file:///F|/rah/C.%20S.%20L ewis/CS%20L ewis%20-%201%20-%20The%20M agi cian's%20Nephew.txt

THE MAG CI AN S NEPHEW

BY
C S LEWS
CHAPTER ONE

THE WRONG DOOR

This is a story about sonething that happened | ong ago when your grandfather was a child. It is a
very inportant story because it shows how all the com ngs and goi ngs between our own world and the
I and of Narnia first began.

In those days M Sherlock Holnmes was still living in Baker Street and the Bastabl es were | ooking
for treasure in the Lewi sham Road. In those days, if you were a boy you had to wear a stiff Eton
collar every day, and schools were usually nastier than now. But neals were nicer; and as for
sweets, | won't tell you how cheap and good they were, because it would only rmake your nouth water
in vain. And in those days there lived in London a girl called Polly Plumer.

She lived in one of a |long row of houses which were all joined together. One norning she was out
in the back garden when a boy scranbled up fromthe garden next door and put his face over the
wall. Polly was very surprised because up till now there had never been any children in that

house, but only M Ketterley and M ss Ketterley, a brother and sister, old bachelor and ol d maid,
living together. So she | ooked up, full of curiosity. The face of the strange boy was very grubby.
It could hardly have been grubbier if he had first rubbed his hands in the earth, and then had a
good cry, and then dried his face with his hands. As a matter of fact, this was very nearly what
he had been doi ng.

"Hul l o," said Polly.

"Hullo," said the boy. "What's your nane?"
"Polly," said Polly. "What's yours?"
"Digory," said the boy.

"I say, what a funny nane!" said Polly.

"It isn't half so funny as Polly," said Digory.

"Yes it is," said Polly.

"No, it isn't," said Digory.

"At any rate | do wash ny face," said Polly, "Wich is what you need to do; especially after -"
and then she stopped. She had been going to say "After you' ve been bl ubbing," but she thought that
woul dn't be polite.

"Alright, | have then," said Digory in a nuch |ouder voice, |like a boy who was so m serabl e that
he didn't care who knew he had been crying. "And so would you," he went on, "if you'd lived al
your life in the country and had a pony, and a river at the bottom of the garden, and then been
brought to live in a beastly Hole like this."

"London isn't a Hole," said Polly indignantly. But the boy was too wound up to take any notice of
her, and he went on "And if your father was away in India - and you had to cone and live with an
Aunt and an Uncle who's mad (who would like that?) - and if the reason was that they were | ooking
after your Mother - and if your Mdther was ill and was going to - going to - die." Then his face
went the wong sort of shape as it does if you're trying to keep back your tears.

"I didn't know. I'msorry," said Polly hunmbly. And then, because she hardly knew what to say, and
also to turn Digory's mind to cheerful subjects, she asked:
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"I's M Ketterley really nad?"

"Wel|l either he's nad," said Digory, "or there's sone other nmystery. He has a study on the top
floor and Aunt Letty says | nust never go up there. Wll, that |looks fishy to begin with. And then
there's another thing. Wenever he tries to say anything to nme at neal tinmes - he never even tries
to talk to her - she always shuts himup. She says, "Don't worry the boy, Andrew' or "I'm sure

Di gory doesn't want to hear about that" or else "Now, Digory, wouldn't you like to go out and play
in the garden?"

"What sort of things does he try to say?"

"I don't know. He never gets far enough. But there's nore than that. One night - it was |ast night
in fact - as | was going past the foot of the attic-stairs on ny way to bed (and | don't nuch care
for going past themeither) I'"'msure | heard a yell."

"Perhaps he keeps a mad wife shut up there."
"Yes, |'ve thought of that."
"Or perhaps he's a coiner."

"Or he might have been a pirate, like the man at the begi nning of Treasure |sland, and be al ways
hiding fromhis old shipnates."

"How exciting!" said Polly, "I never knew your house was so interesting.”

"You may think it interesting," said Digory. "But you wouldn't like it if you had to sleep there
How woul d you like to |lie awake listening for Uncle Andrew s step to come creeping along the
passage to your roon? And he has such awful eyes."

That was how Polly and Digory got to know one another: and as it was just the beginning of the
sunmmer hol i days and neither of themwas going to the sea that year, they net nearly every day.

Their adventures began chiefly because it was one of the wettest and col dest summers there had
been for years. That drove themto do indoor things: you mght say, indoor exploration. It is
wonder ful how nuch expl oring you can do with a stunp of candle in a big house, or in a row of
houses. Polly had discovered |ong ago that if you opened a certain little door in the box-room
attic of her house you would find the cistern and a dark place behind it which you could get into
by a little careful clinmbing. The dark place was like a long tunnel with brick wall on one side
and sl oping roof on the other. In the roof there were little chunks of |ight between the slates.
There was no floor in this tunnel: you had to step fromrafter to rafter, and between themthere
was only plaster. If you stepped on this you would find yourself falling through the ceiling of
the room bel ow. Polly had used the bit of the tunnel just beside the cistern as a snugglers' cave.
She had brought up bits of old packing cases and the seats of broken kitchen chairs, and things of
that sort, and spread themacross fromrafter to rafter so as to nake a bit of floor. Here she
kept a cash-box containing various treasures, and a story she was witing and usually a few

appl es. She had often drunk a quiet bottle of ginger-beer in there: the old bottles nade it | ook
nore |ike a smugglers' cave.

Digory quite liked the cave (she wouldn't | et himsee the story) but he was nore interested in
expl ori ng.

"Look here," he said. "How | ong does this tunnel go on for? | nean, does it stop where your house
ends?"
"No," said Polly. "The walls don't go out to the roof. It goes on. | don't know how far."

"Then we could get the length of the whole row of houses."
"So we could,"” said Polly, "And oh, | say!"
"\What ?"

"W could get into the other houses."
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"Yes, and get taken up for burglars! No thanks."

"Don't be so jolly clever. | was thinking of the house beyond yours." ,

"What about it?"

"Why, it's the enpty one. Daddy says it's always been enpty since we cane here."

"l suppose we ought to have a look at it then," said Digory. He was a good deal nore excited than
you' d have thought fromthe way he spoke. For of course he was thinking, just as you would have
been, of all the reasons why the house m ght have been enpty so long. So was Polly. Neither of
them said the word "haunted". And both felt that once the thing had been suggested, it would be
feeble not to do it.

"Shall we go and try it now?" said Digory.

"Alright," said Polly.

"Don't if you'd rather not," said Digory.

"I"'mgane if you are," said she.

"How are we to know we're in the next house but one?" They decided they would have to go out into
t he boxroom and wal k across it taking steps as long as the steps fromone rafter to the next. That
woul d give them an idea of how many rafters went to a room Then they would all ow about four nore
for the passage between the two attics in Polly's house, and then the sane nunber for the naid' s
bedroom as for the box-room That would give themthe |l ength of the house. Wen they had done that
di stance twice they would be at the end of Digory's house; any door they cane to after that would
let theminto an attic of the enpty house.

"But | don't expect it's really enpty at all," said Digory.

"What do you expect?"

"l expect soneone lives there in secret, only comng in and out at night, with a dark lantern. W
shal | probably di scover a gang of desperate crimnals and get a reward. It's all rot to say a
house woul d be enpty all those years unless there was sonme nystery."

"Daddy thought it nust be the drains," said Polly.

"Pooh! Grown-ups are always thinking of uninteresting explanations,"” said Digory. Now that they
were tal king by daylight in the attic instead of by candlelight in the Snugglers' Cave it seened
much less likely that the enpty house woul d be haunted.

When they had neasured the attic they had to get a pencil and do a sum They both got different
answers to it at first, and even when they agreed | amnot sure they got it right. They were in a
hurry to start on the exploration

"W nustn't nmake a sound," said Polly as they clinbed in again behind the cistern. Because it was
such an inportant occasion they took a candle each (Polly had a good store of themin her cave).

It was very dark and dusty and draughty and they stepped fromrafter to rafter w thout a word
except when they whi spered to one another, "We're opposite your attic now' or "this nust be

hal fway through our house". And neither of them stunbled and the candles didn't go out, and at

| ast they canme where they could see a little door in the brick wall on their right. There was no
bolt or handle on this side of it, of course, for the door had been nade for getting in, not for
getting out; but there was a catch (as there often is on the inside of a cupboard door) which they
felt sure they would be able to turn.

"Shall 1?" said D gory.

"I"'mgane if you are," said Polly, just as she had said before. Both felt that it was beconi ng
very serious, but neither would draw back. Digory pushed round the catch with sone difficultly.
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The door swung open and the sudden daylight made them blink. Then, with a great shock, they saw
that they were | ooking, not into a deserted attic, but into a furnished room But it seened enpty
enough. It was dead silent. Polly's curiosity got the better of her. She bl ew out her candl e and
stepped out into the strange room naking no nore noi se than a nouse.

It was shaped, of course, like an attic, but furnished as a sitting-room Every bit of the walls
was |ined with shelves and every bit of the shelves was full of books. A fire was burning in the
grate (you renenber that it was a very cold wet summer that year) and in front of the fire-place
with its back towards them was a hi gh-backed arncthair. Between the chair and Polly, and filling
nost of the mddle of the room was a big table piled with all sorts of things printed books, and
books of the sort you wite in, and ink bottles and pens and sealing-wax and a microscope. But
what she noticed first was a bright red wooden tray with a nunber of rings on it. They were in
pairs - a yellow one and a green one together, then a little space, and then another yell ow one
and anot her green one. They were no bigger than ordinary rings, and no one could hel p noticing

t hem because they were so bright. They were the nost beautiful shiny little things you can

i mgine. If Polly had been a very little younger she would have wanted to put one in her nouth.

The roomwas so quiet that you noticed the ticking of the clock at once. And yet, as she now
found, it was not absolutely quiet either. There was a faint - a very, very faint - hunm ng sound.
I f Hoovers had been invented in those days Polly would have thought it was the sound of a Hoover
bei ng worked a long way off - several roons away and several floors below. But it was a nicer
sound than that, a nore nusical tone: only so faint that you could hardly hear it.

"It's alright; there's no one here," said Polly over her shoulder to Digory. She was speaking
above a whi sper now. And Digory came out, blinking and | ooking extrenely dirty - as indeed Polly
was t oo.

"This is no good," he said. "It's not an enpty house at all. W'd better bunk before anyone
cones. "

"What do you think those are?" said Polly, pointing at the col oured rings.
"Ch come on," said Digory. "The sooner-"

He never finished what he was going to say for at that noment sonething happened. The hi gh-backed

chair in front of the fire nmoved suddenly and there rose up out of it - like a pantom ne denon
com ng up out of a trapdoor the alarming formof Uncle Andrew. They were not in the enpty house at
all; they were in Digory's house and in the forbidden study! Both children said "O o0-oh" and

realized their terrible mstake. They felt they ought to have known all along that they hadn't
gone nearly far enough.

Uncle Andrew was tall and very thin. He had a |l ong cl ean-shaven face with a sharply-pointed nose
and extrenely bright eyes and a great tousled nmop of grey hair.

Di gory was quite speechless, for Uncle Andrew | ooked a thousand tines nore alarm ng than he had
ever | ooked before. Polly was not so frightened yet; but she soon was. For the very first thing
Uncle Andrew did was to wal k across to the door of the room shut it, and turn the key in the

| ock. Then he turned round, fixed the children with his bright eyes, and smled, showing all his
teeth.

"There!" he said. "Now ny fool of a sister can't get at you!"

It was dreadfully unlike anything a grown-up woul d be expected to do. Polly's heart canme into her
mout h, and she and Digory started backing towards the little door they had cone in by. Uncle
Andrew was too quick for them He got behind them and shut that door too and stood in front of it.
Then he rubbed his hands and made his knuckl es crack. He had very long, beautifully white,
fingers.

"I amdelighted to see you," he said. "Two children are just what | wanted."

"Pl ease, M Ketterley," said Polly. "It's nearly my dinner time and |I've got to go honme. WIIl you
I et us out, please?"
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"Not just yet," said Uncle Andrew. "This is too good an opportunity to miss. | wanted two
children. You see, I'min the mddle of a great experinent. |I've tried it on a guinea-pig and it
seened to work. But then a guinea-pig can't tell you anything. And you can't explain to it howto
come back."

"Look here, Uncle Andrew," said Digory, "it really is dinner time and they'll be |ooking for us in
a noment. You nust |let us out."”

"Must ?" said Uncl e Andrew.

Di gory and Polly glanced at one another. They dared not say anything, but the glances neant "Isn't
this dreadful ?" and "We nust hunour him"

"If you let us go for our dinner now," said Polly, "we could cone back after dinner."

"Ah, but how do | know that you woul d?" said Uncle Andrew with a cunning snmile. Then he seened to
change hi s nind.

"Well, well," he said, "if you really must go, | suppose you nust. | can't expect two youngsters
like you to find it much fun talking to an old buffer like me." He sighed and went on. "You've no
i dea how lonely | sonmetines am But no matter. Go to your dinner. But | must give you a present
before you go. It's not every day that | see a little girl in nmy dingy old study; especially, if I
may say so, such a very attractive young |ady as yourself."

Pol Iy began to think he mght not really be nad after all.
"Whuldn't you like a ring, my dear?" said Uncle Andrew to Polly.
"Do you nmean one of those yellow or green ones?" said Polly. "How |l ovel y!"

"Not a green one," said Uncle Andrew. "I'mafraid | can't give the green ones away. But |'d be
delighted to give you any of the yellow ones: with ny [ove. Cone and try one on."

Polly had now quite got over her fright and felt sure that the old gentl eman was not nad; and
there was certainly sonething strangely attractive about those bright rings. She noved over to the
tray.

"Way! | declare," she said. "That humm ng noi se gets |ouder here. It's alnbpst as if the rings were
making it."

"What a funny fancy, ny dear," said Uncle Andrew with a laugh. It sounded a very natural |augh
but Digory had seen an eager, alnost a greedy, |ook on his face.

"Polly! Don't be a fool!" he shouted. "Don't touch them?"

It was too |ate. Exactly as he spoke, Polly's hand went out to touch one of the rings. And
i medi ately, without a flash or a noise or a warning of any sort, there was no Polly. Digory and
his Uncle were alone in the room

CHAPTER TWO
DI GORY AND HI' S UNCLE

IT was so sudden, and so horribly unlike anything that had ever happened to Digory even in a
nightmare, that he et out a scream Instantly Uncle Andrew s hand was over his mouth. "None of
that!" he hissed in Digory's ear. "If you start nmaking a noise your Mother'Il hear it. And you
know what a fright night do to her."

As Digory said afterwards, the horrible nmeanness of getting at a chap in that way, alnost made him
sick. But of course he didn't scream again.

"That's better,"” said Uncle Andrew. "Perhaps you couldn't help it. It is a shock when you first
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see soneone vani sh. Wy, it gave even ne a turn when the guinea-pig did it the other night."
"Was that when you yell ed?" asked Digory.
"Ch, you heard that, did you? | hope you haven't been spying on ne?"
"No, | haven't," said Digory indignantly. "But what's happened to Polly?"

"Congratul ate me, ny dear boy," said Uncle Andrew, rubbing his hands. "My experinment has
succeeded. The little girl's gone - vanished - right out of the world."

"What have you done to her?"
"Sent her to - well - to another place."”
"What do you nean?" asked Digory.

Uncl e Andrew sat down and said, "Well, 1'll tell you all about it. Have you ever heard of old Ms
Lef ay?"

"Wasn't she a great-aunt or something?" said Digory.
"Not exactly," said Uncle Andrew. "She was ny godnother. That's her, there, on the wall."

Di gory | ooked and saw a faded photograph: it showed the face of an old woman in a bonnet. And he
could now renenber that he had once seen a photo of the sanme face in an old drawer, at hone, in
the country. He had asked his Mther who it was and Mdther had not seened to want to tal k about
the subject nmuch. It was not at all a nice face, Digory thought, though of course with those early
phot ogr aphs one coul d never really tell

"Was there - wasn't there - sonething wong about her, Uncle Andrew?" he asked.

"Well," said Uncle Andrew with a chuckle, "it depends what you call wong. People are so narrow
m nded. She certainly got very queer in later life. Did very unwi se things. That was why they shut
her up."

"I'n an asylum do you nmean?"

"Ch no, no, no," said Uncle Andrew in a shocked voice. "Nothing of that sort. Only in prison."

"l say!" said Digory. "Wat had she done?"

"Ah, poor woman," said Uncle Andrew. "She had been very unwi se. There were a good many different
things. W needn't go into all that. She was always very kind to nme."

"But | ook here, what has all this got to do with Polly? I do wish you'd -"

"Al'l in good tine, nmy boy," said Uncle Andrew. "They let old Ms Lefay out before she died and

was one of the very few people whom she would allow to see her in her last illness. She had got to
di sli ke ordinary, ignorant people, you understand. | do nyself. But she and | were interested in
the sane sort of things. It was only a few days before her death that she told ne to go to an old
bureau in her house and open a secret drawer and bring her a little box that | would find there.
The nonent | picked up that box | could tell by the pricking in ny fingers that | held sonme great
secret in ny hands. She gave it ne and made ne promise that as soon as she was dead | would burn
it, unopened, with certain cerenonies. That prom se | did not keep."

"Well, then, it was jolly rotten of you," said Digory.
"Rotten?" said Uncle Andrew with a puzzled | ook

"Ch, | see. You nean that little boys ought to keep their promises. Very true: nobst right and
proper, I'msure, and I'mvery glad you have been taught to do it. But of course you nust
understand that rules of that sort, however excellent they may be for little boys - and servants -
and worren - and even people in general, can't possibly be expected to apply to profound students
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and great thinkers and sages. No, Digory. Men |ike ne, who possess hidden wi sdom are freed from
comon rul es just as we are cut off from conmon pl easures. Qurs, ny boy, is a high and lonely
destiny."

As he said this he sighed and | ooked so grave and nobl e and mnmysterious that for a second Digory
real ly thought he was saying sonething rather fine. But then he renmenbered the ugly | ook he had
seen on his Uncle's face the nonent before Polly had vani shed: and all at once he saw t hrough
Uncle Andrew s grand words. "All it neans,"” he said to hinmself, "Is that he thinks he can do
anything he likes to get anything he wants."

"Of course,"” said Uncle Andrew, "I didn't dare to open the box for a long tine, for | knew it

m ght contain sonething highly dangerous. For my godnother was a very remarkabl e woman. The truth
is, she was one of the last nortals in this country who had fairy blood in her. (She said there
had been two others in her tine. One was a duchess and the other was a charwonan.) In fact,

Di gory, you are now talking to the last man (possibly) who really had a fairy godnot her. There!
That'll be sonmething for you to renenber when you are an old nan yoursel f."

"I bet she was a bad fairy," thought Digory; and added out |oud. "But what about Polly?"

"How you do harp on that!" said Uncle Andrew. "As if that was what nattered! My first task was of
course to study the box itself. It was very ancient. And | knew enough even then to know that it
wasn't Greek, or O d Egyptian, or Babylonian, or Hittite, or Chinese. It was ol der than any of
those nations. Ah - that was a great day when | at last found out the truth. The box was
Atlantean; it came fromthe lost island of Atlantis. That neant it was centuries ol der than any of
the stone-age things they dig up in Europe. And it wasn't a rough, crude thing |like themeither
For in the very dawn of tine Atlantis was already a great city with pal aces and tenples and

| ear ned nen. "

He paused for a nonment as if he expected Digory to say something. But Digory was disliking his
Uncle nore every minute, so he said nothing.

"Meanwhi |l e," continued Uncle Andrew, "I was |learning a good deal in other ways (it wouldn't be
proper to explain themto a child) about Magic in general. That neant that | cane to have a fair
i dea what sort of things mght be in the box. By various tests | narrowed down the possibilities.
I had to get to know sonme - well, sone devilish queer people, and go through some very

di sagreeabl e experiences. That was what turned ny head grey. One doesn't becone a magician for
not hing. My health broke down in the end. But | got better. And at last | actually knew. "

Al t hough there was not really the | east chance of anyone overhearing them he |eaned forward and
al nost whi spered as he said:

"The Atl antean box contai ned sonething that had been brought from another world when our world was
only just beginning."

"What ?" asked Digory, who was now interested in spite of hinself.

"Only dust,"” said Uncle Andrew. "Fine, dry dust. Nothing nmuch to ook at. Not nuch to show for a
lifetime of toil, you mght say. Ah, but when |I |ooked at that dust (I took jolly good care not to
touch it) and thought that every grain had once been in another world - | don't nean anot her

pl anet, you know, they're part of our world and you could get to themif you went far enough - but
areally Gher Wrld - another Nature another universe - sonewhere you woul d never reach even if
you travell ed through the space of this universe for ever and ever - a world that could be reached

only by Magic - well!" Here Uncle Andrew rubbed his hands till his knuckles cracked |ike
fireworks
"1 knew," he went on, "that if only you could get it into the right form that dust would draw you

back to the place it had cone from But the difficulty was to get it into the right form M
earlier experinents were all failures. | tried themon guinea-pigs. Sone of themonly died. Sone
exploded like little bonbs -"

"It was a jolly cruel thing to do," said D gory who had once had a gui nea-pig of his own.

"How you do keep getting off the point!" said Uncle Andrew. "That's what the creatures were for
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I'd bought them nyself. Let me see - where was |? Ah yes. At last | succeeded in making the rings:
the yellow rings. But now a new difficulty arose. | was pretty sure, now, that a yellow ring would
send any creature that touched it into the ther Pace. But what would be the good of that if |
couldn't get themback to tell me what they had found there?"

"And what about then?" said Digory. "A nice mess they'd be in if they couldn't get back!"

"You will keep on |ooking at everything fromthe wong point of view," said Uncle Andrew with a
| ook of inpatience. "Can't you understand that the thing is a great experinent? The whol e poi nt of
sendi ng anyone into the O her Place is that | want to find out what it's like."

"Well why didn't you go yourself then?"

Di gory had hardly ever seen anyone so surprised and of fended as his Uncle did at this sinple
question. "Me? Me?" he exclained. "The boy nust be nad! A man at ny tine of life, and in ny state
of health, to risk the shock and the dangers of being flung suddenly into a different universe? |
never heard anything so preposterous in ny life! Do you realize what you' re saying? Think what
Anot her Worl d neans - you might neet anything anything."”

"And | suppose you've sent Polly into it then," said Digory. Hs cheeks were flam ng with anger
now. "And all | can say," he added, "even if you are nmy Uncle - is that you' ve behaved |ike a
coward, sending a girl to a place you're afraid to go to yourself."

"Silence, sir!" said Uncle Andrew, bringing his hand down on the table. "I will not be talked to
like that by a little, dirty, school boy. You don't understand. | amthe great scholar, the
magi ci an, the adept, who is doing the experinment. O course | need subjects to do it on. Bless ny
soul, you'll be telling me next that | ought to have asked the guinea-pigs' pernission before

used theml No great w sdom can be reached w thout sacrifice. But the idea of ny going nyself is
ridiculous. It's |like asking a general to fight as a commn sol dier. Supposing | got killed, what
woul d beconme of ny life's work?"

"Ch, do stop jawing," said Digory. "Are you going to bring Polly back?"

"I was going to tell you, when you so rudely interrupted nme," said Uncle Andrew, "that | did at
last find out a way of doing the return journey. The green rings draw you back."

"But Polly hasn't got a green ring."

"No " said Uncle Andrew with a

cruel smle.

"Then she can't get back," shouted Digory. "And it's exactly the sane as if you'd nurdered her

"She can get back," said Uncle Andrew, "if soneone else will go after her, wearing a yellow ring
hi msel f and taking two green rings, one to bring hinself back and one to bring her back."

And now of course Digory saw the trap in which he was caught: and he stared at Uncl e Andrew,
saying nothing, with his nouth wi de open. Hi s cheeks had gone very pale.

"I hope," said Uncle Andrew presently in a very high and nmighty voice, just as if he were a
perfect Uncle who had given one a handsone tip and sonme good advice, "I hope, Digory, you are not
given to showing the white feather. | should be very sorry to think that anyone of our famly had
not enough honour and chivalry to go to the aid of - er - a lady in distress."

"Ch shut up!" said Digory. "If you had any honour and all that, you'd be going yourself. But |
know you won't. Alright. | see |I've got to go. But you are a beast. | suppose you pl anned the
whol e thing, so that she'd go without knowing it and then I'd have to go after her."

