
« 1 » 

Narnia Fanfiction: Book Two 
 

 

Contents: 
 
Into the West by elecktrum ...................................................................................................3 

A year after the Battle of Beruna, a horrible curse Jadis set upon Edmund is awoken and Peter must journey 
into the Western Wild in order to save him. 

They Also Serve by elecktrum ...........................................................................................156 

As Peter journeys westwards on his quest, Edmund must endure both Jadis' curse and the pain of being left 
behind. 

Heydensrun by elecktrum ..................................................................................................276 

Set during 'They Also Serve,' this tells of Oreius' thoughts and fears as he races into the Western Wild to find 
King Peter. 

The Good Brother by elecktrum .......................................................................................286 

Laid low by pneumonia following his return from the Western Wild, Peter learns exactly how much he 
depends upon Edmund as a king, friend, and brother. 



« 2 » 

Editors Note: 
 

The Chronicles of Narnia is copyrighted by the estate of CS Lewis, Walt Disney Company, 
and Walden Media. Stories contained here are for entertainment purposes only and may 
not be sold or reprinted in any other format. 

 

All stories in this series are rated T for Teen, otherwise known as MPAA PG-13 or TV-14, 
or less. Mild language, descriptions of violence, or references to sexuality may occur. 

 

All stories in this series, unless otherwise noted, first appeared on www.fanfiction.net. 
Leaving reviews of critiques, feedback and/or appreciation is encouraged. 

 

Stories may have been edited for spelling, punctuation, minor grammatical issues, or 
clarity.  

 



« 3 » 

Into the West 

by elecktrum 
 

 

Prologue: In the Company of Horses 
They stood around me in a wide circle, the whole of their noble race, more than fifty in all 
by rough count, of every size and age and color. Some of them were curious, some 
disinterested, a handful were clearly hostile, though if that hostility was directed at me for 
simply being there or for the notion that I rode a Horse I could not say yet. 

Unfortunately their leader was the most hostile of the lot. Solid black from nose to wingtip 
to tail save for one white sock, Pennon, Lord of the Winged Horses, tossed his head and 
pawed the ground in aggravation. Beside me, Phillip huffed, determined to be unimpressed 
even though these magnificent horses were among the most beautiful and imposing things I 
had ever seen. 

“I thank you for consenting to see me, Lord Pennon,” I said, maintaining my dignity 
despite my ragged state. In truth he had done no such thing and since noon his herd had 
kept us from stepping another foot further west, but I was in no mood or position to argue 
over such trifles. “We seek only leave to pass through your land unmolested.” 

Pennon fixed me with an aggressive eye. “By what charge do you even come so far from 
the land of men? And what arrogance is this that you should harness and ride a Talking 
Horse as though he were your slave?” 

Phillip bristled, but at my touch on his neck he calmed and said nothing. “I have been 
charged by Aslan, Son of the Emperor-Over-Sea, to seek the Garden in the West.” The 
Winged Horses stirred, recognizing the Lion’s name, and well they should. “He 
commanded I return with an apple from the tree that grows in the center of the garden. 
This Horse, Phillip Bwinny-hra, willingly consented to carry me here. He is harnessed by 
choice and by his personal preference.” 

“We are the guardians of that garden, Son of Adam,” Pennon said, his tone threatening. 
He stepped forward a few paces, looking me over with contempt. “Why should we allow 
you to go on?” 

“Guarding it?” I asked. “From what? Would you bar me from carrying out a quest given 
me by Aslan himself?” 

“Prove it!” 

“Liars don’t invoke Aslan’s name as I have done without fear of reprisal.” 

The black Horse snorted. “You don’t know what you’re asking.” 

“On the contrary,” I snapped. “I know exactly what I want and what I must do.” 

As sharply as I had spoken, Pennon demanded, “And what is that, Human?” 
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“I want to save my brother’s life. And I will do so,” I vowed anew, my voice rising strongly 
as my indignation grew, “by returning to Narnia and Aslan with an apple from the Garden 
in the West.” 

Not exactly impressed by my bravado, the Winged Horse snorted. “You’ll never reach the 
Garden.” 

“I’ve made it this far. I’ll make it to the Garden.” 

“Who are you, Son of Adam?” 

I faced him squarely. “I’m Peter, High King of Narnia. In the name of Aslan and his great 
father, I command you to let us pass.” 

I don’t know if invoking Aslan in such a way was a good or bad thing, because Pennon 
glared and bared his teeth. “Go on your way, High King,” he spat. “You will not reach the 
Garden and we will not help you. Begone, O Man.” 

He turned and the Winged Horses went with him, most willingly, some hesitantly, only one 
reluctantly. Pennon’s daughter Rhye had listened with growing disappointment to her sire’s 
words, her whole demeanor slowly drooping as he voiced his decision. With a great rush of 
wings and stirring up of dust the Winged Horses took running starts and launched into the 
air. Rhye was the last to leave, casting us both a long and sorry look before she followed the 
others, the only gleaming speck amongst the duller Horses. 

“I had expected better from Horses so noble,” Phillip grumbled. 

I was equally disappointed and I leaned against him as I watched the Winged Horses 
vanish towards the setting sun and their homes in the cliffs. “They’re still beautiful to see,” I 
had to admit sadly. 

“I no longer think so.” 

I smiled and closed my eyes for a moment, remembering Aslan and letting his love replace 
the despair threatening to overcome me. It was difficult not to break down and give in to 
my feelings right then. It was a minute or more before I drew a deep breath and stepped 
back. 

“A few more miles before dark?” I asked, hoping to make up some lost time and that I’d 
spot some game on the way. I had not had meat in several days and I was beginning to feel 
the effects of so unbalanced a diet. 

“Yes,” he agreed. “I want to be far away from this place and these unkempt nags.” 

He was disappointed for Edmund’s sake, I knew, just as I was. They had condemned my 
brother to that many more days of Jadis’s cruel enchantment and I found it difficult to 
forgive them. 

I shot a hare just at sundown and I simply dressed it, cleaned up, and got right back onto 
Phillip. Through the cool, green valley we made our path. I barely saw the spectacular 
setting any more: mighty, snow-capped mountains reaching into the clear sky, thick with 
forests and gleaming in the setting sun above the tree line. Streams and waterfalls of ice-
cold water from melting glaciers worked their way downwards to join the Great River. We 
rode past nightfall, ever westward, following the river to its source, keeping the Spear Head, 
Narnia’s brilliant northern star, on our right as we searched for the Garden wherein grew 
my brother’s deliverance. 
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Finally it was too dark to go on safely and by moonlight I belatedly made camp in a small 
grove of trees along the river. Phillip ate grass as I made a fire and roasted the hare. I had 
to make an effort not to devour it all, but to leave enough for the morning. It was late, far 
later than we were usually up, but I knew I wouldn’t sleep well. I had dared to hope the 
Winged Horses might help. After all, according to Narnia’s history, Fledge, father of all the 
Winged Horses, had flown the whole distance from Narnia to the Garden in less than two 
days for the exact same reason I was now here. We had been traveling the same route 
Fledge had taken over land and water for almost two months. What made them so hostile? 
Why had they isolated themselves in this wilderness? 

Phillip laid down close to the fire ring and I leaned against him for warmth. These 
mountains were much cooler than the lowlands to the east. 

“We’ll get there,” I promised. 

“I know,” he said softly, and I felt tears well up in my eyes at his devotion, proof that I was 
as exhausted as I suspected. I was about to say more when a twig snapped. I scrambled for 
Rhindon as Phillip surged to his feet. 

“Who goes?” I called into the darkness. 

I heard light footsteps and then a high-pitched voice said, “’Tis I, King Peter. ‘Tis Rhye. I 
come alone. I mean you and Phillip no harm.” 

