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The Last Battle

C.S. Lews

CHAPTER ONE

BY CALDRON POCL

IN the last days of Narnia, far up to the west beyond Lantern Waste and cl ose beside the great
waterfall, there lived an Ape. He was so old that no one could remenber when he had first cone to
live in those parts, and he was the cleverest, ugliest, nost winkled Ape you can inmgi ne. He had
alittle house, built of wood and thatched with | eaves, up in the fork of a great tree, and his
nane was Shift. There were very few Tal ki ng Beasts or Men or Dwarfs, or people of any sort, in
that part of the wood, but Shift had one friend and nei ghbour who was a donkey called Puzzle. At

| east they both said they were friends, but fromthe way things went on you m ght have thought
Puzzle was nore like Shift's servant than his friend. He did all the work. Wen they went together
to the river, Shift filled the big skin bottles with water but it was Puzzle who carried them
back. Wen they wanted anything fromthe towns further down the river it was Puzzle who went down
with enpty panniers on his back and canme back with the panniers full and heavy. And all the nicest

things that Puzzle brought back were eaten by Shift; for as Shift said, "You see, Puzzle, | can't
eat grass and thistles like you, so it's only fair | should make it up in other ways." And Puzzle
al ways said, "O course, Shift, of course. | see that." Puzzle never conpl ai ned, because he knew
that Shift was far cleverer than hinself and he thought it was very kind of Shift to be friends
with himat all. And if ever Puzzle did try to argue about anything, Shift would al ways say, "Now,
Puzzl e, | understand what needs to be done better than you. You know you're not clever, Puzzle."
And Puzzle always said, "No, Shift. It's quite true. I'mnot clever." Then he would sigh and do

what ever Shift had said.

One norning early in the year the pair of themwere out wal king al ong the shore of Cal dron Pool

Cal dron Pool is the big pool right under the cliffs at the western end of Narnia. The great
waterfall pours down into it with a noise |ike everlasting thunder, and the River of Narnia flows
out on the other side. The waterfall keeps the Pool always dancing and bubbling and churni ng round
and round as if it were on the boil, and that of course is howit got its nane of Caldron Pool. It
is liveliest in the early spring when the waterfall is swollen with all the snow that has nelted
of f the mountains fromup beyond Narnia in the Western WIld fromwhich the river comes. And as
they | ooked at Cal dron Pool Shift suddenly pointed with his dark, skinny finger and said,

"Look! What's that?"
"What ' s what?" said Puzzl e.

"That yellow thing that's just come down the waterfall. Look! There it is again, it's floating. W
must find out what it is."”

"Must we?" said Puzzle.

"Of course we nust," said Shift. "It nmay be sonething useful. Just hop into the Pool |ike a good
fellow and fish it out. Then we can have a proper look at it."

"Hop into the Pool ?" said Puzzle, twitching his |ong ears.
"Well how are we to get it if you don't?" said the Ape.

"But - but," said Puzzle, "wouldn't it be better if you went in? Because, you see, it's you who
wants to know what it is, and | don't nmuch. And you've got hands, you see. You're as good as a Man
or a Dwarf when it comes to catching hold of things. |I've only got hoofs."

"Real ly, Puzzle," said Shift, "I didn't think you'd ever say a thing like that. | didn't think it
of you, really."
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"Way, what have | said wong?" said the Ass, speaking in rather a hunble voice, for he saw that
Shift was very deeply offended. "All | meant was -"

"WAnting ne to go into the water," said the Ape. "As if you didn't know perfectly well what weak
chests Apes always have and how easily they catch cold! Very well. | will goin. I"'mfeeling cold
enough already in this cruel wind. But I'Il go in. |I shall probably die. Then you'll be sorry."
And Shift's voice sounded as if he was just going to burst into tears.

"Pl ease don't, please don't, please don't," said Puzzle, half braying, and half talking. "I never
meant anything of the sort, Shift, really |I didn't. You know how stupid I amand how | can't think
of nmore than one thing at a time. I'd forgotten about your weak chest. O course I'lIl go in. You

mustn't think of doing it yourself. Prom se me you won't, Shift."

So Shift promised, and Puzzle went cloppety-clop on his four hoofs round the rocky edge of the
Pool to find a place where he could get in. Quite apart fromthe cold it was no joke getting into
that quivering and foam ng water, and Puzzle had to stand and shiver for a whole mnute before he
made up his mind to do it. But then Shift called out frombehind himand said: "Perhaps |'d better
do it after all, Puzzle." And when Puzzle heard that he said, "No, no. You promised. |I'min now, "
and in he went.

A great mass of foamgot himin the face and filled his nouth with water and blinded him Then he
went under altogether for a few seconds, and when he canme up again he was in quite another part of
the Pool. Then the swirl caught himand carried himround and round and faster and faster till it
took himright under the waterfall itself, and the force of the water plunged hi m down, deep down,
so that he thought he would never be able to hold his breath till he canme up again. And when he
had come up and when at | ast he got somewhere near the thing he was trying to catch, it sailed
away fromhimtill it too got under the fall and was forced down to the bottom Wen it cane up
again it was further fromhimthan ever. But at |ast, when he was alnost tired to death, and

brui sed all over and nunmb with cold, he succeeded in gripping the thing with his teeth. And out he
cane carrying it in front of himand getting his front hoofs tangled up init, for it was as big
as a large hearthrug, and it was very heavy and cold and sliny.

He flung it down in front of Shift and stood dripping and shivering and trying to get his breath
back. But the Ape never |ooked at himor asked himhow he felt. The Ape was too busy goi ng round
and round the Thing and spreading it out and patting it and snmelling it. Then a w cked gl eam cane
into his eye and he said:

"I't isalion's skin."

"Ee - auh - auh - oh, is it?" gasped Puzzle.

"Now | wonder . . . | wonder . . . | wonder," said Shift to hinself, for he was thinking very

har d.

"I wonder who killed the poor lion," said Puzzle presently. "It ought to be buried. W nust have a
funeral . "

"Ch, it wasn't a Talking Lion," said Shift. "You needn't bother about that. There are no Tal ki ng
Beasts up beyond the Falls, up in the Western WIld. This skin nust have bel onged to a dunb, wld
lion."

This, by the way, was true. A Hunter, a Man, had killed and skinned this |lion sonewhere up in the
Western WId several nonths before. But that doesn't come into this story.

"Al'l the sane, Shift," said Puzzle, "even if the skin only belonged to a dunb, wild |ion, oughtn't
we to give it a decent burial? | nean, aren't all lions rather - well, rather sol etmm? Because of
you know Who. Don't you see?"

"Don't you start getting ideas into your head, Puzzle," said Shift. "Because, you know, thinking
isn't your strong point. We'll make this skin into a fine warmw nter coat for you."

"Ch, | don't think I1'd like that," said the Donkey. "It would look - | nean, the other Beasts
mght think - that is to say, | shouldn't feel -"
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"What are you tal king about?" said Shift, scratching hinself the wong way up as Apes do.

"I don't think it would be respectful to the Geat Lion, to Aslan hinself, if an ass |ike ne went
about dressed up in a lion-skin," said Puzzle.

"Now don't stand arguing, please," said Shift. "Wat does an ass |ike you know about things of
that sort? You know you're no good at thinking, Puzzle, so why don't you let nme do your thinking
for you? Wy don't you treat me as | treat you? | don't think I can do everything. | know you're
better at some things than | am That's why | let you go into the Pool; | knew you'd do it better
than me. But why can't | have nmy turn when it comes to sonething | can do and you can't? Am |
never to be allowed to do anything? Do be fair. Turn and turn about."

"Ch, well, of course, if you put it that way," said Puzzle.

"I tell you what," said Shift. "You' d better take a good brisk trot down river as far as
Chi ppi ngford and see if they have any oranges or bananas."

"But I'mso tired, Shift," pleaded Puzzle.

"Yes, but you are very cold and wet," said the Ape. "You want sonmething to warmyou up. A brisk
trot would be just the thing. Besides, it's market day at Chippingford today." And then of course
Puzzl e said he would go.

As soon as he was al one Shift went shanbling al ong, sonetines on two paws and sonetines on four
till he reached his own tree. Then he swung hinself up frombranch to branch, chattering and
grinning all the tinme, and went into his little house. He found needle and thread and a big pair
of scissors there; for he was a clever Ape and the Dwarfs had taught himhow to sew. He put the
ball of thread (it was very thick stuff, nore like cord than thread) into his nouth so that his
cheek bul ged out as if he were sucking a big bit of toffee. He held the needle between his lips
and took the scissors in his left paw. Then he cane down the tree and shanbl ed across to the |ion-
skin. He squatted down and got to work

He saw at once that the body of the lion-skin would be too long for Puzzle and its neck too short.
So he cut a good piece out of the body and used it to make a long collar for Puzzle' s | ong neck.
Then he cut off the head and sewed the collar in between the head and the shoul ders. He put
threads on both sides of the skin so that it would tie up under Puzzle's chest and stonach. Every
now and then a bird woul d pass overhead and Shift would stop his work, |ooking anxiously up. He
did not want anyone to see what he was doing. But none of the birds he saw were Tal king Birds, so
it didn't matter.

Late in the afternoon Puzzle cane back. He was not trotting but only plodding patiently along, the
way donkeys do.

"There weren't any oranges,
down.

he said, "and there weren't any bananas. And |'mvery tired." He |ay

"Cone and try on your beautiful new lion-skin coat," said Shift.
"Ch bother that old skin," said Puzzle. "I'Il try it onin the norning. I'mtoo tired tonight."

"You are unkind, Puzzle," said Shift. "If you're tired what do you think | an? Al day long, while
you' ve been having a lovely refreshing wal k down the valley, |I've been working hard to nmake you a

coat. My paws are so tired | can hardly hold these scissors. And you won't say thank you -and you

won't even | ook at the coat -and you don't care - and- and-"

"My dear Shift," said Puzzle getting up at once, "I amso sorry. |'ve been horrid. O course |I'd
love to try it on. And it looks sinmply splendid. Do try it on ne at once. Please do."

"Wel |, stand still then," said the Ape. The skin was very heavy for himto lift, but in the end,
with a lot of pulling and pushing and puffing and blowing, he got it on to the donkey. He tied it
under neath Puzzle's body and he tied the legs to Puzzle's legs and the tail to Puzzle's tail. A

good deal of Puzzle's grey nose and face could be seen through the open nmouth of the lion's head.
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No one who had ever seen a real lion would have been taken in for a nonment. But if someone who had
never seen a lion | ooked at Puzzle in his lion-skin he just night mstake himfor a lion, if he
didn't cone too close, and if the light was not too good, and if Puzzle didn't let out a bray and
didn't nake any noise with his hoofs.

"You | ook wonderful, wonderful,"” said the Ape. "If anyone saw you now, they'd think you were
Asl an, the Geat Lion, hinself."

"That woul d be dreadful ," said Puzzle.
"No it wouldn't,"” said Shift. "Everyone would do whatever you told them?"
"But | don't want to tell them anything."

"But you think of the good we could do!" said Shift. "You'd have nme to advise you, you know. 1'd
think of sensible orders for you to give. And everyone woul d have to obey us, even the King
hi nsel f. W would set everything right in Narnia."

"But isn't everything right already?" said Puzzle.
"What!" cried Shift. "Everything right?-when there are no oranges or bananas?"

"Well, you know," said Puzzle, "there aren't many people - in fact, | don't think there's anyone
but yourself who wants those sort of things."

"There's sugar too," said Shift.

"Hmyes," said the Ass. "It would be nice if there was nore sugar."

"Well then, that's settled," said the Ape. "You will pretend to be Aslan, and I'Il tell you what
to say."

"No, no, no," said Puzzle. "Don't say such dreadful things. It would be wong, Shift. | nmaybe not

very clever but | know that nuch. Wat would beconme of us if the real Aslan turned up?"

"I expect he'd be very pleased," said Shift. "Probably he sent us the lion-skin on purpose, so
that we could set things to right. Anyway, he never does turn up, you know. Not nowadays."

At that nmonent there cane a great thunderclap right overhead and the ground trenbled with a snall
eart hquake. Both the animals lost their balance and were flung on their faces.

"There!" gasped Puzzle, as soon as he had breath to speak. "It's a sign, a warning. | knew we were
doi ng sonething dreadfully w cked. Take this wetched skin off nme at once.”

"No, no," said the Ape (whose mind worked very quickly). "lIt's a sign the other way. | was just
going to say that if the real Aslan, as you call him neant us to go on with this, he would send
us a thunderclap and an earth-trenor. It was just on the tip of nmy tongue, only the sign itself
came before I could get the words out. You've got to do it now, Puzzle. And please don't let us
have any nmore argui ng. You know you don't understand these things. Wat could a donkey know about
si gns?"

CHAPTER TWO

THE RASHNESS OF THE KI NG

About three weeks later the last of the Kings of Narnia sat under the great oak whi ch grew beside
the door of his little hunting | odge, where he often stayed for ten days or so in the pleasant
spring weather. It was a low, thatched building not far fromthe Eastern end of Lantern Waste and
some way above the nmeeting of the two rivers. He loved to live there sinply and at ease, away from
the state and ponp of Cair Paravel, the royal city. H's nane was King Tirian, and he was between
twenty and twenty-five years old; his shoulders were already broad and strong and his |inbs ful
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of hard nuscle, but his beard was still scanty. He had blue eyes and a fearless, honest face.

There was no one with himthat spring norning except his dearest friend, Jewel the Unicorn. They
| oved each other |ike brothers and each had saved the other's life in the wars. The lordly beast
stood close beside the King's chair, with its neck bent round polishing its blue horn against the
creany whiteness of its flank

"1 cannot set nyself to any work or sport today, Jewel," said the King. "I can think of nothing
but this wonderful news. Think you we shall hear any nore of it today?"

"They are the nost wonderful tidings ever heard in our days or our fathers' or our grandfathers
days, Sire," said Jewel, "if they are true."

"How can they choose but be true?" said the King. "It is nore than a week ago that the first birds
came flying over us saying, Aslan is here, Aslan has come to Narnia again. And after that it was
the squirrels. They had not seen him but they said it was certain he was in the woods. Then cane
the Stag. He said he had seen himwith his own eyes, a great way off, by nmoonlight, in Lantern
Waste. Then cane that dark Man with the beard, the nmerchant from Cal ornen. The Cal ornenes care
nothing for Aslan as we do; but the man spoke of it as a thing beyond doubt. And there was the
Badger |ast night; he too had seen Aslan."

"Indeed, Sire," answered Jewel, "I believe it all. If | seemnot to, it is only that my joy is too
great to let nmy belief settle itself. It is alnbst too beautiful to believe."

"Yes," said the King with a great sigh, alnost a shiver, of delight. "It is beyond all that | ever
hoped for in all nmy life."

"Listen!" said Jewel, putting his head on one side and cocking his ears forward.
"What is it?" asked the King.

"Hoofs, Sire," said Jewel. "A galloping horse. A very heavy horse. It nust be one of the Centaurs.
And | ook, there he is."

A great, golden bearded Centaur, with man's sweat on his forehead and horse's sweat on his
chestnut flanks, dashed up to the King, stopped, and bowed low. "Hail, King," it cried in a voice
as deep as a bull's.

"Ho, there!" said the King, |ooking over his shoul der towards the door of the hunting | odge. "A
bow of wine for the noble Centaur. Wl cone, Roonwit. Wen you have found your breath you shal
tell us your errand.”

A page cane out of the house carrying a great wooden bow , curiously carved, and handed it to the
Centaur. The Centaur raised the bow and said,

"I drink first to Aslan and truth, Sire, and secondly to your Myjesty."

He finished the wine (enough for six strong nen) at one draught and handed the enpty bow back to
t he page.

"Now, Roonwit," said the King. "Do you bring us nore news of Aslan?"

Roonwi t | ooked very grave, frowning a little.

"Sire," he said. "You know how |l ong | have lived and studied the stars; for we Centaurs live

| onger than you Men, and even longer than your Kkind, Unicorn. Never in all mnmy days have | seen
such terrible things witten in the skies as there have been nightly since this year began. The
stars say nothing of the comi ng of Aslan, nor of peace, nor of joy. | know by nmy art that there
have not been such di sastrous conjunctions of the planets for five hundred years. It was already
innm mndto cone and warn your Majesty that some great evil hangs over Narnia. But |ast night
the runour reached ne that Aslan is abroad in Narnia. Sire, do not believe this tale. It cannot
be. The stars never lie, but Men and Beasts do. If Aslan were really coming to Narnia the sky
woul d have foretold it. If he were really cone, all the nbst gracious stars would be assenbled in
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his honour. It is all alie."

"Aliel!" said the King fiercely. "What creature in Narnia or all the world would dare to lie on
such a nmatter?" And, without knowing it, he laid his hand on his sword hilt.

"That | know not, Lord King," said the Centaur. "But | know there are liars on earth; there are
none anong the stars."

"I wonder," said Jewel, "whether Aslan mght not cone though all the stars foretold otherw se. He
is not the slave of the stars but their Maker. Is it not said in all the old stories that He is
not a tanme lion."

"Well said, well said, Jewel,"
comes in nany tales."”

cried the King. "Those are the very words: not a tanme lion. It

Roonwit had just raised his hand and was | eaning forward to say sonething very earnestly to the
King when all three of themturned their heads to listen to a wailing sound that was quickly
drawi ng nearer. The wood was so thick to the West of themthat they could not see the newconer
yet. But they could soon hear the words.

"We, woe, woe!" called the voice. "We for my brothers and sisters! Whe for the holy trees! The
woods are laid waste. The axe is | oosed against us. W are being felled. Geat trees are falling
falling, falling."

Wth the last "falling" the speaker canme in sight. She was |ike a woman but so tall that her head
was on a level with the Centaur's yet she was like a tree too. It is hard to explain if you have
never seen a Dryad but quite unm stakabl e once you have - sonmething different in the colour, the
voice, and the hair. King Tirian and the two Beasts knew at once that she was the nynph of a beech
tree.

"Justice, Lord King!" she cried. "Conme to our aid. Protect your people. They are felling us in
Lantern \Waste.

Forty great trunks of ny brothers and sisters are already on the ground."

"What, Lady! Felling Lantern Waste? Miurdering the talking trees?" cried the King, |leaping to his
feet and drawing his sword. "How dare they? And who dares it? Now by the Mane of Aslan-"

"A-a-a-h," gasped the Dryad shuddering as if in pain - shuddering tinme after tinme as if under
repeated blows. Then all at once she fell sideways as suddenly as if both her feet had been cut
fromunder her. For a second they saw her |ying dead on the grass and then she vani shed. They knew
what had happened. Her tree, nmiles away, had been cut down.

For a nonent the King's grief and anger were so great that he could not speak. Then he said:

"Cone, friends. W nust go up river and find the villains who have done this, with all the speed
we may. | will |eave not one of themalive."

"Sire, with a good will," said Jewel.

But Roonwit said, "Sire, be wary in your just wath. There are strange doings on foot. |If there
shoul d be rebels in arns further up the valley, we three are too fewto neet them If it would
pl ease you to wait while -"

"I will not wait the tenth part of a second," said the King. "But while Jewel and | go forward, do
you gallop as hard as you may to Cair Paravel. Here is ny ring for your token. Get ne a score of
men-at-arms, all well mounted, and a score of Tal king Dogs, and ten Dwarfs (let themall be fel
archers), and a Leopard or so, and Stonefoot the Gant. Bring all these after us as quickly as may
be. "

"Wth a good will, Sire," said Roonwit. And at once he turned and gal | oped Eastward down the
val | ey.

The King strode on at a great pace, sonetines nmuttering to hinself and sonetinmes clenching his
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fists. Jewel wal ked beside him saying nothing; so there was no sound between them but the faint
jingle of a rich gold chain that hung round the Unicorn's neck and the noise of two feet and four
hoof s.

They soon reached the River and turned up it where there was a grassy road: they had the water on
their left and the forest on their right. Soon after that they came to the place where the ground
grew rougher and thick wood came down to the water's edge. The road, what there was of it, now ran
on the Sout hern bank and they had to ford the River to reach it. It was up to Tirian's armpits,
but Jewel (who had four |egs and was therefore steadier) kept on his right so as to break the
force of the current, and Tirian put his strong armround the Unicorn's strong neck and they both
got safely over. The King was still so angry that he hardly noticed the cold of the water. But of
course he dried his sword very carefully on the shoul der of his cloak, which was the only dry part
of him as soon as they cane to shore.

They were now goi ng Westward with the River on their right and Lantern Waste strai ght ahead of
them They had not gone nore than a mle when they both stopped and both spoke at the same nonent.
The King said "Wat have we here?" and Jewel said "Look!"

"It is araft," said King Tirian

And so it was. Half a dozen splendid tree-trunks, all newly cut and newmy | opped of their
branches, had been | ashed together to nake a raft, and were gliding swiftly down the river. On
the front of the raft there was a water rat with a pole to steer it

"Hey! Water-Rat! What are you about?" cried the King.

"Taking |l ogs down to sell to the Calornmenes, Sire," said the Rat, touching his ear as he m ght
have touched his cap if he had had one.

"Cal ornmenes!" thundered Tirian. "Wat do you nean? Who gave order for these trees to be felled?"

The River flows so swiftly at that time of the year that the raft had already glided past the King
and Jewel. But the Water-Rat | ooked back over its shoul der and shouted out:

"The Lion's orders, Sire. Aslan hinmself." He added sonething nore but they couldn't hear it.

The King and the Unicorn stared at one another and both | ooked nore frightened than they had ever
been in any battle.

"Aslan," said the King at last, in a very |low voice. "Aslan. Could it be true? Could he be felling
the holy trees and nurdering the Dryads?"

"Unl ess the Dryads have all done sonething dreadfully wong-" nurnured Jewel.

"But selling themto Cal ornenes!" said the King. "lIs it possible?"

"I don't know," said Jewel miserably. "He's not a tame lion."

"Well," said the King at last, "we nust go on and take the adventure that conmes to us."

"It isthe only thing left for us to do, Sire," said the Unicorn. He did not see at the nonent how
foolish it was for two of themto go on alone; nor did the King. They were too angry to think
clearly. But nuch evil cane of their rashness in the end.

Suddenly the King | eaned hard on his friend' s neck and bowed his head.

"Jewel ," he said, "what |ies before us? Horrible thoughts arise in ny heart. |If we had died before
today we shoul d have been happy."

"Yes," said Jewel. "W have lived too long. The worst thing in the world has conme upon us." They
stood like that for a minute or two and then went on

Before long they coul d hear the hack-hack-hack of axes falling on tinmber, though they could see
not hi ng yet because there was a rise of the ground in front of them Wen they had reached the top
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of it they could see right into Lantern Waste itself. And the King's face turned white when he saw
it.

Ri ght through the nmiddle of that ancient forest - that forest where the trees of gold and of
silver had once grown and where a child fromour world had once planted the Tree of Protection - a
broad | ane had al ready been opened. It was a hideous lane like a raw gash in the land, full of
muddy ruts where felled trees had been dragged down to the river. There was a great crowd of
peopl e at work, and a cracking of whips, and horses tugging and straining as they dragged at the
|l ogs. The first thing that struck the King and the Unicorn was that about half the people in the
crowd were not Tal ki ng Beasts but Men. The next thing was that these men were not the fair-haired
men of Narnia: they were dark, bearded nmen from Cal ornmen, that great and cruel country that lies
beyond Archenl and across the desert to the south. There was no reason, of course, why one shoul d
not meet a Calornene or two in Narnia - a merchant or an anmbassador - for there was peace between
Narnia and Cal ornen in those days. But Tirian could not understand why there were so many of them
nor why they were cutting down a Narnian forest. He grasped his sword tighter and rolled his cloak
round his left arm They canme quickly down anmong the mnen.

Two Cal ornmenes were driving a horse which was harnessed to a 1 og. Just as the King reached them
the I og had got stuck in a bad nuddy place.

"Get on, son of sloth! Pull, you lazy pig!" cried the Cal ornenes, cracking their whips. The horse
was already straining hinself as hard as he could; his eyes were red and he was covered with foam

"Work, lazy brute," shouted one of the Cal ornmenes: and as he spoke he struck the horse savagely
with his whip. It was then that the really dreadful thing happened.

Up till now Tirian had taken it for granted that the horses which the Cal ornenes were driving were
their own horses; dunb, witless animals |ike the horses of our own world. And though he hated to
see even a dunb horse overdriven, he was of course thinking nore about the nmurder of the Trees. It
had never crossed his mnd that anyone would dare to harness one of the free Tal ki ng Horses of
Narnia, nmuch less to use a whip on it. But as that savage blow fell the horse reared up and said,
hal f scream ng:

"Fool and tyrant! Do you not see | amdoing all | can?"

When Tirian knew that the Horse was one of his own Narnians, there came over himand over Jewe
such a rage that they did not know what they were doing. The King's sword went up, the Unicorn's
horn went down. They rushed forward together. Next nonment both the Cal ornmenes |ay dead, the one
beheaded by Tirian's sword and the other gored through the heart by Jewel's horn

CHAPTER THREE

THE APE IN I TS GLORY

"MASTER Horse, Master Horse," said Tirian as he hastily cut its traces, "how canme these aliens to
ensl ave you? |Is Narnia conquered? Has there been a battle?"

"No, Sire," panted the horse, "Aslan is here. It is all by his orders. He has conmanded -"

"'Ware danger, King," said Jewel. Tirian | ooked up and saw that Cal ornenes (m xed with a few
Tal ki ng Beasts) were beginning to run towards them fromevery direction. The two dead nen had di ed
without a cry and so it had taken a nonent before the rest of the crowd knew what had happened.

But now they did. Most of them had naked scimtars in their hands.

"Quick. On ny back," said Jewel.

