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THE LI ON, THE W TCH AND THE WARDROBE
BY
C. S.LEWS

CHAPTER ONE
LUCY LOCKS | NTO A WARDROBE

ONCE there were four children whose names were Peter, Susan, Edmund and Lucy. This story is about
sonet hi ng that happened to them when they were sent away from London during the war because of the
air-raids. They were sent to the house of an old Professor who lived in the heart of the country,
ten mles fromthe nearest railway station and two nmles fromthe nearest post office. He had no
wife and he lived in a very large house with a housekeeper called Ms Micready and three servants.
(Their names were lvy, Margaret and Betty, but they do not come into the story much.) He hinself
was a very old man with shaggy white hair which grew over nost of his face as well as on his head,
and they |iked himal nbst at once; but on the first evening when he came out to nmeet themat the
front door he was so odd-l|ooking that Lucy (who was the youngest) was a little afraid of him and
Edmund (who was the next youngest) wanted to | augh and had to keep on pretending he was bl ow ng
his nose to hide it

As soon as they had said good night to the Professor and gone upstairs on the first night, the
boys cane into the girls' roomand they all talked it over.

"We've fallen on our feet and no mi stake,"” said Peter. "This is going to be perfectly spl endid.
That old chap will let us do anything we like."

"I think he's an old dear,"” said Susan

"Ch, cone off it!" said Ednund, who was tired and pretending not to be tired, which always nade
hi m bad-tenpered. "Don't go on talking like that."

"Li ke what?" said Susan; "and anyway, it's tinme you were in bed."

"Trying to talk |like Mother," said Ednund. "And who are you to say when |'mto go to bed? Go to
bed yoursel f."

"Hadn't we all better go to bed?" said Lucy. "There's sure to be a rowif we're heard talking
here. "

"No there won't," said Peter. "I tell you this is the sort of house where no one's going to mnd
what we do. Anyway, they won't hear us. It's about ten minutes' walk fromhere down to that dining-
room and any anmount of stairs and passages in between."

"What's that noise?" said Lucy suddenly. It was a far larger house than she had ever been in
before and the thought of all those | ong passages and rows of doors |leading into enpty roons was
begi nning to make her feel a little creepy.

"I't's only a bird, silly," said Ednund.

"It's an oW ," said Peter. "This is going to be a wonderful place for birds. | shall go to bed
now. | say, let's go and explore tonorrow. You mght find anything in a place like this. Did you
see those nountains as we cane al ong? And the woods? There m ght be eagles. There m ght be stags.
There' |l be hawks."

"Badgers!" said Lucy.
"Foxes!" said Ednund.
"Rabbits!" said Susan

But when next norning came there was a steady rain falling, so thick that when you | ooked out of
the wi ndow you coul d see neither the nmountai ns nor the woods nor even the streamin the garden
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"OfF course it would be raining!" said Ednund. They had just finished their breakfast with the
Prof essor and were upstairs in the roomhe had set apart for them- a long, lowroomwth two
wi ndows | ooking out in one direction and two in another.

"Do stop grunbling, Ed," said Susan. "Ten to one it'll clear up in an hour or so. And in the
meantinme we're pretty well off. There's a wireless and | ots of books."

"Not for me"said Peter; "I'mgoing to explore in the house."

Everyone agreed to this and that was how the adventures began. It was the sort of house that you
never seemto cone to the end of, and it was full of unexpected places. The first few doors they
tried led only into spare bedrooms, as everyone had expected that they woul d; but soon they cane
to a very long roomfull of pictures and there they found a suit of arnour; and after that was a
roomall hung with green, with a harp in one corner; and then cane three steps down and five steps
up, and then a kind of little upstairs hall and a door that |led out on to a bal cony, and then a
whol e series of roons that led into each other and were lined with books - nost of themvery old
books and sone bigger than a Bible in a church. And shortly after that they | ooked into a room
that was quite enpty except for one big wardrobe; the sort that has a | ooking-glass in the door
There was nothing else in the roomat all except a dead blue-bottle on the w ndowsill

"Not hing there!" said Peter, and they all trooped out again - all except Lucy. She stayed behind
because she thought it would be worth while trying the door of the wardrobe, even though she felt
al nost sure that it would be | ocked. To her surprise it opened quite easily, and two noth-balls
dr opped out.

Looking into the inside, she saw several coats hanging up - nostly long fur coats. There was
not hi ng Lucy liked so much as the snell and feel of fur. She i mediately stepped into the wardrobe
and got in anong the coats and rubbed her face against them |eaving the door open, of course,
because she knew that it is very foolish to shut oneself into any wardrobe. Soon she went further
in and found that there was a second row of coats hanging up behind the first one. It was al nost
quite dark in there and she kept her arms stretched out in front of her so as not to bunp her face
into the back of the wardrobe. She took a step further in - then two or three steps al ways
expecting to feel woodwork against the tips of her fingers. But she could not feel it.

"This must be a sinply enornmous wardrobe!" thought Lucy, going still further in and pushing the
soft folds of the coats aside to nake roomfor her. Then she noticed that there was sonething
crunchi ng under her feet. "I wonder is that nore nothballs?" she thought, stooping down to feel it

with her hand. But instead of feeling the hard, snmooth wood of the floor of the wardrobe, she felt
sonet hing soft and powdery and extrenely cold. "This is very queer," she said, and went on a step
or two further.

Next moment she found that what was rubbing agai nst her face and hands was no | onger soft fur but
sonet hing hard and rough and even prickly. "Wy, it is just |ike branches of trees!" exclained
Lucy. And then she saw that there was a |light ahead of her; not a few inches away where the back
of the wardrobe ought to have been, but a long way off. Sonmething cold and soft was falling on
her. A noment |ater she found that she was standing in the mddle of a wood at night-tine with
snow under her feet and snowfl akes falling through the air

Lucy felt a little frightened, but she felt very inquisitive and excited as well. She | ooked back
over her shoul der and there, between the dark tree trunks; she could still see the open doorway of
t he wardrobe and even catch a glinpse of the enpty room from whi ch she had set out. (She had, of
course, left the door open, for she knewthat it is a very silly thing to shut oneself into a
wardrobe.) It seenmed to be still daylight there. "I can always get back if anything goes wong,"

t hought Lucy. She began to wal k forward, crunch-crunch over the snow and through the wood towards
the other light. In about ten minutes she reached it and found it was a | anp-post. As she stood

| ooking at it, wondering why there was a | anp-post in the middl e of a wood and wondering what to
do next, she heard a pitter patter of feet coming towards her. And soon after that a very strange
person stepped out fromanmong the trees into the Iight of the |anp-post.

He was only a little taller than Lucy herself and he carried over his head an unbrella, white with
snow. From the wai st upwards he was like a man, but his | egs were shaped like a goat's (the hair
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on them was gl ossy bl ack) and instead of feet he had goat's hoofs. He also had a tail, but Lucy
did not notice this at first because it was neatly caught up over the armthat held the unbrella
so as to keep it fromtrailing in the snow. He had a red woollen nuffler round his neck and his
skin was rather reddi sh too. He had a strange, but pleasant little face, with a short pointed
beard and curly hair, and out of the hair there stuck two horns, one on each side of his forehead.
One of his hands, as | have said, held the unbrella: in the other armhe carried several brown-
paper parcels. What with the parcels and the snow it |ooked just as if he had been doing his
Chri st mas shoppi ng. He was a Faun. And when he saw Lucy he gave such a start of surprise that he
dropped all his parcels.

"Goodness gracious ne!" exclainmed the Faun

CHAPTER TWOD
WHAT LUCY FOUND THERE

"GOOD EVENING " said Lucy. But the Faun was so busy picking up its parcels that at first it did
not reply. Wien it had finished it made her a little bow

"Good eveni ng, good evening," said the Faun. "Excuse ne - | don't want to be inquisitive - but
should | be right in thinking that you are a Daughter of Eve?"

"My name's Lucy," said she, not quite understanding him
"But you are - forgive ne - you are what they call a girl?" said the Faun

"OfF course |'ma girl," said Lucy.
"You are in fact Human?"
"Of course |I'mhuman," said Lucy, still alittle puzzled.

"To be sure, to be sure,"” said the Faun. "How stupid of nme! But |'ve never seen a Son of Adamor a
Daughter of Eve before. | amdelighted. That is to say -" and then it stopped as if it had been
going to say sonething it had not intended but had renmenbered in tine. "Delighted, delighted," it
went on. "Allow nme to introduce nyself. My nane is Tummus."

"I amvery pleased to neet you, M Tunnus," said Lucy.
"And may | ask, O Lucy Daughter of Eve," said M Tunnmus, "how you have cone into Narnia?"
"Narni a? What's that?" said Lucy.

"This is the land of Narnia," said the Faun, "where we are now, all that |ies between the | anp-
post and the great castle of Cair Paravel on the eastern sea. And you - you have come fromthe
wi | d woods of the west?"

"I - 1 got in through the wardrobe in the spare room" said Lucy.

"Ah!" said M Tummus in a rather nelancholy voice, "if only | had worked harder at geography when
I was a little Faun, | should no doubt know all about those strange countries. It is too late
now. "

"But they aren't countries at all," said Lucy, alnmpst laughing. "It's only just back there - at
least - I"'mnot sure. It is sunmer there."

"Meanwhile," said M Tumus, "it is winter in Narnia, and has been for ever so long, and we shall

both catch cold if we stand here talking in the snow Daughter of Eve fromthe far |and of Spare
Oom where eternal sumer reigns around the bright city of War Drobe, how would it be if you came
and had tea with nme?"

"Thank you very nuch, M Tumus," said Lucy. "But | was wondering whether | ought to be getting
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back. "

"I't's only just round the corner," said the Faun, "and there'll be a roaring fire - and toast -
and sardi nes - and cake."

"Well, it's very kind of you," said Lucy. "But | shan't be able to stay |ong."

"I'f you will take ny arm Daughter of Eve," said M Tummus, "I shall be able to hold the unbrella
over both of us. That's the way. Now - off we go."

And so Lucy found herself wal king through the wood armin armwith this strange creature as if
they had known one another all their |ives.

They had not gone far before they cane to a place where the ground becane rough and there were
rocks all about and little hills up and little hills down. At the bottom of one snall valley M
Tummus turned suddenly aside as if he were going to wal k straight into an unusually large rock
but at the last nonent Lucy found he was | eading her into the entrance of a cave. As soon as they
were inside she found herself blinking in the light of a wood fire. Then M Tummus stooped and
took a flam ng piece of wood out of the fire with a neat little pair of tongs, and lit a | anp.
"Now we shan't be long," he said, and i mediately put a kettle on

Lucy thought she had never been in a nicer place. It was a little, dry, clean cave of reddish
stone with a carpet on the floor and two little chairs ("one for ne and one for a friend," said M
Tummus) and a table and a dresser and a nmantel pi ece over the fire and above that a picture of an
old Faun with a grey beard. In one corner there was a door which Lucy thought mnmust lead to M
Tumus' s bedroom and on one wall was a shelf full of books. Lucy |ooked at these while he was
setting out the tea things. They had titles like The Life and Letters of Silenus or Nynphs and
Their Ways or Men, Monks and Ganekeepers; a Study in Popul ar Legend or I's Man a Myt h?

"Now, Daughter of Eve!" said the Faun

And really it was a wonderful tea. There was a nice brown egg, lightly boiled, for each of them
and then sardines on toast, and then buttered toast, and then toast with honey, and then a sugar-
topped cake. And when Lucy was tired of eating the Faun began to tal k. He had wonderful tales to
tell of life in the forest. He told about the midnight dances and how the Nynphs who lived in the
wells and the Dryads who lived in the trees came out to dance with the Fauns; about |ong hunting
parties after the mlk-white stag who could give you wi shes if you caught him about feasting and
treasure-seeking with the wild Red Dwarfs in deep mnes and caverns far beneath the forest floor
and then about sumer when the woods were green and old Silenus on his fat donkey would cone to
visit them and sonetimes Bacchus hinself, and then the streams would run with wi ne instead of
wat er and the whole forest would give itself up to jollification for weeks on end. "Not that it
isn't always winter now," he added gloonily. Then to cheer hinmself up he took out fromits case on
the dresser a strange little flute that |ooked as if it were nmade of straw and began to play. And
the tune he played made Lucy want to cry and | augh and dance and go to sleep all at the sane tine.
It nmust have been hours | ater when she shook herself and said:

"Ch, M Tummus - |'mso sorry to stop you, and | do love that tune - but really, | rmust go hone. |
only neant to stay for a few nminutes.”

"I't's no good now, you know," said the Faun, laying down its flute and shaking its head at her
very sorrowfully.

"No good?" said Lucy, junmping up and feeling rather frightened. "Wat do you nean? |'ve got to go
hone at once. The others will be wondering what has happened to ne." But a nonent |ater she asked,
"M Tumus! Whatever is the matter?" for the Faun's brown eyes had filled with tears and then the
tears began trickling down its cheeks, and soon they were running off the end of its nose; and at
last it covered its face with its hands and began to how .

"M Tumus! M Tumus!" said Lucy in great distress. "Don't! Don't! Wat is the matter? Aren' you
wel | ? Dear M Tummus, do tell ne what is wong." But the Faun continued sobbing as if its heart
woul d break. And even when Lucy went over and put her arns round himand | ent himher hand
kerchief, he did not stop. He nerely took the handker chief and kept on using it, winging it out
with both hands whenever it got too wet to be any nore use, so that presently Lucy was standing in
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a danp patch.

"M Tumus!" bawl ed Lucy in his ear, shaking him "Do stop. Stop it at once! You ought to be
ashaned of yourself, a great big Faun |ike you. What on earth are you crying about?"

"Ch - oh - oh!" sobbed M Tumus, "I'mcrying because |I'm such a bad Faun."

"I don't think you're a bad Faun at all," said Lucy. "I think you are a very good Faun. You are
the nicest Faun |'ve ever net."

"Ch - oh - you wouldn't say that if you knew," replied M Tummus between his sobs. "No, I'ma bad
Faun. | don't suppose there ever was a worse Faun since the beginning of the world."

"But what have you done?" asked Lucy.

"My old father, now," said M Tumus; "that's his picture over the nmantel piece. He woul d never
have done a thing like this."

"A thing like what?" said Lucy.

"Li ke what |'ve done," said the Faun. "Taken service under the Wite Wtch. That's what | am |I'm
in the pay of the Wite Wtch."

"The White Wtch? Who is she?"

"Why, it is she that has got all Narnia under her thunmb. It's she that makes it al ways wi nter
Always wi nter and never Christmas; think of that!"

"How awful !'" said Lucy. "But what does she pay you for?"

"That's the worst of it," said M Tummus with a deep groan. "I'm a kidnapper for her, that's what
I am Look at ne, Daughter of Eve. Wuld you believe that I'mthe sort of Faun to neet a poor

i nnocent child in the wood, one that had never done ne any harm and pretend to be friendly with
it, and invite it home to ny cave, all for the sake of lulling it asleep and then handing it over
to the Wite Wtch?"

"No," said Lucy. "I'"msure you wouldn't do anything of the sort."

"But | have,"” said the Faun

"Well," said Lucy rather slowy (for she wanted to be truthful and yet not be too hard on him,
"well, that was pretty bad. But you're so sorry for it that I'msure you will never do it again."
"Daughter of Eve, don't you understand?" said the Faun. "It isn't sonething | have done. |'m doi ng

it now, this very nonment."

"What do you nmean?" cried Lucy, turning very white.

"You are the child,"” said Tumus. "l had orders fromthe Wite Wtch that if ever I saw a Son of
Adam or a Daughter of Eve in the wood, | was to catch them and hand them over to her. And you are
the first 1've ever net. And |'ve pretended to be your friend an asked you to tea, and all the
time |'ve been neaning to wait till you were asleep and then go and tell Her."

"Ch, but you won't, M Tummus," said Lucy. "Yo won't, will you? Indeed, indeed you really
mustn't."

"And if | don't," said he, beginning to cry again "she's sure to find out. And she'll have ny tai

cut off and ny horns sawn off, and ny beard plucked out, and she'll wave her wand over ny
beautiful clove hoofs and turn theminto horrid solid hoofs |ike wetched horse's. And if she is
extra and specially angry she'll turn me into stone and | shall be only statue of a Faun in her

horri bl e house until the four thrones at Cair Paravel are filled and goodness knows when that will
happen, or whether it will ever happen at all."

"I'"'mvery sorry, M Tumus," said Lucy. "But please let ne go hone."
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"OF course | will," said the Faun. "Of course |'ve got to. | see that now. | hadn't known what
Humans were |like before | nmet you. O course | can't give you up to the Wtch; not now that | know
you. But we nust be off at once. I'll see you back to the |anp-post. | suppose you can find your

own way fromthere back to Spare Com and War Drobe?"
"I"'msure | can," said Lucy.

"W nust go as quietly as we can,"” said M Tumus. "The whole wood is full of her spies. Even some
of the trees are on her side.”

They both got up and left the tea things on the table, and M Tummus once nore put up his unbrella
and gave Lucy his arm and they went out into the snow. The journey back was not at all like the
journey to the Faun's cave; they stole along as quickly as they could, wthout speaking a word,
and M Tumus kept to the darkest places. Lucy was relieved when they reached the | anp-post again

"Do you know your way from here, Daughter o Eve?" said Tummus.

Lucy | ooked very hard between the trees and could just see in the distance a patch of Iight that
| ooked |i ke daylight. "Yes," she said, "I can see the wardrobe door."

"Then be off hone as quick as you can," said the Faun, "and - c-can you ever forgive ne for what
meant to do?"

"Why, of course | can,"” said Lucy, shaking himheartily by the hand. "And | do hope you won't get
into dreadful trouble on ny account."”

"Farewel |, Daughter of Eve," said he. "Perhaps | may keep the handkerchief ?"

"Rather!" said Lucy, and then ran towards the far off patch of daylight as quickly as her |egs
woul d carry her. And presently instead of rough branch brushing past her she felt coats, and

i nstead of crunching snow under her feet she felt wooden board and all at once she found herself
junpi ng out of the wardrobe into the sane enpty room from whi ch the whol e adventure had started
She shut the wardrobe door tightly behind her and | ooked around, panting for breath. It was still
rai ning and she could hear the voices of the others in the passage.

"I"mhere," she shouted. "I'mhere. |'ve cone back I"'mall right."

CHAPTER THREE
EDMUND AND THE WARDROBE
Lucy ran out of the enpty roominto the passage and found the other three.

"I't's all right," she repeated, "I've coneback."
"What on earth are you tal ki ng about, Lucy?" asked Susan
"Why? said Lucy in amazenent, "haven't you all been wondering where | was?"

"So you've been hiding, have you?" said Peter. "Poor old Lu, hiding and nobody noticed! You'l
have to hide longer than that if you want people to start |ooking for you."

"But 1've been away for hours and hours," said Lucy.
The others all stared at one another.

"Batty!" said Edmund, tapping his head. "Quite batty."
"What do you nean, Lu?" asked Peter

"What | said," answered Lucy. "It was just after breakfast when | went into the wardrobe, and |'ve
been away for hours and hours, and had tea, and all sorts of things have happened."”
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"Don't be silly, Lucy," said Susan. "W've only just cone out of that rooma nonent ago, and you
were there then."

"She's not being silly at all,"” said Peter, "she's just nmaking up a story for fun, aren't you, Lu?
And why shoul dn't she?”

"No, Peter, I'mnot," she said. "It's - it's a magic wardrobe. There's a wood inside it, and it's
snowi ng, and there's a Faun and a Wtch and it's called Narnia; come and see.”

The others did not know what to think, but Lucy was so excited that they all went back with her
into the room She rushed ahead of them flung open the door of the wardrobe and cried, "Now go
in and see for yourselves."

"Why, you goose," said Susan, putting her head inside and pulling the fur coats apart, "it's just
an ordi nary wardrobe; |ook! there's the back of it."

Then everyone | ooked in and pulled the coats apart; and they all saw - Lucy herself saw - a
perfectly ordi nary wardrobe. There was no wood and no snow, only the back of the wardrobe, with
hooks on it. Peter went in and rapped his knuckles on it to nake sure that it was solid.

"Ajolly good hoax, Lu," he said as he cane out again; "you have really taken us in, | nust admt.
We hal f believed you."

"But it wasn't a hoax at all,"
Honestly it was. | pronise."

said Lucy, "really and truly. It was all different a nonent ago.

"Come, Lu," said Peter, "that's going a bit far. You've had your joke. Hadn't you better drop it
now?"

Lucy grew very red in the face and tried to say sonething, though she hardly knew what she was
trying to say, and burst into tears.

For the next few days she was very miserable. She could have nade it up with the others quite
easily at any nmonment if she could have brought herself to say that the whole thing was only a
story made up for fun. But Lucy was a very truthful girl and she knew that she was really in the
right; and she could not bring herself to say this. The others who thought she was telling a lie,
and a silly lie too, nade her very unhappy. The two elder ones did this wi thout nmeaning to do it,
but Ednmund coul d be spiteful, and on this occasion he was spiteful. He sneered and jeered at Lucy
and kept on asking her if she'd found any ot her new countries in other cupboards all over the
house. What rmade it worse was that these days ought to have been delightful. The weather was fine
and they were out of doors fromnorning to night, bathing, fishing, clinmbing trees, and lying in
the heather. But Lucy could not properly enjoy any of it. And so things went on until the next wet
day.

That day, when it came to the afternoon and there was still no sign of a break in the weather
they decided to play hide-and-seek. Susan was "It" and as soon as the others scattered to hide,
Lucy went to the room where the wardrobe was. She did not nean to hide in the wardrobe, because
she knew that would only set the others tal king again about the whol e wetched business. But she
did want to have one nore look inside it; for by this time she was begi nning to wonder herself
whet her Narnia and the Faun had not been a dream The house was so | arge and conplicated and full
of hiding-places that she thought she would have tine to have one | ook into the wardrobe and then
hi de sonewhere el se. But as soon as she reached it she heard steps in the passage outside, and
then there was nothing for it but to junp into the wardrobe and hol d the door cl osed behind her
She did not shut it properly because she knew that it is very silly to shut oneself into a
war dr obe, even if it is not a magic one.