I sighed, lowering my sword and the mare stepped forward until we could see her. Lovely 
Rhye, all silver and gold in the firelight, eager and curious and the only glint of kindness we 
had encountered since leaving Narnia. 

“Be welcome, Rhye,” I said, sheathing Rhindon again. I stepped over to her and touched 
her soft nose. “What brings you here?” 

“My sire,” she said simply. 

“Pennon?” I wondered. “He sent you?” 

“Only by refusing to help you.” 

“Rhye, I can’t let you get in trouble with him over this.” 

She stretched her neck out and shook her head and mane, a Horse’s equivalent of scorn. 
“I choose to do this. He is right, King Peter. You won’t make it to the Garden. The valley 
is ringed by glaciers and far too dangerous to walk over. You can only get there by flying 
over the last mountain.” 

I smiled. “I have to try. We have to try.” 

She ducked her head and let out a small whinny. “No, King Peter, you must succeed, and 
so at dawn I will take you to the Garden myself.” That said, she walked past me and settled 
down by the fire not far from where Phillip had lain moments ago, making a great show of 
arranging her wings just so. I looked at Phillip, who seemed as surprised as I was, then at 
Rhye. 

“Why would you do this?” asked Phillip, voicing the question I couldn’t bring myself to 
ask. 

The Winged Horse stared at the fire, fascinated. “It’s warm and bright. It showed up well 
in the darkness. What is it?” 
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“Fire. It is a mighty tool, but dangerous. Be cautious around it.” 

“It’s very pretty.” She leaned her nose towards the small blaze. “It smells nice. I do this 
because my people are from Narnia, making you, King Peter, our king. Even though we 
have removed ourselves from that land, we cannot turn our back on the word of Aslan. 
Besides,” she seemed to shrug her wings, “what matters one apple?” 

I was amazed at her logic. “Why is your sire so against me going there?” 

“Because He distrusts anyone and anything that is not a Winged Horse. My people fled 
Narnia long ago because there were men from the south that tried to exploit and enslave us 
and treat us like dumb beasts. Though that was long ago and naught to do with kings, my 
sire refuses to set aside that grudge. We are not as mighty as we once were, so far removed 
from Narnia. Besides, you would go where he has never been allowed. He has never heard 
Aslan’s voice, but I’m not certain if he knows what to listen for.” 

“And you’ve heard Aslan?” Phillip wondered. He carefully lay down again. 

“Only through you and the king.” She looked up at me, as curious as she was charming. 
“Will you tell me more, Peter High King? You said you were questing to save your 
brother. Will you tell me this tale? Why do you need this apple? What is your brother’s 
name? Is he like you? What is Aslan like? The legends say he is a lion. What is a lion?” 

I shook my head in amusement at her barrage of innocent questions. Telling her how and 
why I had left Narnia was the least I could do in exchange for her offer to take me to the 
Garden. I added some more branches to the fire, then shook out my blanket and sat 
against Phillip again with Rhindon beside me. 

“It’s a long story, Rhye,” I cautioned. Her only response was to tuck her legs in more 
comfortably, and so it was with a smile that I started. “Fifteen months ago my youngest 
sister stumbled into Narnia through a magical door...” 

Chapter 1: Anniversary 

Later on, looking back, the thing I remembered most vividly was how happy we all were. 

It was high summer and all of Narnia was celebrating the first anniversary of our victory at 
Beruna. We had actually been celebrating all week - parties and dances and feasts of all 
kinds. Gifts and well-wishers poured into Cair Paravel from across the country and the 
islands to the east. There was even an embassy from Calormen that brought us chests of 
exotic spices, the most beautiful silk carpet, and a gorgeously illuminated book none of us 
could read, but which thrilled the librarians and our chief scribe. Nobles from Galma and 
Terebinthia and the Lone Islands, while few in number, were ecstatic at reestablishing 
commerce and communication with Narnia. King Lune would have been there, but both 
his older sister and younger brother were each about to become parents for the first time 
and so he sent his mother-in-law, Princess Eo, as his representative. She was round and 
jolly and hugged us all every time she saw us and tried her best to get Edmund to eat more. 
Like Lune, Eo did not dismiss us or our opinions simply because we were children, but 
held us all in the same high regard afforded us by our subjects. The Archenlanders, 
descended of old from Narnia’s kings, held Aslan in respect and love almost as deep as the 
Narnians. Eo talked clothes with Susan, politics with Edmund, games with Lucy, and 
horses with me, and we all basked in her motherly glow while Lune enjoyed a bit of peace, 
for she nagged him endlessly to have children of his own. 
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So all was music and happiness and feasts and we lacked only Aslan to make the 
celebrations complete. The last night before the anniversary was spent dancing and singing 
around a huge bonfire on the shore next to Cair Paravel so the Merfolk could join in, their 
haunting voices rising sweetly on the night breeze. We drank wine out of carved wooden 
bowls lined with gold which Tumnus called mazers and which he said were ages old. They 
were difficult to drink out of because they had wide brims, but we had all night to practice. 
The Fauns and Nymphs danced and sang and I knew it would be long into the morning 
before they slowed down. Mrs. Beaver was happily fussing over the food as it was served 
until Princess Eo and Susan grabbed her and they put their heads together and talked 
about heaven only knew what, probably marriage prospects for the lot of us. Edmund was 
in deep conversation with some Dwarf smiths, his particular friends. Celer was trying to 
teach Lucy how to play a pan pipe. She was giggling far too hard to make any progress, but 
it was fun to watch. Everyone was happy, I not the least of all. 

“King Peter! Queen Lucy! King Edmund! And gentle Queen Susan!” 

It was Tumnus with several Fauns and Satyrs behind him. They all carried what looked like 
wreaths, some of greens, others of flowers. 

“Your Majesties cannot sit amongst your subjects without crowns, good king,” said he. 

I laughed, realizing what they held, and bent my head. One of the Fauns crowned me with 
ivy and holly. I looked at Edmund beneath a great crown of laurel and celery leaves. He 
rolled his eyes and shook his head, laughing and feeling silly. The girls were crowned with 
roses, red for Susan and pink for Lucy. Both looked radiant. I noticed Tumnus took a long 
while getting Lucy’s crown just so, crowding Celer out in the process. He adored her, I 
knew, and in truth I couldn’t blame him, for Lucy was nothing if not lovable. 

We drank many toasts to Aslan, to the fallen heroes of the battle, to the victims of the 
White Witch, to Narnia, and to her new monarchs. I was careful to make sure our wine 
was cut with water else we would have grown drunk in minutes, for Narnian spring wine is 
strong and the stuff that Princess Eo brought with her from Archenland could down even a 
Giant if taken straight. I only knew that because two days past one of the good Giants that 
had fought on our side at Beruna drank half a cask of Archenland wine and he had yet to 
wake up. 

The merriment grew as midnight approached. I saw Lucy yawn and I knew she wouldn’t 
make it far past the anniversary hour. There were enough celebrations planned well into 
tomorrow, though, to keep her busy. She smiled at me and I grinned back, catching 
Susan’s eye. She laughed merrily, nudging Edmund as he sat there as grave as a judge. He 
was fighting a smile, I could tell, and between the wine and his expression I couldn’t bear it 
any longer and I laughed aloud. For some reason that set us all off, even Edmund, and I 
listened to his laughter with joy, for in truth it was a rare sound. 

