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It happened again today. There I was, minding my own business, just walking along the path, when someone yelled out “Hey! There’s a snowman! What do you do in summer? Let me guess. Melt?”

Stupid human. Didn’t they know that when I was created, a potion of fire resistance was used, so it doesn’t matter what time of year it is, I do what I always do - whatever I like.

Still, it gets really boring having to fend off movie fans all the time. Ever since that film came out, all I get is people singing those dumb songs at me or asking when there’s going to be a sequel and will I be starring in that one too? 

You know the film I mean. It’s the one with snow princesses and magic powers. What’s it called? Oh yes.

Very, Very Cold.

I wish they’d never made that film. Apparently, I look just like Harvey, the snowman from the film.

Do I look like a Harvey to you? My name is Claude and a perfectly good name it is too.

It’s almost enough to make a snow golem want to hide himself away forever.

When I first heard of Very, Very, Cold, I was really excited. After all, it’s not often you see a snow golem on the big screen. Fool that I was, I thought it would mark a new era for snow golems, one in which we were understood a little better, maybe even treated with respect, but no. As soon as I saw the movie, I knew that things would only get worse. Since Harvey is in the film to provide comic relief, all that’s happened is that people think that it’s even more okay to make fun of snow golems.

I even had someone start a snowball fight with me the other day. A snowball fight! In the forest! Just so that they could laugh at me wiping snow off my face! Apparently, they’d treated the snow with potions of fire resistance so they could carry it with them wherever they went, just in case they met a snow golem and wanted to make a snowball quickly.

Luckily for them they met me. Another snow golem might not have been quite so understanding and we can be really fierce fighters when we want to be. 

As it was, after I added a couple of their snowballs to my body to make myself bigger and scarier, roaring just to emphasize the point, my attackers realized that they had bitten off more than they could chew and they ran away.

I hope they never make a follow-up movie. I’d never hear the end of it.
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I don’t know how long ago I was made or how old I am. I don’t really remember anything about the person who created me. He went off adventuring one day and never came back. I lost track of how long I wandered the mountains, following the guard route he’d laid out for me, waiting for him to return as I went round and round in circles, guarding the fortress from invaders who never came. 

Eventually I realized I was on my own and I decided to leave my post and explore the world instead. Anything had to be more interesting than roaming the mountains.

As I walked, I left a trail of melting snow behind me, yet no matter how much snow I lost, I never seemed to get any smaller. It’s all part of the magic of a snow golem, I suppose. 

I was soon very thankful that my creator had been considerate enough to use a potion of fire resistance on me, otherwise when I first walked into the desert that lay at the foot of the mountains, I wouldn’t have lasted five minutes. They say that desert oases are made up of melted snow golems, you know.

As it was, once I’d adjusted to the heat, there was so much to see and experience, I knew I’d made the right choice in leaving my home. 

My creator had built me to serve as a one of his guards, and when I left the mountains, I also left the other guards behind. They were all too scared to leave their posts and join me.

“What if the master comes back?” asked one.

“What if he does?” I replied. “If I’m not here, he can’t exactly punish me, can he? He’ll have to find me first. Since I plan to get as far away from here as possible, it’s unlikely he’ll ever catch up with me. Besides, he abandoned us first, remember? It’s only fair that we get to walk away now.”

“Yes, but he’s allowed to do that,” pointed out another snow golem. “He’s the master. He can do whatever he likes. He told us to guard this place and that’s what we’re supposed to do. That’s what he made us to do. We wouldn’t be alive if it wasn’t for him so we owe him. We should guard this fortress as long as it takes. We’ll keep this place safe until he comes back.”

“But what if he never comes back?” I countered. “Have you ever considered that?”

Silence. The other snow golems weren’t exactly known for their thinking abilities. In turn, they always said that I thought too much. Stupid guards, always following orders. Now I’d forced them to consider something deeply unpleasant - the prospect of staying in the boring old mountains for eternity. 

Still, I suppose I shouldn’t be surprised that they hadn’t followed me out of the mountains. They liked the safe predictability of guarding a fortress that nobody lived in and nobody visited. It was safe and cozy, like a pair of warm slippers.

Well I wanted more for myself. I wanted a life of adventure. And now since that stupid movie had been made, I had a mission. I was going to prove to the world that snow golems were more than a funny afterthought. We were living, breathing creatures with feelings. We were intelligent. At least, I was. I don’t know if I can say the same about the snow golems I left behind at the fortress.
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I spent years traveling all over Minecraftia and I’ve seen wonders you wouldn’t believe. However, despite the beauty of the tundra and the shifting colors of the northern skies, my favorite place is still the forest where I live now. It’s so tranquil here. I love walking through the trees, feeling the leaves crunch underneath my feet, listening to the birds singing in the trees, while the wild animals roam around foraging for food.

Bliss!

I’ve become very good at building a shelter for myself. I bet you didn’t realize that snow golems could build things, did you? I told you we weren’t stupid!

My shelters aren’t just any shelters either. No simple four walls and a roof for me. Why settle for anything less than amazing? 

I let my imagination run wild, creating miniature castles or mazes or tall towers, whatever I feel like living in at the time. And when I get bored, I simply knock it down and build something else. 

My current shelter is reminiscent of the fortress my master lived in. It has tall turrets where I can watch out for intruders and a moat around the walls to make it harder for people to invade. Not that anyone has ever tried to invade my home. It’s usually pretty quiet around here, and when adventurers come through the forest, they normally take one look at me and keep moving.

Nobody is brave or stupid enough to really take me on.
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Today was a very annoying day. A very annoying day indeed.

The first sign that this wasn’t going to be an ordinary day was the fact that I met not one, not two, but a whole group of adventurers walking through the forest.

As soon as they spotted me, they started talking to each other in whispers, giggling and nudging each other. I braced myself. Which song were they going to treat me to this time? Let It Snow or Do You Want to Play with a Snowman?

One of the adventurers cleared his throat in preparation for singing. He threw out his arms dramatically.

“Look over there, it’s a man made of snow,

Haven’t you got somewhere you need to go?

Why no, Mr Fighter, it’s too nice a day,

I think that I will just stay here and play.

Do you want to play with a snowman?

Do you want to play with a snowman?

A snowman I am,

A man made of snow

That makes me a snowman,

Didn’t you know?

Do you want to play with a snowman?”

I should have known. That song was the most irritating song ever written, and if I never heard it again, it would be too soon.

Still, I was a snow golem, which gave me incredible powers of restraint, so I just put my head down and carried on walking, pushing through the middle of the bunch of adventurers when we reached each other. If I elbowed one as I walked past, then oh well.