"OF course," said Uncle Andrew with his hateful smle

"Very well. I'lIl go. But there's one thing | jolly well mean to say first. | didn't believe in
Magic till today. | see nowit's real. Well if it is, | suppose all the old fairy tales are nore
or less true. And you're sinply a wicked, cruel nagician |like the ones in the stories. Wll, |'ve
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never read a story in which people of that sort weren't paid out in the end, and | bet you will
be. And serve you right."

O all the things Digory had said this was the first that really went hone. Uncle Andrew started
and there cane over his face a | ook of such horror that, beast though he was, you could al nost
feel sorry for him But a second |later he smobothed it all away and said with a rather forced

| augh, "Well, well, | suppose that is a natural thing for a child to think - brought up anong
wonen, as you have been. Od wves' tales, eh? | don't think you need worry about my danger
Digory. Wwuldn't it be better to worry about the danger of your little friend? She's been gone
sonme tine. |f there are any dangers Over There - well, it would be a pity to arrive a nonment too
late. "

"Alot you care," said Digory fiercely. "But I"'msick of this jaw. Wat have | got to do?"

"You really nust learn to control that tenper of yours, ny boy," said Uncle Andrew coolly.
"Otherwise you' Il grow up like your Aunt Letty. Now. Attend to ne."

He got up, put on a pair of gloves, and wal ked over to the tray that contained the rings.

"They only work," he said, "if they're actually touching your skin. Waring gloves, | can pick
themup - like this - and nothing happens. |f you carried one in your pocket nothing would happen
but of course you'd have to be careful not to put your hand in your pocket and touch it by
accident. The noment you touch a yellow ring, you vanish out of this world. Wen you are in the
QO her Place | expect - of course this hasn't been tested yet, but | expect - that the nonent you
touch a green ring you vanish out of that world and - | expect - reappear in this. Now | take
these two greens and drop theminto your right-hand pocket. Renmenber very carefully which pocket
the greens are in. Gfor green and R for right. GR you see: which are the first two letters of
green. One for you and one for the little girl. And now you pick up a yellow one for yourself. |
should put it on on your finger - if | were you. There'll be |less chance of dropping it."

Di gory had al nost picked up the yellow ring when he suddenly checked hinsel f.

"Look here," he said. "Wat about Mdther? Supposing she asks where | anP”

"The sooner you go, the sooner you'll be back," said Uncle Andrew cheerfully.
"But you don't really know whether | can get back."

Uncl e Andrew shrugged his shoul ders, wal ked across to the door, unlocked it, threwit open, and
sai d:

"Ch very' well then. Just as you please. Go down and have your dinner. Leave the little girl to be
eaten by wild animals or drowned or starved in herworld or lost there for good, if that's what
you prefer. It's all one to ne. Perhaps before tea tinme you'd better drop in on Ms Plumer and
explain that she'll never see her daughter again; because you were afraid to put on a ring."

"By gum" said Digory, "don't | just wish | was big enough to punch your head!"

Then he buttoned up his coat, took a deep breath, and picked up the ring. And he thought then, as
he al ways thought afterwards too, that he could not decently have done anything el se

CHAPTER THREE
THE WOOD BETWEEN THE WORLDS

UNCLE ANDREW and his study vani shed instantly. Then, for a nmonent, everything became nuddl ed. The
next thing Digory knew was that there was a soft green |ight com ng down on himfrom above, and
darkness below. He didn't seemto be standing on anything, or sitting, or lying. Nothing appeared
to be touching him "I believe I"'min water,"” said Digory. "Or under water." This frightened him
for a second, but alnbst at once he could feel that he was rushing upwards. Then his head suddenly
came out into the air and, he found hinself scranbling ashore, out on to snooth grassy ground at

t he edge of a pool
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As he rose to his feet he noticed that he was neither dripping nor panting for breath as anyone
woul d expect after being under water. Hi s clothes were perfectly dry. He was standing by the edge
of a small pool - not nore than ten feet fromside to side in a wood. The trees grew cl ose
together and were so leafy that he could get no glinpse of the sky. Al the Iight was green |ight
that came through the | eaves: but there must have been a very strong sun overhead, for this green
daylight was bright and warm It was the quietest wood you could possibly inagine. There were no
birds, no insects, no aninmals, and no wind. You could al nost feel the trees growi ng. The pool he
had just got out of was not the only pool. There were dozens of others - a pool every few yards as
far as his eyes could reach. You could alnost feel the trees drinking the water up with their
roots. This wood was very nuch alive. Wen he tried to describe it afterwards

Di gory always said, "It was a rich place: as rich as pluntake."

The strangest thing was that, al most before he had | ooked about him Digory had half forgotten how
he had cone there. At any rate, he was certainly not thinking about Polly, or Uncle Andrew, or
even his Mdther. He was not in the |east frightened, or excited, or curious. |If anyone had asked

him "Where did you cone fron?" he would probably have said, "I've always been here." That was what
it felt like - as if one had al ways been in that place and never been bored although nothi ng had
ever happened. As he said long afterwards, "It's not the sort of place where things happen. The

trees go on growing, that's all."

After Digory had | ooked at the wood for a long tine he noticed that there was a girl lying on her
back at the foot of a tree a few yards away. Her eyes were nearly shut but not quite, as if she
were just between sl eeping and waking. So he | ooked at her for a long tinme and said nothing. And
at | ast she opened her eyes and | ooked at himfor a long tinme and she al so said nothing. Then she
spoke, in a dreany, contented sort of voice.

"I think I've seen you before," she said.

"I rather think so too," said Digory. "Have you been here | ong?"

"Ch, always,"” said the girl. "At least - | don't know a very long tine."
"So have |," said Digory.

"No you haven't, said she. "lI've just seen you cone up out of that pool."
"Yes, | suppose | did," said Digory with a puzzled air, "I'd forgotten."

Then for quite a long tinme neither said any nore.

"Look here," said the girl presently, "I wonder did we ever really neet before? | had a sort of
idea - a sort of picture in ny head - of a boy and a girl, like us - living sonmewhere quite
different - and doing all sorts of things. Perhaps it was only a dream"

"I'"ve had that same dream | think," said Digory. "About a boy and a girl, living next door - and
sonet hi ng about craw i ng anong rafters. | renmenber the girl had a dirty face."

"Aren't you getting it nmixed? In ny dreamit was the boy who had the dirty face."

"I can't renmenber the boy's face," said Digory: and then added, "Hullo! Wat's that?"

"Way! it's a guinea-pig," said the girl. And it was - a fat guinea-pig, nosing about in the grass.
But round the niddle of the guinea-pig there ran a tape, and, tied on to it by the tape, was a
bright yellow ring.

"Look! look," cried Digory, "The ring! And | ook! You've got one on your finger. And so have I|."

The girl now sat up, really interested at last. They stared very hard at one another, trying to
remenber. And then, at exactly the sane nonent, she shouted out "M Ketterley" and he shouted out
"Uncl e Andrew', and they knew who they were and began to renenber the whole story. After a few
m nutes hard tal king they had got it straight. Digory explained how beastly Uncl e Andrew had been
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"What do we do now?" said Polly. "Take the guineapig and go hone?"
"There's no hurry," said Digory with a huge yawn.

"I think there is," said Polly. "This place is too quiet. It's so - so dreany. You're al nost
asleep. If we once give into it we shall just |ie down and drowse for ever and ever."

"I't's very nice here," said Digory.

"Yes, it is," said Polly.

"But we've got to get back." She stood up and began to go cautiously towards the guinea-pig. But
t hen she changed her m nd

"W might as well |eave the guinea-pig," she said. "It's perfectly happy here, and your uncle wll
only do sonmething horrid to it if we take it hone."

"I bet he would," answered Digory. "Look at the way he's treated us. By the way, how do we get
honme?"

"CGo back into the pool, | expect."

They came and stood together at the edge | ooking down into the snoboth water. It was full of the
reflection of the green, |eafy branches; they nmade it | ook very deep

"W haven't any bathing things," said Polly.

"W shan't need them silly," said Digory. "W're going in with our clothes on. Don't you renenber
it didn't wet us on the way up?"

"Can you sw nP"

"A bit. Can you?"

"Well - not nuch.”

"I don't think we shall need to swm" said Digory "W want to go down, don't we?"

Nei t her of them nuch liked the idea of junping into that pool, but neither said so to the other
They took hands and said "One - Two - Three - Go" and junped. There was a great splash and of
course they closed their eyes. But when they opened them again they found they were stil
standi ng, hand in hand, in the green wood, and hardly up to their ankles in water. The pool was
apparently only a couple of inches deep. They splashed back on to the dry ground.

"What on earth's gone wong?" said Polly in a frightened voice; but not quite so frightened as you
m ght expect, because it is hard to feel really frightened in that wood. The place is too
peacef ul .

"Ch! 1 know," said Digory, "OF course it won't work. We're still wearing our yellow rings. They're
for the outward journey, you know. The green ones take you hone. W nust change rings. Have you
got pockets? Good. Put your yellowring in your left. 1've got two greens. Here's one for you."

They put on their green rings and cane back to the pool. But before they tried another junp Digory
gave a long "O ooh!"

"What's the matter?" said Polly.
"I"ve just had a really wonderful idea," said Digory. "What are all the other pool s?"
"How do you nean?"

"Way, if awe can get back to our own world by junping into this pool, mghtn't we get somewhere
el se by junping into one of the others? Supposing there was a world at the bottom of every pool."

"But | thought we were already in your Uncle Andrew s OQther Wrld or Ot her Place or whatever he
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called it. Didn't you say -"

"Ch bother Uncle Andrew," interrupted Digory. "I don't believe he knows anything about it. He
never had the pluck to come here hinself. He only tal ked of one O her World. But suppose there
wer e dozens?"

"You nean, this wood night be only one of thenP"
"No, | don't believe this wood is a world at all. | think it's just a sort of in-between place.”

Polly | ooked puzzled. "Don't you see?" said Digory. "No, do listen. Think of our tunnel under the
slates at home. It isn't a roomin any of the houses. In a way, it isn't really part of any of the
houses. But once you're in the tunnel you can go along it and conme into any of the houses in the
row. Mghtn't this wood be the sane? - a place that isn't in any of the worlds, but once you've
found that place you can get into themall."

"Well, even if you can -" began Polly, but Digory went on as if he hadn't heard her

"And of course that explains everything," he said. "That's why it is so quiet and sl eepy here.
Not hi ng ever happens here. Like at home. It's in the houses that people talk, and do things, and
have neal s. Nothing goes on in the inbetween places, behind the walls and above the ceilings and
under the floor, or in our own tunnel. But when you come out of our tunnel you nmay find yourself
in any house. | think we can get out of this place into jolly well Anywhere! W don't need to junp
back into the sane pool we cane up by. O not just yet."

"The Whod between the Wirlds," said Polly dreanmily. "It sounds rather nice."
"Come on," said Digory. "Which pool shall we try?"

"Look here," said Polly, "I'"'mnot going to try any new pool till we've made sure that we can get
back by the old one. W're not even sure if it'll work yet."

"Yes," said Digory. "And get caught by Uncle Andrew and have our rings taken away before we've had
any fun. No thanks."

"Couldn't we just go part of the way down into our own pool," said Polly. "Just to see if it
works. Then if it does, we'll change rings and conme up again before we're really back in M
Ketterley's study."

"Can we go part of the way down?"
"Well, it took time coming up. | suppose it'll take a little time going back."

Di gory made rather a fuss about agreeing to this, but he had to in the end because Polly
absolutely refused to do any exploring in new worlds until she had nade sure about getting back to
the old one. She was quite as brave as he about sone dangers (wasps, for instance) but she was not
so interested in finding out things nobody had ever heard of before; for Digory was the sort of
person who wants to know everything, and when he grew up he becane the fanmous Professor Kirke who
comes into other books.

After a good deal of arguing they agreed to put on their green rings ("Green for safety," said
Digory, "so you can't help remenbering which is which") and hol d hands and junp. But as soon as
they seermed to be getting back to Uncle Andrew s study, or even to their own world, Polly was to
shout "Change" and they would slip off their greens and put on their yellows. Digory wanted to be
the one who shouted "Change" but Polly woul dn't agree.

They put on the green rings, took hands, and once nore shouted "One -Two - Three - Go". This tine
it worked. It is very hard to tell you what it felt Iike, for everything happened so quickly. At
first there were bright lights noving about in a black sky; Digory always thinks these were stars
and even swears that he saw Jupiter quite close -close enough to see its nobon. But al nbst at once
there were rows and rows of roofs and chi mey pots about them and they could see St Paul's and
knew t hey were | ooking at London. But you could see through the walls of all the houses. Then they
could see Uncle Andrew, very vague and shadowy, but getting clearer and nore solid-1ooking all the
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time, just as if he were conming into focus. But before he becane quite real Polly shouted
"Change", and they did change, and our world faded away |like a dream and the green |ight above
grew stronger and stronger, till their heads canme out of the pool and they scranbl ed ashore. And
there was the wood all about them as green and bright and still as ever. The whol e thing had
taken less than a mnute.

"There!" said Digory. "That's alright. Now for the adventure. Any pool will do. Cone on. Let's try
that one."

"Stop!" said Polly- "Aren't we going to mark this pool ?"

They stared at each other and turned quite white as they realized the dreadful thing that D gory
had just been going to do. For there were any nunber of pools in the wood, and the pools were all
alike and the trees were all alike, so that if they had once left behind the pool that led to our
own world without naking some sort of |andmark, the chances woul d have been a hundred to one

agai nst their ever finding it again.

Di gory's hand was shaking as he opened his penknife and cut out a long strip of turf on the bank
of the pool. The soil (which snmelled nice) was of a rich reddi sh brown and showed up well agai nst
the green. "It's a good thing one of us has sone sense,” said Polly.

"Well don't keep on gassing about it," said Digory. "Come along, | want to see what's in one of
the other pools." And Polly gave hima pretty sharp answer and he said sonething even nastier in
reply. The quarrel lasted for several minutes but it would be dull to wite it all down. Let us
skip on to the noment at which they stood with beating hearts and rather scared faces on the edge
of the unknown pool with their yellow rings on and held hands and once nore said "One - Two -
Three - CGo!"

Spl ash! Once again it hadn't worked. This pool, too, appeared to be only a puddle. Instead of
reaching a new world they only got their feet wet and splashed their legs for the second tine that
nmorning (if it was a norning: it seens to be always the same tine in the Wod between the Wirl ds).

"Bl ast and botheration!" exclained Digory. "What's gone wong now? W' ve put our yellow rings on
all right. He said yellow for the outward journey."

Now the truth was that Uncle Andrew, who knew nothi ng about the Wod between the Wrlds, had quite
a wong idea about the rings. The yell ow ones weren't "outward" rings and the green ones weren't
"homewar d" rings; at least, not in the way he thought. The stuff of which both were nade had al
come fromthe wood. The stuff in the yellow rings had the power of drawi ng you into the wood; it
was stuff that wanted to get back to its own place, the in-between place. But the stuff in the
green rings is stuff that is trying to get out of its own place: so that a green ring would take
you out of the wood into a world. Uncle Andrew, you see, was working with things he did not really
under stand; nost nmagicians are. O course Digory did not realize the truth quite clearly either

or not till later. But when they had talked it over, they decided to try their green rings on the
new pool, just to see what happened.

"I"'mgane if you are," said Polly. But she really said this because, in her heart of hearts, she
now felt sure that neither kind of ring was going to work at all in the new pool, and so there was
not hing worse to be afraid of than another splash. | amnot quite sure that Digory had not the
same feeling. At any rate, when they had both put on their greens and cone back to the edge of the
wat er, and taken hands again, they were certainly a good deal nore cheerful and | ess solem than
they had been the first tine.

"One - Two - Three - Go!" said Digory. And they junped.

CHAPTER FOUR
THE BELL AND THE HAMVER

THERE was no doubt about the Magic this tine. Down and down they rushed, first through darkness
and then through a nmass of vague and whirling shapes which m ght have been al nost anything. It
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grew lighter. Then suddenly they felt that they were standing on sonmething solid. A nonent |ater
everything canme into focus and they were able to | ook about them

"What a queer place!" said D gory.
"l don't like it," said Polly with sonmething |ike a shudder

What they noticed first was the light. It wasn't like sunlight, and it wasn't like electric light,
or lamps, or candles, or any other light they had ever seen. It was a dull, rather red light, not
at all cheerful. It was steady and did not flicker. They were standing on a flat paved surface and
buil di ngs rose all around them There was no roof overhead; they were in a sort of courtyard. The
sky was extraordinarily dark - a blue that was al nost black. Wien you had seen that sky you
wondered that there should be any light at all

"I't's very funny weather here,"” said Digory. "I wonder if we've arrived just in time for a
t hunderstorm or an eclipse."”

"l don't like it," said Polly.

Both of them wi thout quite knowi ng why, were talking in whispers. And though there was no reason
why they should still go on holding hands after their junp, they didn't let go.

The walls rose very high all round that courtyard. They had many great wi ndows in them w ndows
wi t hout gl ass, through which you saw not hi ng but bl ack darkness. Lower down there were great
pillared arches, yawning blackly like the mouths of railway tunnels. It was rather cold.

The stone of which everything was built seenmed to be red, but that nmight only be because of the
curious light. It was obviously very old. Many of the flat stones that paved the courtyard had
cracks across them None of themfitted closely together and the sharp corners were all worn off.
One of the arched doorways was half filled up with rubble. The two children kept on turning round
and round to ook at the different sides of the courtyard. One reason was that they were afraid of

sonebody - or sonething - |ooking out of those wi ndows at them when their backs were turned.
"Do you think anyone lives here?" said Digory at last, still in a whisper.

"No," said Polly. "It's all in ruins. W haven't heard a sound since we cane."

"Let's stand still and listen for a bit," suggested Di gory.

They stood still and listened, but all they could hear was the thunp-thunp of their own hearts.

This place was at | east as quiet as the Wod between the Wrlds. But it was a different kind of
qui etness. The silence of the Wod had been rich and warm (you coul d al nbst hear the trees
growing) and full of life: this was a dead, cold, enpty silence. You couldn't inagine anything
growing init.

"Let's go hone," said Polly.

"But we haven't seen anything yet,
round. "

said Digory. "Now we're here, we sinply nust have a | ook

"I"'msure there's nothing at all interesting here."

"There's not nmuch point in finding a magic ring that lets you into other worlds if you're afraid
to |l ook at them when you' ve got there."

"Who' s tal king about being afraid?" said Polly, letting go of Digory's hand.
"I only thought you didn't seemvery keen on exploring this place."
"1"I'l go anywhere you go."

"W can get away the nonent we want to," said Digory. "Let's take off our green rings and put them
in our right-hand pockets. All we've got to do is to renenber that our yellow are in our |eft-hand
pockets. You can keep your hand as near your pocket as you |like, but don't put it in or you'l
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touch your yellow and vanish."

They did this and went quietly up to one of the big arched doorways which led into the inside of
the buil ding. And when they stood on the threshold and could look in, they sawit was not so dark
i nside as they had thought at first. It led into a vast, shadowy hall which appeared to be enpty;
but on the far side there was a row of pillars with arches between them and through those arches
there streanmed in sone nore of the same tired-looking light. They crossed the hall, wal king very
carefully for fear of holes in the floor or of anything |ying about that they might trip over. It
seened a | ong wal k. When they had reached the other side they came out through the arches and
found thensel ves in another and | arger courtyard.

"That doesn't |ook very safe,” said Polly, pointing at a place where the wall bul ged outward and
| ooked as if it were ready to fall over into the courtyard. In one place a pillar was m ssing
between two arches and the bit that cane down to where the top of the pillar ought to have been
hung there with nothing to support it. Cearly, the place had been deserted for hundreds, perhaps
t housands, of years.

"If it's lasted till now, | suppose it'll last a bit longer," said Digory. "But we nust be very
qui et. You know a noi se sonetinmes brings things down - |ike an aval anche in the Al ps."

They went on out of that courtyard into another doorway, and up a great flight of steps and

t hrough vast roons that opened out of one another till you were dizzy with the nere size of the
pl ace. Every now and then they thought they were going to get out into the open and see what sort
of country lay around the enornous pal ace. But each tine they only got into another courtyard.
They must have been nagnificent places when people were still living there. In one there had once
been a fountain. A great stone nonster with w de-spread wings stood with its nouth open and you
could still see a bit of piping at the back of its nouth, out of which the water used to pour
Under it was a wide stone basin to hold the water; but it was as dry as a bone. In other places
there were the dry sticks of sone sort of clinbing plant which had wound itself round the pillars
and hel ped to pull sone of themdown. But it had died |ong ago. And there were no ants or spiders
or any of the other living things you expect to see in a ruin; and where the dry earth showed
between the broken flagstones there was no grass or noss.

It was all so dreary and all so rmuch the sanme that even Digory was thinking they had better put on
their yellow rings and get back to the warm green, living forest of the In-between place, when
they came to two huge doors of sone netal that mght possibly be gold. One stood a little ajar. So
of course they went to ook in. Both started back and drew a |l ong breath: for here at |ast was
sonet hi ng worth seei ng.

For a second they thought the roomwas full of people - hundreds of people, all seated, and al

perfectly still. Polly and Digory, as you may guess, stood perfectly still thenselves for a good
long tinme, looking in. But presently they decided that what they were | ooking at could not be rea
peopl e. There was not a novenent nor the sound of a breath anbng themall. They were |ike the nopst

wonder f ul waxwor ks you ever saw.

This tinme Polly took the | ead. There was sonething in this roomwhich interested her nore than it
interested Digory: all the figures were wearing magnificent clothes. If you were interested in

clothes at all, you could hardly help going in to see themcloser. And the blaze of their colours
made this room | ook, not exactly cheerful, but at any rate rich and majestic after all the dust
and enptiness of the others. It had nore wi ndows, too, and was a good deal lighter

| can hardly describe the clothes. The figures were all robed and had crowns on their heads. Their
robes were of crinmson and silvery grey and deep purple and vivid green: and there were patterns,
and pictures of flowers and strange beasts, in needlework all over them Precious stones of

ast oni shing size and brightness stared fromtheir crowns and hung in chains round their necks and
peeped out fromall the places where anythi ng was fastened.

"Why haven't these clothes all rotted away | ong ago?" asked Polly.

"Magic," whispered Digory. "Can't you feel it? | bet this whole roomis just stiff with
enchantnents. | could feel it the nonment we cane in."

"Any one of these dresses would cost hundreds of pounds," said Polly.
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But Digory was nore interested in the faces, and indeed these were well worth [ooking at. The
people sat in their stone chairs on each side of the roomand the floor was left free down the
m ddl e. You could wal k down and | ook at the faces in turn.

"They were nice people, | think," said Digory.

Polly nodded. All the faces they could see were certainly nice. Both the nen and wonen | ooked ki nd
and wi se, and they seened to cone of a handsone race. But after the children had gone a few steps
down the roomthey came to faces that looked a little different. These were very sol enn faces. You
felt you would have to mnd your PPs and Qs, if you ever net living people who | ooked |like that.
When they had gone a little further, they found thensel ves anong faces they didn't like: this was
about the mddle of the room The faces here | ooked very strong and proud and happy, but they

| ooked cruel. Alittle further on they | ooked crueller. Further on again, they were still crue

but they no | onger | ooked happy. They were even despairing faces: as if the peopl e they bel onged
to had done dreadful things and al so suffered dreadful things. The last figure of all was the nost
interesting - a woman even nore richly dressed than the others, very tall (but every figure in
that roomwas taller than the people of our world), with a | ook of such fierceness and pride that
it took your breath away. Yet she was beautiful too. Years afterwards when he was an ol d nan
Digory said he had never in all his Iife known a woman so beautiful. It is only fair to add that
Pol Iy always said she couldn't see anything specially beautiful about her

This woman, as | said, was the last: but there were plenty of enpty chairs beyond her, as if the
room had been intended for a nmuch |arger collection of inages.

"I do wish we knew the story that's behind all this,"” said Digory. "Let's go back and | ook at that
table sort of thing in the mddle of the room"”

The thing in the middl e of the roomwas not exactly a table. It was a square pillar about four
feet high and on it there rose a little golden arch fromwhich there hung a little gol den bell;
and beside this there lay a little golden hamer to hit the bell wth.

"I wonder... | wonder... | wonder..." said Digory.
"There seens to be sonething witten here," said Polly, stooping down and | ooking at the side of
the pillar.