A troop of Talking Mice, whose people had not spoken a word until a year ago, stepped 
out and sang a ballad in their shrill voices. The song was so high-pitched and piercing some 
of the Dogs started howling and none of us could understand a word. I did not dare look at 
Edmund throughout. It was wonderful how excited they were and by the last chorus we 
were all singing along, making up our own lyrics and drowning out the Mice. 
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A few minutes before midnight I stood and raised my mazer of wine. Everyone rose with 
me. I felt the flush of wine and excitement upon me as I called out a toast I had thought 
over all night, 

“Narnia! Tonight amongst friends and allies we celebrate our freedom! Winter holds no 
dominion over this land thanks to Aslan, son of the Emperor-over-Sea! Drink with me now 
to Narnia and to Aslan!” 

“To Narnia and to Aslan!” cried the crowd, and they raised their bowls and goblets and 
drinking horns in salute. 

“Drink or drunk?” whispered Edmund beside me. I laughed. He was right, I had 
consumed too much wine. It was time for water, which in Narnia was almost as good as 
wine. Beneath his crown of leaves he was smiling as he picked up a pitcher and refilled my 
bowl with water. “The silver pitcher, Peter. Silver. Not the brass one.” He set the brass 
vessel far out of my reach. 

His tone struck me as remarkably funny and I burst out laughing. He shook his head, 
laughing right along with me. We were standing next to each other, watching Susan dance 
with the Nymphs around the bonfire as the Centaurs scanned the night sky, waiting for 
tomorrow. The dance was growing wilder, the music louder and merriment was at a fever 
pitch when Cheroom, the oldest Centaur present, lifted his mazer, the signal for midnight. 

“To victory!” he shouted, and we all echoed the cry as loudly as we could, yelling and 
screaming out our delight. Trumpets and horns blared into the night, accompanied by 
huge drums played by the Dwarfs. Lucy threw her arms around my middle. I held her 
about the shoulder and I pulled Edmund close with my other arm. Susan saw and flashed 
us a brilliant smile as she danced by, beautiful in red and roses. 

We were so happy. All of Narnia was united in celebration. 

Suddenly Edmund stiffened as if startled. I looked down through the fringe of laurel and 
celery crowning him. The surprise on his face was replaced by shock and disbelief and he 
bent over as if he’d been punched in the stomach. Both his hands went to his middle, just 
below his heart, and he made a faint noise as if all the air had been forced out of his lungs 
in a rush. It was a sound of pure agony. I let go of Lucy and turned to him, reaching out to 
steady him as he peeled his hands away. 

They were covered with blood. 

“Peter,” he whispered, and without another sound he collapsed. 
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Chapter One: Curse Awoken 
I didn’t recognize my own voice as I screamed. 

“Edmund!” 

I dove to catch him before he fell. As I grabbed his limp body Lucy shrieked, seeing the 
blood spreading across Edmund’s front as I lowered him to the ground. The dancers 
stumbled to a halt, shocked, unsure of what had happened or what to do. The music 
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continued a few beats and stopped. Voices rose in alarm until Oreius’s powerful command 
for quiet cut through the tumult. 

“Get the healers!” I screamed, never looking away from Edmund, searching for the source 
of this wound. Had he been shot by an arrow? Were there assassins about? I shouted out 
for the army’s general. “Oreius, a perimeter!” 

I yanked his belt off and someone, Tumnus, I think, helped me to pull off his tunic. I 
instantly had my hands applying pressure to Edmund’s chest, hot blood swelling between 
my fingers. Someone gave me a cloth that I pressed to the bleeding wound. Susan came 
rushing up, her face obscured by the shadows, her crown of roses askew. 

“Lucy, your cordial!” ordered Susan. There was blind panic in her voice, but thankfully she 
could still think more clearly than I. She looked around and spotted Phillip in the crowd. 
The Horse looked ready to frenzy. “Phillip, quickly! Get us to the Cair!” 

She leaped up, straddling the Horse, and many hands lifted Lucy up behind her. 

“Hurry!” I ordered harshly as Phillip dashed away up to the castle. A dozen big Cats and as 
many Centaurs followed closely after them. 

Oreius had already organized parties to search the immediate forest for possible assassins 
and set up a tight guard around me and Edmund. The Dryad, Dwarf, and Centaur healers 
in the crowd were beside me, helping to stabilize my brother. There was no visible source 
of this. No arrow, no bolt, no blade, nothing. There hadn’t been anyone near enough to us 
to stab him and there were far too many revelers between where Edmund had stood and a 
clear shot with any weapon, especially for a wound that went straight into his body, not 
angled from above. His breathing was labored and he fought for every gasp of air. The 
sound was horrifying. It sounded like... 

Like Beruna. When he lay dying in the field. Then it struck me. The wound...it was 
identical to the one Lucy had healed on him a year ago today. 

I stared, hardly able to believe what I saw with my own eyes. Why? How? What sort of evil 
was this? 

Around us the citizens of Narnia were standing close, every anxious eye upon us. Some 
people were crying, others holding each other tightly. I sensed the Beavers nearby, quietly 
attending me and comforting each other. Princess Eo was close, not interfering, but ready 
to help. Tumnus crouched right by my side, silent. 

“Ed,” I whispered. He reached for my hand and I gripped his tightly with my bloodied 
fingers, leaning close to his ear. With so many people standing between us and the fire, I 
had little light to see by, but I knew full well what I had seen. “It’s like the wound from her 
wand,” I said for his ears only. 

He gasped, alarmingly pale, but he held my hand a little tighter and he nodded, panting, 
“Same.” 

What could this mean? 

It seemed an age and more before we heard the sound of hoof beats and Phillip came right 
up to us. I later learned that Phillip had run straight through the palace, up to Lucy’s room 
and back. Susan slid off his back and helped Lucy down. She had her cordial around her 
waist and she pulled out the small bottle with hands that visibly shook. A single drop she let 
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fall in Edmund’s mouth, and within moments he drew an easy breath, then another, and I 
felt him relax beneath my hands. I drew a breath with him, suddenly exhausted as I helped 
him to sit up, seeing only now a much smaller exit wound on his back. He was restored, his 
wound healed. 

Only now I realized I was crying. I ran my hand through my hair, knocking off the ivy 
crown, and I pulled Edmund in close. He hugged me back as Susan and Lucy tackled us 
both. 

“What happened?” I asked, conscious of everyone watching us, the blood on my hands, 
the smell of the roses in Lucy’s hair. 

Edmund shook his head, pulling away. He looked mostly calm, but I could tell he was as 
rattled as I. 

“I-I’m not sure,” he said. He sniffed, mastering himself, and he looked to his sisters. 
“Thank you. Sorry for the fright. It felt...it was exactly like when the White Witch stabbed 
me at Beruna. I can’t explain it.” He swallowed, then looked at the crowd of apprehensive 
Narnians. His voice shook as he said, “I’m sorry. I’ve spoilt the celebrations.” 

Oreius strode up through the crush of people. He shook his head. There was nothing in 
the nearby forest. If there had been anything or anyone to find, I knew his troops would 
have located it. Beside his nephew, Cheroom stamped one mighty hoof as if defying 
anyone to agree with Edmund. “Not at all, just king! You have been restored to us once 
again. We have even more to celebrate tonight!” 

Ah, Narnia! His words had an instantaneous effect because the Animals and Creatures and 
Trees and Divine Waters let out a joyful noise and music and dancing started up almost 
instantly. Their younger king had just been horribly wounded by unknown means and their 
spirits were restored as swiftly as Lucy’s cordial had restored Edmund. Remarkable. One 
thing I would say about our subjects: they loved parties and seized upon any excuse for 
them, and their stamina for reveling was astounding. The smallest things were celebrated, 
from the first snow, to the first wine, births, ends, and beginnings. The anniversary 
celebration had been rudely interrupted and they used that to rationalize another fete. It 
was as amazing as it was unbelievable. 

