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CHAPTER 1

Plink!

Something cold and wet pinged onto Will’s forehead and dripped down his cheek. He glanced at the icy structure towering above him. It must be twenty feet tall! he guessed, shading his eyes to see the top.

Jagged ice sculptures littered the landscape. Traveling through them, Will felt as if he were surrounded by an army of iron golems.

It was slow going—cold, wet, and slippery. But crossing the ice plains was the only way to get to the taiga biome. He gazed at the snowcapped mountain range ahead. He was so close now!

In just a few hours, he would wander through the spruce forest at the top of those hills. Throw snowballs. And finally build a snow golem, he thought with a happy shiver.

He looked back at his sled, where a flame-orange pumpkin rested in a nest of blankets. His brother, Seth, thought he was foolish for bringing that heavy pumpkin all the way from the farm. But what’s a snow golem without a pumpkin? thought Will. Just a boring old snowman. If he put a pumpkin on its head, the snowman would come to life as a snow golem—at least, that’s what he’d heard.
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Will grinned at the thought. Then he tightened his blue woolen cape around his shoulders and gave the sled a gentle tug.

Before he could take more than a few steps, a black rabbit hopped across his path. It paused to sniff the air, its whiskers trembling.
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“Hey, little fella!” called Will. His voice sounded strange and hollow. When was the last time he had spoken to someone?

Will usually traveled with his friend Mina. But this time, they had agreed to split up. He had set out north to the taiga. And she had said something about going south, toward the desert. That’s okay, thought Will. I’ll have my own adventure. But he had to admit, he’d gotten used to having Mina by his side.

Seeing peaceful mobs like that rabbit made him feel less lonely. There was another one now! The black rabbits were easy to spot against the snow, like ink splotches on a fresh sheet of paper.

Will watched the rabbit hopping toward him—quickly, as if it were being chased. It was moving so fast!

But, wait … that was no rabbit. As Will watched, the ink splotch grew in size. It wasn’t really hopping—it was bounding. And as it barreled across the icy landscape, Will suddenly realized what it was.

A wolf.

And it was heading directly for him.

Wolves don’t attack people, Will reminded himself. Not unless we attack them first. But his racing heart wouldn’t listen. He fought the urge to turn and flee, knowing he’d never outrun the animal on this slippery path.
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