"By gum so there is," said Digory. "But of course we shan't be able to read it."

"Shan't we? I'mnot so sure," said Polly.

They both | ooked at it hard and, as you m ght have expected, the letters cut in the stone were
strange. But now a great wonder happened: for, as they |ooked, though the shape of the strange
letters never altered, they found that they could understand them |f only Digory had renenbered
what he hinmself had said a few m nutes ago, that this was an enchanted room he m ght have guessed
that the enchantnent was beginning to work. But he was too wild with curiosity to think about

that. He was longing nore and nore to know what was witten on the pillar. And very soon they both
knew. What it said was sonething like this - at least this is the sense of it though the poetry,
when you read it there, was better

Make your choice, adventurous Stranger; Strike the bell and bide the danger, O wonder, till it
drives you nad, What would have followed if you had.

"No fear!" said Polly. "W don't want any danger."

"Ch but don't you see it's no good!" said Digory. "W can't get out of it now W shall always be
wonderi ng what el se would have happened if we had struck the bell. |I'mnot going hone to be driven
mad by al ways thinking of that. No fear!"

"Don't be so silly," said Polly. "As if anyone woul d! Wat does it matter what woul d have
happened?"

"l expect anyone who's cone as far as this is bound to go on wondering till it sends himdotty.
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That's the Magic of it, you see. | can feel it beginning to work on nme al ready."

"Well | don't," said Polly crossly. "And | don't believe you do either. You're just putting it
on."

"That's all you know," said Digory. "It's because you're a girl. Grls never want to know anyt hi ng

but gossip and rot about people getting engaged."”

"You | ooked exactly |ike your Uncle when you said that," said Polly.

"Way can't you keep to the point?" said Digory. "What we're tal king about is -"
"How exactly like a man!" said Polly in a very grownup voice; but she added hastily, in her rea
voice, "And don't say I'mjust |ike a woman, or you'll be a beastly copy-cat."

"1 should never dreamof calling a kid Iike you a woman," said Digory loftily.

"Ch, I'ma kid, am1?" said Polly who was nowin a real rage. "Well you needn't be bothered by
having a kid with you any longer then. I'moff. |'ve had enough of this place. And |'ve had enough
of you too - you beastly, stuck-up, obstinate pig!"

"None of that!" said Digory in a voice even nastier than he neant it to be; for he saw Polly's
hand nmoving to her pocket to get hold of her yellowring. | can't excuse what he did next except
by saying that he was very sorry for it afterwards (and so were a good nany ot her people). Before
Polly's hand reached her pocket, he grabbed her wist, |leaning across with his back agai nst her
chest. Then, keeping her other armout of the way with his other elbow, he | eaned forward, picked
up the hamrer, and struck the golden bell a light, smart tap. Then he let her go and they fel
apart staring at each other and breathing hard. Polly was just beginning to cry, not with fear
and not even because he had hurt her wist quite badly, but with furious anger. Wthin two
seconds, however, they had sonething to think about that drove their own quarrels quite out of
their m nds

As soon as the bell was struck it gave out a note, a sweet note such as you might have expected,
and not very loud. But instead of dying away again, it went on; and as it went on it grew | ouder.
Before a mnute had passed it was twice as loud as it had been to begin with. It was soon so | oud
that if the children had tried to speak (but they weren't thinking of speaking now - they were
just standing with their nouths open) they would not have heard one another. Very soon it was so

| oud that they could not have heard one anot her even by shouting. And still it grew. all on one
note, a continuous sweet sound, though the sweetness had sonmething horrible about it, till all the
air in that great roomwas throbbing with it and they could feel the stone floor trenbling under
their feet. Then at last it began to be m xed with another sound, a vague, disastrous noise which
sounded first like the roar of a distant train, and then Iike the crash of a falling tree. They
heard sonething |ike great weights falling. Finally, with a sudden, rush and thunder, and a shake
that nearly flung themoff their feet, about a quarter of the roof at one end of the roomfell in,
great blocks of masonry fell all round them and the walls rocked. The noise of the bell stopped.
The cl ouds of dust cleared away. Everything becanme quiet again.

It was never found out whether the fall of the roof was due to Magi c or whether that unbearably
| oud sound fromthe bell just happened to strike the note which was nore than those crunbling
wal | s coul d stand.

"There! | hope you're satisfied now," panted Polly.

"Well, it's all over, anyway," said Digory.

And both thought it was; but they had never been nore mistaken in their lives.

CHAPTER FI VE

THE DEPLCORABLE WORD

file:/lIF|/rah/C.%20S.%20Lewis/CS%20Lewis%20-%201%20-%20The%20Magician's%20Nephew.txt (17 of 58) [2/3/03 12:05:39 AM]



file:///F|/rah/C.%20S.%20L ewis/CS%20L ewis%20-%201%20-%20The%20M agi cian's%20Nephew.txt

THE chil dren were facing one another across the pillar where the bell hung, still trenbling,
though it no |l onger gave out any note. Suddenly they heard a soft noise fromthe end of the room
whi ch was still undamaged. They turned quick as lightning to see what it was. One of the robed
figures, the furthest-off one of all, the woman whom Di gory thought so beautiful, was rising from

its chair. When she stood up they realized that she was even taller than they had thought. And you
coul d see at once, not only fromher crown and robes, but fromthe flash of her eyes and the curve
of her lips, that she was a great queen. She |ooked round the room and saw t he danage and saw t he
children, but you could not guess from her face what she thought of either or whether she was
surprised. She cane forward with long, swift strides.

"Who has awaked nme? Who has broken the spell?" she asked.
"I think it nust have been ne," said Digory.

"You!" said the Queen, |aying her hand on his shoulder - a white, beautiful hand, but Digory could
feel that it was strong as steel pincers. "You? But you are only a child, a conmon child. Anyone
can see at a glance that you have no drop of royal or noble blood in your veins. How did such as
you dare to enter this house?"

"We've cone from another world; by Magic," said Polly, who thought it was high tinme the Queen took
sonme notice of her as well as of D gory.

"I's this true?" said the Queen, still |ooking at Digory and not giving Polly even a gl ance.

"Yes, it is," said he.

The Queen put her other hand under his chin and forced it up so that she could see his face
better. Digory tried to stare back but he soon had to let his eyes drop. There was sonet hi ng about
hers that overpowered him

After she had studied himfor well over a mnute, she let go of his chin and said:

"You are no magician. The mark of it is not on you. You must be only the servant of a magician. It
is on another's Magic that you have travelled here."

"I't was my Uncle Andrew, " said Digory.

At the nmoment, not in the roomitself but from somewhere very close, there came, first a runbling,
then a creaking, and then a roar of falling masonry, and the floor shook

"There is great peril here," said the Queen. "The whol e palace is breaking up. If we are not out
of it in a few nmnutes we shall be buried under the ruin." She spoke as calmy as if she had been
merely nentioning the tine of day. "Cone," she added, and held out a hand to each of the children
Polly, who was disliking the Queen and feeling rather sulky, would not have |l et her hand be taken
i f she could have helped it. But though the Queen spoke so calmy, her novenments were as quick as
t hought. Before Polly knew what was happening her I eft hand had been caught in a hand so nuch

| arger and stronger than her own that she could do nothing about it.

"This is a terrible woman," thought Polly. "She's strong enough to break ny armw th one tw st.
And now that she's got ny left hand | can't get at ny yellowring. If | tried to stretch across
and get my right hand into my left pocket | mightn't be able to reach it, before she asked nme what
I was doi ng. Whatever happens we nmustn't |let her know about the rings. | do hope Digory has the
sense to keep his nouth shut. | wish | could get a word with him al one.™

The Queen led themout of the Hall of Inages into a long corridor and then through a whol e maze of
halls and stairs and courtyards. Again and again they heard parts of the great pal ace coll apsing,
sonetinmes quite close to them Once a huge arch cane thundering down only a nonent after they had
passed through it. The Queen was wal king quickly - the children had to trot to keep up with her
but she showed no sign of fear. Digory thought, "She's wonderfully brave. And strong. She's what |
call a Queen! | do hope she's going to tell us the story of this place."

She did tell themcertain things as they went al ong:
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"That is the door to the dungeons," she would say, or "That passage leads to the principal torture

chanmbers,” or "This was the old banqueting hall where ny greatgrandfather bade seven hundred
nobles to a feast and killed themall before they had drunk their fill. They had had rebellious
t houghts. "

They came at last into a hall larger and loftier than any they had yet seen. Fromits size and

fromthe great doors at the far end, Digory thought that now at |ast they nust be conming to the
mai n entrance. In this he was quite right. The doors were dead bl ack, either ebony or sone bl ack
metal which is not found in our world. They were fastened with great bars, nost of themtoo high
to reach and all too heavy to lift. He wondered how t hey woul d get out.

The Queen let go of his hand and rai sed her arm She drew herself up to her full height and stood
rigid. Then she said sonething which they couldn't understand (but it sounded horrid) and nade an
action as if she were throwi ng sonething towards the doors. And those high and heavy doors
trembled for a second as if they were made of silk and then crunbled away till there was nothing
I eft of thembut a heap of dust on the threshol d.

"Whew! " whistled Digory.

"Has your master nmgician, your uncle, power |ike mne?" asked the Queen, firnmly seizing Digory's
hand again. "But | shall know later. In the nmeantine, renmenber what you have seen. This is what
happens to things, and to people, who stand in ny way."

Much nmore light than they had yet seen in that country was pouring in through the now enpty
doorway, and when the Queen led themout through it they were not surprised to find thenselves in
the open air. The wind that blewin their faces was cold, yet sonehow stale. They were | ooking
froma high terrace and there was a great |andscape out bel ow t hem

Low down and near the horizon hung a great, red sun, far bigger than our sun. Digory felt at once
that it was al so ol der than ours: a sun near the end of its life, weary of |ooking down upon that
world. To the left of the sun, and higher up, there was a single star, big and bright. Those were
the only two things to be seen in the dark sky; they nade a dismal group. And on the earth, in
every direction, as far as the eye could reach, there spread a vast city in which there was no
living thing to be seen. And all the tenples, towers, palaces, pyramds, and bridges cast | ong,

di sastrous- 1 ooki ng shadows in the light of that withered sun. Once a great river had fl owed
through the city, but the water had | ong since vanished, and it was now only a wide ditch of grey
dust.

"Look well on that which no eyes will ever see again," said the Queen. "Such was Charn, that great
city, the city of the King of Kings, the wonder of the world, perhaps of all worlds. Does your
uncle rule any city as great as this, boy?"

"No," said Digory. He was going to explain that Uncle Andrew didn't rule any cities, but the Queen
went on:

"It is silent now But | have stood here when the whole air was full of the noises of Charn; the
tranpling of feet, the creaking of wheels, the cracking of the whips and the groani ng of sl aves,
the thunder of chariots, and the sacrificial druns beating in the tenples. | have stood here (but
that was near the end) when the roar of battle went up fromevery street and the river of Charn
ran red." She paused and added, "All in one nonent one wonan blotted it out for ever."

"Who?" said Digory in a faint voice; but he had al ready guessed the answer
"1," said the Queen. "I, Jadis the |ast Queen, but the Queen of the Wrld."
The two children stood silent, shivering in the cold w nd.

"It was ny sister's fault,"” said the Queen. "She drove ne to it. May the curse of all the Powers
rest upon her forever! At any noment | was ready to nmake peace - yes and to spare her life too, if
only she would yield ne the throne. But she would not. Her pride has destroyed t he whol e worl d.
Even after the war had begun, there was a solem pronise that neither side would use Magic. But
when she broke her promise, what could | do? Fool! As if she did not know that | had nmore Magic
than she! She even knew that | had the secret of the Deplorable Wird. Did she think - she was
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al ways a weakling - that | would not use it?"
"What was it?" said Digory.

"That was the secret of secrets,” said the Queen Jadis. "It had |ong been known to the great Kkings
of our race that there was a word which, if spoken with the proper cerenonies, would destroy al
living things except the one who spoke it. But the ancient kings were weak and softhearted and
bound thensel ves and all who should cone after themw th great oaths never even to seek after the
know edge of that word. But | learned it in a secret place and paid a terrible price to learn it.

I did not use it until she forced me to it. |I fought to overcome her by every other means. |
poured out the blood of ny armes |like water -"

"Beast!" nuttered Polly.

"The | ast great battle," said the Queen, "raged for three days here in Charn itself. For three
days | | ooked down upon it fromthis very spot. |I did not use ny power till the last of ny
soldiers had fallen, and the accursed wonan, ny sister, at the head of her rebels was hal fway up
those great stairs that lead up fromthe city to the terrace. Then | waited till we were so close
that we could see one another's faces. She flashed her horrible, w cked eyes upon nme and said,
"Victory." "Yes," said |, "Victory, but not yours." Then | spoke the Deplorable Wrd. A nonent
later | was the only living thing beneath the sun.”

"But the peopl e?" gasped Digory.
"What peopl e, boy?" asked the Queen

"All the ordinary people,” said Polly, "who' d never done you any harm And the wonen, and the
children, and the animals."

"Don't you understand?" said the Queen (still speaking to Digory). "I was the Queen. They were al
my people. What el se were they there for but to do ny will?"

"I't was rather hard luck on them all the sane," said he.

"I had forgotten that you are only a comobn boy. How shoul d you understand reasons of State? You
nmust | earn, child, that what would be wong for you or for any of the comon people is not wong
in a great Queen such as |. The weight of the world is on our shoulders. W nmust be freed from al
rules. Qurs is a high and lonely destiny."

Di gory suddenly renenbered that Uncle Andrew had used exactly the same words. But they sounded
much grander when Queen Jadis said theny perhaps because Uncl e Andrew was not seven feet tall and
dazzlingly beauti ful

"And what did you do then?" said D gory.

"l had already cast strong spells on the hall where the inages of ny ancestors sit. And the force
of those spells was that | should sleep anong them Ilike an i mage nyself, and need neither food
nor fire, though it were a thousand years, till one cane and struck the bell and awoke ne."

"Was it the Deplorable Wrd that made the sun |ike that?" asked Digory.
"Li ke what?" said Jadis
"So big, so red, and so cold."

"It has al ways been so," said Jadis. "At least, for hundreds of thousands of years. Have you a
different sort of sun in your world?"

"Yes, it's smaller and yellower. And it gives a good deal nore heat."

The Queen gave a long drawn "A-a-ah!" And Di gory saw on her face that sane hungry and greedy | ook
whi ch he had lately seen on Uncle Andrew s. "So," she said, "yours is a younger world."

She paused for a nonent to | ook once nore at the deserted city - and if she was sorry for all the
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evil she had done there, she certainly didn't showit - and then said: "Now, let us be going. It
is cold here at the end of all a the ages."

"Goi ng where?" asked both the children
"Where?" repeated Jadis in surprise. "To your world, of course.™

Pol Iy and Digory | ooked at each other, aghast. Polly had disliked the Queen fromthe first; and
even Digory, now that he had heard the story, felt that he had seen quite as much of her as he
wanted. Certainly, she was not at all the sort of person one would like to take hone. And if they
did like, they didn't know how they coul d. Wat they wanted was to get away thensel ves: but Polly
couldn't get at her ring and of course Digory couldn't go without her. Digory got very red in the
face and stanmered.

"Ch - oh - our world. | d-didn't know you wanted to go there."

"What el se were you sent here for if not to fetch me?" asked Jadis.

"I'"'msure you wouldn't like our world at all," said Digory. "It's not her sort of place, is it
Polly? It's very dull; not worth seeing, really."

"I't will soon be worth seeing when | rule it," answered the Queen

"Ch, but you can't," said Digory. "It's not like that. They wouldn't let you, you know "

The Queen gave a contenptuous snile. "Many great kings," she said, "thought they coul d stand

agai nst the House of Charn. But they all fell, and their very names are forgotten. Foolish boy! Do
you think that I, with ny beauty and nmy Magic, will not have your whole world at ny feet before a
year has passed? Prepare your incantations and take ne there at once."

"This is perfectly frightful," said Digory to Polly.

"Perhaps you fear for this Uncle of yours," said Jadis. "But if he honours ne duly, he shall keep
his life and his throne. | amnot comng to fight against him He nust be a very great Mgician
if he has found how to send you here. Is he King of your whole world or only of part?"

"He isn't King of anywhere," said Digory.

"You are lying," said the Queen. "Does not Magic always go with the royal blood? Wwo ever heard of
comon peopl e being Magicians? | can see the truth whether you speak it or not. Your Uncle is the
great King and the great Enchanter of your world. And by his art he has seen the shadow of ny
face, in sonme magic mrror or some enchanted pool; and for the |love of nmy beauty he has nade a
potent spell which shook your world to its foundati ons and sent you across the vast gulf between
world and world to ask ny favour and to bring me to him Answer nme: is that not howit was?"

"Wl |, not exactly," said Digory.
"Not exactly," shouted Polly. "Wy, it's absolute bosh from beginning to end."

"Mnions!" cried the Queen, turning in rage upon Polly and seizing her hair, at the very top of
her head where it hurts nost. But in so doing she let go of both the children's hands. "Now, "
shouted Digory; and "Quick! shouted Polly. They plunged their left hands into their pockets. They
did not even need to put the rings on. The nonent they touched them the whole of that dreary,
wor| d vani shed fromtheir eyes. They were rushing upward and a warm green |ight was grow ng nearer
over head.

CHAPTER SI X

THE BEG NNI NG OF UNCLE ANDREW S TROUBLES

"LET go! Let go!" screaned Polly.
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"I"mnot touching you!" said Digory.

Then their heads came out of the pool and, once nore, the sunny qui etness of the Wod between the
Wrlds was all about them and it seened richer and warmer and nore peaceful than ever after the
stal eness and ruin of the place they had just left. | think that, if they had been given the
chance, they woul d again have forgotten who they were and where they came from and woul d have lain
down and enjoyed thensel ves, half asleep, listening to the growing of the trees. But this tine
there was sonething that kept them as w de-awake as possible: for as soon as they had got out on
to the grass, they found that they were not alone. The Queen, or the Wtch (whichever you like to
call her) had come up with them holding on fast by Polly's hair. That was why Polly had been
shouting out "Let go!"

This proved, by the way, another thing about the rings which Uncle Andrew hadn't told Digory
because he didn't know it hinmself. In order to junp fromworld to world by one of those rings you
don't need to be wearing or touching it yourself; it is enough if you are touching soneone who is
touching it. In that way they work |like a nagnet; and everyone knows that if you pick up a pin
with a magnet, any other pin which is touching the first pin will come too.

Now t hat you saw her in the wood, Queen Jadis | ooked different. She was nuch pal er than she had
been; so pale that hardly any of her beauty was left. And she was stooped and seened to be finding
it hard to breathe, as if the air of that place stifled her. Neither of the children felt in the

| east afraid of her now

"Let go! Let go of nmy hair," said Polly. "What do you nean by it?"

"Here! Let go of her hair. At once," said Digory.

They both turned and struggled with her. They were stronger than she and in a few seconds they had
forced her to |l et go. She reel ed back, panting, and there was a | ook of terror in her eyes.

"Quick, Digory!" said Polly. "Change rings and into' the hone pool."

"Hel p! Hel p! Mercy!" cried the Wtch in a faint voice, staggering after them "Take ne with you.
You cannot. nmean to leave ne in this horrible place. It is killing nme."

"It's a reason of State," said Polly spitefully. "Like when you killed all those people in your
own world. Do be quick, Digory." They had put on their green rings, but Digory said:

"Ch bother! What are we to do?" He couldn't help feeling a little sorry for the Queen

"Ch don't be such an ass,"” said Polly. "Ten to one she's only shanmi ng. Do cone on." And then both
children plunged into the home pool. "It's a good thing we nade that mark," thought Polly. But as
they junped Digory felt that a large cold finger and thunb had caught himby the ear. And as they
sank down and the confused shapes of our own world began to appear, the grip of that finger and
thunb grew stronger. The Wtch was apparently recovering her strength. D gory struggled and

ki cked, but it was not of the least use. In a nonment they found thenmselves in Uncle Andrew s
study; and there was Uncle Andrew hinmself, staring at the wonderful creature that Digory had
brought back from beyond the world.

And well he night stare. Digory and Polly stared too. There was no doubt that the Wtch had got
over her faintness; and now that one saw her in our own world, with ordinary things around her

she fairly took one's breath away. In Charn she had been al arm ng enough: in London, she was
terrifying. For one thing, they had not realized till now how very big she was. "Hardly hunman" was
what Di gory thought when he | ooked at her; and he may have been right, for sonme say there is
giantish blood in the royal famly of Charn. But even her hei ght was nothing conpared with her
beauty, her fierceness, and her wildness. She |ooked ten times nore alive than nost of the people
one neets in London. Uncle Andrew was bowi ng and rubbing his hands and | ooking, to tell the truth,
extrenely frightened. He seened a little shrinp of a creature beside the Wtch. And yet, as Polly
said after

wards, there was a sort of |ikeness between her face and his, sonething in the expression. It was
the look that all w cked Magici ans have, the "Mark" which Jadis had said she could not find in
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Digory's face. One good thing about seeing the two together was that you woul d never again be
afraid of Uncle Andrew, any nmore than you'd be afraid of a wormafter you had net a rattl esnake or
afraid of a cow after you had nmet a rmad bul | .

"Pooh!" thought Digory to hinself. "H ma Mgician!
Not much. Now she's the real thing."

Uncl e Andrew kept on rubbing his hands and bowi ng. He was trying to say sonething very polite, but
his mouth had gone all dry so that he could not speak. H's "experinment” with the rings, as he
called it, was turning out nore successful than he liked: for though he had dabbled in Magic for
years he had always left all the dangers (as far as one can) to other people. Nothing at all Iike
this had ever happened to hi mbefore.

Then Jadi s spoke; not very loud, but there was sonething in her voice that nade the whol e room
qui ver.

"Where is the Magician who has called nme into this world?"

"Ah - ah - Madam " gasped Uncle Andrew, "I am nost honoured - highly gratified - a nost
unexpected, pleasure - if only | had had the opportunity of naking any preparations - | - | -

"Where is the Magician, Fool?" said Jadis.

"I - 1 am 'Madam | hope you will excuse any - er -. liberty these naughty children may have
taken. | assure you, there was no intention -"
"You?" said the Queen in a still nore terrible voice. Then, in one stride, she crossed the room

seized a great handful of Uncle Andrew s grey hair and pulled his head back so that his face

| ooked up into hers. Then she studied his face as she had studied Digory's face in the pal ace of
Charn. He blinked and licked his Iips nervously all the time. At last she et himgo: so suddenly
that he reel ed back agai nst the wall

"I see," she said scornfully, "you are a Magician - of a sort. Stand up, dog, and don't spraw
there as if you were speaking to your equals. How do you conme to know Magi c? You are not of royal
blood, I'lIl swear."

"Well - ah - not perhaps in the strict sense,” stamrered Uncle Andrew. "Not exactly royal, M am
The Ketterleys are, however, a very old fanmily. An old Dorsetshire famly, M am"

"Peace," said the Wtch. "I see what you are. You are a little, peddling Mgician who works by
rul es and books. There is no real Magic in your blood and heart. Your kind was nade an end of in
my world a thousand years ago. But here | shall allow you to be ny servant.”

"I should be nost happy - delighted to be of any service - a p-pleasure, | assure you."

"Peace! You talk far too much. Listen to your first task. | see we are in a large city. Procure
for me at once a chariot or a flying carpet or a well-trai ned dragon, or whatever is usual for
royal and nobl e persons in your |land. Then bring ne to places where | can get clothes and jewels
and slaves fit for my rank. Tomorrow I will begin the conquest of the world."

"I -1 - 1"lIl go and order a cab at once," gasped Uncl e Andrew.

"Stop," said the Wtch, just as he reached the door. "Do not dream of treachery. My eyes can see
through walls and into the minds of nen. They will be on you wherever you go. At the first sign of
di sobedience | will lay such spells on you that anything you sit down on will feel like red hot

i ron and whenever you lie in a bed there will be invisible blocks of ice at your feet. Now go."

The old man went out, looking like a dog with its tail between its |egs.