But we were done for the night. Without a word exchanged among us I hauled my brother 
to his feet and we four turned and headed along a path that lead from the beach to the 
cobbled road up to the Cair. We drew close around Edmund. Oreius joined us with a 
dozen or more Satyrs to guard us. The Beavers and Tumnus, Phillip and Princess Eo all 
gathered around us as we walked. I was glad for a moment to think. The sound of the 
ocean was soothing to my ears and my wits as I fought off the effects of the wine and tried 
to reason out what had happened. It wasn’t until then that I realized the cloth I’d used to 
stem the blood was Tumnus’ scarf. I would have to ask my valet to replace it. 

“Majesty,” Oreius called, not specifying which one of us he wanted, the surest bet to get all 
of ours attention. He was carrying Edmund’s bloody tunic and by the light of the lamps 
lining the road he examined it closely. We all paused, waiting for him to speak. 

“It’s intact,” said the general, holding it up. “There’s no tear of arrow or blade.” 

We stared speechlessly at him. 

What had just happened? 
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“Convene a council at noon tomorr- today,” I ordered Oreius. The Centaur and I stood 
outside the bedroom I shared with Edmund, and I was never more glad of that fact than 
tonight. I had heard Oreius double the guards when I ushered Edmund into the hands of 
his valet. “We must try and figure out why this wound reappeared and how.” 

“The lower pavilion?” asked he, referring to a gazebo-like structure right on the water. 
Unlike the Naiads and their River God father, the Merfolk cannot venture far from the 
Eastern Sea. 

“Yes, I would like the Merfolk to attend. Send out the notices tonight, please.” 

“It will be done. If you need anything else, send for me.” 

“Thank you,” I said, and he understood it was for all his actions tonight. “Good night, 
General.” 

“Good night, King Peter. Do you and your brother get some rest.” 

“We’ll try.” 

Edmund was in the changing room, being fussed over by his Faun valet, Martil. My own 
valet, Silvo, wasn’t far behind and he pounced the moment he saw me. It was only then that 
I noticed the state of my clothes and person. I was drenched in my brother’s blood. Poor, 
kindly Silvo. He had finally cured me of making my bed every morning and cleaning up 
the room after Ed and myself and now this. Most Fauns were easily flustered, valets even 
more so, it seemed, but in short order I was scrubbed cleaned and dressed for bed. 
Edmund finally escaped Martil and we stood together on the balcony overlooking the 
beach. The bonfire still burned brightly far below and I could faintly hear the revelry. I was 
glad they had continued without us. Narnia deserved to have all the joy in the world. 

“Any ideas?” Edmund asked. 

“Only one,” I admitted. “The wand.” 

He nodded. “My thoughts exactly.” 

A week or so after our coronation a family of Red Dwarfs had journeyed to Cair Paravel 
from Beruna conveying, of all things, the shattered remains of Jadis’s wand. The Dwarfs 
claimed that they had been surveying the field for scraps of iron and metal when they came 
across the remains. Not knowing what to do with it, but recognizing that it was both 
dangerous and powerful and afraid the ghosts still haunting the field might do some 
mischief with it, they brought it to Edmund. He in turn called a council. We did not know 
what to do with the shards of that strange, silvery crystal, and eventually it was decided that 
we would simply contain the wand and hide it away until we could consult with Aslan about 
it. It was Mallo, leader of the Merfolk that lived in the sea by Cair Paravel, who eventually 
hid it in a cave accessible only from beneath the sea or at a spring tide. I knew where it was, 
and so did Edmund and Mallo, but no one else. Susan had ordered me and Edmund flat-
out not to tell her or anyone else where the cave lay and Lucy had backed her to the hilt. 
Up until now, I had frankly forgotten about it. 

“Council at noon,” I said. 

Edmund nodded, watching the bonfire. Eventually he sighed and said, “Well, good-night.” 
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“’Night,” I replied, reluctant to let him out of my sight. After a few minutes I abandoned 
the balcony and entered the room we shared. Edmund lay in his bed by the windows, 
staring at the ceiling. I sat on the edge of the bed, unable to verbalize what I was feeling, the 
fear and confusion and worry. He finally turned those dark eyes towards me and without a 
word he scooted over to give me room. I smiled at the invitation, knowing he was glad of 
my presence, and laid down beside him. I didn’t expect to sleep, but Edmund threw a light 
cover over me and the sound of his breathing close beside me lulled me into a restless 
slumber. 
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Chapter Two: Council 
Noon the next day found us four monarchs of Narnia sitting in the pillared, marble 
pavilion right beside the Eastern Sea. Oreius and Celer were there, along with Sharet, 
captain of the big Cats, representing the military. Kellerbeam and Blait, the chief Dwarfs of 
the Red and Black clans respectively, Chuloor, eldest daughter of the River God Callum, 
Tumnus, an ancient oak Dryad named Querq, a sage old Raven known as Sallowpad, and 
the head of Parliament, a Great Horned Owl called Lewiston, were already assembled 
when we arrived. Princess Eo was present at my request, as were the Beavers, Sir Giles 
Fox, and Cheroom. When we all sat or perched or stood or lounged according to our 
tastes, Mallo, the leader of the Merfolk, raised her bluish head out of the sea and sat on a 
nearby rock washed by the waves. One whole wall of the pavilion was open to the ocean so 
as to accommodate her people. 

“Thank you all for coming,” Susan said, standing up and starting the council. Everyone was 
silent for their queen. “We realize that this is unexpectedly grave at so merry a time, but we 
are greatly in need of your wisdom. A most disturbing occurrence befell my younger 
brother last night and we seek answers as to how this happened and how we can prevent it 
from happening again.” 

Edmund, all of eleven years old and looking it, drew a deep breath. He had clearly thought 
out what he was going to say beforehand and for the most part he dispensed with the 
courtly language we were laboriously acquiring. “Last night, at midnight, I experienced a 
wound identical to what I received at Beruna a year ago. For those of you that weren’t there 
or were engaged at the time, the White Witch was moving towards Peter to turn him to 
stone with her wand. We fought very briefly and...she bested me,” he acknowledged. 

I shifted uncomfortably, remembering losing my own duel with her and getting stabbed 
through the arm by Shafelm, Edmund’s sword that Jadis had taken when he fell. All 
around us, Oreius, Sir Giles, Tumnus, Sharet, Mr. Beaver, Blait, Lewiston, and Cheroom 
stirred as we all recalled our own dealings with the Witch. With the exception of myself 
and Mr. Beaver, all of them had been turned to stone either in the Witch’s castle or 
around Beruna. Edmund cast me a skeptical look at the effect of his simple admission and 
I fought down a smile. Only he could make a roomful of battle-hardened warriors squirm. 

“I did, however, manage to break her wand with my sword,” he continued to everyone’s 
relief. “She used the broken end to stab me. I only survived because of Lucy’s cordial.” He 
drew a deep breath again and I could see why he had rehearsed this. It was difficult to hear, 
how awful was it for him to tell? “Last night, at midnight, the same wound appeared. If felt 
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identical in every way to when she stabbed me on the battlefield. The shock of it, the feel, 
everything was the exactly the same and again, I only survived because of the cordial.” He 
stopped, remembering, unable to go on. His older sister spared him any further 
statements. 

“And now we ask you for any words of advice or thoughts you might have on this matter,” 
Susan said. 

Everyone was silent, pondering. I could hear the banners on the pavilion flapping in the 
ocean breeze and the waves pounded the shore with lessening ferocity as the tide went out. 
Seagulls, both talking and dumb, soared overhead. All of them were calling out to their 
fellows, but the Talking Gulls, the more numerous, were actually singing, using the waves to 
set their tempo. It was always a pleasant sound, but today I barely heard it. 