The King flung hinself astride of his old friend who turned and gal | oped away. He changed
direction twice or thrice as soon as they were out of sight of their enem es, crossed a stream
and shouted without slackening his pace, "Wither away, Sire? To Cair Paravel ?"
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"Hold hard, friend," said Tirian. "Let ne off." He slid off the Unicorn's back and faced him

"Jewel ," said the King. "W have done a dreadful deed."
"W were sorely provoked," said Jewel.

"But to |l eap on them unawares - wi thout defying themwhile they were unarned - faugh! W are two
murderers, Jewel. | amdi shonoured forever."

Jewel drooped his head. He too was ashaned.

"And then," said the King, "the Horse said it was by Aslan's orders. The Rat said the sane. They
all say Aslan is here. Howif it were true?"

"But, Sire, how could Aslan be commandi ng such dreadful things?"

"He is not atane lion," said Tirian. "How should we know what he woul d do? W, who are nurderers.
Jewel, | will go back. I will give up nmy sword and put nyself in the hands of these Cal ornenes and
ask that they bring nme before Aslan. Let himdo justice on ne."

"You will go to your death, then," said Jewel.

"Do you think | care if Aslan doons ne to death?" said the King. "That woul d be nothing, nothing
at all. Wuld it not be better to be dead than to have this horrible fear that Aslan has come and
is not like the Aslan we have believed in and longed for? It is as if the sun rose one day and
were a black sun."

"I know," said Jewel. "Or as if you drank water and it were dry water. You are in the right, Sire.
This is the end of all things. Let us go and give ourselves up."

"There is no need for both of us to go."

"I'f ever we |oved one another, let me go with you now," said the Unicorn. "If you are dead and if
Aslan is not Aslan, what life is left for ne?"

They turned and wal ked back together, shedding bitter tears.

As soon as they cane to the place where the work was going on the Cal ornmenes raised a cry and cane
towards themwith their weapons in hand. But the King held out his sword with the hilt towards
t hem and sai d:

"I who was King of Narnia and am now a di shonoured kni ght give nmyself up to the justice of Aslan
Bring ne before him™"

"And | give nyself up too," said Jewel.

Then the dark nen cane round themin a thick crowd, snelling of garlic and onions, their white
eyes flashing dreadfully in their brown faces. They put a rope halter round Jewel's neck. They
took the King's sword away and tied his hands behind his back. One of the Cal ornenes, who had a
hel met instead of a turban and seermed to be in conmand, snatched the gold circlet off Tirian's

head and hastily put it away sonewhere anong his clothes. They led the two prisoners uphill to a
pl ace where there was a big clearing. And this was what the prisoners saw. At the centre of
the clearing, which was also the highest point of the hill, there was a little hut |like a stable,

with a thatched roof. Its door was shut. On the grass in front of the door there sat an Ape.
Tirian and Jewel, who had been expecting to see Aslan and had heard nothing about an Ape yet, were
very bewi | dered when they saw it. The Ape was of course Shift hinself, but he | ooked ten tines
uglier than when he lived by Cal dron Pool, for he was now dress- ed up. He was wearing a scarl et
jacket which did not fit himvery well, having been nade for a dwarf. He had Jewel | ed slippers on
his hind paws which would not stay on properly because, as you know, the hind paws of an Ape are
really like hands. He wore what seened to be a paper crown on his head. There was a great pile of
nuts beside himand he kept cracking nuts with his jaws and spitting out the shells. And he al so
kept on pulling up the scarlet jacket to scratch hinself. A great nunber of Tal king Beasts stood
facing him and nearly every face in that crowd | ooked mi serably worried and bew | dered. Wen they
saw who the prisoners were they all groaned and whi npered.
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"O Lord Shift, nouthpiece of Aslan," said the chief Calornene. "W bring you prisoners. By our
skill and courage and by the perm ssion of the great god Tash we have taken alive these two
desperate nurderers.”

"Gve me that man's sword," said the Ape. So they took the King's sword and handed it, with the

sword-belt and all, to the nmonkey. And he hung it round his own neck: and it nmade him |l ook sillier
t han ever.

"We'll see about those two later," said the Ape, spitting out a shell in the direction of the two
prisoners. "l got some other business first. They can wait. Now listen to ne, everyone. The first

thing I want to say is about nuts. Were's that Head Squirrel got to?"
"Here, Sir," said a red squirrel, comng forward and nmaking a nervous little bow

"Ch you are, are you?" said the Ape with a nasty | ook. "Now attend to ne. | want - | nean, Asl|lan
wants - some nore nuts. These you've brought aren't anything |ike enough. You nust bring sone
nmore, do you hear? Twi ce as many. And they've got to be here by sunset tonorrow, and there nustn't
be any bad ones or any snall ones anong them"

A murrmur of dismay ran through the other squirrels, and the Head Squirrel plucked up courage to
say:

"Pl ease, would Aslan hinself speak to us about it? If we mght be allowed to see him-"

"Well you won't," said the Ape. "He may be very kind (though it's a ot nore than nost of you
deserve) and cone out for a few mnutes tonight. Then you can all have a ook at him But he wll
not have you all crowding round himand pestering himw th questions. Anything you want to say to
himw |l be passed on through ne: if | think it's worth bothering himabout. In the nmeantine al
you squirrels had better go and see about the nuts. And nake sure they are here by tonorrow
evening or, ny word! you'll catch it."

The poor squirrels all scanpered away as if a dog were after them This new order was terrible
news for them The nuts they had carefully hoarded for the winter had nearly all been eaten by
now, and of the few that were left they had already given the Ape far nore than they could spare

Then a deep voice - it belonged to a great tusked and shaggy Boar - spoke from another part of the
crowd.

"But why can't we see Aslan properly and talk to hinP" it said. "Wien he used to appear in Narnia
in the old days everyone could talk to himface to face."

"Don't you believe it," said the Ape. "And even if it was true, tinmes have changed. Aslan says
he's been far too soft with you before, do you see? Wll, he isn't going to be soft any nore. He's
going to lick you into shape this tine. He'll teach you to think he's a tame lion!"

A | ow npani ng and whi nmpering was heard anmpong the Beasts; and, after that, a dead sil ence which was
nore mserable still.

"And now there's another thing you got to learn," said the Ape. "I hear sonme of you are saying |I'm
an Ape. Well, I'mnot. I"'ma Man. If | look like an Ape, that's because |'m so very ol d: hundreds
and hundreds of years old. And it's because |'mso old that 1'"'mso wise. And it's because |I'm so
wise that I"'mthe only one Aslan is ever going to speak to. He can't be bothered talking to a | ot
of stupid animals. He'll tell nme what you've got to do, and I'll tell the rest of you. And take ny
advice, and see you do it in double quick tinme, for he doesn't nean to stand any nonsense."

There was a dead silence except for the noise of a very young badger crying and its nother trying
to nmake it keep quiet.

"And now here's another thing," the Ape went on, fitting a fresh nut into its cheek, "I hear sone
of the horses are saying, Let's hurry up and get this job of carting tinber over as quickly as we
can, and then we'll be free again. Well, you can get that idea out of your heads at once. And not

only the Horses either. Everybody who can work is going to be nade to work in future. Aslan has it
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all settled with the King of Calormen - The Tisroc, as our dark faced friends the Cal ornenes call
him All you Horses and Bulls and Donkeys are to be sent down into Calormen to work for your
living - pulling and carrying the way horses and such-like do in other countries. And all you
digging aninmals |ike Mdles and Rabbits and Dwarfs are going down to work in The Tisroc's mnes.
And -"

"No, no, no," howed the Beasts. "It can't be true. Aslan would never sell us into slavery to the
Ki ng of Cal ornen.™”

"None of that! Hold your noise!" said the Ape with a snarl. "Who said anythi ng about slavery? You
won't be slaves. You'll be paid - very good wages too. That is to say, your pay will be paid into
Asl an's treasury and he will use it all for everybody's good.” Then he gl anced, and al nost w nked,
at the chief Calornene. The Cal ornene bowed and replied, in the ponpous Cal or nene way:

"Mbst sapi ent Mout hpi ece of Aslan, The Tisroc (may he-live-forever) is wholly of one mind with
your lordship in this judicious plan.”

"There! You seel" said the Ape. "It's all arranged. And all for your own good. We'l| be able, with
the nmoney you earn, to nake Narnia a country worth living in. There'll be oranges and bananas
pouring in - and roads and big cities and schools and of fi ces and whi ps and nuzzl es and saddl es
and cages and kennels and prisons - Oh, everything."

"But we don't want all those things," said an old Bear. "W want to be free. And we want to hear

Asl an speak hinself."

"Now don't you start arguing,"” said the Ape, "for it's a thing | won't stand. |'ma Man: you're
only a fat, stupid old Bear. Wat do you know about freedon? You think freedom neans doi ng what
you like. Well, you're wong. That isn't true freedom True freedom nmeans doing what | tell you."

"H-n-n-h," grunted the Bear and scratched its head; it found this sort of thing hard to
under st and.

"Pl ease, please," said the high voice of a woolly lanb, who was so young that everyone was
surprised he dared to speak at all

"What is it now?" said the Ape. "Be quick."

"Pl ease,"” said the Lanb, "I can't understand. Wat have we to do with the Cal ornenes? W belong to
Asl an. They bel ong to Tash. They have a god called Tash. They say he has four arns and the head of
a vulture. They kill Men on his altar. | don't believe there's any such person as Tash. But if

there was, how could Aslan be friends with hin"

Al'l the animals cocked their heads sideways and all their bright eyes flashed towards the Ape.
They knew it was the best question anyone had asked yet.

The Ape junped up and spat at the Lanb.

"Baby!" he hissed. "Silly little bleater! Go hone to your nother and drink mlk. Wat do you
understand of such things? But the others, listen. Tash is only another name for Aslan. Al that
old idea of us being right and the Calornmenes wong is silly. W know better now. The Cal or menes
use different words but we all mean the sanme thing. Tash and Aslan are only two different names
for you know Wio. That's why there can never be any quarrel between them Get that into your
heads, you stupid brutes. Tash is Aslan: Aslan is Tash."

You know how sad your own dog's face can | ook sonetinmes. Think of that and then think of all the
faces of those Tal king Beasts - all those honest, hunble, bew | dered Birds, Bears, Badgers,
Rabbits, Mles, and Mce - all far sadder than that. Every tail was down, every whi sker drooped.
It would have broken your heart with very pity to see their faces. There was only one who did not
| ook at all unhappy.

It was a ginger Cat - a great big Tomin the prine of I[ife - who sat bolt upright with his tai
curled round his toes, in the very front row of all the Beasts. He had been staring hard at the
Ape and the Cal ornene captain all the tinme and had never once blinked his eyes.
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"Excuse ne," said the Cat very politely, "but this interests nme. Does your friend from Cal or nen
say the same?"

"Assuredly,"” said the Calornmene. "The enlightened Ape - Man, | nmean - is in the right. Aslan neans
neither |ess nor nore than Tash.”

"Especially, Aslan nmeans no nore than Tash?" suggested the Cat.

"No nore at all," said the Calornene, |ooking the Cat straight in the face.

"ls that good enough for you, G nger?" said the Ape.

"Ch certainly," said G nger coolly. "Thank you very much. | only wanted to be quite clear. | think
I am begi nning to understand."

Up till now the King and Jewel had said nothing: they were waiting until the Ape should bid them
speak, for they thought it was no use interrupting. But now, as Tirian |ooked round on the

m serabl e faces of the Narnians, and saw how they would all believe that Aslan and Tash were one
and the sane, he could bear it no | onger.

"Ape," he cried with a great voice, "you lie damably. You lie like a Calornene. You lie |like an

Ape. "

He meant to go on and ask how the terrible god Tash who fed on the bl ood of his people could
possi bly be the sane as the good Lion by whose blood all Narnia was saved. |f he had been all owed
to speak, the rule of the Ape m ght have ended that day; the Beasts might have seen the truth and
thrown the Ape down. But before he could say another word two Cal ornenes struck himin the nmouth
with all their force, and a third, from behind, kicked his feet fromunder him And as he fell,
the Ape squealed in rage and terror.

"Take hi maway. Take hi m away. Take hi m where he cannot hear us, nor we hear him There tie himto
atree. I will - 1 nean, Aslan will - do justice on himlater."

CHAPTER FOUR

WHAT HAPPENED THAT NI GHT

THE King was so dizzy from bei ng knocked down that he hardly knew what was happening until the

Cal ornenes untied his wists and put his arns strai ght down by his sides and set himw th his back
agai nst an ash tree. Then they bound ropes round his ankles and his knees and his wai st and his
chest and left himthere. Wat worried himworst at the noment - for it is often little things
that are hardest to stand - was that his |lip was bl eeding where they had hit himand he coul dn't
wipe the little trickle of blood away although it tickled him

From where he was he could still see the little stable on the top of the hill and the Ape sitting
in front of it. He could just hear the Ape's voice still going on and, every now and then, sone
answer fromthe crowd, but he could not nake out the words.

"I wonder what they've done to Jewel," thought the King.

Presently the crowd of beasts broke up and began going away in different directions. Sone passed
close to Tirian. They | ooked at himas if they were both frightened and sorry to see himtied up
but none of them spoke. Soon they had all gone and there was silence in the wood. Then hours and
hours went past and Tirian becane first very thirsty and then very hungry; and as the afternoon
dragged on and turned into evening, he becane cold too. H s back was very sore. The sun went down
and it began to be twilight.

When it was alnost dark Tirian heard a |ight pitter-patter of feet and saw sone small creatures
comng towards him The three on the |left were Mce, and there was a Rabbit in the middle: on the
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right were two Moles. Both these were carrying little bags on their backs which gave them a
curious look in the dark so that at first he wondered what kind of beasts they were. Then, in a
monment, they were all standing up on their hind |l egs, laying their cool paws on his knees and
giving his knees snuffly animal kisses. (They could reach his knees because Narni an Tal ki ng Beasts
of that sort are bigger than the dunb beasts of the sane kind in England.)

"Lord King! dear Lord King," said their shrill voices, "we are so sorry for you. W daren't untie
you because Aslan m ght be angry with us. But we've brought you your supper.”

At once the first Muse clinbed ninbly up till he was perched on the rope that bound Tirian's
chest and was winkling his blunt nose in front of Tirian's face. Then the second Muse clinbed up
and hung on just below the first Muse. The ot her beasts stood on the ground and began handi ng

t hi ngs up.

"Drink, Sire, and then you'll find you are able to eat," said the topnost Muse, and Tirian found
that a little wooden cup was being held to his lips. It was only the size of an egg cup so that he
had hardly tasted the wine in it before it was enpty. But then the Muse passed it down and the
others re-filled it and it was passed up again and Tirian enptied it a second time. In this way
they went on till he had quite a good drink, which was all the better for conming in little doses,
for that is nore thirst-quenching than one |ong draught.

"Here is cheese, Sire," said the first Muse, "but not very nuch, for fear it would nake you too
thirsty." And after the cheese they fed himwi th oat-cakes and fresh butter, and then with sone
nore W ne.

"Now hand up the water,'
it."

said the first Muuse, "and |I'll wash the King's face. There is blood on

Then Tirian felt something like a tiny sponge dabbing his face, and it was nost refreshing.
"Little friends," said Tirian, "how can |I thank you for all this?"

"You needn't, you needn't," said the little voices. "Wat else could we do? W don't want any
other King. We're your people. If it was only the Ape and the Cal ormenes who were agai nst you we
woul d have fought till we were cut into pieces before we'd let themtie you up. W would, we would
i ndeed. But we can't go against Aslan."

"Do you think it really is Aslan?" asked the King.

"Ch yes, yes," said the Rabbit. "He cane out of the stable last night. W all saw him"
"What was he |ike?" said the King.

"Like a terrible, great Lion, to be sure," said one of the Mce.

"And you think it is really Aslan who is killing the Wod-Nynphs and naeking you all slaves to the
Ki ng of Cal ornen?"

"Ah, that's bad, isn't it?" said the second Muwuse. "It would have been better if we'd died before
all this began. But there's no doubt about it. Everyone says it is Aslan's orders. And we've seen
him W didn't think Aslan would be like that. Wy, we - we wanted himto conme back to Narnia."

"He seens to have cone back very angry this tine," said the first Muse. "W nust all have done
sonet hi ng dreadfully wong w thout knowing it. He nust be punishing us for something. But | do
think we mght be told what it was!"”

"l suppose what we're doing now may be wong," said the Rabbit.

"I don't care if it is," said one of the Mdoles. "I'd do it again."

But the others said, "Oh hush,” and "Do be careful,” and then they all said, "W're sorry, dear
Ki ng, but we nust go back now. It would never do for us to be caught here."

"Leave ne at once, dear Beasts," said Tirian. "I would not for all Narnia bring any of you into
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danger. "

"Goodni ght, goodni ght," said the Beasts, rubbing their noses against his knees. "W will cone back
- if we can." Then they all pattered away and the wood seemed darker and col der and |onelier than
it had been before they cane.

The stars cane out and tine went slowy on - inmagine how slowy - while that last King of Narnia
stood stiff and sore and upright against the tree in his bonds. But at |ast sonething happened.

Far away there appeared a red light. Then it disappeared for a nonment and cane back again, bigger
and stronger. Then he could see dark shapes going to and fro on this side of the |ight and
carrying bundl es and throwi ng them down. He knew now what he was looking at. It was a bonfire,
newy lit, and people were throwi ng bundl es of brushwood on to it. Presently it blazed up and
Tirian could see that it was on the very top of the hill. He could see quite clearly the stable
behind it, all lit up in the red glow, and a great crowd of Beasts and Men between the fire and
himself. A small figure, hunched up beside the fire, nust be the Ape. It was saying sonmething to
the crowd, but he could not hear what. Then it went and bowed three times to the ground in front
of the door of the stable. Then it got up and opened the door. And sonething on four |egs -

sonmet hing that wal ked rather stiffly - came out of the stable and stood facing the crowd.

A great wailing or howing went up, so loud that Tirian could hear sone of the words.
"Aslan! Aslan! Aslan!" cried the Beasts. "Speak to us. Confort us. Be angry with us no nore."

From where Tirian was he could not nmake out very clearly what the thing was; but he could see that
it was yellow and hairy. He had never seen the Geat Lion. He had never seen a comon lion. He
couldn't be sure that what he saw was not the real Aslan. He had not expected Aslan to | ook like
that stiff thing which stood and said nothing. But how could one be sure? For a nmoment horrible

t houghts went through his mnd: then he renenbered the nonsense about Tash and Asl an being the
sanme and knew that the whol e thing nust be a cheat.

The Ape put his head close up to the yellow thing's head as if he were listening to sonething it
was whi spering to him Then he turned and spoke to the crowd, and the crowd wail ed again. Then the
yellow thing turned clunsily round and wal ked - you m ght al nost say, waddl ed - back into the
stabl e and the Ape shut the door behind it. After that the fire nust have been put out for the

i ght vani shed quite suddenly, and Tirian was once nore alone with the cold and the darkness.

He t hought of other Kings who had |lived and died in Narnia in old tinmes and it seenmed to himthat
none of them had ever been so unlucky as hinself. He thought of his great-grandfather's great-
grandfather King Rilian who had been stolen away by a Wtch when he was only a young prince and
kept hidden for years in the dark caves beneath the Iand of the Northern G ants. But then it had
all come; right in the end, for two nysterious children had suddenly appeared fromthe | and beyond
the world's end and had rescued himso that he came hone to Narnia and had a | ong and prosperous
reign. "lIt's not like that with ne," said Tirian to hinself. Then he went further back and:

t hought about Rilian's father, Caspian the Seafarer, whose w cked uncle King Mraz had tried to
nmur der hi m and how Caspian had fled away into the woods and |ived anong the Dwarfs. But that story
too had all cone right in the end: for Caspian also had been hel ped by children - only there were
four of themthat tine - who cane from somewhere beyond the world and fought a great battle and
set himon his father's throne. "But it was all long ago," said Tirian to hinself. "That sort of
thing doesn't happen now.” And then he renmenbered (for he had al ways been good at history when he
was a boy) how those sane four children who had hel ped Caspi an had been in Narnia over a thousand

years before; and it was then that they had done the nost remarkable thing of all. For then they
had defeated the terrible Wite Wtch and ended the Hundred Years of Wnter, and after that they
had reigned (all four of themtogether) at Cair Paravel, till they were no |l onger children but

great Kings and | ovely Queens, and their reign had been the gol den age of Narnia. And Aslan had
come into that story a lot. He had cone into all the other stories too, as Tirian now renenbered
"Aslan - and children fromanother world," thought Tirian. "They have al ways cone i n when things
were at their worst. Ch, if only they could now "

And he called out "Aslan! Aslan! Aslan! Cone and help us now. "

But the darkness and the cold and the qui etness went on just the sane.
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"Let me be killed," cried the King. "I ask nothing for nyself. But cone and save all Narnia."

And still there was no change in the night or the wood, but there began to be a kind of change
inside Tirian. Wthout know ng why, he began to feel a faint hope. And he felt somehow stronger
"Ch Aslan, Aslan,"” he whispered. "If you will not conme yourself, at |east send ne the hel pers from
beyond the world. O let nme call them Let ny voice carry beyond the world." Then, hardly know ng
that he was doing it, he suddenly cried out in a great voice:

"Children! Children! Friends of Narnia! Quick. Conme to me. Across the worlds I call you; | Tirian,
King of Narnia, Lord of Cair Paravel, and Emperor of the Lone I|slands!"

And i medi ately he was plunged into a dream (if it was a drean) nore vivid than any he had had in
his life.

He seemed to be standing in a lighted roomwhere seven people sat round a table. It |ooked as if
they had just finished their nmeal. Two of those people were very old, an old man with a white
beard and an old wonman with wi se, merry, twi nkling eyes. He who sat at the right hand of the old
man was hardly full grown, certainly younger than Tirian hinself, but his face had already the

| ook of a king and a warrior. And you could al nbst say the sane of the other youth who sat at the
right hand of the old wonan. Facing Tirian across the table sat a fair-haired girl younger than
ei ther of these, and on either side of her a boy and girl who were younger still. They were al
dressed in what seenmed to Tirian the oddest kind of clothes.

But he had no tine to think about details like that, for instantly the younger boy and both the
girls started to their feet, and one of themgave a little scream The old woman started and drew
in her breath sharply. The old man nust have made sone sudden novenent too for the w ne gl ass

whi ch stood at his right hand was swept off the table: Tirian could hear the tinkling noise as it
broke on the floor.

Then Tirian realized that these people could see him they were staring at himas if they saw a
ghost. But he noticed that the king-like one who sat at the old man's right never moved (though he
turned pal e) except that he clenched his hand very tight. Then he said:

"Speak, if you're not a phantomor a dream You have a Narnian | ook about you and we are the seven
friends of Narnia."

Tirian was longing to speak, and he tried to cry out aloud that he was Tirian of Narnia, in great
need of help. But he found (as | have sonetimes found in dreans too) that his voice made no noise
at all.

The one who had al ready spoken to himrose to his feet. "Shadow or spirit or whatever you are," he
said, fixing his eyes full upon Tirian. "If you are fromNarnia, | charge you in the nane of
Asl an, speak to me. | am Peter the H gh King."

The room began to swimbefore Tirian's eyes. He heard the voices of those seven people all
speaki ng at once, and all getting fainter every second, and they were saying things |ike, "Look
It's fading." "lIt's nelting away." "It's vanishing." Next monent he was w de awake, still tied to
the tree, colder and stiffer than ever. The wood was full of the pale, dreary light that cones
before sunrise, and he was soaking wet with dew, it was nearly norning.

That waki ng was about the worst monent he had ever had in his life.

CHAPTER FI VE

HOW HELP CAME TO THE KI NG

Bur his msery did not |ast long. Al nbst at once there came a bunp, and then a second bunp, and
two children were standing before him The wood in front of himhad been quite enpty a second
bef ore and he knew t hey had not come from behind his tree, for he would have heard them They had
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in fact sinply appeared from nowhere. He saw at a glance that they were wearing the sane queer
dingy sort of clothes as the people in his dream and he saw, at a second gl ance, that they were
the youngest boy and girl out of that party of seven

"Gosh!" said the boy, "that took one's breath away! | thought -

"Hurry up and get himuntied," said the girl. "W can talk, afterwards."” Then she added, turning
to Tirian, "I'"msorry we've been so |ong. W cane the nonent we could."

Wil e she was speaki ng the Boy produced a knife fromhis pocket and was quickly cutting the King' s
bonds: too quickly, in fact, for the King was so stiff and nunb that when the last cord was cut he
fell forward on his hands and knees. He couldn't get up again till he had brought sone |ife back
into his legs by a good rubbi ng.

"I say," said the girl. "It was you, wasn't it, who appeared to us that night when we were all at
supper? Nearly a week ago."

"A week, fair maid?" said Tirian. "My dreamled nme into your world scarce ten mnutes since."
"I't's the usual mnuddl e about tines, Pole," said the Boy.

"I remenber now," said Tirian. "That too cones in all the old tales. The tinme of your strange |and
is different fromours. But if we speak of Tinme, 'tis time to be gone fromhere: for ny enenies
are close at hand. WIIl you come with me?"

"OfF course," said the girl. "It's you we've cone to help."

Tirian got to his feet and led themrapidly down hill, Southward and away fromthe stable. He knew
where he nmeant to go but his first aimwas to get to rocky places where they would | eave no trail
and his second to cross sone water so that they would | eave no scent. This took them about an
hour's scranbling and wadi ng and whil e that was goi ng on nobody had any breath to tal k. But even
so, Tirian kept on stealing glances at his conpani ons. The wonder of wal ki ng besi de the creatures
fromanother world nade himfeel a little dizzy: but it also nade all the old stories seemfar
nmore real than they had ever seened before . . . anything mght happen now.

"Now," said Tirian as they cane to the head of a little valley which ran down before them anong
young birch trees, "we are out of danger of those villains for a space and may wal k nore easily."
The sun had risen, dew drops were tw nkling on every branch, and birds were singing.

