am. I’m going to eat all your cake and you can’t stop me!”

Miss Ingles just laughed. “Well, then, Herobrine. You’d better read me your poem then, hadn’t you? But be warned. This is your one and only chance to impress me. If this is not an A worthy poem, then you will have to be satisfied with whatever grade I give you. Are you sure you want to read it to me?”

I took a deep breath. “I’m sure.” I didn’t think I’d be able to write another poem as good as this one, so if this wasn’t going to get me an A, nothing would.

“Very well. Read on!”

I cleared my throat.

“There is nothing quite like flying

No nothing like it at all

One minute you’re floating with the breeze

The next you’re going to fall




Up in the sky you feel so free

A cloud can be your bed

I never want to go back home

Oh! A bird pooped on my head!”

I held my breath as Miss Ingles sat there silently. There was no indication of what she’d thought on her face, not even the hint of a smile that she might have found it funny.

“Read it to me again, Herobrine. This time, with feeling.”

I read it again, trying to convey how it felt to be weightless in the sky before the disappointment of bird poop hit.

“Bravo, Herobrine!” she chuckled, clapping. “That was marvellous.”

“You mean?”

“Yes. You’ve won your A. It had pathos and humor, it rhymed, it flowed, it was everything a good poem should be. Well done!”

I passed over my paper and watched proudly as she wrote a large A across the top of the page. 

“Just think of what you might have achieved if you’d stayed in school,” she remarked as she passed it back.

“What do you mean? I’m king of the world!”

“In your head.”

I couldn’t be sure that I’d heard Miss Ingles right. She’d mumbled the words, but I was too excited by the A in front of me to care.

“Now remember. You owe me a favor for teaching you.”

“Yes, Miss Ingles. Anything you like.”

“Come back in a few days and I’ll decide what I want you to do. Class dismissed!”

I couldn’t wipe the grin off my face as I headed over to see mom. She was going to be so happy!


Day 22




Now that I’d won my A from Miss Ingles, I couldn’t stop writing. I stayed at home all day creating one poem after the other, each better than the last. I couldn’t even be bothered to go and watch when I heard some Minecraftians trigger the traps I’d set up to protect my study. When you’re feeling all creative, the last thing you want to do is interrupt your work!

By the time I’d finished, I had a whole heap of poems I loved and not one of them was about how good it was to be a super villain. I’d written poems about giant spider webs, poems about how it felt to have a creeper explode next to you, poems about the eerie glow of the Nether - so many poems!

Maybe I could publish a book of my poetry. I’m sure people would love to buy books written by the great Herobrine.

I decided that I was going to go back to the poetry slam and try out my new poems, just to see if they really were worth an A. I couldn’t go back looking the same as I did last time though. I didn’t want to be booed off stage before I’d even opened my mouth.

I was going to have come up with a cunning disguise…


Day 23




I looked at myself in the mirror. I looked amazing! Nobody would be able to guess that Herobrine was walking among them.
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I was wearing a different pair of sunglasses. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t stop my eyes glowing, but at least if I wore different glasses, it helped make me look different.

I also had a fake beard, which made me look older and more distinguished. Nobody would dare throw anything at the mature gentleman staring back at me in the mirror!

To finish it off, I put on a black beret and a long coat. I felt like a true poet.

As I flew near to where the poetry slam was being held, I started to get nervous again. What if they saw through my disguise? What if they hated my poems after all? 

“Pull yourself together, Herobrine!” I told myself as I landed just out of sight of the venue. “You’re going to do this and they’re going to love you.”

“Name?” said the man on the door as I approached to put myself down on the list of poets for the night.

“Ethan Jones,” I said. It had taken me ages to come up with that name and I waited for him to tell me that it was a dumb name, but he just wrote it down and waved me in.

Inside the venue, I mingled with the other poets waiting to be called up on the stage. I went and got myself a drink, but I found that my hand was shaking too much to drink it. Instead, I found myself a seat right at the front of the stage and waited for my name to be called.

The first poet was very good. He spoke quickly and his poem was all about how wicked his mom was when she made him tidy his bedroom. I found myself nodding in agreement with him. As a super villain banished from my village, it wasn’t a problem for me anymore, but mom used to be really annoying when she told me to pick my clothes up!

The next one was even better. I found myself wishing that someone would get up and recite a terrible poem so that I could boo them off stage, but the poets were all so good, I couldn’t help but applaud them.

“Ethan Jones!”

It startled me when I heard them call my fake name. I wasn’t sure if I wanted to go up after all. If they threw anything at me, I would destroy the place. I’d literally raise the roof.