“The shards of the wand are untouched and unchanged,” Mallo abruptly announced in her 
high-pitched voice. “Where they lie I will not say, but cold, shattered crystal they remain.” 

I was actually disappointed at her words since a reaction out of the wand would have given 
us a place to start. I knew from that point on the council was doomed to failure, though the 
Mermaid’s words started the councilors talking. There wasn’t a lot of information to go on 
and many of them agreed that we lacked enough knowledge of the matter to draw any 
conclusions. Had Jadis meant this to happen just once, or at intervals, or every night? Was 
there a means to counter her works? Where had she learned to perform such horrible 
enchantments? While I listened closely for an hour and more as the wisest people in 
Narnia discussed the issue at length, I knew in my heart the only possible answer. 

“King Peter?” 

I looked over at Mr. Beaver as he put a paw on my knee, realizing I had not spoken a 
single word since we arrived. I managed a faint smile that didn’t fool him in the least as I 
covered his warm paw with my hand. Finally I rose to my feet. Silence fell, and when I 
spoke the words just seemed to flow slowly and surely as if I had practiced them before. 

“Honored guest,” I bowed to Eo, “dear friends, and noble councilors, we thank you for 
your wisdom. I think, though, we are wise enough to accept the fact that we are ill-equipped 
to challenge any enchantment cast by the likes of the White Witch. She was evil, we are 
not, and her motivations and conduct are beyond our ken. Her magic was of a sort that 
cannot bring joy, though it wore the trappings of joy at times,” I said, thinking of dark 
promises and Turkish Delight. “This last act of vengeance against our brother stems from a 
power deeper than we can know, and I believe Aslan is alone in being our hope for the 
breaking of this curse. Therefore, as you pray for Edmund’s deliverance from this cruelty, I 
ask that you pray for Aslan to return to us, for our need is such that none other will 
suffice.” 

Edmund’s dark eyes stayed upon me the whole time and I knew that he had been having 
identical thoughts, though with much simpler wording, I was sure. Indeed, it seemed as if I 
had voiced the thoughts of everyone present. The council concluded soon after. Tumnus 
and the Beavers escorted Eo back to the palace and everyone else dispersed or lingered to 
talk some more. I followed Lucy out onto the beach and our brother and sister caught up. 

“Well, that was good for raising questions,” commented Edmund, peeling off his boots. He 
set them on the shore and laid his crown atop them before wading into the gentle turf. 
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Lucy followed suit, hitching up her skirts as she followed him. “Do you think it will happen 
again?” she wondered softly. 

“I hope not,” I said. 

“I pray not,” Edmund added, eyeing some seaweed I knew he was longing to wing at any 
one of us. 

“We’ll have to wait and see,” Susan said, ever pragmatic. 

Annoying as it was, she was right. I sighed, gazing out over the calm, glistening water, 
listening to the waves and the Gulls calling to each other. A prayer rose up in my mind, 
simple and pleading. 

Help us, Aslan. Help me to save my bro- 

Suddenly something wet and salty and slimy slapped into my face and I sputtered, my 
crown knocked askew. Lucy was giggling uncontrollably and Edmund’s eyes were wide with 
surprise as he stared at her. I made a face as I pulled the seaweed off my face and neck and 
she laughed harder. I had forgotten what a good shot she was. Deliberately handing my 
crown off to Susan, I stepped towards her, hefting the clump of slippery plants. She 
shrieked, knowing what was about to happen. Before I could throw it, Edmund nailed her 
in the stomach with more of the stuff and the fight was on. 

It felt good to forget our cares for a while as we splashed and played in the sea. I made 
certain to throw Lucy into the waves regardless of her dress. Edmund saw fit to shove a 
handful of sand down the back of my tunic, the little beast, so I threw him shouting into the 
waves as well. Susan stayed high and dry, watching our antics from a safe distance until we 
dragged ourselves onto the beach and dropped down beside her. I had forgotten to take 
my boots off before I chased Lucy into the water and I could already see Silvo’s expression 
of dismay. It was worth it. We lay laughing in the sunshine, watching the Gulls dance on 
the breeze and trying to sing with them as they started a new song. I wished it could have 
gone on forever. 

“We have the army’s celebration tonight,” Susan reminded us, handing back our crowns. 
“Perhaps we should cancel it.” 

“Not on account of me,” Edmund answered sharply. “I’m not going to stop living because I 
happen to be cursed by a dead witch. She’d like that, so she would.” 

“She would,” I murmured. “As you said, Su, we have to wait and see. We don’t know what 
will happen later tonight. In the meantime, it’s still the anniversary of Beruna and our 
people deserve to celebrate, especially the army.” Despite my words my anxiety was 
mounting. Tonight would be difficult beyond reckoning and I could feel a sharp twinge of 
fear for what the night might bring. 
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Chapter Three: Waiting for Midnight 
I was disappointed with the council, though I’m not certain what I truly expected. This 
situation was beyond us all. 
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There was a huge feast that eve on Cair Paravel’s lawn, held for everyone who had fought 
for Narnia at Beruna. It was just as well we decided not to cancel since so much 
preparation had gone into it already. The palace cooks were in a frenzy and the court 
musicians had written three new melodies in honor of our victory. Even the drunken Giant 
woke up in time to attend, much to the relief of the Dryads in the cherry orchard where he 
had been sleeping. Only with the utmost effort did I manage to smile and survive the whole 
affair. It frustrated me that these hearty veterans should get less than the attention and 
regard which they deserved, for it seemed to me that by giving in to our fear, we were giving 
in to Jadis herself, dead though she may be. Still, I couldn’t shake the feeling that 
something awful and beyond our ability to fix was happening and I knew that Susan and 
Edmund felt as apprehensive as I did, though we all presented brave faces. Lucy alone 
seemed to enjoy herself fully and I watched her with relief and delight even as I kept a 
close eye on Edmund. Clearly the story of what had happened last night had gotten around 
and our subjects graciously excused our distraction, eating and drinking and reveling 
heartily as soldiers are wont to do. 

Towards the end of the night I had relaxed enough that I didn’t have to force a laugh and I 
was able to swap war stories with some of the Boars and Dogs. They were good company, 
though the Boars were a little difficult to understand. I spent a few moments of amazement 
as I poured them all more watered-down wine. It wasn’t that I was carrying on 
conversations with Animals as much as I actually had war stories - real ones - to swap. 

The feast ended with the Gryphons giving us an aerial performance lead by Cyn, our chief 
scout. They were remarkably agile and graceful flyers and for a few minutes I managed to 
forget my fears. When the feast ended, though, I was reluctant to bid the soldiers a good 
night, frightened of what might befall my brother. 

Not much later, Edmund and I were ready for sleep, looking at each other from across the 
room we shared. He had sent our valets away after they made us herbal tea and we sat 
alone in the lavish, familiar chamber, listening to the sound of the turf and the song of a 
mockingbird roused from his sleep. Lately I had thought about suggesting Edmund return 
to his original room down the hall, but I was very glad I had never voiced the idea because 
after last night I would have either been checking on him every few minutes or I simply 
would have invaded his living space as he had so kindly invaded mine. I knew that right 
now he wanted me near even if he never said a word and he maintained his distance in his 
usual cool fashion. I could read right through him as well as he could read me. 

A knock on the door, and Susan peeked in. “Lucy’s asleep. Are you two going to go to 
bed?” 

I smiled and Edmund scowled, which for him was almost the same when anyone fussed 
over him. “Soon,” I promised. 

She stepped into the room, all in a velvet gown and velvet shoes and smelling of roses. She 
gave Edmund a kiss on the cheek before he could escape and then squeezed my hand as 
she passed. 

