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Read the Amazing Story of Herobrine's Child!Hiroko is a young girl who was adopted by a
village couple when she was a baby and has been living peacefully with them and their son Tom.
She is unaware of her origins, but she is the daughter of Herobrine and his wife, who left her
there to avoid capture by Steve, who is Herobrine’s sworn enemy. Then on her 12th birthday her
powers awaken and her eyes start to glow white. After finding out about her real parents from her
current family, she decides to find them but Steve, who feels threatened by Hiroko's powers, is
also trying to find Hiroko. Will she be able to find her real parents before Steve captures her?
Find out in the Diary of Herobrine's Child!THIS BOOK IS NOT AN OFFICIAL MINECRAFT
PRODUCT. NOT APPROVED BY OR ASSOCIATED WITH MOJANG.

"The graphics and layout of the chapter was very eye catching making it something that you
would want to read." This quote is in reference to Chapter 3, "The World Marketplace: Business
Without Borders.""Overall very good coverage of the chapter concepts. Exhibits are very good
and help students conceptualize numbers." This quote is in reference to Chapter 9, "Finance:
Acquiring & Using Funds to Maximize Value.""I like the explanation and presentation of financial
statements. I also like that the key definitions are off to the side of the visuals." The quote is in
reference to Chapter 8, "Accounting: Decision Making by the Numbers."About the
AuthorMarcella Kelly teaches the Introduction to Business course at Santa Monica College. In
addition to her well-recognized expertise in the areas of marketing and management, Ms. Kelly
has extensive industry experience in today's business environment. Ms. Kelly earned her
master's degree from UCLA and balances her firsthand business experience with strong
teaching credentials built through years of experience in the classroom.Dr. Chuck Williams is a
Professor of Management in the Andre B. Lacy School of Business, formerly known as the
College of Business, at Butler University. Dr. Williams previously served as Dean of the College
of Business at Butler University, Dean of Eberhardt School of Business at the University of the
Pacific, and Associate Professor of Management at the M.J. Neeley School of Business at Texas
Christian University. Dr. Williams has also served as Associate Dean and Chair of Management
and has taught at Michigan State University and Oklahoma State University. Dr. Williams
received his BA in psychology from Valparaiso University. He specialized in organizational
behavior, human resources, and strategic management while earning his MBA and PhD in
business administration from Michigan State University. His research interests include employee
recruitment and turnover, performance appraisal, and employee training and goal setting. Dr.
Williams has published research in the Journal of Applied Psychology, the Academy of
Management, Human Resource Management Review, Personnel Psychology, and the
Organizational Research Methods Journal. He was a member of the Journal of Management�s



editorial board and currently serves as a reviewer for numerous other academic journals. He was
also webmaster for the Research Methods Division of the Academy of Management.
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Diary ofHerobrine’s ChildBy Crafty NicholeAll rights reserved.© 2018 Crafty NicholeThis book is
copyright protected and intended for personal use only. You may not copy, share, sell, or quote
any part of or any content within this book without the full consent of the author, publishing
company. Making copies of these pages or any portion for any purpose other than your personal
use is a violation of United States copyright laws.This book is for entertainment purposes only
and is a complete work of fiction.This book is not official and has no association with the makers
of the game.ContentsDay OneDay TwoDay ThreeDay FourDay FiveDay SixDay SevenDay
EightDay NineEpilogueMore Books!Day OneDear Diary,I awoke, an uneasy feeling enveloping
me, as if I had been fighting off a horde of mobs in my dreams. I could not remember what
troubled things had passed through my mind as I slept, but I could feel a slight pain behind my
eyes. A dull headache accompanied it—the same type of headache I had encountered for a
week now—and my morning was already ruined.As I left the bedroom and went to get breakfast,
I cheered up again. Mom had made pancakes. Tom already sat at the table, waiting for me, and
Dad was busy tending the garden outside. Our mother came to the table, bringing small
mountains of pancakes for each of us, and called Dad to join. We all sat and ate, chatting, and I
could feel my headache receding. They discussed a possible party in the center of the village for
my birthday in two days, though I wasn’t so enthusiastic about it.Today, Tom and I had planned
to go to the nearby dark forest to pick mushrooms for our father’s garden. Tom loved going on
adventures with me, though recently he seemed to want to go further and further from home.
When we were done eating, we grabbed our gear and maps and said goodbye to our parents.
My mother told us to be careful and gave us each some bread and milk, in case we got hungry. I
felt a slight pain in my head as she was handing it over, but tried to pretend nothing
happened.“Are you okay, Hiroko?” she asked, suspicious. I nodded, but noticed her still watching
me, worried, as we left our home and walked through the village.Some of the villagers stared at
me, as they always had, even though they saw me nearly every day. They murmured things
under their breath, commenting on my appearance. Tom looked at them and scowled, and most
of them stopped. It isn’t pleasant to be the target of gossip, just because I am different from
them. I hate it. It isn’t my fault that I was born different—taller, lighter skinned, with blue eyes and
red hair.Tom and I finally exited our village and went into the forest. Our bad moods
disappeared, and we walked among the tall trees, hearing animal noises nearby. We saw our
first mushroom and we both ran to grab it, Tom reaching it first. We both loved competing, and I
knew that now we would battle to see who collected the most and biggest mushrooms. I ran,
laughing among the trees as I felt the need to win.Midday passed, and our bags were quite full
of mushrooms. We decided to rest for a while and eat our lunch. The bread was sweet, and the
milk was delicious.After a while, we continued, and I watched Tom climb a tree, while I held his
bag, to check for one last giant mushroom before we headed home. He came down quickly, a
look of worry on his face, and told me to follow him. I grabbed the bags and ran after him,