"What about sonme grub? - | nmean for you, Sir, we two have had our breakfast," said the Boy.

Tirian wondered very much what he neant by "grub", but when the Boy opened a bul gy satchel which
he was carrying and pulled out a rather greasy and squashy packet, he understood. He was
ravenously hungry, though he hadn't thought about it till that nonent. There were two hard-boil ed
egg sandwi ches, and two cheese sandw ches, and two with sone kind of paste in them If he hadn't
been so hungry he woul dn't have thought nmuch of the paste, for that is a sort of food nobody eats
in Narnia. By the tinme he had eaten all six sandw ches they had cone to the bottomof the valley
and there they found a nossy cliff with a little fountain bubbling out of it. Al three stopped
and drank and spl ashed their hot faces.

"And now," said the girl as she tossed her wet hair back fromher forehead, "aren't you going to
tell us who you are and why you were tied up and what it's all about?"

"Wth a good will, dansel,"” said Tirian. "But we nust keep on the march."” So while they went on
wal ki ng he told them who he was and all the things that had happened to him "And now," he said at
the end, "I amgoing to a certain tower, one of three that were built in my grandsire's time to
guard Lantern WAste against certain perilous outlaws who dwelled there in his day. By Aslan's good
will | was not robbed of ny keys. In that tower we shall find stores of weapons and nail and sone
vi ctual s al so, though no better than dry biscuit. There also we can lie safe while we nake our

pl ans. And now, prithee, tell me who you two are and all your story."

"I'"'m Eustace Scrubb and this is Jill Pole," said the Boy. "And we were here once before, ages and
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ages ago, nore than a year ago by our tine, and there was a chap called Prince Rilian, and they
wer e keeping this chap underground, and Puddl egl um put his foot in -"

"Ha!" cried Tirian, "are you then that Eustace and that Jill who rescued King Rilian fromhis |ong
enchant nent ?"

"Yes, that's us," said Jill. "So he's King Rilian now, is he? Ch of course he would be. | forgot-"
"Nay," said Tirian, "I amthe seventh in descent fromhim He has been dead over two hundred
years."

Jill made a face. "Ugh!" she said. "That's the horrid part about conming back to Narnia." But

Eust ace went on.

"Wl |l now you know who we are, Sire,
had got all us friends of Narnia together

he said. "And it was like this. The Professor and Aunt Polly

"l know not these names, Eustace," said Tirian

"They're the two who cane into Narnia at the very beginning, the day all the animals learned to
tal k. "

"By the Lion's Mane," cried Tirian. "Those two! The Lord Digory and the Lady Polly! Fromthe dawn
of the world! And still in your place? The wonder and the glory of it! But tell nme, tell ne."

"She isn't really our aunt, you know, " said Eustace. "She's M ss Plumrer, but we call her Aunt
Polly. Well those two got us all together partly just for fun, so that we could all have a good
jaw about Narnia (for of course there's no one else we can ever talk to about things like that)
but partly because the Professor had a feeling that we were sonmehow wanted over here. Well then
you cane in |like a ghost or goodness-knows-what and nearly frightened the lives out of us and
vani shed wi thout saying a word. After that, we knew for certain there was sonething up

The next question was how to get here. You can't go just by wanting to. So we tal ked and tal ked
and at last the Professor said the only way would be by the Magic Rings. It was by those Rings
that he and Aunt Polly got here Iong, |ong ago when they were only kids, years before we younger
ones were born. But the Rings had all been buried in the garden of a house in London (that's our
big town, Sire) and the house had been sold. So then the problemwas how to get at them You'l
never guess what we did in the end! Peter and Edmund - that's the Hi gh King Peter, the one who
spoke to you - went up to London to get into the garden fromthe back, early in the norning before
peopl e were up. They were dressed |ike worknen so that if anyone did see themit would look as if

they'd cone to do sonething about the drains. | wish I'd been with them it nust have been
glorious fun. And they nust have succeeded for next day Peter sent us a wire - that's a sort of
message, Sire, |'Il explain about it some other time - to say he'd got the Rings. And the day
after that was the day Pole and | had to go back to school - we're the only two who are still at

school and we're at the sane one. So Peter and Edmund were to neet us at a place on the way down
to school and hand over the Rings. It had to be us two who were to go to Narnia, you see, because
the ol der ones couldn't cone again. So we got into the train that's a kind of thing people trave
ininour wrld: a lot of wagons chai ned together - and the Professor and Aunt Polly and Lucy cane
with us. W wanted to keep together as long as we could. Well there we were in the train. And we
were just getting to the station where the others were to neet us, and | was | ooking out of the

wi ndow to see if |I could see them when suddenly there cane a nost frightful jerk and a noise: and
there we were in Narnia and there was your Majesty tied up to the tree.”

"So you never used the Rings?" said Tirian

"No," said Eustace. "Never even saw them Aslan did it all for us in his own way w thout any
Ri ngs."

"But the High King Peter has them" said Tirian

"Yes," said Jill. "But we don't think he can use them Wen the two other Pevensies - King Edmund
and Queen Lucy - were last here, Aslan said they would never conme to Narnia again. And he said
sonmet hing of the sane sort to the High King, only |longer ago. You may be sure he'll cone |ike a
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shot if he's allowed."
"Gosh!" said Eustace. "It's getting hot in this sun. Are we nearly there, Sire?"

"Look," said Tirian and pointed. Not nmany yards away grey battl enments rose above the tree-tops,
and after a mnute's nore wal king they cane out in an open grassy space. A streamran across it
and on the far side of the streamstood a squat, square tower with very few and narrow wi ndows and
one heavy-| ooking door in the wall that faced them

Tirian | ooked sharply this way and that to make sure that no enem es were in sight. Then he wal ked
up to the tower and stood still for a nonment fishing up his bunch of keys which he wore inside his
hunting-dress on a narrow silver chain that went round his neck. It was a nice bunch of keys that
he brought out, for two were golden and many were richly ornamented: you could see at once that
they were keys made for opening solemm and secret roons in pal aces, or chests and caskets of sweet-
snel ling wood that contained royal treasures. But the key which he now put into the |ock of the
door was big and plain and nore rudely nade. The lock was stiff and for a nonment Tirian began to
be afraid that he would not be able to turn it: but at last he did and the door swung open with a
sul I en creak.

"Wel come friends," said Tirian. "I fear this is the best palace that the King of Narnia can now
offer to his guests.”

Tirian was pleased to see that the two strangers had been well brought up. They both said not to
mention it and that they were sure it would be very nice.

As a matter of fact it was not particularly nice. It was rather dark and snelled very danp. There
was only one roomin it and this roomwent right up to the stone roof: a wooden staircase in one

corner led up to a trap door by which you could get out on the battlenments. There were a few rude
bunks to sleep in, and a great nmany | ockers and bundles. There was al so a hearth which | ooked as

if nobody had Ilit a fire in it for a great nany years.

"We'd better go out and gather some firewood first thing, hadn't we?" said Jill.

"Not yet, conrade," said Tirian. He was determ ned that they should not be caught unarned, and
began searching the |l ockers, thankfully renmenbering that he had al ways been careful to have these
garrison towers inspected once a year and to make sure that they were stocked with all things
needful . The bow strings were there in their coverings of oiled silk, the swords and spears were
greased against rust, and the arnour was kept bright in its wappings. But there was sonething
even better. "Look you!" said Tirian as he drew out a long mail shirt of a curious pattern and
flashed it before the children's eyes.

"That's funny-looking mail, Sire," said Eustace

"Aye, lad," said Tirian. "No Narnian Dwarf smithied that. 'Tis mail of Cal ornen, outl andi sh gear.
| have ever kept a few suits of it in readiness, for | never knew when | or ny friends mi ght have
reason to wal k unseen in The Tisroc's land. And | ook on this stone bottle. In this there is a
j uice which, when we have rubbed it on our hands and faces, will nmake us brown as Cal ornenes."

"Ch hurrah!" said Jill. "Disguise! | |ove disguises."

Tirian showed them how to pour out a little of the juice into the palms of their hands and then
rub it well over their faces and necks, right down to the shoul ders, and then on their hands,
right up to the elbows. He did the same hinself.

"After this has hardened on us," he said, "we may wash in water and it will not change. Not hing
but oil and ashes will rmake us white Narnians again. And now, sweet Jill, let us go see how this
mai |l shirt becomes you. 'Tis sonmething too | ong, yet not so nuch as | feared. Doubtless it

bel onged to a page in the train of one of their Tarkaans."

After the mail shirts they put on Cal ormene helnets, which are little round ones fitting tight to
the head and having a spike on top. Then Tirian took long rolls of sonme white stuff out of the

| ocker and wound them over the helnmets till they became turbans: but the little steel spike still
stuck up in the mddle. He and Eustace took curved Cal ormene swords and little round shi el ds.
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There was no sword |ight enough for Jill, but he gave her a long, straight hunting knife which
m ght do for a sword at a pinch.

"Hast any skill with the bow, nmiden?" said Tirian
"Not hing worth talking of,"” said Jill, blushing. "Scrubb's not bad."

"Don't you believe her, Sire," said Eustace. "W've both been practising archery ever since we got
back from Narnia last tine, and she's about as good as ne now. Not that either of us is nuch.”

Then Tirian gave Jill a bow and a quiver full of arrows. The next business was to light a fire,
for inside that tower it still felt nore like a cave than like anything i ndoors and set one
shivering. But they got warm gathering wood - the sun was now at its highest - and once the bl aze
was roaring up the chimey the place began to | ook cheerful. Dinner was, however, a dull neal, for
the best they could do was to pound up sone of the hard biscuit which they found in a | ocker and
pour it into boiling water, with salt, so as to make a kind of porridge. And of course there was
not hing to drink but water

"I wish we'd brought a packet of tea," said Jill
"O atin of cocoa," said Eustace.

"Afirkin or so of good wine in each of these towers would not have been amiss," said Tirian

CHAPTER SI X
A GOOD NI GHT' S WORK

ABQUT four hours later Tirian flung hinself into one of the bunks to snatch a little sleep. The
two children were already snoring: he had nade them go to bed before he did because they would
have to be up nost of the night and he knew that at their age they couldn't do w thout sleep.
Also, he had tired themout. First he had given Jill sonme practice in archery and found that,

t hough not up to Narni an standards, she was really not too bad. Indeed she had succeeded in
shooting a rabbit (not a Talking rabbit, of course: there are lots of the ordinary kind about in
Western Narnia) and it was al ready skinned, cleaned, and hangi ng up. He had found that both the
children knew all about this chilly and snmelly job; they had | earned that kind of thing on their
great journey through Gant-Land in the days of Prince Rilian. Then he had tried to teach Eustace
how to use his sword and shield. Eustace had learned quite a | ot about sword fighting on his
earlier adventures but that had been all with a straight Narnian sword. He had never handl ed a
curved Cal ormene scimtar and that nmade it hard, for many of the strokes are quite different and
sonme of the habits he had | earned with the Iong sword had now to be unlearned again. But Tirian
found that he had a good eye and was very quick on his feet. He was surprised at the strength of
both children: in fact they both seenmed to be al ready nmuch stronger and bi gger and nore grown-up
than they had been when he first net thema few hours ago. It is one of the effects which Narnian
air often has on visitors fromour world.

Al three of themagreed that the very first thing they nust do was to go back to Stable Hi Il and
try to rescue Jewel the Unicorn. After that, if they succeeded, they would try to get away
Eastward and neet the little arny which Roonwit the Centaur would be bringing from Cair Paravel.

An experienced warrior and huntsman |like Tirian can always wake up at the tine he wants. So he
gave hinself till nine o' clock that night and then put all worries out of his head and fell asleep
at once. It seened only a nonent |ater when he woke but he knew by the light and the very feel of
things that he had tinmed his sleep exactly. He got up, put on his hel net-and-turban (he had sl ept
in his mail shirt), and then shook the other two till they woke up. They | ooked, to tell the
truth, very grey and dismal as they clinbed out of their bunks and there was a good deal of

yawni ng.

"Now," said Tirian, "we go due North fromhere - by good fortune 'tis a starry night - and it wll
be much shorter than our journey this norning, for then we went round-about but now we shall go
straight. If we are challenged, then do you two hold your peace and I will do ny best to talk like
a curst, cruel, proud lord of Calornmen. If | draw ny sword then thou, Eustace, nust do |ikew se
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and let Jill leap behind us and stand with an arrow on the string. But if | cry "Hone', then fly
for the Tower both of you. And let none try to fight on - not even one stroke after | have given
the retreat: such fal se val our has spoiled many notable plans in the wars. And now, friends, in
the nane of Aslan let us go forward."

Qut they went into the cold night. Al the great Northern stars were burning above the tree-tops.
The North-Star of that world is called the Spear-Head: it is brighter than our Pole Star

For a tine they could go straight towards the Spear-Head but presently they cane to a dense
thicket so that they had to go out of their course to get round it. And after that -for they were
still overshadowed by branches - it was hard to pick up their bearings. It was Jill who set them
right again: she had been an excellent Guide in England. And of course she knew her Narnian stars
perfectly, having travelled so much in the wild Northern Lands, and could work out the direction
fromother stars even when the Spear-Head was hidden. As soon as Tirian saw that she was the best
pat hfi nder of the three of themhe put her in front. And then he was astonished to find how
silently and al nost invisibly she glided on before them

"By the Mane!" he whispered to Eustace. "This girl is a wondrous wood-nmaid. |If she had Dryad's
bl ood in her she could scarce do it better.”

"She's so small, that's what hel ps," whispered Eustace. But Jill fromin front said: "S-s-s-h
| ess noise.”

Al'l round themthe wood was very quiet. Indeed it was far too quiet. On an ordinary Narnia night
t here ought to have been noi ses - an occasional cheery "Goodnight" from a Hedgehog, the cry of an
OnM overhead, perhaps a flute in the distance to tell of Fauns dancing, or some throbbing,
hanmeri ng noi ses from Dwarfs underground. Al that was silenced: gl oomand fear reigned over
Nar ni a.

After a tine they began to go steeply uphill and the trees grew further apart. Tirian could dimy
make out the well known hill-top and the stable. Jill was now going with nmore and nore caution: she
kept on meking signs to the others with her hand to do the sane. Then she stopped dead still and

Tirian saw her gradually sink down into the grass and di sappear without a sound. A nonent |ater
she rose again, put her nouth close to Tirian's ear, and said in the | owest possible whisper, "Get
down. Thee better." She said thee for see not because she had a lisp but because she knew t he
hissing letter Sis the part of a whisper nost likely to be overheard. Tirian at once |ay down,

al rost as silently as Jill, but not quite, for he was heavier and ol der. And once they were down,
he saw how fromthat position you could see the edge of the hill sharp against the star-strewn
sky. Two bl ack shapes rose against it: one was the stable, and the other, a few feet in front of
it, was a Cal ornene sentry. He was keeping very ill watch: not wal king or even standi ng but
sitting with his spear over his shoulder and his chin on his chest. "Well done," said Tirian to
Jill. She had shown himexactly what he needed to know.

They got up and Tirian now took the lead. Very slowy, hardly daring to breathe, they nade their
way up to a little clunp of trees which was not nore than forty feet away fromthe sentinel

"Wait here till | come again,"” he whispered to the other two. "If | mscarry, fly." Then he
sauntered out boldly in full view of the eneny. The nman started when he saw hi mand was just going
to junmp to his feet: he was afraid Tirian night be one of his own officers and that he woul d get
into trouble for sitting down. But before he could get up Tirian had dropped on one knee besi de
hi m sayi ng:

"Art thou a warrior of the Tisroc's, nmay he live for ever? It cheers ny heart to neet thee anobng
all these beasts and devils of Narnians. Gve ne thy hand, friend."

Bef ore he well knew what was happening the Cal ornene sentry found his right hand seized in a
m ghty grip. Next instant soneone was kneeling on his |legs and a dagger was pressed agai nst his
neck.

"One noise and thou art dead,"” said Tirian in his ear. "Tell ne where the Unicorn is and thou
shalt live."
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"B - behind the stable, O My Master," stammered the unfortunate nman
"Good. Rise up and lead ne to him"

As the man got up the point of the dagger never left his neck. It only travelled round (cold and
rather ticklish) as Tirian got behind himand settled it at a conveni ent place under his ear.
Trenbling he went round to the back of the stable.

Though it was dark Tirian could see the white shape of Jewel at once.

"Hush!" he said. "No, do not neigh. Yes, Jewel, it is |I. How have they tied thee?"

"Hobbl ed by all four legs and tied with a bridle to aring in the stable wall," cane Jewel's
Voi ce.
"Stand here, sentry, with your back to the wall. So. Now, Jewel: set the point of your horn

agai nst this Calornene's breast."
"Wth a good will, Sire," said Jewel.

"I'f he noves, rive himto the heart." Then in a few seconds Tirian cut the ropes. Wth the renains
of them he bound the sentry hand and foot. Finally he nade hi mopen his nmouth, stuffed it full of
grass and tied himup fromscalp to chin so that he could make no noise, lowered the nan into a
sitting position and set him against the wall.

"l have done thee sone discourtesy, soldier," said Tirian. "But such was ny need. |If we nmeet again
I may happen to do thee a better turn. Now, Jewel, let us go softly."

He put his left armround the beast's neck and bent and kissed its nose and both had great joy.
They went back as quietly as possible to the place where he had left the children. It was darker
in there under the trees and he nearly ran into Eustace before he saw him

"All's well,"” whispered Tirian. "A good night's work. Now for hone."

They turned and had gone a few paces when Eustace said, "Were are you, Pole?" There was no
answer. "Is Jill on the other side of you, Sire?" he asked.

"What ?" said Tirian. "lIs she not on the other side of your"

It was a terrible nmoment. They dared not shout but they whispered her nane in the | oudest whisper
they coul d manage. There was no reply.

"Did she go fromyou while I was away?" asked Tirian

"I didn't see or hear her go," said Eustace. "But she could have gone wi thout ny knowi ng. She can
be as quiet as a cat; you've seen for yourself."

At that nonent a far off drum beat was heard. Jewel noved his ears forward. "Dwarfs," he said.
"And treacherous Dwarfs, enemies, as likely as not," nuttered Tirian

"And here cones sonething on hoofs, nmuch nearer," said Jewel.

The two humans and the Unicorn stood dead still. There were now so nany different things to worry
about that they didn't know what to do. The noise of hoofs cane steadily nearer. And then, quite
close to them a voice whispered:

"Hall o! Are you all there?"
Thank heaven, it was Jill's.

"Where the devil have you been to?" said Eustace in a furious whisper, for he had been very
frightened.

"In the stable," gasped Jill, but it was the sort of gasp you give when you're struggling with
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suppressed | aught er
"Ch," growl ed Eustace, "you think it funny, do you? Well all | can say is -
"Have you got Jewel, Sire?" asked Jill.
"Yes. Here he is. What is that beast with you?"

"That's him" said Jill. "But let's be off hone before anyone wakes up
little explosions of |aughter

And agai n there cane

The others obeyed at once for they had already lingered | ong enough in that dangerous place and
the Dwarf druns seenmed to have cone a little nearer. It was only after they had been wal ki ng
Sout hward for several minutes that Eustace said:

"CGot hin? What do you nean?"
"The false Aslan," said Jill.
"What ?" said Tirian. "Were have you been? What have you done?"

"Well, Sire," said Jill. "As soon as | saw that you'd got the sentry out of the way | thought
hadn't | better have a | ook inside the stable and see what really is there? So |l crawed along. It
was as easy as anything to draw the bolt.

O course it was pitch black inside and snelled |ike any other stable. Then | struck a light and -
woul d you believe it? - there was nothing at all there but this old donkey with a bundle of I|ion-
skin tied on to his back. So | drew ny knife and told himhe'd have to cone along with ne. As a
matter of fact | needn't have threatened himwith the knife at all. He was very fed up with the
stable and quite ready to come - weren't you, Puzzle dear?"

"Great Scott!" said Eustace. "Well 1'm- jiggered. | was jolly angry with you a nonent ago, and |
still think it was nean of you to sneak off without the rest of us: but | nust admt - well, |
mean to say - well it was a perfectly gorgeous thing to do. If she was a boy she'd have to be

kni ghted, wouldn't she, Sire?"

"If she was a boy," said Tirian, "she'd be whipped for disobeying orders.” And in the dark no one
coul d see whether he said this with a frown or a smle. Next nminute there was a sound of rasping
nmet al .

"What are you doing, Sire?" asked Jewel sharply.

"Drawi ng ny sword to snmite off the head of the accursed Ass," said Tirian in a terrible voice.

"Stand clear, girl."

"Ch don't, please don't," said Jill. "Really, you mustn't. It wasn't his fault. It was all the
Ape. He didn't know any better. And he's very sorry. And he's a nice Donkey. His nane's Puzzle.
And |'ve got mnmy arns round his neck."

"Jill," said Tirian, "you are the bravest and nost woodw se of all ny subjects, but also the npst
mal apert and di sobedient. Well: let the Ass |ive. What have you to say for yourself, Ass?"

"Me, Sire?" cane the Donkey's voice. "lI'msure |'mvery sorry if |I've done wong. The Ape said
Aslan wanted me to dress up like that. And | thought he'd know |'mnot clever like him | only
did what | was told. It wasn't any fun for me living in that stable. | don't even know what's been
goi ng on outside. He never let nme out except for a minute or two at night. Sonme days they forgot
to give ne any water too."

"Sire," said Jewel. "Those Dwarfs are com ng nearer and nearer. Do we want to nmeet then"

Tirian thought for a nonent and then suddenly gave a great |augh out |oud. Then he spoke, not this
time in a whisper. "By the Lion," he said, "I amgrowing slowwitted! Meet then? Certainly we wll
meet them We will neet anyone now. W have this Ass to show them Let them see the thing they

have feared and bowed to. W can show themthe truth of the Ape's vile plot. His secret's out. The
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tide's turned. Tonorrow we shall hang that Ape on the highest tree in Narnia. No nore whispering
and skul ki ng and di sgui ses. \Where are these honest Dwarfs? W have good news for them"

Wien you have been whispering for hours the nere sound of anyone tal king out |oud has a
wonderfully stirring effect. The whole party began tal ki ng and | aughi ng: even Puzzle lifted up his
head and gave a grand Haw hee- haw hee-hee; a thing the Ape hadn't allowed himto do for days. Then
they set off in the direction of the drunming. It grew steadily |ouder and soon they could see
torchlight as well. They cane out on one of those rough roads (we should hardly call themroads at
all in England) which ran through Lantern Waste. And there, marching sturdily al ong, were about
thirty Dwarfs, all with their little spades and mattocks over their shoul ders. Two arned

Cal ormenes |l ed the colum and two nore brought up the rear

"Stay!" thundered Tirian as he stepped out on the road. "Stay, soldiers. Wither do you |l ead these
Nar ni an Dwarfs and by whose orders?"

CHAPTER SEVEN

MAI NLY ABOUT DWARFS

THE two Cal ornene soldiers at the head of the colum, seeing what they took for a Tarkaan or great
lord with two arned pages, cane to a halt and raised their spears in salute.

"OM Master," said one of them "we |ead these manikins to Calornen to work in the mnes of The
Ti sroc, may-he-live-forever. "

"By the great god Tash, they are very obedient," said Tirian. Then suddenly he turned to the
Dwarfs thensel ves. About one in six of themcarried a torch and by that flickering light he could
see their bearded faces all looking at himwith grimand dogged expressions. "Has The Tisroc
fought a great battle, Dwarfs, and conquered your |and?" he asked, "that thus you go patiently to
die in the salt-pits of Pugrahan?"

The two soldiers glared at himin surprise but the Dwarfs all answered, "Aslan's orders, Aslan's
orders. He's sold us. Wiat can we do agai nst hi nP"

"Tisroc indeed!" added one and spat. "lI'd like to see himtry it!"
"Silence, dogs!" said the chief soldier

"Look!" said Tirian, pulling Puzzle forward into the light. "It has all been a lie. Aslan has not
come to Narnia at all. You have been cheated by the Ape. This is the thing he brought out of the
stable to show you. Look at it."

VWhat the Dwarfs saw, now that they could see it close, was certainly enough to nmake them wonder
how t hey had ever been taken in. The lion-skin had got pretty untidy already during Puzzle's

i mprisonnment in the stable and it had been knocked crooked during his journey through the dark
wood. Most of it was in a big lunp on one shoul der. The head, besides being pushed sideways, had
sonehow got very far back so that anyone could now see his silly, gentle, donkeyish face gazing
out of it. Some grass stuck out of one corner of his nouth, for he'd been doing a little quiet

ni bbling as they brought himalong. And he was nuttering, "It wasn't ny fault, I'mnot clever. |
never said | was."

For one second all the Dwarfs were staring at Puzzle with wi de open mouths and then one of the
soldiers said sharply, "Are you mad, My Master? What are you doing to the slaves?" and the other
said, "And who are you?" Neither of their spears was at the salute now - both were down and ready
for action.

"Ave the password," said the chief soldier

"This is ny password,"” said the King as he drew his sword. "The light is dawning, the |lie broken
Now guard thee, miscreant, for | amTirian of Narnia."
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He flew upon the chief soldier like Iightning. Eustace, who had drawn his sword when he saw the
King draw his, rushed at the other one: his face was deadly pale, but | wouldn't blanme himfor
that. And he had the luck that beginners sometinmes do have. He forgot all that Tirian had tried to
teach himthat afternoon, slashed wildly (indeed |I'mnot sure his eyes weren't shut) and suddenly
found, to his own great surprise, that the Calornmene lay dead at his feet. And though that was a
great relief, it was, at the nonent, rather frightening. The King's fight lasted a second or two

| onger: then he too had killed his nman and shouted to Eustace, "'Ware the other two."

But the Dwarfs had settled the two remnaining Cal ornmenes. There was no eneny |eft.