Now t he steps she had heard were those of Ednund; and he came into the roomjust in time to see
Lucy vanishing into the wardrobe. He at once decided to get into it hinmself - not because he
thought it a particularly good place to hide but because he wanted to go on teasi ng her about her
i magi nary country. He opened the door. There were the coats hanging up as usual, and a snell of
nmot hbal | s, and darkness and silence, and no sign of Lucy. "She thinks |I'm Susan cone to catch
her," said Ednund to hinself, "and so she's keeping very quiet in at the back." He junped in and
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shut the door, forgetting what a very foolish thing this is to do. Then he began feeling about for
Lucy in the dark. He had expected to find her in a few seconds and was very surprised when he did
not. He decided to open the door again and let in some light. But he could not find the door
either. He didn't like this at all and began groping wildly in every direction; he even shouted
out, "Lucy! Lu! Were are you? | know you're here."

There was no answer and Ednund noticed that his own voice had a curious sound - not the sound you
expect in a cupboard, but a kind of open-air sound. He al so noticed that he was unexpectedly col d;
and then he saw a |ight.

"Thank goodness," said Ednmund, "the door nust have swung open of its own accord." He forgot al
about Lucy and went towards the light, which he thought was the open door of the wardrobe. But

i nstead of finding hinself stepping out into the spare roomhe found hinself stepping out fromthe
shadow of sone thick dark fir trees into an open place in the niddle of a wood.

There was crisp, dry snow under his feet and nore snow |l ying on the branches of the trees.
Overhead there was pal e blue sky, the sort of sky one sees on a fine winter day in the norning.
Strai ght ahead of him he saw between the tree-trunks the sun, just rising, very red and clear
Everything was perfectly still, as if he were the only living creature in that country. There was
not even a robin or a squirrel anong the trees, and the wood stretched as far as he could see in
every direction. He shivered.

He now remenbered that he had been | ooking for Lucy; and al so how unpl easant he had been to her
about her "imaginary country" which now turned out not to have been imaginary at all. He thought
that she nust be somewhere quite close and so he shouted, "Lucy! Lucy! |'m here too-Ednund."

There was no answer.

"She's angry about all the things |I've been saying lately,"” thought Edmund. And though he did not
like to admt that he had been wong, he also did not nuch |like being alone in this strange, cold,
qui et place; so he shouted again.

"l say, Lu! I"'msorry |I didn't believe you. | see now you were right all along. Do cone out. Make
it Pax."

Still there was no answer.

"Just like a girl," said Edmund to hinsel f, "sul king somewhere, and won't accept an apol ogy." He
| ooked round hi magain and decided he did not nuch like this place, and had al nost nmade up his
mnd to go hone, when he heard, very far off in the wood, a sound of bells. He |istened and the
sound came nearer and nearer and at |last there swept into sight a sledge drawn by two rei ndeer

The reindeer were about the size of Shetland ponies and their hair was so white that even the snow
hardly | ooked white conpared with them their branching horns were gilded and shone |ike sonething
on fire when the sunrise caught them Their harness was of scarlet |eather and covered with bells.
On the sledge, driving the reindeer, sat a fat dwarf who woul d have been about three feet high if
he had been standing. He was dressed in polar bear's fur and on his head he wore a red hood with a
I ong gol d tassel hanging down fromits point; his huge beard covered his knees and served him
instead of a rug. But behind him on a nuch higher seat in the niddle of the sledge sat a very
different person - a great lady, taller than any woman that Ednund had ever seen. She al so was
covered in white fur up to her throat and held a | ong straight golden wand in her right hand and
wore a gol den crown on her head. Her face was white - not nerely pale, but white |ike snow or
paper or icing-sugar, except for her very red nouth. It was a beautiful face in other respects,

but proud and cold and stern

The sl edge was a fine sight as it cane sweeping towards Ednmund with the bells jingling and the
dwarf cracking his whip and the snow flying up on each side of it.

"Stop!" said the Lady, and the dwarf pulled the reindeer up so sharp that they al nost sat down.
Then they recovered thensel ves and stood chanping their bits and blowing. In the frosty air the
breath comng out of their nostrils | ooked |ike snoke.

"And what, pray, are you?" said the Lady, |ooking hard at Ednund.
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"I'ml'mny nane's Ednund," said Ednmund rather awkwardly. He did not |like the way she | ooked at
hi m
The Lady frowned, "Is that how you address a Queen?" she asked, |ooking sterner than ever
"l beg your pardon, your Majesty, | didn't know, " said Ednund:

"Not know the Queen of Narnia?" cried she. "Ha! You shall know us better hereafter. But | repeat-
what are you?"

"Pl ease, your Majesty," said Ednmund, "I don't know what you nean. |'mat school - at least | was
it's the holidays now. "

CHAPTER FOUR
TURKI SH DELI GAT

"BUT what are you?" said the Queen again. "Are you a great overgrown dwarf that has cut off its
bear d?"

"No, your Mjesty," said Edmund, "I never had a beard, |I'ma boy."
"A boy!" said she. "Do you nean you are a Son of Adan®"

Ednmund stood still, saying nothing. He was too confused by this tine to understand what the
questi on neant.

"I see you are an idiot, whatever else you may be," said the Queen. "Answer ne, once and for all
or |1 shall lose ny patience. Are you human?"

"Yes, your Majesty," said Edmund.

"And how, pray, did you cone to enter my donini ons?"

"Pl ease, your Majesty, | came in through a wardrobe."

"A war drobe? What do you nean?"

"I - | opened a door and just found nyself here, your Mjesty," said Ednund.

"Ha!" said the Queen, speaking nmore to herself than to him "A door. A door fromthe world of men!
I have heard of such things. This may weck all. But he is only one, and he is easily dealt with."
As she spoke these words she rose fromher seat and | ooked Ednund full in the face, her eyes

flam ng; at the same nonent she raised her wand. Ednund felt sure that she was going to do
sonet hi ng dreadful but he seened unable to nobve. Then, just as he gave hinself up for lost, she
appeared to change her m nd.

"My poor child," she said in quite a different voice, "how cold you | ook! Cone and sit with ne
here on the sledge and | will put nmy mantle round you and we will talk."

Ednmund did not like this arrangenent at all but he dared not disobey; he stepped on to the sl edge
and sat at her feet, and she put a fold of her fur nantle round himand tucked it well in.

"Per haps sonet hing hot to drink?" said the Queen. "Should you |ike that?"
"Yes pl ease, your Mjesty," said Ednmund, whose teeth were chattering.

The Queen took from sonewhere anmong her wappings a very snmall bottle which |ooked as if it were
made of copper. Then, holding out her arm she let one drop fall fromit on the snow beside the
sl edge. Ednmund saw the drop for a second in mid-air, shining like a dianond. But the nonent it
touched the snow there was a hissing sound and there stood a jewelled cup full of sonething that
steaned. The dwarf immediately took this and handed it to Edmund with a bow and a smile; not a
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very nice snile. Ednund felt much better as he began to sip the hot drink. It was sonething he had
never tasted before, very sweet and foany and creany, and it warnmed himright down to his toes.

"It is dull, Son of Adam to drink w thout eating," said the Queen presently. "Wat would you like
best to eat?"

"Turki sh Delight, please, your Majesty," said Ednund.

The Queen let another drop fall fromher bottle on to the snow, and instantly there appeared a
round box, tied with green silk ribbon, which, when opened, turned out to contain several pounds
of the best Turkish Delight. Each piece was sweet and light to the very centre and Ednund had
never tasted anything nore delicious. He was quite warm now, and very confortable.

Wil e he was eating the Queen kept asking himquestions. At first Ednund tried to renenber that it
is rude to speak with one's nouth full, but soon he forgot about this and thought only of trying
to shovel down as much Turkish Delight as he could, and the nore he ate the nore he wanted to eat,
and he never asked hinself why the Queen should be so inquisitive. She got himto tell her that he
had one brother and two sisters, and that one of his sisters had already been in Narnia and had
met a Faun there, and that no one except hinself and his brother and his sisters knew anythi ng
about Narnia. She seened especially interested in the fact that there were four of them and kept
on comng back to it. "You are sure there are just four of you?" she asked. "Two Sons of Adam and
two Daughters of Eve, neither nore nor |ess?" and Edmund, with his nouth full of Turkish Delight,
kept on saying, "Yes, | told you that before," and forgetting to call her "Your Mjesty", but she
didn't seemto m nd now.

At last the Turkish Delight was all finished and Edmund was | ooking very hard at the enpty box and
wi shing that she woul d ask hi mwhether he would |ike some nore. Probably the Queen knew quite well
what he was thinking; for she knew, though Ednund did not, that this was enchanted Turkish Delight
and that anyone who had once tasted it would want nore and nore of it, and would even, if they
were allowed, go on eating it till they killed thenselves. But she did not offer himany nore.
Instead, she said to him

"Son of Adam | should so nmuch like to see your brother and your two sisters. WII you bring them
to see me?"

"Il try," said Edmund, still |ooking at the enpty box.
"Because, if you did cone again - bringing themw th you of course - I'd be able to give you sone
nmore Turkish Delight. | can't do it now, the magic will only work once. In ny own house it would

be another matter."

"Why can't we go to your house now?" said Edmund. When he had first got on to the sl edge he had
been afraid that she mght drive away with himto some unknown place from which he woul d not be
abl e to get back; but he had forgotten about that fear now

"It is a lovely place, ny house," said the Queen. "I amsure you would like it. There are whole
roons full of Turkish Delight, and what's nore, | have no children of my own. | want a nice boy
whom | could bring up as a Prince and who woul d be King of Narnia when | am gone. Wile he was

Prince he would wear a gold crown and eat Turkish Delight all day |ong; and you are much the

cl everest and handsonest young man |'ve ever net. | think I would like to nmake you the Prince -
sonme day, when you bring the others to visit nme."

"Way not now?" said Edmund. His face had becone very red and his nouth and fingers were sticky. He
did not | ook either clever or handsone, whatever the Queen m ght say.

"Ch, but if |I took you there now," said she, "I shouldn't see your brother and your sisters.
very nuch want to know your charming relations. You are to be the Prince and - later on - the
King; that is understood. But you nust have courtiers and nobles. | wll nake your brother a Duke

and your sisters Duchesses."

"There's nothing special about them" said Ednmund, "and, anyway, | could always bring them sone
other time."
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"Ah, but once you were in ny house," said the Queen, "you mght forget all about thern. You would
be enjoying yourself so nuch that you wouldn't want the bother of going to fetch them No. You
must go back to your own country now and cone to ne another day, with them you understand. It is
no good com ng wi thout them"

"But | don't even know the way back to my own country," pleaded Edmund. "That's easy," answered
the Queen. "Do you see that |anp?" She pointed with her wand and Edrmund turned and saw t he sane

| anp- post under which Lucy had net the Faun. "Strai ght on, beyond that, is the way to the Wrld of
Men. And now | ook the other way'- here she pointed in the opposite direction - "and tell ne if you
can see two little hills rising above the trees."

"I think I can," said Ednund.

"Well, ny house is between those two hills. So next tinme you come you have only to find the | anmp-
post and | ook for those two hills and wal k through the wood till you reach ny house. But remenber
you nust bring the others with you. I mght have to be very angry with you if you cane al one."”

“I''"ll do ny best," said Ednund.

"And, by the way," said the Queen, "you needn't tell themabout nme. It would be fun to keep it a
secret between us two, wouldn't it? Make it a surprise for them Just bring themalong to the two
hills - a clever boy like you will easily think of some excuse for doing that - and when you cone
to ny house you could just say "Let's see who lives here" or something like that. | am sure that
woul d be best. If your sister has net one of the Fauns, she may have heard strange stories about
me - nasty stories that m ght nake her afraid to conme to ne. Fauns will say anything, you know,
and now -"

"Pl ease, please,"” said Edmund suddenly, "please couldn't | have just one piece of Turkish Delight
to eat on the way hone?"

"No, no," said the Queen with a laugh, "you nust wait till next time." Wile she spoke, she
signalled to the dwarf to drive on, but as the sledge swept away out of sight, the Queen waved to
Ednmund, calling out, "Next time! Next tine! Don't forget. Cone soon."

Edmund was still staring after the sledge when he heard someone calling his own nane, and | ooking
round he saw Lucy coming towards himfrom another part of the wood.

"Ch, Ednund!" she cried. "So you've got in too! Isn't it wonderful, and now"

"All right," said Edmund, "I see you were right and it is a magic wardrobe after all. "Il say I'm
sorry if you like. But where on earth have you been all this time? |I've been | ooking for you
ever ywhere. "

"If 1'd known you had got in I'd have waited for you," said Lucy, who was too happy and excited to
noti ce how snappi shly Ednmund spoke or how flushed and strange his face was. "I've been having
lunch with dear M Tummus, the Faun, and he's very well and the Wiite Wtch has done nothing to
himfor letting ne go, so he thinks she can't have found out and perhaps everything is going to be
all right after all."

"The White Wtch?" said Ednmund; "who's she?"

"She is a perfectly terrible person,” said Lucy. "She calls herself the Queen of Narnia though she
has no right to be queen at all, and all the Fauns and Dryads and Nai ads and Dwarfs and Animals -
at least all the good ones - sinply hate her. And she can turn people into stone and do all Kkinds
of horrible things. And she has nade a magic so that it is always winter in Narnia - always
winter, but it never gets to Christrmas. And she drives about on a sledge, drawn by reindeer, with
her wand in her hand and a crown on her head."

Edmund was al ready feeling unconfortable from having eaten too nany sweets, and when he heard that
the Lady he had made friends with was a dangerous witch he felt even nore unconfortable. But he
still wanted to taste that Turkish Delight again nore than he wanted anything el se.

"Who told you all that stuff about the White Wtch?" he asked.
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"M Tumus, the Faun," said Lucy.

"You can't al ways believe what Fauns say," said Edrmund, trying to sound as if he knew far nore
about themthan Lucy.

"Who said so?" asked Lucy.

"Everyone knows it," said Edmund; "ask anybody you like. But it's pretty poor sport standing here
in the snow. Let's go hone."

"Yes, let's," said Lucy. "Ch, Edmund, | amglad you've got in too. The others will have to believe
in Narnia now that both of us have been there. What fun it will be!"

But Edmund secretly thought that it would not be as good fun for himas for her. He would have to
admt that Lucy had been right, before all the others, and he felt sure the others would all be on
the side of the Fauns and the animals; but he was already nore than half on the side of the Wtch.
He did not know what he would say, or how he woul d keep his secret once they were all talking
about Nar ni a.

By this tine they had wal ked a good way. Then suddenly they felt coats around theminstead of
branches and next nonent they were both standing outside the wardrobe in the enpty room

"l say," said Lucy, "you do | ook awful, Edmund. Don't you feel well?"

"“I'"'mall right," said Ednmund, but this was not true. He was feeling very sick

"Conme on then," said Lucy, "let's find the others. Wiat a lot we shall have to tell theml And what
wonder ful adventures we shall have now that we're all in it together."

CHAPTER FI VE

BACK ON THI S SI DE OF THE DOOR

BECAUSE t he gane of hide-and-seek was still going on, it took Ednund and Lucy sone tine to find
the others. But when at last they were all together (which happened in the |ong room where the
suit of arnmour was) Lucy burst out:

"Peter! Susan! It's all true. Edmund has seen it too. There is a country you can get to through
the wardrobe. Ednmund and | both got in. We net one another in there, in the wood. Go on, Edmund;
tell themall about it."

"What's all this about, Ed?" said Peter

And now we cone to one of the nastiest things in this story. Up to that nonment Ednund had been
feeling sick, and sul ky, and annoyed with Lucy for being right, but he hadn't nade up his mnd
what to do. Wen Peter suddenly asked himthe question he decided all at once to do the neanest
and nost spiteful thing he could think of. He decided to | et Lucy down.

"Tell us, Ed," said Susan.

And Edmund gave a very superior look as if he were far older than Lucy (there was really only a
year's difference) and then a little snigger and said, "Ch, yes, Lucy and | have been playing -
pretending that all her story about a country in the wardrobe is true. just for fun, of course.
There's nothing there really."

Poor Lucy gave Ednund one | ook and rushed out of the room

Edmund, who was becom ng a nastier person every mnute, thought that he had scored a great
success, and went on at once to say, "There she goes again. What's the matter with her? That's the
wor st of young kids, they always -"

"Look here," said Peter, turning on himsavagely, "shut up! You' ve been perfectly beastly to Lu
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ever since she started this nonsense about the wardrobe, and now you go playing games with her
about it and setting her off again. |I believe you did it sinply out of spite."”

"But it's all nonsense," said Ednmund, very taken aback

"Of course it's all nonsense," said Peter, "that's just the point. Lu was perfectly all right when
we | eft home, but since we've been down here she seens to be either going queer in the head or
else turning into a nost frightful liar. But whichever it is, what good do you think you'll do by
j eering and naggi ng at her one day and encouragi ng her the next?"

"I thought - | thought," said Ednmund; but he couldn't think of anything to say.

"You didn't think anything at all," said Peter; "it's just spite. You' ve always |iked being
beastly to anyone snmaller than yourself; we've seen that at school before now "

"Do stop it," said Susan; "it won't rmake things any better having a row between you two. Let's go
and find Lucy."

It was not surprising that when they found Lucy, a good deal l|ater, everyone could see that she
had been crying. Nothing they could say to her nmade any difference. She stuck to her story and
sai d:

"l don't care what you think, and | don't care what you say. You can tell the Professor or you can
wite to Mother or you can do anything you like. | know I've net a Faun in there and - | wish I'd
stayed there and you are all beasts, beasts."

It was an unpl easant evening. Lucy was m serable and Edmund was beginning to feel that his plan
wasn't working as well as he had expected. The two ol der ones were really beginning to think that
Lucy was out of her mnd. They stood in the passage tal king about it in whispers |Iong after she
had gone to bed.

The result was the next norning they decided that they really would go and tell the whole thing to
the Professor. "He'll wite to Father if he thinks there is really sonething wong with Lu," said
Peter; "it's getting beyond us." So they went and knocked at the study door, and the Professor
said "Come in," and got up and found chairs for themand said he was quite at their disposal. Then
he sat listening to themwith the tips of his fingers pressed together and never interrupting,

till they had finished the whole story. After that he said nothing for quite a long tine. Then he
cleared his throat and said the last thing either of them expected:

"How do you know, " he asked, "that your sister's story is not true?"

"Ch, but -" began Susan, and then stopped. Anyone could see fromthe old nan's face that he was
perfectly serious. Then Susan pulled herself together and said, "But Ednund said they had only
been pretending."

"That is a point," said the Professor, "which certainly deserves consideration; very carefu

consi deration. For instance - if you will excuse me for asking the question - does your experience
|l ead you to regard your brother or your sister as the nore reliable? | nean, which is the nore

t rut hf ul 2"

"That's just the funny thing about it, sir,
tinme."

" said Peter. "Up till now, I'd have said Lucy every

"And what do you think, ny dear?" said the Professor, turning to Susan

"Well," said Susan, "in general, |I'd say the same as Peter, but this couldn't be true - all this
about the wood and the Faun."

"That is nore than | know, " said the Professor, "and a charge of |ying agai nst soneone whom you
have always found truthful is a very serious thing; a very serious thing indeed."

"W were afraid it mightn't even be lying," said Susan; "we thought there m ght be sonething wong
with Lucy."
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"Madness, you nean?" said the Professor quite coolly. "Oh, you can make your m nds easy about
that. One has only to look at her and talk to her to see that she is not nad."

"But then," said Susan, and stopped. She had never dreamed that a grown-up would talk like the
Prof essor and didn't know what to think

"Logic!" said the Professor half to hinmself. "Wiy don't they teach logic at these school s? There
are only three possibilities. Either your sister is telling lies, or she is nad, or she is telling
the truth. You know she doesn't tell lies and it is obvious that she is not mad For the noment
then and unl ess any further evidence turns up, we nust assume that she is telling the truth.”

Susan | ooked at himvery hard and was quite sure fromthe expression on his face that he was no
meki ng fun of them

"But how could it be true, sir?" said Peter
"Way do you say that?" asked the Professor

"Well, for one thing," said Peter, "if it was true why doesn't everyone find this country every
time they go to the wardrobe? I nean, there was nothing there when we | ooked; even Lucy didn't
pretend the was."

"What has that to do with it?" said the Professor.
"Well, sir, if things are real, they're there all the tinme."
"Are they?" said the Professor; and Peter did nt know quite what to say.

"But there was no tine," said Susan. "Lucy had no time to have gone anywhere, even if there was
such a place. She cane running after us the very nmonent we were out of the room It was |less than
m nute, and she pretended to have been away for hours.™

"That is the very thing that nakes her story so likely to be true," said the Professor. "If there
really a door in this house that |eads to sone other world (and | should warn you that this is a
very strange house, and even | know very little about it) - if, | say, she had got into another
world, | should not be at a surprised to find that the other world had a separate time of its own;

so that however |ong you stay there it would never take up any of our tinme. On the other hand, |
don't think many girls of her age would invent that idea for thenselves. If she had been
pretendi ng, she would have hidden for a reasonable tinme before conming out and telling her story."

"But do you really nean, sir," said Peter, "that there could be other worlds - all over the place,
just round the corner - |ike that?"

"Nothing is nore probable," said the Professor, taking off his spectacles and beginning to polish
them while he nuttered to hinself, "I wonder what they do teach them at these schools."

"But what are we to do?" said Susan. She felt that the conversation was beginning to get off the
poi nt .

"My dear young |ady," said the Professor, suddenly looking up with a very sharp expression at both
of them "there is one plan which no one has yet suggested and which is well worth trying."

"What ' s that?" said Susan.