stopping behind some bushes.We peeked through and saw something terrible: Three players in
armor had cornered a villager and were pushing him around.“Where’s the girl?” the most
menacing one of them growled. The villager lifted his hands, telling them he did not know what
they were talking about. He tried to crawl away, but one of them punched and kicked him. Tom
gasped, as he watched the player who had asked take his golden sword out.One of the players
turned at the sound, and came straight towards us. I could feel the pain in my head returning. His
arm shot through the bushes as we turned to run, and Tom was lifted in the air.“Over here, Sir,”
the player said, a grin on his face. “Two more suspects to interrogate.” Tom punched him in the
face, and the player recoiled and growled at him.“Run!” Tom cried at me, and I did, leaving the
bags of mushrooms behind. I ran faster than I had ever run before, hearing one of the players
chase me. Eventually, I lost him and made it to the village, my head threatening to tear apart, my
eyes burning, with tears welling in them. I ran through a confused crowd, right towards my house.
Our parents were holding hands and talking when I burst through the door. They both turned to
me, shocked.“They captured…Tom…,” was the last thing I remember saying, as the pain
overwhelmed me, and everything went black.Day TwoDear Diary,The dreams that followed were
not so much dreams, as they were visions. I saw my parents—my real parents, the ones that
abandoned me many years ago— though I could not see their faces. I just knew it was them,
though. They ran from pursuers, who chased them insistently wherever they went. They carried
a tiny baby wrapped in a blanket, and the mother held her close to her, keeping her warm. I
watched as the leader of the players, a man shrouded in darkness with a crown upon his head,
sent his men after my parents, until they ended up in this village. They knocked on a door,
leaving their daughter at the doorstep, before disappearing into the night. I watched them as they
ran, and as they turned one last time, I was able to see their eyes, shining like white suns in the
night, before I felt I was being pulled away from the scene.Diary ofHerobrine’s ChildBy Crafty
NicholeAll rights reserved.© 2018 Crafty NicholeThis book is copyright protected and intended
for personal use only. You may not copy, share, sell, or quote any part of or any content within
this book without the full consent of the author, publishing company. Making copies of these
pages or any portion for any purpose other than your personal use is a violation of United States
copyright laws.This book is for entertainment purposes only and is a complete work of
fiction.This book is not official and has no association with the makers of the game.Diary
ofHerobrine’s ChildBy Crafty NicholeAll rights reserved.© 2018 Crafty NicholeThis book is
copyright protected and intended for personal use only. You may not copy, share, sell, or quote
any part of or any content within this book without the full consent of the author, publishing
company. Making copies of these pages or any portion for any purpose other than your personal
use is a violation of United States copyright laws.This book is for entertainment purposes only
and is a complete work of fiction.This book is not official and has no association with the makers
of the game.ContentsDay OneDay TwoDay ThreeDay FourDay FiveDay SixDay SevenDay
EightDay NineEpilogueMore Books!ContentsContents Day OneDay TwoDay ThreeDay FourDay
FiveDay SixDay SevenDay EightDay NineEpilogueMore Books!Day OneDear Diary,I awoke, an



