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I wake up in a new world,  
A savannah,  
A mountain,  

A forest, 
And ocean,  

As far as I can see. 
 

Full of heart, empty of inventory,  
First things first I punch a tree... 

 
..Into logs. 

 
Wooden pickaxe, wooden shovel, 
I dig for treasure beneath the soil. 

 
What horrors will I find in the dark? 

 
A sneaky creeper,  
Moaning zombie,  

Invisible skeletons riding spiders,  
My enemies! 

 
Striking iron, building furnace,  

Stacks and stacks of redstone, in earnest, 
I dig and dig to y 11,  

Diamond level,  
Though lava lakes do make me dishevelled. 

 
What to make of all this cobble? 

 
An iron farm,  
A mob trap, 

Or a castle on a hill? 
 

With circuitry the pistons move,  
Crushing mobs,  

Moving platforms, 
I am here God, 

And do improve, 
My farms. 

 
Though deeper still I must now go, 

Through the Nether fortress, blazes whoa! 
 

The ghast, 
Outlast, 

My arrow blast,  
The magma spills like water,  
Get those potions on the go! 

For soon we ought, 
To slay the dragon. 



 
 

Teamwork, 
On the server is key, 

To this digital prosperity. 
 

Two friends and I we spent two months working night and day, 
In a Mojang world, 
With ender pearls, 
We teleport away! 

 
Two whole months we spent,  

Exploring,  
Building,  
Fighting,  

Dying, 
Until ready we were to slay the dragon,  

The End a new beginning. 
 

This game amazingly does prove, 
Our creativity it moves, 

Through us and into vessels blocky now,  
An open source,  

A metaphor, 
For what we build in our due course. 

 
You are the farm,  

You are the player,  
A griefer,  
Mountain,  

And dragon slayer. 
 

You are the code,  
And open source,  

A dancing DNA strand, 
Hand in hand, 

With forces electromagnetic! 
 

Per second 1035 game ticks! 
 

The served and the server,  
Computer gorilla,  

Born to just play a game we call life, 
Though this one's set to hardcore. 

 
... 
 

There's strife, 
And there's monsters, but wonder and colour,  

Choose your skin,  
Build a castle,  

Sell your poetry, 
Let no other, 

Slight what you love doing. 
 
 
 



 
 
 

Soldier,  
Scientist,  

Sailor, 
Or painter, 

They're all just different costumes called armour,  
Though diamond it always shines. 

 
It's all just a game  

We're choosing to play,  
Call of Duty,  

Sim City,  
Grand Theft Auto, 

Or Minecraft, 
But days, 

Turn to nights at the blink of an eye,  
So remember to dream big, because kids...  

 
You're still alive. 

 
Turn off the t.v.,  

Put down the joypad,  
Write your own code in this dream,  

Be ugly, good and bad. 
 

Are you playing or played,  
Equipped for adventure,  

Or escaping to creative mode, 
Though you're the creator? 

 
I bow to the adult that remembers that play is the foundation to all learning,  

Imagination,  
Exploration,  
Confusion, 

All building blocks recurring, 
In life's quicksand, 
Algorithmic land. 

 
If you can say it you can play it,  
If you play it you can dream it,  
If you dream it you can love it,  

If you love it you can live it. 
 

Say. 
 

Play. 
 

Dream. 
 

Love. 
 

Live. 