“If you need anything, anything at all, call me,” she said, looking me directly in the eye, 
meaning every word. 

“Shall,” I promised. “Sleep tight, Su.” 

“’Night,” Edmund called softly after her. 



« 16 » 

She smiled sweetly, well aware that we would be up until all hours, then left. I suspected 
she would not be going to bed for some time and she’d be back to check on us during the 
night. 

Edmund was gazing at me with an intensity in his dark eyes that bespoke great emotion. He 
had looked at me that way before Beruna, and then on the day I knighted him at the Stone 
Table early this spring. I waited, knowing he would talk in his own time. 

“I’m afraid of midnight,” he finally admitted in a whisper. 

“So am I,” I answered. I rose from my bed and went to sit beside him. He made no protest 
when I put an arm around his shoulder and held him close to my side. “We’ll wait for it 
together. Do you want Susan here, too?” 

“No,” he said, swallowing with effort. “Just you.” 

“All right.” 

There was a clock in the next room, exiled because the sound it made annoyed me, but I 
didn’t want to move to see the time. Edmund became increasingly tense, inching closer to 
me. Knights and kings though we may be, we’re still children, and I knew he needed me to 
be brother and friend and father right now. I put my other arm around him, ducking my 
head against his dark hair to hide my tears as he let me pull him almost into my lap. He 
was breathing heavily and he caught his arms around me tightly. He was trembling. I pulled 
him closer, closing my eyes and holding my breath, praying to Aslan that nothing further 
happened than two scared boys holding on to each other as one day became the next. 

Then Edmund’s whole lean frame jerked back a few inches and he gasped, his eyes wide 
with sudden agony. I sucked in my breath and squeezed my eyes tight as my hands on his 
back were suddenly wet with blood. 

Midnight. 

He had just been stabbed again. 

§‡§ 

I didn’t sleep that night. Despite Silvo’s request that I lay down and try to rest, I couldn’t. I 
spent the whole night sitting on the bed watching my brother and sisters sleep. Susan and 
Lucy had come at my wild shouts for help and Lucy’s cordial once again saved Edmund’s 
life. The girls refused to leave and climbed into my bed. Edmund and I joined them after 
we cleaned up and we huddled together as Martil and Silvo hastily changed the 
bloodstained bedding. Lucy nodded off fairly quickly, her head on Edmund’s chest, and he 
soon followed. Susan lay close to his side, her arm stretched across both her younger 
brother and sister as they shared the same pillow. I sat on Edmund’s other side, watching 
them. 

This could not go on. It would destroy my only brother. He was already frightened beyond 
words, as were we all. The cordial could heal any wound, but how long could he endure 
the fear and anticipation of the pain? He would be tied to Cair Paravel, to Lucy. And what 
if the cordial ran out or simply ceased to work on the wound? This was powerful magic at 
work, far more powerful than we were equipped to deal with. 

My head resting against the carved headboard, I watched as dawn, still early this time of 
year, gradually illuminated my siblings through the doors that opened on the east balcony. 
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Susan, so lovely even with her hair tangled. Edmund, his clever sharpness gentled by sleep. 
Lucy, my baby sister, so soft and round and innocent. She was the same person upon 
waking, unlike the others. 

I reached over and smoothed Edmund’s hair off his brow. He didn’t stir at my touch. 
What were we going to do? 

“Aslan,” I whispered to the dawn, “help us. Help me to help my brother. Please. As you 
love us.” 

That was all I could think to say. It was all I wanted in the world right now. 

The door opened and Martil poked his horned head in. Beyond him I could see Tumnus 
and one of the Dryad ladies-in-waiting. They were worried and while I couldn’t blame 
them, but I didn’t want my family disturbed right now. I raised a finger to my lips for them 
to be quiet and motioned them back for the time being. I know my attendants and 
courtiers would fully indulge their anxieties when they found out I hadn’t slept at all, but I 
defy anyone in my place to sleep after a night like the one just past. 

I felt a touch on my arm and I turned. Susan was awake. She looked at me anxiously, 
knowing I hadn’t slept. I managed a small smile for her, though in truth I wanted to cry. 

“What are we going to do?” she whispered. 

My voice sounded miserable even to my own ears. “Pray to Aslan,” I replied, the only 
answer I had right now. 

She nodded, dropping her gaze, and I knew that at that moment she sent a silent prayer to 
the Lion. I leaned back again, staring at nothing. 

Aslan, help us.  
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Chapter Four: Return 
Three more days passed. Our schedules shifted slightly as we stayed up until midnight and 
beyond to be with Edmund as each night the curse made itself known and he was stabbed 
through the gut once again. It was awful to witness, painful to see. He never cried out, just 
let out that terrible gasp, and he never shed a tear. 

I did. 

I cried for his pain, for his fear, and for my own helplessness and frustration as every night 
I watched Edmund try to be brave while all the while I knew he was terrified. Every night 
we’d sit around him, holding him, vainly trying to calm and comfort him. I wanted to lash 
out at something, but Jadis was long dead and there was no real outlet for my fury at the 
situation. Daily, almost hourly I prayed to Aslan to come help us. Where was he when we 
needed him so? 

Luckily with all the ongoing festivities there weren’t any really pressing matters of state for 
us to deal with, though Edmund made it a point to assure the Calormene ambassador that 
this enchantment was no threat to Narnia’s strength in peace and war. He didn’t trust the 
Calormenes and neither did I, but he was our guest and we made him welcome even if the 
palace servants watched him so closely the poor man couldn’t take ten steps without 
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bumping into another maid or valet or stablehand. A week after he arrived he returned 
home in a large, ungainly galleon that had me thinking we needed a navy to protect us from 
people exactly like him. 

This new idea sufficed to keep us and our courtiers distracted as we discussed the 
possibility of amassing ships of our own. The five representatives from Galma, humans all, 
were sent for and we spent several very pleasant afternoons with them discussing details of 
a navy in open dialogue. They were remarkable seamen and shipwrights. When they 
departed four days after the anniversary they had promised to send us charts, maps, 
navigational aids, and a learned tutor to teach us how to use them, as well as designs for 
various kinds of ships. Further, they begged us to visit their island as soon as we were able, 
promising to send their finest ship to transport us to their capitol. Galma fell under our 
jurisdiction and government as a dukedom, and for their own protection they wanted a 
strong Narnian presence to be felt by anyone who visited their small island. 

We sent Princess Eo home with an escort of soldiers and loaded down with gifts for the 
newborn babies. Lune had sent word by courier that he now had twin nieces and a nephew 
and Eo couldn’t wait to get home and get back to work on nagging him to give her 
grandchildren of her own. I missed her presence and her regular hugs, not to mention the 
grief she gave Edmund to eat more. It had been fun to watch and I knew he enjoyed it 
despite the faces he made. I did feel a little sorry for Lune, though, now that his two weeks 
of peace and quiet were over. 

And every night at midnight, it was the same and my brother was stabbed by some unseen 
force. 

I began to despise the night, though this week taught us all a heavy lesson about being kings 
and queens: our personal problems could have no impact on our duties. It was a hard 
lesson, especially for Lucy, but Edmund refused to alter our classes or work loads and the 
only change to our schedules was that we all slept later now. We bore up, plastered 
pleasant expressions on our faces, and went about our business of running the country. 

On the sixth night since the anniversary, the seventh night of this ordeal, I sat with Edmund 
and our sisters in my room. Edmund didn’t even bother wearing a tunic at this point. He 
just sat on the edge of his bed looking tiny and frail and frightened in a way he would only 
allow us to see. I closed my eyes, sickened by this whole grotesque scene of waiting for my 
brother to be magically run through as if with a shard of crystal. 