uneasy feeling enveloping me, as if I had been fighting off a horde of mobs in my dreams. I could
not remember what troubled things had passed through my mind as I slept, but I could feel a
slight pain behind my eyes. A dull headache accompanied it—the same type of headache I had
encountered for a week now—and my morning was already ruined.As I left the bedroom and
went to get breakfast, I cheered up again. Mom had made pancakes. Tom already sat at the
table, waiting for me, and Dad was busy tending the garden outside. Our mother came to the
table, bringing small mountains of pancakes for each of us, and called Dad to join. We all sat and
ate, chatting, and I could feel my headache receding. They discussed a possible party in the
center of the village for my birthday in two days, though I wasn’t so enthusiastic about it.Today,
Tom and I had planned to go to the nearby dark forest to pick mushrooms for our father’s garden.
Tom loved going on adventures with me, though recently he seemed to want to go further and
further from home. When we were done eating, we grabbed our gear and maps and said
goodbye to our parents. My mother told us to be careful and gave us each some bread and milk,
in case we got hungry. I felt a slight pain in my head as she was handing it over, but tried to
pretend nothing happened.“Are you okay, Hiroko?” she asked, suspicious. I nodded, but noticed
her still watching me, worried, as we left our home and walked through the village.Some of the
villagers stared at me, as they always had, even though they saw me nearly every day. They
murmured things under their breath, commenting on my appearance. Tom looked at them and
scowled, and most of them stopped. It isn’t pleasant to be the target of gossip, just because I am
different from them. I hate it. It isn’t my fault that I was born different—taller, lighter skinned, with
blue eyes and red hair.Tom and I finally exited our village and went into the forest. Our bad
moods disappeared, and we walked among the tall trees, hearing animal noises nearby. We saw
our first mushroom and we both ran to grab it, Tom reaching it first. We both loved competing,
and I knew that now we would battle to see who collected the most and biggest mushrooms. I
ran, laughing among the trees as I felt the need to win.Midday passed, and our bags were quite
full of mushrooms. We decided to rest for a while and eat our lunch. The bread was sweet, and
the milk was delicious.After a while, we continued, and I watched Tom climb a tree, while I held
his bag, to check for one last giant mushroom before we headed home. He came down quickly,
a look of worry on his face, and told me to follow him. I grabbed the bags and ran after him,
stopping behind some bushes.We peeked through and saw something terrible: Three players in
armor had cornered a villager and were pushing him around.“Where’s the girl?” the most
menacing one of them growled. The villager lifted his hands, telling them he did not know what
they were talking about. He tried to crawl away, but one of them punched and kicked him. Tom
gasped, as he watched the player who had asked take his golden sword out.One of the players
turned at the sound, and came straight towards us. I could feel the pain in my head returning. His
arm shot through the bushes as we turned to run, and Tom was lifted in the air.“Over here, Sir,”
the player said, a grin on his face. “Two more suspects to interrogate.” Tom punched him in the
face, and the player recoiled and growled at him.“Run!” Tom cried at me, and I did, leaving the
bags of mushrooms behind. I ran faster than I had ever run before, hearing one of the players



chase me. Eventually, I lost him and made it to the village, my head threatening to tear apart, my
eyes burning, with tears welling in them. I ran through a confused crowd, right towards my house.
Our parents were holding hands and talking when I burst through the door. They both turned to
me, shocked.“They captured…Tom…,” was the last thing I remember saying, as the pain
overwhelmed me, and everything went black.Day OneDay One Dear Diary,I awoke, an uneasy
feeling enveloping me, as if I had been fighting off a horde of mobs in my dreams. I could not
remember what troubled things had passed through my mind as I slept, but I could feel a slight
pain behind my eyes. A dull headache accompanied it—the same type of headache I had
encountered for a week now—and my morning was already ruined.As I left the bedroom and
went to get breakfast, I cheered up again. Mom had made pancakes. Tom already sat at the
table, waiting for me, and Dad was busy tending the garden outside. Our mother came to the
table, bringing small mountains of pancakes for each of us, and called Dad to join. We all sat and
ate, chatting, and I could feel my headache receding. They discussed a possible party in the
center of the village for my birthday in two days, though I wasn’t so enthusiastic about it.Today,
Tom and I had planned to go to the nearby dark forest to pick mushrooms for our father’s garden.
Tom loved going on adventures with me, though recently he seemed to want to go further and
further from home. When we were done eating, we grabbed our gear and maps and said
goodbye to our parents. My mother told us to be careful and gave us each some bread and milk,
in case we got hungry. I felt a slight pain in my head as she was handing it over, but tried to
pretend nothing happened.“Are you okay, Hiroko?” she asked, suspicious. I nodded, but noticed
her still watching me, worried, as we left our home and walked through the village.Some of the
villagers stared at me, as they always had, even though they saw me nearly every day. They
murmured things under their breath, commenting on my appearance. Tom looked at them and
scowled, and most of them stopped. It isn’t pleasant to be the target of gossip, just because I am
different from them. I hate it. It isn’t my fault that I was born different—taller, lighter skinned, with
blue eyes and red hair.Tom and I finally exited our village and went into the forest. Our bad
moods disappeared, and we walked among the tall trees, hearing animal noises nearby. We saw
our first mushroom and we both ran to grab it, Tom reaching it first. We both loved competing,
and I knew that now we would battle to see who collected the most and biggest mushrooms. I
ran, laughing among the trees as I felt the need to win.Midday passed, and our bags were quite
full of mushrooms. We decided to rest for a while and eat our lunch. The bread was sweet, and
the milk was delicious.After a while, we continued, and I watched Tom climb a tree, while I held
his bag, to check for one last giant mushroom before we headed home. He came down quickly,
a look of worry on his face, and told me to follow him. I grabbed the bags and ran after him,
stopping behind some bushes.We peeked through and saw something terrible: Three players in
armor had cornered a villager and were pushing him around.“Where’s the girl?” the most
menacing one of them growled. The villager lifted his hands, telling them he did not know what
they were talking about. He tried to crawl away, but one of them punched and kicked him. Tom
gasped, as he watched the player who had asked take his golden sword out.One of the players