"Wel | struck, Eustace!" cried Tirian, clapping himon the back. "Now, Dwarfs, you are free.
Tonmorrow | will lead you to free all Narnia. Three cheers for Aslan!"

But the result which followed was sinply wetched. There was a feeble attenpt froma few Dnarfs
(about five) which died away all at once: from several others there were sulky growls. Many said
nothing at all.

"Don't they understand?" said Jill inpatiently. "What's wong with all you Dwarfs? Don't you hear
what the King says? It's all over. The Ape isn't going to rule Narnia any |onger. Everyone can go
back to ordinary life. You can have fun again. Aren't you gl ad?"

After a pause of nearly a mnute a not-very-nice-looking Dwarf with hair and beard as bl ack as
soot said: "And who might you be, M ssie?"

"I'mJill," she said. "The sane Jill who rescued King Rilian fromthe enchantnment and this is
Eustace who did it too - and we' ve conme back from another world after hundreds of years. Aslan
sent us."

The Dwarfs all | ooked at one another with grins; sneering grins, not nerry ones.
"Well," said the Black Dwarf (whose nane was Giffle), "I don't know how all you chaps feel, but |
feel I've heard as nuch about Aslan as | want to for the rest of ny life."

"That's right, that's right," gromed the other Dwarfs. "It's all a plant, all a blooning plant."

"What do you nmean?" said Tirian. He had not been pale when he was fighting but he was pale now. He
had thought this was going to be a beautiful nonent, but it was turning out nore |like a bad dream

"You nust think we're blooning soft in the head, that you nust," said Giffle. "W' ve been taken
in once and now you expect us to be taken in again the next mnute. W' ve no nore use for stories
about Aslan, see! Look at him An old noke with |long ears!”

"By heaven, you nake me nad," said Tirian. "Wich of us said that was Aslan? That is the Ape's
imtation of the real Aslan. Can't you understand?"

"And you've got a better imtation, | suppose!" said Giffle. "No thanks. We've been fool ed once
and we're not going to be fooled again."

"I have not," said Tirian angrily, "I serve the real Aslan.”
"Where's he? Who's he? Show himto us!" said several Dwarfs.

"Do you think | keep himin nmy wallet, fools?" said Tirian. "Wo am | that | could nmake Asl an
appear at ny bidding? He's not a tame lion."

The nonent those words were out of his nouth he realized that he had nmade a fal se nove. The Dwarfs
at once began repeating "not a tanme lion, not a tame lion," in a jeering sing-song. "That's what
the other lot kept on telling us," said one.

"Do you nean you don't believe in the real Aslan?" said Jill. "But I've seen him And he has sent
us two here out of a different world."

"Ah," said Giffle with a broad smle. "So you say. They've taught you your stuff all right.
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Sayi ng your |essons, ain't you?"

"Churl," cried Tirian, "will you give a lady the lie to her very face?"
"You keep a civil tongue in your head, Mster," replied the Dwarf. "I don't think we want any nore
Kings - if you are Tirian, which you don't look |ike him- no nore than we want any Aslans. W're

going to look after ourselves fromnow on and touch our caps to nobody. See?"

"That's right," said the other Dwarfs. "W're on our own now. No nore Aslan, no nore Kings, no
nmore silly stories about other worlds. The Dwarfs are for the Dwarfs.” And they began to fall into
their places and to get ready for narching back to wherever they had cone from

"Little beasts!" said Eustace. "Aren't you even going to say thank you for being saved fromthe
sal t - m nes?"

"Ch, we know all about that," said Giffle over his shoulder. "You wanted to make use of us,
that's why you rescued us. You're playing some gane of your own. Cone on you chaps."”

And the Dwarfs struck up the queer little nmarching song which goes with the drum beat, and off
they tranped into the darkness.

Tirian and his friends stared after them Then he said the single word "Cone," and they continued
their journey.

They were a silent party. Puzzle felt hinself to be still in disgrace, and also he didn't really
qui te understand what had happened. Jill, besides being disgusted with the Dwarfs, was very

i mpressed with Eustace's victory over the Calornmene and felt al nbst shy. As for Eustace, his heart
was still beating rather quickly. Tirian and Jewel wal ked sadly together in the rear. The King had
his armon the Unicorn's shoul der and sonetines the Unicorn nuzzled the King's cheek with his soft
nose. They did not try to confort one another with words. It wasn't very easy to think of anything
to say that would be conforting. Tirian had never dreaned that one of the results of an Ape's
setting up as a false Aslan would be to stop people frombelieving in the real one. He had felt
quite sure that the Dwarfs would rally to his side the nonent he showed them how t hey had been
decei ved. And then next night he would have led themto Stable H Il and shown Puzzle to all the
creatures and everyone woul d have turned agai nst the Ape and, perhaps after a scuffle with the

Cal or nenes, the whole thing would have been over. But now, it seened, he could count on nothing.
How nmany ot her Narnians nmight turn the same way as the Dwarfs?

"Somebody's conming after us, | think," said Puzzle suddenly.
They stopped and |istened. Sure enough, there was a thunmp-thunp of snmall feet behind them
"Who goes therel" shouted the King.

"Only me, Sire," canme a voice. "Me, Poggin the Dwarf. 1've only just managed to get away fromthe
others. I'mon your side, Sire: and on Aslan's. If you can put a Dwarfish sword in ny fist, 1'd
gladly strike a blow on the right side before all's done."

Everyone crowded round hi m and wel coned hi mand prai sed himand sl apped hi mon the back. O course
one single Dwarf could not make a very great difference, but it was sonehow very cheering to have
even one. The whole party brightened up. But Jill and Eustace didn't stay bright for very I|ong,
for they were now yawni ng their heads off and too tired to think about anything but bed.

It was at the coldest hour of the night, just before dawn, that they got back to the Tower. If
there had been a neal ready for themthey would have been gl ad enough to eat, but the bother and
del ay of getting one was not to be thought of. They drank froma stream splashed their faces with
water, and tunbled into their bunks, except for Puzzle and Jewel who said they' d be nore
confortabl e outside. This perhaps was just as well, for a Unicorn and a fat, full-grown Donkey

i ndoors al ways make a room feel rather crowded.

Nar ni an Dwarfs, though less than four feet high, are for their size about the toughest and
strongest creatures there are, so that Poggin, in spite of a heavy day and a |late night, woke
fully refreshed before any of the others. He at once took Jill's bow, went out and shot a couple
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of wood pigeons. Then he sat plucking themon the doorstep and chatting to Jewel and Puzzle.
Puzzl e | ooked and felt a good deal better this norning. Jewel, being a Unicorn and therefore one
of the noblest and delicatest of beasts, had been very kind to him talking to himabout things of
the sort they could both understand |ike grass and sugar and the care of one's hoofs. Wen Jil
and Eustace cane out of the Tower yawning and rubbing their eyes at alnobst half past ten, the
Dwar f showed t hem where they could gather plenty of a Narnian weed called WId Fresney, which

| ooks rather |ike our wood-sorrel but tastes a good deal nicer when cooked. (It needs a little
butter and pepper to nake it perfect, but they hadn't got these.) So that what with one thing and
anot her, they had the makings of a capital stew for their breakfast or dinner, whichever you
choose to call it. Tirian went a little further off into the wood with an axe and brought back
sonme branches for fuel. Wile the neal was cooking - which seened a very long tine, especially as
it smelled nicer and nicer the nearer it cane to being done - the King found a conpl ete Dwarfish
outfit for Poggin: mail shirt, helnet, shield, sword, belt, and dagger. Then he inspected
Eustace's sword and found that Eustace had put it back in the sheath all nmessy fromkilling the
Cal ornene. He was scolded for that and nade to clean and polish it.

All this while Jill went to and fro, sonetinmes stirring the pot and sonetinmes | ooki ng out
enviously at the Donkey and the Unicorn who were contentedly grazing. How many tines that norning
she wi shed she coul d eat grass!

But when the neal came everyone felt it had been worth waiting for, and there were second hel pi ngs
all round. VWen everyone had eaten as nuch as he could, the three humans and the Dwarf cane and
sat on the doorstep, the four-footed ones |ay down facing them the Dwarf (with perm ssion both
fromJill and fromTirian) lit his pipe, and the King said:

"Now, friend Poggin, you have nore news of the eneny, belike, than we. Tell us all you know And
first, what tale do they tell of mnmy escape?"

"As cunning a tale, Sire, as ever was devised," said Poggin. "It was the Cat, G nger, who told it,
and nost likely made it up too. This G nger, Sire - oh, he's a slyboots if ever a cat was - said
he was wal ki ng past the tree to which those villains bound your Majesty. And he said (saving your
reverence) that you were howling and swearing and cursing Aslan: “language | wouldn't like to
repeat' were the words he used, |ooking ever so primand proper you know the way a Cat can when it
pl eases. And then, says G nger, Aslan hinself suddenly appeared in a flash of |ightning and
swal | owed your Majesty up at one nouthful. Al the Beasts trenbled at this story and some fainted
right away. And of course the Ape followed it up. There, he says, see what Aslan does to those who

don't respect him Let that be a warning to you all. And the poor creatures wailed and whi ned and
said, it will, it will. So that in the upshot your Mjesty's escape has not set themthinking
whet her you still have loyal friends to aid you, but only nade them nore afraid and nore obedi ent
to the Ape."

"What devilish policy!" said Tirian. "This G nger, then, is close in the Ape's counsels.”

"I't's nmore a question by now, Sire, if the Ape is in his counsels,"” replied the Dwarf. "The Ape
has taken to drinking, you see. My belief is that the plot is now nostly carried on by G nger or

Ri shda - that's the Cal ornene captain. And | think some words that G nger has scattered anpbng the
Dwarfs are chiefly to blame for the scurvy return they made you. And I'Il tell you why. One of

t hose dreadful mdnight neetings had just broken up the night before last and I'd gone a bit of
the way honme when | found I'd left ny pipe behind. It was a real good 'un, an old favourite, so
went back to look for it. But before | got to the place where |I'd been sitting (it was black as
pitch there) | heard a cat's voice say Mew and a Cal ornmene voice say here . . . speak softly,' so
| just stood as still as if | was frozen. And these two were G nger and Ri shda Tarkaan as they
call him “Noble Tarkaan,' said the Cat in that silky voice of his, | just wanted to know exactly
what we both neant today about Aslan nmeaning no nore than Tash.' “Doubtless, npbst sagaci ous of
cats,' says the other, “you have perceived ny nmeaning.' "~You nean,' says G nger, “that there's no
such person as either." "All who are enlightened know that,' said the Tarkaan. "~ Then we can
under st and one another,' purrs the Cat. Do you, like me, growa little weary of the Ape?' A
stupid, greedy brute,' says the other, “but we must use himfor the present. Thou and | nust
provide for all things in secret and make the Ape do our will.' “And it would be better, wouldn't
it," said Gnger, "to let sone of the nore enlightened Narnians into our counsels: one by one as
we find themapt. For the Beasts who really believe in Aslan may turn at any nonent: and will, if
the Ape's folly betrays his secret. But those who care neither for Tash nor Aslan but have only an
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eye to their own profit and such reward as The Tisroc nay give themwhen Narnia is a Cal ornene
province, will be firm' "Excellent Cat,' said the Captain. “But choose which ones carefully."'

Wil e the Dwarf had been speaking the day seened to have changed. It had been sunny when they sat
down. Now Puzzle shivered. Jewel shifted his head uneasily. Jill |ooked up

"I't's clouding over," she said.

"And it's so cold," said Puzzle.

"Col d enough, by the Lion!" said Tirian, blowi ng on his hands. "And faugh! What foul smell is
t hi s?"

"Phew! " gasped Eustace. "It's |like sonething dead. |Is there a dead bird sonewhere about? And why
didn't we notice it before?"

Wth a great upheaval Jewel scranbled to his feet and pointed with his horn
"Look!" he cried. "Look at it! Look, |ook!"

Then all six of themsaw, and over all their faces there cane an expression of utternost disnay.

CHAPTER EI GHT

WHAT NEWS THE EAGLE BROUGHT

IN the shadow of the trees on the far side of the clearing sonething was noving. It was gliding
very slowy Northward. At a first glance you nmight have nistaken it for snoke, for it was grey and
you coul d see things through it. But the deathly snell was not the snmell of snmoke. Also, this
thing kept its shape instead of billowi ng and curling as snoke would have done. It was roughly the
shape of a man but it had the head of a bird; sone bird of prey with a cruel, curved beak. It had
four arms which it held high above its head, stretching themout Northward as if it wanted to
snatch all Narnia in its grip; and its fingers - all twenty of them- were curved like its beak
and had | ong, pointed, bird-like claws instead of nails. It floated on the grass instead of
wal ki ng, and the grass seemed to w ther beneath it.

After one look at it Puzzle gave a screaning bray and darted into the Tower. And Jill (who was no
coward, as you know) hid her face in her hands to shut out the sight of it. The others watched it
for perhaps a mnute, until it streaned away into the thicker trees on their right and

di sappeared. Then the sun came out again, and the birds once nore began to sing.

Everyone started breathing properly again and noved. They had all been still as statues while it
was in sight.

"What was it?" said Eustace in a whisper

"l have seen it once before," said Tirian. "But that tine it was carved in stone and overlaid with
gold and had solid dianonds for eyes. It was when | was no ol der than thou, and had gone as a
guest to The Tisroc's court in Tashbaan

He took ne into the great tenple of Tash. There | saw it, carved above the altar."
"Then that - that thing - was Tash?" said Eustace.

But instead of answering himTirian slipped his armbehind Jill's shoul ders and said, "Howis it
with you, Lady?"

"A-all right," said Jill, taking her hands away from her pale face and trying to snmile. "I'm al
right. It only made nme feel a little sick for a nmonment."

"It seens, then," said the Unicorn, "that there is a real Tash, after all."
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"Yes," said the
bar gai ned for!

"Where has it -

"North into the

and it has cone.

Dnvarf. "And this fool of an Ape, who didn't believe in Tash, will get nore than he

He called for Tash: Tash has cone."

he - the Thing - gone to?" said Jill.

heart of Narnia," said Tirian. "It has cone to dwell anobng us. They have called it

"Ho, ho, ho!" chuckled the Dwarf, rubbing his hairy hands together. "It will be a surprise for the
Ape. People shouldn't call for denons unless they really nmean what they say."

"Who knows if Tash will be visible to the Ape?" said Jewel.

"Where has Puzzle got to?" said Eustace.

They all shouted out Puzzle's nanme and Jill went round to the other side of the Tower to see if he

had gone there.

They were quite
t he doorway and

tired of looking for himwhen at last his large grey head peered cautiously out of
he said, "Has it gone away?" And when at |ast they got himto conme out, he was

shivering the way a dog shivers before a thunderstorm

"I see now,'

said Puzzle, "that | really have been a very bad donkey. | ought never to have

listened to Shift. | never thought things like this would begin to happen."

"If you'd spent
could -"

Il ess tinme saying you weren't clever and nore tine trying to be as clever as you

began Eustace but Jill interrupted him

"Ch | eave poor old Puzzle alone," she said. "It was all a mstake; wasn't it, Puzzle dear?" And
she ki ssed himon the nose.

Though rat her shaken by what they had seen, the whole party now sat down again and went on with

their talk.

Jewel had little to tell them Wile he was a prisoner he had spent nearly all his tine tied up at

t he back of the
(he'd done sone
believed it was
was going to be
happened to the

stabl e, and had of course heard none of the enenies' plans. He had been kicked

ki cki ng back too) and beaten and threatened with death unless he would say that he
Asl an who was brought out and shown to themby firelight every night. In fact he
executed this very norning if he had not been rescued. He didn't know what had
Lanb.

The question they had to deci de was whether they would go to Stable Hi Il again that night, show
Puzzle to the Narnians and try to nake them see how they had been tricked, or whether they should
steal away Eastward to neet the help which Roonwit the Centaur was bringing up fromCair Parave
and return against the Ape and his Calornenes in force. Tirian would very nuch |ike to have
followed the first plan: he hated the idea of |eaving the Ape to bully his people one nonent

| onger than need be. On the other hand, the way the Dwarfs had behaved | ast night was a warning.
Apparently one coul dn't be sure how people woul d take it even if he showed them Puzzle. And there
were the Cal ornene soldiers to be reckoned with. Poggin thought there were about thirty of them
Tirian felt sure that if the Narnians all rallied to his side, he and Jewel and the children and
Poggin (Puzzle didn't count for much) would have a good chance of beating them But howif half

t he Narni ans -

including all the Dwarfs - just sat and | ooked on? or even fought against hin? The

risk was too great. And there was, too, the cloudy shape of Tash. Wat night it do?

And then, as Poggin pointed out, there was no harmin |l eaving the Ape to deal with his own
difficulties for a day or two. He would have no Puzzle to bring out and show now. It wasn't easy
to see what story he - or G nger could nake up to explain that. If the Beasts asked night after
night to see Aslan, and no Aslan was brought out, surely even the sinplest of themwould get

suspi ci ous.
In the end they

As soon as they

all agreed that the best thing was to go off and try to neet Roonwit.

had decided this, it was wonderful how nmuch nore cheerful everyone becane. | don't
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honestly think that this was because any of themwas afraid of a fight (except perhaps Jill and
Eustace). But | daresay that each of them deep down inside, was very glad not to go any nearer -
or not yet - to that horrible bird-headed thing which, visible or invisible, was now probably
haunting Stable HIl. Anyway, one always feels better when one has nmade up one's m nd

Tirian said they had better renmove their disguises, as they didn't want to be m staken for

Cal ornenes and perhaps attacked by any | oyal Narnians they mght neet. The Dwarf made up a horrid-
| ooki ng ness of ashes fromthe hearth and grease out of the jar of grease which was kept for
rubbi ng on swords and spear-heads. Then they took off their Cal ornene armour and went down to the
stream The nasty mxture made a lather just |ike soft soap: it was a pleasant, honely sight to
see Tirian and the two children kneeling beside the water and scrubbing the backs of their necks
or puffing and blowi ng as they splashed the |ather off. Then they went back to the Tower with red,

shiny faces, |ike people who have been given an extra good wash before a party. They re-arned
thensel ves in true Narnian style, with straight swords and three-cornered shields. "Body of ne,"
said Tirian. "That is better. | feel a true man again."

Puzzl e begged very hard to have the lion-skin taken off him He said it was too hot and the way it
was rucked up on his back was unconfortable: also, it made himlook so silly. But they told him he
woul d have to wear it a bit longer, for they still wanted to show himin that get-up to the other
Beasts, even though they were now going to nmeet Roonwit first.

What was |l eft of the pigeon-neat and rabbit-meat was not worth bringing away but they took some
bi scuits. Then Tirian | ocked the door of the Tower and that was the end of their stay there.

It was a little after two in the afternoon when they set out, and it was the first really warm day
of that spring. The young | eaves seenmed to be nuch further out than yesterday: the snow drops were
over, but they saw several prinroses. The sunlight slanted through the trees, birds sang, and

al ways (though usually out of sight) there was the noise of running water. It was hard to think of
horrible things |like Tash. The children felt, "This is really Narnia at last.” Even Tirian's heart
grew | ighter as he wal ked ahead of them hunming an old Narnian nmarchi ng song which had the
refrain:

Ho, runble, runble, runble, Runble drum bel aboured.

After the King cane Eustace and Poggin the Dwarf. Poggin was telling Eustace the nanes of all the
Narni an trees, birds, and plants which he didn't know al ready. Sonetines Eustace would tell him
about English ones.

After them canme Puzzle, and after himJill and Jewel wal king very close together. Jill had, as you
m ght say, quite fallen in love with the Unicorn. She thought- and she wasn't far wong - that he
was the shiningest, delicatest, nost graceful animl she had ever net: and he was so gentle and
soft of speech that, if you hadn't known, you would hardly have believed how fierce and terrible
he could be in battle.

"Ch, this is nice!" said Jill. "Just walking along like this. | wish there could be nore of this
sort of adventure. It's a pity there's always so nuch happening in Narnia."

But the Unicorn explained to her that she was quite m staken. He said that the Sons and Daughters
of Adam and Eve were brought out of their own strange world into Narnia only at tinmes when Narnia
was stirred and upset, but she mustn't think it was always like that. In between their visits
there were hundreds and thousands of years when peaceful King foll owed peaceful King till you
could hardly renenmber their nanes or count their nunbers, and there was really hardly anything to
put into the Hi story Books. And he went on to talk of old Queens and heroes whom she had never
heard of. He spoke of Swanwhite the Queen who had |ived before the days of the Wiite Wtch and the
G eat Wnter, who was so beautiful that when she | ooked into any forest pool the reflection of her
face shone out of the water like a star by night for a year and a day afterwards. He spoke of
Moonwood the Hare who had such ears that he could sit by Caldron Pool under the thunder of the
great waterfall and hear what nmen spoke in whispers at Cair Paravel. He told how King Gale, who
was ninth in descent fromFrank the first of all Kings, had sailed far away into the Eastern seas
and delivered the Lone Islanders froma dragon and how, in return, they had given himthe Lone
Islands to be part of the royal |lands of Narnia for ever. He tal ked of whole centuries in which
all Narnia was so happy that notable dances and feasts, or at nobst tournanents, were the only
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things that could be renenbered, and every day and week had been better than the last. And as he
went on, the picture of all those happy years, all the thousands of them piled up in Jill's mnd
till it was rather like |ooking down froma high hill on to a rich, lovely plain full of woods and
wat ers and cornfields, which spread away and away till it got thin and m sty fromdi stance. And
she sai d:

"Ch, | do hope we can soon settle the Ape and get back to those good, ordinary tines. And then |
hope they' Il go on for ever and ever and ever. Qur world is going to have an end sonme day. Perhaps
this one won't. Ch Jewel wouldn't it be lovely if Narnia just went on and on - |ike what you said
it has been?"

"Nay, sister,"” answered Jewel, "all worlds draw to an end, except Aslan's own country."

"Well, at least,"” said Jill, "I hope the end of this one is millions of mllions of millions of
years away - hallo! what are we stopping for?"

The King and Eustace and the Dwarf were all staring up at the sky. Jill shuddered, renenbering
what horrors they had seen already. But it was nothing of that sort this tine. It was small, and
| ooked bl ack agai nst the bl ue.

"I dare swear," said the Unicorn, "fromits flight, that it is a Talking bird."
"So think I," said the King. "But is it a friend, or a spy of the Ape's?"
"To ne, Sire," said the Dwarf, "it has a | ook of Far-sight the Eagle."

"Qught we to hide under the trees?" said Eustace.

"Nay," said Tirian, "best stand still as rocks. He would see us for certain if we noved."

"Look! He wheels, he has seen us already," said Jewel. "He is comng down in wide circles."
"Arrow on string, Lady," said Tirian to Jill. "But by no neans shoot till | bid you. He nmay be a
friend."

If one had known what was going to happen next it would have been a treat to watch the grace and
ease with which the huge bird glided down. He alighted on a rocky crag a few feet fromTirian

bowed his crested head, and said in his strange eagle's-voice, "Hail, King."

"Hail, Farsight,” said Tirian. "And since you call nme King, | may well believe you are not a

foll ower of the Ape and his false Aslan. | amright glad of your com ng."

"Sire," said the Eagle, "when you have heard ny news you will be sorrier of ny com ng than of the

greatest woe that ever befell you."
Tirian's heart seenmed to stop beating at these words, but he set his teeth and said, "Tell on."

"Two sights have | seen,"” said Farsight. "One was Cair Paravel filled with dead Narnians and
living Cal ornmenes: The Tisroc's banner advanced upon your royal battlenments: and your subjects
flying fromthe city - this way and that, into the woods. Cair Paravel was taken fromthe sea
Twenty great ships of Calornen put in there in the dark of the night before last night."

No one coul d speak.

"And the other sight, five | eagues nearer than Cair Paravel, was Roonwit the Centaur |ying dead
with a Calornene arrowin his side. | was with himin his |ast hour and he gave ne this nessage to
your Majesty: to remenber that all worlds draw to an end and that noble death is a treasure which
no one is too poor to buy."

"So," said the King, after a long silence, "Narnia is no nore."

CHAPTER NI NE
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THE GREAT MEETI NG ON STABLE HILL

Fop, a long tine they could not speak nor even shed a tear. Then the Unicorn stanped the ground
with his hoof, and shook his mane, and spoke.

"Sire," he said, "there is now no need of counsel. W see that the Ape's plans were |aid deeper
than we dreaned of. Doubtl ess he has been long in secret traffic with The Tisroc, and as soon as
he had found the lion-skin he sent himword to nake ready his navy for the taking of Cair Parave
and all Narnia. Nothing nowrenmains for us seven but to go back to Stable HIl, proclaimthe
truth, and take the adventure that Aslan sends us. And if, by a great marvel, we defeat those
thirty Cal ormenes who are with the Ape, then to turn again and die in battle with the far greater
host of themthat will soon march from Cair Paravel."

Tirian nodded. But he turned to the children and said: "Now, friends, it is tine for you to go
hence into your own world. Doubtless you have done all that you were sent to do."

"B - but we've done nothing," said Jill who was shivering, not with fear exactly but because
everything was so horrible.

"Nay," said the King, "you loosed ne fromthe tree: you glided before ne |ike a snake | ast night
in the wood and took Puzzle: and you, Eustace, killed your man. But you are too young to share in

such a bl oody end as we others nust neet tonight or, it may be, three days hence. | entreat you -
nay, | command you - to return to your own place. | should be put to shane if | |et such young
warriors fall in battle on ny side."

"No, no, no," said Jill (very white when she began speaking and then suddenly very red and then
white again.) "W won't, | don't care what you say. W're going to stick to you whatever happens,

aren't we, Eustace?"

"Yes, but there's no need to get so worked up about it," said Eustace who had stuck his hands in
his pockets (forgetting how very odd that |ooks when you are wearing a nmail shirt). "Because, you
see, we haven't any choice. What's the good of tal king about our going back! How? We've got no
magic for doing it!"