“Hey! Didn’t you hear my song?” called out the adventurer who’d sung at me.

Sighing, I turned to face him. “Yes, I heard it. Did you really think that you were being original? I’ve heard it a million times, and quite frankly, that was one of the most out of tune versions I’ve ever had the misfortune to be subjected to. Anyone would have thought you were strangling cats.”

His friends snickered, as the adventurer sniffed. “Yeah, well, I wasn’t exactly trying to sing my best. But you’re a snow golem, so of course I wanted to sing you your song.”

“It’s not my song,” I said haughtily. “I didn’t write it, and I don’t want to hear it. It’s got nothing to do with me and I just wish that you people would find something else to sing about.”

“Did you hear that?” The adventurer looked at his friends. “He called us ‘you people’.” He drew exaggerated air quotes in the air for emphasis. “Those are fighting words.”

He started to pull out his sword, and I rolled my eyes. Great. Another tough guy who thinks he can prove what a great fighter he is by beating up a harmless snowman. 

Before he could attack me, I threw a snowball straight at him, hitting him square in the face.

“There’s a lot more where that came from,” I warned him. “So I suggest you move along and let me get on with my business.”

I could tell that he was thinking about fighting me, but luckily his friends pulled him away. “I’ll let you go,” he jeered, as he walked off. “But it’s only because Harvey’s such a nice guy. You owe your life to that snow golem!”

It wasn’t the first time I had an altercation with an adventurer because of that annoying movie. Something tells me it won’t be the last time, either. If it’s not someone getting cross that I don’t want to sing the snowman song with them, it’s people blaming me for how stupid Harvey is, as if I had something to do with it.

Sometimes I just can’t win.
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Those three adventurers were just the start of a massive flood of Minecraftians. Suddenly my beautifully quiet forest turned into adventurer central. It’s almost enough to make a snow golem want to leave the forest. Almost. If this keeps up, I might have to move though, whether I want to or not. I just cannot cope with people singing songs from that terrible movie all day.

I could hear adventurers crashing through the undergrowth, using songs from the movie to talk to each other. I lost count of how many times someone sang at me do you want to play with a snowman?

To which the answer always was, go away and leave me alone you annoying little Minecraftians.

At last, my curiosity got the better of me, and the next time I saw a Minecraftian I asked him why so many of them were in my forest.

“Don’t you know?” he replied in surprise. “It’s the first annual convention in honor of Very, Very Cold. It’s a whole week celebrating everything Very, Very Cold. There are discussions, workshops, and at the end of the week there’s a live re-enactment of the movie. I thought you were here as part of the conference. Do you mean to tell me that you’re not?”

“I most definitely am not,” I retorted. “I want nothing to do with that film.”

“That’s a real shame. You’d make an amazing Harvey.” The adventurer moved on, leaving me standing there, wondering what I was going to do.

My beautiful, peaceful forest transformed into my worst nightmare. How was I going to survive an entire weekend of Very Very Cold fans?
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I did something today I thought I never would. I tore down my shelter and replaced it with a really boring shelter with four thick walls and a door with a nice big lock on it. Once I’d finished, I shut myself up inside, but no matter how hard I tried to block my ears, all I could hear all day were the sounds of people singing Very, Very Cold songs. They haunted my dreams, and I found myself singing along without even wanting to.

It was no good. I was going to have to move and come back when the conference was over. After all these years in the forest, I was going to have to find somewhere else to call home.

But where? When I’d first left the mountains, I travelled all over Minecraftia. I’d visited villages and towns, deserts and plains, swamps and forests. I’d been to hot and cold places, wet and dry places, and everywhere in between. This was the place I called home and the place where I belonged. I couldn’t believe that a stupid movie was responsible for my having to move.

It was with a heavy heart that I started packing. It wasn’t as though I had many possessions, so it didn’t take long for me to gather my things, even though I took my time, reluctant to leave my beloved forest. 
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When I was done, I looked around my shelter. Although the building was new, I had lived on this spot so long that I’d lost track of how many years I’d been here. It was going to be difficult starting again somewhere new.

I opened the door to my shelter and stepped outside, locking the door behind me out of habit rather than because I wanted to protect anything. It wasn’t as though I was leaving anything behind that was worth stealing.

“Look out!” 

I turned and was hit right in the face with a slushy snowball.

“Right. That’s it. I’ve had enough.” If these movie fans wanted to see a snow golem in action, I’d show them a snow golem in action.

I powered forward, throwing snowballs in all directions faster than anyone ever dreamed possible. If they thought that Harvey from the film was good at making snowballs quickly, they hadn’t seen anything yet. He was a man in a costume. I was the real deal.

At first, the adventurers were too stunned to fight back, but after a while someone yelled “snowball fight!” and chaos broke out.

It was the strangest fight I’d ever been part of. Many of the Minecraftians had dressed up as characters from the movie, so Hillary and Chloe lookalikes were fighting Jonas and Prince Nicolas clones. There were also a lot of Harvey characters, some of the costumes so lifelike that I thought they were real snow golems at first.

However, it was soon clear that I was the only snow golem in the forest, thanks to my superior fighting skills. As I threw snowballs, I ducked and dodged, doing somersaults and forward rolls, so that by the time my opponents threw a snowball back at me, I was already gone and they wasted their carefully hoarded snow.

Soon, all the other snowball fighters were buried in snow, and I stood victorious in the middle of the clearing.

“Bravo! Bravo!”

I looked round to see a man walking towards me, clapping his hands. “I’ve never seen anyone fight like that,” he told me. “That was amazing! You were even better than Harvey.”

“Of course I was better than Harvey,” I sniffed. “He’s just a movie character. He’s not even a golem. He’s a man in a suit. I’m a real snow golem.”

“Yes, you are,” he smiled. “And you’re just what I’m looking for.” 

He handed me a card. On it were written the words “Billy Matrix, movie producer.”

“Movie producer?” I frowned.

“Yes,” he smiled. “I’m the man behind Very, Very Cold.”

It took all my self-restraint not to attack him.

“I’m planning a sequel to the film,” he went on. “This time, it will center around Harvey and his brother, Sidney. Sidney is going to be a real action hero, and the moment I saw you fight, I knew that you would be perfect for the role. What’s more, you’re a genuine snow golem. Much as our stuntman did his best, he couldn’t quite replicate the way a snow golem moves and now that I’ve seen you in action, I simply have to have you in my movie. I won’t take no for an answer.”

“No.” I folded my arms and shook my head.

Billy narrowed his eyes, examining me. I could tell that he wasn’t used to not getting his way. “Well, I don’t believe in begging, so if that’s your answer, I’ll let you get on. But if you change your mind, my contact details are on my card.”