I sat next to Edmund, one hand on his shoulder as we waited for midnight. Martil and 
Silvo were in the hall, their small hooves echoing faintly. This was the worst part: waiting. 
Susan slowly paced. Lucy sat poised with the bottle of cordial in her hand. I knew that until 
this curse was lifted we would get little accomplished. Even planning for a navy had been a 
mere distraction, something that turned our thoughts away from our real issue for a few 
moments. 

A simple prayer ran through my mind like a mantra, the same prayer I had been saying 
almost constantly for a week: Aslan, help us. Help me to help my brother. As you love us, 
as you love Narnia, please come and help us. 

Suddenly the echo of hooves grew louder as the two Faun valets threw open the doors to 
the room, nervous and smiling as they bowed apologetically to us, then backed away. 

And then we saw why. 
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My prayers had been answered. 

Aslan had returned. 

§‡§ 

Lucy squealed and threw herself at the Lion. He laughed and smiled as he greeted her. 
Susan hugged him from the other side and he purred as she tried to reach her arms around 
his great neck. I wanted to rush forward as well, but I waited for Edmund to stand instead. 

He was exhausted. His dark eyes were shadowed by lack of sleep, he seemed pale beneath 
his tan and thinner than ever before. He had not looked this terrible since he had been 
rescued from Jadis’s camp right before the Battle of Beruna. Still, he was every inch a king 
of Narnia as he composed himself for Aslan. He stood and side by side we bowed to the 
mighty Lion. I couldn’t keep the smile off my face as I straightened, I was so very happy for 
his presence. He seemed larger to me, but perhaps that was because the room seemed 
small by comparison to him, so completely did he fill it. 

Aslan took a few steps into the room. He looked first at me, then at Edmund, and the light 
in his golden eyes told me he was happy and proud of all we had accomplished this past 
year. 

“Peter,” he said, and my name was exalted. Though his voice was quiet, it rang out in the 
like a bell’s sweet chime. “Edmund, my son.” 

I could bear it no longer and neither could my brother. We threw ourselves at him with 
shouts of greeting and I buried my face in his thick, soft mane. 

“You came,” I whispered. “Oh, Aslan, you came! Thank you.” 

He smiled as I drew back, though now his eyes and his smile were sad. Edmund had yet to 
release his hold on the Lion and Aslan gently held him with one huge paw, purring as he 
rubbed his velvety face against Edmund’s head and shoulder. Neither showed any 
inclination to let go of the other and it was only then that I realized my brother was crying. 

Susan drew close to me, putting her hand on my shoulder in a gesture reminiscent to 
Aslan’s. She rested her head on her hand as Lucy, upset by this sudden display from her 
stoic brother, came close to be held. I pulled my sisters in close and held them, giving and 
taking comfort as we waited for the inevitable blow to strike Edmund down at midnight. 
Aslan made no move to stop what was going to happen, and with a sinking heart I realized 
the truth. 

He couldn’t. 
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Chapter Five: Could or Would? 
Midnight came and went with Edmund in Aslan’s loving embrace. Freshly healed, Edmund 
said not a word after the trauma was dealt with, he just returned to Aslan’s protective hold. 
The Lion breathed a word and my brother nodded off in a deep sleep, the thing he needed 
the most right now. Lying on my bedroom floor, Edmund cradled in his paws, Aslan 
looked to my sisters. 
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“You should sleep, daughters,” he said softly as Lucy tried to hide a wide yawn. They 
stepped over and hugged him long and hard. I kissed them both and off they went to their 
own rooms. 

“Peter.” 

I turned and faced Aslan. 

“You need to sleep as well.” 

“Can I stay here with you?” I asked, indicating the floor. I didn’t care how hard it was. 

“Always,” he promised, his eyes gentle. 

I pulled a light blanket off Edmund’s bed to cover him, grabbed another for myself, and 
blew out the lamps and candles illuminating the room. I was so relieved at the Lion’s 
presence that all my woes seemed to melt away and I was utterly exhausted by the last 
week. I curled up against his side, my head not far from Edmund’s and pillowed on Aslan’s 
front leg. I could hear his great heart beating, hear his rhythmic breaths in and out like the 
ocean waves. I was so content that I could have been sleeping on a bed of thorns for all I 
cared. 

“Aslan?” I whispered, my voice slurred and heavy with sleep. 

“Yes, Peter?” he whispered back, sounding amused at my attempts to stay awake. 

“I’m s’glad you’re here.” 

“I heard your prayers. I came as soon as I was able. I was delayed by a disobedient subject 
of mine, and he has been duly punished.” 

I could only wish misery and never-ending boredom on this nameless subject. I really 
didn’t care about anyone but Edmund right now. “Did the wand we kept do this?” 

“No. Not entirely. The wand’s power was broken when your brother destroyed it.” 

“Oh. Is there a way to fix this?” 

“I believe there is.” 

“S’good,” I mumbled. If he answered, I never heard. 

§‡§ 

I awoke the next morning in my own bed feeling better rested than I had in ages. Of Aslan 
there was no sign, but a note rested on the table beside my bed. 

Peter, 

When you finally drag your carcass out of bed, join us in the small council room 
downstairs. Aslan says we have a lot to discuss. Martil will bring you breakfast. 

Ed 

Carcass? The brat. It was just Edmund’s way of telling me he felt better. 

Martil brought me scones and fruit and tea and I ate as I got ready. The last thing I did 
before stepping out of the room was place my crown on my head. The valets were fussy 
about such things, as if our subjects wouldn’t recognize me without it. Besides, it was so 
comfortable to wear that I barely noticed it. 
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As I hurried down the broad stairs to the main level of the palace I was relieved to see 
Aslan waiting below. He was talking to something, but I couldn’t see what until I got much 
closer. It was a Humming Bird, probably one of the ones Susan used as messengers within 
Cair Paravel. Now that I was closer it looked like a jewel hovering in the air before the 
Lion. The tiny bird saw me, zoomed first around Aslan’s head then mine and shot off 
down the hall. I smiled as I ducked out of his way. Though Cair Paravel had clearly been 
built for humans, it had been expanded and modified to accommodate all the varieties of 
Animal and Creatures that were our subjects. All the stairs were long and shallow for the 
bigger inhabitants like Elephants and Centaurs and Bulls. There were cubby holes and 
perches everywhere, wide ledges overlooking the stairs and halls, smaller scale rooms, 
larger scale rooms, rooms that opened into the gardens, and caves and bowers and tunnels 
and dens throughout the surrounding landscape. Most of the Talking Animals preferred to 
stay in whatever their habitat in the wild would have been with a few exceptions who 
enjoyed the novelty of staying in a palace. Sometimes it was like living in a very neat, 
orderly zoo with carpets and we had all learned how not to be surprised at the size and 
shape and appearance of some of our subjects. 

“Aslan!” I greeted him with a bow and then a hug. He purred and rubbed his head against 
me, almost knocking me over with his sheer strength. 

“Peter.” There was a smile in his voice as he spoke my name. “I have just sent word that we 
will join the others soon. There are things we must discuss first.” 

Slowly we walked together down the corridor, then out onto the balcony overlooking the 
Eastern Sea. This was one of the loveliest spots in all of Cair Paravel. Flowers bloomed all 
along the rails and the view of the ocean and beach was unparalleled, better even than the 
view from the throne room a floor below. Aslan closed his eyes for a moment, stretching 
his head towards the morning sun and testing the warm breeze off the ocean. 

He sat on his haunches. “I spoke with Mallo. The wand cannot be removed or destroyed 
yet.” 

That I did not expect. “I thought you said it wasn’t the cause of Edmund’s curse.” 