The children were now afraid that Jadis woul d have sonmething to say to them about what had
happened in the wood. As it turned out, however, she never nentioned it either then or afterwards.
I think (and Digory thinks too) that her mind was of a sort which cannot renenber that quiet place
at all, and however often you took her there and however |ong you left her there, she would stil
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know not hi ng about it. Now that she was left alone with the children, she took no notice of either

of them And that was like her too. In Charn she had taken no notice of Pony (till the very end)
because Digory was the one she wanted to nake use of. Now that she had Uncle Andrew, she took no
notice of Digory. | expect nost witches are like that. They are not interested in things or people

unl ess they can use them they are terribly practical. So there was silence in the roomfor a
m nute or two. But you could tell by the way Jadis tapped her foot on the floor that she was
grow ng i npatient.

Presently she said, as if to herself, "Wat is the old fool doing? | should have brought a whip."
She stal ked out of the roomin pursuit of Uncle Andrew without one glance at the children

"Whew! " said Polly, letting out a long breath of relief. "And now | nust get hone. It's
frightfully late. | shall catch it."

"Well do, do cone back as soon as you can," said Digory. "This is sinply ghastly, having her here.
We must nake sone sort of plan.”

"That's up to your Uncle now," said Polly. "It was he who started all this messing about with
Magi c. "

"Al'l the sanme, you will cone back, won't you? Hang it all, you can't |eave nme alone in a scrape
like this."

"I shall go hone by the tunnel," said Polly rather coldly. "That'l|l be the quickest way. And if

you want ne to cone back, hadn't you better say you're sorry?"
"Sorry?" exclainmed Digory. "Well now, if that isn't just like a girl! Wat have | done?"

"Ch nothing of course," said Polly sarcastically. "Only nearly screwed ny wist off in that room
with all the waxworks, like a cowardly bully. Only struck the bell with the hamrer, like a silly
idiot. Only turned back in the wood so that she had time to catch hold of you before we junped
into our own pool. That's all."

"Ch," said Digory, very surprised. "Well, alright, I'll say I"'msorry. And | really am sorry about
what happened in the waxworks room There: |I've said I'msorry. And now, do be decent and cone
back. | shall be in a frightful hole if you don't."

"I don't see what's going to happen to you. It's M Ketterley who's going to sit on red hot chairs
and have ice in his bed, isn't it?"

"It isn't that sort of thing," said Digory. "What |'m bothered about is Mther. Suppose that
creature went into her room She might frighten her to death.”

"Ch, | see," said Polly in rather a different voice. "Alright. W'll call it Pax. |I'll cone back -
if I can. But | nust go now. " And she crawl ed through the little door into the tunnel; and that
dark place anobng the rafters which had seened so exciting and adventurous a few hours ago, seened
quite tame and honely now.

We nust now go back to Uncle Andrew. His poor old heart went pit-a-pat as he staggered down the
attic stairs and he kept on dabbing at his forehead with a handkerchief. Wen he reached his
bedroom which was the floor below, he |locked himself in. And the very first thing he did was to
grope in his wardrobe for a bottle and a w ne-glass which he al ways kept hidden there where Aunt
Letty could not find them He poured hinself out a glassful of some nasty, grown-up drink and
drank it off at one gulp. Then he drew a deep breath.

"Upon nmy word," he said to hinself. "I'mdreadfully shaken. Most upsetting! And at ny time of
lifel"

He poured out a second glass and drank it too; then he began to change his clothes. You have never
seen such clothes, but |I can remenber them He put on a very high, shiny, stiff collar of the sort
that made you hold your chin up all the tine. He put on a white waistcoat with a pattern on it and
arranged his gold watch chain across the front. He put on his best frock-coat, the one he kept for
weddi ngs and funerals. He got out his best tall hat and polished it up. There was a vase of
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flowers (put there by Aunt Letty) on his dressing table; he took one and put it in his buttonhole.
He took a cl ean handkerchief (a lovely one such as you couldn't buy today) out of the little

| efthand drawer and put a few drops of scent on it. He took his eye-glass, with the thick bl ack

ri bbon, and screwed it into his eye; then he | ooked at hinself in the mrror

Chil dren have one kind of silliness, as you know, and grown-ups have another kind. At this nonent
Uncl e Andrew was beginning to be silly in a very grown-up way. Now that the Wtch was no |l onger in
the sane roomwi th himhe was quickly forgetting how she had frightened himand thinking nore and
nore of her wonderful beauty. He kept on saying to hinself, "A demfine wonan, sir, a demfine
worman. A superb creature." He had al so sonmehow nanaged to forget that it was the children who had
got hold of this "superb creature": he felt as if he hinself by his Magic had call ed her out of
unknown worl ds.

"Andrew, ny boy," he said to hinself as he | ooked in the glass, "you're a devilish well preserved
fellow for your age. A distinguished-Iooking man, sir."

You see, the foolish old man was actually beginning to i magine the Wtch would fall in love with
him The two drinks probably had something to do with it, and so had his best clothes. But he was,
in any case, as vain as a peacock; that was why he had becorme a Magici an

He unl ocked' the door, went downstairs, sent the housemaid out to fetch a hansom (everyone had

| ots of servants in those days) and | ooked into the drawi ngroom There, as he expected, he found
Aunt Letty. She was busily nending a mattress. It lay on the floor near the w ndow and she was
kneeling on it.

"Ah, Letitia my dear," said Uncle Andrew, "I - ah have to go out. Just lend ne five pounds or so,
there's a good gel." ("Gel" was the way he pronounced girl.)

"No, Andrew dear," said Aunty Letty in her firm quiet voice, wthout |ooking up fromher work.
"I"ve told you times w thout nunber that | will not |lend you noney."

"Now pray don't be troubl esome, ny dear gel," said Uncle Andrew. "It's mpost inportant. You wll
put me in a deucedly awkward position if you don't."

"Andrew, " said Aunt Letty, looking himstraight in the face, "I wonder you are not ashanmed to ask
me for noney."

There was a long, dull story of a grown-up kind behind these words. All you need to know about it
is that Uncle Andrew, what wi th "managi ng dear Letty's business matters for her", and never doing
any work, and running up large bills for brandy and cigars (which Aunt Letty had paid again and
agai n) had nmade her a good deal poorer than she had been thirty years ago.

"My dear gel," said Uncle Andrew, "you don't understand. | shall have some quite unexpected
expenses today. | have to do a little entertaining. Cone now, don't be tiresone."

"And who, pray, are you going to entertain, Andrew?" asked Aunt Letty.
"A - a nost distinguished visitor has just arrived."

"Di stinguished fiddlestick!" said Aunt Letty. "There hasn't been a ring at the hell for the |ast
hour . "

At that nmonment the door was suddenly flung open. Aunt Letty | ooked round and saw wi th anmazenent
that an enornous woman, splendidly dressed, with bare arns and flashing eyes, stood in the
doorway. It was the Wtch.

CHAPTER SEVEN
VWHAT HAPPENED AT THE FRONT DOOR
"Now, slave, howlong am| to wait for nmy chariot?" thundered the Wtch. Uncle Andrew cowered away

fromher. Now that she was really present, all the silly thoughts he had had while | ooking at
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hinself in the glass were oozing out of him But Aunt Letty at once got up from her knees and cane
over to the centre of the room

"And who is this young person, Andrew, may | ask?" said Aunt Letty in icy tones.

"Di stinguished foreigner - v-very inportant p-person,” he stanmered.

"Rubbi sh!" said Aunt Letty, and then, turning to the Wtch, "Get out of nmy house this nmonment, you
shanel ess hussy, or I'Il send for the police."” She thought the Wtch nmust be someone out of a
circus and she did not approve of bare arns.

"What worman is this?" said Jadis. "Down on your knees, minion, before I blast you."
"No strong |language in this house if you please, young woman," said Aunt Letty.

Instantly, as it seened to Uncle Andrew, the Queen towered up to an even greater height. Fire
flashed from her eyes: she flung out her armwi th the sane gesture and the sane horri bl e- soundi ng
words that had lately turned the pal acegates of Charn to dust. But nothi ng happened except that
Aunt Letty, thinking that those horrible words were nmeant to be ordinary English, said:

"1 thought as nmuch. The worman is drunk. Drunk! She can't even speak clearly."”

It nust have been a terrible noment for the Wtch when she suddenly realized that her power of
turni ng people into dust, which had been quite real in her owmn world, was not going to work in
ours. But she did not |ose her nerve even for a second. Wthout wasting a thought on her

di sappoi nt nent, she lunged forward, caught Aunt Letty round the neck and the knees, raised her

hi gh above her head as if she had been no heavier than a doll, and threw her across the room
While Aunt Letty was still hurtling through the air, the housemaid (who was having a beautifully
exciting norning) put her head in at the door and said, "If you please, sir, the 'ansom s cone."

"Lead on, Slave," said the Wtch to Uncle Andrew. He began nuttering sonething about "regrettable
viol ence nust really protest”, but at a single glance from Jadis he becane speechl ess. She drove
hi m out of the room and out of the house; and Di gory canme running down the stairs just in time to
see the front door close behind them

"Jimny!" he said. "She's |loose in London. And with Uncle Andrew. | wonder what on earth is going
to happen now. "

"Ch, Master Digory," said the housemaid (who was really having a wonderful day), "I think Mss
Ketterley's hurt herself sonehow." So they both rushed into the drawing-roomto find out what had
happened.

If Aunt Letty had fallen on bare boards or even on the carpet, | suppose all her bones would have
been broken: but by great good |uck she had fallen on the mattress. Aunt Letty was a very tough
old lady: aunts often were in those days. After she had had sone sal volatile and sat still for a

few m nutes, she said there was nothing the matter with her except a few bruises. Very soon she
was taking charge of the situation.

"Sarah," she said to the housenaid (who had never had such a day before), "go around to the police
station at once and tell themthere is a dangerous lunatic at large. | will take Ms Kirke's |unch
up nmysel f." Ms Kirke was, of course, Digory's nother

When Mother's |unch had been seen to, Digory and Aunt Letty had their own. After that he did sone
hard t hi nki ng.

The problemwas how to get the Wtch back to her own world, or at any rate out of ours, as soon as
possi bl e. Wat ever happened, she nmust not be allowed to go ranpagi ng about the house. Mother nust
not see her.

And, if possible, she nust not be allowed to go ranpagi ng about London either. Digory had not been
in the drawi ngroom when she tried to "blast" Aunt Letty, but he had seen her "blast" the gates at
Charn: so he knew her terrible powers and did not know that she had | ost any of them by com ng
into our world. And he knew she neant to conquer our world. At the present nonent, as far as he
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could see, she m ght be blasting Bucki ngham Pal ace or the Houses of Parliament: and it was al npost
certain that quite a nunber of policenen had by now been reduced to little heaps of dust. And
there didn't seemto be anything he could do about that. "But the rings seemto work like

magnet s, " thought Digory. "If | can only touch her and then slip on ny yellow, we shall both go
into the Wod between the Wrlds. | wonder will she go all faint again there? Was that sonething
the place does to her, or was it only the shock of being pulled out of her own world? But |
suppose |I'lIl have to risk that. And how am| to find the beast? | don't suppose Aunt Letty would
let me go out, not unless | said where | was going. And | haven't got nore than twopence. |'d need
any anount of noney for buses and trans if | went |ooking all over London. Anyway, | haven't the
faintest idea where to |look. | wonder if Uncle Andrewis still with her."

It seenmed in the end that the only thing he could do was to wait and hope that Uncle Andrew and
the Wtch would come back. If they did, he must rush out and get hold of the Wtch and put on his
yel l ow Ring before she had a chance to get into the house. This neant that he nust watch the front
door like a cat watching a nouse's hole; he dared not |eave his post for a nonent. So he went into
the di ni ng-room and "glued his face" as they say, to the window. It was a bow w ndow from which
you coul d see the steps up to the front door and see up and down the street, so that no one could
reach the front door wi thout your know ng. "I wonder what Polly's doing?" thought Digory.

He wondered about this a good deal as the first slow half-hour ticked on. But you need not wonder,
for I amgoing to tell you. She had got home late for her dinner, with her shoes and stockings
very wet. And when they asked her where she had been and what on earth she had been doi ng, she
sai d she had been out with Digory Kirke. Under further questioning she said she had got her feet
wet in a pool of water, and that the pool was in a wood. Asked where the wood was, she said she
didn't know. Asked if it was in one of the parks, she said truthfully enough that she supposed it
m ght be a sort of park. Fromall of this Polly's nother got the idea that Polly had gone off,
without telling anyone, to some part of London she didn't know, and gone into a strange park and
anused herself junmping into puddles. As a result she was told that she had been very naughty

i ndeed and that she wouldn't be allowed to play with "that Kirke boy" any nore if anything of the
sort ever happened again. Then she was given dinner with all the nice parts left out and sent to
bed for two solid hours. It was a thing that happened to one quite often in those days.

So while Digory was staring out of the dining-roomw ndow, Polly was Ilying in bed, and both were
thinking howterribly slowy the time could go. | think, myself, | would rather have been in
Polly's position. She had only to wait for the end of her two hours: but every few m nutes Digory
woul d hear a cab or a baker's van or a butcher's boy coming round the corner and think "Here she
cones", and then find it wasn't. And in between these fal se alarns, for what seemed hours and
hours, the clock ticked on and one big fly - high up and far out of reach buzzed agai nst the

wi ndow. It was one of those houses that get very quiet and dull in the afternoon and al ways seem
to snmell of nutton.

During his long watching and waiting one small thing happened which | shall have to nmention
because sonething inportant cane of it later on. Alady called with some grapes for Digory's

Mot her; and as the dining-room door was open, Digory couldn't help overhearing Aunt Letty and the
lady as they talked in the hall.

"What | ovely grapes!" cane Aunt Letty's voice. "I'msure if anything could do her good these
woul d. But poor, dear little Mabel! I'mafraid it would need fruit fromthe I and of youth to help
her now. Nothing in this world will do nuch.” Then they both |owered their voices and said a | ot
nore that he could not hear

If he had heard that bit about the land of youth a few days ago he woul d have t hought Aunt Letty
was just tal king w thout meaning anything in particular, the way grown-ups do, and it wouldn't
have interested him He al nost thought so now. But suddenly it flashed upon his mnd that he now
knew (even if Aunt Letty didn't) that there really were other worlds and that he hinself had been
in one of them At that rate there m ght be a real Land of Youth sonmewhere. There m ght be al npst
anyt hing. There nmight be fruit in some other world that would really cure his nother! And oh, oh -
Well, you know how it feels if you begin hoping for sonmething that you want desperately badly; you
al nost fight against the hope because it is too good to be true; you' ve been di sappointed so often
before. That was how Digory felt. But it was no good trying to throttle this hope. It m ght

really, really, it just mght be true. So nmany odd thi ngs had happened al ready. And he had the
magi ¢ rings. There nust be worlds you could get to through every pool in the wood. He could hunt
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through themall. And then Mther well again. Everything right again. He forgot all about watching
for the Wtch. Hs hand was already going into the pocket where he kept the yellow ring, when all
at once he herd a sound of gall oping.

"Hul I o! What's that?" thought Digory. "Fire-engine? | wonder what house is on fire. Geat Scott,
it's comng here. Wiy, it's Her."

I needn't tell you who he neant by Her

First cane the hansom There was no one in the driver's seat. On the roof - not sitting, but
standi ng on the roof swaying with superb balance as it came at full speed round the corner with
one wheel in the air - was Jadis the Queen of Queens and the Terror of Charn. Her teeth were
bared, her eyes shone like fire, and her long hair streamed out behind her like a conet's tail
She was flogging the horse without mercy. Its nostrils were wide and red and its sides were
spotted with foam It galloped madly up to the front door, m ssing the |anp-post by an inch, and
then reared up on its hind |l egs. The hansom crashed into the | anp-post and shattered into several
pi eces. The Wtch, with a magnificent junp, had sprung clear just in tine and | anded on the
horse's back. She settled herself astride and | eaned forward, whispering things in its ear. They
nmust have been things meant not to quiet it but to nadden it. It was on its hind legs again in a
monent, and its neigh was like a scream it was all hoofs and teeth and eyes and tossing mane.
Only a splendid rider could have stayed on its back

Before Digory had recovered his breath a good many other things began to happen. A second hansom
dashed up close behind the first: out of it there junped a fat nan in a frock-coat and a

poli ceman. Then cane a third hansomwith two nore policermen in it. After it, cane about twenty
people (nostly errand boys) on bicycles, all ringing their bells and letting out cheers and cat-
calls. Last of all came a crowd of people on foot: all very hot with running, but obviously

enj oyi ng thensel ves. Wndows shot up in all the houses of that street and a housermaid or a butler
appeared at every front door. They wanted to see the fun.

Meanwhi |l e an ol d gentl eman had begun to struggle shakily out of the ruins of the first hansom
Several people rushed forward to help him but as one pulled himone way and anot her anot her

per haps he woul d have got out quite as quickly on his own. Digory guessed that the old gentl enan
must be Uncle Andrew but you couldn't see his face; his tall hat had been bashed down over it.

Di gory rushed out and joined the crowd.

"That's the worman, that's the woman," cried the fat man, pointing at Jadis. "Do your duty,
Const abl e. Hundreds and thousands of pounds' worth she's taken out of mny shop. Look at that rope
of pearls round her neck. That's mine. And she's given ne a black eye too, what's nore."

"That she 'as, guv'nor," said one of the cromd. "And as lovely a black eye as |I'd wish to see.
Beautiful bit of work that nust 'ave been. CGor! ain't she strong then!"

"You ought to put a nice raw beefsteak on it, Mster, that's what it wants," said a butcher's boy.
"Now then," said the nost inportant of the policenen, "what's all this 'ere?"

"I tell you she -" began the fat man, when soneone el se called out:
"Don't let the old cove in the cab get away. 'E put 'er up to it."

The old gentleman, who was certainly Uncle Andrew, had just succeeded in standing up and was
rubbing his bruises. "Now then," said the policeman, turning to him "Wat's all this?"

"Wonfle - ponfy - shonf," came Uncle Andrew s voice frominside the hat.

"None of that now," said the policeman sternly. "You'll find this is no |aughing matter. Take that
"at off, see?"

This was nore easily said than done. But after Uncle Andrew had struggled in vain with the hat for
sonme tine, two other policenmen seized it by the brimand forced it off.

"Thank you, thank you," said Uncle Andrew in a faint voice. "Thank you. Dear ne, |'mterribly
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shaken. |f someone could give ne a snmall glass of brandy -

"Now you attend to ne, if you please," said the policeman, taking out a very large note book and a
very snmall pencil. "Are you in charge of that there young wonan?"

"Look out!" called several voices, and the policeman junped a step backwards just in tine. The
horse had ainmed a kick at himwhich woul d probably have killed him Then the Wtch wheel ed the
horse round so that she faced the crowd and its hind-1egs were on the footpath. She had a | ong,
bright knife in her hand and had been busily cutting the horse free fromthe weck of the hansom

Al'l this time Digory had been trying to get into a position fromwhich he could touch the Wtch.
This wasn't at all easy because, on the side nearest to him there were too nany people. And in
order to get round to the other side he had to pass between the horse's hoofs and the railings of
the "area" that surrounded the house; for the Ketterleys' house had a basenment. If you know
anyt hi ng about horses, and especially if you had seen what a state that horse was in at the
nmoment, you will realize that this was a ticklish thing to do. Digory knew | ots about horses, but
he set his teeth and got ready to make a dash for it as soon as he saw a favourable nmonent.

A red-faced nman in a bow er hat had now shoul dered his way to the front of the crowd.

"Hi! P leeceman,” he said, "that's ny 'orse what she's sitting on, sane as it's ny cab what she's
made mat chwood of . "

"One at a tine, please, one at a tine," said the policeman

"But there ain't no tine," said the Cabby. "I know that 'orse better'n you do. 'Tain't an ordinary
‘orse. 'Is father was a hofficer's charger in the cavalry, 'e was. And if the young woman goes on
hexcitin' 'im there'll be nurder done. 'Ere, let nme get at him"

The policeman was only to glad to have a good reason for standing further away fromthe horse. The
Cabby took a step nearer, |ooked up at Jadis, and said in a not unkindly voice:

"Now, Mssie, let ne get at 'is 'ead, and just you get off. You're a Lidy, and you don't want all
t hese roughs going for you, do you? You want to go 'one and 'ave a nice cup of tea and a |ay down
quiet like; then you'll feel ever so nuch better." At the same time he stretched out his hand
towards the horse's head with the words, "Steady, Strawberry, old boy. Steady now. "

Then for the first time the Wtch spoke.

"Dog!" cane her cold, clear voice, ringing | oud above all the other noises. "Dog, unhand our roya
charger. W are the Enpress Jadis."

CHAPTER El GHT
THE FI GHT AT THE LAMP- POST

"Ho! Her-ipress, are you? W'll see about that," said a voice. Then another voice said, "Three
cheers for the Henpress of Colney 'Atch" and quite a nunber joined in. A flush of colour canme into
the Wtch's face and she bowed ever so slightly. But the cheers died away into roars of |aughter
and she saw that they had only been nmeking fun of her: A change came over her expression and she
changed the knife to her left hand. Then, w thout warning, she did a thing that was dreadful to
see. Lightly, easily, as if it were the nost ordinary thing in the world, she stretched up her
right armand wenched off one of the cross-bars of the |anmp-post. If she had | ost sone nagi ca
powers in our world, she had not |ost her strength; she could break an iron bar as if it were a
stick of barleysugar. She tossed her new weapon up in the air, caught it again, brandished it, and
urged the horse forward.

"Now s ny chance," thought Digory. He darted between the horse and the railings and began going

forward. If only the brute would stay still for a noment he nmight catch the Wtch's heel. As he
rushed, he heard a sickening crash and a thud. The Wtch had brought the bar down on the chi ef
policeman's helmet: the man fell like a nine-pin
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"Quick, Digory. This nust be stopped," said a voice beside him It was Polly, who had rushed down
t he monent she was al |l owed out of bed.

"You are a brick," said Digory. "Hold on to nme tight. You' d have to manage the ring. Yell ow,
remenber. And don't put it on till | shout.”

There was a second crash and another policeman crunpled up. There came an angry roar fromthe
crowmd: "Pull her down. Get a few paving-stones. Call out the Mlitary." But nobst of themwere
getting as far away as they could. The Cabby, however, obviously the bravest as well as the

ki ndest person present, was keeping close to the horse, dodging this way and that to avoid the
bar, but still trying to catch Strawberry's head.

The crowd booed and bel | owed again. A stone whistled over Digory's head. Then cane the voice of
the Wtch, clear like a great bell, and sounding as if, for once, she were al nost happy.

"Scum You shall pay dearly for this when |I have conquered your world. Not one stone of your city
will be left. I will make it as Charn, as Felinda, as Sorlois, as Bramandin."

Di gory as | ast caught her ankle. She kicked back with her heel and hit himin the nouth. In his
pain he lost hold. His lip was cut and his nouth full of blood. From sonewhere very close by cane
the voice of Uncle Andrew in a sort of trenbling scream "Madam - ny dear young lady - for
heaven's sake - conpose yourself." Digory made a second grab at her heel, and was agai n shaken
of f. More men were knocked down by the iron bar. He nade a third grab: caught the heel: held on
tike grimdeath, shouting to Polly "Go!" then Oh, thank goodness. The angry, frightened faces had
vani shed. The angry, frightened voices were silenced. Al except Uncle Andrew s. Cl ose beside
Digory in the darkness, it was wailing on "Ch, oh, is this deliriun? Is it the end? | can't bear
it. It's not fair. | never neant to be a Magician. It's all a msunderstanding. It's all ny
godnot her's fault; | must protest against this.

In nmy state of health too. A very old Dorsetshire famly."

"Bother!" thought Digory. "W didn't want to bring himalong. My hat, what a picnic. Are you
there, Polly?"

"Yes, |I'mhere. Don't keep on shoving."

"I"'mnot," began Digory, but before he could say anything nore, their heads cane out into the
warm green sunshine of the wood. And as they stepped out of the pool Polly cried out:

"Ch | ook! We've-brought the old horse with us too. And M Ketterley. And the Cabby. This is a
pretty kettle of fish!"

As soon as the Wtch saw that she was once nore in the wood she turned pal e and bent down till her
face touched the mane of the horse. You could see she felt deadly sick. Uncle Andrew was
shivering. But Strawberry, the horse, shook his head, gave a cheerful whinny, and seened to fee
better. He becanme quiet for the first tine since Digory had seen him Hi s ears, which had been
laid flat back on his skull, cane into their proper position, and the fire went out of his eyes.

"That's right, old boy," said the Cabby, slapping Strawberry's neck. "That's better. Take it
easy."