“I won’t,” I said, but Billy had already turned and walked away in a huff.
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The further I got from my forest, the more miserable I became. Why should I let those numbskulls chase me away from my home?

I became more and more angry with every step, and by the time I sat down for some lunch, I was positively fuming. You could practically see steam rising from my ears, almost as though the heat of my anger was making me melt.

I was so cross that I couldn’t enjoy my lunch of pumpkin pie. 

What? Just because snow golem heads look like pumpkins, doesn’t mean we can’t enjoy that delicious orange goodness.

Eventually I tossed my pie away unfinished. I’d lost my appetite. Maybe I should go back home and bear it. After all, the conference was only for a week. I could put up with annoying songs and terrible singers for a few more days, couldn’t I?
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“Harvey! Harvey! Over here, Harvey!”

As I made my way back to my shelter, I found myself mobbed by movie fans, desperate to get an autograph from me. They didn’t seem to care that I wasn’t the real Harvey. They seemed so excited to be around an actual snow golem that they could ignore the fact that I wasn’t the one they’d seen on the big screen.

At first, I told them to leave me alone, but it soon became clear that I was fighting a losing battle, so eventually, I started signing autographs.

It was a real challenge, since I’d never learned how to write. It’s not exactly an essential skill for a snow golem guard. However, I quickly discovered that the Minecraftians didn’t care what I wrote, so I began to have fun, drawing pictures of flowers, snowflakes, birds, trees, in fact, anything that came to mind. People were soon excitedly comparing pictures, competing to see who had the nicest image.

I have to admit, that I rather enjoyed pretending to be a famous movie star for a while. However, it wasn’t enough to persuade me to contact Billy Matrix to see if he was serious about that second film. I’d melt into a puddle before I agreed to anything involving Very, Very Cold.

In the time that I’d been away, a whole heap of tents and shelters had been thrown up, some for visitors to the conference, and some with stalls selling merchandise, or holding talks and workshops. I must admit, that even though I hated the film, it was very exciting being able to browse through everything on display. It had been a long time since I’d visited the village, and now it seemed as though an entire town had sprung up in my forest overnight.
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“Hello, Claude. It is Claude, right?”

I turned to see someone coming towards me. He was wearing an official conference T-shirt, marking him as one of the organizers.

“Yes, I’m Claude,” I replied. “Who are you?”

“Brad Lawrence,” he told me, holding out a hand to me to shake. I almost forgot my manners and left him with his hand outstretched, but I caught myself just in time and reached out to shake it. There aren’t many people who show that kind of courtesy to snow golems. It made a pleasant change.

“I hear that we owe you an apology,” he went on. “I understand that the forest is your home, and we’ve just invaded it without checking with you first.”

This was most unusual. Most unusual indeed. Humans never apologized to snow golems. They treat us as second-class citizens, mainly because they make us to be their servants. I don’t even think that most Minecraftians believe that snow golems have feelings.

“Yes, well,” I spluttered. “I suppose you had to have your conference somewhere.”

“Thanks for your understanding, Claude,” smiled Brad. “Still, we understand that us being here has caused you quite a lot of inconvenience and as a thank you, we’d like to offer you free VIP tickets to the conference. It gives you access to all the talks and workshops, as well as an invite to dinner with Billy Matrix, the producer of the film.”

Billy Matrix. Why did I get the feeling that he was behind this sudden generosity?

Still, a free dinner was a free dinner, so I took ticket from Brad and thanked him. With any luck, there’d be lots of pumpkin pie to go around.

“Here’s a program with all the events we’ve got going on,” Brad went on, handing me a leaflet. “If you’ve got any problems or questions, just let me know. And thanks again for letting us come to your lovely forest.”

He went off to do whatever it is conference organizers do while I flicked through the program. If I were a fan of the film, I’d be in heaven. There were so many cool events going on, including a singing competition.

Perhaps I should enter and show them how the snowman song really should be sung!
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It’s actually really good fun being the only real snow golem at a Very, Very Cold conference. Now that the novelty has worn off, people aren’t singing songs to me anymore. Instead, Brad asked me to give a talk about what it’s like being a snow golem. Apparently, people are really interested!

My talk was late in the afternoon, and when I went to the shelter where I was scheduled to speak, I was treated like royalty. If only the other snow golems could see me, as I was escorted to the stage, given plenty of water and told that afterwards I could have as much pumpkin pie to eat as I wanted. I was a star!

I looked out at the eager faces and cleared my throat. I thought I would be nervous speaking in front of an audience, but the moment I opened my mouth, the words just flowed.

“My name is Claude and as you can probably tell, I am a snow golem. I was a snow golem long before any films were ever made about us and I spent the first few years of my life guarding a fortress hidden in the mountains.”

As I talked about my life and what it was like to be a snow golem living alone in the middle of the forest, I could see people taking notes. I spotted Billy lurking at the back of the room. When he noticed me looking at him, he left the room.

I wonder what he wanted?
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I had no time to think about it, though, because as soon as I’d finished speaking, I was surrounded by a large crowd of people, all wanting to ask questions about my life. By the time I answered them all, I’d forgotten that Billy had ever been there.
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The conference has brought with it a number of new experiences, the best being that I’ve actually made a few friends! Imagine that. A snow golem with friends! We are usually such solitary creatures. The only people who want to be around us are other snow golems and the only snow golems I know about are miles away in the mountains.

Now, when I walk through the conference, people call my name, waving to me, all wanting to shake my hand. No one sings the stupid snowman song to me - unless I start singing it to them first, which I do surprisingly often now.

I’ve posed for portrait painting with people, signed so many autographs my arm almost fell off, and even wrote on a baby! Yes, one woman was so excited about meeting a genuine snow golem, that she asked me if I could autograph her baby’s bib. Since the baby was wearing it at the time, it was an interesting experience as the baby kept squirming around, but after I’d finished drawing a nice smiley face on it, she was so overjoyed that it was well worth it. Even the baby gurgled a thank you.

It was almost enough to make me decide that I liked the film after all.

“So how are you enjoying the conference?” I turned to see Billy standing next to me. “Have you decided that you like the film after all?”

I shook my head. “You did too much damage to the reputation of snow golems for me to like it,” I told him. I hated admitting when I was wrong and there was something about Billy that I did not like. I did not like him at all.

“That’s a shame,” sighed Billy dramatically. “Because if you had changed your mind about starring in the sequel, I could offer you a very good pay deal.”

“Oh yes?” I sniffed. “Such as?”