This was very good sense but, at the nonent, Jill hated Eustace for saying it. He was fond of
being dreadfully matter-of-fact when other people got excited.

When Tirian realized that the two strangers could not get hone (unless Aslan suddenly whisked t hem
away), he next wanted themto go across the Southern nountains into Archenland where they m ght
possi bly be safe. But they didn't know their way and there was no one to send with them Al so, as
Poggi n said, once the Cal ornenes had Narnia they would certainly take Archenland in the next week
or so: The Tisroc had al ways wanted to have these Northern countries for his own. In the end
Eustace and Jill begged so hard that Tirian said they could come with himand take their chance -
or, as he rmuch nore sensibly called it, "the adventure that Aslan would send thent

The King's first idea was that they should not go back to Stable Hill - they were sick of the very
nane of it by nowtill after dark. But the Dwarf told themthat if they arrived there by daylight
they woul d probably find the place deserted, except perhaps for a Cal ornmene sentry. The Beasts
were far too frightened by what the Ape (and G nger) had told them about this new angry Aslan - or
Tashlan - to go near it except when they were called together for these horrible m dnight

meetings. And Cal ornenes are never good woodsmen. Poggi n thought that even by daylight they could
easily get round to somewhere behind the stable wi thout being seen. This would be nuch harder to
do when the night had come and the Ape might be calling the Beasts together and all the Cal ornenes
were on duty. And when the neeting did begin they could | eave Puzzle at the back of the stable,
conpletely out of sight, till the nonent at which they wanted to produce him This was obviously a
good thing: for their only chance was to give the Narnians a sudden surprise.

Everyone agreed and the whole party set off on a newline - North-Wst - towards the hated H II.
The Eagle sonetines flewto and fro above them sonetines he sat perched on Puzzle's back. No one -
not even the King hinself except in sone great need - would dreamof riding on a Unicorn
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This time Jill and Eustace wal ked together. They had been feeling very brave when they were
begging to be allowed to cone with the others, but now they didn't feel brave at all

"Pole," said Eustace in a whisper. "I may as well tell you I've got the wind up."

"Ch you're all right, Scrubb,” said Jill. "You can fight. But I - |I'mjust shaking, if you want to
know the truth."

"Ch shaking's nothing," said Eustace. "I'mfeeling I'"mgoing to be sick."
"Don't talk about that, for goodness' sake," said Jill.

They went on in silence for a mnute or two.

"Pol e," said Eustace presently.

"What ?" said she.

"What' || happen if we get killed here?"

"Well we'll be dead, | suppose.”

"But | nean, what will happen in our own world? Shall we wake up and find ourselves back in that
train? O shall we just vanish and never be heard of any nore? O shall we be dead in Engl and?"

"Gosh. | never thought of that."

“I't'll be rumfor Peter and the others if they saw ne waving out of the w ndow and then when the
train comes in we're nowhere to be found! O if they found two - | nean, if we're dead over there
in England.”

"Ugh!" said Jill. "What a horrid idea."

"I't wouldn't be horrid for us," said Eustace. "W shouldn't be there."
"l alnbst wish - no | don't, though,"” said Jill.
"What were you going to say?"

"I was going to say | wi shed we'd never cone. But | don't, | don't, | don't. Even if we are
killed. 1'd rather be killed fighting for Narnia than grow old and stupid at hone and perhaps go
about in a bath-chair and then die in the end just the sanme."

"Or be smashed up by British Railways!"
"Why d' you say that?"

"Well when that awful jerk cane - the one that seened to throw us into Narnia - | thought it was
the beginning of a railway accident. So | was jolly glad to find ourselves here instead."

While Jill and Eustace were tal king about this, the others were discussing their plans and
becom ng | ess niserable. That was because they were now thinking of what was to be done this very
ni ght and the thought of what had happened to Narnia - the thought that all her glories and joys
were over - was pushed away into the back part of their ninds. The nonent they stopped talking it
woul d come out and make them wetched again: but they kept on tal king. Poggin was really quite
cheerful about the night's work they had to do. He was sure that the Boar and the Bear, and
probably all the Dogs woul d cone over to their side at once. And he couldn't believe that all the
other Dwarfs would stick to Giffle. And fighting by firelight and in and out anong trees woul d be
an advantage to the weaker side. And then, if they could win tonight, need they really throw their
lives away by neeting the main Calornmene arny a few days |ater?

Why not hide in the woods, or even up in the Western Waste beyond the great waterfall and Ilive
like outlaws? And then they might gradually get stronger and stronger, for Tal ki ng Beasts and
Archenl anders woul d be joining themevery day. And at last they'd conme out of hiding and sweep the
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Cal or nenes (who woul d have got carel ess by then) out of the country and Narnia would be revived.
After all, something very like that had happened in the tine of King Mraz!

And Tirian heard all this and thought "But what about Tash?" and felt in his bones that none of it
was going to happen. But he didn't say so.

When they got nearer to Stable H Il of course everyone becanme quiet. Then the real wood-work
began. Fromthe nonent at which they first sawthe Hill to the nonent at which they all arrived at
the back of the stable, it took themover two hours. It's the sort of thing one couldn't describe
properly unl ess one wote pages and pages about it. The journey fromeach bit of cover to the next
was a separate adventure, and there were very long waits in between, and several false alarns. If
you are a good Scout or a good CGuide you will know already what it must have been |ike. By about
sunset they were all safe in a clunp of holly trees about fifteen yards behind the stable. They
all munched sone biscuit and [ ay down.

Then came the worst part, the waiting. Luckily for the children they slept for a couple of hours,
but of course they woke up when the night grew cold, and what was worse, woke up very thirsty and
with no chance of getting a drink. Puzzle just stood, shivering a little with nervousness, and
said nothing. But Tirian, with his head agai nst Jewel's flank, slept as soundly as if he were in
his royal bed at Cair Paravel, till the sound of a gong beating awoke himand he sat up and saw
that there was firelight on the far side of the stable and knew that the hour had cone.

"Kiss ne, Jewel," he said. "For certainly this is our |last night on earth. And if ever | offended
against you in any matter great or small, forgive me now. "

"Dear King," said the Unicorn, "I could alnbst wish you had, so that | mght forgive it. Farewell.
We have known great joys together. If Aslan gave nme ny choice | would choose no other life than
the life |I have had and no ot her death than the one we go to."

Then they woke up Farsight, who was asleep with his head under his wing (it nade himlook as if he
had no head at all), and crept forward to the stable. They left Puzzle (not wi thout a kind word,
for no one was angry with himnow) just behind it, telling himnot to nove till someone came to
fetch him and took up their position at one end of the stable.

The bonfire had not been |it for long and was just beginning to blaze up. It was only a few feet
away fromthem and the great crowd of Narnian creatures were on the other side of it, so that
Tirian could not at first see themvery well, though of course he saw dozens of eyes shining with
the reflection of the fire, as you've seen a rabbit's or cat's eyes in the headlights of a car
And just as Tirian took his place, the gong stopped beating and from somewhere on his left three
figures appeared. One was Ri shda Tarkaan the Cal ornene Captain. The second was the Ape. He was
hol ding on to the Tarkaan's hand with one paw and kept whi npering and nmuttering, "Not so fast,
don't go so fast, I'"'mnot at all well. Ch ny poor head! These m dni ght neetings are getting too
much for me. Apes aren't meant to be up at night: It's not as if | was a rat or a bat - oh my poor
head." On the other side of the Ape, walking very soft and stately, with his tail straight up in
the air, came G nger the Cat. They were heading for the bonfire and were so close to Tirian that
they woul d have seen himat once if they had | ooked in the right direction. Fortunately they did
not. But Tirian heard Rishda say to G nger in a | ow voice:

"Now, Cat, to thy post. See thou play thy part well."

"M aow, miaow. Count on nme!" said G nger. Then he stepped away beyond the bonfire and sat down in
the front row of the assenbl ed Beasts: in the audi ence, as you m ght say.

For really, as it happened, the whole thing was rather like a theatre. The crowd of Narnians were
like the people in the seats; the little grassy place just in front of the stable, where the
bonfire burned and the Ape and the Captain stood to talk to the crowmd, was |like the stage; the
stable itself was |ike the scenery at the back of the stage; and Tirian and his friends were |ike
peopl e peering round from behind the scenery. It was a splendid position. If any of them stepped
forward into the full firelight, all eyes would be fixed on himat once: on the other hand, so
long as they stood still in the shadow of the end-wall of the stable, it was a hundred to one
agai nst their being noticed.

Ri shda Tarkaan dragged the Ape up close to the fire. The pair of themturned to face the crowd,
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and this of course neant that their backs were towards Tirian and his friends.

"Now, Mbonkey," said Rishda Tarkaan in a |low voice. "Say the words that w ser heads have put into
thy nmouth. And hold up thy head." As he spoke he gave the Ape a little prod or kick from behind
with the point of his toe.

"Do | eave ne alone,"” nuttered Shift. But he sat up straighter and began, in a |ouder voice - "Now
listen, all of you. Aterrible thing has happened. A wi cked thing. The wi ckedest thing that ever
was done in Narnia. And Aslan -"

"Tashl an, fool," whispered Ri shda Tarkaan

"Tashlan | nean, of course," said the Ape, "is very angry about it."

There was a terrible silence while the Beasts waited to hear what new trouble was in store for
them The little party by the end-wall of the stable also held their breath. Wat on earth was
conmi ng now?

"Yes," said the Ape. "At this very nonent, when the Terrible One hinself is anbng us - there in
the stable just behind ne - one wi cked Beast has chosen to do what you'd think no one would dare
to do even if He were a thousand mles away. It has dressed itself up in a lion-skin and is
wandering about in these very woods pretending to be Aslan."

Jill wondered for a nonent if the Ape had gone nmad. WAs he going to tell the whole truth? A roar
of horror and rage went up fromthe Beasts. "Grr!" canme the grows. "Wio is he? Were is he? Just
let me get my teeth into him"

"I't was seen |last night,"’
Ass! |If any of you see that Ass -

screaned the Ape, "but it got away. It's a Donkey! A common, nmiserable

"Grr!" growed the Beasts. "W will, we will. He'd better keep out of our way."

Jill looked at the King: his mouth was open and his face was full of horror. And then she
under st ood the devilish cunning of the enemies' plan. By mixing a little truth with it they had
made their lie far stronger. \What was the good, now, of telling the Beasts that an ass had been
dressed up as a lion to deceive then? The Ape would only say, "That's just what |'ve said.” Wat
was the good of showi ng them Puzzle in his lion-skin? They would only tear himin pieces. "That's
taken the wi nd out of our sails," whispered Eustace. "The ground is taken from under our feet,"
said Tirian. "Cursed, cursed cleverness!" said Poggin. "I'll be sworn that this newlie is of

G nger's making."

CHAPTER TEN

VWHO W LL GO | NTO THE STABLE?

JILL felt something tickling her ear. It was Jewel the Unicorn, whispering to her with the w de
whi sper of a horse's mouth. As soon as she heard what he was sayi ng she nodded and tip-toed back
to where Puzzle was standing. Quickly and quietly she cut the |l ast cords that bound the |ion-skin
to him It wouldn't do for himto be caught with that on, after what the Ape had said! She would
like to have hidden the skin sonewhere very far away, but it was too heavy. The best she could do
was to kick it in amobng the thickest bushes. Then she nade signs to Puzzle to foll ow her and they
both joi ned the others.

The Ape was speaki ng again.

"And after a horrid thing like that, Aslan - Tashlan - is angrier than ever. He says he's been a
great deal too good to you, com ng out every night to be | ooked at, see! Well, he's not coning out
any nore."

Howl s and mew ngs and squeal s and grunts were the Animals' answer to this, but suddenly a quite
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different voice broke in with a |oud I augh

"Hark what the nonkey says," it shouted. "W know why he isn't going to bring his precious Aslan
out. I'I'l tell you why: because he hasn't got him He never had anything except an old donkey with
a lion-skin on its back. Now he's lost that and he doesn't know what to do."

Tirian could not see the faces on the other side of the fire very well but he guessed this was
Giffle the Chief Dnarf. And he was quite certain of it when, a second later, all the Dwarfs

voi ces joined in, singing: "Don't know what to do! Don't know what to do! Don't know what to do-o-
o!"

"Silence!" thundered Ri shda Tarkaan. "Silence, children of nud! Listen to me, you other Narnians,
lest | give command to nmy warriors to fall upon you with the edge of the sword. The Lord Shift has
already told you of that w cked Ass. Do you think, because of himthat there is no real Tashlan in
the stable! Do you? Beware, beware."

"No, no," shouted nost of the crowd. But the Dwarfs said, "That's right, Darkie, you ve got it.
Come on, Monkey, show us what's in the stable, seeing is believing."

When next there was a nonent's quiet the Ape said: "You Dwarfs think you're very clever, don't
you? But not so fast. | never said you couldn't see Tashlan. Anyone who |ikes can see him"

The whol e assenbly becane silent. Then, after nearly a mnute, the Bear began in a slow, puzzled
Voi ce:

"I don't quite understand all this,"™ it grunbled, "I thought you said -

"You thought!" repeated the Ape. "As if anyone could call what goes on in your head thinking.
Li sten, you others. Anyone can see Tashlan. But he's not coming out. You have to go in and see
him"

"Ch, thank you, thank you, thank you," said dozens of voices. "That's what we wanted! W can go in
and see himface to face. And now he'll be kind and it will all be as it used to be." And the
Birds chattered, and the Dogs barked excitedly. Then suddenly, there was a great stirring and a
noi se of creatures rising to their feet, and in a second the whole |ot of them would have been
rushing forward and trying to crowd into the stable door all together. But the Ape shouted:

"Get back! Quiet! Not so fast."

The Beasts stopped, nany of themwith one pawin the with tails wagging, and all of themwth
heads on one side.

"I thought you said," began the Bear, but Shift interrupted.

"Anyone can go in," he said. "But, one at a time. Wwo'll go first? He didn't say he was feeling
very kind. He's been licking his lips a lot since he swall owed up the wi cked King the other night.
He's been growling a good deal this norning. | wouldn't nmuch like to go into that stable nyself

tonight. But just as you please. Wo'd like to go in first? Don't blame ne if he swallows you
whol e or blasts you into a cinder with the nmere terror of his eyes. That's your affair. Now then!
Who's first? What about one of you Dwarfs?"

"Dilly, dilly, come and be killed!" sneered Griffle. "How do we know what you've got in there?"

"Ho-ho!" cried the Ape. "So you're beginning to think there's sonething there, eh? Wll, all you
Beasts were naki ng noi se enough a mnute ago. Wat's struck you all dumb? Who's going in first?”

But the Beasts all stood | ooking at one another and began backing away fromthe stable. Very few
tails were waggi ng now. The Ape waddled to and fro jeering at them "Ho-ho-ho!" he chuckled. "I
thought you were all so eager to see Tashlan face to face! Changed your nind, eh?"

Tirian bent his head to hear sonething that Jill was trying to whisper in his ear. "Wat do you
think is really inside the stable?" she said. "Wwo knows?" said Tirian. "Two Cal ormenes with drawn
swords, as likely as not, one on each side of the door." "You don't think," said Jill, "it mght
be . . . you know. . . that horrid thing we saw?" "Tash hinsel f?" whispered Tirian. "There's no
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knowi ng. But courage, child: we are all between the paws of the true Aslan."”

Then a nost surprising thing happened. G nger the Cat said in a cool, clear voice, not at all as
if he was excited, "I'lIl go in, if you like."

Every creature turned and fixed its eyes on the Cat. "Mark their subtleties, Sire," said Poggin to
the King. "This cursed cat is in the plot, in the very centre of it. Wiatever is in the stable
will not hurt him 1'Il be bound. Then G nger will conme out again and say that he has seen sone
wonder . "

But Tirian had no tinme to answer him The Ape was calling the Cat to come forward. "Ho-ho!" said
the Ape. "So you, a pert Puss, would | ook upon himface to face. Come on, then! I'll open the door
for you. Don't blame nme if he scares the whiskers off your face. That's your affair."

And the Cat got up and cane out of its place in the crowd, walking primy and daintily, with its
tail inthe air, not one hair on its sleek coat out of place. It canme on till it had passed the
fire and was so close that Tirian, fromwhere he stood with his shoul der agai nst the end-wall of
the stable, could look right into its face. Its big green eyes never blinked. ("Cool as a
cucunber," nuttered Eustace. "It knows it has nothing to fear.") The Ape, chuckling and maki ng
faces, shuttled across beside the Cat: put up his paw drew the bolt and opened the door. Tirian
t hought he could hear the Cat purring as it wal ked into the dark doorway.

"Aii-aii-aouwee! -" The nobst horrible caterwaul you ever heard nade everyone junp. You have been
wakened yoursel f by cats quarrelling or naking | ove on the roof in the niddle of the night: you
know t he sound.

This was worse. The Ape was knocked head over heels by G nger coning back out of the stable at top
speed. If you had not known he was a cat, you m ght have thought he was a gi nger-col oured streak
of Iightning. He shot across the open grass, back into the crowd. No one wants to nmeet a cat in
that state. You could see animals getting out of his way to left and right. He dashed up a tree,
whi sked around, and hung head downwards. His tail was bristled out till it was nearly as thick as
his whol e body: his eyes were |ike saucers of green fire: along his back every single hair stood
on end.

"1'"d give ny beard," whispered Poggin, "to know whether that brute is only acting or whether it
has really found sonething in there that frightened it!"

"Peace, friend," said Tirian, for the Captain and the Ape were al so whi spering and he wanted to
hear what they said. He did not succeed, except that he heard the Ape once nore whinpering "M
head, nmy head," but he got the idea that those two were al nbst as puzzled by the cat's behavi our
as hinsel f.

"Now, G nger," said the Captain. "Enough of that noise. Tell them what thou hast seen.”

"Aii - Ali - Aaow - Awah," screaned the Cat.
"Art thou not called a Tal king Beast?" said the Captain. "Then hold thy devilish noise and tal k. "

What followed was rather horrible. Tirian felt quite certain (and so did the others) that the Cat
was trying to say sonething: but nothing came out of his mouth except the ordinary, ugly cat-

noi ses you mght hear fromany angry or frightened old Tomin a backyard in England. And the

| onger he caterwaul ed the less |like a Tal king Beast he | ooked. Uneasy whinperings and little sharp
squeal s broke out from anong the other Aninals.

"Look, look!" said the voice of the Bear. "It can't talk. It has forgotten howto talk! It has
gone back to being a dunb beast. Look at its face." Everyone saw that it was true. And then the
greatest terror of all fell upon those Narnians. For every one of them had been taught - when it
was only a chick or a puppy or a cub - how Aslan at the begi nning of the world had turned the
beasts of Narnia into Tal king Beasts and warned themthat if they weren't good they m ght one day
be turned back again and be like the poor witless animals one neets in other countries. "And now
it is coming upon us," they npaned.

"Mercy! Mercy!" wailed the Beasts. "Spare us, Lord Shift, stand between us and Aslan, you nust
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al ways go in and speak to himfor us. W daren't, we daren't."
G nger disappeared further up into the tree. No one ever saw hi magain

Tirian stood with his hand on his sword-hilt and his head bowed. He was dazed with the horrors of
that night. Sonetines he thought it would be best to draw his sword at once and rush upon the

Cal ornenes: then next nonent he thought it would be better to wait and see what new turn affairs
m ght take. And now a new turn cane

"My Father," cane a clear, ringing voice fromthe left of the crowmd. Tirian knew at once that it
was one of the Cal ornenes speaking, for in The Tisroc's arny the conmon soldiers call the officers
"My Master" but the officers call their senior officers "My Father". Jill and Eustace didn't know
this but, after looking this way and that, they saw the speaker, for of course people at the sides
of the crowd were easier to see than people in the niddle where the glare of the fire made al
beyond it | ook rather black. He was young and tall and slender, and even rather beautiful in the
dar k, haughty, Cal ornrene way.

"My Father," he said to the Captain, "I also desire to go in."
"Peace, Eneth," said the Captain, "Wo called thee to counsel ? Does it becone a boy to speak?"

"My Father,"” said Emeth. "Truly | am younger than thou, yet | also amof the bl ood of the Tarkaans
even as thou art, and | also amthe servant of Tash. Therefore . "

"Silence," said Rishda Tarkaan. "Amnot | thy Captain? Thou hast nothing to do with this stable.
It is for the Narnians."

"Nay, nmy Father," answered Enmeth. "Thou hast said that their Aslan and our Tash are all one. And
if that is the truth, then Tash hinself is in yonder. And how then sayest thou that | have nothing
to do with hin? For gladly would | die a thousand deaths if | might | ook once on the face of
Tash."

"Thou art a fool and understandest nothing," said R shda Tarkaan. "These be high matters."

Eneth's face grew sterner. "Is it then not true that Tash and Aslan are all one?" he asked. "Has
the Ape lied to us?"

"Of course they're all one," said the Ape.

"Swear it, Ape," said Eneth

"Ch dear!" whinpered Shift, "I wish you'd all stop bothering ne. My head does ache. Yes, yes, |
swear it."

"Then, ny Father," said Eneth, "I amutterly deternmned to go in."

"Fool ," began Ri shda Tarkaan, but at once the Dwarfs began shouting: "Cone al ong, Darkie. Wy

don't you let himin? Wiy do you let Narnians in and keep your own peopl e out? Wat have you got
in there that you don't want your own men to neet?"

Tirian and his friends could only see the back of Rishda Tarkaan, so they never knew what his face
| ooked |i ke as he shrugged his shoul ders and said, "Bear witness all that | amguiltless of this
young fool's blood. Get thee in, rash boy, and meke haste.”

Then, just as G nger had done, Eneth came wal king forward into the open strip of grass between the
bonfire and the stable. H's eyes were shining, his face very solem, his hand was on his sword-
hilt, and he carried his head high. Jill felt like crying when she | ooked at his face. And Jewel
whi spered in the King's ear, "By the Lion's Mane, | alnost love this young warrior, Calornene
though he be. He is worthy of a better god than Tash."

"l do wish we knew what is really inside there," said Eustace.

Enet h opened the door and went in, into the black nmouth of the stable. He closed the door behind
him Only a few nonents passed - but it seened | onger before the door opened again. A figure in
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Cal ormene arnour reeled out, fell on its back, and lay still: the door closed behind it. The
Captain | eaped towards it and bent down to stare at its face. He gave a start of surprise. Then he
recovered hinself and turned to the crowd, crying out:

"The rash boy has had his will. He has | ooked on Tash and is dead. Take warning, all of you."

"W will, we will," said the poor Beasts. But Tirian and his friends stared at the dead Cal or nene
and then at one another. For they, being so close, could see what the crowd, being further off and
beyond the fire, could not see: this dead nan was not Eneth. He was quite different: an ol der nan,
thicker and not so tall, with a big beard.

"Ho- ho-ho," chuckl ed the Ape. "Any nore? Anyone else want to go in? Well, as you're all shy, 1'lI
choose the next. You, you Boar! On you cone. Drive himup, Calornenes. He shall see Tashlan face
to face."

"O o-nmph," grunted the Boar, rising heavily to his feet. "Come on, then. Try ny tusks."

When Tirian saw that brave Beast getting ready to fight for its |life - and Cal ornene soldiers
beginning to close in on it with their drawn scimtars - and no one going to its help - sonething
seenmed to burst inside him He no |longer cared if this was the best nonent to interfere or not.

"Swords out," he whispered to the others. "Arrow on string. Follow "

Next nonment the astoni shed Narni ans saw seven figures leap forth in front of the stable, four of
themin shining mail. The King's sword flashed in the firelight as he waved it above his head and
cried in a great voice:

"Here stand |, Tirian of Narnia, in Aslan's nane, to prove with ny body that Tash is a foul fiend,
the Ape a nmanifold traitor, and these Cal ormenes worthy of death. To ny side, all true Narnians.
Wuld you wait till your new masters have killed you all one by one?"

CHAPTER ELEVEN

THE PACE QUI CKENS

QUICK as lightning, Ri shda Tarkaan | eaped back out of reach of the King's sword. He was no coward,
and woul d have fought single-handed against Tirian and the Dwarf if need were. But he could not
take on the Eagle and the Unicorn as well. He knew how Eagles can fly into your face and peck at
your eyes and blind you with their w ngs. And he had heard fromhis father (who had net Narnians
in battle) that no nan, except with arrows, or a |long spear, can match a Unicorn, for it rears on
its hind legs as it falls upon you and then you have its hoofs and its horn and its teeth to dea
with all at once. So he rushed into the cromd and stood calling out:

"To ne, to ne, warriors of The Tisroc, may-he-liveforever. To ne, all loyal Narnians, |lest the
wrath of Tashlan fall upon you!"

VWil e this was happening two ot her things happened as well. The Ape had not realized his danger as
qui ckly as the Tarkaan. For a second or so he remained squatting beside the fire staring at the
newcomers. Then Tirian rushed upon the wetched creature, picked it up by the scruff of the neck
and dashed back to the stabl e shouting, "Qpen the door!" Poggin opened it. "Go and drink your own
nmedi cine, Shift!" said Tirian and hurled the Ape through into the darkness. But as the Dwarf
banged the door shut again, a blinding greenish-blue Iight shone out fromthe inside of the
stable, the earth shook, and there was a strange noise - a clucking and screaning as if it was the
hoar se voi ce of some nonstrous bird. The Beasts mpbaned and how ed and call ed out "Tashlan! Hi de us
fromhim" and many fell down, and nmany hid their faces in their wings or paws. No one except

Farsi ght the Eagle, who has the best eyes of all living things, noticed the face of Ri shda Tarkaan
at that monment. And from what Farsight saw there he knew at once that R shda was just as
surprised, and nearly frightened, as everyone else. "There goes one," thought Farsight, "who has
call ed on gods he does not believe in. Howwill it be with himif they have really cone?"
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The third thing - which also happened at the sanme nonment - was the only really beautiful thing
that night. Every single Talking Dog in the whole neeting (there were fifteen of then) cane
boundi ng and barking joyously to the King's side. They were nostly great big dogs with thick

shoul ders and heavy jaws. Their comng was |ike the breaking of a great wave on the seabeach: it
nearly knocked you down. For though they were Tal ki ng Dogs they were just as doggy as they coul d
be: and they all stood up and put their front paws on the shoul ders of the humans and licked their
faces, all saying at once: "Wl come! Wlcome! We'Ill help, we'll help, help, help. Show us how to
hel p, show us how, how. How how how?"