turned at the sound, and came straight towards us. I could feel the pain in my head returning. His
arm shot through the bushes as we turned to run, and Tom was lifted in the air.“Over here, Sir,”
the player said, a grin on his face. “Two more suspects to interrogate.” Tom punched him in the
face, and the player recoiled and growled at him.“Run!” Tom cried at me, and I did, leaving the
bags of mushrooms behind. I ran faster than I had ever run before, hearing one of the players
chase me. Eventually, I lost him and made it to the village, my head threatening to tear apart, my
eyes burning, with tears welling in them. I ran through a confused crowd, right towards my house.
Our parents were holding hands and talking when I burst through the door. They both turned to
me, shocked.“They captured…Tom…,” was the last thing I remember saying, as the pain
overwhelmed me, and everything went black.Day TwoDear Diary,The dreams that followed were
not so much dreams, as they were visions. I saw my parents—my real parents, the ones that
abandoned me many years ago— though I could not see their faces. I just knew it was them,
though. They ran from pursuers, who chased them insistently wherever they went. They carried
a tiny baby wrapped in a blanket, and the mother held her close to her, keeping her warm. I
watched as the leader of the players, a man shrouded in darkness with a crown upon his head,
sent his men after my parents, until they ended up in this village. They knocked on a door,
leaving their daughter at the doorstep, before disappearing into the night. I watched them as they
ran, and as they turned one last time, I was able to see their eyes, shining like white suns in the
night, before I felt I was being pulled away from the scene.Day TwoDay Two Dear Diary,The
dreams that followed were not so much dreams, as they were visions. I saw my parents—my real
parents, the ones that abandoned me many years ago— though I could not see their faces. I just
knew it was them, though. They ran from pursuers, who chased them insistently wherever they
went. They carried a tiny baby wrapped in a blanket, and the mother held her close to her,
keeping her warm. I watched as the leader of the players, a man shrouded in darkness with a
crown upon his head, sent his men after my parents, until they ended up in this village. They
knocked on a door, leaving their daughter at the doorstep, before disappearing into the night. I
watched them as they ran, and as they turned one last time, I was able to see their eyes, shining
like white suns in the night, before I felt I was being pulled away from the scene.
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Ebook Library Reader, “Great book!. This book was awesome! I knew her parents wouldn't be
bad like people say they are. Very well written! I wish this was a series though. Do a book about
ENTITY 303 please! Personally my favorite character is Hiroko. I love all of your books but
please make another series of books!”

WyoGirl, “best ever ( :. This book was so cool! I loved it. If you people read diary of steve the
noob, steve is evil in this. But herobrines, wife, and dauter are good.”

DealiciousG, “minecraft awesome. This was a great book..It showed how family mattered the
most, while keeping the minecraft theme. What's book 43 about?written by a kid”

the master gamer #pro gamer, “A nice book. This is such a nice book I love itI would get it if I
were you# 5 star rating  *****# loving itIts really cheap”

Victoria St.Charles, “Rated by a cool minecrafter. OMG! This is happy but emotional. If you are
interested, then buy this book NOW!  At the end, you will be begging for more.”

becky dziki, “LOVE IT!!!. After I read this book,I couldn't put it down. I just loved the ending and
how it had a happy ending. I can't wait to read the next book!”

Ben Rector, “I have always been interested in Herobrine so this book was very good. Very very
good Steve is kinda a jerk in this book so if you like Steve don't get it ”

Ebook Library Reader, “=). This book is EPIC! And plus, if u like minecraft you'll probably like it.
But i dont like minecraft, but i love this book.”

Ebook Library Reader, “awsome. hey guys ever woundered what it would be like to be one of
herobrines children? well if you do then i recommend this book. it is a fun filled book.AND
HEROBRINE IS REAL HES A COMPUTER GLITCH BUT STILL EXSSISTS. USE YOUR
IMAGINATION!”

The book by Crafty Nichole has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 124 people have provided feedback.
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