“How does enough pumpkin pie to keep you fed for the rest of your life sound?”

“But snow golems can live forever,” I pointed out.

“So?” shrugged Billy.

I’m just saying that that’s an awful lot of pumpkin pie,” I replied, not wanting him to see that is very tempted by his offer.

“That’s just the start of what I can pay you,” said Billy. “But if you’re not interested...”

I said nothing.

Billy turned and walked away. If he was hoping I would chase after him and tell him that I changed my mind, he was going to be disappointed. Still, it was a lot of pumpkin pie to say no to.

I wonder if it came with whipped cream on top?
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Today was the best day ever! I was invited to join in a singalong of songs from the show, and my performance of It’s Very Lonely Being a Snowman You Know, got a standing ovation! People said that I was a natural performer and that it was the most moving performance they’d ever seen since the character of Bongo the puppy lost its mom in I Love My Mom, another film by Billy Matrix. I could even see that some people had been moved to tears.

What can I say? I did my best to recreate how Harvey had felt when the princesses left him behind to go and rescue the prince. I imagined how hard it must be to stay at home, worrying about your friends, while they put themselves in danger. I always thought it was a bit of a silly song to be honest, since any true snow golem would never have left their guard duty when they knew where their master was, but I suppose the filmmakers didn’t know any snow golems to ask for advice.

You know, I’m starting to seriously consider accepting Billy’s offer. If I could be a snow golem consultant to the film industry, I could make sure that they got all the details right. If the first movie made a joke out of snow golems, this second one could be the one that really made a difference to snow golems everywhere. If I agreed to be part of it, of course.

In any case, the conference is almost over and surprisingly, I’m rather sad about that. I’m going to really miss having my friends around once they’ve gone home. I always loved the forest because it was so quiet and peaceful, but now that I’ve had company, it’s going to be hard being by myself again.

Perhaps it was time to go on another tour of Minecraftia. I bet things have really changed since the last time I explored. I could even go back to the fortress in the mountains to see if it’s changed at all. I wonder if the other snow golems are still guarding it? Did our master ever go back to thank them for looking after it all those years?
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It was the last day of the conference today and I was invited to play Harvey in the recreation of the movie! The person who was supposed to take on the part decided that after my amazing singing yesterday, there was no way that he could come anywhere near my standard and he refused to go on stage. 

Besides, everyone agreed it would be much better to have an actual snow golem in the role, and having seen how bad the snow golem costume was, I’m not surprised! It was practically falling to bits. Apparently, the person who brought it was attacked by wolves on the way to the forest and the wolves had used it to play tug-of-war before he could rescue it from them.

A likely story! I think that the man damaged it himself, so that he’d have an excuse to try and persuade me that I should play the character for them. 

They didn’t need to go to so much trouble. All they had to do was ask. Everyone has been so lovely to me during the conference that it’s the least I can do to pay them back for their hospitality.
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Everyone watching the show had seen the film so many times that they knew every word. This was really useful, because I forgot my lines a few times, but nobody noticed because the audience said them for me.

When the show was finished, the crowd went wild. People cheered, applauded, stamped their feet, and a group rushed the stage, grabbing me and carrying me around the whole conference site while people yelled my name.

“Claude! Claude! Claude!”

I’d never felt as happy as I did in that moment. People loved me. They really loved me!

It was a great way to end the conference.

The second the show ended, people started dismantling the structures they’d put up for the conference. It wasn’t long before my home started to look the way it had before movie fans had descended upon it, and I had to admit to myself that I didn’t want to say goodbye.

“What’s wrong?”

I turned to see Billy coming to stand next to me.

“I thought you’d be happy to see the conference go,” he commented. “You were very vocal about how much you hated the movie and how much you didn’t want to be surrounded by fans. You should be happy to get your forest all to yourself.” 

“Yes, well, things change,” I sniffed, trying to hold back tears. “I’m going to miss everyone.”

“Don’t worry,” Billy told me. “There’ll be another conference again this time next year.”

“Next year?” I gasped. “I don’t want to have to wait a whole year to see my friends again.”

“There is another alternative...” said Billy slyly.

“What?”

“Agree to star in my new movie! You will be surrounded by people who love Very, Very Cold and it’s non-stop fun from morning until night on a movie set.”

I looked at him, thinking. I still wasn’t sure if I was ready to be a movie star.

“How about if I promise that you can have a snowball fight on set at the end of every day?”

“Pumpkin pie and a snowball fight?” Two of my favorite things!

Billy nodded. That sealed it.

“All right. I’ll do it!”
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It was very exciting to leave the forest with Billy. “We’re filming in the ice plains,” he explained.

“The ice plains?” I echoed. “But they’re miles away! It’s going to take us forever to get there.”

“No it won’t,” grinned Billy. “Because we are travelling using the fastest method known to Minecraftia.”

“On horse? But horses won’t let a snow golem climb on their back.”

“Not by horse.” Billy’s grin widened. “We are going to travel by mine cart. And not just any mine cart either. A mine cart... in the Nether!” 

“In the Nether?!” I didn’t like the sound of that. Sure, I’d been treated with a potion of fire resistance, but that didn’t mean that I wanted to go to a place where the rivers flowed with lava. “Are you sure that that’s a good idea?”

“Of course! Don’t worry. We’ve got lots of armed guards traveling with us. You’ll be perfectly safe.”

It wasn’t the monsters I was worried about, but I didn’t get a chance to explain this, because we had arrived at the Nether portal.

I’d seen Nether portals before, but I’d never been through one. I’d heard too many bad things about the Nether to want to try.

“You’ll be fine,” reassured Billy, sensing my unease. “Come on. Follow me!”

He stepped forward and disappeared into the portal. I walked all around the portal, but there was no sign of him. He’d disappeared to another realm.

I gulped. This was the moment of truth. Maybe I didn’t want to be a film star after all.

“You can do this, Claude,” I said to myself. “It’s just another adventure after all!”

I took a deep breath, closed my eyes, and stepped into the portal.

I felt very peculiar, as if I had been turned upside down, inside out, and back again.

“You made it!”

I opened my eyes to see Billy standing in front of me, surrounded by a large group of guards.

“Of course I did,” I said. “Did you think I was scared or something?”

“You? A snow golem? Scared? Never!”

Billy led me over to where a mine cart was ready and waiting for us. 

“After you!” He stepped aside, so that I could climb into the cart. It was really rather comfortable, believe it or not, with lots of cushions and more room than I expected.

Billy and some of the guards piled in after me and when we’d all settled down, the cart started moving.

We were on our way, movie stars travelling in style!