"W might all try minding our own business," said he. And that was the end of that conversation

After this things were a good deal better for Lucy. Peter sawto it that Ednund stopped jeering at
her, and neither she nor anyone else felt inclined to talk about the wardrobe at all. It had
beconme a rather alarmng subject. And so for atine it looked as if all the adventures were com ng
to an end; but that was not to be.

This house of the Professor's - which even he knew so little about - was so old and fanous that
people fromall over England used to cone and ask perm ssion to see over it. It was the sort of
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house that is mentioned in guide books and even in histories; and well it nmight be, for all manner
of stories were told about it, some of themeven stranger than the one | amtelling you now. And
when parties of sightseers arrived and asked to see the house, the Professor always gave them
perm ssion, and Ms Macready, the housekeeper, showed themround, telling them about the pictures
and the arnour, and the rare books in the library. Ms Macready was not fond of children, and did
not like to be interrupted when she was telling visitors all the things she knew. She had said to
Susan and Peter alnmost on the first norning (along with a good many other instructions), "And

pl ease renmenber you're to keep out of the way whenever |I'mtaking a party over the house."

"Just as if any of us would want to waste half the norning trailing round with a crowd of strange
grown-ups!" said Ednund, and the other three thought the sane. That was how t he adventures began
for the second tine.

A few nornings later Peter and Edmund were | ooking at the suit of arnmour and wondering if they
could take it to bits when the two girls rushed into the roomand said, "Look out! Here cones the
Macready and a whole gang with her."

"Sharp's the word," said Peter, and all four nade off through the door at the far end of the room
But when they had got out into the Green Room and beyond it, into the Library, they suddenly heard
voi ces ahead of them and realized that Ms Macready nust be bringing her party of sightseers up
the back stairs - instead of up the front stairs as they had expected. And after that - whether it
was that they lost their heads, or that Ms Macready was trying to catch them or that sonme nagic
in the house had cone to life and was chasing theminto Narnia they seened to find thensel ves
being foll owed everywhere, until at |ast Susan said, "Ch bother those trippers! Here - let's get
into the Wrdrobe Roomtill they' ve passed. No one will follow us in there." But the noment they
were inside they heard the voices in the passage - and then soneone funbling at the door - and
then they saw the handl e turning.

"Quick!" said Peter, "there's nowhere else," and flung open the wardrobe. Al four of them bundl ed
inside it and sat there, panting, in the dark. Peter held the door closed but did not shut it;

for, of course, he remenbered, as every sensible person does, that you should never never shut
yoursel f up in a wardrobe.

CHAPTER SI X
I NTO THE FOREST

"I wish the Macready would hurry up and take all these people away," said Susan presently, "I'm
getting horribly cranped.”

"And what a filthy snell of canmphor!" said Edmund.

"l expect the pockets of these coats are full of it," said Susan, "to keep away the noths."
"There's sonmething sticking into my back," said Peter

"And isn't it cold?" said Susan

"Now that you nmention it, it is cold," said Peter, "and hang it all, it's wet too. Wiat's the
matter with this place? I'msitting on sonething wet. It's getting wetter every mnute." He
struggled to his feet.

"Let's get out," said Edrmund, "they've gone."
"O-0-oh!" said Susan suddenly, and everyone asked her what was the matter.
"I"'msitting against a tree," said Susan, "and look! It's getting light - over there."

"By Jove, you're right," said Peter, "and look there - and there. It's trees all round. And this
wet stuff is snow Wiy, | do believe we've got into Lucy's wood after all."

And now there was no mistaking it and all four children stood blinking in the daylight of a winter
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day. Behind them were coats hanging on pegs, in front of themwere snow covered trees.

Peter turned at once to Lucy.

"l apol ogi ze for not believing you," he said, "I'msorry. WIIl you shake hands?"

"Of course," said Lucy, and did.
"And now," said Susan, "what do we do next?"
"Do?" said Peter, "why, go and explore the wood, of course.”

"Ugh!" said Susan, stanping her feet, "it's pretty cold. Wat about putting on sone of these
coat s?"

"They're not ours," said Peter doubtfully.

"I am sure nobody would mind," said Susan; "it isn't as if we wanted to take them out of the
house; we shan't take them even out of the wardrobe.”

"I never thought of that, Su," said Peter. "Of course, now you put it that way, | see. No one
could say you had bagged a coat as long as you leave it in the wardrobe where you found it. And |
suppose this whole country is in the wardrobe.”

They inmediately carried out Susan's very sensible plan. The coats were rather too big for themso
that they canme down to their heels and | ooked nore |ike royal robes than coats when they had put
themon. But they all felt a good deal warner and each thought the others | ooked better in their
new get-up and nore suitable to the | andscape.

"We can pretend we are Arctic explorers," said Lucy.

"This is going to be exciting enough without pretending," said Peter, as he began | eadi ng the way
forward into the forest. There were heavy darkish cl ouds overhead and it | ooked as if there ni ght
be nmore snow before night.

"l say," began Edmund presently, "oughtn't we to be bearing a bit nmore to the left, that is, if we
are aimng for the | amp-post?" He had forgotten for the nmoment that he nust pretend never to have

been in the wood before. The noment the words were out of his nouth he realized that he had given

hi nsel f away. Everyone stopped; everyone stared at him Peter whistled.

"So you really were here,
she was telling lies."

he said, "that time Lu said she'd net you in here - and you nade out

There was a dead silence. "Well, of all the poisonous little beasts -" said Peter, and shrugged
his shoul ders and said no nore. There seened, indeed, no nore to say, and presently the four
resumed their journey; but Edmund was saying to hinmself, "I'll pay you all out for this, you pack

of stuck-up, selfsatisfied prigs.”

"Where are we goi ng anyway?" said Susan, chiefly for the sake of changing the subject.

"l think Lu ought to be the |eader,"
take us, Lu?"

said Peter; "goodness knows she deserves it. Were will you

"\What about going to see M Tumus?" said Lucy. "He's the nice Faun | told you about."

Everyone agreed to this and off they went wal king briskly and stanping their feet. Lucy proved a
good | eader. At first she wondered whether she would be able to find the way, but she recognized
an oddl ooki ng tree on one place and a stunp in another and brought themon to where the ground
becane uneven and into the little valley and at last to the very door of M Tumus's cave. But
there a terrible surprise awaited t hem

The door had been wenched off its hinges and broken to bits. Inside, the cave was dark and cold
and had the danp feel and snmell of a place that had not been lived in for several days. Snow had
drifted in fromthe doorway and was heaped on the floor, mxed with sonmething black, which turned
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out to be the charred sticks and ashes fromthe fire. Someone had apparently flung it about the
room and then stanped it out. The crockery |lay smashed on the floor and the picture of the Faun's
father had been slashed into shreds with a knife.

"This is a pretty good wash-out," said Edmund; "not mnmuch good com ng here."

"What is this?" said Peter, stooping down. He had just noticed a piece of paper which had been
nai l ed through the carpet to the floor

"lIs there anything witten on it?" asked Susan

"Yes, | think there is," answered Peter, "but | can't read it in this light. Let's get out into
the open air."

They all went out in the daylight and crowded round Peter as he read out the foll ow ng words:

The former occupant of these prem ses, the Faun Tummus, is under arrest and awaiting his trial on
a charge of Hi gh Treason agai nst her Inperial Mijesty Jadis, Queen of Narnia, Chatelaine of Cair
Paravel , Enpress of the Lone Islands, etc., also of conforting her said Mijesty's enem es,

har bouri ng spies and fraternizing with Hunans.

signed MAUGRIM Captain of the Secret Police, LONG LI VE THE QUEEN

The children stared at each ot her

"I don't know that I'"mgoing to like this place after all," said Susan

"Who is this Queen, Lu?" said Peter. "Do you know anyt hi ng about her?"

"She isn't a real queen at all,"” answered Lucy; "she's a horrible witch, the Wite Wtch. Everyone
all the wood people - hate her. She has nade an enchantment over the whole country so that it is
al ways wi nter here and never Christmas."

"I - 1 wonder if there's any point in going on," said Susan. "I mean, it doesn't seemparticularly
safe here and it looks as if it won't be much fun either. And it's getting col der every m nute,
and we' ve brought nothing to eat. What about just going honme?"

"Ch, but we can't, we can't," said Lucy suddenly; "don't you see? W can't just go home, not after
this. It is all on nmy account that the poor Faun has got into this trouble. He hid ne fromthe
Wtch and showed nme the way back. That's what it means by conforting the Queen's enem es and
fraternizing with Hunans. W sinply nust try to rescue him™"

"Alot we could do! said Edmund, "when we haven't even got anything to eat!"”

"Shut up - you!" said Peter, who was still very angry wi th Edmund. "Wat do you think, Susan?"
"I"ve a horrid feeling that Lu is right," said Susan. "I don't want to go a step further and

wi sh we'd never cone. But | think we nust try to do sonething for M Wiatever-his-name is - | nean
t he Faun."

"That's what | feel too," said Peter. "I'"mworried about having no food with us. 1'd vote for
goi ng back and getting sonething fromthe larder, only there doesn't seemto be any certainty of
getting into this country again when once you've got out of it. |I think we'll have to go on."

"So do I," said both the girls.

"I'f only we knew where the poor chap was inprisoned!" said Peter

They were all still wondering what to do next, when Lucy said, "Look! There's a robin, with such a
red breast. It's the first bird |'ve seen here. | say! - | wonder can birds talk in Narnia? It

al rost looks as if it wanted to say something to us." Then she turned to the Robin and said,

"Pl ease, can you tell us where Tummus the Faun has been taken to?" As she said this she took a
step towards the bird. It at once flew away but only as far as to the next tree. There it perched
and | ooked at themvery hard as if it understood all they had been saying. Al npst w thout noticing
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that they had done so, the four children went a step or two nearer to it. At this the Robin flew
away again to the next tree and once nore | ooked at themvery hard. (You couldn't have found a
robin with a redder chest or a brighter eye.)

"Do you know," said Lucy, "I really believe he nmeans us to follow him"

"I'"ve an idea he does," said Susan. "Wat do you think, Peter?"

"Well, we might as well try it,"” answered Peter.

The Robi n appeared to understand the matter thoroughly. It kept going fromtree to tree, always a
few yards ahead of them but always so near that they could easily followit. In this way it |ed
them on, slightly downhill. \Werever the Robin alighted a little shower of snow would fall off the
branch. Presently the clouds parted overhead and the wi nter sun came out and the snow all around
them grew dazzlingly bright. They had been travelling in this way for about half an hour, with the
two girls in front, when Ednund said to Peter, "if you're not still too high and mighty to talk to
me, |'ve something to say which you'd better listen to."

"What is it?" asked Peter

"Hush! Not so loud," said Edmund; "there's no good frightening the girls. But have you realized
what we're doi ng?"

"What ?" said Peter, lowering his voice to a whisper

"We're following a guide we know not hi ng about. How do we know which side that bird is on? Wy
shouldn't it be leading us into a trap?"

"That's a nasty idea. Still - a robin, you know. They're good birds in all the stories |'ve ever
read. |'msure a robin wouldn't be on the wong side."

"It if cones to that, which is the right side? How do we know that the Fauns are in the right and
the Queen (yes, | know we've been told she's a witch) is in the wong? W don't really know
anyt hi ng about either."

"The Faun saved Lucy."

"He said he did. But how do we know? And there's another thing too. Has anyone the | east idea of
the way hone from here?"

"Great Scott!" said Peter, "I hadn't thought of that."

"And no chance of dinner either,"” said Ednund.

CHAPTER SEVEN

A DAY WTH THE BEAVERS

VWHI LE the two boys were whispering behind, both the girls suddenly cried "Ch!" and st opped.
"The robin!" cried Lucy, "the robin. It's flown away." And so it had - right out of sight.

"And now what are we to do?" said Edrmund, giving Peter a | ook which was as nuch as to say "What
did 1l tell you?"

"Sh! Look!" said Susan.
"What ?" said Peter.

"There's sonet hing nmoving anong the trees over there to the left.”
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They all stared as hard as they could, and no one felt very confortable.
"There it goes again," said Susan presently.
"l saw it that tine too," said Peter. "It's still there. It's just gone behind that big tree."

"What is it?" asked Lucy, trying very hard not to sound nervous.

"Whatever it is," said Peter, "it's dodging us. It's sonething that doesn't want to be seen.”

"Let's go hone," said Susan. And then, though nobody said it out |oud, everyone suddenly realized
the sane fact that Edmund had whi spered to Peter at the end of the last chapter. They were |ost.

"What's it |ike?" said Lucy.

"It's - it's a kind of animal," said Susan; and then, "Look! Look! Quick! There it is."

They all saw it this tinme, a whiskered furry face which had | ooked out at them from behind a tree.
But this tinme it didn't immedi ately draw back. Instead, the animal put its paw against its nouth
just as humans put their finger on their Iips when they are signalling to you to be quiet. Then it
di sappeared again. The children, all stood hol ding their breath.

A nonent | ater the stranger cane out frombehind the tree, glanced all round as if it were afraid
soneone was watching, said "Hush", nmade signs to themto join it in the thicker bit of wood where
it was standing, and then once nore di sappear ed.

"I know what it is," said Peter; "it's a beaver. | sawthe tail."

"It wants us to go to it," said Susan, "and it is warning us not to nake a noise."

"I know," said Peter. "The question is, are we to go to it or not? Wiat do you think, Lu?"

"I think it's a nice beaver," said Lucy.
"Yes, but how do we know?" said Edmund.

"Shan't we have to risk it?" said Susan. "I nean, it's no good just standing here and | feel
want some di nner."

At this nmoment the Beaver again popped its head out from behind the tree and beckoned earnestly to
t hem

"Come on," said Peter,"let's give it atry. Al keep close together. W ought to be a match for
one beaver if it turns out to be an eneny."

So the children all got close together and wal ked up to the tree and in behind it, and there, sure
enough, they found the Beaver; but it still drew back, saying to themin a hoarse throaty whisper,
"Further in, cone further in. Right in here. W're not safe in the open!"

Only when it had led theminto a dark spot where four trees grew so close together that their
boughs net and the brown earth and pi ne needl es could be seen underfoot because no snow had been
able to fall there, did it beginto talk to them

"Are you the Sons of Adam and the Daughters of Eve?" it said.

"We're sone of them" said Peter

"S-s-s-sh!" said the Beaver, "not so |loud please. W're not safe even here."
"Way, who are you afraid of ?" said Peter. "There's no one here but ourselves."

"There are the trees," said the Beaver. "They're always listening. Mdst of themare on our side,
but there are trees that would betray us to her; you know who | nean," and it nodded its head
several tines.
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“If it comes to tal ki ng about sides," said Edmund, "how do we know you're a friend?"
"Not neaning to be rude, M Beaver," added Peter, "but you see, we're strangers."

"Quite right, quite right," said the Beaver. "Here is ny token." Wth these words it held up to
thema little white object. They all looked at it in surprise, till suddenly Lucy said, "Ch, of
course. It's ny handkerchief - the one | gave to poor M Tumus."

"That's right," said the Beaver. "Poor fellow, he got wind of the arrest before it actually
happened and handed this over to ne. He said that if anything happened to himl nust neet you here
and take you on to -" Here the Beaver's voice sank into silence and it gave one or two very
nysterious nods. Then signalling to the children to stand as close around it as they possibly
could, so that their faces were actually tickled by its whiskers, it added in a | ow whi sper -

"They say Aslan is on the nove - perhaps has al ready | anded."

And now a very curious thing happened. None of the children knew who Asl an was any nore than you
do; but the nonment the Beaver had spoken these words everyone felt quite different. Perhaps it has
soneti mes happened to you in a dreamthat soneone says sonething which you don't understand but in
the dreamit feels as if it had sone enornmous neaning - either a terrifying one which turns the
whol e dreaminto a nightrmare or else a lovely nmeaning too lovely to put into words, which nmakes
the dream so beautiful that you renenber it all your life and are always w shing you could get
into that dreamagain. It was like that now At the nane of Aslan each one of the children felt
something junp in its inside. Edmund felt a sensation of nysterious horror. Peter felt suddenly
brave and adventurous. Susan felt as if sone delicious snell or sone delightful strain of nusic
had just floated by her. And Lucy got the feeling you have when you wake up in the norning and
realize that it is the beginning of the holidays or the beginning of sumer.

"And what about M Tummus," said Lucy; "where is he?"

"S-s-s-sh," said the Beaver
di nner."

not here. | nust bring you where we can have a real talk and al so

No one except Ednund felt any difficulty about trusting the beaver now, and everyone, including
Edmund, was very glad to hear the word "dinner".

They therefore all hurried along behind their new friend who | ed themat a surprisingly quick
pace, and always in the thickest parts of the forest, for over an hour. Everyone was feeling very
tired and very hungry when suddenly the trees began to get thinner in front of themand the ground
to fall steeply downhill. A mnute later they came out under the open sky (the sun was stil
shining) and found thensel ves | ooking down on a fine sight.

They were standing on the edge of a steep, narrow valley at the bottom of which ran - at least it
woul d have been running if it hadn't been frozen - a fairly large river. Just bel ow them a dam had
been built across this river, and when they saw it everyone suddenly renenbered that of course
beavers are always nmaki ng dans and felt quite sure that M Beaver had made this one. They al so
noti ced that he now had a sort of npdest expression on his, face - the sort of | ook people have
when you are visiting a garden they've nade or reading a story they've witten. So it was only
comon pol iteness when Susan said, "Wat a lovely dam" And M Beaver didn't say "Hush" this tine
but "Merely a trifle! Merely a trifle! And it isn't really finished!"

Above the dam there was what ought to have been a deep pool but was now, of course, a |level floor
of dark green ice. And bel ow the dam nuch | ower down, was nore ice, but instead of being snpoth
this was all frozen into the foany and wavy shapes in which the water had been rushing al ong at
the very nonent when the frost came. And where the water had been trickling over and spurting
through the damthere was now a glittering wall of icicles, as if the side of the dam had been
covered all over with flowers and weaths and festoons of the purest sugar. And out in the mddle,
and partly on top of the damwas a funny little house shaped rather |ike an enornous beehive and
froma hole in the roof snoke was going up, so that when you saw it {especially if you were
hungry) you at once thought of cooking and becane hungrier than you were before.

That was what the others chiefly noticed, but Ednund noticed sonething else. Alittle | ower down
the river there was another small river which came down another small valley to join it. And
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| ooki ng up that valley, Ednund could see two small hills, and he was al nost sure they were the two
hills which the White Wtch had pointed out to himwhen he parted fromher at the | anp-post that
ot her day. And then between them he thought, nmust be her palace, only a mle off or less. And he
t hought about Turkish Delight and about being a King ("And | wonder how Peter will like that?" he
asked hinself) and horrible ideas cane into his head.

"Here we are,"” said M Beaver, "and it looks as if Ms Beaver is expecting us. I'll lead the way.
But be careful and don't slip."

The top of the damwas wi de enough to wal k on, though not (for humans) a very nice place to wal k
because it was covered with ice, and though the frozen pool was level with it on one side, there
was a nasty drop to the lower river on the other. Along this route M Beaver led themin single
file right out to the mddle where they could |l ook a long way up the river and a | ong way down it.
And when they had reached the middl e they were at the door of the house.

"Here we are, Ms Beaver," said M Beaver, "lI've found them Here are the Sons and Daughters of
Adam and Eve'- and they all went in.

The first thing Lucy noticed as she went in was a burring sound, and the first thing she saw was a
ki ndl ooki ng ol d she-beaver sitting in the corner with a thread in her nmouth working busily at her
sewi ng nachine, and it was fromit that the sound cane. She stopped her work and got up as soon as
the children came in.

"So you've cone at last!" she said, holding out both her winkled old paws. "At last! To think
that ever | should live to see this day! The potatoes are on boiling and the kettle's singing and
| daresay, M Beaver, you'll get us sone fish."

"That | will," said M Beaver, and he went out of the house (Peter went with hinm, and across the
ice of the deep pool to where he had a little hole in the ice which he kept open every day with
his hatchet. They took a pail with them M Beaver sat down quietly at the edge of the hole (he
didn't seemto nmind it being so chilly), |looked hard into it, then suddenly shot in his paw, and
bef ore you coul d say Jack Robi nson had whi sked out a beautiful trout. Then he did it all over
again until they had a fine catch of fish

Meanwhile the girls were hel ping Ms Beaver to fill the kettle and lay the table and cut the bread
and put the plates in the oven to heat and draw a huge jug of beer for M Beaver froma barre
whi ch stood in one corner of the house, and to put on the frying-pan and get the dripping hot.

Lucy thought the Beavers had a very snug little hone though it was not at all Iike M Tumus's
cave. There were no books or pictures, and instead of beds there were bunks, |ike on board ship
built into the wall. And there were hans and strings of onions hanging fromthe roof, and agai nst

the walls were gum boots and oil skins and hatchets and pairs of shears and spades and trowel s and
things for carrying nortar in and fishing-rods and fishing-nets and sacks. And the cloth on the
tabl e, though very clean, was very rough

Just as the frying-pan was nicely hissing Peter and M Beaver cane in with the fish which M
Beaver had al ready opened with his knife and cl eaned out in the open air. You can think how good

t he new caught fish snelled while they were frying and how the hungry children longed for themto
be done and how very nuch hungrier still they had becone before M Beaver said, "Now we're nearly
ready." Susan drained the potatoes and then put themall back in the enpty pot to dry on the side
of the range while Lucy was hel ping Ms Beaver to dish up the trout, so that in a very few m nutes
everyone was drawing up their stools (it was all three-legged stools in the Beavers' house except
for Ms Beaver's own special rockingchair beside the fire) and preparing to enjoy thensel ves.
There was a jug of creany nmilk for the children (M Beaver stuck to beer) and a great big |lunp of
deep yellow butter in the nmddle of the table from which everyone took as nmuch as he wanted to go
with his potatoes, and all the children thought - and | agree with them- that there's nothing to
beat good freshwater fish if you eat it when it has been alive half an hour ago and has cone out
of the pan half a minute ago. And when they had finished the fish Ms Beaver brought unexpectedly
out of the oven a great and gloriously sticky nmarnal ade roll, steaming hot, and at the sane tine
moved the kettle on to the fire, so that when they had finished the narnal ade roll the tea was
made and ready to be poured out. And when each person had got his (or her) cup of tea, each person
shoved back his (or her) stool so as to be able to | ean against the wall and gave a |ong sigh of
cont ent nent .
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"And now," said M Beaver, pushing away his enpty beer nug and pulling his cup of tea towards him
"if you'll just wait till I've got ny pipe |it up and going nicely - why, now we can get to

busi ness. It's snowi ng again," he added, cocking his eye at the window. "That's all the better
because it nmeans we shan't have any visitors; and if anyone should have been trying to follow you
why he won't find any tracks."