Strawberry did the nost natural thing in the world. Being very thirsty (and no wonder) he wal ked
slowy across to the nearest pool and stepped into it to have a drink. Digory was still hol ding
the Wtch's heel and Polly was hol ding Digory's hand. One of the Cabby's hands was on Strawberry;
and Uncle Andrew, still very shaky, had just grabbed on the Cabby's other hand.

"Quick," said Polly, with a look at Digory. "G eens!"

So the horse never got his drink. Instead, the whole party found thensel ves sinking into darkness.
Strawberry nei ghed; Uncle Andrew whi npered. Digory said, "That was a bit of |uck."

There was a short pause. Then Polly said, "Qughtn't we to be nearly there now?"
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"W do seemto be sonewhere," said Digory. "At least |I'm standing on sonething solid."

"Wy, so am|l, now that | conme to think of it," said Polly. "But why's it so dark? | say, do you
think we got into the wong Pool ?"

"Perhaps this is Charn," said Digory. "Only we've got back in the mddle of the night."
"This is not Charn," cane the Wtch's voice. "This is an enpty world. This is Nothing."

And really it was uncomonly |ike Nothing. There were no stars. It was so dark that they couldn't
see one another at all and it nmade no difference whether you kept your eyes shut or open. Under
their feet there was a cool, flat sonething which nm ght have been earth, and was certainly not
grass or wood. The air was cold and dry and there was no w nd.

"My doom has cone upon ne," said the Wtch in a voice of horrible cal mess

"Ch don't say that," babbled Uncle Andrew. "My dear young |ady, pray don't say such things. It
can't be as bad as that. Ah - Cabnman - nmy good nman - you don't happen to have a flask about you? A
drop of spirits is just what | need."

"Now t hen, now then," canme the Cabby's voice, a good firm hardy voice. "Keep cool everyone

that's what | say. No bones broken, anyone? Good. Wl | there's sonmething to be thankful for

strai ght away, and nore than anyone could expect after falling all that way. Now, if we've fallen
down sone diggings - as it might be for a new station on the Underground - sonmeone will cone and
get us out presently, see! And if we're dead - which | don't deny it might be - well, you got to -
renenber that worse things 'appen at sea and a chap's got to die sonmetine. And there ain't nothing
to be afraid of if a chap's led a decent life. And if you ask ne, | think the best thing we could
do to pass the time would be sing a 'ym."

And he did. He struck up at once a harvest thanksgiving hym, all about crops being "safely
gathered in". It was not very suitable to a place which felt as if nothing had ever grown there
since the beginning of tinme, but it was the one he could renenber best. He had a fine voice and
the children joined in; it was very cheering. Uncle Andrew and the Wtch did not join in.

Towards the end of the hymn Digory felt soneone plucking at his el bow and froma general snell of
brandy and cigars and good cl othes he decided that it nust be Uncle Andrew. Uncle Andrew was
cautiously pulling himaway fromthe others. Wen they had gone a little distance, the old nman put
his mouth so close to Digory's ear that it tickled, and whispered:

"Now, ny boy. Slip on your ring. Let's be off."

But the Wtch had very good ears. "Fool!" cane her voice and she | eaped off the horse. "Have you
forgotten that | can hear nmen's thoughts? Let go the boy. If you attenpt treachery I will take
such vengeance upon you as never was heard of in all worlds fromthe beginning."

"And, " added Digory, "if you think I'msuch a nean pig as to go off and leave Polly - and the
Cabby - and the horse in a place like this, you're well mstaken."

"You are a very naughty and inpertinent little boy," said Uncle Andrew.
"Hush!" said the Cabby. They all I|istened.

In the darkness sonething was happening at last. A voice had begun to sing. It was very far away
and Digory found it hard to decide fromwhat direction it was com ng. Sonetinmes it seened to cone
fromall directions at once. Sonetinmes he al nbst thought it was conming out of the earth beneath
them Its |ower notes were deep enough to be the voice of the earth herself. There were no words.
There was hardly even a tune. But it was, beyond conparison, the nost beautiful noise he had ever
heard. It was so beautiful he could hardly bear it. The horse seened to like it too; he gave the
sort of whinney a horse would give if, after years of being a cab-horse, it found itself back in
the old field where it had played as a foal, and saw sonmeone whomit remenbered and | oved com ng
across the field to bring it a |lunp of sugar.

"Cawd! " said the Cabby. "Ain't it |ovely?"
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Then two wonders happened at the sane nonment. One was that the voice was suddenly joined by other
voi ces; nore voices than you could possibly count. They were in harnony with it, but far higher up
the scale: cold, tingling, silvery voices. The second wonder was that the blackness overhead, al

at once, was blazing with stars. They didn't conme out gently one by one, as they do on a summer
eveni ng. One nonent there had been nothing but darkness; next noment a thousand, thousand points
of light |eaped out - single stars, constellations, and planets, brighter and bigger than any in
our world. There were no clouds. The new stars and the new voi ces began at exactly the sane tine.
If you had seen and heard it, as Digory did, you would have felt quite certain that it was the
stars thensel ves which were singing, and that it was the First Voice, the deep one, which had rmade
t hem appear and nmade them sing.

"dory bel" said the Cabby. "I'd ha' been a better nman all ny life if I'd known there were things
like this."

The Voice on the earth was now | ouder and nore triunphant; but the voices in the sky, after
singing loudly with it for a time, began to get fainter. And now sonething el se was happeni ng.

Far away, and down near the horizon, the sky began to turn grey. Alight wind, very fresh, began
to stir. The sky, in that one place, grew slowy and steadily paler. You could see shapes of hills
standing up dark against it. Al the time the Voice went on singing.

There was soon |ight enough for themto see one another's faces. The Cabby and the two chil dren
had open nouths and shining eyes; they were drinking in the sound, and they looked as if it

rem nded them of sonething. Uncle Andrew s nouth was open too, but not open with joy. He | ooked
nmore as if his chin had sinply dropped away fromthe rest of his face. H s shoul ders were stopped
and his knees shook. He was not liking the Voice. If he could have got away fromit by creeping
into arat's hole, he woul d have done so. But the Wtch | ooked as if, in a way, she understood the
musi ¢ better than any of them Her nouth was shut, her |ips were pressed together, and her fists
were clenched. Ever since the song began she had felt that this whole world was filled with a
Magic different from hers and stronger. She hated it. She woul d have snashed that whole world, or
all worlds, to pieces, if it would only stop the singing. The horse stood with its ears well
forward, and twitching. Every now and then it snorted and stanped the ground. It no |onger | ooked
like a tired old cab-horse; you could now well believe that its father had been in battles.

The eastern sky changed fromwhite to pink and frompink to gold. The Voice rose and rose, til
all the air was shaking with it. And just as it swelled to the m ghtiest and nost glorious sound
it had yet produced, the sun arose.

Di gory had never seen such a sun. The sun above the ruins of Charn had | ooked ol der than ours:
this | ooked younger. You could imagine that it laughed for joy as it canme up. And as its beans
shot across the land the travellers could see for the first tine what sort of place they were in.
It was a valley through which a broad, swift river wound its way, flow ng eastward towards the
sun. Southward there were nountains, northward there were lower hills. But it was a valley of nere
earth, rock and water; there was not a tree, not a bush, not a blade of grass to be seen. The
earth was of many colours: they were fresh, hot and vivid. They nade you feel excited; until you
saw the Singer hinmself, and then you forgot everything el se.

It was a Lion. Huge, shaggy, and bright, it stood facing the risen sun. Its nmouth was wi de open in
song and it was about three hundred yards away.

"This is a terrible world,"” said the Wtch. "W nust fly at once. Prepare the Magic."

"I quite agree with you, Madam " said Uncle Andrew. "A nost di sagreeable place. Conpletely
uncivilized. If only I were a younger nan and had a gun -"

"Garn!" said the Cabby. "You don't think you could shoot 'im do you?"
"And who woul d" said Polly.

"Prepare the Magic, old fool," said Jadis.

"Certainly, Madam " said Uncle Andrew cunningly. "I nust have both the children touching nme. Put
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on your honmeward ring at once, Digory." He wanted to get away wi thout the Wtch.

"Ch, it'srings, is it?" cried Jadis. She would have had her hands in Digory's pocket before you
could say knife, but Digory grabbed Polly and shouted out:

"Take care. |If either of you cone half an inch nearer, we two will vanish and you'll be left here
for good. Yes: | have a ring in nmy pocket that will take Polly and ne hone. And |ook! My hand is
just ready. So keep your distance. |I'msorry about you (he | ooked at the Cabby) and about the

horse, but | can't help that. As for you two (he | ooked at Uncle Andrew and the Queen), you're
bot h magi ci ans, so you ought to enjoy living together."

ad your noise, everyone," said the Cabby. "I want to |isten to the nposic."

For the song had now changed.

CHAPTER NI NE
THE FOUNDI NG OF NARNI A

THE Lion was pacing to and fro about that enpty land and singing his new song. It was softer and

nmore lilting than the song by which he had called up the stars and the sun; a gentle, rippling
musi c. And as he wal ked and sang the valley grew green with grass. It spread out fromthe Lion
like a pool. It ran up the sides of the little hills like a wave. In a few mnutes it was creeping

up the | ower slopes of the distant nountains, naking that young world every nmonent softer. The
light wind could now be heard ruffling the grass. Soon there were other things besides grass. The
hi gher sl opes grew dark with heather. Patches of rougher and nore bristling green appeared in the
vall ey. Digory did not know what they were until one began coming up quite close to him It was a
little, spiky thing that threw out dozens of arns and covered these arms with green and grew

| arger at the rate of about an inch every two seconds. There were dozens of these things all round
hi m now. When they were nearly as tall as himself he saw what they were. "Trees!" he excl ai ned.

The nuisance of it, as Polly said afterwards, was that you weren't left in peace to watch it all.
Just as Digory said "Trees!" he had to junp because Uncle Andrew had sidled up to himagain and
was going to pick his pocket. It wouldn't have done Uncle Andrew much good if he had succeeded,
for he was ainming at the right-hand pocket because he still thought the green rings were
"homewar d" rings. But of course Digory didn't want to | ose either

"Stop!" cried the Wtch. "Stand back. No, further back. |If anyone goes within ten paces of either
of the children, I will knock out his brains.” She was poising in her hand the iron bar that she
had torn off the [ anp-post, ready to throw it. Somehow no one doubted that she would be a very
good shot.

"So!" -she said. "You would steal back to your owmn world with the boy and | eave ne here."

Uncle Andrew s tenper at last got the better of his fears. "Yes, Ma'am | would," he said. "Most

undoubtedly | would. | should be perfectly in ny rights. | have been npbst shanmeful |y, nost
abomi nably treated. | have done ny best to show you such civilities as were in ny power. And what
has been ny reward? You have robbed - | nust repeat the word robbed a highly respectable jeweller

You have insisted on ny entertaining you to an exceedi ngly expensive, not to say ostentatious,
I unch, though I was obliged to pawn nmy watch and chain in order to do so (and let nme tell you
Ma' am that none of our famly have been in the habit of frequenting pawnshops, except ny cousin

Edward, and he was in the Yeomanry). During that indigestible neal - I'mfeeling the worse for it
at this very nonent - your behaviour and conversation attracted the unfavourable attention of
everyone present. | feel | have been publicly disgraced. | shall never be able to show ny face in

that restaurant again. You have assaulted the police. You have stolen -

"Ch stowit, @uv'nor, do stowit," said the Cabby. "Watchin' and listenin's the thing at present;
not talking."

There was certainly plenty to watch and to listen to. The tree which Digory had noticed was now a
full -grown beech whose branches swayed gently above his head. They stood on cool, green grass,
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sprinkled with daisies and buttercups. Alittle way off, along the river bank, willows were
growi ng. On the other side tangles of flowering currant, lilac, wild rose, and rhododendron cl osed
themin. The horse was tearing up delicious nouthfuls of new grass.

Al this time the Lion's song, and his stately prow, to and fro, backwards and forwards, was
goi ng on. What was rather alarmng was that at each turn he cane a little nearer. Polly was
finding the song nore and nore interesting because she thought she was beginning to see the
connection between the nusic and the things that were happening. Wen a line of dark firs sprang
up on a ridge about a hundred yards away she felt that they were connected with a series of deep,
prol onged notes which the Lion had sung a second before. And when he burst into a rapid series of
Iighter notes she was not surprised to see prinroses suddenly appearing in every direction. Thus,
with an unspeakable thrill, she felt quite certain that all the things were coning (as she said)
"out of the Lion's head". Wen you listened to his song you heard the things he was naking up
when you | ooked round you, you saw them This was so exciting that she had no tine to be afraid.
But Digory and the Cabby could not help feeling a bit nervous as each turn of the Lion's walk
brought himnearer. As for Uncle Andrew, his teeth were chattering, but his knees were shaking so
that he could not run away.

Suddenly the Wtch stepped boldly out towards the Lion. It was com ng on, always singing, with a
sl ow, heavy pace. It was only twelve yards away. She rai sed her armand flung the iron bar
straight at its head.

Nobody, |east of all Jadis, could have nissed at that range. The bar struck the Lion fair between
the eyes. It glanced off and fell with a thud in the grass. The Lion cane on. Its wal k was neither
sl ower nor faster than before; you could not tell whether it even knew it had been hit. Though its
soft pads nmade no noi se, you could feel the earth shake beneath their weight.

The Wtch shrieked and ran: in a few nonents she was out of sight anbng the trees. Uncle Andrew
turned to do likewi se, tripped over a root, and fell flat on his face in a little brook that ran
down to join the river. The children could not nove. They were not even quite sure that they
wanted to. The Lion paid no attention to them Its huge red nouth was open, but open in song not
ina snarl. It passed by themso close that they could have touched its mane. They were terribly
afraid it would turn and | ook at them yet in sone queer way they wished it would. But for all the
notice it took of themthey nmight just as well have been invisible and unsnell able. When it had
passed them and gone a few paces further it turned, passed themagain, and continued its march
east war d.

Uncl e Andrew, coughing and spluttering, picked hinmself up

"Now, Digory," he said, "we've got rid of that woman, and the brute of a lion is gone. Gve ne
your hand and put on your ring at once."

"Keep off," said Digory, backing away fromhim "Keep clear of him Polly. Come over here beside
me. Now | warn you, Uncle Andrew, don't come one step nearer, we'll just vanish."

"Do what you're told this mnute, sir,
behaved little boy."

said Uncle Andrew. "You're an extrenely disobedient, ill-

"No fear," said Digory. "W want to stay and see what happens. | thought you wanted to know about
other worlds. Don't you like it now you're here?"

"Like it!" exclained Uncle Andrew. "Just |ook at the state |'min. And it was ny best coat and
wai stcoat, too." He certainly was a dreadful sight by now. for of course, the nore dressed up you
were to begin with, the worse you | ook after you've crawl ed out of a smashed hansoncab and fallen
into a nuddy brook. "I'mnot saying," he added, "that this is not a nbst interesting place. If |
were a younger man, now - perhaps | could get sonme lively young fellow to conme here first. One of
those bi g-ganme hunters. Sonething nmight be made of this country. The climate is delightful.

never felt such air. | believe it would have done nme good if - if circunstances had been nore
favourable. If only we'd had a gun."

"@Quns be blowed," said the Cabby. "I think I'lIl go and see if | can give Strawberry a rub down.
That horse 'as nore sense than some 'unmans as | could nention.” He wal ked back to Strawberry and
began neki ng the hissing noises that groons nake.
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"Do you still think that Lion could be killed by a gun?" asked Digory. "He didn't mind the iron
bar nuch."

"Wth all her faults," said Uncle Andrew, "that's a plucky gel, ny boy. It was a spirited thing to
do." He rubbed his hands and cracked his knuckles, as if he were once nore forgetting how the
Wtch frightened hi mwhenever she was really there.

"It was a wicked thing to do," said Polly. "Wat harm had he done her?"

"Hul l o! What's that?" said Digory. He had darted forward to exani ne sonething only a few yards
away. "l say, Polly," he called back. "Do cone and | ook."

Uncl e Andrew came with her; not because he wanted to see but because he wanted to keep close to
the children there mght be a chance of stealing their rings. But when he saw what Di gory was

| ooki ng at, even he began to take an interest. It was a perfect little nodel of a | anp-post, about
three feet high but |engthening, and thickening in proportion, as they watched it; in fact grow ng
just as the trees had grown.

"It's alive too - | nean, it's lit," said Digory. And so it was; though of course, the brightness
of the sun nade the little flame in the lantern hard to see unless your shadow fell on it.

"Renmar kabl e, nobst remarkable,” nuttered Uncle Andrew. "Even | never dream of Magic like this.
W're in a world where everything, even a | amp-post, comes to life and grows. Now | wonder what
sort of seed a | amppost grows fron®"

"Don't you see?" said Digory. "This is where the bar fell - the bar she tore off the | anp-post at
hone. It sank into the ground and nowit's comng up as a young |l anppost." (But not so very young
now, it was as tall as Digory while he said this.)

"That's it! Stupendous, stupendous," said Uncle Andrew, rubbing his hands harder than ever. "Ho,
ho! They | aughed at nmy Magic. That fool of a sister of mne thinks '"'ma lunatic. | wonder what
they'Il say now? | have discovered a world where everything is bursting with life and growth.
Col umbus, now, they tal k about Col unbus. But what was Anerica to this? The conmerci al
possibilities of this country are unbounded. Bring a few old bits of scrap iron here, bury 'em

and up they conme as brand new railway engi nes, battl eships, anything you please. They'll cost
nothing, and I can sell '"emat full prices in England. | shall be a mllionaire. And then the
climate! | feel years younger already. | can run it as a health resort. A good sanatorium here

m ght be worth twenty thousand a year. O course | shall have to let a few people into the secret.
The first thing is to get that brute shot."

"You're just like the Wtch," said Polly. "All you think of is killing things."

"And then as regards oneself," Uncle Andrew continued, in a happy dream "There's no know ng how
long I mght live if |I settled here. And that's a big considerati on when a fell ow has turned
sixty. | shouldn't be surprised if | never grew a day older in this country! Stupendous! The | and
of youth!"

"Ch!" cried Digory. "The land of youth! Do you think it really is?" For of course he renenbered
what Aunt Letty had said to the | ady who brought the grapes, and that sweet hope rushed back upon
him "Uncle Andrew', he said, "do you think there's anything here that would cure Mt her?"

"What are you tal king about?" said Uncle Andrew. "This isn't a chemist's shop. But as | was saying

"You don't care twopence about her," said Digory savagely. "I thought you might; after all,
she's your sister as well as my Mdther. Well, no matter. I'm jolly well going to ask the Lion
hinself if he can help me." And he turned and wal ked briskly away. Polly waited for a nonent and
then went after him

"Here! Stop! Cone back! The boy's gone mad," said Uncle Andrew. He followed the children at a

cautious distance behind; for he didn't want to get too far away fromthe green rings or too near
t he Lion.
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In a few mnutes Digory cane to the edge of the wood and there he stopped. The Lion was singing
still. But now the song had once nore changed. It was nore |ike what we should call a tune, but it
was also far wilder. It nmade you want to run and junp and clinb. It nmade you want to shout. It
made you want to rush at other people and either hug themor fight them It made Digory hot and
red in the face. It had some effect on Uncle Andrew, for Digory could hear himsaying, "A spirited
gel, sir. It's a pity about her tenper, but a demfine wonan all the sane, a dem fine worman." But
what the song did to the two hunans was not hing conpared with what it was doing to the country.

Can you imagine a stretch of grassy |and bubbling like water in a pot? For that is really the best
description of what was happening. In all directions it was swelling into hunps. They were of very
different sizes, sone no bigger than nole-hills, sone as big as wheel -barrows, two the size of
cottages. And the hunps noved and swelled till they burst, and the crunbled earth poured out of
them and from each hunp there cane out an aninal. The npbles canme out just as you mght see a nole
cone out in England. The dogs cane out, barking the nonent their heads were free, and struggling
as you' ve seen them do when they are getting through a narrow hole in a hedge. The stags were the
queerest to watch, for of course the antlers canme up a long tine before the rest of them so at
first Digory thought they were trees. The frogs, who all came up near the river, went straight
intoit with a plop-plop and a | oud croaking. The panthers, |eopards and things of that sort, sat
down at once to wash the | oose earth off their hind quarters and then stood up agai nst the trees
to sharpen their front claws. Showers of birds canme out of the trees. Butterflies fluttered. Bees
got to work on the flowers as if they hadn't a second to | ose. But the greatest noment of all was
when t he biggest hunmp broke |like a small earthquake and out came the sloping back, the large, w se
head, and the four baggy-trousered | egs of an el ephant. And now you could hardly hear the song of
the Lion; there was so nuch caw ng, cooing, crow ng, braying, neighing, baying, barking, |ow ng,

bl eating, and trunpeting.

But though Digory could no longer hear the Lion, he could see it. It was so big and so bright that
he could not take his eyes off it. The other aninmals did not appear to be afraid of it. Indeed, at
that very nonent, Digory heard the sound of hoofs from behind; a second |ater the old cab-horse
trotted past himand joined the other beasts. (The air had apparently suited himas well as it had
suited Uncle Andrew. He no |longer |ooked |ike the poor, old slave he had been in London; he was

pi cking up his feet and holding his head erect.) And now, for the first time, the Lion was quite
silent. He was going to and fro anong the aninmals. And every now and then he would go up to two of
them (al ways two at a tine) and touch their noses with his. He would touch two beavers anong al

t he beavers, two | eopards anong all the | eopards, one stag and one deer anobng all the deer, and

| eave the rest. Sone sorts of aninmal he passed over altogether. But the pairs which he had touched
instantly left their own kinds and followed him At last he stood still and all the creatures whom
he had touched came and stood in a wide circle around him The others whom he had not touched
began to wander away. Their noises faded gradually into the distance. The chosen beasts who

remai ned were now utterly silent, all with their eyes fixed intently upon the Lion. The cat-1like
ones gave an occasional twitch of the tail but otherwise all were still. For the first tine that
day there was conplete silence, except for the noise of running water. Digory's heart beat wldly;
he knew sonet hing very sol enm was going to be done. He had not forgotten about his Mther; but he
knew jolly well that, even for her, he couldn't interrupt a thing like this.

The Lion, whose eyes never blinked, stared at the aninals as hard as if he was going to burn them
up with his nere stare. And gradually a change canme over them The smaller ones - the rabbits,

nol es and such-1ike grew a good deal larger. The very big ones - you noticed it nost with the

el ephants - grew a little smaller. Many aninmals sat up on their hind |legs. Mst put their heads on
one side as if they were trying very hard to understand. The Lion opened his nmouth, but no sound
came fromit; he was breathing out, a long, warmbreath; it seemed to sway all the beasts as the
wi nd sways a line of trees. Far overhead from beyond the veil of blue sky which hid themthe stars
sang again; a pure, cold, difficult music. Then there came a swift flash like fire (but it burnt
nobody) either fromthe sky or fromthe Lion itself, and every drop of blood tingled in the
children's bodies, and the deepest, w | dest voice they had ever heard was sayi ng:

"Narnia, Narnia, Narnia, awake. Love. Think. Speak. Be wal king trees. Be tal king beasts. Be divine
waters. "
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CHAPTER TEN
THE FI RST JOKE AND OTHER MATTERS

IT was of course the Lion's voice. The children had long felt sure that he coul d speak: yet it was
a lovely and terrible shock when he did.

Qut of the trees wild people stepped forth, gods and goddesses of the wood; with them came Fauns
and Satyrs and Dwarfs. Qut of the river rose the river god with his Naiad daughters. And all these
and all the beasts and birds in their different voices, low or high or thick or clear, replied:

"Hail, Aslan. W hear and obey. W are awake. W |ove. W think. We speak. W know. "

"But please, we don't know very nuch yet," said a nosey and snorty kind of voice. And that really
did nake the children junmp, for it was the cab-horse who had spoken

"Good old Strawberry," said Polly. "I amglad he was one of the ones picked out to be a Tal king
Beast." And the Cabby, who was now standi ng beside the children, said, "Strike ne pink. | always
did say that 'oss 'ad a | ot of sense, though."

"Creatures, | give you yourselves," said the strong, happy voice of Aslan. "I give to you forever
this land of Narnia. | give you the woods, the fruits, the rivers. | give you the stars and | give
you nysel f. The Dunmb Beasts whom | have not chosen are yours also. Treat themgently and cherish
them but do not go back to their ways |lest you cease to be Tal king Beasts. For out of themyou
were taken and into themyou can return. Do not so."