Day 15




I have to say that I’m glad I was surrounded by guards while journeying through the Nether. So many monsters! I could barely make enough snowballs to keep up with them all.

I had the most fun throwing snowballs at blazes, though. They make the best sizzling noise when a snowball hits them, and I could tell that they were really damaged every time a snowball hit its target. However, the mine cart was moving too fast for me to be able to stop and finish them off, so I had to be content with laughing at their startled expressions every time a snowball hit.

We journeyed for what seemed like forever, but really it was only a day before we pulled up by another portal that looked just like the one we left behind. Billy hopped out of the cart.
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“All right, Claude,” he said. “Go through this portal and you’ll be in the ice plains. I told you it wouldn’t take long to get there, didn’t I?”

I got out of the cart and walked up to the portal. This time, I wasn’t scared at all. I walked straight into it and after a moment’s discomfort, I stepped out into a winter wonderland.

I looked around. Ice and snow surrounded me as far as the eye could see. It was beautiful. Maybe after filming was finished, I’d build myself a shelter and stay here.

“We’ve got a shelter ready and waiting for you, Claude,” Billy told me, as he led me towards the film set. People were running around, building props and creating the backdrop for the movie.

A man wearing a snow golem suit came up to me. He took off his pumpkin head. “Hello, Claude,” he smiled. “I’m Vincent. I play Harvey in the movie.”

I did something I never ever dreamed I would do. I shook hands with the man responsible for the movie character I hated more than anything else in the world. I even smiled at him!


Day 16




Movie sets are really busy. Everywhere I looked, someone was rushing around, doing something, or if they weren’t doing something, they were doing a very good impression of someone who was so busy and couldn’t even stop to say hello.

Even though Billy had promised me a snowball fight every day, I couldn’t find a single person interested in throwing snowballs.

In the end, I wandered off to explore. Snow golems are curious creatures, and it had been a long time since I’d been in a snow biome. If nothing else, I could top up the snow in my body. I fancied having a nice, plump belly and strong, muscly arms.

Just as I was padding up my arms, Billy came running over to me.

“What are you doing?!” he yelled. “Don’t you know that you can’t change your appearance like that? You need to look exactly the same all the way through the film!”

“But we haven’t started filming yet,” I pointed out. “I want to look my very best for the cameras. I thought it would be good if everybody could see how strong snow golems are.”

“Well don’t think,” snapped Billy. “It’s not your job and it’s not what I pay you to do.”

“Speaking of payment,” I said. “What happened to that snowball fight you promised me?”

“Don’t bother me with trivial matters now. I got a movie to make!” Billy waved me off and went back to telling everyone what to do.


Day 17




I thought that making a movie would be fun. I couldn’t be more wrong. It’s really boring. And I still haven’t had a single snowball fight. I had to build a snowman and throw snowballs at it myself, just to give me something to do.
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Billy keeps saying that filming will start soon, but all they seem to do is build stuff. I’ve asked him for a script, but he says that I don’t need one. Apparently, just being myself is enough.

I’m beginning to wonder why I came. Why did Billy try so hard to get me to come here if all he wants me to do is stand around all day?

I’ve tried to make friends with some of the other actors, but none of them seem interested in talking to me. After how friendly everyone was at the conference, I thought that everyone would want to get to know a real snow golem, but the actors are really grumpy.

“It’s too cold!” complained one.

“It’s too dull!” moaned another.

I don’t understand the problem. It’s wonderfully refreshing in the snow. And if they would just have a snowball fight with me, they’d find that it’s the most fun place to be.

Still, on the upside, Billy did promise me enough pumpkin pie to last a lifetime, so I went to find him to get my pie.

“Hi Billy!”

“What is it Claude? I’m really busy right now, so this better be important. We’re having a bit of a technical hitch with how the snow is looking.”

This was my chance to show him how useful snow golems can be! “Let me help,” I offered. “I know all about snow. The soft, powdery snow, the wet, slushy snow, what snow is best for building with, what snow is best for throwing…”

“Yes, yes, yes, Claude. We all know you’re a snow golem. I have real snow experts to advise me on that kind of stuff.”

Real snow experts? Who could be more expert than a snow golem?

“Whatever it is you wanted, Claude, just be quick and spit it out, will you? Time is money!”

“I just wondered when I would be getting my pumpkin pie,” I said, disappointed that I wasn’t going to be allowed to help him with the snow. “You did promise after all.”

“I did?” Billy looked startled for a moment. “Oh yes, I did. Well, if you go to the catering shelter, I’m sure they can sort something out for you.”

It wasn’t difficult to find the catering shelter. I just followed the smell of roasting rabbit. Snow golems are vegetarian, but the smell wasn’t unpleasant. In fact it made me even hungrier for my pie.

“Yes? What can I get you?” The cook looked down his nose at me.

“Pumpkin pie, please,” I beamed.

“Sorry. No pumpkin pie. You can’t get any pumpkins out in the ice plains. They get frost bitten so you can’t cook with them. I can do you rabbit pie if you like?”

No pumpkin pie? “I’m sorry, but there must’ve been a mistake. Billy promised me pumpkin pie if I starred in his movie.”

“You? Star?” The cook started laughing. “Oh yes. I heard about you. Snow golems are so dumb.”

He turned and went back to his cooking, still chuckling.


Day 18
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Things are going from bad to worse. I still haven’t found someone to have a snowball fight with, and when I asked Billy what happened to my pumpkin pie, he told me that I should have known that he didn’t really mean it.

“You’re getting fed, aren’t you?” he asked.

“Well, not really,” I replied. “Snow golems don’t eat meat, and everything here seems to be based around rabbit, beef, or pork.”

“Can’t you just pick out the meat?” suggested Billy. “Honestly, you snow golems are so fussy. You’re just like all the others we tried. This is why we used a man in a suit. At least he does what he’s told and doesn’t answer back. You should count yourself lucky. There are lots of snow golems who would like to be in a movie as big as this one.”

“About that,” I said. “I thought you said I was going to be one of the stars. So far, all I seem to be doing is standing around in the background.”

“Yes, yes,” Billy nodded. “That’s a very important part of your role. It’s adding atmosphere to the shoot. In fact, I can hear the director calling you now. Go and stand over there, and don’t move until somebody tells you to.”

I went over to where Billy pointed and stood there. And stood there. And stood there.

I was still standing there when night fell and the crew came out to get things laid out for the morning.

“What are you doing?” yelled a stagehand. “We are trying to clear the set ready for tomorrow’s shoot. Get out of the way, you stupid snow golem!”

He wasn’t the director, but he was a person, and Billy had said to move when somebody told me to, so I got out of his way.