CHAPTER EI GHT
VWHAT HAPPENED AFTER DI NNER
"AND now, " said Lucy, "do please tell us what's happened to M Tumus."

"Ah, that's bad," said M Beaver, shaking his head. "That's a very, very bad business. There's no
doubt he was taken off by the police. | got that froma bird who saw it done."

"But where's he been taken to?" asked Lucy.

"Wel |, they were headi ng northwards when they were |ast seen and we all know what that neans."
"No, we don't," said Susan. M Beaver shook his head in a very gl oony fashion

"I'mafraid it neans they were taking himto her House," he said.

"But what'll they do to him M Beaver?" gasped Lucy.

"Well," said M Beaver, "you can't exactly say for sure. But there's not nany taken in there that
ever cones out again. Statues. Al full of statues they say it is - in the courtyard and up the
stairs and in the hall. People she's turned® - (he paused and shuddered) "turned into stone."
"But, M Beaver," said Lucy, "can't we - | nmean we nust do sonething to save him It's too

dreadful and it's all on ny account."

"I don't doubt you'd save himif you could, dearie," said Ms Beaver, "but you' ve no chance of
getting into that House against her will and ever conming out alive."

"Couldn't we have sone stratagenP" said Peter. "I nmean couldn't we dress up as sonething, or
pretend to be - oh, pedlars or anything - or watch till she was gone out - or- oh, hang it all,
there nust be sone way. This Faun saved ny sister at his own risk, M Beaver. W can't just |eave
himto be - to be - to have that done to him"

"I't's no good, Son of Adam" said M Beaver, "no good your trying, of all people. But now that
Aslan is on the nove-"

"Ch, yes! Tell us about Aslan!" said several voices at once; for once again that strange feeling -
like the first signs of spring, |ike good news, had cone over them

"Who is Aslan?" asked Susan.

"Asl an?" said M Beaver. "Wy, don't you know? He's the King. He's the Lord of the whole wood, but
not often here, you understand. Never in ny tine or ny father's tine. But the word has reached us
that he has cone back. He is in Narnia at this nonment. He'll settle the White Queen all right. It
is he, not you, that will save M Tumus."

"She won't turn himinto stone too?" said Ednund.

"Lord | ove you, Son of Adam what a sinple thing to say!" answered M Beaver with a great |augh
"Turn himinto stone? If she can stand on her two feet and look himin the face it'l|l be the npst
she can do and nore than | expect of her. No, no. He'll put all to rights as it says in an old
rhyme in these parts:

Wong will be right, when Aslan cones in sight,
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At the sound of his roar, sorrows will be no nore,

Wien he bares his teeth, winter neets its death,

And when he shakes his nane, we shall have spring again.
You'l | understand when you see him™"

"But shall we see hin?" asked Susan.

"Why, Daughter of Eve, that's what | brought you here for. I'mto | ead you where you shall neet
him" said M Beaver.

"lIs-is he a man?" asked Lucy.

"Aslan a man!" said M Beaver sternly. "Certainly not. | tell you he is the King of the wood and
the son of the great Enperor-beyond-the-Sea. Don't you know who is the King of Beasts? Aslan is a
lion - the Lion, the great Lion."

"Ooh!" said Susan, "I'd thought he was a man. Is he - quite safe? | shall feel rather nervous
about meeting a lion."

"That you will, dearie, and no mistake," said Ms Beaver; "if there's anyone who can appear before
Asl an wi thout their knees knocking, they're either braver than nost or else just silly."

"Then he isn't safe?" said Lucy.

"Saf e?" said M Beaver; "don't you hear what Ms Beaver tells you? Who said anythi ng about safe?
"Course he isn't safe. But he's good. He's the King, | tell you."

"I'mlonging to see him" said Peter, "even if | do feel frightened when it comes to the point."

"That's right, Son of Adam" said M Beaver, bringing his paw down on the table with a crash that
made all the cups and saucers rattle. "And so you shall. Wrd has been sent that you are to neet
him tonorrow if you can, at the Stone Table.'

"Where's that?" said Lucy.

"I'"ll show you," said M Beaver. "It's down the river, a good step fromhere. I'Il take you to
it

"But mneanwhil e what about poor M Tummus?" said Lucy.

"The quickest way you can help himis by going to neet Aslan," said M Beaver, "once he's with us,
then we can begin doing things. Not that we don't need you too. For that's another of the old
rhynes:

When Adanmi s fl esh and Adani s bone
Sits at Cair Paravel in throne,
The evil tinme will be over and done.

So things nmust be drawi ng near their end now he's cone and you've cone. We've heard of Aslan
comng into these parts before - |ong ago, nobody can say when. But there's never been any of your
race here before."

"That's what | don't understand, M Beaver," said Peter, "I nmean isn't the Wtch herself human?"

"She'd like us to believe it," said M Beaver, "and it's on that that she bases her claimto be
Queen. But she's no Daughter of Eve. She cones of your father Adamis" - (here M Beaver bowed)
"your father Adamis first wife, her they called Lilith. And she was one of the Jinn. That's what
she conmes fromon one side. And on the other she cones of the giants. No, no, there isn't a drop
of real human blood in the Wtch."
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"That's why she's bad all through, M Beaver," said Ms Beaver

"True enough, Ms Beaver," replied he, "there may be two views about humans (rneaning no offence to
the present conpany). But there's no two views about things that | ook |ike humans and aren't."

"I''"ve known good Dwarfs," said Ms Beaver

"So've |, now you cone to speak of it," said her husband, "but precious few, and they were the
ones |l east like men. But in general, take ny advice, when you neet anything that's going to be
human and isn't yet, or used to be human once and isn't now, or ought to be human and isn't, you
keep your eyes on it and feel for your hatchet. And that's why the Wtch is always on the | ookout
for any humans in Narnia. She's been watching for you this many a year, and if she knew there were
four of you she'd be nore dangerous still."

"What's that to do with it?" asked Peter.

"Because of another prophecy," said M Beaver. "Down at Cair Paravel - that's the castle on the
sea coast down at the nouth of this river which ought to be the capital of the whole country if
all was as it should be - down at Cair Paravel there are four thrones and it's a saying in Narnia
time out of nmind that when two Sons of Adam and two Daughters of Eve sit in those four thrones,
then it will be the end not only of the Whiite Wtch's reign but of her life, and that is why we
had to be so cautious as we canme along, for if she knew about you four, your lives wouldn't be
worth a shake of ny whiskers!™”

Al'l the children had been attending so hard to what M Beaver was telling themthat they had
noticed nothing else for a long tinme. Then during the noment of silence that foll owed his |ast
remark, Lucy suddenly said:

"l say-where's Edmund?"

There was a dreadful pause, and then everyone began asking "Wwo saw him | ast? How | ong has he been
nmi ssing? Is he outside? and then all rushed to the door and | ooked out. The snow was falling
thickly and steadily, the green ice of the pool had vani shed under a thick white blanket, and from
where the little house stood in the centre of the damyou could hardly see either bank. Qut they
went, plunging well over their ankles into the soft new snow, and went round the house in every
direction. "Edmund! Edrmund!" they called till they were hoarse. But the silently falling snow
seened to muffle their voices and there was not even an echo in answer.

"How perfectly dreadful!" said Susan as they at |ast cane back in despair. "Ch, how | w sh we'd
never cone."

"What on earth are we to do, M Beaver?" said Peter

"Do?" said M Beaver, who was already putting on his snow boots, "do? W nust be off at once. W
haven't a nonent to spare!”

"We'd better divide into four search parties,"” said Peter, "and all go in different directions.
Whoever finds himmnmust cone back here at once and-"

"Search parties, Son of Adan?" said M Beaver; "what for?"
"Way, to look for Edmund, of course!"”
"There's no point in looking for him" said M Beaver

"What do you nean?" said Susan. "He can't be far away yet. And we've got to find him What do you
mean when you say there's no use | ooking for hinP"

"The reason there's no use | ooking," said M Beaver, "is that we know al ready where he's gone!"
Everyone stared in anazenent. "Don't you understand?" said M Beaver. "He's gone to her, to the
White Wtch. He has betrayed us all."

"Ch, surely-oh, really!" said Susan, "he can't have done that."
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"Can't he?" said M Beaver, |ooking very hard at the three children, and everything they wanted to
say died on their lips, for each felt suddenly quite certain inside that this was exactly what
Edmund had done

"But will he know the way?" said Peter

"Has he been in this country before?" asked M Beaver. "Has he ever been here al one?"
"Yes," said Lucy, alnobst in a whisper. "I'mafraid he has."

"And did he tell you what he'd done or who he'd net?"

"Well, no, he didn't," said Lucy.

"Then mark nmy words," said M Beaver, "he has already net the Wiite Wtch and j oi ned her side, and
been told where she lives. | didn't like to nention it before (he being your brother and all) but

the nmonent | set eyes on that brother of yours |I said to nyself "~Treacherous'. He had the | ook of

one who has been with the Wtch and eaten her food. You can always tell themif you' ve lived | ong

in Narnia; sonething about their eyes."

"Al'l the sane," said Peter in a rather choking sort of voice, "we'll still have to go and | ook for
him He is our brother after all, even if he is rather a little beast. And he's only a kid."

"Co to the Wtch's House?" said Ms Beaver. "Don't you see that the only chance of saving either
himor yourselves is to keep away from her?"

"How do you nean?" said Lucy.

"Why, all she wants is to get all four of you (she's thinking all the time of those four thrones
at Cair Paravel). Once you were all four inside her House her job would be done - and there'd be
four new statues in her collection before you'd had tine to speak. But she'll keep himalive as
Il ong as he's the only one she's got, because she'll want to use himas a decoy; as bait to catch
the rest of you with."

"Ch, can no one help us?" wailed Lucy.
"Only Aslan," said M Beaver, "we nust go on and neet him That's our only chance now. "

"It seens to nme, ny dears," said Ms Beaver, "that it is very inportant to know just when he
sl i pped away. How nuch he can tell her depends on how nmuch he heard. For instance, had we started

tal king of Aslan before he left? If not, then we may do very well, for she won't know that Aslan
has come to Narnia, or that we are neeting him and will be quite off her guard as far as that is
concerned. "

"I don't remenber his being here when we were tal ki ng about Aslan -
interrupted him

began Peter, but Lucy

"Ch yes, he was," she said miserably; "don't you renenber, it was he who asked whether the Wtch
couldn't turn Aslan into stone too?"

"So he did, by Jove," said Peter; "just the sort of thing he would say, too!"

"Worse and worse," said M Beaver, "and the next thing is this. Was he still here when | told you
that the place for neeting Aslan was the Stone Tabl e?"

And of course no one knew the answer to this question

"Because, if he was," continued M Beaver, "then she'll sinply sledge down in that direction and
get between us and the Stone Table and catch us on our way down. In fact we shall be cut off from
Asl an. "

"But that isn't what she'll do first," said Ms Beaver, "not if | know her. The noment that Ednmund
tells her that we're all here she'll set out to catch us this very night, and if he's been gone
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about half an hour, she'll be here in about another twenty m nutes."

"You're right, Ms Beaver,'
monent to | ose."

sai d her husband, "we nust all get away from here. There's not a

CHAPTER NI NE
IN THE WTCH S HOUSE

AND now of course you want to know what had happened to Ednund. He had eaten his share of the

di nner, but he hadn't really enjoyed it because he was thinking all the tinme about Turkish Delight
- and there's nothing that spoils the taste of good ordinary food half so nuch as the nenory of
bad magi ¢ food. And he had heard the conversation, and hadn't enjoyed it nuch either, because he
kept on thinking that the others were taking no notice of himand trying to give himthe cold
shoul der. They weren't, but he inagined it. And then he had listened until M Beaver told them
about Aslan and until he had heard the whol e arrangenment for neeting Aslan at the Stone Table. It
was then that he began very quietly to edge hinself under the curtain which hung over the door

For the nention of Aslan gave hima nysterious and horrible feeling just as it gave the others a
mysterious and | ovely feeling.

Just as M Beaver had been repeating the rhynme about Adamis flesh and Adam s bone Edmund had been
very quietly turning the doorhandle; and just before M Beaver had begun telling themthat the
VWhite Wtch wasn't really hunman at all but half a Jinn and half a giantess, Ednund had got outside
into the snow and cautiously closed the door behind him

You rmustn't think that even now Edmund was quite so bad that he actually wanted his brother and
sisters to be turned into stone. He did want Turkish Delight and to be a Prince (and | ater a King)
and to pay Peter out for calling hima beast. As for what the Wtch would do with the others, he
didn't want her to be particularly nice to them- certainly not to put themon the same |evel as
hi nsel f; but he nanaged to believe, or to pretend he believed, that she wouldn't do anything very
bad to them "Because," he said to himself, "all these people who say nasty things about her are
her enem es and probably half of it isn't true. She was jolly nice to nme, anyway, mnuch nicer than
they are. | expect she is the rightful Queen really. Anyway, she'll be better than that awful
Aslan!" At least, that was the excuse he made in his own nmind for what he was doing. It wasn't a
very good excuse, however, for deep down inside himhe really knew that the Wite Wtch was bad
and cruel .

The first thing he realized when he got outside and found the snow falling all round him was that
he had |l eft his coat behind in the Beavers' house. And of course there was no chance of goi ng back
to get it now The next thing he realized was that the daylight was al nbst gone, for it had been
nearly three o' clock when they sat down to dinner and the winter days were short. He hadn't
reckoned on this; but he had to make the best of it. So he turned up his collar and shuffled
across the top of the dam (luckily it wasn't so slippery since the snow had fallen) to the far
side of the river.

It was pretty bad when he reached the far side. It was grow ng darker every minute and what wth
that and the snowfl akes swirling all round himhe could hardly see three feet ahead. And then too
there was no road. He kept slipping into deep drifts of snow, and skidding on frozen puddles, and
tripping over fallen tree-trunks, and sliding dow steep banks, and barking his shins against
rocks, till he was wet and cold and bruised all over. The silence and the | oneliness were
dreadful. In fact | really think he m ght have given up the whole plan and gone back and owned up
and nade friends with the others, if he hadn't happened to say to hinself, "Wen |I'm Ki ng of
Narnia the first thing | shall do will be to make sone decent roads." And of course that set him
of f thinking about being a King and all the other things he would do and this cheered himup a
good deal. He had just settled in his mnd what sort of palace he would have and how many cars and
al |l about his private cinema and where the principal railways would run and what | aws he woul d
make agai nst beavers and danms and was putting the finishing touches to sone schenes for keeping
Peter in his place, when the weather changed. First the snow stopped. Then a wind sprang up and it
becane freezing cold. Finally, the clouds rolled away and the noon cane out. It was a full noon
and, shining on all that snow, it nade everything al nost as bright as day - only the shadows were

file:/lIF|/rah/C.%20S.%20Lewis/CS%20Lewis%20-...ion,%20the%20Witch%20and%20the%20Wardrobe.txt (26 of 54) [2/3/03 12:07:26 AM]



file:///F|/rah/C.%20S.%20L ewis/CS%20L ewis%20-%2029%620-%20The%20L i on,%20the%20Witch%20and%20the%20Wardrobe. txt

rat her confusi ng.

He woul d never have found his way if the nmoon hadn't come out by the time he got to the other
river you renmenber he had seen (when they first arrived at the Beavers') a smaller river flow ng
into the great one | ower down. He now reached this and turned to followit up. But the little
val | ey down which it cane was much steeper and rockier than the one he had just |eft and nuch

overgrown with bushes, so that he could not have managed it at all in the dark. Even as it was, he
got wet through for he had to stoop under branches and great |oads of snow cane sliding off on to
his back. And every time this happened he thought nore and nore how he hated Peter - just as if

all this had been Peter's fault.

But at last he cane to a part where it was nore |l evel and the valley opened out. And there, on the
other side of the river, quite close to him in the mddle of alittle plain between two hills, he
saw what nust be the Wiite Wtch's House. And the noon was shining brighter than ever. The House
was really a small castle. It seenmed to be all towers; little towers with long pointed spires on
them sharp as needles. They | ooked |ike huge dunce's caps or sorcerer's caps. And they shone in
the nmoonlight and their | ong shadows | ooked strange on the snow. Ednund began to be afraid of the
House.

But it was too late to think of turning back now.

He crossed the river on the ice and wal ked up to the House. There was nothing stirring; not the
slightest sound anywhere. Even his own feet nade no noise on the deep newy fallen snow. He wal ked
on and on, past corner after corner of the House, and past turret after turret to find the door

He had to go right round to the far side before he found it. It was a huge arch but the great iron
gates stood w de open.

Edmund crept up to the arch and | ooked inside into the courtyard, and there he saw a sight that
nearly nmade his heart stop beating. Just inside the gate, with the moonlight shining on it, stood
an enornous lion crouched as if it was ready to spring. And Ednund stood in the shadow of the
arch, afraid to go on and afraid to go back, with his knees knocking together. He stood there so
long that his teeth would have been chattering with cold even if they had not been chattering with
fear. How long this really lasted | don't know, but it seened to Edrmund to last for hours.

Then at |ast he began to wonder why the lion was standing so still - for it hadn't noved one inch
since he first set eyes on it. Edmund now ventured a little nearer, still keeping in the shadow of
the arch as nuch as he could. He now saw fromthe way the lion was standing that it couldn't have
been looking at himat all. ("But supposing it turns its head?" thought Ednund.) In fact it was

staring at sonmething else nanely a little: dwarf who stood with his back to it about four feet
away. "Aha!" thought Ednund. "Wen it springs at the dwarf then will be ny chance to escape." But
still the lion never moved, nor did the dwarf. And now at |ast Ednmund renenbered what the others
had said about the Wiite Wtch turning people into stone. Perhaps this was only a stone lion. And
as soon as he had thought of that he noticed that the lion's back and the top of its head were
covered with snow. O course it nust be only a statue! No living animal would have let itself get
covered with snow. Then very slowy and with his heart beating as if it would burst, Ednund
ventured to go up to the lion. Even now he hardly dared to touch it, but at last he put out his
hand, very quickly, and did. It was cold stone. He had been frightened of a mere statue!

The relief which Edmund felt was so great that in spite of the cold he suddenly got warmall over
right down to his toes, and at the sane tine there cane into his head what seened a perfectly

| ovely idea. "Probably," he thought, "this is the great Lion Aslan that they were all talKking
about. She's caught himalready and turned himinto stone. So that's the end of all their fine

i deas about him Pooh! Who's afraid of Aslan?"

And he stood there gloating over the stone lion, and presently he did something very silly and
childish. He took a stunp of l|ead pencil out of his pocket and scribbled a nmoustache on the lion's
upper lip and then a pair of spectacles on its eyes. Then he said, "Yah! Silly old Aslan! How do
you | i ke being a stone? You thought yourself mghty fine, didn't you?" But in spite of the
scribbles on it the face of the great stone beast still |ooked so terrible, and sad, and nobl e,
staring up in the noonlight, that Edmund didn't really get any fun out of jeering at it. He turned
away and began to cross the courtyard.
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As he got into the nmiddle of it he saw that there were dozens of statues all about - standing here
and there rather as the pieces stand on a chess-board when it is half-way through the gane. There
were stone satyrs, and stone wolves, and bears and foxes and cat-anountains of stone. There were

| ovel y stone shapes that | ooked |ike wonen but who were really the spirits of trees. There was the
great shape of a centaur and a winged horse and a long lithe creature that Ednund took to be a
dragon. They all |ooked so strange standing there perfectly life-like and also perfectly still, in
the bright cold nmoonlight, that it was eerie work crossing the courtyard. Right in the very middle
stood a huge shape like a nan, but as tall as a tree, with a fierce face and a shaggy beard and a
great club in its right hand. Even though he knew that it was only a stone giant and not a live
one, Ednund did not |ike going past it.

He now saw that there was a dimlight showing froma doorway on the far side of the courtyard. He
went to it; there was a flight of stone steps going up to an open door. Ednmund went up them
Across the threshold lay a great wolf.

"It's all right, it's all right," he kept saying to hinself; "it's only a stone wolf. It can't
hurt nme", and he raised his leg to step over it. Instantly the huge creature rose, with all the
hair bristling along its back, opened a great, red nouth and said in a growing voice:

"Who's there? Wio's there? Stand still, stranger, and tell ne who you are.”

"I'f you please, sir," said Ednund, trenbling so that he could hardly speak, "nmy nane is Ednund,
and |'mthe Son of Adamthat Her Majesty nmet in the wood the other day and |'ve cone to bring her
the news that ny brother and sisters are nowin Narnia - quite close, in the Beavers' house. She -
she wanted to see them"”

"I will tell Her Majesty," said the WIf. "Meanwhile, stand still on the threshold, as you val ue
your life." Then it vanished into the house.

Edmund stood and waited, his fingers aching with cold and his heart pounding in his chest, and
presently the grey wolf, Maugrim the Chief of the Wtch's Secret Police, came boundi ng back and
said, "Cone in! Come in! Fortunate favourite of the Queen - or else not so fortunate."

And Edmund went in, taking great care not to tread on the WIf's paws.

He found hinself in a long gloomy hall with many pillars, full, as the courtyard had been, of
statues. The one nearest the door was a little faun with a very sad expression on its face, and
Edmund couldn't help wondering if this mght be Lucy's friend. The only light cane froma single
| anp and cl ose beside this sat the Wiite Wtch.