It was so lovely that it nade you want to cry. This, at last, was the sort of thing they had been

hopi ng for. And when, a nonment l|later, several little animals (mice and noles and a squirrel or so)
came pattering up, squealing with joy, and saying "See, see. W're here," and when, after that,
the Bear and the Boar cane too, Eustace began to feel that perhaps, after all, everything m ght be

going to cone right. But Tirian gazed round and saw how very few of the animals had noved.
"To ne! to nme!" he called. "Have you all turned cowards since | was your King?"

"We daren't," whinpered dozens of voices. "Tashlan would be angry. Shield us from Tashl an."
"Where are all the Tal king Horses?" said Tirian to the Boar

"We've seen, we've seen," squeal ed the Mce. "The Ape has made them work. They're all tied - down
at the bottomof the hill."

"Then all you little ones," said Tirian, "you nibblers and gnawers and nutcrackers, away with you
as fast as you can scanper and see if the Horses are on our side. And if they are, get your teeth
into the ropes and gnaw till the Horses are free and bring themhither."

"Wth a good will, Sire," cane the small voices, and with a whisk of tails those sharp-eyed and
sharp-toothed folk were off. Tirian smled for nere | ove as he saw themgo. But it was al ready
time to be thinking of other things. Rishda Tarkaan was giving his orders.

"Forward," he said. "Take all of themalive if you can and hurl theminto the stable or drive them
intoit. Wien they are all in we will put fire to it and nake theman offering to the great god
Tash."

"Ha!" said Farsight to hinself. "So that is how he hopes to win Tash's pardon for his unbelief."

The eneny line - about half of Rishda's force - was now noving forward, and Tirian had barely tinme
to give his orders.

"Qut on the left, Jill, and try to shoot all you may before they reach us. Boar and Bear next to
her. Poggin on ny left, Eustace on ny right. Hold the right wing, Jewel. Stand by him Puzzle, and
use your hoofs. Hover and strike, Farsight. You Dogs, just behind us. Go in anbng them after the
sword-play has begun. Aslan to our aid!"

Eustace stood with his heart beating terribly, hoping and hoping that he would be brave. He had
never seen anything (though he had seen both a dragon and a seaserpent) that nade his blood run so
cold as that line of dark-faced bright-eyed nen. There were fifteen Cal ornenes, a Tal king Bull of
Narnia, Slinkey the Fox, and Waggle the Satyr. Then he heard twang-and-zipp on his |left and one
Cal ornmene fell: then twang-andzi pp again and the Satyr was down. "Onh, well done, daughter!" cane
Tirian's voice; and then the enemy were upon them

Eust ace coul d never renenber what happened in the next two minutes. It was all like a dream (the
sort you have when your tenperature is over 100) until he heard Ri shda Tarkaan's voice calling out
from the distance

"Retire. Back hither and re-form™"

Then Eustace came to his senses and saw the Cal ormenes scanpering back to their friends. But not
all of them Two |ay dead, pierced by Jewel's horn, one by Tirian's sword. The Fox lay dead at his
own feet, and he wondered if it was he who had killed it. The Bull also was down, shot through the
eye by an arrow fromJill and gashed in his side by the Boar's tusk. But our side had its | osses
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too. Three dogs were killed and a fourth was hobbling behind the line on three | egs and

whi nperi ng. The Bear lay on the ground, nmoving feebly. Then it munbled in its throaty voice,
bewi | dered to the last, "I - | don't understand,” laid its big head down on the grass as quietly
as a child going to sleep, and never nobved again

In fact, the first attack had failed. Eustace didn't seemable to be glad about it: he was so
terribly thirsty and his arm ached so.

As the defeated Cal ornmenes went back to their comuander, the Dwarfs began jeering at them

"Had enough, Darkies?" they yelled. "Don't you like it? Wiy doesn't your great Tarkaan go and
fight hinmself instead of sending you to be killed? Poor Darkies!"

"Dwarfs,"” cried Tirian. "Cone here and use your swords, not your tongues. There is still tine.
Dwarfs of Narnia! You can fight well, |I know. Cone back to your allegiance."

"Yah!" sneered the Dwarfs. "Not likely. You're just as big hunbugs as the other lot. W don't want
any Kings. The Dwarfs are for the Dwarfs. Boo!"

Then the Drum began: not a Dwarf drumthis tine, but a big bull's hide Cal ornene drum The
children fromthe very first hated the sound. Boom - boom - ba-ba-boomit went. But they would
have hated it far worse if they had known what it nmeant. Tirian did. It meant that there were

ot her Cal ornene troops sonewhere near and that Ri shda Tarkaan was calling themto his aid. Tirian
and Jewel |ooked at one another sadly. They had just begun to hope that they might win that night:
but it would be all over with themif new eneni es appeared.

Tirian gazed despairingly round. Several Narnians were standing with the Cal ornenes, whether
through treachery or in honest fear of "Tashlan". Qhers were sitting still, staring, not likely
to join either side. But there were fewer aninmals now the crowd was much smaller. dearly,
several of themhad just crept quietly away during the fighting.

Boom - boom - ba-ba-boom went the horrible drum Then another sound began to mix with it.

"Listen!" said Jewel: and then "Look!" said Farsight. A nonment |later there was no doubt what it
was. Wth a thunder of hoofs, with tossing heads, wi dened nostrils, and wavi ng nmanes, over a score
of Tal ki ng Horses of Narnia came charging up the hill. The gnawers and ni bbl ers had done their

wor K.

Poggin the Dwarf and the children opened their nouths to cheer but that cheer never cane. Suddenly
the air was full of the sound of twanging bow strings and hissing arrows. It was the Dwarfs who
were shooting and - for a nmonent Jill could hardly believe her eyes - they were shooting the
Horses. Dwarfs are deadly archers. Horse after Horse rolled over. Not one of those noble Beasts
ever reached the King.

"Little Swine," shrieked Eustace, dancing in his rage. "Dirty, filthy, treacherous little brutes.”
Even Jewel said, "Shall | run after those Dwarfs, Sire, and spit ten of themon ny horn at each

pl unge?" But Tirian with his face as stern as stone, said, "Stand fast, Jewel. If you must weep,
sweet heart (this was to Jill), turn your face aside and see you wet not your bowstring. And
peace, Eustace. Do not scold, like a kitchen-girl. No warrior scolds. Courteous words or el se hard
knocks are his only | anguage."

But the Dwarfs jeered back at Eustace. "That was a surprise for you, little boy, eh? Thought we
were on your side, did you? No fear. W don't want any Tal king Horses. W don't want you to win
any nore than the other gang. You can't take us in. The Dwarfs are for the Dwarfs."

Ri shda Tarkaan was still talking to his nen, doubtless nmaking arrangenents for the next attack and
probably w shing he had sent his whole force into the first. The drum booned on. Then, to their
horror, Tirian and his friends heard, far fainter as if froma long way off, an answering drum
Anot her body of Cal ornmenes had heard Rishda's signal and were conming to support him You would not
have known from Tirian's face that he had now given up all hope.

"Listen," he whispered in a matter-of-fact voice, "we nust attack now, before yonder miscreants
are strengthened by their friends."
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"Bet hi nk you, Sire," said Poggin, "that here we have the good wooden wall of the stable at our
backs. If we advance, shall we not be encircled and get sword-points between our shoul ders?"

"I would say as you do, Dwarf," said Tirian. "Were it not their very plan to force us into the
stabl e? The further we are fromits deadly door, the better."

"The King is right," said Farsight. "Away fromthis accursed stable, and whatever goblin |ives
inside it, at all costs."

"Yes, do let's," said Eustace. "I"'mcomng to hate the very sight of it."

"Cood," said Tirian. "Now | ook yonder to our left. You see a great rock that gleans white Iike

marble in the firelight. First we will fall upon those Cal ornenes. You, maiden, shall nove out on
our left and shoot as fast as ever you nay into their ranks: and you, Eagle, fly at their faces
fromthe right. Meanwhile we others will be charging them Wen we are so close, Jill, that you

can no | onger shoot at themfor fear of striking us, go back to the white rock and wait. You

ot hers, keep your ears wide even in the fighting. W nust put themto flight in a few ninutes or
else not at all, for we are fewer than they. As soon as | call Back, then rush to join Jill at the
white rock, where we shall have protection behind us and can breathe awhile. Now, be off, Jill."

Feeling terribly alone, Jill ran out about twenty feet, put her right |eg back and her left |eg
forward, and set an arrow to her string. She wi shed her hands were not shaking so. "'That's a
rotten shot!" she said as her first arrow sped towards the eneny and flew over their heads. But
she had another on the string next nonent: she knew that speed was what mattered. She saw

sonet hing big and bl ack darting into the faces of the Cal ornenes. 'that was Farsight. First one
man, and then another, dropped his sword and put up both his hands to defend his eyes. Then one of
her own arrows hit a nman, and another hit a Narnian wolf, who had, it seened, joined the eneny.
But she had been shooting only for a few seconds when she had to stop. Wth a flash of swords and
of the Boar's tusks and Jewel's horn, and with deep baying fromthe dogs, Tirian and his party
were rushing on their enemes, like nen in a hundred yards' race. Jill was astonished to see how
unprepared the Cal ornmenes seened to be. She did not realize that this was the result of her work
and the Eagle's. Very few troops can keep on |l ooking steadily to the front if they are getting
arrows in their faces fromone side and bei ng pecked by an eagle on the other.

"Ch well done. Well done!"™ shouted Jill. The King's party were cutting their way right into the
eneny. The Unicorn was tossing nmen as you'd toss hay on a fork. Even Eustace seened to Jill (who
after all didn't know very much about swordsmanship) to be fighting brilliantly. The Dogs were at
the Cal ornenes' throats. It was going to work! It was victory at last - Wth a horrible, cold
shock Jill noticed a strange thing. Though Cal ornmenes were falling at each Narni an sword-stroke,
they never seened to get any fewer. In fact, there were actually nmore of them now than when the
fight began. There were nore every second. They were running up fromevery side. They were new
Cal or nenes. These new ones had spears. There was such a crowd of themthat she could hardly see
her own friends. Then she heard Tirian's voice crying:

"Back! To the rock!"

The enemny had been reinforced. The drum had done its work.

CHAPTER TVELVE

THROUGH THE STABLE DOOR

JILL ought to have been back at the white rock already but she had quite forgotten that part of
her orders in the excitenent of watching the fight. Now she renmenbered. She turned at once and ran
toit, and arrived there barely a second before the others. It thus happened that all of them for

a nmonent, had their backs to the eneny. They all wheel ed round the nonment they had reached it. A
terrible sight nmet their eyes.

A Cal ornmene was running towards the stabl e door carrying sonething that kicked and struggled. As
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he cane between themand the fire they could see clearly both the shape of the nan and the shape
of what he carried. It was Eustace.

Tirian and the Unicorn rushed out to rescue him But the Cal ornene was now far nearer to the door
then they. Before they had covered half the distance he had flung Eustace in and shut the door on
him Half a dozen nore Cal ormenes had run up behind him They formed a |line on the open space
before the stable. There was no getting at it now.

Even then Jill renenbered to keep her face turned aside, well away fromher bow "Even if | can't
stop blubbing, I won't get my string wet," she said.

""Ware arrows," said Poggin suddenly.
Everyone ducked and pulled his helnet well over his

nose. The Dogs crouched behind. But though a few arrows came their way it soon became clear that
they were not being shot at. Giffle and his Dnarfs were at their archery again. This tinme they
were cool ly shooting at the Cal ormenes.

"Keep it up, boys!" canme Giffle' s voice. "All together. Carefully. W don't want Darkies any nore
than we want Monkeys - or Lions - or Kings. The Dwarfs are for the Dwmarfs."

What ever el se you may say about Dwarfs, no one can say they aren't brave. They coul d easily have
got away to sonme safe place. They preferred to stay and kill as many of both sides as they could,
except when both sides were kind enough to save themtrouble by killing one another. They wanted
Narnia for their own.

What perhaps they had not taken into account was that the Cal ornenes were mail-clad and the Horses
had had no protection. Al so the Cal ormenes had a | eader. Rishda Tarkaan's voice cried out:

"Thirty of you keep watch on those fools by the white rock. The rest, after ne, that we nmay teach
these sons of earth a |l esson.”

Tirian and his friends, still panting fromtheir fight and thankful for a few nminutes' rest, stood
and | ooked on while the Tarkaan led his nen against the Dwnarfs. It was a strange scene by now. The
fire had sunk lower: the light it gave was now | ess and of a darker red. As far as one coul d see,

t he whol e place of assenbly was now enpty except for the Dwarf and the Cal ornmenes. In that |ight
one couldn't make out rmuch of what was happening. It sounded as if the Dwarfs were putting up a
good fight. Tirian could hear Giffle using dreadful |anguage, and every now and then the Tarkaan
calling, "Take all you can alive! Take themalive!"

What ever that fight nay have been like, it did not Iast long. The noise of it died away. Then Jill
saw t he Tarkaan conmi ng back to the stable: eleven nmen foll owed him dragging el even bound Dwarfs.
(Whether the others had all been killed, or whether some of them had got away, was never known.)

"Throw theminto the shrine of Tash," said Ri shda Tar kaan

And when the el even Dwarfs, one after the other, had been flung or kicked into that dark doorway
and the door had been shut again, he bowed low to the stable and sai d:

"These also are for thy burnt offering, Lord Tash."

And all the Cal ornenes banged the flats of their swords on their shields and shouted, "Tash! Tash!
The great god Tash! Inexorable Tash!" (There was no nonsense about "Tashlan" now. )

The little party by the white rock watched these doings and whi spered to one another. They had
found a trickle of water coming down the rock and all had drunk eagerly - Jill and Poggin and the
King in their hands, while the four-footed ones | apped fromthe little pool which it had nade at
the foot of the stone. Such was their thirst that it seened the nost delicious drink they had ever
had in their lives, and while they were drinking they were perfectly happy and coul d not think of
anyt hi ng el se.

"l feel in ny bones," said Poggin, "that we shall all, one by one, pass through that dark door
before norning. | can think of a hundred deaths | would rather have died."
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"It is indeed a grimdoor," said Tirian. "It is nore like a mouth."
"Ch, can't we do anything to stop it?" said Jill in a shaken voice
"Nay, fair friend," said Jewel, nosing her gently. "It may be for us the door to Aslan's country

and we shall sup at his table tonight."

Ri shda Tarkaan turned his back on the stable and wal ked slowmy to a place in front of the white
rock.

"Hearken," he said. "If the Boar and the Dogs and the Unicorn will come over to ne and put
thenselves in ny nercy, their lives shall be spared. The Boar shall go to a cage in The Tisroc's
garden, the Dogs to The Tisroc's kennels, and the Unicorn, when | have sawn his horn off, shal
draw a cart. But the Eagle, the children, and he who was the King shall be offered to Tash this
ni ght."

The only answer was grow s.
"Cet on, warriors," said the Tarkaan. "Kill the beasts, but take the two-legged ones alive."
And then the last battle of the last King of Narnia began.

What made it hopel ess, even apart fromthe nunbers of the eneny, was the spears. The Cal or nenes
who had been with the Ape al nost fromthe begi nning had had no spears: that was because they had
conme into Narnia by ones and twos, pretending to be peaceful nerchants, and of course they had
carried no spears for a spear is not a thing you can hide. The new ones nust have cone in |ater
after the Ape was already strong and they could march openly. The spears nade all the difference
Wth a | ong spear you can kill a boar before you are in reach of his tusks and a unicorn before
you are in reach of his horn; if you are very quick and keep your head. And now the |evelled
spears were closing in on Tirian and his last friends. Next mnute they were all fighting for
their |ives.

In away it wasn't quite so bad as you night think

When you are using every nuscle to the full - ducking under a spear-point here, |eaping over it
there, lunging forward, draw ng back, wheeling round - you haven't nuch tinme to feel either
frightened or sad. Tirian knew he could do nothing for the others now, they were all dooned

toget her. He vaguely saw the Boar go down on one side of him and Jewel fighting furiously on the
other. Qut of the corner of one eye he saw, but only just saw, a big Calornene pulling Jill away
somewhere by her hair. But he hardly thought about any of these things. H's only thought now was
to sell his life as dearly as he could. The worst of it was that he couldn't keep to the position
in which he had started, under the white rock. A nan who is fighting a dozen enenies at once nust
take his chances wherever he can; nust dart in wherever he sees an eneny's breast or neck
unguarded. In a very few strokes this nay get you quite a distance fromthe spot where you began.
Tirian soon found that he was getting further and further to the right, nearer to the stable. He
had a vague idea in his mnd that there was sone good reason for keeping away fromit. But he
couldn't now renenber what the reason was. And anyway, he couldn't help it.

Al at once everything canme quite clear. He found he was fighting the Tarkaan hinself. The bonfire
(what was left of it) was straight in front. He was in fact fighting in the very doorway of the
stable, for it had been opened and two Cal ornenes were hol ding the door, ready to slamit shut the
nmoment he was inside. He remenbered everything now, and he realized that the eneny had been edging
himto the stable on purpose ever since the fight began. And while he was thinking this he was
still fighting the Tarkaan as hard as he coul d.

A new idea cane into Tirian's head. He dropped his sword, darted forward, in under the sweep of
the Tarkaan's scimtar, seized his eneny by the belt with both hands, and junped back into the
stabl e, shouting:

"Come in and neet Tash yourself!"

There was a deafening noise. As when the Ape had been flung in, the earth shook and there was a
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blinding Iight.

The Cal ornene sol di ers outside screaned. "Tash, Tash!" and banged the door. If Tash wanted their
own Captain, Tash nust have him They, at any rate, did not want to neet Tash

For a nonent or two Tirian did not know where he was or even who he was. Then he steadied hinself,
bl i nked, and | ooked around. It was not dark inside the stable, as he had expected. He was in
strong light: that was why he was blinking.

He turned to | ook at Ri shda Tarkaan, but Rishda was not |ooking at him Rishda gave a great wai
and poi nted; then he put his hands before his face and fell flat, face downwards, on the ground.
Tirian | ooked in the direction where the Tarkaan had poi nted. And then he under st ood.

Aterrible figure was com ng towards them It was far smaller than the shape they had seen from
the Tower, though still nuch bigger than a man, and it was the sanme. It had a vulture's head and
four arns. Its beak was open and its eyes blazed. A croaking voice cane fromits beak

"Thou hast called me into Narnia, Ri shda Tarkaan. Here I am Wat hast thou to say?"

But the Tarkaan neither lifted his face fromthe ground nor said a word. He was shaking |ike a man
with a bad hiccup. He was brave enough in battle: but half his courage had left himearlier that

ni ght when he first began to suspect that there might be a real Tash. The rest of it had left him
now.

Wth a sudden jerk -like a hen stooping to pick up a worm - Tash pounced on the m serable R shda
and tucked hi munder the upper of his two right arms. Then Tash turned his head sidewise to fix
Tirian with one of his terrible eyes: for of course, having a bird s head, he couldn't | ook at you
straight.

But i medi ately, from behind Tash, strong and cal mas the sumer sea, a voice said:

"Begone, Mnster, and take your lawful prey to your own place: in the name of Aslan and Aslan's
great Father the Enperor-over-the-Sea."

The hi deous creature vani shed, with the Tarkaan still under its arm And Tirian turned to see who
had spoken.

And what he saw then set his heart beating as it had never beaten in any fight.

Seven Ki ngs and Queens stood before him all with crowms on their heads and all in glittering

cl othes, but the Kings wore fine mail as well and had their swords drawn in their hands. Tirian
bowed courteously and was about to speak when the youngest of the Queens | aughed. He stared hard
at her face, and then gasped with amazenent, for he knew her. It was Jill: but not Jill as he had
| ast seen her, with her face all dirt and tears and an old drill dress half slipping off one
shoul der. Now she | ooked cool and fresh, as fresh as if she had just come from bathing. And at
first he thought she | ooked ol der, but then didn't, and he could never nake up his nmind on that
point. And then he saw that the youngest of the Kings was Eustace: but he al so was changed as Jil
was changed.

Tirian suddenly felt awkward about comi ng anpong these people with the bl ood and dust and sweat of
a battle still on him Next moment he realized that he was not in that state at all. He was fresh
and cool and clean, and dressed in such clothes as he woul d have worn for a great feast at Cair
Paravel . (But in Narnia your good cl othes were never your unconfortable ones. They knew how to
make things that felt beautiful as well as |ooking beautiful in Narnia: and there was no such
thing as starch or flannel or elastic to be found fromone end of the country to the other.)

"Sire," said Jill coming forward and naki ng a beautiful curtsey, "let nme nake you known to Peter
the H gh King over all Kings in Narnia."

Tirian had no need to ask which was the H gh King, for he remenbered his face (though here it was
far nobler) fromhis dream He stepped forward, sank on one knee and ki ssed Peter's hand.

"Hi gh King," he said. "You are welcone to ne."
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And the High King raised himand kissed himon both cheeks as a Hi gh King should. Then he led him
to the eldest of the Queens - but even she was not old, and there were no grey hairs on her head
and no wrinkles on her cheek - and said, "Sir, this is that Lady Polly who cane into Narnia on the
Fi rst Day, when Aslan nade the trees grow and the Beasts talk." He brought himnext to a man whose
gol den beard flowed over his breast and whose face was full of wisdom "And this," he said, "is
the Lord Digory who was with her on that day. And this is ny brother, King Edmund: and this ny
sister, the Queen Lucy."

"Sir," said Tirian, when he had greeted all these. "If | have read the chronicle aright, there
shoul d be another. Has not your Mijesty two sisters? Wiere is Queen Susan?"

"My sister Susan," answered Peter shortly and gravely, "is no longer a friend of Narnia."

"Yes," said Eustace, "and whenever you've tried to get her to conme and tal k about Narnia or do
anyt hi ng about Narnia, she says, ~Wat wonderful menories you have! Fancy your still thinking
about all those funny games we used to play when we were children."'"

"Ch Susan!" said Jill. "She's interested in nothing nowadays except nylons and |ipstick and
invitations. She always was a jolly sight too keen on being grown-up."

"Grown-up, indeed," said the Lady Polly. "I w sh she would grow up. She wasted all her school time
wanting to be the age she is now, and she'll waste all the rest of her life trying to stay that
age. Her whole idea is to race on to the silliest tine of one's life as quick as she can and then

stop there as long as she can.”

"Well, don't let's talk about that now, " said Peter. "Look! Here are lovely fruit-trees. Let us
taste them™

And then, for the first time, Tirian | ooked about him and realized how very queer this adventure
was.

CHAPTER THI RTEEN

HOW THE DWARFS REFUSED TO BE TAKEN I N

TIRI AN had thought - or he would have thought if he had tine to think at all - that they were
inside a little thatched stable, about twelve feet long and six feet wide. In reality they stood
on grass, the deep blue sky was overhead, and the air which blew gently on their faces was that of
a day in early sumer. Not far away fromthemrose a grove of trees, thickly |eaved, but under
every |l eaf there peeped out the gold or faint yellow or purple or glowing red of fruits such as no
one has seen in our world. The fruit nade Tirian feel that it nust be autumm but there was
sonmething in the feel of the air that told himit could not be later than June. They all noved
towards the trees.

Everyone raised his hand to pick the fruit he best liked the |ook of, and then everyone paused for
a second. This fruit was so beautiful that each felt "It can't be neant for ne... surely we're
not allowed to pluck it."

"It's all right," said Peter. "I know what we're all thinking. But |I'msure, quite sure, we
needn't. |'ve a feeling we've got to the country where everything is allowed."

"Here goes, then!" said Eustace. And they all began to eat.

What was the fruit like? Unfortunately no one can describe a taste. Al | can say is that,
compared with those fruits, the freshest grapefruit you' ve ever eaten was dull, and the juiciest
orange was dry, and the nost nelting pear was hard and woody, and the sweetest wild strawberry was
sour. And there were no seeds or stones, and no wasps. |If you had once eaten that fruit, all the
nicest things in this world would taste like nedicines after it. But I can't describe it. You
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can't find out what it is like unless you can get to that country and taste it for yourself.

When they had eaten enough, Eustace said to King Peter, "You haven't yet told us how you got here.
You were just going to, when King Tirian turned up."

"There's not nmuch to tell,"” said Peter. "Ednund and | were standing on the platformand we saw
your train conming in. | remenber thinking it was taking the bend far too fast. And | renenber

t hi nki ng how funny it was that our people were probably in the same train though Lucy didn't know
about it -"

"Your people, Hi gh King?" said Tirian
"I mean my Father and Mdther - Edmund's and Lucy's and mine."
"Why were they?" asked Jill. "You don't nean to say they know about Narni a?"

"Ch no, it had nothing to do with Narnia. They were on their way to Bristol. |I'd only heard they
were goi ng that norning. But Ednund said they'd be bound to be going by that train." (Ednund was
the sort of person who knows about railways.)

"And what happened then?" said Jill

"Well, it's not very easy to describe, is it, Ednund?" said the High King.

"Not very," said Edmund. "It wasn't at all like that other tinme when we were pulled out of our own
worl d by Magic. There was a frightful roar and sonmething hit ne with a bang, but it didn't hurt.
And | felt not so nuch scared as - well, excited. Ch - and this is one queer thing.