Making this movie was nowhere near as much fun as I thought it would be. I thought this would be my chance to show the world how amazing snow golems are. If anything, this film seems to be making things worse. I’m beginning to suspect that I’m not really the star of the show. Every time I try to talk to Billy, he ignores me. I still haven’t been able to see the script to give them advice on what a snow grow them would do, and everyone keeps shouting at me and calling me stupid.

I don’t think I want to be a movie star after all.


Day 19




They filmed a new scene today. I hated it. It was full of one of those stupid songs that Very, Very, Cold was full of. This song was worse than any of the others.

“I’m just a snow golem,

We are good for nothing.

Nobody cares about snow golems,

Not even the snow king.” 

Not only does this song insult snow golems, it doesn’t even make sense. When I tried to talk to Billy about it, he wouldn’t listen.

“Why are you bothering me about this?” he huffed. “It’s not your job to worry about the script. All you have to do is stand around on set and look fierce.”

“But I thought-“

“Yes! That’s exactly the problem! You thought! I didn’t hire you to think.”

“Well what did you hire me for? When you begged me to be in your movie, you told me that I was going to be the next big thing, and I thought that you wanted me to show people what snow golems are really like.”

Billy put his arm around my shoulder, realizing how upset I was. “Of course I did, Claude.Course But you have to understand that these things take time if you want to have the perfect movie. Trust me, Claude. When you see the finished film, you’ll see that everything I’ve done has been for the best. This film is going to be the most amazing movie ever made! People will still be talking about it long after you or I are gone.”

I’ll never know if he intended for me to hear what he said next. All I know is that every word struck me like a dagger to the heart.

As he walked away, Billy spoke to his assistant. “I don’t know why I thought it was a good idea inviting a real snow golem onset. All he’s supposed to do is stand around and look authentic. I didn’t give him any lines on purpose. Did you see him at the end of the conference show? He was awful! He didn’t know half the lines and when he did remember what he was supposed to say, he sounded like a robot. I hired him because he was so popular with all the fans at the convention, but now that we’ve got a few shots of him, we could just as easily replace him with a statue. It would look just as good, but the acting would be better!”

I couldn’t believe it. All my dreams of showing the world how amazing snow golems are went up in smoke. Billy never intended for me to be a star in his film. He was just using me.

Well, this was one snow golem that wasn’t willing to be treated like a doormat.


Day 20




I bet you thought I just stormed off the set, didn’t you?

I must admit, I was certainly very tempted to. But that wouldn’t be much fun!

If Billy thought that he could just take advantage of me, he had another think coming. One of the cool things about being a snow golem is that we are very difficult to see in the snow, and ice plains are nothing but snow!

I waited until it was dark, and then I went out onto the set. What would take a human set builder days to create, a snow golem could make in minutes. Very, Very Cold might be about a princess with special ice powers, but she was nothing in comparison to a snow golem on a mission.

I moved about the set, transforming the landscape. Where Billy had hills, I made them flat. Where Billy had flat areas, I covered them in towers. I built large shelters, blocking the sun, and deep ravines, that would take them days to fill back up. And as if that wasn’t enough, once I’d finished destroying the set, I went round to all the cameras and stuffed them with snow. Since Billy had promised me a snowball fight every day, I want to make sure that there were plenty of snowballs on hand.

Once I’d finished, I stepped back and looked at my handiwork. Perfect! So it probably wasn’t enough to stop filming, and no doubt I was going to have to put up with another movie spreading lies about snow golems, but it would take him days to recover from the damage I’d done. Meanwhile, there were other ways to show people what we were really like.

I was sure I recognized where we were. If I was right, then my old master’s fortress wasn’t far from here. 

It was time to go home and see if I could persuade the other snow golems to finally leave. Together, we could show the world how amazing we really were.


Day 21




Even though I was long since gone, Billy’s scream of anguish when he discovered what I’d done to his movie set echoed across the ice plains, reaching me miles away.

I had to laugh.

I hurried along, wanting to put as much distance between me and Billy as possible. I knew that he would want to get his revenge on me, and he certainly had plenty of guards to back him up. I didn’t fancy fighting when I was outnumbered 10 to one.

In the distance, I could see mountains. If I was right, on the other side of these mountains was the desert that I’d encountered when I first left the fortress. It was amazing how varied Minecraftia was. You could go between such extremes in very short distances. Right at the top of the tallest peak was the fortress where I’d been created.

I heard a yell behind me, and I looked over my shoulder to see some of Billy’s guards rushing towards me.

“There he is! Go get him!”

I picked up my pace. I hadn’t expected Billy’s men to come after me quite so quickly, and I wouldn’t stand a chance against such numbers.

I considered stopping and building a snow fort for defense, but I decided to press on. I could probably move faster in the snow than they could, and outrunning them was a better plan than potentially allowing myself to be surrounded and destroyed.

I ran towards the mountains. Maybe I could lose them up in the peaks.

“We’ve almost got him! Remember, Billy wanted us to bring him back alive. He’s got his own punishment ready and waiting. I wouldn’t want to be that snow golem when Billy gets his hands on him.”

The guards were even closer. I wasn’t going to be able to get to the mountains in time. I was going to have to go to plan B.

Reaching out a hand, I caused a large snowbank to form, giving me somewhere to hide behind. Peeking over the top, I threw a few snowballs at the guards to slow them down. My aim was as good as ever, and I saw a couple of them go down, hit squarely in the face with a large dollop of snow.

There were still plenty more coming, though, and snowballs weren’t going to be enough to stop them when they reached me. I looked around for a weapon, but all I could see was a big stick lying on the floor.

I grabbed it and jumped up onto the snow fort wall, waving the stick around. “Go away!” I yelled.

The guards stopped dead in their tracks, turning and running away as fast as they could. Who knew that a stick could be so frightening?

“That’s right! Get out of here!” I shouted at their retreating backs. “Keep running! And don’t come back!”

“That’s our Claude,” said a voice behind me. “Always has something to say.” 

I turned to see a group of snow golems standing there.

They were the reason the guards had run away.


Day 22




It was strange being around other snow golems after so many years away. The group I’d met had been on patrol and I was lucky to have reached the outer limit of their zone. Now they were taking me back to the fortress.

“Has the fortress changed much since I’ve been away? I asked.

“You will be able to see for yourself soon enough,” came the reply.

“What have you all been up to since I left? Have you just been going round the same guard routes over and over and over?”

“You know your problem, Claude?” sighed one of my rescuers. “You talk too much. You always did. If you just kept your mouth shut and your eyes and ears open, you’d find that all of your questions are completely unnecessary.”

