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CHAPTER 1

I WAS IN A DARK ROOM, SURROUNDED BY MONSTERS.

To my left I saw skeletons, their bones gleaming in the darkness. To my right I saw a group of vampires with red on their mouths. The rest of the room was full of different types of ghouls, all of them pressed close together.

My hand went automatically to my diamond sword. But before I could draw it, my best friend Maison exclaimed, “No, Stevie! They’re just costumes!”

I blinked. We had just entered the Halloween party at Maison’s middle school. Red and orange lights were moving around the room, giving it an eerie feeling, and music was pulsing from the walls. Tables were decorated with angry-looking Jack o’ Lanterns, and people were eating colorful worms and drinking out of a giant cauldron. There was a little stage set up close to the entrance where some people were dancing, but mostly the people were fighting with one another. It didn’t look like any party I had ever seen.

“Are you sure they’re costumes?” I asked. This room was spooking me so much that I didn’t want to lower my sword, just in case. “These aren’t servants of Herobrine?”

“This is what we do here on Earth,” Yancy said. Yancy was my former enemy, current friend. “On October 31st in the Overworld, mobs are more likely to spawn with Jack o’ Lanterns on their heads. On Earth, we celebrate Halloween by dressing up, having parties, eating gummy worms, and drinking punch from cauldrons. You know, we have fun.”

Destiny, Yancy’s cousin, could see I still wasn’t convinced. “They’re not servants of Herobrine,” she said.

“Who cares about having fun right now?” my cousin Alex scoffed. “We have a much bigger problem on our hands.”

That problem was Herobrine, the greatest mob the Overworld had ever seen. After turning the Overworld into an angry and crime-riddled place, he’d jumped through a portal to Earth, wanting to take it over and destroy it. While he was at it, he’d brainwashed everyone he could, turning them against one another. That portal, by the way, was a special one, the only one to take people back and forth from the Overworld and Earth. Maison had accidentally created it and I’d been the first person to discover how it worked.

Herobrine had even kidnapped my own dad, Steve, and made him second-in-command for the Earth takeover. At the moment we didn’t know where Dad was. We had been able to un-brainwash Alex’s mom, my Aunt Alexandra. Because Aunt Alexandra was a powerful and well-respected mayor, she was off collecting the armies of the Overworld to help us fight Herobrine.

But we had no idea when she’d be back or what sort of armies Herobrine would have collected for himself. Right now, there were five of us here to fight against Herobrine. I was an eleven-year-old boy from the Overworld and I was here with my friends Maison, Destiny, and Yancy, and my cousin, Alex. Five kids against a mob straight out of our nightmares.

“We shouldn’t even be at this stupid party,” Alex said grouchily. “Herobrine is planning to march on us, and we don’t have plans!”

I felt sick, knowing she was right. How were we going to defeat Herobrine, especially if Aunt Alexandra didn’t make it back in time?

The thing was, the five of us had been in Maison’s bedroom half an hour ago, starting to make plans to fight Herobrine. But before we could do anything, Maison’s mom burst into the room. Alex and I had both gone totally still in fear, because we were from the Overworld and Maison’s mom didn’t know about us.

However, instead of gawking at two square-looking people, Maison’s mom started acting like everyone Herobrine’s power had affected. She was yelling at us, telling us to get to the school Halloween party, because she hadn’t spent all that money on Maison’s Halloween baseball uniform costume for it to go to waste. Things that might have been a little annoying before now seemed like the end of the world to her, thanks to Herobrine’s influence, and she was furious.

Trying to tell Maison’s mom that the end of the world really might be coming didn’t work, as you might imagine.

And so here we were, standing in the middle of this crazy Earth party with people eating worms made of gummies, of all things. If I hadn’t been so worried about Herobrine, I would have thought this party was pretty funny.

Well, maybe not that funny. Like Maison’s mom, the people in this room were angry and arguing with one another. One kid took a Jack o’ Lantern and threw it at another kid. A teacher was screaming at someone. I hadn’t just been scared by the costumes when I first walked in here—I’d been scared by the hate. It might sound weird, but you could actually feel the hate in the air. That was the power of Herobrine.