"No, Aslan, we won't, we won't," said everyone. But one perky jackdaw added in a |oud voice, "No
fear!" and everyone el se had finished just before he said it so that his words cane out quite
clear in a dead silence; and perhaps you have found out how awful that can be - say, at a party.
The Jackdaw becane so enbarrassed that it hid its head under its wings as if it was going to
sleep. And all the other animals began naki ng vari ous queer noi ses which are their ways of

| aughi ng and whi ch, of course, no one has ever heard in our world. They tried at first to repress
it, but Aslan said:

"Laugh and fear not, creatures. Now that you are no | onger dunb and witless, you need not always
be grave. For jokes as well as justice conme in with speech.”

So they all let thenselves go. And there was such nerrinment that the Jackdaw hi nsel f plucked up
courage again and perched on the cab-horse's head, between its ears, clapping its wings, and said:

"Asl an! Aslan! Have | nmade the first joke? WII everybody always be told how | nade the first
j oke?"

"No, little friend," said the Lion. "You have not nade the first joke; you have only been the
first joke." Then everyone |aughed nore than ever; but the Jackdaw didn't mind and | aughed just as
loud till the horse shook its head and the Jackdaw | ost its balance and fell off, but renenbered
its wings (they were still newto it) before it reached the ground.

"And now," said Aslan, "Narnia is established. W nust next take thought for keeping it safe. |
will call some of you to ny council. Come hither to me, you the chief Dwarf, and you the River-
god, and you Cak and the OM, and both the Ravens and the Bull-El ephant. W nust tal k together
For though the world is not five hours old an evil has already entered it."

The creatures he had naned came forward and he turned away eastward with them The others al

began tal king, saying things |like "What did he say had entered the world? - A Neevil - What's a
Neevil? - No, he didn't say a Neevil, he said a weevil - Well, what's that?"
"Look here," said Digory to Polly, "lI've got to go after him- Aslan, | nmean, the Lion. | mnust

speak to him"
"Do you think we can?" said Polly. "I wouldn't dare."

"l"ve got to," said Digory. "It's about Mdther. |If anyone could give ne sonething that would do
her good, it would be him"
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“I'"l'l come along with you," said the Cabby. "I liked the Iooks of "im And | don't reckon these
ot her beasts will go for us. And I want a word with old Strawberry."

So all three of them stepped out boldly - or as boldly as they could - towards the assenbly of
animals. The creatures were so busy talking to one another and nmeking friends that they didn't
notice the three humans until they were very close; nor did they hear Uncle Andrew, who was
standing trenbling in his buttoned boots a good way off and shouting (but by no nmeans at the top
of his voice).

"Di gory! Come back! Come back at once when you're told. | forbid you to go a step further."

When at |ast they were right in among the animals, the aninmals all stopped talking and stared at
t hem

"Well ?" said the He-Beaver at |ast, "what, in the nane of Aslan, are these?"

"Pl ease,"” began Digory in rather a breathless voice, when a Rabbit said, "They're a kind of |arge
|l ettuce, that's nmy belief.”

"No, we're not, honestly we're not," said Polly hastily. "W're not at all nice to eat."
"There!l" said the Mle. "They can tal k. Wio ever heard of a talking |ettuce?"
"Perhaps they're the Second joke," suggested the Jackdaw.

A Pant her, which had been washing its face, stopped for a nonent to say, "Well, if they are,
they're nothing like so good as the first one. At least, 1 don't see anything very funny about
them" It yawned and went on with its wash

"Ch, please," said Digory. "I'min such a hurry. I want to see the Lion."

All this tinme the Cabby had been trying to catch Strawberry's eye. Now he did. "Now, Strawberry,
old boy," he said. "You know ne. You ain't going to stand there and say as you don't know ne."

"What's the Thing tal king about, Horse?" said several voices.

"Well," said Strawberry very slowy, "I don't exactly know, | think nbst of us don't know nuch
about any
thing yet. But |I've a sort of idea |'ve seen a thing like this before. 1've a feeling | lived

somewhere el se - or was sonething el se - before Aslan woke us all up a few mnutes ago. It's al
very muddl ed. Like a dream But there were things like these three in the dream"”

"What ?" said the Cabby. "Not know ne? Me what used to bring you a hot mash of an eveni ng when you
was out of sorts? Me what rubbed you down proper? Me what never forgot to put your cloth on you if
you was standing in the _ cold? | wouldn't 'ave thought it of you, Strawberry."

"I't does begin to cone back," said the Horse thoughtfully. "Yes. Let me think now, |let nme think
Yes, you used to tie a horrid black thing behind me and then hit ne to nmake ne run, and however
far | ran this black thing would always be coming rattle-rattle behind ne."

"W 'ad our living to earn, see," said the Cabby. "Yours the sane as mine. And if there 'adn't
been no work and no whip there'd 'ave been no stable, no hay, no mash, and no oats. For you did
get a taste of oats when | could afford 'em which no one can deny."

"QCats?" said the Horse, pricking up his ears. "Yes, | renmenber sonething about that. Yes,
renenber nore and nore. You were always sitting up sonmewhere behind, and | was always running in
front, pulling you and the black thing. I know | did all the work."

"Sumer, | grant you," said the Cabby. '"Q work for you and a cool seat for ne. But what about
wi nter, old boy, when you was keeping yourself warmand | was sitting up there with ny feet |ike
ice and ny nose fair pinched off me with the wind, and ny 'ands that nunb | couldn't "ardly 'old
the reins?"
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"It was a hard, cruel country,"” said Strawberry. "There was no grass. Al hard stones."

"Too true, mate, too true!" said the Cabby. "A "ard world it was. | always did say those paving-
stones weren't fair on any 'oss. That's Lunn'on, that is. | didn't like it no nore than what you
did. You were a country 'oss, and | was a country man. Used to sing in the choir, | did, down at

‘one. But there wasn't a living for me there."

"Ch pl ease, please,"” said Digory. "Could we get on? The Lion's getting further and further away.
And | do want to speak to himso dreadfully badly."

"Look 'ere, Strawberry," said the Cabby. "This young gen'leman 'as sonmething on his mnd that he
wants to talk to the Lion about; 'imyou call Aslan. Suppose you was to let '"imride on your back
(which "e'd take it very kindly) and trot "imover to where the Lionis. And ne and the little
girl will be follow ng along."

"Ri de?" said Strawberry. "Ch, | renenber now. That neans sitting on ny back. | renenber there used
to be alittle one of you two-1eggers who used to do that |ong ago. He used to have little hard,
square |lunps of sone white stuff that he gave me. They tasted - oh, wonderful, sweeter than
grass."”

"Ah, that'd be sugar," said the Cabby.
"Pl ease, Strawberry," begged Digory, "do, do let me get up and take ne to Aslan."
"Well, | don't mind," said the Horse. "Not for once in a way. Up you get."

"Good old Strawberry," said the Cabby. "'Ere, young 'un, 1'll give you a lift." Digory was soon on
Strawberry's back, and quite confortable, for he had ridden bare-back before on his own pony.

"Now, do gee up, Strawberry," he said.

"You don't happen to have a bit of that white stuff about you, | suppose?" said the Horse.
"No. I'mafraid | haven't," said D gory.
"Well, it can't be helped," said Strawberry, and off they went.

At that nmonent a | arge Bull dog, who had been sniffing and staring very hard, said:

"Look. Isn't there another of these queer creatures over there, beside the river, under the
trees?"

Then all the animals | ooked and saw Uncl e Andrew, standing very still anong the rhododendrons and
hopi ng he woul dn't be noti ced.

"Cone on!" said several voices. "Let's go and find out." So, while Strawberry was briskly trotting
away with Digory in one direction (and Polly and the Cabby were follow ng on foot) nost of the
creatures rushed towards Uncle Andrew with roars, barks, grunts, and various noises of cheerfu

i nterest.

We nust now go back a bit and explain what the whol e scene had | ooked |ike fromUncle Andrew s
point of view It had not made at' all the sanme inpression on himas on the Cabby and the
children. For what you see and hear depends a good deal on where you are standing: it al so depends
on what sort of person you are.

Ever since the aninmals had first appeared, Uncle Andrew had been shrinking further and further
back into the thicket. He watched themvery hard of course; but he wasn't really interested in
seei ng what they were doing, only in seeing whether they were going to nmake a rush at him Like
the Wtch, he was dreadfully practical. He sinply didn't notice that Aslan was choosing one pair
out of every kind of beasts. Al he saw, or thought he saw, was a | ot of dangerous wild aninals
wal ki ng vaguely about. And he kept on wondering why the other animals didn't run away fromthe big
Li on.
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When the great nonent cane and the Beasts spoke, he missed the whole point; for a rather

i nteresting reason. Wen the Lion had first begun singing, long ago when it was still quite dark
he had realized that the noise was a song. And he had disliked the song very nuch. It rmade him
think and feel things he did not want to think and feel. Then, when the sun rose and he saw that
the singer was a lion ("only a lion," as he said to hinself) he tried his hardest to nake believe
that it wasn't singing and never had been singing - only roaring as any lion nmight in a zoo in our
own world. "OF course it can't really have been singing," he thought, "I mnust have inagined it.
|'ve been letting nmy nerves get out of order. Who ever heard of a |ion singing?" And the |onger
and nore beautiful the Lion sang, the harder Uncle Andrew tried to nake hinself believe that he
could hear nothing but roaring. Now the trouble about trying to nmake yoursel f stupider than you
really are is that you very often succeed. Uncle Andrew did. He soon did hear nothing but roaring
in Aslan's song. Soon he couldn't have heard anything else even if he had wanted to. And when at

| ast the Lion spoke and said, "Narnia awake," he didn't hear any words: he heard only a snarl. And
when the Beasts spoke in answer, he heard only barkings, growings, bayings, and how i ngs. And
when they | aughed - well, you can imagi ne. That was worse for Uncle Andrew than anything that had
happened yet. Such a horrid, bloodthirsty din of hungry and angry brutes he had never heard in his
life. Then, to his utter rage and horror, he saw the other three humans actually wal king out into
the open to neet the aninals.

"The fools!" he said to hinself. "Now those brutes will eat the rings along with the children and
I'"lI'l never be able to get hone again. What a selfish little boy that Digory is! And the others are
just as bad. If they want to throw away their own lives, that's their business. But what about ne?
They don't seemto think of that. No one thinks of ne."

Finally, when a whole crowd of animals cane rushing towards him he turned and ran for his life.
And now anyone coul d see that the air of that young world was really doing the old gentl enan good.
In London he had been far too old to run: now, he ran at a speed which woul d have made himcertain
to win the hundred yards' race at any Prep school in England. Hi s coattails flying out behind him
were a fine sight. But of course it was no use. Many of the animals behind himwere swift ones; it
was the first run they had ever taken in their lives and they were all longing to use their new
muscles. "After him After him" they shouted. "Perhaps he's that Neevil! Tally-ho! Tantivy! Cut
himoff! Round himup! Keep it up! Hurrah!"

In a very few ninutes sone of them got ahead of him They lined up in a row and barred his way.

O hers hemmed himin from behind. Werever he | ooked he saw terrors. Antlers of great elks and the
huge face of an el ephant towered over him Heavy, serious-m nded bears and boars grunted behind
him Cool -1 o0oking | eopards and panthers with sarcastic faces (as he thought) stared at hi m and
waved their tails. What struck himnost of all was the nunber of open nouths. The aninmals had
really opened their nmouths to pant; he thought they had opened their nouths to eat him

Uncl e Andrew stood trenbling and swaying this way and that. He had never l|iked aninals at the best
of times, being usually rather afraid of them and of course years of doing cruel experinments on
ani mal s had made him hate and fear themfar nore

"Now, sir," said the Bulldog in his business-like way, "are you animal, vegetable, or mneral ?"
That was what it really said; but all Uncle Andrew heard was "G -r-rarrh-ow "

CHAPTER ELEVEN
DI GORY AND H'S UNCLE ARE BOTH IN TROUBLE

You may think the animals were very stupid not to see at once that Uncle Andrew was the sane kind
of creature as the two children and the Cabby. But you must renenber that the ani mal s knew not hi ng
about clothes. They thought that Polly's frock and Digory's Norfolk suit and the Cabby's how et
hat were as nuch parts of themas their own fur and feathers. They woul dn't have known even that
those three were all of the same kind if they hadn't spoken to themand if Strawberry had not
seened to think so. And Uncle Andrew was a great deal taller than the children and a good dea

thi nner than the Cabby. He was all in black except for his white waistcoat (not very white by
now), and the great grey nop of his hair (now very wild indeed) didn't look to themlike anything
they had seen in the three other humans. So it was only natural that they should be puzzled. Worst
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of all, he didn't seemto be able to tal k.

He had tried to. Wien the Bulldog spoke to him (or, as he thought, first snarled and then grow ed
at hinm he held out his shaking hand and gasped "Good Doggi e, then, poor old fellow " But the
beasts could not understand himany nore than he could understand them They didn't hear any
words: only a vague sizzling noise. Perhaps it was just as well they didn't, for no dog that |
ever knew, least of all a Tal king Dog of Narnia, |ikes being called a Good Doggi e then; any nore
than you would like being called My Little Man.

Then Uncl e Andrew dropped down in a dead faint.

"There!" said a Warthog, "it's only a tree. | always thought so." (Renenber, they had never yet
seen a faint or even a fall.)

The Bul | dog, who had been sniffing Uncle Andrew all over, raised its head and said, "It's an
animal. Certainly an animal. And probably the same kind as those other ones."

"I don't see that," said one of the Bears. "An animal wouldn't just roll over like that. W're
animals and we don't roll over. W stand up. Like this." He rose to his hind |legs, took a step
backwards, tripped over a |low branch and fell flat on his back

"The Third Joke, the Third Joke, the Third joke!" said the Jackdaw i n great excitenent.
"I still think it's a sort of tree," said the Warthog.
"If it's atree," said the other Bear, "there nmight be a bees' nest init."

"I"'msure it's not atree," said the Badger. "I had a sort of idea it was trying to speak before
it toppled over."

"That was only the wind in its branches," said the Wart hog.

"You surely don't nean," said the Jackdaw to the Badger, "that you think its a talking animal! It
didn't say any words."

"And yet, you know," said the El ephant (the She El ephant, of course; her husband, as you remenber,
had been called away by Aslan). "And yet, you know, it might be an animal of sone kind. Mghtn't
the whitish lunp at this end be a sort of face? And couldn't those hol es be eyes and a nouth? No
nose, of course. But then - ahem - one nustn't be narrow m nded. Very few of us have what could
exactly be called a Nose." She squinted down the I ength of her own trunk with pardonable pride.

"l object to that remark very strongly," said the Bull dog.

"The El ephant is quite right," said the Tapir

"I tell you what!" said the Donkey brightly, "perhaps it's an aninal that can't talk but thinks it
can."

"Can it be nade to stand up?" said the El ephant thoughtfully. She took the Iinp formof Uncle
Andrew gently in her trunk and set himup on end: upside down, unfortunately, so that two half-
sovereigns, three hal fcrowns, and a sixpence fell out of his pocket. But it was no use. Uncle
Andrew merely col | apsed agai n.

"There!" said several voices. "It isn't an animal at all, It's not alive.”

"I tell you, it is an animal," said the Bulldog. "Snell it for yourself."
"Snelling isn't everything," said the El ephant.

"Why," said the Bulldog, "if a fellow can't trust his nose, what is he to trust?"
"Well, his brains perhaps,” she replied mildly.

"I object to that remark very strongly," said the Bulldog.

file:/lIF|/rah/C.%20S.%20Lewis/CS%20Lewis%20-%201%20-%20The%20Magician's%20Nephew.txt (41 of 58) [2/3/03 12:05:40 AM]



file:///F|/rah/C.%20S.%20L ewis/CS%20L ewis%20-%201%20-%20The%20M agi cian's%20Nephew.txt

"Well, we nust do sonething about it," said the El ephant. "Because it nmay be the Neevil, and it
must be shown to Aslan. What do nost of us think? Is it an aninmal or sonething of the tree kind?"

"Tree! Tree!" said a dozen voi ces.

"Very well," said the Elephant. "Then, if it's a tree it wants to be planted. W nust dig a hole."

The two Mol es settled that part of the business pretty quickly. There was sone dispute as to which
way up Uncle Andrew ought to be put into the hole, and he had a very narrow escape from bei ng put
in head forenost. Several animals said his | egs nmust be his branches and therefore the grey,
fluffy thing (they neant his head) nust be his root. But then others said that the forked end of

hi mwas the nuddier and that it spread out nore, as roots ought to do. So finally he was pl anted
right way up. Wien they had patted down the earth it canme up above his knees.

"I't 1ooks dreadfully withered," said the Donkey.
"Of course it wants sone watering," said the El ephant.

"I think I might say (meaning no offence to anyone present) that, perhaps, for that sort of work,
my ki nd of nose -"

"I object to that remark very strongly,"” said the Bulldog. But the Elephant wal ked quietly to the
river, filled her trunk with water, and came back to attend to Uncle Andrew. The sagaci ous ani nal
went on doing this till gallons of water had been squirted over him and water was runni ng out of
the skirts of his frock-coat as if he had been for a bath with all his clothes on. In the end it
revived him He awoke fromhis faint. Wat a wake it was! But we nust |leave himto think over his
wi cked deed (if he was likely to do anything so sensible) and turn to nore inportant things.

Strawberry trotted on with Digory on his back till the noise of the other aninmals died away, and
now the little group of Aslan and his chosen councillors was quite close. Digory knew that he
couldn't possibly break in on so solem a neeting, but there was no need to do so. At a word from
Asl an, the He-El ephant, the Ravens, and all the rest of themdrew aside. Digory slipped off the
horse and found hinself face to face with Aslan. And Aslan was bigger and nore beautiful and nore
brightly golden and nore terrible than he had thought. He dared not | ook into the great eyes.

"Please - M Lion - Aslan - Sir," said Digory, "could you - may | - please, will you give nme sone
magi c fruit of this country to make Mother wel | ?"

He had been desperately hoping that the Lion would say "Yes"; he had been horribly afraid it m ght
say "No". But he was taken aback when it did neither

"This is the Boy," said Aslan, |ooking, not at Digory, but at his councillors. "This is the Boy
who did it."

"Ch dear," thought Digory, "what have | done now?"

"Son of Adam " said the Lion. "There is an evil Wtch abroad in ny new |l and of Narnia. Tell these
good Beasts how she came here."

A dozen different things that he might say flashed through Digory's mind, but he had the sense to
say not hi ng except the exact truth.

"I brought her, Aslan," he answered in a | ow voi ce.
"For what purpose?”

"I wanted to get her out of ny own world back into her owmn. | thought | was taking her back to her
own pl ace."

"How cane she to be in your world, Son of Adanf"

"By - by Magic."
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The Lion said nothing and Digory knew that he had not told enough

"I't was nmy Uncle, Aslan," he said. "He sent us out of our own world by magic rings, at least | had
to go because he sent Polly first, and then we net the Wtch in a place called Charn and she just
held on to us when -"

"You nmet the Wtch?" said Asian in a | ow voice which had the threat of a growl in it.

"She woke up," said Digory wetchedly. And then, turning very white, "I mean, | woke her. Because
I wanted to know what would happen if | struck a bell. Polly didn't want to. It wasn't her fault.

I - | fought her. | know | shouldn't have. | think | was a bit enchanted by the witing under the
bell."

"Do you?" asked Asian; still speaking very |ow and deep

"No," said Digory. "I see now !l wasn't. | was only pretending."

There was a | ong pause. And Digory was thinking all the tine, "I've spoiled everything. There's no

chance of getting anything for Mther now "

When the Lion spoke again, it was not to Digory.

"You see, friends," he said, "that before the new, clean world | gave you is seven hours old, a
force of evil has already entered it; waked and brought hither by this son of Adam" The Beasts,

even Strawberry, all turned their eyes on Digory till he felt that he wi shed the ground woul d
swal | ow hi mup. "But do not be cast down," said Aslan, still speaking to the Beasts. "Evil wll
come of that evil, but it is still a long way off, and | will see to it that the worst falls upon

myself. In the nmeantine, let us take such order that for nmany hundred years yet this shall be a
merry land in a nerry world. And as Adanmis race has done the harm Adam s race shall help to heal
it. Draw near, you other two."

The | ast words were spoken to Polly and the Cabby who had now arrived. Polly, all eyes and nouth,
was staring at Aslan and hol ding the Cabby's hand rather tightly. The Cabby gave one gl ance at the
Li on, and took off his bowl er hat: no one had yet seen himw thout it. Wen it was off, he | ooked
younger and nicer, and nore |like a countryman and | ess |ike a London cabman.

"Son," said Aslan to the Cabby. "I have known you long. Do you know ne?"

"Well, no, sir," said the Cabby. "Leastways, not in an ordinary manner of speaking. Yet | fee
sonmehow, if | may nake so free, as 'ow we've net before.”

"It is well,” said the Lion. "You know better than you think you know, and you shall live to know
me better yet. How does this |and please you?"

"It's a fair treat, sir," said the Cabby.
"Would you like to live here always?"

"Well you see sir, I'ma married nman," said the Cabby. "If ny wife was here neither of us would
ever want to go back to London, | reckon. W' re both country folks really."”

Aslan threw up his shaggy head, opened his mouth, and uttered a |ong, single note; not very | oud,
but full of power. Polly's heart junped in her body when she heard it. She felt sure that it was a
call, and that anyone who heard that call would want to obey it and (what's nore) would be able to
obey it, however many worlds and ages |ay between. And so, though she was filled with wonder, she
was not really astonished or shocked when all of a sudden a young woman, with a kind, honest face
stepped out of nowhere and stood beside her. Polly knew at once that it was the Cabby's wi fe,
fetched out of our world not by any tiresone nagic rings, but quickly, sinply and sweetly as a
bird flies to its nest. The young worman had apparently been in the mddle of a washing day, for
she wore an apron, her sleeves were rolled up to the el bow, and there were soapsuds on her hands.
If she had had time to put on her good clothes (her best hat had inmtation cherries onit) she
woul d have | ooked dreadful; as it was, she |ooked rather nice.

O course she thought she was dream ng. That was why she didn't rush across to her husband and ask
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hi m what on earth had happened to them both. But when she | ooked at the Lion she didn't feel quite
so sure it was a dream yet for sone reason she did not appear to be very frightened. Then she
dropped a little half curtsey, as some country girls still knew howto do in those days. After
that, she went and put her hand in the Cabby's and stood there | ooking round her a little shyly.

"My children," said Aslan, fixing his eyes on both of them "you are to be the first King and
Queen of Narnia."

The Cabby opened his nouth in astonishment, and his wife turned very red.

"You shall rule and nanme all these creatures, and do justice anong them and protect them from
their enemi es when enemies arise. And enemies will arise, for there is an evil Wtch in this
world. "

The Cabby swall owed hard two or three tinmes and cleared his throat.

"Beggi ng your pardon, sir," he said, "and thanking you very much |I'msure (which ny M ssus does

the sane) but | ain't no sort of a chap for a job like that. |I never 'ad much eddycation, you
see. "

"Wl | ," said Aslan,"can you use a spade and a plough and raise food out of the earth?"

"Yes, sir, | could do a bit of that sort of work: being brought up to it, like."

"Can you rule these creatures kindly and fairly, renenbering that they are not slaves like the
dunb beasts of the world you were born in, but Tal king Beasts and free subjects?"

"I see that, sir," replied the Cabby. "lI'd try to do the square thing by themall."
"And woul d you bring up your children and grandchildren to do the same?"
"I't'd be up to ne to try, sir. I'd do nmy best: wouldn't we, Nellie?"

"And you woul dn't have favourites either among your own children or anong the other creatures or
| et any hold another under or use it hardly?"

"I never could abide such goings on, sir, and that's the truth. I'd give "emwhat for if | caught
"emat it," said the Cabby. (Al through this conversation his voice was grow ng slower and
richer. More like the country voice he nust have had as a boy and less |ike the sharp, quick voice
of a cockney.)

"And if enenies cane against the land (for enemes will arise) and there was war, would you be the
first in the charge and the last in the retreat?"