I'd had a rather sore knee, froma hack at rugger. | noticed it had suddenly gone. And | felt very

light. And then - here we were."

"It was rmuch the sane for us in the railway carriage," said the Lord Digory, w ping the |ast
traces of the fruit fromhis golden beard. "Only | think you and I, Polly, chiefly felt that we'd
been unstiffened. You youngsters won't understand. But we stopped feeling old."

"Youngsters, indeed!" said Jill. "I don't believe you two really are nuch older than we are here."
"Well if we aren't, we have been," said the Lady Polly.
"And what has been happening since you got here?" asked Eustace.

"Well," said Peter, "for along tine (at |least | suppose it was a long tine) nothing happened.
Then the door opened -"

"The door?" said Tirian.

"Yes," said Peter. "The door you canme in - or canme out - by. Have you forgotten?"
"But where is it?"

"Look," said Peter and pointed.

Tirian | ooked and saw t he queerest and nost ridiculous thing you can inagine. Only a few yards
away, clear to be seen in the sunlight, there stood up a rough wooden door and, round it, the
framewor k of the doorway: nothing else, no walls, no roof. He wal ked towards it, bew |dered, and
the others foll owed, watching to see what he would do. He wal ked round to the other side of the
door. But it |ooked just the same fromthe other side: he was still in the open air, on a sumer
nmor ni ng. The door was sinply standing up by itself as if it had grown there like a tree.

"Fair Sir," said Tirian to the High King, "this is a great narvel."
"It is the door you cane through with that Cal ornene five mnutes ago," said Peter sniling.

"But did | not cone in out of the wood into the stable? Whereas this seens to be a door |eading
from nowhere to nowhere."
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"It looks like that if you walk round it," said Peter. "But put your eye to that place where there
is a crack between two of the planks and | ook through.™

Tirian put his eye to the hole. At first he could see nothing but blackness. Then, at his eyes
grew used to it, he sawthe dull red glow of a bonfire that was nearly going out, and above that,
in a black sky, stars. Then he could see dark figures noving about or standing between him and the
fire: he could hear themtal king and their voices were |like those of Cal ornenes. So he knew t hat
he was | ooki ng out through the stable door into the darkness of Lantern Waste where he had fought
his last battle. The nen were di scussing whether to go in and | ook for Ri shda Tarkaan (but none of
themwanted to do that) or to set fire to the stable.

He | ooked round again and could hardly believe his eyes. There was the bl ue sky overhead, and
grassy country spreading as far as he could see in every direction, and his new friends all round
hi m | aughi ng.

"It seens, then," said Tirian, smling hinself, "that the stable seen fromw thin and the stable
seen fromw thout are two different places.™

"Yes," said the Lord Digory. "lIts inside is bigger than its outside."

"Yes," said Queen Lucy. "In our world too, a stable once had sonmething inside it that was bigger
than our whole world." It was the first tine she had spoken, and fromthe thrill in her voice,
Tirian now knew why. She was drinking everything in even nore deeply than the others. She had been
too happy to speak. He wanted to hear her speak again, so he said:

"Of your courtesy, Madam tell on. Tell ne your whol e adventure."

"After the shock and the noise," said Lucy, "we found ourselves here. And we wondered at the door
as you did. Then the door opened for the first time (we saw darkness through the doorway when it
did) and there canme through a big man with a naked sword. W saw by his arnms that he was a

Cal ornene. He took his stand beside the door with his sword raised, resting on his shoul der, ready
to cut down anyone who came through. W went to himand spoke to him but we thought he could
neither see nor hear us. And he never |ooked round on the sky and the sunlight and the grass: |
think he couldn't see themeither. So then we waited a long tinme. Then we heard the bolt being
drawn on the other side of the door. But the man didn't get ready to strike with his sword till he
could see who was coming in. So we supposed he had been told to strike sone and spare others. But
at the very nonment when the door opened, all of a sudden Tash was there, on this side of the door;
none of us saw where he canme from And through the door there cane a big Cat. It gave one | ook at
Tash and ran for its life: just in time, for he pounced at it and the door hit his beak as it was
shut. The man could see Tash. He turned very pale and bowed down before the Mnster: but it

vani shed away.

"Then we waited a long tine again. At last the door opened for the third tine and there cane in a
young Calornene. | liked him The sentinel at the door started, and | ooked very surprised, when he
saw him | think he'd been expecting soneone quite different -"

"l see it all now, " said Eustace (he had the bad habit of interrupting stories). "The Cat was to
go in first and the sentry had orders to do himno harm Then the Cat was to cone out and say he'd
seen their beastly Tashlan and pretend to be frightened so as to scare the other Aninmals. But what
Shift never guessed was that the real Tash would turn up; so G nger cane out really frightened.
And after that, Shift would send in anyone he wanted to get rid of and the sentry would kill them

And -"
"Friend," said Tirian softly, "you hinder the lady in her tale."

"Well," said Lucy, "the sentry was surprised. That gave the other man just tinme to get on guard.
They had a fight. He killed the sentry and flung himoutside the door. Then he cane wal king slowy
forward to where we were. He could see us, and everything else. W tried to talk to himbut he was
rather like a man in a trance. He kept on saying Tash, Tash, where is Tash? | go to Tash. So we
gave it up and he went away sonmewhere - over there. | liked him And after that ... ugh!" Lucy
made a face
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"After that," said Ednund, "soneone flung a nonkey through the door. And Tash was there again. My
sister is so tender-hearted she doesn't like to tell you that Tash nade one peck and the Mnkey
was gone!"

"Serve himright!" said Eustace. "All the sanme, | hope he'll disagree with Tash too."

"And after that," said Ednund, "canme about a dozen Dwarfs: and then Jill, and Eustace, and | ast of
all yourself."

"I hope Tash ate the Dwarfs too," said Eustace. "Little sw ne."

"No, he didn't," said Lucy. "And don't be horrid. Thery're still here. In fact you can see them
fromhere. And I've tried and tried to nake friends with thembut it's no use."

"Friends with them " cried Eustace. "If you knew how t hose Dwarfs have been behaving!"

"Ch stop it, Eustace," said Lucy. "Do cone and see them King Tirian, perhaps you could do
sonmething with them"

"I can feel no great love for Dwarfs today," said Tirian. "Yet at your asking, Lady, | would do a
greater thing than this."

Lucy led the way and soon they could all see the Dwarfs. They had a very odd | ook. They weren't
strolling about or enjoying thensel ves (although the cords with which they had been tied seemed to
have vani shed) nor were they |ying down and having a rest. They were sitting very cl ose together
inalittle circle facing one another. They never |ooked round or took any notice of the hunmans
till Lucy and Tirian were al nbst near enough to touch them Then the Dwarfs all cocked their heads
as if they couldn't see anyone but were listening hard and trying to guess by the sound what was
happeni ng.

"Look out!" said one of themin a surly voice. "M nd where you're going. Don't walk into our
faces!"”

"Al'l right!" said Eustace indignantly. "W're not blind. W' ve got eyes in our heads."
"They must be darn good ones if you can see in here," said the sane Dwnarf whose nane was Diggle
"I'n where?" asked Edmund.

"Way you bone-head, in here of course,"” said Diggle. "In this pitch-black, poky, snelly little
hole of a stable."

"Are you blind?" said Tirian
"Ain't we all blind in the dark!" said Diggle.

"But it isn't dark, you poor stupid Dwarfs," said Lucy. "Can't you see? Look up! Look round! Can't
you see the sky and the trees and the flowers? Can't you see ne?"

"How i n the nane of all Hunbug can | see what ain't there? And how can | see you any nore than you
can see me in this pitch darkness?"

"But | can see you," said Lucy. "I'Il prove | can see you. You've got a pipe in your nouth."
"Anyone that knows the snmell of baccy could tell that,"” said Diggle.

"Ch the poor things! This is dreadful," said Lucy. Then she had an idea. She stopped and picked
sone wild violets. "Listen, Dwarf," she said. "Even if your eyes are wong, perhaps your nose is
all right: can you snell that?" She | eaned across and held the fresh, danp flowers to Diggle's
ugly nose. But she had to junp back quickly in order to avoid a blow fromhis hard little fist.

"None of that!" he shouted. "How dare you! What do you nmean by shoving a |ot of filthy stable-
litter in nmy face? There was a thistle in it too. It's |like your sauce! And who are you anyway?"
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"Earth-nman," said Tirian, "she is the Queen Lucy, sent hither by Aslan out of the deep past. And
it is for her sake alone that |, Tirian your lawful King, do not cut all your heads from your
shoul ders, proved and twi ce-proved traitors that you are."

"Well if that doesn't beat everything!" exclainmed Diggle. "How can you go on talking all that rot?
Your wonderful Lion didn't cone and hel p you, did he? Thought not. And now - even now - when

you' ve been beaten and shoved into this black hole, just the same as the rest of us, you're still
at your old gane. Starting a new lie! Trying to nake us believe we're none of us shut up, and it
ain't dark, and heaven knows what."

"There is no black hole, save in your own fancy, fool," cried Tirian. "Cone out of it." And,

| eani ng forward, he caught Diggle by the belt and the hood and swung himright out of the circle
of Dwarfs. But the noment Tirian put himdown, Diggle darted back to his place anong the others,
rubbi ng his nose and how i ng:

"OM OmM What d'you do that for! Banging my face against the wall. You've nearly broken my nose."
"Ch dear!" said Lucy, "What are we to do for then?"

"Let 'em alone," said Eustace: but as he spoke the earth trenbl ed. The sweet air grew suddenly
sweeter. A brightness flashed behind them Al turned. Tirian turned | ast because he was afraid.
There stood his heart's desire, huge and real, the golden Lion, Aslan hinself, and al ready the
others were kneeling in a circle round his forepaws and burying their hands and faces in his nmane
as he stooped his great head to touch themw th his tongue. Then he fixed his eyes upon Tirian

and Tirian came near, trenbling, and flung hinself at the Lion's feet, and the Lion kissed himand
said, "Well done, last of the Kings of Narnia who stood firmat the darkest hour."

"Aslan," said Lucy through her tears, "could you - will you - do sonething for these poor Dwarfs?"

"Dearest," said Aslan, "I will show you both what | can, and what | cannot, do." He cane close to
the Dwarfs and gave a low grow: low, but it set all the air shaking. But the Dwnarfs said to one

anot her, "Hear that? That's the gang at the other end of the stable. Trying to frighten us. They

do it with a machine of some kind. Don't take any notice. They won't take us in again!"

Asl an rai sed his head and shook his mane. Instantly a glorious feast appeared on the Dwarfs

knees: pies and tongues and pigeons and trifles and ices, and each Dwarf had a gobl et of good w ne
in his right hand. But it wasn't much use. They began eating and drinking greedily enough, but it
was clear that they couldn't taste it properly. They thought they were eating and drinking only
the sort of things you nmight find in a stable. One said he was trying to eat hay and anot her said
he had a bit of an old turnip and a third said he'd found a raw cabbage | eaf. And they raised

gol den goblets of rich red wine to their Iips and said "Ugh! Fancy drinking dirty water out of a
trough that a donkey's been at! Never thought we'd cone to this." But very soon every Dwarf began
suspecting that every other Dwarf had found sonething nicer than he had, and they started grabbing
and snatching, and went on to quarrelling, till in a few mnutes there was a free fight and al

the good food was snmeared on their faces and cl othes or trodden under foot. But when at |ast they
sat down to nurse their black eyes and their bleeding noses, they all said:

"Well, at any rate there's no Hunbug here. W haven't |et anyone take us in. The Dwarfs are for
the Dnarfs."

"You see, " said Aslan. "They will not let us help them They have chosen cunni ng instead of
belief. Their prison is only in their own minds, yet they are in that prison; and so afraid of
being taken in that they cannot be taken out. But conme, children. | have other work to do."

He went to the Door and they all followed him He raised his head and roared, "Now it is tine!l"
then louder, "Tine!"; then so loud that it could have shaken the stars, "TIME. " The Door flew
open.

CHAPTER FOURTEEN
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NI GHT FALLS ON NARNI A

THEY all stood beside Aslan, on his right side, and | ooked through the open doorway.

The bonfire had gone out. On the earth all was blackness: in fact you could not have told that you
were | ooking into a wood if you had not seen where the dark shapes of the trees ended and the
stars began. But when Aslan had roared yet again, out on their left they saw another bl ack shape
That is, they saw another patch where there were no stars: and the patch rose up higher and hi gher
and becane the shape of a nman, the hugest of all giants. They all knew Narnia well enough to work
out where he nust be standing. He nust be on the high noorlands that stretch away to the North
beyond the River Shribble. Then Jill and Eustace renenbered how once |ong ago, in the deep caves
beneat h t hose nmoors, they had seen a great giant asleep and been told that his name was Fat her
Time, and that he woul d wake on the day the world ended.

"Yes," said Aslan, though they had not spoken. "Wile he lay dreaning his nane was Tinme. Now that
he is awake he will have a new one."

Then the great giant raised a horn to his nouth. They could see this by the change of the black
shape he nmade agai nst the stars. After that - quite a bit |later, because sound travels so slowy -
they heard the sound of the horn: high and terrible, yet of a strange, deadly beauty.

I mmedi ately the sky becane full of shooting stars. Even one shooting star is a fine thing to see;
but these were dozens, and then scores, and then hundreds, till it was like silver rain: and it
went on and on. And when it had gone on for some while, one or two of them began to think that
there was anot her dark shape against the sky as well as the giant's. It was in a different place,
right overhead, up in the very roof of the sky as you mght call it. "Perhaps it is a cloud,"

t hought Ednund. At any rate, there were no stars there: just blackness. But all around, the
downpour of stars went on. And then the starless patch began to grow, spreading further and
further out fromthe centre of the sky. And presently a quarter of the whole sky was bl ack, and
then a half, and at last the rain of shooting stars was going on only | ow down near the horizon

Wth a thrill of wonder (and there was some terror in it too) they all suddenly realized what was
happeni ng. The spreadi ng bl ackness was not a cloud at all: it was sinply enptiness. The bl ack part
of the sky was the part in which there were no stars left. Al the stars were falling: Aslan had
call ed them hone.

The | ast few seconds before the rain of stars had quite ended were very exciting. Stars began
falling all round them But stars in that world are not the great flam ng globes they are in ours.
They are people (Edmund and Lucy had once net one). So now they found showers of glittering
people, all with long hair Iike burning silver and spears |ike white-hot netal, rushing down to
them out of the black air, swifter than falling stones. They made a hi ssing noise as they | anded
and burnt the grass. And all these stars glided past them and stood sonmewhere behind, a little to
the right.

This was a great advantage, because ot herwi se, now that there were no stars in the sky, everything
woul d have been conpl etely dark and you coul d have seen nothing. As it was, the crowd of stars
behind them cast a fierce, white Iight over their shoulders. They could see mile upon mle of
Nar ni an woods spread out before them looking as if they were floodlit. Every bush and al nost
every bl ade of grass had its black shadow behind it. The edge of every |eaf stood out so sharp
that you' d think you could cut your finger on it.

On the grass before themlay their own shadows. But the great thing was Aslan's shadow. |t
streanmed away to their left, enornous and very terrible. And all this was under a sky that would
now be starless forever.

The light frombehind them(and a little to their right) was so strong that it |lit up even the
sl opes of the Northern Mors. Sonething was noving there. Enornous aninmals were craw i ng and
sliding down into Narnia: great dragons and giant lizards and featherless birds with wings |ike
bats' w ngs. They disappeared into the woods and for a few minutes there was silence. Then there
came - at first fromvery far off - sounds of wailing and then, fromevery direction, a rustling
and a pattering and a sound of wings. It cane nearer and nearer. Soon one coul d distinguish the
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scanmper of little feet fromthe padding of big paws, and the clack-clack of light little hoofs
fromthe thunder of great ones. And then one could see thousands of pairs of eyes gleanm ng. And at
| ast, out of the shadow of the trees, racing up the hill for dear life, by thousands and by
mllions, came all kinds of creatures - Talking Beasts, Dwarfs, Satyrs, Fauns, G ants, Cal ornenes,
men from Archenl and, Mnopods, and strange unearthly things fromthe renote islands of the unknown
Western | ands. And all these ran up to the doorway where Aslan stood.

This part of the adventure was the only one which seened rather like a dreamat the tine and
rather hard to remenber properly afterwards. Especially, one couldn't say how long it had taken
Sonetimes it seenmed to have lasted only a few mnutes, but at others it felt as if it m ght have
gone on for years. Qoviously, unless either the Door had grown very nuch |arger or the creatures
had suddenly grown as snmall as gnats, a crowd |ike that couldn't ever have tried to get through
it. But no one thought about that sort of thing at the tine.

The creatures cane rushing on, their eyes brighter and brighter as they drew nearer and nearer to
the standing Stars. But as they cane right up to Aslan one or other of two things happened to each
of them They all |ooked straight in his face, | don't think they had any choice about that. And
when sone | ooked, the expression of their faces changed terribly - it was fear and hatred: except
that, on the faces of Talking Bears, the fear and hatred |l asted only for a fraction of a second.
You coul d see that they suddenly ceased to the Tal king Beasts. They were just ordinary ani nmals.
And all the creatures who | ooked at Aslan in that way swerved to their right, his left, and

di sappeared into his huge bl ack shadow, which (as you have heard) streamed away to the left of the
doorway. The children never saw themagain. | don't know what becanme of them But the others

| ooked in the face of Aslan and |oved him though sone of themwere very frightened at the sane
time. And all these came in at the Door, in on Aslan's right. There were sone queer specinens
anong them Eustace even recogni zed one of those very Dwarfs who had hel ped to shoot the Horses.
But he had no tine to wonder about that sort of thing (and anyway it was no business of his) for a
great joy put everything el se out of his head. Anong the happy creatures who now cane crowdi ng
round Tirian and his friends were all those whomthey had thought dead. There was Roonwit the
Centaur and Jewel the Unicorn and the good Boar and the good Bear, and Farsight the Eagle, and the
dear Dogs and the Horses, and Poggin the Dwarf.

"Further in and higher up!" cried Roonwit and thundered away in a gallop to the Wst. And though
they did not understand him the words sonmehow set themtingling all over. The Boar grunted at

them cheerfully. The Bear was just going to nmutter that he still didn't understand, when he caught
sight of the fruit-trees behind them He waddled to those trees as fast as he could and there, no
doubt, found sonething he understood very well. But the Dogs renmi ned, wagging their tails, and

Poggi n remai ned, shaking hands with everyone and grinning all over his honest face. And Jewel
| eaned his snowy white head over the King's shoulder and the King whispered in Jewel's ear. Then
everyone turned his attention again to what coul d be seen through the Doorway.

The Dragons and G ant Lizards now had Narnia to thensel ves. They went to and fro tearing up the
trees by the roots and crunching themup as if they were sticks of rhubarb. Mnute by mnute the
forests disappeared. The whol e country becanme bare and you could see all sorts of things about its
shape - all the little hunps and holl ows which you had never noticed before. The grass died. Soon
Tirian found that he was |ooking at a world of bare rock and earth. You could hardly believe that
anyt hing had ever lived there. The nonsters thenselves grew old and |lay down and died. Their flesh
shrivell ed up and the bones appeared: soon they were only huge skel etons that lay here and there
on the dead rock, looking as if they had di ed thousands of years ago. For a long tinme everything
was still.

At |last sonething white - a long, level Iine of whiteness that gleaned in the |ight of the
standi ng stars - cane noving towards themfromthe Eastern end of the world.

A w despread noi se broke the silence: first a murrmur then a runble, then a roar. And now t hey
could see what it was that was coming, and how fast it cane. It was a foanming wall of water. The
sea was rising. In that tree-less world you could see it very well. You could see all the rivers
getting wider and the | akes getting larger, and separate |akes joining into one, and vall eys
turning into new | akes, and hills turning into islands, and then those islands vani shing. And the
high noors to their left and the higher mountains to their right crunbled and slipped down with a
roar and a splash into the nounting water; and the water came swirling up to the very threshold of
the Doorway (but never passed it) so that the foam splashed about Aslan's forefeet. Al now was
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| evel water fromwhere they stood to where the waters net the sky.

And out there it began to grow light. A streak of dreary and di sastrous dawn spread al ong the

hori zon, and wi dened and grew brighter, till in the end they hardly noticed the light of the stars
who stood behind them At last the sun came up. When it did, the Lord Digory and the Lady Polly

| ooked at one another and gave a little nod: those two, in a different world, had once seen a
dyi ng sun, and so they knew at once that this sun also was dying. It was three tines - twenty
times - as big as it ought to be, and very dark red. As its rays fell upon the great Tine-giant,
he turned red too: and in the reflection of that sun the whole waste of shorel ess waters | ooked

I'i ke bl ood.

Then the Mbon canme up, quite in her wong position, very close to the sun, and she al so | ooked
red. And at the sight of her the sun began shooting out great flanes, |ike whiskers or snakes of
crinmson fire, towards her. It is as if he were an octopus trying to draw her to hinself in his
tentacles. And perhaps he did draw her. At any rate she cane to him slowy at first, but then
nore and nore quickly, till at last his long flanmes |icked round her and the two ran together and
becanme one huge ball |ike a burning coal. Great lunps of fire came dropping out of it into the sea
and cl ouds of steamrose up.

Then Asl an said, "Now nake an end."

The giant threw his horn into the sea. Then he stretched out one arm- very black it |ooked, and
thousands of miles long - across the sky till his hand reached the Sun. He took the Sun and
squeezed it in his hand as you woul d squeeze an orange. And instantly there was total darkness.

Everyone except Aslan junped back fromthe ice-cold air which now bl ew through the Doorway. Its
edges were already covered with icicles.

"Peter, H gh King of Narnia," said Aslan. "Shut the Door."

Peter, shivering with cold, |eaned out into the darkness and pulled the Door to. It scraped over
ice as he pulled it. Then, rather clunsily (for even in that nonent his hands had gone nunb and
bl ue) he took out a golden key and | ocked it.

They had seen strange things enough through that Doorway. But it was stranger than any of themto
| ook round and find thenselves in warm daylight, the blue sky above them flowers at their feet,
and laughter in Aslan's eyes.

He turned swiftly round, crouched | ower, |ashed hinself with his tail and shot away |i ke a gol den
arrow.,

"Cone further in! Come further up!" he shouted over his shoulder. But who could keep up with him
at that pace? They set out wal king Westward to follow him

"So," said Peter, "night falls on Narnia. What, Lucy! You' re not crying? Wth Aslan ahead, and al
of us here?"

"Don't try to stop nme, Peter," said Lucy, "I amsure Aslan would not. | amsure it is not wong to
mourn for Narnia. Think of all that |lies dead and frozen behind that door."

"Yes and | did hope," said Jill, "that it mght go on for ever. | knew our world couldn't. | did
t hi nk Narnia mght."

"I saw it begin," said the Lord Digory. "I did not think | would live to see it die."

"Sirs," said Tirian. "The ladies do well to weep. See, | do so nyself. | have seen ny nother's
death. What world but Narnia have | ever known? It were no virtue, but great discourtesy, if we
did not mourn.”

They wal ked away fromthe Door and away fromthe Dwarfs who still sat crowded together in their
i magi nary stable. And as they went they talked to one another about old wars and ol d peace and
ancient Kings and all the glories of Narnia.
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The Dogs were still with them They joined in the conversation but not nuch because they were too
busy racing on ahead and raci ng back and rushing off to sniff at smells in the grass till they
made thensel ves sneeze. Suddenly they picked up a scent which seened to excite themvery nuch.
They all started arguing about it - "Yes it is - No it isn't - That's just what | said - anyone
can snell what that is - Take your great nose out of the way and | et soneone el se snell."

"What is it, cousins?" said Peter
"A Calornmene, Sire," said several Dogs at once.
"Lead on to him then," said Peter. "Wether he neets us in peace or war, he shall be wel cone."

The Dogs darted on ahead and cane back a noment later, running as if their lives depended on it,
and barking loudly to say that it really was a Cal ornene. (Tal king Dogs, just |like the conmon
ones, behave as if they thought whatever they are doing at the nonent inmensely inportant.)

The others foll owed where the Dogs |ed them and found a young Cal ornene sitting under a chestnut
tree beside a clear streamof water. It was Emeth. He rose at once and bowed gravely.

"Sir," he said to Peter, "I know not whether you are ny friend or nmy foe, but |I should count it my
honour to have you for either. Has not one of the poets said that a noble friend is the best gift
and a nobl e eneny the next best?"

"Sir," said Peter, "I do not know that there need be any war between you and us."
"Do tell us who you are and what's happened to you," said Jill.

"If there's going to be a story, let's all have a drink and sit down," barked the Dogs. "W're
quite bl own."

"Well of course you will be if you keep tearing about the way you have done," said Eustace.

So the humans sat down on the grass. And when the Dogs had all had a very noisy drink out of the
streamthey all sat down, bolt upright, panting, with their tongues hanging out of their heads a
little on one side to hear the story. But Jewel remmined standing, polishing his horn against his
si de.

CHAPTER FI FTEEN

FURTHER UP AND FURTHER | N

"KNOW O Warlike Kings," said Emeth, "and you, O | adi es whose beauty illum nates the universe,
that | am Emeth the seventh son of Harpha Tarkaan of the city of Tehi shbaan, Westward beyond the
desert. | cane lately into Narnia with nine and twenty others under the command of Ri shda Tarkaan
Now when | first heard that we should nmarch upon Narnia | rejoiced; for | had heard nmany things of
your Land and desired greatly to nmeet you in battle. But when | found that we were to go in

di squi sed as nmerchants (which is a shaneful dress for a warrior and the son of a Tarkaan) and to
work by lies and trickery, then ny joy departed fromne. And nost of all when | found we nust wait
upon a Mdinkey, and when it began to be said that Tash and Aslan were one, then the world becane
dark in my eyes. For always since | was a boy | have served Tash and ny great desire was to know
more of him if it mght be, to | ook upon his face. But the name of Aslan was hateful to ne.