Yancy was fiddling around on his cell phone, still trying to do Herobrine research. “The Internet is back up,” Yancy said, since Herobrine had been causing the Internet to go on and off throughout the day. Herobrine had also been taking over the Internet now and then to stream scary messages to all the people of Earth, telling them he would destroy them soon. The media thought it was all a prank and didn’t think Earth had anything to worry about. We knew better, of course.

As Yancy fiddled with his phone, I saw his face go very pale.

“What’s going on?” I demanded, heart pounding. I knew it had to be something bad.

Slowly Yancy lowered his cell phone so we could all see. Scene after scene was flashing over the cell phone, as if it were a super-fast movie. I was seeing cities and landscapes, all of them on Earth. And in every single one sat a portal to the Overworld, glowing.

“We haven’t opened any more portals!” I said, feeling chilled all over.

But there was no doubt in my mind who had.

The scenes stopped flashing and a news program came on. A man in a suit was staring out at us, saying, “Thank you for joining us for the evening news. As you might have noticed, people around the world have been having difficulty connecting to the Internet during portions of the day. All of this started after the so-called ‘Herobrine video,’ in which a digital man referring to himself as ‘Herobrine’ threatened to destroy the world. Officials are calling this an elaborate Halloween prank, but it seems the prank may not be over.”

Now the news program began to show some of the same scenes of Earth cities with portals in them. The newsman’s voice continued over the pictures, “Strange portals have abruptly appeared in major cities across the globe. Our viewers continue to send us pictures from where they live. Here you can see portals appearing in London, Tokyo, and New York City.”

The news flashed to another man, giving an interview. He seemed to be one of the “officials” the newsman had talked about.

“We’re well aware of the situation,” the official was saying. He looked a little nervous but very confused. “We are currently investigating, and as with the Herobrine video, we believe it is all part of a sophisticated Halloween prank. I’ll take no further questions at this time.”

The footage returned to the newsman. “While the portals have some people spooked, officials tell us they don’t believe there is anything to worry about,” he said.

“Not something to worry about!” Alex said. “Herobrine’s going to send out mobs from the Overworld to Earth with these portals!”

“There’s a news van out front,” Destiny said. “Maybe we could warn them.”

“Why would there be a news van at a Halloween party?” Maison asked

“Who cares?” Yancy said. “We have to warn the people of Earth about what’s really happening.”

It wasn’t going to be that easy, though. As soon as I turned to follow the others outside, four green zombie arms grabbed me and slammed me back against the wall.


CHAPTER 2

“WELL, WELL, WELL,” ONE ZOMBIE SAID TO the other. “What do we have here, Dirk?”

The other zombie was smirking. “I don’t know, Mitch. Is it our little Stevie?”

I was pinned back against the wall, my mouth hanging open. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

“Dirk?” I said. “Mitch? You remember me, right? Maison and I saved you from zombies earlier this year!”

Dirk and Mitch were eighth graders who used to bully Maison, but after she and I saved this middle school from a zombie attack at the beginning of the school year, Maison said Dirk and Mitch had stopped bullying and turned over a new leaf. It had taken me a minute to realize that Dirk and Mitch weren’t really zombies. They were just dressed up like them. (The fact that they both smelled bad sure helped make it more realistic, though.)

I looked from one creepy grinning face to the other. If they’d changed, I couldn’t tell.

“I don’t remember anything about you saving us,” Dirk said.

Mitch laughed. “Me neither. But I got a question for you, Stevie: Trick or treat?”

“Huh?” I said, not following. I was frantically looking for the others. They must have all gotten out the door before I could. Then I saw Maison running back over—she must have gone outside and then realized I wasn’t with the others.

“Mitch! Dirk!” Maison exclaimed. “Leave Stevie alone!”

“I just want him to answer one question,” Dirk said, grinding his fist into my shirt so I couldn’t move. “What is it, Stevie? Trick or treat?”

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
AN
OVE!!VOIOORI:D AFD\IIEVN'IE'URE

THE RRMIES
HERDERINE

DANICA DAVIDSON

AUTHOR OF ESCAPE FROM THE OVERWORLD





OEBPS/Images/title.jpg
AN UNOFFICIAL OVERWORLD
ADVENTURE. BDOK FIVE

THE ‘I‘III"MIES
HEROBRINE

Sky Pony Press
New York





OEBPS/Images/half.jpg
THE II||I|!:MIES
HEROBRINE