For once, I did as I was told and shut up. It was increasingly obvious that none of the snow golems wanted to talk to me, so instead I gazed around, curious to see whether anything had changed since I’d left the mountains.

Nothing had. It was still tall, white, and cold as far as the eye could see.

At last, we reached the fortress. That hadn’t changed either.

“You might want to tidy up your appearance,” advised Burns, one of the snow golems.

“Why?”
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“Because the master likes it when we take care of ourselves.”

The master! “You mean he’s come back?”

“Oh yes,” Burns smiled. “And I can’t wait to see what he’s got to say to the snow golem who abandoned his post.”

I gulped. The master had come back? I never expected that to happen. I thought he’d been eaten by a monster. He was going to be so mad at me! He might even order someone to destroy me.

I didn’t want to be destroyed.

Burns led me through to the main hall. The master was seated at the end of the long table. As the door opened, he looked up and smiled when he saw me.

“Claude! My favorite snow golem! How good to see you. I’ve missed you, my friend.”

He’d missed me?

This day was going to go down in history as the strangest ever.


Day 23




“Walk with me, Claude,” invited the master, as he led me out onto the battlements overlooking the mountains.

The view was as breath-taking as it always was, and looking out over the mountains, I wondered how I could have ever left. And then I remembered how boring it was after the master left and there was nothing for us to do.

“Master,” I began.

“Please, please. Call me Elliott. I’ve spent too many years exploring the biomes of Minecraftia to come back home and have you call me by such a silly title. You, out of all the snow golems, have proven that you deserve to be treated with respect, and that respect starts by you calling me my actual name.”

“Yes, M- I mean, Elliott.” It seemed very strange to be addressing the master by his name, as if we were equals. “Do you mind if I ask you a question?”

“Of course not. Ask away!”

There were so many things I want to know, I barely knew where to start. Where had he been all this time? How had he got that scar across his face? Why had he come back?

However, the question I asked was “Why aren’t you cross with me leaving the mountain?”

“Cross?” Elliot laughed. “How could I be cross with the one snow golem who showed some initiative? I always knew there was something special about you Claude from the moment I first made you. There was a little twinkle in your eye that told me you were more intelligent than most. And that’s what I need in a leader.”

“A leader?”

“Oh yes. I have a special mission for you Claude. You’re the only snow golem who can lead the way.”

“What is it?”
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“All in good time, Claude. All in good time.” Elliot put his arm around me. “Come on. Let’s go and grab some pumpkin pie. You must be starving. I heard all about your adventures being chased by Minecraftians. What on earth did you do to make them so angry with you?”

Elliot and I talked late into the night and through to the small hours of the morning as I told him all about everything that had happened to me since I’d decided to leave the mountains.


Day 24




“So where have you been all this time, Elliot?” 

It had taken me a long time to work up the courage to ask the master such a rude question, but after our night talking, I felt that he wouldn’t mind telling me.

“Where haven’t I been, Claude!” he laughed. “I must admit that I hadn’t planned to leave for quite so long, but I was held prisoner by Herobrine and it took me a long time to escape his castle.”

“Herobrine?” I gasped. I’d heard about him. He was supposed to be the most wicked man in all of Minecraftia.

“Oh yes. All I can say is that if you ever meet that foul fiend, run away as fast as you can! That’s what I did. Unfortunately, I was so busy running away from him that I wasn’t paying attention to where I was going and I found myself in The End.”

“The End?” I gasped again. Elliot was lucky to be alive!

“Yes, The End. I fought the Ender Dragon and I was lucky to come out of it alive. It was worth it though. I had the most delicious omelette made out of dragon egg. It was out of this world!”

My adventures paled in comparison to what the master had been up to. No wonder it had taken him so long to come back to the fortress. 


Day 25




“I’m so glad you’re interested in hearing about my adventures,” Elliot told me. “None of the other snow golems want to know about them. All they care about is giving me reports about the fact that nothing has happened. I know nothing has happened. It’s why I built a fortress here. Nobody ever comes this high, so I know that I’m safe, especially with all you snow golems around. But now that I’ve come back, I know that I can’t stay here. It’s just too boring.”

“I know!” I exclaimed. “It’s why I left. There’s only so many different ways you can walk the same guard routes.”

“So here’s my plan,” Elliot said. “I’m going to move my fortress and everything in it.”

“Where?”

“Well that’s why I need your help. You see, the moment I leave the mountains, I’ll get into trouble. I don’t know what it is about me, but I seem to attract monsters wherever I go. So I need a group of snow golems to guard me. But the snow golems aren’t going to be very good at guarding if they spend all their time looking around in wonder at all the new sights and sounds. So I want you to lead an expedition out into Minecraftia. Show the snow golems all the wonders of the world and train them in defending me against the monsters. And then when you’ve found the perfect place for me to build a new fortress, come back and report to me. I’ll follow you out with the rest of the snow golems and we’ll have a whole new set of adventures together.”

“That’s a great plan!” I grinned. “But I don’t have to find somewhere for you to build a new fortress. I already know the best place in all Minecraftia.”

As I told Elliot all about my forest, a big smile spread across his face. “Perfect!”


Day 26




I couldn’t help but grin as I led a troop of snow golems out of the mountains. All the times they’d told me they never leave and look at them now. Following me out into the big, bad world.

“Nervous, Skip?” I asked the snow golem walking next to me.

“Pfff! Of course not! I’m a snow golem! We’re not afraid of anything,” came the reply, but I could tell from the way that snow was dripping off him in waves that he was really worried about what he might face out in Minecraftia.

When we reached the bottom of the mountains, the desert spread out before us.

“WOW!” All the snow golems gasped in amazement.

“Told you,” I said smugly. “And that’s just the start of it. Minecraftia is a beautiful place, although there are lots of dangers you need to be aware of. Still, if I could survive it all by myself, a big group of snow golems like us will be fine. Come on! We’ve got way to go to reach the forest.”


Day 27




“It’s so hot!” complained Bruce. “And there’s no snow anywhere.”

“Of course there isn’t. We’re in the desert. It’s far too hot for snow.”

“It’s far too hot for snow golems you mean,” grumbled Bruce.

“Well suck it up, because there’s still a long way to go before we’re out on the other side.”

I wasn’t sure if I could put up with the complaints from the other snow golems for much longer. They were really annoying!

It was then that I saw it. The one thing that would make it easy for us to get back to the forest.

“All right, lads!” I called. “Follow me. You’re going to have an experience that’s out of this world – literally!”