"And, as you have seen, we were called together outside the strawroofed hovel, night after night,
and the fire was kindled, and the Ape brought forth out of the hovel sonething upon four |egs that
I could not well see. And the people and the Beasts bowed down and did honour to it. But I

thought, the Tarkaan is deceived by the Ape: for this thing that comes out of the stable is

nei ther Tash nor any other god. But when | watched the Tarkaan's face, and nmarked every word that
he said to the Monkey, then | changed ny nind: for | saw that the Tarkaan did not believe in it
himsel f. And then | understood that he did not believe in Tash at all: for if he had, how could he
dare to nmock hin?
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"When | understood this, a great rage fell upon ne and | wondered that the true Tash did not

stri ke down both the Monkey and the Tarkaan with fire from heaven. Nevertheless | hid ny anger and
hel d ny tongue and waited to see how it would end. But last night, as some of you know, the Monkey
brought not forth the yellow thing but said that all who desired to | ook upon Tashlan - for so
they mxed the two words to pretend that they were all one - nust pass one by one into the hovel
And | said to nyself, Doubtless this is sone other deception. But when the Cat had followed in and
had cone out again in a nmadness of terror, then | said to nyself, Surely the true Tash, whom they
called on wi thout know edge or belief, has now come anong us, and will avenge hinsel f. And though
my heart was turned into water inside ne because of the greatness and terror of Tash, yet ny
desire was stronger than ny fear, and | put force upon ny knees to stay themfromtrenbling, and
on nmy teeth that they should not chatter, and resolved to | ook upon the face of Tash though he
should slay ne. So | offered nyself to go into the hovel; and the Tarkaan, though unwillingly, |et
me go.

"As soon as | had gone in at the door, the first wonder was that |I found nyself in this great
sunlight (as we all are now) though the inside of the hovel had | ooked dark from outside. But I
had no tinme to marvel at this, for imediately | was forced to fight for ny head agai nst one of
our own nen. As soon as | saw him | understood that the Monkey and the Tarkaan had set himthere
to slay any who cane in if he were not in their secrets: so that this man also was a liar and a

nocker and no true servant of Tash. | had the better will to fight him and having slain the
villain, | cast himout behind ne through the door.
"Then | | ooked about ne and saw the sky and the wi de | ands, and snelled the sweetness. And | said,

By the Gods, this is a pleasant place: it may be that | amcone into the country of Tash. And
began to journey into the strange country and to seek him

"So | went over much grass and many flowers and anong all kinds of whol esome and del ectable trees
till lo! in a narrow place between two rocks there cane to neet ne a great Lion. The speed of him
was |ike the ostrich, and his size was an el ephant's; his hair was |ike pure gold and the
brightness of his eyes like gold that is liquid in the furnace. He was nore terrible than the

Fl ami ng Mountain of Lagour, and in beauty he surpassed all that is in the world even as the rose
in bl oom surpasses the dust of the desert. Then | fell at his feet and thought, Surely this is the
hour of death, for the Lion (who is worthy of all honour) will know that | have served Tash all ny
days and not him Nevertheless, it is better to see the Lion and die than to be Tisroc of the
world and live and not to have seen him But the d orious One bent down his gol den head and

touched ny forehead with his tongue and said, Son, thou art wel conme. But | said, Alas, Lord, | am
no son of thine but the servant of Tash. He answered, Child, all the service thou hast done to
Tash, | account as service done to nme. Then by reasons of ny great desire for w sdom and
understanding, | overcane ny fear and questioned the dorious One and said, Lord, is it then true

as the Ape said, that thou and Tash are one? The Lion grow ed so that the earth shook (but his
wath was not against ne) and said, It is false. Not because he and | are one, but because we are
opposites, | take to ne the services which thou hast done to him For | and he are of such
different kinds that no service which is vile can be done to nme, and none which is not vile can be
done to him Therefore if any man swear by Tash and keep his oath for the oath's sake, it is by ne
that he has truly sworn, though he know it not, and it is | who reward him And if any nman do a
cruelty in ny nane, then, though he says the name Aslan, it is Tash whom he serves and by Tash his
deed is accepted. Dost thou understand, Child? | said, Lord, thou knowest how nuch | understand.
But | said also (for the truth constrained ne), Yet | have been seeking Tash all ny days. Bel oved,
said the dorious One, unless thy desire had been for ne thou woul dst not have sought so | ong and
so truly. For all find what they truly seek

"Then he breathed upon ne and took away the trenbling fromny |inmbs and caused ne to stand upon mny
feet. And after that, he said not nuch, but that we should neet again, and | rmust go further up
and further in. Then he turned himabout in a stormand flurry of gold and was gone suddenly.

"And since then, O Kings and Ladies, | have been wandering to find himand nmy happiness is so
great that it even weakens nme |like a wound. And this is the marvel of marvels, that he called nme
Bel oved, me who am but as a dog -"

"Eh? What's that?" said one of the Dogs.
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"Sir," said Enmeth. "It is but a fashion of speech which we have in Cal ornen."
"Well, | can't say it's one | like very nuch," said the Dog.
"He doesn't nmean any harm" said an ol der Dog.
"After all, we call our puppies Boys when they don't behave properly."
"So we do," said the first Dog. "Or girls."
"S-s-sh!" said the Od Dog. "That's not a nice word to use. Renenber where you are."

"Look!" said Jill suddenly. Sonmeone was coming, rather timdly, to neet them a graceful creature
on four feet, all silvery-grey. And they stared at himfor a whole ten seconds before five or six
voi ces said all at once, "Wy, it's old Puzzle!" They had never seen himby daylight with the |ion-
skin off, and it nade an extraordinary difference. He was hinmself now a beautiful donkey with
such a soft, grey coat and such a gentle, honest face that if you had seen himyou would have done
just what Jill and Lucy did - rushed forward and put your arns round his neck and ki ssed his nose
and stroked his ears.

When they asked hi mwhere he had been he said he had conme in at the door along with all the other
creatures but he had - well, to tell the truth, he had been keeping out of their way as nuch as he
could; and out of Aslan's way. For the sight of the real Lion had nade him so ashamed of all that
nonsense about dressing up in a lion-skin that he did not know how to | ook anyone in the face. But
when he saw that all his friends were going away Westward, and after he had had a nout hful of
grass ("And |I've never tasted such good grass in my life," said Puzzle), he plucked up his courage
and followed. "But what I'Il do if | really have to neet Aslan, |I'msure | don't know," he added.

"You'll find it will be all right when you really do," said Queen Lucy.

Then they went forward together, always Westward, for that seenmed to be the direction Aslan had
meant when he cried out, "Further up and futher in." Many other creatures were slowy noving the
sanme way, but that grassy country was very wi de and there was no crowdi ng.

It still seened to be early, and the norning freshness was in the air. They kept on stopping to
| ook round and to | ook behind them partly because it was so beautiful but partly al so because
there was sonething about it which they could not understand.

"Peter," said Lucy, "where is this, do you suppose?"

"I don't know," said the High King. "It rem nds ne of sonewhere but | can't give it a nanme. Could
it be somewhere we once stayed for a holiday when we were very, very small?"

"I't would have to have been a jolly good holiday," said Eustace. "I bet there isn't a country I|ike
this anywhere in our world. Look at the colours! You couldn't get a blue Iike the blue on those
nmountains in our world."

"I's it not Aslan's country?" said Tirian

"Not like Aslan's country on top of that nountain beyond the Eastern end of the world," said Jill
"I'"ve been there."

"If you ask nme," said Edmund, "it's |like sonewhere in the Narnian world. Look at those nountains
ahead - and the big ice-nountains beyond them Surely they're rather |ike the nountains we used to
see from Narnia, the ones up Westward beyond the Waterfal | ?"

"Yes, so they are,"” said Peter. "Only these are bigger."

"I don't think those ones are so very like anything in Narnia," said Lucy. "But |ook there." She
poi nted Southward to their left, and everyone stopped and turned to | ook. "Those hills," said
Lucy, "the nice woody ones and the blue ones behind - aren't they very like the Southern border of
Nar ni a?"

"Like!" cried Edmund after a nonent's silence. "Wy, they're exactly like. Look, there's Munt
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Pire with his forked head, and there's the pass into Archenland and everything!"

"And yet they're not like," said Lucy. "They're different. They have nore colours on them and they
| ook further away than | remenbered and they're nore .. . nmore . . . oh, | don't know. .."

"More like the real thing," said the Lord Digory softly.

Suddenly Farsight the Eagle spread his wings, soared thirty or forty feet up into the air, circled
round and then alighted on the ground.

"Ki ngs and Queens," he cried, "we have all been blind. W are only beginning to see where we are
Fromup there | have seen it all - Ettinsnuir, Beaversdam the Geat River, and Cair Paravel stil
shining on the edge of the Eastern Sea. Narnia is not dead. This is Narnia."

"But how can it be?" said Peter. "For Aslan told us ol der ones that we should never return to
Nar ni a, and here we are."

"Yes," said Eustace. "And we saw it all destroyed and the sun put out."
"And it's all so different,"” said Lucy.

"The Eagle is right," said the Lord Digory. "Listen, Peter. Wen Aslan said you coul d never go
back to Narnia, he nmeant the Narnia you were thinking of. But that was not the real Narnia. That
had a beginning and an end. It was only a shadow or a copy of the real Narnia which has al ways
been here and always will be here: just as our world, England and all, is only a shadow or copy of
sonmething in Aslan's real world. You need not nourn over Narnia, Lucy. Al of the old Narnia that
mattered, all the dear creatures, have been drawn into the real Narnia through the Door. And of
course it is different; as different as a real thing is froma shadow or as waking life is froma
dream" Hi s voice stirred everyone like a trunpet as he spoke these words: but when he added under
his breath "It's all in Plato, all in Plato: bless ne, what do they teach them at these school s!"
the ol der ones laughed. It was so exactly like the sort of thing they had heard hi msay | ong ago
in that other world where his beard was grey instead of golden. He knew why they were | aughing and
joined in the laugh hinmsel f. But very quickly they all becane grave again: for, as you know, there
is a kind of happi ness and wonder that nmakes you serious. It is too good to waste on jokes.

It is as hard to explain howthis sunlit land was different fromthe old Narnia as it would be to
tell you how the fruits of that country taste. Perhaps you will get sone idea of it if you think
like this. You may have been in a roomin which there was a wi ndow that | ooked out on a |ovely bay
of the sea or a green valley that wound away anmong nountains. And in the wall of that room
opposite to the wi ndow there nay have been a | ooki nggl ass. And as you turned away from the w ndow
you suddenly caught sight of that sea or that valley, all over again, in the |ooking glass. And
the sea in the mrror, or the valley in the mirror, were in one sense just the sanme as the rea
ones: yet at the sane time they were sonehow different - deeper, nore wonderful, nore like places
inastory: in a story you have never heard but very much want to know. The difference between the
old Narnia and the new Narnia was |ike that. The new one was a deeper country: every rock and
flower and bl ade of grass looked as if it neant nore. | can't describe it any better than that: if
ever you get there you will know what | nean.

It was the Unicorn who sunmed up what everyone was feeling. He stanped his right fore-hoof on the
ground and nei ghed, and then cried:

"I have conme hone at last! This is my real country! | belong here. This is the land | have been
looking for all ny life, though | never knew it till now The reason why we |oved the old Narnia
is that it sometines looked a little like this. Bree-hee-hee! Cone further up, cone further in!"

He shook his mane and sprang forward into a great gallop - a Unicorn's gallop, which, in our
worl d, would have carried himout of sight in a few nonents. But now a nobst strange thing
happened. Everyone el se began to run, and they found, to their astonishment, that they could keep
up with him not only the Dogs and the humans but even fat little Puzzle and short-1egged Poggin
the Dwnarf. The air flewin their faces as if they were driving fast in a car w thout a w ndscreen
The country flew past as if they were seeing it fromthe wi ndows of an express train. Faster and
faster they raced, but no one got hot or tired or out of breath.
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CHAPTER SI XTEEN

FAREVWELL TO SHADON. ANDS

I F one could run without getting tired, | don't think one would often want to do anything el se.
But there nmight be special reasons for stopping, and it was a special reason which made Eustace
presently shout:

"I say! Steady! Look what we're comng to!"

And well he nmight. For now they saw before them Cal dron Pool and beyond the Pool the high
uncl i mbabl e cliffs and, pouring down the cliffs, thousands of tons of water every second, flashing
i ke dianobnds in sone places and dark, glassy green in others, the Great Waterfall; and already
the thunder of it was in their ears.

"Don't stop! Further up and further in," called Farsight, tilting his flight a little upwards.

"I't's all very well for him" said Eustace, but Jewel also cried out:
"Don't stop. Further up and further in! Take it in your stride."

Hi s voice could only just be heard above the roar of the water but next nonent everyone saw that
he had plunged into the Pool. And helter-skelter behind him wth splash after splash, all the
others did the same. The water was not biting cold as all of them (and especially Puzzle)
expected, but of a delicious foany cool ness. They all found they were swi nmng straight for the
Waterfall itself.

"This is absolutely crazy," said Eustace to Ednund.

"I know. And yet -" said Ednund

"Isn't it wonderful?" said Lucy. "Have you noticed one can't feel afraid, even if one wants to?
Try it."

"By Jove, neither one can," said Eustace after he had tried.

Jewel reached the foot of the Waterfall first, but Tirian was only just behind him Jill was |ast,
so she could see the whole thing better than the others. She saw sonething white noving steadily
up the face of the Waterfall. That white thing was the Unicorn. You couldn't tell whether he was
swi mmi ng or clinbing, but he noved on, higher and higher. The point of his horn divided the water
just above his head, and it cascaded out in two rai nbow col oured streanms all round his shoul ders.
Just behind himcame King Tirian. He noved his legs and arnms as if he were swi nm ng but he noved
strai ght upwards: as if one could swmup the wall of a house.

What | ooked funni est was the Dogs. During the gallop they had not been at all out of breath, but
now, as they swarned and wiggled upwards, there was plenty of spluttering and sneezi ng anpng
them that was because they woul d keep on barking, and every tinme they barked they got their
mout hs and noses full of water. But before Jill had time to notice all these things fully, she was
going up the Waterfall herself. It was the sort of thing that woul d have been quite inpossible in
our world. Even if you hadn't been drowned, you woul d have been smashed to pieces by the terrible
wei ght of water against the countless jags of rock. But in that world you could do it. You went
on, up and up, with all kinds of reflected Iights flashing at you fromthe water and all manner of
col oured stones flashing through it, till it seened as if you were clinbing up light itself - and
al ways hi gher and higher till the sense of height would have terrified you if you could be
terrified, but later it was only gloriously exciting. And then at |ast one cane to the |ovely,
snoot h green curve in which the water poured over the top and found that one was out on the |eve
river above the Waterfall. The current was raci ng away behi nd you, but you were such a wonderfu
swi mer that you coul d nake headway against it. Soon they were all on the bank, dripping buthappy.

A long vall ey opened ahead and great snow nountains, now much nearer, stood up agai nst the sky.
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"Further up and further in," cried Jewel and instantly they were off again.

They were out of Narnia now and up into the Western WId which neither Tirian nor Peter nor even
the Eagl e had ever seen before. But the Lord Digory and the Lady Polly had. "Do you renenber? Do
you renenber?" they said - and said it in steady voices too, w thout panting, though the whole
party was now running faster than an arrow flies.

"What, Lord?" said Tirian. "lIs it then true, as stories tell, that you two journeyed here on the
very day the world was nmade?”

"Yes," said Digory, "and it seenms to ne as if it were only yesterday."
"And on a flying horse?" asked Tirian. "Is that part true?"
"Certainly," said Digory. But the Dogs barked, "Faster, faster!"

So they ran faster and faster till it was nore like flying than running, and even the Eagle
overhead was going no faster than they. And they went through wi nding valley after w nding valley
and up the steep sides of hills and, faster than ever, down the other side, followi ng the river
and sonetinmes crossing it and skimm ng across nountainl akes as if they were living speed-boats,

till at last at the far end of one long | ake which | ooked as blue as a turquoi se, they saw a
snooth green hill. Its sides were as steep as the sides of a pyranid and round the very top of it
ran a green wall: but above the wall rose the branches of trees whose | eaves | ooked |ike silver

and their fruit 1ike gold.

"Further up and further in!" roared the Unicorn, and no one held back. They charged straight at
the foot of the hill and then found thenselves running up it al nost as water froma broken wave
runs up a rock out at the point of some bay. Though the slope was nearly as steep as the roof of a
house and the grass was smooth as a bowling green, no one slipped. Only when they had reached the
very top did they slow up; that was because they found thensel ves facing great gol den gates. And
for a noment none of themwas bold enough to try if the gates would open. They all felt just as
they had felt about the fruit "Dare we? Is it right? Can it be neant for us?"

But while they were standing thus a great horn, wonderfully |oud and sweet, blew from sonewhere
i nside that walled garden and the gates swung open

Tirian stood holding his breath and wonderi ng who woul d cone out. And what came was the |last thing
he had expected: a little, sleek, bright-eyed Tal king Mouse with a red feather stuck in a circlet

on its head and its left paw resting on a long sword. It bowed, a nost beautiful bow, and said in

its shrill voice

"Wl come, in the Lion's nane. Conme further up and further in."

Then Tirian saw King Peter and King Ednund and Queen Lucy rush forward to kneel down and greet the
Mouse and they all cried out "Reepicheep!" And Tirian breathed fast with the sheer wonder of it,
for now he knew that he was | ooking at one of the great heroes of Narnia, Reepicheep the Muse who
had fought at the great Battle of Beruna and afterwards sailed to the Wrld' s end with King
Caspi an the Seafarer. But before he had had much tine to think of this he felt two strong arms
thrown about himand felt a bearded kiss on his cheeks and heard a well renmenbered voice saying:

"What, lad? Art thicker and taller since | |ast touched thee!"

It was his own father, the good King Erlian: but not as Tirian had seen himlast when they brought
hi m home pal e and wounded fromhis fight with the giant, nor even as Tirian remenbered himin his
| ater years when he was a grey-headed warrior. This was his father, young and nerry, as he could
just renmenber himfromvery early days when he hinself had been a little boy playing ganes with
his father in the castle garden at Cair Paravel, just before bedti ne on sunmer evenings. The very
snel|l of the bread-and-mlk he used to have for supper cane back to him

Jewel thought to hinmself, "I will leave themto talk for alittle and then I will go and greet the
good King Erlian. Many a bright apple has he given ne when | was but a colt." But next nonment he
had sonething else to think of, for out of the gateway there cane a horse so nighty and nobl e that
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even a Unicorn nmight feel shy in its presence: a great w nged horse. It |ooked a nonent at the
Lord Digory and the Lady Polly and neighed out "Wat, cousins!" and they both shouted "Fl edge!
Good ol d Fledge!™ and rushed to kiss it.

But by now the Mouse was again urging themto cone in. So all of them passed in through the gol den
gates, into the delicious snell that blew towards themout of that garden and into the coo

m xture of sunlight and shadow under the trees, walking on springy turf that was all dotted with
white flowers. The very first thing which struck everyone was that the place was far |larger than
it had seened fromoutside. But no one had tinme to think about that for people were coning up to
nmeet the newconers from every direction

Everyone you had ever heard of (if you knew the history of these countries) seenmed to be there.
There was dinfeather the OM and Puddl eglumthe Marshwi ggle, and King Rilian the D senchanted,
and his nother the Star's daughter and his great father Caspian hinself. And cl ose beside himwere
the Lord Drinian and the Lord Berne and Trunpkin the Dwarf and Truffle-hunter the good Badger with
d enstormthe Centaur and a hundred ot her heroes of the great War of Deliverance. And then from
anot her side cane Cor the King of Archenland with King Lune his father and his wife Queen Aravis
and the brave prince Corin Thunder-Fist, his brother, and Bree the Horse and Hwin the Mare. And
then - which was a wonder beyond all wonders to Tirian - there cane fromfurther away in the past,
the two good Beavers and Tummus the Faun. And there was greeting and ki ssing and hand-shaki ng and
ol d jokes revived, (you've no idea how good an old joke sounds when you take it out again after a
rest of five or six hundred years) and the whol e conpany noved forward to the centre of the
orchard where the Phoenix sat in a tree and | ooked down upon themall, and at the foot of that
tree were two thrones and in those two thrones a King and Queen so great and beautiful that
everyone bowed down before them And well they might, for these two were King Frank and Queen

Hel en fromwhom all the nost ancient Kings of Narnia and Archenl and are descended. And Tirian felt
as you would feel if you were brought before Adamand Eve in all their glory.

About half an hour later - or it mght have been half a hundred years later, for tine there is not
like tinme here - Lucy stood with her dear friend, her oldest Narnian friend, the Faun Tunnus,

| ooki ng down over the wall of that garden, and seeing all Narnia spread out bel ow. But when you

| ooked down you found that this hill was much higher than you had thought: it sank down with
shining cliffs, thousands of feet below themand trees in that |ower world | ooked no bigger than
grains of green salt. Then she turned inward again and stood with her back to the wall and | ooked
at the garden.

"I see," she said at last, thoughtfully. "I see now This garden is like the stable. It is far
bi gger inside than it was outside."

"Of course, Daughter of Eve," said the Faun. "The further up and the further in you go, the bigger
everything gets. The inside is larger than the outside."

Lucy | ooked hard at the garden and saw that it was not really a garden but a whole world, with its
own rivers and woods and sea and nountains. But they were not strange: she knew themall.

"I see," she said. "This is still Narnia, and nore real and nore beautiful then the Narnia down
below, just as it was nore real and nore beautiful than the Narnia outside the stable door! |
see... world within world, Narnia within Narnia..."

"Yes," said M Tumnmus, "like an onion: except that as you go in and in, each circle is larger than
the last."

And Lucy | ooked this way and that and soon found that a new and beautiful thing had happened to
her. Watever she | ooked at, however far away it m ght be, once she had fixed her eyes steadily on
it, becane quite clear and close as if she were | ooking through a tel escope. She could see the
whol e Sout hern desert and beyond it the great city of Tashbaan: to Eastward she could see Cair
Paravel on the edge of the sea and the very wi ndow of the roomthat had once been her own. And far
out to sea she could discover the islands, islands after islands to the end of the world, and,
beyond the end, the huge mountain which they had called Aslan's country. But now she saw that it
was part of a great chain of nmountains which ringed round the whole world. In front of her it
seermed to cone quite close. Then she | ooked to her left and saw what she took to be a great bank
of brightly-coloured cloud, cut off fromthemby a gap. But she | ooked harder and saw that it was
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not a cloud at all but a real land. And when she had fixed her eyes on one particular spot of it,
she at once cried out, "Peter! Edmund! Come and | ook! Cone quickly." And they came and | ooked, for
their eyes al so had becone |ike hers.

"Whys" exclainmed Peter. "It's England. And that's the house itself - Professor Kirk's old hone in
the country where all our adventures began!"

"I thought that house had been destroyed," said Ednmund.

"So it was," said the Faun. "But you are now | ooking at the England wi thin England, the real
England just as this is the real Narnia. And in that inner England no good thing is destroyed."

Suddenly they shifted their eyes to another spot, and then Peter and Edmund and Lucy gasped with
amazenent and shouted out and began waving: for there they saw their own father and nother, waving
back at them across the great, deep valley. It was |like when you see people waving at you fromthe
deck of a big ship when you are waiting on the quay to neet them

"How can we get at thenP" said Lucy.

"That is easy," said M Tummus. "That country and this country - all the real countries - are only
spurs jutting out fromthe great nountains of Aslan. W have only to wal k along the ridge, upward
and inward, till it joins on. And listen! There is King Frank's horn: we nust all go up."

And soon they found thenselves all wal king together and a great, bright procession it was - up

t owar ds mount ai ns hi gher than you could see in this world even if they were there to be seen. But
there was no snow on those nountains: there were forests and green sl opes and sweet orchards and
flashing waterfalls, one above the other, going up forever. And the |and they were wal ki ng on grew
narrower all the tine, with a deep valley on each side: and across that valley the | and which was
the real England grew nearer and nearer.

The |ight ahead was growi ng stronger. Lucy saw that a great series of nmany-coloured cliffs led up
in front of themlike a giant's staircase. And then she forgot everything el se, because Aslan
hi msel f was conming, |eaping down fromcliff to cliff like a living cataract of power and beauty.

And the very first person whom Aslan called to himwas Puzzl e the Donkey. You never saw a donkey

| ook feebler and sillier than Puzzle did as he wal ked up to Aslan, and he | ooked, beside Aslan, as
small as a kitten | ooks beside a St Bernard. The Lion bowed down his head and whi spered sonethi ng
to Puzzle at which his long ears went down, but then he said sonething else at which the ears
perked up again. The humans coul dn't hear what he had said either time. Then Aslan turned to them
and sai d:

"You do not yet | ook so happy as | nmean you to be."

Lucy said, "W're so afraid of being sent away, Aslan. And you have sent us back into our own
world so often.”

"No fear of that," said Aslan. "Have you not guessed?"
Their hearts | eaped and a wild hope rose within them

"There was a real railway accident,"” said Aslan softly.
"Your father and mother and all of you are - as you used to

call it in the Shadowl ands - dead. The termis over: the
hol i days have begun. The dreamis ended: this is the
nmor ni ng. "

And as He spoke He no |onger |ooked to themlike a lion; but
the things that began to happen after that were so great and
beautiful that | cannot wite them And for us this is the
end of all the stories, and we can nost truly say that they
all lived happily ever after. But for themit was only the
begi nning of the real story. Al their life in this world
and all their adventures in Narnia had only been the cover
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and the title page: now at |ast they were begi nning Chapter
One of the Great Story which no one on earth has read: which
goes on forever: in which every chapter is better than the
one before.
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