"Well, sir," said the Cabby very slowy, "a chap don't exactly know till he's been tried. | dare
say | might turn out ever such a soft 'un. Never did no fighting except with ny fists. 1'd try -
that is, | 'opel'd try - to do ny bit."

"Then," said Aslan,, "You will have done all that a King should do. Your coronation will be held

presently. And you and your children and grandchildren shall be blessed, and sone will be Kings of
Narnia, and others will be Kings of Archenland which Iies yonder over the Southern Muntains. And
you, little Daughter (here he turned to Polly) are welcone. Have you forgiven the Boy for the
violence he did you in the Hall of Inmages in the desol ate pal ace of accursed Charn?"

"Yes, Aslan, we've nade it up," said Polly.

"That is well," said Aslan. "And now for the Boy hinsel f."

CHAPTER TWELVE

STRAVBERRY' S ADVENTURE
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DI GORY kept his nmouth very tight shut. He had been growi ng nore and nore unconfortable. He hoped
that, whatever happened, he wouldn't blub or do anything ridicul ous.

"Son of Adam " said Aslan. "Are you ready to undo the wrong that you have done to nmy sweet country
of Narnia on the very day of its birth?"

"Well, | don't see what | can do," said Digory. "You see, the Queen ran away and -
"l asked, are you ready?" said the Lion

"Yes," said Digory. He had had for a second sone wild idea of saying "I'll try to help you if
you'll promise to help ny Mother," but he realized in tine that the Lion was not at all the sort
of person one could try to make bargains with. But when he had said "Yes," he thought of his

Mot her, and he thought of the great hopes he had had, and how they were all dying away, and a | unp
came in his throat and tears in his eyes, and he blurted out:

"But please, please - won't you - can't you give nme sonething that will cure Mdther?" Up till then
he had been | ooking at the Lion's great feet and the huge claws on them now, in his despair, he

| ooked up at its face. Wiat he saw surprised himas nuch as anything in his whole life. For the
tawny face was bent down near his own and (wonder of wonders) great shining tears stood in the
Lion's eyes. They were such big, bright tears conpared with Digory's own that for a nonment he felt
as if the Lion nust really be sorrier about his Mther than he was hinself.

"My son, ny son," said Aslan. "I know. Gief is great. Only you and | in this |land know that yet.
Let us be good to one another. But | have to think of hundreds of years in the Iife of Narnia. The
Wtch whom you have brought into this world will conme back to Narnia again. But it need not be
yet. It is ny wish to plant in Narnia a tree that she will not dare to approach, and that tree
will protect Narnia fromher for many years. So this land shall have a long, bright norning before
any clouds cone over the sun. You nust get nme the seed fromwhich that tree is to grow. "

"Yes, sir," said Digory. He didn't know how it was to be done but he felt quite sure now that he
woul d be able to do it. The Lion drew a deep breath, stooped its head even | ower and gave him a
Lion's kiss. And at once Digory felt that new strength and courage had gone into him

"Dear son," said Aslan, "I will tell you what you rust do. Turn and |ook to the West and tell ne
what do you see?"

"I see terribly big nountains, Aslan," said Digory, "I see this river coming down cliffs in a
waterfall. And beyond the cliff there are high green hills with forests. And beyond those there
are hi gher ranges that | ook al nost black. And then, far away, there are big snowy mountains al
heaped up together - |like pictures of the Al ps. And behind those there's nothing but the sky."

"You see well," said the Lion. "Now the land of Narnia ends where the waterfall comes down, and
once you have reached the top of the cliffs you will be out of Narnia and into the Wstern WId.
You nust journey through those mountains till you find a green valley with a blue lake in it,
wal | ed round by nountains of ice. At the end of the |lake there is a steep, green hill. On the top
of that hill there is a garden. In the centre of that garden is a tree. Pluck an apple fromthat
tree and bring it back to ne."

"Yes, sir," said Digory again. He hadn't the | east idea of how he was to clinb the cliff and find
his way anong all the nmountains, but he didn't like to say that for fear it would sound I|ike
maki ng excuses. But he did say, "I hope, Aslan, you're not in a hurry. | shan't be able to get
there and back very quickly."

"Little son of Adam you shall have help," said Aslan. He then turned to the Horse who had been
standing quietly beside themall this tine, swishing his tail to keep the flies off, and |istening
with his head on one side as if the conversation were a little difficult to understand.

"My dear," said Aslan to the Horse, "would you like to be a wi nged horse?"

You shoul d have seen how the Horse shook its mane and how its nostrils w dened, and the little tap
it gave the ground with one back hoof. Clearly it would very much Iike to be a wi nged horse. But
it only said:
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"If you wish, Aslan - if you really nmean - | don't know why it should be ne - I"'mnot a very
cl ever horse.”

"Be winged. Be the father of all flying horses,"
"Your nane is Fledge."

roared Aslan in a voice that shook the ground.

The horse shied, just as it m ght have shied in the old, miserable days when it pulled a hansom
Then it roared. It strained its neck back as if there were a fly biting its shoulders and it
wanted to scratch them And then, just as the beasts had burst out of the earth, there burst out
fromthe shoul ders of Fledge wings that spread and grew, |arger than eagles', l|arger than swans',
| arger than angels' wings in church wi ndows. The feathers shone chestnut col our and copper col our
He gave a great sweep with themand | eaped into the air.

Twenty feet above Aslan and Digory he snorted, neighed, and curvetted. Then, after circling once
round them he dropped to the earth, all four hoofs together, |ooking awkward and surprised, but
extremely pl eased.

"I's it good, Fledge?" said Aslan
"It is very good, Aslan," said Fledge.
"WIIl you carry this little son of Adam on your back to the nmountainvalley |I spoke of ?"

"What ? Now? At once?" said Strawberry - or Fledge, as we nust now call him- "Hurrah! Cone, little
one, |I've had things |ike you on ny back before

Long, long ago. \When there were green fields; and sugar."

"What are the two daughters of Eve whispering about?" said Aslan, turning very suddenly on Polly
and the Cabby's wife, who had in fact been making friends.

"If you please, sir," said Queen Helen (for that is what Nellie the cabman's wi fe now was), "I
think the little girl would love to go too, if it weren't no trouble."

"What does Fl edge say about that?" asked the Lion

"Ch, | don't mind two, not when they're little ones," said Fledge. "But | hope the El ephant
doesn't want to conme as well."

The El ephant had no such wi sh, and the new King of Narnia hel ped both the children up: that is, he
gave Digory a rough heave and set Polly as gently and daintily on the horse's back as if she were
made of china and m ght break. "There they are, Strawberry - Fledge, | should say. This is a rum

go."

"Do not fly too high," said Aslan. "Do not try to go over the tops of the great ice-nountains.
Look out for the valleys, the green places, and fly through them There will always be a way
t hrough. And now, begone with ny bl essing.”

"Ch Fledge!" said Digory, leaning forward to pat the Horse's glossy neck. "This is fun. Hold on to
me tight, Polly."

Next nonment the country dropped away beneath them and whirled round as Fl edge, |ike a huge

pi geon, circled once or twi ce before setting off on his long westward flight. Looking down, Polly
could hardly see the King and the Queen, and even Aslan hinself was only a bright yellow spot on
the green grass. Soon the wind was in their faces and Fl edges wings settled down to a steady beat.

Al'l Narnia, many-coloured with | awns and rocks and heather and different sorts of trees, |ay
spread out below them the river winding through it Ilike a ribbon of quicksilver. They could

al ready see over the tops of the low hills which lay northward on their right; beyond those hills
a great noorland sloped gently up and up to the horizon. On their left the nountains were rnuch

hi gher, but every now and then there was a gap when you could see, between steep pine woods, a
glinmpse of the southern | ands that |ay beyond them | ooking blue and far away.
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"That' || be where Archenland is," said Polly.
"Yes, but | ook ahead!" said Digory.

For now a great barrier of cliffs rose before themand they were al nost dazzled by the sunlight
dancing on the great waterfall by which the river roars and sparkles down into Narnia itself from
the high western lands in which it rises. They were flying so high already that the thunder of
those falls could only just be heard as a small, thin sound, but they were not yet high enough to
fly over the top of the cliffs.

"We' Il have to do a bit of zig-zagging here," said Fledge. "Hold on tight."

He began flying to and fro, getting higher at each turn. The air grew colder, and they heard the
call of eagles far bel ow t hem

"l say, |ook back! Look behind," said Polly.

There they could see the whole valley of Narnia stretched out to where, just before the eastern
hori zon, there was a gl eam of the sea. And now they were so high that they could see tiny-Iooking
j agged nount ai ns appearing beyond the northwest nmoors, and plains of what |ooked like sand far in
t he sout h.

"I wish we had soneone to tell us what all those places are," said Digory.

"l don't suppose they're anywhere yet,’
happeni ng. The world only began today."

said Polly. "I nean, there's no one there, and nothing

"No, but people will get there," said Digory. "And then they'll have histories, you know. "

"Well, it's a jolly good thing they haven't now," said Polly. "Because nobody can be nmade to | earn
it. Battles and dates and all that rot."

Now t hey were over the top of the cliffs and in a few mnutes the valley |Iand of Narnia had sunk
out of sight behind them They were flying over a wild country of steep hills and dark forests,

still following the course of the river. The really big nountains |oomed ahead. But the sun was
now in the travellers' eyes and they couldn't see things very clearly in that direction. For the
sun sank lower and lower till the western sky was all |ike one great furnace full of melted gol d;

and it set at last behind a jagged peak which stood up against the brightness as sharp and flat as
if it were cut out of cardboard.

"I't's none too warmup here," said Polly.

"And nmy wings are beginning to ache," said Fledge. There's no sign of the valley with a Lake in
it, like what Aslan said. What about coni ng down and | ooking out for a decent spot to spend the
night in? W shan't reach that place tonight."

"Yes, and surely it's about tinme for supper?" said Digory.

So Fl edge canme |lower and |lower. As they came down nearer to the earth and anong the hills, the air
grew warnmer and after travelling so many hours with nothing to listen to but the beat of Fledge's
wings, it was nice to hear the honely and earthy noises again - the chatter of the river onits
stony bed and the creaking of trees in the Iight wind. A warm good snell of sun-baked earth and
grass and flowers cane up to them At |last Fledge alighted. Digory rolled off and hel ped Polly to
di smount. Both were glad to stretch their stiff |egs.

The valley in which they had cone down was in the heart of the nmountains; snowy heights, one of
them | ooking rosered in the reflections of the sunset, towered above them

"I am hungry," said Digory.

"Well, tuck in," said Fledge, taking a big nmouthful of grass. Then he raised his head, stil
chewing and with bits of grass sticking out on each side of his nmouth |ike whiskers, and said,
"Come on, you two. Don't be shy. There's plenty for us all."
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"But we can't eat grass," said Digory.
"Hm h'm" said Fledge, speaking with his nouth full. "Well - h'm- don't know quite what you'l
do then. Very good grass too."

Polly and Digory stared at one another in di smay.

"Well, | do think someone m ght have arranged about our neals," said D gory.
"I'"'msure Aslan would have, if you'd asked him" said Fl edge.

"Woul dn't he know wit hout being asked?" said Polly.

"I've no doubt he would," said the Horse (still with his nmouth full). "But |'ve a sort of idea he
likes to be asked."

"But what on earth are we to do?" asked Di gory.

"I msure | don't know," said Fledge. "Unless you try the grass. You might like it better than you
t hi nk. "

"Ch, don't be silly," said Polly, stanping her foot. "Of course humans can't eat grass, any nore
than you could eat a mutton chop."”

"For goodness' sake don't talk about chops and things," said Digory. "It only makes it worse."

Digory said that Polly had better take herself hone by ring and get sonething to eat there; he
couldn't hinself because he had promi sed to go straight on his nessage for Aslan, and, if once he
showed up again at hone, anything m ght happen to prevent his getting back. But Polly said she
woul dn't | eave him and Digory said it was jolly decent of her.

"I say," said Polly, "lI've still got the remains of that bag of toffee in nmy jacket. It'Il be
better than nothing."

"Alot better," said Digory, "But be careful to get your hand into your pocket w thout touching
your ring."

This was a difficult and delicate job but they managed it in the end. The little paper bag was
very squashy and sticky when they finally got it out, so that it was nore a question of tearing
the bag off the toffees than of getting the toffees out of the bag. Some grown-ups (you know how
fussy they can be about that sort of thing) would rather have gone w thout supper altogether than
eaten those toffees. There were nine of themall told. It was Digory who had the bright idea of
eating four each and planting the ninth; for, as he said, "if the bar off the |anp-post turned
intoalittle light-tree, why shouldn't this turn into a toffee-tree?" So they dibbled a smal
hole in the turf and buried the piece of toffee. Then they ate the other pieces, making them| ast
as long as they could. It was a poor neal, even with all the paper they couldn't help eating as
wel | .

When Fl edge had quite finished his own excellent supper he |lay down. The children cane and sat one
on each side of himleaning agai nst his warm body, and when he had spread a wi ng over each they
were really quite snug. As the bright young stars of that new world came out they tal ked over
everything: how Digory had hoped to get sonething for his Mther and how, instead of that, he had
been sent on this nessage. And they repeated to one another all the signs by which they woul d know
the places they were | ooking for - the blue |ake and the hill with a garden on top of it. The talk
was just beginning to sl ow down as they got sleepy, when suddenly Polly sat up wi de awake and said
"Hush!"

Everyone |listened as hard as they coul d.

"Perhaps it was only the wind in the trees," said Digory presently.
"I"'mnot so sure," said Fledge. "Anyway - wait! There it goes again. By Aslan, it is sonething."

The horse scranbled to its feet with a great noise and a great upheaval; the children were already

file:/lIF|/rah/C.%20S.%20Lewis/CS%20Lewis%20-%201%20-%20The%20Magician's%20Nephew.txt (48 of 58) [2/3/03 12:05:40 AM]



file:///F|/rah/C.%20S.%20L ewis/CS%20L ewis%20-%201%20-%20The%20M agi cian's%20Nephew.txt

on theirs. Fledge trotted to and fro, sniffing and whinnying. The children tip-toed this way and
that, |ooking behind every bush and tree. They kept on thinking they saw things, and there was one
time when Polly was perfectly certain she had seen-a tall, dark figure gliding quickly away in a
westerly direction. But they caught nothing and in the end Fledge | ay down again and the children
re-snuggled (if that is the right word) under his wings. They went to sleep at once. Fledge stayed
awake nmuch | onger noving his ears to and fro in the darkness and sonetimes giving a little shiver
with his skin as if a fly had lighted on him but in the end he too slept.

CHAPTER THI RTEEN
AN UNEXPECTED MEETI NG

"WAKE up, Digory, wake up, Fledge," came the voice of Polly. "It has turned into a toffee tree.
And it's the |oveliest norning."

The | ow early sunshine was streani ng through the wood and the grass was grey with dew and the
cobwebs were like silver. Just beside themwas a little, very darkwooded tree, about the size of
an apple tree. The | eaves were whitish and rather papery, like the herb called honesty, and it was
| oaded with little brow fruits that | ooked rather |ike dates.

"Hurrah!" said Digory. "But I'"'mgoing to have a dip first." He rushed through a flowering thicket
or two down to the river's edge. Have you ever bathed in a nountain river that is running in
shal | ow cataracts over red and blue and yell ow stones with the sun on it? It is as good as the
sea: in sonme ways al nost better. O course, he had to dress again wthout drying but it was well
worth it. Wien he cane back, Polly went down and had her bathe; at |east she said that was what
she' d been doing, but we know she was not nuch of a swimer and perhaps it is best not to ask too
many questions. Fledge visited the river too but he only stood in nidstream stooping down for a
I ong drink of water and then shaking his mane and nei ghi ng several tines.

Polly and Digory got to work on the toffee-tree. The fruit was delicious; not exactly |like toffee -
softer for one thing, and juicy - but like fruit which rem nded one of toffee. Fledge also made an
excel l ent breakfast; he tried one of the toffee fruits and liked it but said he felt nore |ike
grass at that hour in the norning. Then with some difficulty the children got on his back and the
second j ourney began.

It was even better than yesterday, partly because every one was feeling so fresh, and partly
because the newWy risen sun was at their backs and, of course, everything | ooks nicer when the
light is behind you. It was a wonderful ride. The big snowy nountains rose above themin every
direction. The valleys, far beneath them were so green, and all the streans which tunbled down
fromthe glaciers into the main river were so blue, that it was |ike flying over gigantic pieces
of jewellery. They would have liked this part of the adventure to go on longer than it did. But
quite soon they were all sniffing the air and saying "Wat is it?" and "Did you snell sonethi ng?"
and "Where's it conming fron?" For a heavenly snell, warm and golden, as if fromall the nost
delicious fruits and flowers of the world, was comng up to them from somewhere ahead.

"I't's coming fromthat valley with the lake in it," said Fl edge.

"So it is,"” said Digory. "And | ook! There's a green hill at the far end of the | ake. And | ook how
blue the water is."

"It nust be the Place," said all three.

Fl edge cane |l ower and lower in wide circles. The icy peaks rose up higher and hi gher above. The
air came up warner and sweeter every noment, so sweet that it al nmost brought the tears to your
eyes. Fledge was now gliding with his wi ngs spread out notionless on each side, and his hoofs
pawi ng for the ground. The steep green hill was rushing towards them A nmonent |ater he alighted
on its slope, alittle anwkwardly. The children rolled off, fell wi thout hurting thenselves on the
warm fine grass, and stood up panting a little.

They were three-quarters of the way up the hill, and set out at once to clinb to the top. (I don't
think Fl edge coul d have nanaged this wi thout his wings to balance himand to give himthe hel p of
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aflutter now and then.) Al round the very top of the hill ran a high wall of green turf. Inside
the wall trees were growing. Their branches hung out over the wall; their |eaves showed not only
green but also blue and silver when the wind stirred them Wen the travellers reached the top
they wal ked nearly all the way round it outside the green wall before they found the gates: high
gates of gold, fast shut, facing due east.

Up till now | think Fledge and Polly had had the idea that they would go in with Digory. But they
t hought so no | onger. You never saw a place which was so obviously private. You could see at a
glance that it belonged to soneone else. Only a fool would dream of going in unless he had been
sent there on very special business. Digory hinself understood at once that the others woul dn't
and couldn't cone in with him He went forward to the gates al one.

When he had cone close up to them he saw words witten on the gold with silver letters; sonething
like this:

Conme in by the gold gates or not at all, Take of ny fruit for others or forbear, For those who
steal or those who clinb ny wall Shall find their heart's desire and find despair.

"Take of nmy fruit for others," said Digory to hinself. "Wll, that's what |'mgoing to do. It
means | mustn't eat any nyself, | suppose. | don't know what all that jawin the last line is
about. Cone in by the gold gates. Well who'd want to clinb a wall if he could get in by a gates.’
But how do the gates open?" He laid his hand on them and instantly they swung apart, opening

i nwards, turning on their hinges without the |east noise.

Now that he could see into the place it |ooked nore private than ever. He went in very sol emmly,

| ooki ng about him Everything was very quiet inside. Even the fountain which rose near the mddle
of the garden made only the faintest sound. The lovely snmell was all round him it was a happy

pl ace but very serious.

He knew which was the right tree at once, partly because it stood in the very centre and partly
because the great silver apples with which it was | oaded shone so and cast a light of their own
down on the shadowy places where the sunlight did not reach. He wal ked straight across to it,

pi cked an apple, and put it in the breast pocket of his Norfolk jacket. But he couldn't help

|l ooking at it and snelling it before he put it away.

It woul d have been better if he had not. A terrible thirst and hunger canme over himand a | ongi ng
to taste that fruit. He put it hastily into his pocket; but there were plenty of others. Could it
be wong to taste one? After all, he thought, the notice on the gate m ght not have been exactly
an order; it mght have been only a piece of advice - and who cares about advice? O even if it
were an order, would he be disobeying it by eating an apple? He had al ready obeyed the part about
taki ng one "for others".

Wiile he was thinking of all this he happened to | ook up through the branches towards the top of
the tree. There, on a branch above his head, a wonderful bird was roosting. | say "roosting"
because it seened al nost asl eep; perhaps not quite. The tiniest slit of one eye was open. It was
| arger than an eagle, its breast saffron, its head crested with scarlet, and its tail purple.

"And it just shows," said Digory afterwards when he was telling the story to the others, "that you
can't be too careful in these nmmgical places. You never know what nmay be watching you." But |
think Digory woul d not have taken an apple for hinself in any case. Things |ike Do Not Steal were,
I think, hanrered into boys' heads a good deal harder in those days than they are now. Still, we
can never be certain.

Digory was just turning to go back to the gates when he stopped to have one | ast | ook around. He
got a terrible shock. He was not al one. There, only a few yards away fromhim stood the Wtch.
She was just throwi ng away the core of an apple which she had eaten. The juice was darker than you
woul d expect and had made a horrid stain round her nouth. Digory guessed at once that she nust
have clinbed in over the wall. And he began to see that there m ght be sone sense in that |ast

| ine about getting your heart's desire and getting despair along with it. For the Wtch | ooked
stronger and prouder than ever, and even, in a way, triunphant; but her face was deadly white,
white as salt.

Al'l this flashed through Digory's nmind in a second; then he took to his heels and ran for the
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gates as hard as he could pelt; the Wtch after him As soon as he was out, the gates closed
behi nd himof their own accord. That gave himthe | ead but not for long. By the tine he had
reached the others and was shouting out "Quick, get on, Polly! Get up, Fledge", the Wtch had
clinmbed the wall, or vaulted over it, and was cl ose behi nd hi m agai n.

"Stay where you are," cried Digory, turning round to face her, "or we'll all vanish. Don't conme an
inch nearer."

"Fool i sh boy," said the Wtch. "Wiy do you run fromne? | nean you no harm If you do not stop and
listen to ne now, you will niss sonme know edge that woul d have nade you happy all your life."

"Well | don't want to hear it, thanks,"” said Digory. But he did.

"I know what errand you have cone on," continued the Wtch. "For it was | who was cl ose beside you
in the woods | ast night and heard all your counsels. You have plucked fruit in the garden yonder.
You have it in your pocket now. And you are going to carry it back, untasted, to the Lion; for him
to eat, for himto use. You sinpleton! Do you know what that fruit is? | will tell you. It is the
appl e of youth, the apple of life. |I know, for | have tasted it; and | feel already such changes
in nyself that | know | shall never grow old or die. Eat it, Boy, eat it; and you and | wll both
live forever and be king and queen of this whole world - or of your world, if we decide to go back
there."

"No thanks," said Digory, "I don't know that | care nmuch about living on and on after everyone
know is dead. |1'd rather live an ordinary time and die and go to Heaven."

"But what about this Mther of yours whomyou pretend to | ove so?"
"What's she got to do with it?" said Digory.

"Do you not see, Fool, that one bite of that apple would heal her? You have it in your pocket. W
are here by ourselves and the Lion is far away. Use your Magic and go back to your own world. A
m nute |later you can be at your Mdther's bedside, giving her the fruit. Five mnutes later you
will see the colour com ng back to her face. She will tell you the pain is gone. Soon she wll
tell you she feels stronger. Then she will fall asleep - think of that; hours of sweet natura

sl eep, without pain, wthout drugs. Next day everyone will be saying how wonderfully she has
recovered. Soon she will be quite well again. All will be well again. Your hone will be happy
again. You will be like other boys."

"Ch!" gasped Digory as if he had been hurt, and put his hand to his head. For he now knew t hat the
nost terrible choice lay before him

"What has the Lion ever done for you that you should be his slave?" said the Wtch. "Wat can he
do to you once you are back in your own world? And what would your Mdther think if she knew that
you coul d have taken her pain away and gi ven her back her |ife and saved your Father's heart from
bei ng broken, and that you wouldn't - that you'd rather run nessages for a wild animal in a
strange world that is no business of yours?"

"I - | don't think he is a wild aninmal,"
know -"

said Digory in a dried-up sort of voice. "He is - | don't

"Then he is sonmething worse," said the Wtch. "Look what he has done to you already; |ook how
heartl ess he has nade you. That is what he does to everyone who listens to him Cruel, pitiless
boy! you would |l et your own Mother die rather than -"

"COh shut up,"” said the mserable Digory, still in the same voice. "Do you think | don't see? But |
- | pronised.”

"Ah, but you didn't know what you were prom sing. And no one here can prevent you."