I lead the snow golems to the Nether portal I’d spotted. Traveling through the Nether had made such a difference to the journey to the film set. If I could find the mine cart Billy had used, we’d be at the forest in next to no time, but even if we walked, time moved at a different pace in the Nether. This could cut our travels in half with very little effort.

By now, I was used to the strange sensation of going through a portal, so I giggled as I watched the other snow golems appear behind me, all dizzy and confused from being transported to a new realm.

At last, all the snow golems were through and we could move on. “All right,” I announced. “Stick together and we’ll be fine. And if you see any blazes, throw snowballs at them – it’s the most fun you’ll ever have!”

“What’s a blaze?”

“One of those!” I pointed at a being made entirely out of fire and all the snow golems instantly started throwing snowballs at it. It didn’t stand a chance and it soon disappeared into smoke under the onslaught.

“Right, well, if my calculations are correct, if we walk in this direction, we should meet up with the mine cart I used to go to the film set.”

“Film set? That sounds like fun! Can we go there?”

“No.” I frowned darkly, shooting a dark look at Skip. “And if anyone starts singing songs at you about snowmen, throw snowballs at them until they shut up.”

The snow golems looked at each other and shrugged. I guess Very, Very Cold didn’t make it up to the fortress.

We walked in the direction of where I thought the mine cart might be. Inwardly, I hoped that I was right. Otherwise, we could be walking around in the Nether for days, or even weeks, getting more and more lost.


Day 28




“So where’s this mine cart you were talking about then?” asked Tony, one of the snow golems. “I thought we would have found it by now.”

“I don’t think there’s a mine cart at all,” muttered Skip. “I think this is all a wild goose chase. Why on earth the master wanted us to leave the mountains I don’t know. Ever since we left it’s been horribly hot. I say we should go back.”

“Yes! Let’s go back!” The snow golems all started yelling, demanding that I lead them back to the mountains and the safety of the fortress.

“I can’t do that,” I said patiently. “I’m under orders from Elliot, I mean, the master. Besides, the mine cart’s right there.”

I pointed to where an abandoned mine cart was waiting, secretly relieved that we’d found it just in time. I don’t know what I would have done to keep the snow golems on mission if we hadn’t.

The snow golems rushed towards it, all fighting for the best seats. Luckily, there was just enough space for all of us, so I gave it a push to get started and then jumped in the back as we sped through the Nether.

For once, the snow golems were quiet as they gazed around the Nether. I did the same. This was only the second time I’d been here and I saw all sorts of things I hadn’t noticed the first time around, like a huge fortress set in the middle of a lava-filled lake. We threw snowballs at the monsters milling around outside, but it was a bit too far away for us to reach, so the snowballs landed in the lake, fizzing as they slowly sank, the potion of fire resistance built into them offering some protection for a while.

“Wheeee!” cheered Bruce. “This is so much fun! We should have built a mine cart track in the mountains! We could have sped down the mountains!”

I nodded. It was a good idea. Perhaps we should build a rollercoaster ride in the forest when we moved. Imagine doing guarding duties while you were on a mine cart going up and down and round and round!

At last we reached the end of the track and the snow golems piled out sadly. 

“I want to do that again!” pouted Skip. 

“One day,” I promised. “First we need to go to the forest and make sure everything is ready for the master.”

One by one we went through the portal back to Minecraftia. 

I was almost home.


Day 29




There it was. My home. 

“Come on, everyone,” I called over my shoulder as I rushed towards my shelter. “We need to expand my shelter so that it’s fit for the master and all the snow golems can fit in!”

“Not so fast.”

I skidded to a halt as Billy stepped out in front of the shelter flanked by a large group of burly men. 

“Did you really think you could get away with destroying my film set like that?” he said.

“Did you really think you could get away with treating me like an idiot?” I countered. “First you make a film that insults snow golems everywhere and then you try and use my popularity to make another film that is even worse! I saw the script. I took a copy before I left. Harvey and his brother aren’t action heroes! They’re clowns who go from one disaster to another until the princesses save them. Snow golems don’t need anyone to save them!”

“You will after I’ve finished with you,” Billy told me. “Get him, boys!”

Yelling, the guards charged towards me, but they hadn’t counted on meeting a large army of snow golems.

Seeing one of their own under attack, my fellow snow golems rushed forward, sending a flurry of snowballs at the guards. Coughing and spluttering, they were forced to a halt as they wiped the snow out of their eyes so they could see, giving the snow golems enough time to catch up with them and get the first blow.
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It wasn’t long before all the guards were lying on the floor, dazed and confused as they wondered what had hit them. 

The snow golems had won!

“Let that be a lesson to you, Billy,” I said, going over to the film producer, who fell to his knees, begging me not to hurt him. “Snow golems are no joke!”

“I know that now and I’m sorry,” Billy wept. 

“You have one chance to put things right,” I told him. “Make a film about snow golems that shows what we’re really like. Show our strength and intelligence, show people how we look after each other and show people that we’re the best friend a Minecraftian could have – unless you try to cheat us the way you did. If you don’t, then one day you’re going to wake up to find yourself surrounded by snow golems and what happens next won’t be very pretty.”

“I will,” Billy promised.

I let him and his guards go and watched as they ran off through the forest as fast as they could go.

“Right, then. We’ve got a shelter to build, fit for a master and his snow golems!”

The other snow golems cheered as we set to work.


Day 30




“That’s what this forest always needed,” I said, as I looked round at all the snow golems busy working away. “More people!”

It was true. Ever since the convention had come to the forests, I discovered that I loved being surrounded by other people to share things with. With all the snow golems working together, it wasn’t long before we had a shelter fit for Elliot.

“Excellent work, Claude!” 

I looked round to see Elliot coming towards me. I’d sent a party of snow golems through the Nether to fetch him and he looked very pleased with what I’d done.

“You’re back sooner than I expected,” I told him.

“Yes, well, that mine cart through the Nether trick really does make travelling very simple. I wish I’d known about it sooner – I could have saved myself so much time when I was on my adventures!”

He came and stood next to me, putting his arm around my shoulders. “I’m very proud of you, Claude,” he told me. “You’ve proven yourself a real leader. Now that we’re moving to the forest, I’m going to need someone to be my Chief Guard. What do you say? Do you think you’re up to the job?”

“Do I?”

I couldn’t believe my ears. Me? Chief Guard? After all the other snow golems told me how angry the master would be that I’d left my post, it turned out that it was the best thing I could have done. My experiences in Minecraftia made me the perfect snow golem to lead the troops and make sure that nobody harmed Elliot now that we were all living in the forest.

“I’d love to be your Chief Guard,” I smiled. Now that Billy was making a good movie about snow golems and I had my family with me, my world was complete.
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