"1"mcone, your Myjesty," said Edmund, rushing eagerly forward

"How dare you cone al one?" said the Wtch in a terrible voice. "Did | not tell you to bring the
others with you?"

"Pl ease, your Majesty," said Edmund, "I've done the best | can. |'ve brought them quite close.
They're in the little house on top of the damjust up the riverwith M and Ms Beaver."

A slow cruel snmile came over the Wtch's face.
"I's this all your news?" she asked.

"No, your Majesty," said Edmund, and proceeded to tell her all he had heard before |eaving the
Beavers' house.

"What! Aslan?" cried the Queen, "Aslan! Is this true? If | find you have lied to ne -"
"Please, I"'monly repeating what they said," stamrered Ednund.

But the Queen, who was no longer attending to him clapped her hands. Instantly the same dwarf
whom Edmund had seen with her before appeared.

"Make ready our sledge," ordered the Wtch, "and use the harness wi thout bells."
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CHAPTER TEN
THE SPELL BEG NS TO BREAK

Now we nust go back to M and Ms Beaver and the three other children. As soon as M Beaver said,
"There's no tinme to |l ose," everyone began bundling thenselves into coats, except Ms Beaver, who
started picking up sacks and laying themon the table and said: "Now, M Beaver, just reach down
that ham And here's a packet of tea, and there's sugar, and sonme matches. And if someone will get
two or three | oaves out of the crock over there in the corner.”

"What are you doing, Ms Beaver?" exclainmed Susan

"Packing a load for each of us, dearie," said Ms Beaver very coolly. "You didn't think we'd set
out on a journey with nothing to eat, did you?"

"But we haven't tinme!" said Susan, buttoning the collar of her coat. "She may be here any mnute."
"That's what | say," chined in M Beaver.

"Get along with you all," said his wife. "Think it over, M Beaver. She can't be here for quarter
of an hour at least."

"But don't we want as big a start as we can possibly get,'
St one Tabl e before her?"

said Peter, "if we're to reach the

"You' ve got to renmenber that, Ms Beaver," said Susan. "As soon as she has | ooked in here and
finds we're gone she'll be off at top speed.”

"That she will," said Ms Beaver. "But we can't get there before her whatever we do, for she'll be
on a sledge and we'll be wal king."

"Then - have we no hope?" said Susan

"Now don't you get fussing, there's a dear," said Ms Beaver, "but just get half a dozen clean
handker chi efs out of the drawer. 'Course we've got a hope. W can't get there before her but we
can keep under cover and go by ways she won't expect and perhaps we'll get through."

"That's true enough, Ms Beaver," said her husband. "But it's tinme we were out of this."

"And don't you start fussing either, M Beaver," said his wife. "There. That's better. There's
five loads and the snallest for the smallest of us: that's you, ny dear," she added, |ooking at
Lucy.

"Ch, do please conme on," said Lucy.

"Well, I"mnearly ready now," answered Ms Beaver at |ast, allow ng her husband to help her into;
her snow boots. "I suppose the sewi ng nachine's took heavy to bring?"

"Yes. It is,"” said M Beaver. "A great deal too heavy. And you don't think you'll be able to use
it while we're on the run, | suppose?”

"I can't abide the thought of that Wtch fiddling with it," said Ms Beaver, "and breaking it or
stealing it, as likely as not."

"Ch, please, please, please, do hurry!" said the three children. And so at last they all got
out side and M Beaver |ocked the door ("It'Il delay her a bit," he said) and they set off, al
carrying their | oads over their shoul ders.

The snow had stopped and the nmoon had cone out when they began their journey. They went in single
file - first M Beaver, then Lucy, then Peter, then Susan, and Ms Beaver last of all. M Beaver
|l ed them across the damand on to the right bank of the river and then along a very rough sort of
path anong the trees right down by the river-bank. The sides of the valley, shining in the
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nmoonl i ght, towered up far above them on either hand. "Best keep down here as nuch as possible," he
said. "She'll have to keep to the top, for you couldn't bring a sledge down here."

It woul d have been a pretty enough scene to look at it through a wi ndow froma confortable
arnchair; and even as things were, Lucy enjoyed it at first. But as they went on wal ki ng and
wal ki ng - and wal ki ng and as the sack she was carrying felt heavier and heavier, she began to
wonder how she was going to keep up at all. And she stopped | ooking at the dazzling brightness of
the frozen river with all its waterfalls of ice and at the white nmasses of the tree-tops and the
great glaring noon and the countless stars and could only watch the little short | egs of M Beaver
goi ng pad- pad- pad-pad through the snowin front of her as if they were never going to stop. Then

t he noon di sappeared and the snow began to fall once nore. And at last Lucy was so tired that she
was al nost asl eep and wal king at the sane tinme when suddenly she found that M Beaver had turned
away fromthe river-bank to the right and was | eading them steeply uphill into the very thickest
bushes. And then as she came fully awake she found that M Beaver was just vanishing into a little
hol e in the bank which had been al nost hi dden under the bushes until you were quite on top of it.
In fact, by the tine she realized what was happening, only his short flat tail was show ng.

Lucy i medi ately stooped down and craw ed in after him Then she heard noi ses of scranbling and
puffing and panting behind her and in a nonment all five of themwere inside.

"Wherever is this?" said Peter's voice, sounding tired and pale in the darkness. (I hope you know
what | mean by a voi ce sounding pale.)

"I't's an old hiding-place for beavers in bad tines," said M Beaver, "and a great secret. It's not
much of a place but we nust get a few hours' sleep."

"If you hadn't all been in such a plaguey fuss when we were starting, |'d have brought sone
pillows," said Ms Beaver.

It wasn't nearly such a nice cave as M Tummus's, Lucy thought - just a hole in the ground but dry
and earthy. It was very snmall so that when they all lay down they were all a bundle of clothes
together, and what with that and being warned up by their long walk they were really rather snug.
If only the floor of the cave had been a little smoother! Then Ms Beaver handed round in the dark
alittle flask out of which everyone drank sonething - it nmade one cough and splutter a little and
stung the throat, but it also nmade you feel deliciously warmafter you' d swallowed it and everyone
went straight to sleep.

It seenmed to Lucy only the next minute (though really it was hours and hours |ater) when she woke
up feeling a little cold and dreadfully stiff and thinking how she would |i ke a hot bath. Then she
felt a set of |long whiskers tickling her cheek and saw the cold daylight coming in through the
mout h of the cave. But immediately after that she was very wi de awake i ndeed, and so was everyone
else. In fact they were all sitting up with their nouths and eyes w de open listening to a sound
whi ch was the very sound they'd all been thinking of (and sonetines imagining they heard) during
their walk last night. It was a sound of jingling bells.

M Beaver was out of the cave like a flash the nonent he heard it. Perhaps you think, as Lucy
thought for a nonment, that this was a very silly thing to do? But it was really a very sensible
one. He knew he could scranble to the top of the bank anong bushes and branbl es w t hout being
seen; and he wanted above all things to see which way the Wtch's sl edge went. The others all sat
in the cave waiting and wondering. They waited nearly five mnutes. Then they heard sonet hing that
frightened themvery much. They heard voices. "Ch," thought Lucy, "he's been seen. She's caught
him"

Geat was their surprise when a little later, they heard M Beaver's voice calling to themfrom
just outside the cave.

"It's all right," he was shouting. "Come out, Ms Beaver. Come out, Sons and Daughters of Adam
It's all right! It isn't Her!" This was bad grammar of course, but that is how beavers tal k when
they are excited; | nean, in Narnia - in our world they usually don't talk at all.

So Ms Beaver and the children canme bundling out of the cave, all blinking in the daylight, and
with earth all over them and |ooking very frowsty and unbrushed and unconbed and with the sleep
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in their eyes.

"Come on!" cried M Beaver, who was al nost dancing with delight. "Come and see! This is a nasty
knock for the Wtch! It |looks as if her power is already crunbling."

"What do you nean, M Beaver?" panted Peter as they all scranbled up the steep bank of the valley
t oget her.

"Didn"t | tell you," answered M Beaver, "that she'd made it always wi nter and never Christmas?
Didn't | tell you? Well, just cone and see!"

And then they were all at the top and did see.

It was a sledge, and it was reindeer with bells on their harness. But they were far bigger than
the Wtch's reindeer, and they were not white but brown. And on the sledge sat a person whom
everyone knew the nonent they set eyes on him He was a huge man. in a bright red robe (bright as
hol | yberries) with a hood that had fur inside it and a great white beard, that fell like a foamny
wat erfall over his chest.

Everyone knew hi m because, though you see people of his sort only in Narnia, you see pictures of
them and hear themtal ked about even in our world - the world on this side of the wardrobe door
But when you really see themin Narnia it is rather different. Some of the pictures of Father
Christmas in our world make himl ook only funny and jolly. But now that the children actually
stood |l ooking at himthey didn't find it quite like that. He was so big, and so glad, and so real
that they all became quite still. They felt very glad, but also sol em.

"1"ve conme at last,"” said he. "She has kept nme out for a long tinme, but | have got in at |ast.
Aslan is on the nove. The Wtch's nagic is weakening."

And Lucy felt running through her that deep shiver of gl adness which you only get if you are being
solem and still.

"And now," said Father Christnmas, "for your presents. There is a new and better sew ng nachi ne for
you, Ms Beaver. | will drop it in your house as, | pass."

"I'f you please, sir," said Ms Beaver, making a curtsey. "It's |ocked up."

"Locks and bolts nake no difference to ne," said Father Christrmas. "And as for you, M Beaver
when you get home you will find your dam finished and nended and all the | eaks stopped and a new
sluicegate fitted."

M Beaver was so pleased that he opened his nouth very wi de and then found he couldn't say
anything at all.

"Peter, Adamis Son," said Father Chri stnas.

"Here, sir," said Peter

"These are your presents,” was the answer, "and they are tools not toys. The tinme to use themis
per haps near at hand. Bear themwell." Wth these words he handed to Peter a shield and a sword.
The shield was the col our of silver and across it there ranped a red lion, as bright as a ripe
strawberry at the nonent when you pick it. The hilt of the sword was of gold and it had a sheath
and a sword belt and everything it needed, and it was just the right size and weight for Peter to
use. Peter was silent and solemm as he received these gifts, for he felt they were a very serious
ki nd of present.

"Susan, Eve's Daughter," said Father Christnmas. "These are for you," and he handed her a bow and a
quiver full of arrows and a little ivory horn. "You nmust use the bow only in great need," he said,
"for 1 do not nmean you to fight in the battle. It does not easily mss. And when you put this horn
to your lips; and blowit, then, wherever you are, | think help of sone kind will come to you."

Last of all he said, "Lucy, Eve's Daughter," and Lucy came forward. He gave her a little bottle of
what | ooked |ike glass (but people said afterwards that it was nmade of dianond) and a smal
dagger. "In this bottle,"” he said, "there is cordial made of the juice of one of the fireflowers
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that grow in the nountains of the sun. If you or any of your friends is hurt, a few drops of this
restore them And the dagger is to defend yourse at great need. For you also are not to be in
battle."

"Way, sir?" said Lucy. "I think - | don't know but | think I could be brave enough."

"That is not the point," he said. "But battles are ugly when wormen fight. And now' - here he
suddenly | ooked |l ess grave - "here is sonmething for the monent for you all!" and he brought out (
suppose fromthe big bag at his back, but nobody quite saw himdo it) a large tray containing five
cups and saucers, a bow of lunp sugar, a jug of cream and a great big teapot all sizzling and
pi pi ng hot. Then he cried out "Merry Christnmas! Long live the true King!" and cracked his whip,
and he and the reindeer and the sledge and all were out of sight before anyone realized that they
had started.

Peter had just drawn his sword out of its sheath and was showing it to M Beaver, when Ms Beaver
sai d:

"Now then, now then! Don't stand talking there till the tea's got cold. Just like nmen. Cone and
help to carry the tray down and we'll have breakfast. What a mercy | thought of bringing the bread-
knife."

So down the steep bank they went and back to the cave, and M Beaver cut sone of the bread and ham
i nto sandwi ches and Ms Beaver poured out the tea and everyone enjoyed thensel ves. But |ong before
they had finished enjoying themsel ves M Beaver said, "Tinme to be noving on now. "

CHAPTER ELEVEN
ASLAN | S NEARER

EDMUND neanwhi | e had been having a nost disappointing time. Wen the dwarf had gone to get the

sl edge ready he expected that the Wtch would start being nice to him as she had been at their

| ast neeting. But she said nothing at all. And when at |ast Ednund plucked up his courage to say,
"Pl ease, your Majesty, could | have some Turkish Delight? You - you - said -" she answered,
"Silence, fool!" Then she appeared to change her nmind and said, as if to herself, a "And yet it
will not do to have the brat fainting on the way," and once nore cl apped her hands. Another, dwarf
appear ed.

"Bring the human creature food and drink," she said.

The dwarf went away and presently returned bringing an iron bowl with sonme water in it and an iron
plate with a hunk of dry bread on it. He grinned in a repul sive nmanner as he set them down on the
floor beside Ednmund and sai d:

"Turkish Delight for the little Prince. Ha! Ha! Ha!"

"Take it away," said Ednund sulkily. "I don't want dry bread." But the Wtch suddenly turned on
himwi th such a terrible expression on her face that he, apol ogi zed and began to nibble at the
bread, though, it was so stale he could hardly get it down.

"You may be gl ad enough of it before you taste bread again," said the Wtch.

While he was still chewing away the first dwarf cane back and announced that the sledge was ready.
The White Wtch rose and went out, ordering Edmund to go with her. The snow was again falling as
they came into the courtyard, but she took no notice of that and made Ednmund sit beside her on the
sl edge. But before they drove off she called Maugri mand he cane bounding |ike an enornous dog to
the side of the sl edge.

"Take with you the swiftest of your wolves and go at once to the house of the Beavers," said the
Wtch, "and kill whatever you find there. If they are already gone, then make all speed to the

Stone Table, but do not be seen. Wait for nme there in hiding. | nmeanwhile nmust go many nmiles to
the West before I find a place where | can drive across the river. You may overtake these hunans
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before they reach the Stone Table. You will know what to do if you find them™

"I hear and obey, O Queen," grow ed the Wl f, and inmedi ately he shot away into the snow and
darkness, as quickly as a horse can gallop. In a few nm nutes he had called another wolf and was
with himdown on the damsniffing at the Beavers' house. But of course they found it enpty. It
woul d have been a dreadful thing for the Beavers and the children if the night had remained fine,
for the wol ves woul d then have been able to follow their trail - and ten to one would have
overtaken them before they had got to the cave. But now that the snow had begun again the scent
was cold and even the footprints were covered up

Meanwhi | e the dwarf whipped up the reindeer, and the Wtch and Ednund drove out under the archway
and on and away into the darkness and the cold. This was a terrible journey for Edmund, who had no
coat. Before they had been going quarter of an hour all the front of himwas covered with snow -
he soon stopped trying to shake it off because, as quickly as he did that, a new | ot gathered, and
he was so tired. Soon he was wet to the skin. And oh, how miserable he was! It didn't | ook now as
if the Wtch intended to nake hima King. All the things he had said to nake hinself believe that
she was good and kind and that her side was really the right side sounded to himsilly now He
woul d have given anything to nmeet the others at this nonment - even Peter! The only way to confort
hi nsel f now was to try to believe that the whole thing was a dream and that he m ght wake up at
any norment. And as they went on, hour after hour, it did cone to seemlike a dream

This lasted Ionger than | could describe even if | wote pages and pages about it. But | wll skip
on to the tine when the snow had stopped and the norning had conme and they were racing along in
the daylight. And still they went on and on, with no sound but the everlasting swi sh of the snow
and the creaking of the reindeer's harness. And then at last the Wtch said, "What have we here?
Stop!" and they did.

How Ednmund hoped she was going to say sonething about breakfast! But she had stopped for quite a
different reason. Alittle way off at the foot of a tree sat a nerry party, a squirrel and his
wife with their children and two satyrs and a dwarf and an ol d dogfox, all on stools round a
table. Ednund couldn't quite see what they were eating, but it snelled |lovely and there seened to
be decorations of holly and he wasn't at all sure that he didn't see sonething like a plum

puddi ng. At the noment when the sl edge stopped, the Fox, who was obviously the ol dest person
present, had just risen to its feet, holding a glass inits right pawas if it was going to say
sonet hi ng. But when the whole party saw the sl edge stopping and who was in it, all the gaiety went
out of their faces. The father squirrel stopped eating with his fork half-way to his nouth and one
of the satyrs stopped with its fork actually in its nouth, and the baby squirrels squeaked with
terror.

"What is the neaning of this?" asked the Wtch Queen. Nobody answer ed.

"Speak, vernmin!" she said again. "Or do you want mny dwarf to find you a tongue with his whip? Wat
is the neaning of all this gluttony, this waste, this selfindul gence? Were did you get all these
t hi ngs?"

"Pl ease, your Majesty," said the Fox, "we were given them And if | night make so bold as to drink
your Majesty's very good health - "

"Who gave themto you?" said the Wtch.
"F-F-F-Father Christms," stanmered the Fox.

"What ?" roared the Wtch, springing fromthe sledge and taking a few strides nearer to the
terrified animals. "He has not been here! He cannot have been here! How dare you - but no. Say you
have been |ying and you shall even now be forgiven."

At that nmoment one of the young squirrels lost its head conpletely.

"He has - he has - he has!" it squeaked, beating its little spoon on the table. Ednmund saw the
Wtch bite her Iips so that a drop of bl ood appeared on her white cheek. Then she rai sed her wand.
"Ch, don't, don't, please don't," shouted Edrmund, but even while he was shouting she had waved her
wand and instantly where the nmerry party had been there were only statues of creatures (one with
its stone fork fixed forever half-way to its stone nouth) seated round a stone table on which
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there were stone plates and a stone pl um puddi ng.

"As for you," said the Wtch, giving Edmund a stunning bl ow on the face as she re-mounted the

sl edge, "let that teach you to ask favour for spies and traitors. Drive on!"™ And Edmund for the
first time inthis story felt sorry for soneone besides hinself. It seenmed so pitiful to think of
those little stone figures sitting there all the silent days and all the dark nights, year after
year, till the npbss grew on them and at | ast even their faces crunbled away.

Now they were steadily racing on again. And soon Ednund noticed that the snow which spl ashed

agai nst themas they rushed through it was nuch wetter than it had been all last night. At the
same tine he noticed that he was feeling nmuch less cold. It was also becom ng foggy. In fact every
mnute it grew foggi er and warner. And the sledge was not running nearly as well as it had been
running up till now At first he thought this was because the reindeer were tired, but soon he saw
that that couldn't be the real reason. The sl edge jerked, and skidded and kept on jolting as if it
had struck agai nst stones. And however the dwarf whi pped the poor reindeer the sl edge went sl ower
and sl ower. There also seened to be a curious noise all round them but the noise of their driving
and jolting and the dwarf's shouting at the reindeer prevented Ednmund from hearing what it was,
until suddenly the sledge stuck so fast that it wouldn't go on at all. Wen that happened there
was a noment's silence. And in that silence Edmund could at last listen to the other noise
properly. A strange, sweet, rustling, chattering noise - and yet not so strange, for he'd heard it
before - if only he could renmenber where! Then all at once he did remenber. It was the noise of
running water. Al round themthough out of sight, there were streans, chattering, mnurnuring,
bubbl i ng, splashing and even (in the distance) roaring. And his heart gave a great |eap (though he
hardly knew why) when he realized that the frost was over. And nuch nearer there was a drip-drip-
drip fromthe branches of all the trees. And then, as he | ooked at one tree he saw a great | oad of
snow slide off it and for the first time since he had entered Narnia he saw the dark green of a
fir tree. But he hadn't tine to listen or watch any |onger, for the Wtch said:

"Don't sit staring, fool! Get out and help."

And of course Edmund had to obey. He stepped out into the snow - but it was really only slush by
now - and began hel ping the dwarf to get the sledge out of the nuddy hole it had got into. They
got it out in the end, and by being very cruel to the reindeer the dwarf managed to get it on the
nmove again, and they drove a little further. And now the snow was really nelting in earnest and
pat ches of green grass were beginning to appear in every direction. Unless you have | ooked at a
worl d of snow as |ong as Ednmund had been |l ooking at it, you will hardly be able to i magi ne what a
relief those green patches were after the endl ess white. Then the sl edge stopped again.

"lIt's no good, your Majesty," said the dwarf. "W can't sledge in this thaw"

"Then we nust wal k," said the Wtch.
"W shall never overtake themwal king," growl ed the dwarf. "Not with the start they've got."

"Are you ny councillor or ny slave?" said the Wtch. "Do as you're told. Tie the hands of the
human creature behind it and keep hold of the end of the rope. And take your whip. And cut the
harness of the reindeer; they'll find their own way hone."

The dwarf obeyed, and in a few m nutes Edmund found hinmself being forced to wal k as fast as he
could with his hands tied behind him He kept on slipping in the slush and nud and wet grass, and
every tinme he slipped the dwarf gave hima curse and sonetines a flick with the whip. The Wtch
wal ked behi nd the dwarf and kept on saying, "Faster! Faster!"

Every nonent the patches of green grew bigger and the patches of spow grew smaller. Every nonent
nmore and nore of the trees shook off their robes of snow. Soon, wherever you | ooked, instead of
white shapes you saw the dark green of firs or the black prickly branches of bare oaks and beeches
and el ms. Then the mist turned fromwhite to gold and presently cleared away altogether. Shafts of
delicious sunlight struck down on to the forest floor and overhead you could see a blue sky

bet ween the tree tops.

Soon there were nore wonderful things happeni ng. Comi ng suddenly round a corner into a gl ade of
silver birch trees Edmund saw the ground covered in all directions with little yellow flowers -
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cel andi nes. The noise of water grew | ouder. Presently they actually crossed a stream Beyond it
they found snowdrops grow ng.