“Ethan Jones! Is Ethan Jones in the house?”

Taking a few deep breaths, I stood up and made my way to the stage as the audience called out encouragingly.

“Thank you, everybody.” I tried to deepen my voice a little so they wouldn’t recognize me from my disastrous performance before. “I’d like to read a little poem I wrote about English teachers.”

“Woo-hoo!”

“Go Ethan!”

I smiled nervously at the audience before beginning.

“Why’s my English teacher always so mean?”

“Yeah!”

“You’re so right!”

I couldn’t believe it. The audience was agreeing with me and it was only the first line!

“Doesn’t she know I’m trying to stay keen?

Why won’t my English teacher give me a rest

Instead of giving me stupid tests?

Pop quizzes, midterms, mock exams,

I just want to say get off my back, ma’am!

Why won’t my English teacher give me an A?

All I want to do is go and play.

Come on, Miss Ingles, go away!”

When I’d finished, the room exploded into a loud roar as the crowd cheered and yelled for more. I couldn’t believe it. They loved my poem!

Poem after poem was met with the same loud approval. Miss Ingles was right! I did deserve an A!

As I flew home late that night, I decided to make a little detour and leave some flowers on her doorstep. It was the least I could do to say thank you for everything she’d done for me.


Day 24




Now that I’d done the poetry slam, I felt as though I’d conquered the world all over again, yet I hadn’t fought anyone or drowned them in lava. It was the best feeling in the world, and I wanted to go back and read even more poems. Maybe I might even make some new friends!

The minute I had the thought, I dismissed it. I was Herobrine! I was far too evil to have friends.

Still, people had seemed to really like me. Perhaps I might be able to persuade a few of the poets to join my wicked army. They could recite war poems before going into battle.

The minute I had the thought, I chuckled. Imagine a whole troop of poets fighting Minecraftians as they tried to come into my mines! They could distract the Minecraftians with witty word play and peculiar puns while I zipped around and beat up our enemies. It would be hilarious!
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Miss Ingles told me to go and visit her after a couple of days to see what she wanted me to do, so I decided to pop over to see her after my success at the poetry slam. I was sure she’d want to know how much people had loved me and that her teaching had really helped me do well.

As I landed in the garden outside of her house, I was pleased to see that the flowers that I’d left on her doorstep were in a vase in the window at the front of her house for everyone to see. 

“Ah, Herobrine. The man responsible for the lovely flowers I found the other day,” she greeted as she let me in.

“I’m glad you like them, Miss Ingles,” I smiled. 

“Flowers are lovely – but do you know what’s even nicer?”

“What?”

“Emeralds!”

“Emeralds are pretty cool,” I nodded. Everyone knew how much villagers loved emeralds and at school, we’d had annual competitions to see who could get the most points for their class. The winning class got a whole emerald each! Every year I was at school my class won. It helps if you know how to cheat.

“Right, so you know that you promised me that you would do anything I asked if I taught you how to write poetry?”

“Of course. And I meant it.”

“Well I want you to bring me enough emeralds so that I’ll be rich for the rest of my life. A retired teacher has very little money to live off and I deserve it after all those years of having to deal with spoiled, snotty-nosed brats like you.”

“I thought you liked children!”

“Pah!” sniffed Miss Ingles. “I might like them, but I couldn’t eat a whole one for breakfast.”

“Where do you want me to get the emeralds from?”

“I don’t care. I just want you to bring back enough emeralds to make me happy. And I’m warning you – it takes a lot of emeralds to make me happy.”

“All right, Miss Ingles. Anything you say.”

“Oh and don’t take too long doing it. You don’t want me to tell the villagers that they need to put more iron golems on patrol, do you? I’ve noticed little tell-tale signs when you’re around, even though you’re invisible. Don’t think you’ll be able to come back to visit your mom any time you like if I don’t get my emeralds.”

One look at her face told me that she meant every word she said. “Don’t worry. You’ll be rich before you know it.”

As I flew off into the distance, I thought hard about the best way to get Miss Ingles’ emeralds. The obvious solution was to steal them, but how many emeralds would be enough to satisfy her?


Day 26




My first stop on trying to find emeralds for Miss Ingles was to go and see Jack the spider. He was always up to date with the best places to go in the mines to find resources.

“You want to head West,” he advised. “I’ve heard some of the Minecraftians saying that there are a few new seams of ore in the mines out in the extreme hills, so you should be able to mine a fair amount if you head out there.”

I looked at him.

“I mean, steal a lot from Minecraftians who’ve just finished mining it for you,” he amended.