"Mt her herself," said Digory, getting the words out with difficulty, "wouldn't like it - awfully
strict about keeping promises - and not stealing - and all that sort of thing. She'd tell ne not
to do it - quick as anything - if she was here.”
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"But she need never know," said the Wtch, speaking nore sweetly than you woul d have thought
anyone with so fierce a face could speak. "You wouldn't tell her how you' d got the apple. Your
Fat her need never know. No one in your world need know anyt hi ng about this whole story. You
needn't take the little girl back with you, you know. "

That was where the Wtch nmade her fatal mistake. OF course Digory knew that Polly could get away
by her own ring as easily as he could get away by his. But apparently the Wtch didn't know this.
And the nmeanness of the suggestion that he should | eave Polly behind suddenly nade all the other
things the Wtch had been saying to himsound false and hollow. And even in the mdst of all his
m sery, his head suddenly cleared, and he said (in a different and nuch | ouder' voice):

"Look here; where do you cone into all this? Wiy are you so precious fond of ny Mdther all of a
sudden? What's it got to do with you? Wat's your gane?"

"Good for you, Digs," whispered Polly in his ear. "Quick! Get away now. " She hadn't dared to say
anything all through the argunent because, you see, it wasn't her Mther who was dyi ng.

"Up then," said Digory, heaving her on to Fledge's back and then scranbling up as quickly as he
could. The horse spread its wi ngs.

"CGo then, Fools," called the Wtch. "Think of ne, Boy, when you lie old and weak and dyi ng, and
renenmber how you threw away the chance of endless youth! It won't be offered you again."

They were already so high that they could only just hear her. Nor did the Wtch waste any tine
gazing up at them they saw her set off northward down the slope of the hill.

They had started early that norning and what happened in the garden had not taken very long, so
that Fledge and Polly both said they woul d easily get back to Narnia before nightfall. D gory
never spoke on the way back, and the others were shy of speaking to him He was very sad and he
wasn't even sure all the tinme that he had done the right thing; but whenever he renenbered the
shining tears in Aslan's eyes he becane sure.

Al'l day Fledge flew steadily with untiring wings; eastward with the river to guide him through
the mountai ns and over the wild wooded hills, and then over the great waterfall and down, and
down, to where the woods of Narnia were darkened by the shadow of the mighty cliff, till at |ast,
when the sky was growing red with sunset behind them he saw a place where nany creatures were
gat hered together by the riverside. And soon he could see Aslan hinmself in the mdst of them

Fl edge glided down, spread out his four |legs, closed his wings, and | anded cantering. Then he
pul l ed up. The children disnobunted. Digory saw all the animals, dwarfs, satyrs, nynphs, and ot her
things drawi ng back to the left and right to nake way for him He wal ked up to Aslan, handed him
the appl e and sai d:

"I'"ve brought you the apple you wanted, sir.

CHAPTER FOURTEEN
THE PLANTI NG OF THE TREE

"WELL done," said Aslan in a voice that nade the earth shake. Then Di gory knew that all the
Nar ni ans had heard those words and that the story of them would be handed down from father to son
in that new world for hundreds of years and perhaps forever. But he was in no danger of feeling
conceited for he didn't think about it at all now that he was face to face with Aslan. This tinme
he found he could | ook straight into the Lion's eyes. He had forgotten his troubles and felt

absol utely content.

"Well done, son of Adam" said the Lion again. "For this fruit you have hungered and thirsted and
wept. No hand but yours shall sow the seed of the Tree that is to be the protection of Narnia.
Throw the apple towards the river bank where the ground is soft."

Digory did as he was told. Everyone had grown so quiet that you could hear the soft thunp where it
fell into the nud.
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"It is well thrown," said Aslan. "Let us now proceed to the Coronation of King Frank of Narnia and
Hel en his Queen.™

The children now noticed these two for the first tinme. They were dressed in strange and beautifu
clothes, and fromtheir shoulders rich robes flowed out behind themto where four dwarfs held up
the King's train and four rivernynphs the Queen's. Their heads were bare; but Helen had |let her
hair down and it nade a great inprovenent in her appearance. But it was neither hair nor clothes
that made them |l ook so different fromtheir old selves. Their faces had a new expression
especially the King's. Al the sharpness and cunni ng and quarrel soneness whi ch he had picked up as
a London cabby seened to have been washed away, and the courage and ki ndness whi ch he had al ways
had were easier to see. Perhaps it was the air of the young world that had done it, or talking
with Aslan, or both.

"Upon ny word," whispered Fledge to Polly. "My old naster's been changed nearly as much as | have!
Why, he's a real naster now "

"Yes, but don't buzz in ny ear like that," said Polly. "It tickles so."

"Now, " said Aslan, "some of you undo that tangle you have made with those trees and |let us see
what we shall find there."

Di gory now saw that where four trees grew close together their branches had all been | aced
together or tied together with switches so as to nmake a sort of cage. The two El ephants with their
trunks and a few dwarfs with their little axes soon got it all undone. There were three things

i nside. One was a young tree that seened to be nmade of gold; the second was a young tree that
seened to be nmade of silver; but the third was a miserable object in nmuddy clothes, sitting
hunched up between them

"Gosh!" whispered Digory. "Uncle Andrew "

To explain all this we nust go back a bit. The Beasts, you renenber, had tried planting and

wat eri ng him Wen the watering brought himto his senses, he found hinself soaking wet, buried up
to his thighs in earth (which was quickly turning into nud) and surrounded by nore wild animals
than he had ever dreaned of in his life before. It is perhaps not surprising that he began to
scream and how . This was in a way a good thing, for it at |ast persuaded everyone (even the
Warthog) that he was alive. So they dug himup again (his trousers were in a really shocking state
by now). As soon as his legs were free he tried to bolt, but one swift curl of the El ephant's
trunk round his waist soon put an end to that. Everyone now t hought he rnust be safely kept
somewhere till Aslan had tinme to come and see himand say what should be done about him So they
made a sort of cage or coop all round him They then of fered hi meverything they could; think of
to eat.

The Donkey collected great piles of thistles and threw themin, but Uncle Andrew didn't seemto
care about them The Squirrels bonbarded himwith volleys of nuts but he only covered his head
with his hands and tried to keep out of the way. Several birds flewto and fro deligently dropping
worms on him The Bear was especially kind. During the afternoon he found a wild bees' nest and
instead of eating it hinmself (which he would very much Iike to have done) this worthy creature
brought it back to Uncle Andrew. But this was in fact the worst failure of all. The Bear | obbed
the whol e sticky mass over the top of the enclosure and unfortunately it hit Uncle Andrew slap in
the face (not all the bees were dead). The Bear, who would not at all have ninded being hit in the
face by a honeyconb hinself, could not understand why Uncle Andrew staggered back, slipped, and
sat down. And it was sheer bad luck that he sat down on the pile of thistles. "And anyway," as the
Warthog said, "quite a ot of honey has got into the creature's nouth and that's bound to have
done it sonme good." They were really getting quite fond of their strange pet and hoped that Aslan
would allow themto keep it. The cleverer ones were quite sure by now that at |east sone of the
noi ses which canme out of his nmouth had a neaning. They christened hi m Brandy because he nade that
noi se so often

In the end, however, they had to |l eave himthere for the night. Aslan was busy all that day
instructing the new King and Queen and doi ng other inportant things, and could not attend to "poor
old Brandy". What with the nuts, pears, apples, and bananas that had been thrown in to him he did
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fairly well for supper; but it wouldn't be true to say that he passed an agreeabl e night.

"Bring out that creature," said Aslan. One of the Elephants lifted Uncle Andrew in its trunk and
laid himat the Lion's feet. He was too frightened to nove.

"Pl ease, Aslan,"” said Polly, "could you say sonething to - to unfrighten hinf And then could you
say sonmething to prevent himfromever com ng back here agai n?"

"Do you think he wants to?" said Aslan.

"Well, Aslan," said Polly, "he m ght send soneone else. He's so excited about the bar off the | anp-
post growing into a | amp-post tree and he thinks -"

"He thinks great folly, child," said Aslan. "This world is bursting with |ife for these few days
because the song with which | called it into life still hangs in the air and runmbles in the
ground. It will not be so for long. But | cannot tell that to this old sinner, and | cannot
confort himeither; he has made hinself unable to hear my voice. If | spoke to him he would hear
only growings and roarings. Onh Adam s sons, how cleverly you defend yoursel ves against all that
m ght do you good! But | will give himthe only gift he is still able to receive."

He bowed his great head rather sadly, and breathed into the Magician's terrified face. "Sleep," he
said. "Sleep and be separated for sonme few hours fromall the tornments you have devi sed for
yoursel f." Uncle Andrew i medi ately rolled over with cl osed eyes and began breat hi ng peaceful |y.

"Carry himaside and |lay himdown," said Aslan. "Now, dwarfs! Show your smith-craft. Let ne see
you make two crowns for your King and Queen.”

More Dwarfs than you could dream of rushed forward to the Golden Tree. They had all its |eaves
stripped off, and sonme of its branches torn off too, before you could say Jack Robi nson. And now
the children could see that it did not nerely | ook golden but was of real, soft gold. It had of
course sprung up fromthe hal f-sovereigns which had fallen out of Uncle Andrew s pocket when he
was turned upside down; just as the silver had grown up fromthe hal f-crowns. From nowhere, as it
seenmed, piles of dry brushwood for fuel, a little anvil, hamrers, tongs, and bell ows were
produced. Next nmonent (how those dwarfs loved their work!) the fire was bl azing, the bellows were
roaring, the gold was nelting, the hammers were clinking. Two Ml es, whom Asl an had set to dig
(whi ch was what they |iked best) earlier in the day, poured out a pile of precious stones at the
dwarfs' feet. Under the clever fingers of the little smths two crowns took shape - not ugly,
heavy things |ike nodern European crowns, but |ight, delicate, beautifully shaped circles that you
could really wear and | ook nicer by wearing. The King's was set with rubies and the Queen's with
emer al ds.

When the crowns had been cooled in the river Aslan made Frank and Hel en kneel before himand he
pl aced the crowns on their heads. Then he said, "Rise up King and Queen of Narnia, father and
not her of many kings that shall be in Narnia and the Isles and Archenland. Be just and merci ful
and brave. The blessing is upon you."

Then everyone cheered or bayed or neighed or trunpeted or clapped its wings and the royal pair
stood | ooking solemm and a little shy, but all the nobler for their shyness. And while D gory was
still cheering he heard the deep voice of Aslan beside him saying:

"Look!"

Everyone in that crowd turned its head, and then everyone drew a |long breath of wonder and
delight. Alittle way off, towering over their heads, they saw a tree which had certainly not been
there before. It nust have grown up silently, yet swiftly as a flag rises when you pull it up on a
flagstaff, while they were all busied about the coronation. Its spreading branches seened to cast
a light rather than a shade, and silver apples peeped out like stars fromunder every leaf. But it
was the smell which came fromit, even nore than the sight, that had nmade everyone draw in their
breath. For a nmonent one could hardly think about anything el se.

"Son of Adam" said Aslan, "you have sown well. And you, Narnians, let it be your first care to
guard this Tree, for it is your Shield. The Wtch of whom | told you has fled far away into the
North of the world; she will live on there, growing stronger in dark Magic. But while that Tree
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flourishes she will never cone down into Narnia. She dare not cone within a hundred mles of the
Tree, for its snell, which is joy and life and health to you, is death and horror and despair to
her."

Everyone was staring solemly at the Tree when Aslan suddenly swung round his head (scattering

gol den gl eans of light fromhis nmane as he did so) and fixed his large eyes on the children. "What
is it, children?" he said, for he caught themin the very act of whispering and nudgi ng one

anot her .

"Ch - Aslan, sir," said Digory, turning red, "I forgot to tell you. The Wtch has already eaten
one of those apples, one of the sane kind that Tree grew from" He hadn't really said all he was
thinking, but Polly at once said it for him (D gory was al ways much nore afraid than she of

| ooking a fool.)

"So we thought, Aslan," she said, "that there must be sone m stake, and she can't really mnd the
snell of those apples.”

"Way do you think that, Daughter of Eve?" asked the Lion. '
"Well, she ate one.™”

"Child," he replied, "that is why all the rest are now a horror to her. That is what happens to
those who pluck and eat fruits at the wong tine and in the wong way. The fruit is good, but they
| oathe it ever after.”

"Ch | see," said Polly. "And | suppose because she took it in the wong way it won't work for her
I nean it won't nake her always young and all that?"

"Alas," said Aslan, shaking his head. "It will. Things always work according to their nature. She
has won her heart's desire; she has unwearying strength and endl ess days |ike a goddess. But
length of days with an evil heart is only length of misery and al ready she begins to knowit. All
get what they want; they do not always like it."

"I - 1 nearly ate one nyself, Aslan," said Digory. "Wuld | -

"You would, child," said Aslan. "For the fruit always works - it nust work - but it does not work
happily for any who pluck it at their own will. If any Narnian, unbidden, had stolen an apple and
planted it here to protect Narnia, it would have protected Narnia. But it would have done so by
maki ng Narnia into another strong and cruel enpire like Charn, not the kindly land | nmean it to
be. And the Wtch tenmpted you to do another thing, ny son, did she not?"

"Yes, Aslan. She wanted ne to take an apple hone to Mother."

"Understand, then, that it would have heal ed her; but not to your joy or hers. The day woul d have
come when both you and she woul d have | ooked back and said it would have been better to die in
that illness."

And Digory could say nothing, for tears choked himand he gave up all hopes of saving his Mther's
life; but at the sane tine he knew that the Lion knew what woul d have happened, and that there

nmi ght be things nore terrible even than | osing someone you | ove by death. But now Aslan was
speaki ng again, alnost in a whisper:

"That is what woul d have happened, child, with a stolen apple. It is not what will happen now.
What | give you nowwill bring joy. It will not, in your world, give endless life, but it wll
heal . Go. Pluck her an apple fromthe Tree."

For a second Digory could hardly understand. It was as if the whole world had turned inside out
and upside down. And then, |ike someone in a dream he was wal king across to the Tree, and the
Ki ng and Queen were cheering himand all the creatures were cheering too. He plucked the apple and
put it in his pocket. Then he cane back to Aslan.

"Pl ease," he said, "my we go hone now?" He had forgotten to say "Thank you", but he neant it, and
Asl an under st ood.
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CHAPTER FI FTEEN
THE END OF THI S STORY AND THE BEG NNI NG OF ALL THE OTHERS

"You need no rings when | amw th you," said the voice of Aslan. The children blinked and | ooked
about them They were once nore in the Wod between the Wrlds; Uncle Andrew | ay on the grass,
still asleep; Aslan stood beside them

"Come," said Aslan; "it is tine that you went back. But there are two things to see to first; a
war ni ng, and a command. Look here, children.”

They | ooked and saw a little hollowin the grass, with a grassy bottom warm and dry.

"When you were |ast here," said Aslan, "that hollow was a pool, and when you junped into it you
came to the world where a dying sun shone over the ruins of Charn. There is no pool now That
world is ended, as if it had never been. Let the race of Adam and Eve take warning."

"Yes, Aslan," said both the children. But Polly added, "But we're not quite as bad as that world,
are we, Aslan?"

"Not yet, Daughter of Eve," he said. "Not yet. But you are growing nore like it. It is not certain
that some w cked one of your race will not find out a secret as evil as the Depl orable Wrd and
use it to destroy all living things. And soon, very soon, before you are an old man and an old
wonmaen, great nations in your world will be ruled by tyrants who care no nore for joy and justice
and nmercy than the Enpress Jadis. Let your world beware. That is the warning. Now for the comrand.
As soon as you can, take fromthis Uncle of yours his magic rings and bury them so that no one can
use them again."

Both the children were I ooking up into the Lion's face as he spoke these words. And all at once
(they never knew exactly how it happened) the face seened to be a sea of tossing gold in which
they were floating, and such a sweetness and power rolled about them and over them and entered
themthat they felt they had never really been happy or wi se or good, or even alive and awake,
before. And the nenory of that noment stayed with them always, so that as long as they both lived
if ever they were sad or afraid or angry, the thought of all that gol den goodness, and the feeling
that it was still there, quite close, just round sone corner or just behind sone door, would cone
back and make them sure, deep down inside, that all was well. Next minute all three of them (Uncle
Andr ew now awake) cane tunbling into the noise, heat, and hot snells of London

They were on the pavenent outside the Ketterleys' front door, and except that the Wtch, the
Horse, and the Cabby were gone, everything was exactly as they had left it. There was the |anp-
post, with one armnissing; there was the weck of the hansom cab; and there was the crowd.
Everyone was still tal king and people were kneeling beside the damaged policeman, saying things
like, "He's com ng round" or "How do you feel now, old chap?" or "The Anbul ance will be here in a
jiffy."

"Great Scott!" thought Digory, "I believe the whole adventure's taken no tine at all."

Most people were wildly |ooking round for Jadis and the horse. No one took any notice of the
children for no one had seen them go or noticed them com ng back. As for Uncle Andrew, what
between the state of his clothes and the honey on his face, he could not have been recogni zed by
anyone. Fortunately the front door of the house was-open and the housemaid was standing in the
doorway staring at the fun (what a day that girl was having!) so the children had no difficulty in
bustling Uncle Andrew i ndoors before anyone asked any questi ons.

He raced up the stirs before themand at first they were very afraid he was heading for his attic
and neant to hide his remaining nmagic rings. But they needn't have bothered. Wiat he was thinking
about was the bottle in his wardrobe, and he di sappeared at once into his bedroom and | ocked the
door. When he came out again (which was not for a long tine) he was in his dressi nggown and made
strai ght for the bat hroom
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"Can you get the other rings, Poll?" said Digory. "I want to go to Mther."

"Right. See you later," said Polly and clattered up the attic stairs.

Then Digory took a minute to get his breath, and then went softly into his Mther's room And
there she lay, as he had seen her lie so many other tinmes, propped up on the pillows, with a thin,
pal e face that would make you cry to look at. Digory took the Apple of Life out of his pocket.

And just as the Wtch Jadis had | ooked different when you saw her in our world instead of in her
own, so the fruit of that nountain garden | ooked different too. There were of course all sorts of
coloured things in the bedroom the col oured counterpane on the bed, the wallpaper, the sunlight
fromthe wi ndow, and Mdther's pretty, pale blue dressing jacket. But the nonent Digory took the
Appl e out of his pocket, all those things seemed to have scarcely any colour at all. Every one of
them even the sunlight, |ooked faded and di ngy. The brightness of the Apple threw strange |ights
on the ceiling. Nothing else was worth | ooking at: you couldn't |look at anything else. And the
smel |l of the Apple of Youth was as if there was a window in the roomthat opened on Heaven

"Ch, darling, how lovely," said Digory's Mother.

"You will eat it, won't you? Please," said Digory.

"I don't know what the Doctor would say," she answered. "But really - | alnost feel as if |
could."

He peeled it and cut it up and gave it to her piece by piece. And no sooner had she finished it
than she smled and her head sank back on the pillow and she was asleep: a real, natural, gentle
sl eep, without any of those nasty drugs, which was, as Digory knew, the thing in the whole world
that she wanted nost. And he was sure now that her face looked a little different. He bent down
and ki ssed her very softly and stole out of the roomwith a beating heart; taking the core of the
apple with him For the rest of that day, whenever he | ooked at the things about him and saw how
ordinary and unnagical they were, he hardly dared to hope; but when he renenbered the face of

Asl an he did hope.

That evening he buried the core of the Apple in the back garden

Next norni ng when the Doctor nmade his usual visit, Digory | eaned over the banisters to listen. He
heard the Doctor cone out with Aunt Letty and say:

"Mss Ketterley, this is the nbst extraordinary case | have known in nmy whol e nedical career. It
is - it islike amracle. | wuldn't tell the little boy anything at present; we don't want to
rai se any fal se hopes. But in ny opinion -" then his voice becane too | ow to hear

That afternoon he went down the garden and whistled their agreed secret signal for Polly (she
hadn't been able to get back the day before).

"What | uck?" said Polly, |ooking over the wall. "I nean, about your Mot her?"

"I think - | think it is going to be alright,” said Digory. "But if you don't mind I'd really
rather not talk about it yet. Wat about the rings?"

"I've got themall," said Polly. "Look, it's alright, I'"'mwearing gloves. Let's bury them"
"Yes, let's. |I've narked the place where | buried the core of the Apple yesterday."

Then Polly canme over the wall and they went together to the place. But, as it turned out, Digory
need not have marked the place. Something was already coming up. It was not growi ng so that you
could see it grow as the new trees had done in Narnia; but it was already well above ground. They
got a trowel and buried all the nmagic rings, including their own ones, in a circle round it.

About a week after this it was quite certain that Digory's Mdther was getting better. About a
fortnight later she was able to sit out in the garden. And a nonth | ater that whol e house had
beconme a different place. Aunt Letty did everything that Mther |iked; wi ndows were opened, frowsy
curtains were drawn back to brighten up the roons, there were new fl owers everywhere, and nicer
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things to eat, and the old piano was tuned and Mther took up her singing again, and had such
ganmes with Digory and Polly that Aunt Letty would say "I declare, Mabel, you're the biggest baby
of the three.”

When things go wong, you'll find they usually go on getting worse for some tinme; but when things
once start going right they often go on getting better and better. After about six weeks of this
lovely life there came a long letter from Father in India, which had wonderful news init. Add

G eat-Uncle Kirke had died and this nmeant, apparently, that Father was now very rich. He was going
to retire and conme hone fromlndia forever and ever. And the great big house in the country, which
Di gory had heard of all his life and never seen would now be their honme; the big house with the
suits of arnmour, the stables, the kennels, the river, the park, the hot-houses, the vineries, the
woods, and the mountains behind it. So that Digory felt just as sure as you that they were al
going to live happily ever after. But perhaps you would like to know just one or two things nore

Polly and Digory were always great friends and she cane nearly every holidays to stay with them at
their beautiful house in the country; and that was where she learned to ride and swmand nilk and
bake and cli nb.

In Narnia the Beasts lived in great peace and joy and neither the Wtch nor any other enemy cane
to trouble that pleasant |and for many hundred years. King Frank and Queen Helen and their
children lived happily in Narnia and their second son becane King of Archenland. The boys married
nynphs and the girls married woodgods and river-gods. The | anp-post which the Wtch had pl ant ed
(wi thout knowing it) shone day and night in the Narnian forest, so that the place where it grew
came to be called Lantern Waste; and when, nany years later, another child fromour world got into
Narnia, on a snowy night, she found the Iight still burning. And that adventure was, in a way,
connected with the ones | have just been telling you

It was like this. The tree which sprang fromthe Apple that Digory planted in the back garden
lived and grewinto a fine tree. Gowing in the soil of our world, far out of the sound of Aslan's
voice and far fromthe young air of Narnia, it did not bear apples that would revive a dyi ng woman
as Digory's Mther had been revived, though it did bear apples nore beautiful than any others in
Engl and, and they were extrenely good for you, though not fully nmagical. But inside itself, in the
very sap of it, the tree (so to speak) never forgot that other tree in Narnia to which it

bel onged. Sonetines it would nove nysteriously when there was no wind blowi ng: | think that when

t hi s happened there were high winds in Narnia and the English tree quivered because, at that
monent, the Narnia tree was rocking and swaying in a strong sout h-western gale. However, that

m ght be, it was proved later that there was still magic in its wood. For when Digory was quite

m ddl e-aged (and he was a famous | earned man, a Professor, and a great traveller by that tinme) and
the Ketterleys' old house belonged to him there was a great stormall over the south of Engl and
whi ch bl ew the tree down. He couldn't bear to have it sinply chopped up for firewood, so he had
part of the tinber made into a wardrobe, which he put in his big house in the country. And though
he hinself did not discover the nagic properties of that wardrobe, sonmeone el se did. That was the
begi nning of all the com ngs and goi ngs between Narnia and our world, which you can read of in

ot her books.

When Digory and his people went to live in the big country house, they took Uncle Andrew to |ive
with them for Digory's Father said, "W nust try to keep the old fellow out of mischief, and it
isn't fair that poor Letty should have himalways on her hands." Uncle Andrew never tried any
Magi ¢ again as long as he lived. He had | earned his I esson, and in his old age he becane a nicer
and | ess selfish old nan than he had ever been before. But he always liked to get visitors al one
inthe billiard-roomand tell themstories about a nysterious lady, a foreign royalty, w th whom
he had driven about London. "A devilish tenper she had," he would say. "But she was a demfine
woman, sir, a demfine woman."
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