"M nd your own business!" said the dwarf when he saw that Ednmund had turned his head to | ook at
them and he gave the rope a vicious jerk.

But of course this didn't prevent Ednund fromseeing. Only five mnutes |ater he noticed a dozen
crocuses growi ng round the foot of an old tree - gold and purple and white. Then canme a sound even
nore delicious than the sound of the water. C ose beside the path they were following a bird
suddenly chirped fromthe branch of a tree. It was answered by the chuckle of another bird a
little further off. And then, as if that had been a signal, there was chattering and chirruping in
every direction, and then a nmonment of full song, and within five m nutes the whol e wood was
ringing with birds' nusic, and wherever Ednmund's eyes turned he saw birds alighting on branches,
or sailing overhead or chasing one another or having their little quarrels or tidying up their
feathers with their beaks.

"Faster! Faster!" said the Wtch.

There was no trace of the fog now. The sky becane bl uer and bluer, and now there were white cl ouds
hurrying across it fromtinme to time. In the wide glades there were prinroses. A light breeze
sprang up which scattered drops of noisture fromthe swayi ng branches and carried cool, delicious
scents against the faces of the travellers. The trees began to cone fully alive. The |larches and
birches were covered with green, the laburnunms with gold. Soon the beech trees had put forth their
delicate, transparent |eaves. As the travellers wal ked under themthe |ight al so becane green. A
bee buzzed across their path.

"This is no thaw," said the dwarf, suddenly stopping. "This is Spring. Wat are we to do? Your
wi nter has been destroyed, | tell you! This is Aslan's doing."

"If either of you nention that name again," said the Wtch, "he shall instantly be killed."

CHAPTER TVELVE
PETER S FI RST BATTLE

VWHI LE the dwarf and the Wiite Wtch were saying this, niles away the Beavers and the children were
wal ki ng on hour after hour into what seenmed a delicious dream Long ago they had left the coats
behi nd them And by now they had even stopped saying to one another, "Look! there's a kingfisher,"
or "I say, bluebells!" or "What was that lovely snell?" or "Just listen to that thrush!"™ They

wal ked on in silence drinking it all in, passing through patches of warm sunlight into cool, green
thi ckets and out again into wi de nossy gl ades where tall elns raised the |eafy roof far overhead,
and then into dense masses of flowering currant and anong hawt horn bushes where the sweet snel

was al nost over poweri ng.

They had been just as surprised as Ednund when they saw the w nter vanishing and t he whol e wood
passing in a few hours or so fromJanuary to May. They hadn't even known for certain (as the Wtch
did) that this was what woul d happen when Aslan canme to Narnia. But they all knew that it was her
spel Il s which had produced the endless winter; and therefore they all knew when this nagic spring
began that sonething had gone wong, and badly wong, with the Wtch's schenes. And after the thaw
had been going on for sone tine they all realized that the Wtch would no | onger be able to use
her sledge. After that they didn't hurry so much and they all owed thensel ves nore rests and | onger
ones. They were pretty tired by now of course; but not what 1'd call bitterly tired - only sl ow
and feeling very dreany and qui et inside as one does when one is coning to the end of a |ong day
in the open. Susan had a slight blister on one heel

They had left the course of the big river sone tine ago; for one had to turn a little to the right
(that nmeant a little to the south) to reach the place of the Stone Table. Even if this had not
been their way they couldn't have kept to the river valley once the thaw began, for with all that
melting snow the river was soon in flood - a wonderful, roaring, thundering yellow flood - and
their path woul d have been under water.
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And now the sun got low and the |ight got redder and the shadows got |onger and the flowers began
to think about closing.

"Not | ong now," said M Beaver, and began | eading themuphill across sonme very deep, springy npss
(it felt nice under their tired feet) in a place where only tall trees grew, very wide apart. The
climb, coming at the end of the Iong day, made themall pant and bl ow. And just as Lucy was
wonderi ng whether she could really get to the top without another |ong rest, suddenly they were at
the top. And this is what they saw

They were on a green open space from which you could | ook down on the forest spreading as far as
one could see in every direction - except right ahead. There, far to the East, was sonething

twi nkling and noving. "By gum" whispered Peter to Susan, "the seal" In the very mddle of this
open hill-top was the Stone Table. It was a great grimslab of grey stone supported on four

upri ght stones. It |ooked very old; and it was cut all over with strange lines and figures that
m ght be the letters of an unknown | anguage. They gave you a curious feeling when you | ooked at
them The next thing they saw was a pavilion pitched on one side of the open place. A wonderfu
pavilion it was - and especially now when the light of the setting sun fell upon it - with sides
of what | ooked like yellow silk and cords of crimson and tent-pegs of ivory; and high above it on
a pole a banner which bore a red ranpant lion fluttering in the breeze which was blowing in their
faces fromthe far-off sea. Wiile they were looking at this they heard a sound of rnusic on their
right; and turning in that direction they saw what they had cone to see.

Aslan stood in the centre of a crowmd of creatures who had grouped thensel ves round himin the
shape of a hal f-nmoon. There were Tree-Wnen there and Wl | -Wnen (Dryads and Nai ads as they used
to be called in our world) who had stringed instrunents; it was they who had nade the nusic. There
were four great centaurs. The horse part of themwas |ike huge English farm horses, and the nan
part was |like stern but beautiful giants. There was also a unicorn, and a bull with the head of a
man, and a pelican, and an eagle, and a great Dog. And next to Aslan stood two | eopards of whom
one carried his crown and the other his standard.

But as for Aslan hinself, the Beavers and the children didn't know what to do or say when they saw
him Peopl e who have not been in Narnia sonetines think that a thing cannot be good and terrible
at the sanme time. If the children had ever thought so, they were cured of it now For when they
tried to ook at Aslan's face they just caught a glinpse of the golden mane and the great, royal,
sol emm, overwhel m ng eyes; and then they found they couldn't |ook at himand went all trenbly.

"Go on," whispered M Beaver

"No, " whispered Peter, "you first."

"No, Sons of Adam before animals," whispered M Beaver back again.

"Susan," whispered Peter, "Wat about you? Ladies first."

"No, you're the eldest,"” whispered Susan. And of course the |onger they went on doing this the
nmore awkward they felt. Then at |last Peter realized that it was up to him He drew his sword and
raised it to the salute and hastily saying to the others "Cone on. Pull yourselves together," he
advanced to the Lion and said:

"We have cone - Aslan."

"\l come, Peter, Son of Adam" said Aslan. "Wl come, Susan and Lucy, Daughters of Eve. Wl cone He-
Beaver and She-Beaver."

H s voice was deep and rich and sonmehow took the fidgets out of them They now felt glad and quiet
and it didn't seemawkward to themto stand and say not hing.

"But where is the fourth?" asked Asl an.

"He has tried to betray themand joined the White Wtch, O Aslan,” said M Beaver. And then
sonet hi ng made Peter say,
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"That was partly nmy fault, Aslan. | was angry with himand |I think that helped himto go wong."

And Asl an said nothing either to excuse Peter or to blame himbut nerely stood | ooking at himwith
his great unchanging eyes. And it seemed to all of themthat there was nothing to be said.

"Please - Aslan," said Lucy, "can anything be done to save Ednund?"

"Al'l shall be done," said Aslan. "But it may be harder than you think." And then he was sil ent
again for sone time. Up to that nonent Lucy had been thinking how royal and strong and peacefu
his face | ooked; now it suddenly cane into her head that he | ooked sad as well. But next mnute
that expression was quite gone. The Lion shook his nmane and cl apped his paws together ("Terrible
paws, " thought Lucy, "if he didn't know how to velvet them ") and said,

"Meanwhile, let the feast be prepared. Ladies, take these Daughters of Eve to the pavilion and
mnister to them™

When the girls had gone Aslan laid his paw - and though it was velveted it was very heavy - on
Peter's shoul der and said, "Cone, Son of Adam and | will show you a far-off sight of the castle
where you are to be King."

And Peter with his sword still drawn in his hand went with the Lion to the eastern edge of the
hilltop. There a beautiful sight met their eyes. The sun was setting behind their backs. That
meant that the whole country below themlay in the evening light - forest and hills and vall eys
and, winding away |ike a silver snake, the lower part of the great river. And beyond all this,

m | es away, was the sea, and beyond the sea the sky, full of clouds which were just turning rose
colour with the reflection of the sunset. But just where the land of Narnia net the sea - in fact,
at the nouth of the great river - there was something on a little hill, shining. It was shining
because it was a castle and of course the sunlight was reflected fromall the w ndows which | ooked
towards Peter and the sunset; but to Peter it |looked |like a great star resting on the seashore.

"That, O Man," said Aslan, "is Cair Paravel of the four thrones, in one of which you nmust sit as
King. | showit to you because you are the first-born and you will be H gh King over all the
rest.”

And once nore Peter said nothing, for at that moment a strange noi se woke the silence suddenly. It
was |ike a bugle, but richer.

"I't is your sister's horn," said Aslan to Peter in a |low voice; so low as to be alnost a purr, if
it is not disrespectful to think of a Lion purring.

For a monent Peter did not understand. Then, when he saw all the other creatures start forward and
heard Aslan say with a wave of his paw, "Back! Let the Prince win his spurs,” he did understand,
and set off running as hard as he could to the pavilion. And there he saw a dreadful sight.

The Nai ads and Dryads were scattering in every direction. Lucy was running towards himas fast as
her short |legs would carry her and her face was as white as paper. Then he saw Susan neke a dash
for a tree, and swing herself up, followed by a huge grey beast. At first Peter thought it was a
bear. Then he saw that it |ooked |like an Al satian, though it was far too big to be a dog. Then he
realized that it was a wolf - a wolf standing on its hind legs, with its front paws agai nst the
tree-trunk, snapping and snarling. Al the hair on its back stood up on end. Susan had not been
abl e to get higher than the second big branch. One of her |egs hung down so that her foot was only
an inch or two above the snapping teeth. Peter wondered why she did not get higher or at |east
take a better grip; then he realized that she was just going to faint and that if she fainted she
woul d fall off.

Peter did not feel very brave; indeed, he felt he was going to be sick. But that nade no
difference to what he had to do. He rushed straight up to the nonster and ained a slash of his
sword at its side. That stroke never reached the WIf. Qick as lightning it turned round, its
eyes flaming, and its nmouth wi de open in a how of anger. If it had not been so angry that it
sinply had to how it would have got himby the throat at once. As it was - though all this
happened too quickly for Peter to think at all - he had just time to duck down and plunge his
sword, as hard as he could, between the brute's forelegs into its heart. Then cane a horri bl e,
confused nonent |ike sonething in a nightmare. He was tugging and pulling and the Wl f seened
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neither alive nor dead, and its bared teeth knocked agai nst his forehead, and everything was bl ood
and heat and hair. A nonent |later he found that the nonster |ay dead and he had drawn his sword
out of it and was straightening his back and rubbing the sweat off his face and out of his eyes.
He felt tired all over.

Then, after a bit, Susan canme down the tree. She and Peter felt pretty shaky when they net and
won't say there wasn't kissing and crying on both sides. But in Narnia no one thinks any the worse
of you for that.

"Qui ck! Quick!" shouted the voice of Aslan. "Centaurs! Eagles! | see another wolf in the thickets.
There - behind you. He has just darted away. After him all of you. He will be going to his

m stress. Now is your chance to find the Wtch and rescue the fourth Son of Adam" And instantly
with a thunder of hoofs and beating of wings a dozen or so of the swiftest creatures di sappeared
into the gathering darkness.

Peter, still out of breath, turned and saw Asl an cl ose at hand.
"You have forgotten to clean your sword," said Aslan.

It was true. Peter blushed when he | ooked at the bright blade and saw it all sneared with the
Wl f's hair and bl ood. He stooped down and wiped it quite clean on the grass, and then wi ped it
quite dry on his coat.

"Hand it to me and kneel, Son of Adam" said Aslan. And when Peter had done so he struck himwith
the flat of the blade and said, "Rise up, Sir Peter Wl f's-Bane. And, whatever happens, never
forget to w pe your sword."

Now we must get back to Ednund. When he had been made to wal k far further than he had ever known

t hat anybody could wal k, the Wtch at last halted in a dark valley all overshadowed with fir trees
and yew trees. Edmund sinply sank down and lay on his face doing nothing at all and not even
caring what was going to happen next provided they would let himlie still. He was too tired even
to notice how hungry and thirsty he was. The Wtch and the dwarf were tal king close beside himin
| ow t ones.

"No," said the dwarf, "it is no use now, O Queen. They nust have reached the Stone Table by now "
"Perhaps the Wolf will smell us out and bring us news," said the Wtch.

"I't cannot be good news if he does," said the dwarf.

"Four thrones in Cair Paravel," said the Wtch. "Howif only three were filled? That woul d not
fulfil the prophecy."

"What difference would that nake now that He is here?" said the dwarf. He did not dare, even now,
to mention the name of Aslan to his m stress.

"He may not stay long. And then - we would fall upon the three at Cair."

"Yet it might be better," said the dwarf, "to keep this one" (here he kicked Ednund) "for

bargaining with."

CHAPTER THI RTEEN

DEEP MAG C FROM THE DAWN CF TI MVE

"Yes! and have himrescued," said the Wtch scornfully.

"Then," said the dwarf, "we had better do what we have to do at once."

"I would like to have it done on the Stone Table itself," said the Wtch. "That is the proper
place. That is where it has al ways been done before."
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"It will be along tine now before the Stone Table can again be put to its proper use," said the
dwar f .

"True," said the Wtch; and then, "Well, | will begin."
At that nonent with a rush and a snarl a Wl f rushed up to them

"I have seen them They are all at the Stone Table, with Hm They have killed nmy captain,
Maugrim | was hidden in the thickets and sawit all. One of the Sons of Adamkilled him Fly!
Fly!"

"No," said the Wtch. "There need be no flying. Go quickly. Sunmon all our people to neet ne here
as speedily as they can. Call out the giants and the werewl ves and the spirits of those trees who
are on our side. Call the Ghouls, and the Boggles, the Ogres and the Mnotaurs. Call the Cruels,
the Hags, the Spectres, and the people of the Toadstools. W will fight. What? Have | not still ny
wand? WIIl not their ranks turn into stone even as they come on? Be off quickly, | have a little
thing to finish here while you are away."

The great brute bowed its head, turned, and gall oped away.

"Now " she said, "we have no table - let nme see. W had better put it against the trunk of a
tree."”

Ednmund found hinself being roughly forced to his feet. Then the dwarf set himw th his back
against a tree and bound himfast. He saw the Wtch take off her outer mantle. Her arns were bare
underneath it and terribly white. Because they were so very white he could see them but he could
not see nuch else, it was so dark in this valley under the dark trees.

"Prepare the victim", said the Wtch. And the dwarf undid Ednmund's collar and fol ded back his
shirt at the neck. Then he took Ednund's hair and pulled his head back so that he had to raise his
chin. After that Ednund heard a strange noise - whizz whizz - whizz. For a noment he coul dn't
think what it was. Then he realized. It was the sound of a knife being sharpened.

At that very nonment he heard | oud shouts fromevery direction - a drumm ng of hoofs and a beating
of wings - a screamfromthe Wtch - confusion all round him And then he found he was being
untied. Strong arns were round himand he heard big, kind voices saying things |like -

"Let himlie down - give himsonme wine - drink this - steady now - you'll be all right in a
m nute."

Then he heard the voices of people who were not talking to himbut to one another. And they were
saying things like "Who's got the Wtch?" "I thought you had her." "l didn't see her after
knocked the knife out of her hand - | was after the dwarf - do you mean to say she's escaped?" "-
A chap can't nmind everything at once - what's that? Ch, sorry, it's only an old stunp!" But just
at this point Edmund went off in a dead faint.

Presently the centaurs and uni corns and deer and birds (they were of course the rescue party which
Asl an had sent in the last chapter) all set off to go back to the Stone Table, carrying Edmund
with them But if they could have seen what happened in that valley after they had gone, | think
they m ght have been surprised.

It was perfectly still and presently the noon grew bright; if you had been there you woul d have
seen the noonlight shining on an old tree-stunp and on a fairsized boulder. But if you had gone on
| ooki ng you woul d gradually have begun to think there was sonethi ng odd about both the stunp and
the boul der. And next you woul d have thought that the stunp did |ook really remarkably like a
little fat man crouching on the ground. And if you had watched | ong enough you woul d have seen the
stunmp wal k across to the boulder and the boul der sit up and begin talking to the stunp; for in
reality the stunp and the boul der were sinply the Wtch and the dwarf. For it was part of her
magi ¢ that she coul d nake things | ook |ike what they aren't, and she had the presence of mind to
do so at the very nonent when the knife was knocked out of her hand. She had kept hold of her
wand, so it had been kept safe, too.
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When the other children woke up next norning (they had been sleeping on piles of cushions in the
pavilion) the first thing they heard -from Ms Beaver - was that their brother had been rescued
and brought into canp late last night; and was at that nonent with Aslan. As soon as they had
breakfasted4 they all went out, and there they saw Asl an and Ednund wal ki ng together in the dewy
grass, apart fromthe rest of the court. There is no need to tell you (and no one ever heard) what
Asl an was saying, but it was a conversation which Edmund never forgot. As the others drew nearer
Aslan turned to nmeet them bringing Edmund wi th him

"Here is your brother," he said, "and - there is no need to talk to himabout what is past."

Edmund shook hands with each of the others and said to each of themin turn, "I'msorry," and
everyone said, "That's all right." And then everyone wanted very hard to say sonethi ng which would
make it quite clear that they were all friends with himagain -sonething ordinary and natural -and
of course no one could think of anything in the world to say. But before they had tinme to fee

real ly awkward one of the | eopards approached Aslan and said,

"Sire, there is a nessenger fromthe eneny who craves audi ence.”
"Let himapproach," said Aslan.

The | eopard went away and soon returned | eading the Wtch's dwarf.
"What is your nessage, Son of Earth?" asked Asl an

"The Queen of Narnia and Enpress of the Lone Islands desires a safe conduct to cone and speak with
you," said the dwarf, "on a matter which is as nuch to your advantage as to hers."

"Queen of Narnia, indeed!'" said M Beaver. "Of all the cheek -"

"Peace, Beaver," said Aslan. "All nanes will soon be restored to their proper owners. In the
meantinme we will not dispute about them Tell your mistress, Son of Earth, that | grant her safe
conduct on condition that she | eaves her wand behind her at that great oak."

This was agreed to and two | eopards went back with the dwarf to see that the conditions were
properly carried out. "But supposing she turns the two | eopards into stone?" whispered Lucy to
Peter. | think the sanme idea had occurred to the | eopards thenselves; at any rate, as they wal ked
off their fur was all standing up on their backs and their tails were bristling - like a cat's
when it sees a strange dog.

“I't"1l be all right," whispered Peter in reply. "He wouldn't send themif it weren't."

A few mnutes later the Wtch herself wal ked out on to the top of the hill and came strai ght
across and stood before Aslan. The three children who had not seen her before felt shudders
runni ng down their backs at the sight of her face; and there were |l ow growl s anong all the aninmals
present. Though it was bright sunshine everyone felt suddenly cold. The only two peopl e present
who seenmed to be quite at their ease were Aslan and the Wtch herself. It was the oddest thing to
see those two faces - the golden face and the dead-white face so close together. Not that the
Wtch | ooked Aslan exactly in his eyes; Ms Beaver particularly noticed this.

"You have a traitor there, Aslan," said the Wtch. O course everyone present knew that she neant
Edmund. But Ednund had got past thinking about hinself after all he'd been through and after the
talk he'd had that norning. He just went on |ooking at Aslan. It didn't seemto natter what the
Wtch said.

"Well," said Aslan. "Hi s of fence was not agai nst you."

"Have you forgotten the Deep Magic?" asked the Wtch.

"Let us say | have forgotten it," answered Aslan gravely. "Tell us of this Deep Magic."

"Tell you?" said the Wtch, her voice growing suddenly shriller. "Tell you what is witten on that

very Tabl e of Stone which stands beside us? Tell you what is witten in letters deep as a spear is

long on the firestones on the Secret Hi Il ? Tell you what is engraved on the sceptre of the Enperor-
beyond-t he- Sea? You at |east know the Magi ¢ which the Enperor put into Narnia at the very
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begi nni ng. You know that every traitor belongs to ne as nmy lawful prey and that for every
treachery | have a right to a kill."

"Ch," said M Beaver. "So that's how you cane to inmgi ne yourself a queen - because you were the
Enperor's hangnan. | see."

"Peace, Beaver," said Aslan, with a very low grow. "And so," continued the Wtch, "that human
creature is mine. His life is forfeit to me. Hs blood is ny property.”

"Conme and take it then," said the Bull with the man's head in a great bellow ng voice.

"Fool ," said the Wtch with a savage snile that was alnost a snarl, "do you really think your
master can rob me of ny rights by nmere force? He knows the Deep Magic better than that. He knows
that unless | have blood as the Law says all Narnia will be overturned and perish in fire and
wat er."

"It is very true," said Aslan, "I do not deny it."

"Ch, Aslan!" whispered Susan in the Lion's ear, "can't we - | nmean, you won't, will you? Can't we
do sonet hi ng about the Deep Magic? Isn't there sonmething you can work against it?"

"Work agai nst the Enmperor's Magi c?" said Aslan, turning to her with sonething like a frown on his
face. And nobody ever nade that suggestion to him again.

Edmund was on the other side of Aslan, looking all the tine at Aslan's face. He felt a choking
feeling and wondered if he ought to say sonething; but a monent |ater he felt that he was not
expected to do anything except to wait, and do what he was told.