“That’s more like it,” I grinned.

I headed out of the mines and flew high up in the air, hovering as I decided the best way to go to get to the hills. In the distance, I could see a party of Minecraftians going up the hills. Perfect!

I turned invisible and zoomed after them. I can fly very fast, so I was flying right over them a few minutes later and they didn’t even know I was there.

“Has it gone dark?” I heard one ask.

“No, it’s just a bit cloudy.”

I stifled a giggle. If they only knew that it wasn’t a cloud.

“Where’s this mine you were telling us about then?”

“It’s just up here. Look – you can see the entrance.”

As they rushed towards the mine, I sped ahead. I wanted to make sure that they didn’t have to fight any monsters before they’d dug up my emeralds for me.

I headed down into the darkness, the glow from my eyes providing all the light I needed to see. I heard a hissing sound down a corridor and I soon found myself standing in front of a creeper.

I turned round and farted at it, the traditional creeper greeting. A fart is about as close as I can get to blowing myself up. In return, it blew up its leg to say hello.

“Herobrine,” it smiled. “How nice to see you. You haven’t been down here for a long time.”

“I know. I’ve been writing poetry,” I replied proudly.

“Poetry? I’m impressed! Can I hear some?”

“Perhaps later. I’ll write a poem about creepers just for you. But first, I need you to do me a favor. There are some Minecraftians on their way down here to mine emeralds.”

“And you want me and my friends to blow them up? No problem!”

“No!” I yelled a little louder than I meant to. “I mean, it’s nice of you to offer, but I need them to get some emeralds first. If you could leave them alone until they’ve mined all the emeralds, I’d really appreciate it. Then you can do whatever you want to them.”

“Let them get the emeralds and then blow them up. Got it.”

“But don’t blow up the emeralds!”

“I won’t,” promised the creeper.

I found myself a nice cozy cave to rest in while the Minecraftians did all the hard work for me. It wouldn’t be long before I was back in the village with emeralds galore.


Day 27




“What’s taking them so long?” I grumbled at the creeper after a night spent sleeping in the mines. I’d forgotten how uncomfortable it was out here. 

“There’s a lot of emeralds to mine,” he replied. “They’ve been working all day and night and they still haven’t gotten all the ore.”

“Really?” This sounded promising. If Miss Ingles wasn’t happy with an entire mine’s worth of emeralds, I don’t think she’d ever be happy.

I decided to head down and see for myself. It wasn’t hard to find the Minecraftians. They were very noisy, singing songs as they worked away. The chorus went something like “hi ho, hi ho” over and over and over. It was very annoying.

I was very tempted to do my usual trick of starting a fight between the Minecraftians, but I held back. Much as I would have loved to watch them hitting each other, I needed those emeralds more than I needed entertainment. I couldn’t keep Miss Ingles waiting for too long.

Instead, I tiptoed over to their bags to see how they were doing. I couldn’t believe my eyes! I’d never seen so many emeralds in my life. No wonder it was taking them so long to mine.

“Weren’t we lucky to find that jungle temple?” I heard one say to another. “There were loads of emeralds in the hidden chests. I wonder who left them there?”

“Their loss is our gain. Serves them right for being so dumb as to leave their emeralds lying around like that.”

All the Minecraftians laughed and I laughed with them. Soon, they would be the dumb ones!

I crept away, back to my cave, leaving them to get on with their mining. I’d come back tomorrow to claim my emeralds. 

I wonder if I can get one of the cave spiders to spin me a web to sleep in tonight? Anything would be more comfortable than the cave floor.


Day 28




When I went back to watch the Minecraftians today, I could see that they were almost done. Their bags were bulging with emeralds and the ore was almost all gone. Now it was time to make my move.

Creeping along as silently as a creeper, I grabbed an emerald out of one of the bags and threw it at the back of one of the Minecraftians.

“Hey! Who did that?” he yelled.

“Did what?”

The hurt Minecraftian picked the emerald up from the floor. “Who’s the idiot who thinks that it’s OK to throw our emeralds around the room? It hit me right on the head! I know we were planning on getting rich, but we don’t exactly have enough to just throw around.”

“That bump on the head must have scrambled your brains,” laughed one of the others. “Nobody threw an emerald at you. You must have dropped one.”

“I know what happened and I wasn’t imagining it.”

“Come on, guys. Can we just cut the drama and get back to mining? We’re almost finished here and then we can go home and work on our shelter.”

Grumbling, the hurt Minecraftian picked up his pickaxe and started collecting more ore. Now the argument was over, everyone was focused on getting as much ore out as they could.