"Fal | back, all of you," said Aslan, "and | will talk to the Wtch al one.™

They all obeyed. It was a terrible time this - waiting and wondering while the Lion and the Wtch
tal ked earnestly together in | ow voices. Lucy said, "Ch, Ednund!" and began to cry. Peter stood
with his back to the others |ooking out at the distant sea. The Beavers stood hol ding each other's
paws with their heads bowed. The centaurs stanped uneasily with their hoofs. But everyone becane
perfectly still in the end, so that you noticed even small sounds |ike a bunbl e-bee flying past,
or the birds in the forest down below them or the wind rustling the | eaves. And still the talk
bet ween Aslan and the Wiite Wtch went on

At |ast they heard Aslan's voice, "You can all conme back," he said. "I have settled the matter
She has renounced the claimon your brother's blood.” And all over the hill there was a noi se as
i f everyone had been holding their breath and had now begun breathing again, and then a nurnur of
tal k.

The Wtch was just turning away with a |l ook of fierce joy on her face when she stopped and said,
"But how do | know this prom se will be kept?"

"Haa-a-arrh!" roared Aslan, half rising fromhis throne; and his great nouth opened w der and
wi der and the roar grew |l ouder and | ouder, and the Wtch, after staring for a nonment with her |ips
wi de apart, picked up her skirts and fairly ran for her life.

CHAPTER FOURTEEN
THE TRI UMPH OF THE W TCH

As soon as the Wtch had gone Aslan said, "W nust nmove fromthis place at once, it will be wanted
for other purposes. W shall encanmp tonight at the Fords of Beruna.

O course everyone was dying to ask himhow he had arranged matters with the witch; but his face
was stern and everyone's ears were still ringing with the sound of his roar and so nobody dared.
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After a meal, which was taken in the open air on the hill-top (for the sun had got strong by now
and dried the grass), they were busy for a while taking the pavilion down and packi ng things up
Before two o' clock they were on the march and set off in a northeasterly direction, wal king at an
easy pace for they had not far to go.

During the first part of the journey Aslan explained to Peter his plan of canpaign. "As soon as
she has finished her business in these parts,"” he said, "the Wtch and her crew wi |l al nost
certainly fall back to her House and prepare for a siege. You may or nmay not be able to cut her
of f and prevent her fromreaching it." He then went on to outline two plans of battle - one for
fighting the Wtch and her people in the wood and another for assaulting her castle. And all the
time he was advi sing Peter how to conduct the operations, saying things like, "You nust put your
Centaurs in such and such a place" or "You nust post scouts to see that she doesn't do so-and-so,"
till at last Peter said,

"But you will be there yourself, Aslan."

"I can give you no promise of that," answered the Lion. And he continued giving Peter his
i nstructions.

For the last part of the journey it was Susan and Lucy who saw nost of him He did not talk very
much and seened to themto be sad.

It was still afternoon when they came down to a place where the river valley had w dened out and
the river was broad and shallow. This was the Fords of Beruna and Aslan gave orders to halt on
this side of the water. But Peter said,

"Whuldn't it be better to canp on the far side - for fear she should try a night attack or
anyt hi ng?"

Asl an, who seened to have been thinking about sonmething else, roused hinself with a shake of his
magni fi cent nane and said, "Eh? Wat's that?" Peter said it all over again.

"No," said Aslan in a dull voice, as if it didn't matter. "No. She will not nake an attack to-
night." And then he sighed deeply. But presently he added, "All the same it was well thought of.
That is how a soldier ought to think. But it doesn't really matter." So they proceeded to pitch
their canp.

Asl an's mood affected everyone that evening. Peter was feeling unconfortable too at the idea of
fighting the battle on his own; the news that Aslan might not be there had come as a great shock
to him Supper that evening was a quiet mnmeal. Everyone felt how different it had been | ast night
or even that norning. It was as if the good tinmes, having just begun, were already drawing to
their end.

This feeling affected Susan so nuch that she couldn't get to sleep when she went to bed. And after
she had | ain counting sheep and turning over and over she heard Lucy give a long sigh and turn
over just beside her in the darkness.

"Can't you get to sleep either?" said Susan

"No," said Lucy. "I thought you were asleep. | say, Susan!"

"What ?"

"I've a most Horrible feeling - as if sonmething were hanging over us."
"Have you? Because, as a matter of fact, so have I."

" Somet hi ng about Aslan," said Lucy. "Either some dreadful thing is going to happen to him or
sonet hing dreadful that he's going to do.™

"There's been sonething wong with himall afternoon," said Susan. "Lucy! Wat was that he said

about not being with us at the battle? You don't think he could be stealing away and | eavi ng us
toni ght, do you?"
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"Where is he now?" said Lucy. "Is he here in the pavilion?"
"I don't think so."
"Susan! let's go outside and have a | ook round. W night see him™"
"All right. Let's," said Susan; "we might just as well be doing that as |ying awake here."

Very quietly the two girls groped their way anbng the other sleepers and crept out of the tent.
The noonlight was bright and everything was quite still except for the noise of the river
chattering over the stones. Then Susan suddenly caught Lucy's armand said, "Look!" On the far
side of the canping ground, just where the trees began, they saw the Lion slowy wal king away from
theminto the wood. Wthout a word they both foll owed him

He led themup the steep slope out of the river valley and then slightly to the right - apparently
by the very same route which they had used that afternoon in conming fromthe H Il of the Stone
Table. On and on he led them into dark shadows and out into pale nmoonlight, getting their feet
wet with the heavy dew. He | ooked sonehow different fromthe Aslan they knew. His tail and his
head hung | ow and he wal ked slowy as if he were very, very tired. Then, when they were crossing a
wi de open pl ace where there where no shadows for themto hide in, he stopped and | ooked round. It
was no good trying to run away so they canme towards him When they were cl oser he said,

"Ch, children, children, why are you follow ng ne?"

"W couldn't sleep," said Lucy - and then felt sure that she need say no nore and that Aslan knew
all they had been thinking.

"Pl ease, may we cone with you - wherever you're goi ng?" asked Susan

"Well -" said Aslan, and seened to be thinking. Then he said, "I should be glad of conpany
tonight. Yes, you may cone, if you will promse to stop when |I tell you, and after that |eave ne
to go on al one."

"Ch, thank you, thank you. And we will," said the two girls.

Forward they went again and one of the girls wal ked on each side of the Lion. But how slowy he
wal ked! And his great, royal head drooped so that his nose nearly touched the grass. Presently he
stunbl ed and gave a | ow noan.

"Asl an! Dear Aslan!" said Lucy, "what is wong? Can't you tell us?"
"Are you ill, dear Aslan?" asked Susan

"No," said Aslan. "I amsad and lonely. Lay your hands on ny nane so that | can feel you are there
and let us walk like that."

And so the girls did what they would never have dared to do wi thout his pernission, but what they
had | onged to do ever since they first saw himburied their cold hands in the beautiful sea of fur
and stroked it and, so doing, walked with him And presently they saw that they were going with
himup the slope of the hill on which the Stone Table stood. They went up at the side where the
trees canme furthest up, and when they got to the last tree (it was one that had sonme bushes about
it) Aslan stopped and said,

"Ch, children, children. Here you nust stop. And whatever happens, do not |et yourselves be seen
Farewel | . "

And both the girls cried bitterly (though they hardly knew why) and clung to the Lion and ki ssed
his mane and his nose and his paws and his great, sad eyes. Then he turned fromthem and wal ked
out on to the top of the hill. And Lucy and Susan, crouching in the bushes, |ooked after him and
this is what they saw

A great crowd of people were standing all round the Stone Table and though the noon was shi ning
many of themcarried torches which burned with evil-looking red flanmes and bl ack snbke. But such
peopl e! Ogres with nonstrous teeth, and wolves, and bull-headed nen; spirits of evil trees and
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poi sonous plants; and other creatures whom | won't describe because if | did the grownups woul d
probably not let you read this book - Cruels and Hags and | ncubuses, Waiths, Horrors, Efreets,
Sprites, Oknies, Woses, and Ettins. In fact here were all those who were on the Wtch's side and
whom t he Wbl f had sunmoned at her command. And right in the mddle, standing by the Table, was the
Wtch herself.

A howl and a gi bber of dismay went up fromthe creatures when they first saw the great Lion pacing
towards them and for a nonent even the Wtch seened to be struck with fear. Then she recovered
herself and gave a wild fierce |augh

"The fool!" she cried. "The fool has conme. Bind himfast."

Lucy and Susan held their breaths waiting for Aslan's roar and his spring upon his enemies. But it
never cane. Four Hags, grinning and leering, yet also (at first) hanging back and half afraid of
what they had to do, had approached him "Bind him | say!" repeated the Wite Wtch. The Hags
made a dart at himand shrieked with triunph when they found that he nade no resistance at all.
Then others - evil dwarfs and apes - rushed in to help them and between themthey rolled the huge
Li on over on his back and tied all his four paws together, shouting and cheering as if they had
done sonet hing brave, though, had the Lion chosen, one of those paws could have been the death of
themall. But he nade no noi se, even when the enenies, straining and tugging, pulled the cords so
tight that they cut into his flesh. Then they began to drag himtowards the Stone Table.

"Stop!" said the Wtch. "Let himfirst be shaved."

Anot her roar of nmean |aughter went up fromher followers as an ogre with a pair of shears cane
forward and squatted down by Aslan's head. Snip-snip-snip went the shears and nasses of curling
gold began to fall to the ground. Then the ogre stood back and the children, watching fromtheir
hi di ng- pl ace, could see the face of Aslan |looking all snall and different without its nane. The
enem es al so saw the difference.

"Way, he's only a great cat after all!" cried one.
"lI's that what we were afraid of ?" said another.

And they surged round Aslan, jeering at him saying things |ike "Puss, Puss! Poor Pussy," and "How
many ni ce have you caught today, Cat?" and "Wuld you |like a saucer of milk, Pussuns?"

"Ch, how can they?" said Lucy, tears stream ng down her cheeks. "The brutes, the brutes!" for now
that the first shock was over the shorn face of Aslan | ooked to her braver, and nore beauti ful
and nore patient than ever.

"Muzzle him" said the Wtch. And even now, as they worked about his face putting on the nuzzle,
one bite fromhis jaws would have cost two or three of themtheir hands. But he never noved. And
this seemed to enrage all that rabble. Everyone was at hi mnow. Those who had been afraid to cone
near himeven after he was bound began to find their courage, and for a few mnutes the two girls
could not even see him- so thickly was he surrounded by the whole crowd of creatures kicking him
hitting him spitting on him jeering at him

At | ast the rabble had had enough of this. They began to drag the bound and muzzled Lion to the
Stone Table, sone pulling and some pushing. He was so huge that even when they got himthere it
took all their efforts to hoist himon to the surface of it. Then there was nore tying and
tighteni ng of cords.

"The cowards! The cowards!" sobbed Susan. "Are they still afraid of him even now?"

When once Aslan had been tied (and tied so that he was really a mass of cords) on the flat stone,
a hush fell on the crowd. Four Hags, holding four torches, stood at the corners of the Table. The
Wtch bared her arms as she had bared themthe previous night when it had been Edmund i nstead of
Asl an. Then she began to whet her knife. It |ooked to the children, when the gl eam of the
torchlight fell onit, as if the knife were made of stone, not of steel, and it was of a strange
and evil shape.

As | ast she drew near. She stood by Aslan's head. Her face was working and twi tching with passion
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but his |ooked up at the sky, still quiet, neither angry nor afraid, but alittle sad. Then, just
bef ore she gave the bl ow, she stooped down and said in a quivering voi ce,

"And now, who has won? Fool, did you think that by all this you would save the hunman traitor? Now
I will kill you instead of himas our pact was and so the Deep Magic will be appeased. But when
you are dead what will prevent ne fromkilling himas well? And who will take himout of ny hand
then? Understand that you have given nme Narnia forever, you have |l ost your own |life and you have
not saved his. In that know edge, despair and die."

The children did not see the actual nonment of the killing. They couldn't bear to | ook and had
covered their eyes.

CHAPTER FI FTEEN
DEEPER MAG C FROM BEFCRE THE DAVWN OF TI ME

VWHI LE the two girls still crouched in the bushes with their hands over their faces, they heard the
voi ce of the Wtch calling out,

"Now Follow ne all and we will set about what remains of this war! It will not take us long to
crush the human vernmin and the traitors now that the great Fool, the great Cat, |lies dead."

At this moment the children were for a few seconds in very great danger. For with wild cries and a
noi se of skirling pipes and shrill horns bl ow ng, the whole of that vile rabble came sweepi ng off
the hill-top and down the slope right past their hiding-place. They felt the Spectres go by them
like a cold wind and they felt the ground shake beneath them under the galloping feet of the

M notaurs; and overhead there went a flurry of foul wi ngs and a bl ackness of vultures and gi ant
bats. At any other tine they would have trenbled with fear; but now the sadness and shame and
horror of Aslan's death so filled their mnds that they hardly thought of it.

As soon as the wood was silent again Susan and Lucy crept out onto the open hill-top. The nobon was
getting low and thin clouds were passing across her, but still they could see the shape of the
Lion lying dead in his bonds. And down they both knelt in the wet grass and kissed his cold face
and stroked his beautiful fur - what was left of it - and cried till they could cry no nore. And

then they | ooked at each other and held each other's hands for nere | oneliness and cried again
and then again were silent. At |ast Lucy said,

"l can't bear to |look at that horrible nuzzle. | wonder could we take if off?"

So they tried. And after a ot of working at it (for their fingers were cold and it was now t he
darkest part of the night) they succeeded. And when they saw his face without it they burst out
crying again and kissed it and fondled it and wi ped away the blood and the foamas well as they
could. And it was all nore lonely and hopel ess and horrid than I know how to descri be.

"I wonder could we untie himas well?" said Susan presently. But the enemnies, out of pure
spi teful ness, had drawn the cords so tight that the girls could make nothing of the knots.

I hope no one who reads this book has been quite as m serable as Susan and Lucy were that night;
but if you have been - if you've been up all night and cried till you have no nore tears left in
you - you will know that there cones in the end a sort of quietness. You feel as if nothing was
ever going to happen again. At any rate that was howit felt to these two. Hours and hours seened
to go by in this dead calm and they hardly noticed that they were getting colder and col der. But
at last Lucy noticed two other things. One was that the sky on the east side of the hill was a
little less dark than it had been an hour ago. The other was sone tiny novenent going on in the
grass at her feet. At first she took no interest in this. Wiat did it matter? Nothing mattered
now But at |ast she saw that whatever-it-was had begun to nove up the upright stones of the Stone
Tabl e. And now what ever-they-were were noving about on Aslan's body. She peered closer. They were
little grey things.

"Ugh!" said Susan fromthe other side of the Table. "How beastly! There are horrid little nice
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craw i ng over him Go away, you little beasts." And she raised her hand to frighten them away.

"WAit!" said Lucy, who had been looking at themnore closely still. "Can you see what they're
doi ng?"

Both girls bent down and stared.

"I do believe -" said Susan. "But how queer! They're nibbling away at the cords!"

"That's what | thought," said Lucy. "I think they're friendly mice. Poor little things - they
don't realize he's dead. They think it'll do some good untying him"

It was quite definitely lighter by now. Each of the girls noticed for the first tine the white
face of the other. They could see the nmice nibbling away; dozens and dozens, even hundreds, of
little field mice. And at |last, one by one, the ropes were all gnawed through

The sky in the east was whitish by now and the stars were getting fainter - all except one very
big one | ow down on the eastern horizon. They felt colder than they had been all night. The mce
crept away again.

The girls cleared away the remai ns of the gnawed ropes. Aslan | ooked nore |ike hinmself wthout
them Every nonent his dead face | ooked nobler, as the light grew and they could see it better

In the wood behind thema bird gave a chuckling sound. It had been so still for hours and hours
that it startled them Then another bird answered it. Soon there were birds singing all over the
pl ace.

It was quite definitely early norning now, not |ate night.

"I'"'mso cold," said Lucy.

"So aml," said Susan. "Let's wal k about a bit."
They wal ked to the eastern edge of the hill and | ooked down. The one big star had al npost
di sappeared. The country all |ooked dark grey, but beyond, at the very end of the world, the sea

showed pal e. The sky began to turn red. They wal ked to ands fro nore tinmes than they could count
bet ween the dead Aslan and the eastern ridge, trying to keep warm and oh, how tired their |egs
felt. Then at last, as they stood for a nonent |ooking out towards they sea and Cair Parave
(which they could now just nmake out) the red turned to gold along the Iine where the sea and the
sky net and very slowy up cane the edge of the sun. At that noment they heard from behind them a
| oud noi se - a great cracking, deafening noise as if a giant had broken a giant's plate.

"What's that?" said Lucy, clutching Susan's arm
"I - 1 feel afraid to turn round,"” said Susan; "sonething awful is happening."

"They' re doing something worse to Hm" said Lucy. "Cone on!" And she turned, pulling Susan round
with her.

The rising of the sun had made everything | ook so different - all colours and shadows were changed
that for a moment they didn't see the inportant thing. Then they did. The Stone Tabl e was broken
into two pieces by a great crack that ran down it fromend to end; and there was no Aslan.

"Ch, oh, oh!" cried the two girls, rushing back to the Table.
"Ch, it's too bad," sobbed Lucy; "they mi ght have |left the body al one."
"Who's done it?" cried Susan. "What does it nmean? Is it magic?"

"Yes!" said a great voice behind their backs. "It is nore magic." They | ooked round. There,
shining in the sunrise, larger than they had seen himbefore, shaking his nmane (for it had
apparently grown agai n) stood Aslan hinself.

"Ch, Aslan!" cried both the children, staring up at him alnpbst as nuch frightened as they were
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gl ad.
"Aren't you dead then, dear Aslan?" said Lucy.
"Not now," said Aslan.

"You're not - not a - ?" asked Susan in a shaky voice. She couldn't bring herself to say the word
ghost. Asl an stooped his gol den head and |icked her forehead. The warnmth of his breath and a rich
sort of snell that seemed to hang about his hair cane all over her

"Do | look it?" he said.

"Ch, you're real, you're real! Ch, Aslan!" cried Lucy, and both girls flung thensel ves upon him
and covered himw th kisses.

"But what does it all mean?" asked Susan when they were somewhat cal rmer.

"I't neans," said Aslan, "that though the Wtch knew the Deep Magic, there is a nagi c deeper stil
whi ch she did not know. Her know edge goes back only to the dawn of tine. But if she could have
| ooked a little further back, into the stillness and the darkness before Ti me dawned, she would
have read there a different incantation. She woul d have known that when a willing victi mwho had
conmitted no treachery was killed in a traitor's stead, the Tabl e woul d crack and Death itself
woul d start working backwards. And now -"

"Ch yes. Now?" said Lucy, junping up and clapping her hands.

"Ch, children," said the Lion, "I feel nmy strength coming back to me. Ch, children, catch ne if
you can!" He stood for a second, his eyes very bright, his |inbs quivering, lashing hinself with
his tail. Then he nmade a | eap high over their heads and | anded on the other side of the Table.
Laughi ng, though she didn't know why, Lucy scranbled over it to reach him Aslan |eaped again. A
mad chase began. Round and round the hill-top he | ed them now hopel essly out of their reach, now
letting them al nost catch his tail, now diving between them now tossing themin the air with his

huge and beautifully velveted paws and catching them again, and now stopping unexpectedly so that
all three of themrolled over together in a happy |aughing heap of fur and arnms and legs. It was
such a ronp as no one has ever had except in Narnia; and whether it was nore like playing with a
thunderstormor playing with a kitten Lucy could never make up her nmind. And the funny thing was
that when all three finally lay together panting in the sun the girls no longer felt in the |east
tired or hungry or thirsty.

"And now," said Aslan presently, "to business. | feel | amgoing to roar. You had better put your
fingers in your ears."

And they did. And Aslan stood up and when he opened his nouth to roar his face becane so terrible
that they did not dare to look at it. And they saw all the trees in front of himbend before the
bl ast of his roaring as grass bends in a neadow before the wind. Then he said,

"W have a long journey to go. You nmust ride on ne." And he crouched down and the children clinbed
on to his warm gol den back, and Susan sat first, holding on tightly to his mane and Lucy sat
behi nd holding on tightly to Susan. And with a great heave he rose underneath them and then shot
of f, faster than any horse could go, down hill and into the thick of the forest.

That ride was perhaps the nost wonderful thing that happened to themin Narnia. Have you ever had
a gallop on a horse? Think of that; and then take away the heavy noi se of the hoofs and the jingle
of the bits and i magi ne instead the al nost noi sel ess paddi ng of the great paws. Then inmagi ne

i nstead of the black or grey or chestnut back of the horse the soft roughness of gol den fur, and
the mane flying back in the wind. And then imagi ne you are goi ng about twice as fast as the
fastest racehorse. But this is a mount that doesn't need to be gui ded and never grows tired. He
rushes on and on, never missing his footing, never hesitating, threading his way with perfect
skill between tree trunks, junping over bush and briar and the smaller streans, wading the |arger
swimning the largest of all. And you are riding not on a road nor in a park nor even on the downs,
but right across Narnia, in spring, down solem avenues of beech and across sunny gl ades of oak
through wild orchards of snowwhite cherry trees, past roaring waterfalls and nossy rocks and
echoi ng caverns, up wi ndy slopes alight with gorse bushes, and across the shoul ders of heathery
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nmount ai ns and al ong gi ddy ridges and down, down, down again into wild valleys and out into acres
of blue flowers.

It was nearly nidday when they found thensel ves | ooki ng down a steep hillside at a castle - a
little toy castle it |ooked fromwhere they stood - which seenmed to be all pointed towers. But the
Li on was rushi ng down at such a speed that it grew larger every nmonent and before they had tine
even to ask thenselves what it was they were already on a level with it. And now it no | onger

| ooked like a toy castle but rose frowing in front of them No face | ooked over the battlenents
and the gates were fast shut. And Aslan, not at all slacking his pace, rushed straight as a bull et
towards it.

"The Wtch's hone!"™ he cried. "Now, children, hold tight."

Next noment the whole world seened to turn upside down, and the children felt as if they had |eft
their insides behind them for the Lion had gathered hinself together for a greater |eap than any
he had yet nmade and junped - or you may call it flying rather than junping - right over the castle
wall. The two girls, breathless but unhurt, found thenselves tunbling off his back in the mddle
of a wide stone courtyard full of statues.

CHAPTER SI XTEEN
WHAT HAPPENED ABCOUT THE STATUES

"WHAT an extraordinary place!l" cried Lucy. "All those stone aninals -and people too! It's -it's
like a nuseum "

"Hush," said Susan, "Aslan's doing sonething."

He was indeed. He had bounded up to the stone |ion and breathed on him Then without waiting a
monent he whi sked round - alnost as if he had been a cat chasing its tail -and breathed al so on
the stone dwarf, which (as you renenber) was standing a few feet fromthe lion with his back to
it. Then he pounced on a tall stone dryad which stood beyond the dwarf, turned rapidly aside to
deal with a stone rabbit on his right, and rushed on to two centaurs. But at that nonent Lucy
sai d,

"Ch, Susan! Look! Look at the lion."

| expect you've seen soneone put a lighted match to a bit of newspaper which is propped up in a
grate against an unlit fire. And for a second nothing seens to have happened; and then you notice
a tiny streak of flanme creeping along the edge of the newspaper. It was |like that now For a
second after Aslan had breathed upon himthe stone lion | ooked just the same. Then a tiny streak
of gold began to run along his white narble back then it spread - then the col our seenmed to |ick
all over himas the flane licks all over a bit of paper - then, while his hindquarters were still
obvi ously stone, the Iion shook his mane and all the heavy, stone folds rippled into living hair.
Then he opened a great red nouth, warmand |living, and gave a prodi gi ous yawn. And now his hind

I egs had conme to life. He lifted one of them and scratched hinsel f. Then, having caught sight of
Asl an, he went bounding after himand frisking round hi mwhinpering with delight and junping up to
lick his face

O course the children's eyes turned to follow the lion; but the sight they saw was so wonderfu
that they soon forgot about him Everywhere the statues were coming to life. The courtyard | ooked
no longer like a museum it |ooked nore |like a zoo. Creatures were running after Aslan and dancing
round himtill he was alnbost hidden in the crowd. Instead of all that deadly white the courtyard
was now a bl aze of col ours; glossy chestnut sides of centaurs, indigo horns of unicorns, dazzling
pl umage of birds, reddy-brown of foxes, dogs and satyrs, yellow stockings and crinmson hoods of
dwarfs; and the birch-girls in silver, and the beech-girls in fresh, transparent green, and the
larch-girls in green so bright that it was al nost yellow And instead of the deadly silence the
whol e pl ace rang with the sound of happy roarings, brayings, yelpings, barkings, squealings,

cooi ngs, nei ghi ngs, stanpings, shouts, hurrahs, songs and | aughter
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"Ch!" said Susan in a different tone. "Look! | wonder - | nean, is it safe?"
Lucy | ooked and saw that Aslan had just breathed on the feet of the stone giant.

"It's all right!" shouted Aslan joyously. "Once the feet are put right, all the rest of himwll
foll ow. "

"That wasn't exactly what | meant," whispered Susan to Lucy. But it was too late to do anything
about it now even if Aslan would have listened to her. The change was al ready creeping up the
Gant's legs. Now he was noving his feet. A nmoment later he lifted his club off his shoul der
rubbed his eyes and said,

"Bl ess ne! | must have been asleep. Now Were's that dratted little Wtch that was runni ng about
on the ground. Sonewhere just by ny feet it was." But when everyone had shouted up to himto
expl ai n what had real ly happened, and when the G ant had put his hand to his ear and got themto
repeat it all again so that at |ast he understood, then he bowed down till his head was no further
off than the top of a haystack and touched his cap repeatedly to Aslan, beanming all over his
honest ugly face. (G ants of any sort are now so rare in England and so few giants are good-
tenpered that ten to one you have never seen a giant when his face is beaming. It's a sight well
worth | ooking at.)

"Now for the inside of this house!" said Aslan. "Look alive, everyone. Up stairs and down stairs
and in ny lady's chanber! Leave no corner unsearched. You never know where some poor prisoner may
be conceal ed. "

And into the interior they all rushed and for several ninutes the whole of that dark, horrible,
fusty old castle echoed with the opening of wi ndows and with everyone's voices crying out at once,
"Don't forget the dungeons - Gve us a hand with this door! Here's another little winding stair -
Ch! | say. Here's a poor kangaroo. Call Aslan - Phew How it snells in here - Look out for trap-
doors - Up here! There are a whole lot nore on the landing!" But the best of all was when Lucy
came rushing upstairs shouting out,

"Aslan! Aslan! 1've found M Tumnus. Oh, do cone quick."

A nmonent later Lucy and the little Faun were hol ding each other by both hands and danci ng round
and round for joy. The little chap was none the worse for having been a statue and was of course
very interested in all she had to tell him

But at last the ransacking of the Wtch's fortress was ended. The whole castle stood enpty with
every door and wi ndow open and the light and the sweet spring air flooding into all the dark and
evil places which needed them so badly. The whole crowd of |iberated statues surged back into the
courtyard. And it was then that sonmeone (Tunmus, | think) first said,

"But how are we going to get out?" for Aslan had got in by a junp and the gates were still | ocked.

"That'll be all right," said Aslan; and then, rising on his hind-legs, he bawled up at the G ant.
"Hi! You up there," he roared. "Wat's your nane?"

"G ant Runbl ebuffin, if it please your honour," said the G ant, once nore touching his cap
"Well then, G ant Runbl ebuffin,” said Aslan, "just let us out of this, will you?"

"Certainly, your honour. It will be a pleasure," said G ant Runbl ebuffin. "Stand well away from
the gates, all you little "uns." Then he strode to the gate hinself and bang - bang - bang - went
his huge club. The gates creaked at the first blow, cracked at the second, and shivered at the
third. Then he tackled the towers on each side of themand after a few m nutes of crashing and

t huddi ng both the towers and a good bit of the wall on each side went thundering down in a nmass of
hopel ess rubbl e; and when the dust cleared it was odd, standing in that dry, grim stony yard, to
see through the gap all the grass and waving trees and sparkling streans of the forest, and the
blue hills beyond that and beyond them the sky.

"Blowed if | ain't all in a nmuck sweat," said the Gant, puffing |ike the |argest railway engine
"Comes of being out of condition. |I suppose neither of you young | adies has such a thing as a
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pocket - handker chee about you?"

"Yes, | have," said Lucy, standing on tip-toes and hol di ng her handkerchief up as far as she could
reach.

"Thank you, Mssie," said G ant Runbl ebuffin, stooping down. Next nmonment Lucy got rather a fright
for she found herself caught up in md-air between the Gant's finger and thunmb. But just as she
was getting near his face he suddenly started and then put her gently back on the ground
muttering, "Bless me! |'ve picked up the little girl instead. | beg your pardon, Mssie, | thought
you was the handkerchee!"

"No, no," said Lucy laughing, "here it is!" This time he managed to get it but it was only about
the sane size to himthat a saccharine tablet would be to you, so that when she saw hi m sol emly
rubbing it to and fro across his great red face, she said, "I'mafraid it's not nuch use to you,
M  Runbl ebuffin.”

"Not at all. Not at all," said the giant politely. "Never nmet a nicer handkerchee. So fine, so
handy. So - | don't know how to describe it."

"What a nice giant he is!" said Lucy to M Tumus.

"Ch yes,"” replied the Faun. "All the Buffins always were. One of the nost respected of all the

giant famlies in Narnia. Not very clever, perhaps (I never knew a giant that was), but an old

famly. Wth traditions, you know. If he'd been the other sort she'd never have turned himinto
stone."

At this point Aslan clapped his paws together and called for silence.

"Qur day's work is not yet over," he said, "and if the Wtch is to be finally defeated before bed-
time we nust find the battle at once.”

"And join in, | hope, sir!" added the |argest of the Centaurs.

"OfF course," said Aslan. "And now Those who can't keep up - that is, children, dwarfs, and snal
animals - nmust ride on the backs of those who can - that is, lions, centaurs, unicorns, horses,
giants and eagl es. Those who are good with their noses nust come in front with us lions to snell
out where the battle is. Look lively and sort yourselves."

And with a great deal of bustle and cheering they did. The nost pleased of the | ot was the other
Iion who kept running about everywhere pretending to be very busy but really in order to say to
everyone he net. "Did you hear what he said? Us Lions. That neans himand nme. Us Lions. That's
what | |ike about Aslan. No side, no stand-off-ishness. Us Lions. That nmeant himand ne." At |east
he went on saying this till Aslan had | oaded himup with three dwarfs, one dryad, two rabbits, and
a hedgehog. That steadied hima bit.

Wien all were ready (it was a big sheep-dog who actually hel ped Aslan nost in getting them sorted
into their proper order) they set out through the gap in the castle wall. At first the lions and
dogs went nosing about in all directions. But then suddenly one great hound picked up the scent
and gave a bay. There was no tinme lost after that. Soon all the dogs and |ions and wol ves and

ot her hunting animals were going at full speed with their noses to the ground, and all the others,
streaked out for about half a mile behind them were follow ng as fast as they could. The noi se
was |ike an English fox-hunt only better because every now and then with the nusic of the hounds
was m xed the roar of the other Iion and sometines the far deeper and nore awful roar of Aslan

hi nsel f. Faster and faster they went as the scent becane easier and easier to follow And then
just as they cane to the last curve in a narrow, w nding valley, Lucy heard above all these noises
anot her noise - a different one, which gave her a queer feeling inside. It was a noise of shouts
and shrieks and of the clashing of nmetal against netal.

Then they cane out of the narrow valley and at once she saw t he reason. There stood Peter and
Edmund and all the rest of Aslan's arny fighting desperately against the crowd of horrible
creatures whom she had seen last night; only now, in the daylight, they |ooked even stranger and
nore evil and nore deformed. There also seened to be far nmore of them Peter's arny - which had
their backs to her looked terribly few And there werestatues dotted all over the battlefield, so
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apparently the Wtch had been using her wand. But she did not seemto be using it now She was
fighting with her stone knife. It was Peter she was fightin - both of themgoing at it so hard
that Lucy could hardly make out what was happeni ng; she only saw the stone knife and Peter's sword
flashing so quickly that they |ooked |ike three knives and three swords. That pair were in the
centre. On each side the line stretched out. Horrible things were happeni ng wherever she | ooked.

"OFf nmy back, children,” shouted Aslan. And they both tunbled off. Then with a roar that shook all
Narnia fromthe western | anp-post to the shores of the eastern sea the great beast flung hinself
upon the Wiite Wtch. Lucy saw her face lifted towards himfor one second with an expression of
terror and anazenent. Then Lion and Wtch had rolled over together but with the Wtch underneat h;
and at the same nmonent all war-1like creatures whom Asl an had led fromthe Wtch's house rushed
madly on the eneny lines, dwarfs with their battl eaxes, dogs with teeth, the Gant with his club
(and his feet also crushed dozens of the foe), unicorns with their horns, centaurs with swords and
hoofs. And Peter's tired arny cheered, and the newconers roared, and the eneny squeal ed and

gi bbered till the wood re-echoed with the din of that onset.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
THE HUNTI NG OF THE WHI TE STAG

THE battle was all over a few minutes after their arrival. Mst of the eneny had been killed in
the first charge of Aslan and his -conpanions; and when those who were still living saw that the
Wtch was dead they either gave thenselves up or took to flight. The next thing that Lucy knew was
that Peter and Aslan were shaking hands. It was strange to her to see Peter |ooking as he | ooked
now - his face was so pale and stern and he seenmed so nuch ol der

"It was all Edmund's doing, Aslan," Peter was saying. "W'd have been beaten if it hadn't been for
him The Wtch was turning our troops into stone right and left. But nothing would stop him He
fought his way through three ogres to where she was just turning one of your |eopards into a
statue. And when he reached her he had sense to bring his sword snashing down on her wand i nstead
of trying to go for her directly and sinply getting nmade a statue hinself for his pains. That was
the mistake all the rest were maki ng. Once her wand was broken we began to have sonme chance - if
we hadn't |ost so many already. He was terribly wounded. W nust go and see him"

They found Edmund in charge of Ms Beaver a little way back fromthe fighting Iine. He was covered
with blood, his nmouth was open, and his face a nasty green col our.

"Quick, Lucy," said Aslan.

And then, alnost for the first time, Lucy remenbered the precious cordial that had been given her
for a Christmas present. Her hands trenbled so rmuch that she could hardly undo the stopper, but
she nanaged it in the end and poured a few drops into her brother's nouth.

"There are other people wounded," said Aslan while she was still |ooking eagerly into Edmund's
pal e face and wondering if the cordial would have any result.

"Yes, | know," said Lucy crossly. "Wiit a nminute.”

"Daughter of Eve," said Aslan in a graver voice, "others also are at the point of death. Mist nore
peopl e die for Ednmund?"

"I"msorry, Aslan," said Lucy, getting up and going with him And for the next half-hour they were
busy - she attending to the wounded while he restored those who had been turned into stone. Wen
at last she was free to come back to Edmund she found hi mstanding on his feet and not only heal ed
of his wounds but | ooking better than she had seen himlook - oh, for ages; in fact ever since his
first termat that horrid school which was where he had begun to go wong. He had becone his rea
old self again and could | ook you in the face. And there on the field of battle Aslan made him a
kni ght .

"Does he know, " whispered Lucy to Susan, "what Aslan did for hinf? Does he know what the
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arrangenent with the Wtch really was?"
"Hush! No. O course not," said Susan
"Qughtn't he to be told?" said Lucy.

"Ch, surely not," said Susan. "It would be too awful for him Think how you'd feel if you were
he. "

"All the same | think he ought to know," said Lucy. But at that nmonent they were interrupted.

That night they slept where they were. How Aslan provided food for themall | don't know, but
sonmehow or other they found thenselves all sitting down on the grass to a fine high tea at about

ei ght o' clock. Next day they began marching eastward down the side of the great river. And the
next day after that, at about teatine, they actually reached the nouth. The castle of Cair Parave
onits little hill towered up above them before themwere the sands, with rocks and little pools
of salt water, and seaweed, and the snell of the sea and Iong niles of bluish-green waves breaking
for ever and ever on the beach. And oh, the cry of the sea-gulls! Have you heard it? Can you
remenber ?

That evening after tea the four children all nanaged to get down to the beach again and get their
shoes and stockings off and feel the sand between their toes. But next day was nore sol emm. For
then, in the Great Hall of Cair Paravel - that wonderful hall with the ivory roof and the west
wal | hung with peacock's feathers and the eastern door which | ooks towards the sea, in the
presence of all their friends and to the sound of trunpets, Aslan solemly crowned them and |ed
themto the four thrones amid deafening shouts of, "Long Live King Peter! Long Live Queen Susan
Long Live King Ednund! Long Live Queen Lucy!"

"Once a king or queen in Narnia, always a king or queen. Bear it well, Sons of Adaml Bear it well,
Daughters of Eve!l" said Aslan

And t hrough the eastern door, which was w de open, cane the voices of the nmernmen and the nernaids
swiming close to the shore and singing in honour of their new Kings and Queens.

So the children sat on their thrones and sceptres were put into their hands and they gave rewards
and honours to all their friends, to Tummus the Faun, and to the Beavers, and G ant Runbl ebuffin
to the | eopards, and the good centaurs, and the good dwarfs, and to the lion. And that night there
was a great feast in Cair Paravel, and revelry and dancing, and gold flashed and wi ne flowed, and
answering to the rmusic inside, but stranger, sweeter, and nore piercing, came the nusic of the sea
peopl e.

But ami dst all these rejoicings Aslan hinself quietly slipped away. And when the Kings and Queens
noti ced that he wasn't there they said nothing about it. For M Beaver had warned them "He'll be
com ng and going," he had said. "One day you'll see himand another you won't. He doesn't Iike
being ti ed down and of course he has other countries to attend to. It's quite all right. He'l
often drop in. Only you nustn't press him He's wild,' you know. Not like a tame lion."

And now, as you see, this story is nearly (but not quite) at an end. These two Kings and two
Queens governed Narnia well, and |long and happy was their reign. At first much of their tinme was
spent in seeking out the remmants of the Wiite Wtch's arny and destroying them and indeed for a
long tinme there would be news of evil things lurking in the wilder parts of the forest - a
haunting here and a killing there, a glinpse of a werewolf one nmonth and a runour of a hag the
next. But in the end all that foul brood was stanped out. And they nade good | aws and kept the
peace and saved good trees from being unnecessarily cut down, and |iberated young dwarfs and young
satyrs from being sent to school, and generally stopped busybodies and interferers and encouraged
ordi nary people who wanted to live and let live. And they drove back the fierce giants (quite a
different sort from G ant Runbl ebuffin) on the north of Narnia when these ventured across the
frontier. And they entered into friendship and alliance with countries beyond the sea and paid
themvisits of state and received visits of state fromthem And they thensel ves grew and changed
as the years passed over them And Peter becane a tall and deep-chested nan and a great warrior
and he was called King Peter the Magnificent. And Susan grew into a tall and gracious woman with
black hair that fell alnpst to her feet and the kings of the countries beyond the sea began to
send anbassadors asking for her hand in narriage. And she was called Susan the Gentle. Ednund was
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a graver and quieter nman than Peter, and great in council and judgenent. He was called King Edmund
the Just. But as for Lucy, she was al ways gay and gol den-haired, and all princes in those parts
desired her to be their Queen, and her own people called her Queen Lucy the Valiant.

So they lived in great joy and if ever they renenbered their life in this world it was only as one
remenbers a dream And one year it fell out that Tumus (who was a niddl e-aged Faun by now and
begi nning to be stout) came down river and brought them news that the Wiite Stag had once nore
appeared in his parts - the Wite Stag who would give you wi shes if you caught him So these two
Ki ngs and two Queens with the principal nmenbers of their court, rode a-hunting with horns and
hounds in the Western Wods to follow the Wiite Stag. And they had not hunted | ong before they had
a sight of him And he |led thema great pace over rough and snooth and through thick and thin,

till the horses of all the courtiers were tired out and these four were still follow ng. And they
saw the stag enter into a thicket where their horses could not follow Then said King Peter (for
they talked in quite a different style now, having been Kings and Queens for so long), "Fair
Consorts, let us now alight fromour horses and follow this beast into the thicket; for in all ny
days | never hunted a nobler quarry.”

"Sir," said the others, "even so |et us do."

So they alighted and tied their horses to trees and went on into the thick wood on foot. And as
soon as they had entered it Queen Susan said,

"Fair friends, here is a great marvel, for | seemto see a tree of iron."

"Madam " said, King Ednund, "if you |l ook well upon it you shall see it is a pillar of iron with a
lantern set on the top thereof."

"By the Lion's Mane, a strange device," said King Peter, "to set a lantern here where the trees
cluster so thick about it and so high above it that if it were lit it should give light to no
man! "

"Sir," said Queen Lucy. "By likelihood when this post and this |lanp were set here there were
smal ler trees in the place, or fewer, or none. For this is a young wood and the iron post is old."
And they stood | ooking upon it. Then said King Ednmund,

"I know not how it is, but this lanp on the post worketh upon ne strangely. It runs in ny mnd
that | have seen the like before; as it were in a dream or in the dreamof a dream"

"Sir," answered they all, "it is even so with us also."

"And nore," said Queen Lucy, "for it will not go out of nmy mind that if we pass this post and
lantern either we shall find strange adventures or el se some great change of our fortunes.™

"Madam " said King Edmund, "the like foreboding stirreth in ny heart also."”
"And in mine, fair brother," said King Peter

"And in mne too," said Queen Susan. "Wherefore by nmy counsel we shall lightly return to our
horses and follow this Wiite Stag no further."

"Madam " said King Peter, "therein | pray thee to have me excused. For never since we four were
Ki ngs and Queens in Narnia have we set our hands to any high matter, as battles, quests, feats of
arnms, acts of justice, and the like, and then given over; but always what we have taken in hand,
the same we have achieved."”

"Sister," said Queen Lucy, "ny royal brother speaks rightly. And it seems to nme we should be
shaned if for any fearing or foreboding we turned back fromfollow ng so noble a beast as now we
have in chase."

"And so say |I," said King Edmund. "And | have such desire to find the signification of this thing
that I would not by ny good will turn back for the richest jewel in all Narnia and all the
i slands."
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"Then in the nane of Aslan," said Queen Susan, "if ye will all have it so, let us go on and take
the adventure that shall fall to us."

So these Kings and Queens entered the thicket, and before they had gone a score of paces they all
renenbered that the thing they had seen was called a | anppost, and before they had gone twenty
nmore they noticed that they were. making their way not through branches but through coats. And
next nonent they all cane tunbling out of a wardrobe door into the enpty room and They were no

| onger Kings and Queens in their hunting array but just Peter, Susan, Edmund and Lucy in their old
clothes. It was the sane day and the same hour of the day on which they had all gone into the

war drobe to hide. Ms Macready and the visitors were still talking in the passage; but luckily
they never cane into the enpty roomand so the children weren't caught.

And that would have been the very end of the story if it hadn't been that they felt they really
must explain to the Professor why four of the coats out of his wardrobe were nissing. And the
Prof essor, who was a very remarkable man, didn't tell themnot to be silly or not to tell lies,
but believed the whole story. "No," he said, "I don't think it will be any good trying to go back
t hrough the wardrobe door to get the coats. You won't get into Narnia again by that

route. Nor would the coats be much use by now if you did!

Eh? What's that? Yes, of course you'll get back to Narnia

again sone day. Once a King in Narnia, always a King in

Narnia. But don't go trying to use the sane route tw ce.

Indeed, don't try to get there at all. It'll happen when

you're not looking for it. And don't talk too much about it

even anmong yourselves. And don't nention it to anyone el se

unl ess you find that they've

had adventures of the sane sort themselves. Wat's that? How

will you know? Ch, you'll know all right. Gdd things they

say - even their looks - will let the secret out. Keep your
eyes open. Bless nme, what do they teach them at these
school s?

And that is the very end of the adventure of the wardrobe.
But if the Professor was right it was only the beginning of
t he adventures of Narnia.
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