Just my luck. Someone trying to be all calm and reasonable. I was going to have to take things up a level.

I headed out of the cavern and over to where the creepers lived. I let loose the loudest fart I’d ever done as I walked into their home.

“Herobrine!” they all cried in delight. “That was great!”

“I’m glad you think so. I’ll do another one twice as loud if you’ll help me out.”

“Twice as loud?” The creepers laughed. “We’d love to see that.”

I took a deep breath and held it, scrunching up my face as I focused all my energy on doing the noisiest, smelliest fart Minecraftia had ever witnessed.

FART!

The creepers fell about the floor, laughing until they cried. “That was genius! All right. What would you like us to do?”

“There are some Minecraftians with a heap of emeralds.”

“Oh yes. Clive mentioned that you wanted us to leave them alone.”

“I did. And now I don’t.”

“You mean?”

“Yes. It’s time for you to go and explode all over them!”


Day 29




Today was the day I was going to get my – I mean, Miss Ingles’ – emeralds and I couldn’t wait to hear the frustrated screams of the Minecraftians when the creepers descended upon them.

We’d agreed that they’d wait until the Minecraftians were fast asleep before attacking. That would give me a chance to sneak around and empty out their bags before the chaos began.

Fortunately for me, and unluckily for the Minecraftians, I can move as quietly as a creeper when I want to, so we all moved down the corridor in deathly silence to where the unsuspecting Minecraftians were camped.

As we rounded the corner to where they were mining, the creepers stopped to wait as I moved forward to collect my emeralds. One of the Minecraftians was on guard duty, but he was easily dealt with. I simply knocked him out with a swift blow to the head, catching him before he landed on the ground.

“Sleep tight, my pretty,” I whispered.

I quickly moved around the Minecraftians, emptying the contents of their bags into a specially enchanted backpack that would let me carry all their emeralds without any effort at all. No matter how many emeralds I put in, the bag stayed as light as a feather.

When I was done, I went back to the waiting creepers.

“They’re all yours,” I grinned.

As I made my way out of the mines and back to the village, the sound of screaming Minecraftians was sweet music to my ears.


Day 30




Now that I had Miss Ingles’ emeralds, all I needed to do was deliver them. It seemed very strange that I, Herobrine, greatest super villain in the whole of Minecraftia, should be giving emeralds away, even if it was in payment for a job well done.

And that’s when I knew what I had to do. One of the things Miss Ingles had taught me was that in order to write great poetry, I had to be true to myself. Herobrine would never just give someone a mountain of emeralds. There was always going to be a catch.

I arrived back at the village before the sun had risen, giving me plenty of time to put my plan into action before any of the villagers were up. The iron golems were too dumb to notice as I moved around the village, placing emeralds everywhere.

When I was done, I called out to the sleeping village.

“Villagers! Wake up! See the gift Miss Ingles has brought for you!”

Yawning and rubbing their eyes, the villagers and passing through Minecraftians came out of their humble abodes and gasped when they saw the treasure waiting for them.

“Hooray for Miss Ingles!” I cheered and everyone joined in.

“Hooray! Hooray!”

I marched up to Miss Ingles’ house and banged on the door. “Come on, Miss Ingles. Your emeralds are here.”

“What?” Miss Ingles opened her door. “Herobrine. What happened? Why aren’t you invisible? Aren’t you worried about the villagers catching you?”

“Oh, the villagers are far more interested in other things right now.”

I stepped aside so Miss Ingles could see all her precious emeralds scattered about the town with passing through Minecraftians and villagers alike all scrambling to claim their share.

[image: Image]




“No!” She screeched. “My emeralds! What have you done? They were meant for me? How dare you give them away like that! Iron golems! Come and take Herobrine away! He needs to be locked up for life!”

“Now, now, don’t be such a spoilsport.” I darted up into the air, hovering just out of reach of the iron golems. “Something tells me that the villagers aren’t going to be bothered about me right now. They’re too busy collecting emeralds.”

“How could you, Herobrine? After everything I’ve done for you!”

“Well, that’s the thing. I’m Herobrine. Everyone knows that I’m the most evil Minecraftian alive. Did you really think you could trust me?”

As I flew off into the distance, I couldn’t help laughing at the shocked expression on Miss Ingles’ face. That would teach her to think she could blackmail me. Who cares if the villagers know that I’m visiting my mom? Now that they’re all swimming in emeralds, they’ll welcome me back with open arms.

Oh yes. I am indeed the wickedest villain who ever lived. Nobody will ever defeat me!
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