“Not the cause, but the catalyst.” He shook his head, knowing what I was thinking. 
“Bringing it to Cair Paravel made no difference in the curse, my son. It would have 
happened regardless, for that is the nature of such things. They cannot help but work. Do 
not blame yourself, Peter. None of this is your fault. At least the location of the wand is 
secure and out of the reach of those that might try to use it for mischief until I can safely 
remove it to a distant land. It will be well guarded.” 

It was hard not to obey, though a niggling hint of guilt remained. 

“As we will discuss in council, there is a means to break this enchantment and nullify 
Jadis’s power, destroying her ability to harass Narnia and your brother ever again.” 

“Did you know this would happen?” I asked quietly, not sure of what answer I was seeking. 

His golden eyes were soft and his deep voice was gentle as he answered, “I knew it could 
happen, Peter, not that it would. The White Witch laid the foundation for this the first 
moment she met your brother. The chance was always there. She cast a spell upon him few 
would have been capable of resisting, and when he ate and drank what she offered he was 
hers as surely as the Spear Head points to the north.” 
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I nodded my understanding and we resumed walking slowly towards the council room. 
“Why wait so long to strike back at us?” 

“She would have wanted you to be content and secure before disrupting your peace. She 
would have wanted Edmund to think he was free of her.” 

“It worked,” I muttered. “Aslan, he can’t go on like this. He’s not sleeping, he’s barely 
eating.” 

“Peter, what would you do to save your brother?” 

“Anything,” I swore. 

“Would you leave Narnia?” 

For a moment I hesitated, startled at the question. Leave Narnia? Was he returning me to 
England? Was I to be banished? It would be worth it to save Edmund. I swallowed and 
nodded. “Yes, I would.” 

He must have sensed or guessed at my dread, because he gave a deep, thrumming purr 
and brushed closer to me. “Do not fear, Peter, I am not sending you from this world. You 
are Narnia’s High King for now and for always and she needs you as much as she needs 
King Edmund the Just to be well and whole. But the means to banish this spell lie far 
outside Narnia and it falls to you to fetch that means. Are you willing, my son?” 

“Yes, Aslan. Tell me what to do.” 

“I will, but in the council. I have a choice for you, and you must choose according to your 
heart and instinct.” He paused and I stopped to face him. “Your choice now will decide my 
actions in this event. I can accompany you on this quest, for it is long and perilous and 
hard, or I can stay here in Cair Paravel and see to it that Edmund is not consumed by 
Jadis’s wickedness.” 

“If you go with me can we get there and back before Edmund is consumed?” 

His eyes glowed with amusement. He knew I knew what he’d say. We’d had this discussion 
in the past and I was fairly certain we’d be repeating it in the future. “I cannot tell you what 
could be, Peter.” 

It was worth a try. I think my next question surprised him. “Aslan, do you love me?” 

His rounded ears perked up. He smiled, placing a huge paw on my shoulder. “With all my 
heart, dear child.” 

I covered the velvety paw with my hand. “Then you’ll be with me the whole time, too.” 
Even to my own ears my answer sounded trite and a bit clichéd, but in fact it was nothing 
more than the absolute truth and Aslan knew it. It would have been wonderful to have him 
along, but what would be the point if there was nothing left of Edmund to save? It was 
better this way. “Stay here. Keep Edmund safe. Don’t let him brood too much and don’t 
let Su fuss over him too badly. He can’t stand it and gets cranky.” 

He leaned close to me, and I was shocked to see tears welling in his eyes. Why would he 
be crying? Then he spoke, and the emotion in his voice gave me pause. “You are far more 
worthy of your title and your throne than you will ever know, Peter Pevensie, and Narnia is 
blessed by your grace. If ever you come to despair on your journey, remember this 
moment, remember me, and that I love you.” 
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He drew me near to him and I threw my arms around his neck, pressing my face close to 
his. He held me tenderly against his chest with his paw. “Aslan, I’m frightened.” 

“You are wise to be so, Peter. Just remember that without fear, there would be no bravery, 
and you are far greater than your fears.” 

“I don’t feel very brave.” Fourteen years old, faced by the impossible, and very anxious was 
what I felt. 

“But you are, and everything you have done since setting foot in Narnia has proven it.” He 
pulled back and touched my forehead with his tongue, a Lion’s kiss. “Come. Your brother 
and sisters are waiting. The sooner you start, the sooner Jadis’s power will be broken 
forever.” 

I nodded and followed him. While it was impossible to feel dread in your heart in the 
presence of anyone so loving and powerful as Aslan, that morning I came very close. 
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Chapter Six: Deepest Magic 
I stepped into the council room behind Aslan and everyone rose and bowed to him. In 
typical Cair Paravel fashion there was no table in the room, just seats of various sorts set 
facing the center. Beside the rest of my family, Oreius was present, as were Tumnus, Sir 
Giles, Cheroom, and Sallowpad, who perched on the old Centaur’s shoulder as usual. I 
took a low chair between Susan and Lucy and we all faced Aslan as he sat down next to 
Cheroom. 

“We all know why we are here,” Aslan said without preamble. He swept his gaze across us 
as he spoke. “King Edmund has fallen victim to a curse placed upon him by the White 
Witch. To find our way to a solution we must first have a greater understanding of the 
relationship between Edmund and Jadis.” He turned to Edmund, his eyes gentle and 
understanding. “I would ask you, Son of Adam, to tell us of the first time you met the 
White Witch.” 

Edmund drew a deep breath, his eyes fixed on the floor. He didn’t want to speak and I 
couldn’t blame him for his reluctance in the least. It had been a year and he still hadn’t told 
us the full story of his time with Jadis. I suspected that he never would, too pained and 
ashamed and confused by what he had been - and been part of - when we first came to 
Narnia. I had to give him credit, though. He spoke and he spared himself nothing, as if the 
pain of telling us was somehow part of his penance even though we held him to be if not 
blameless, at least forgiven. Lucy, closest to him, reached over and covered his hand with 
her own. He flashed her a brief smile, and, still not looking up, began to tell us of the first 
time he had stepped foot in Narnia. Some of it I knew, but not all. He certainly hadn’t 
mentioned that the dwarf had used a whip on him, and I felt a rush of impotent fury, glad 
once again that Susan had shot Ginnarbrik and wishing she could have done it a week 
earlier. I knew that wretched Dwarf had abused Edmund horribly, and probably in more 
ways than Edmund even recognized. 

When he mentioned Jadis’s offer of food both Oreius and Tumnus started, the Centaur 
bringing a hoof down on the floor so loudly that almost everyone in the room jumped. Sir 
Giles, engulfed in a huge, overstuffed hassock, sat up abruptly. Edmund cast them a 
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puzzled look and described how she produced a hot drink and a box of Turkish Delight by 
pouring a drop of liquid from a vial into the snow. 

Here Aslan stirred. He and the others seemed to know more than we, but Aslan only 
asked, “Do you remember what the liquid smelled of?” 

Edmund was quiet and still, a frown creasing his forehead as he wracked his memory. 
Finally he looked up. “It was...sharp and...and bitter. Almost like...vinegar.” 

“And you ate and drank,” the Lion said. Edmund nodded, unable to look at anyone but 
Aslan. “What did it do to you?” 

“At first I only wanted more and more. Later on I felt sick.” 

“Such is the nature of these things,” Aslan replied, as if to himself. 

Lucy piped up. “What does it all mean, Aslan?” 

“It means, dear one, that this enchantment is both dark and Deep. I am familiar with the 
liquid Jadis used to produce the food she gave you. It is powerful magic and can only work 
in conjunction with one who would corrupt. One of the ingredients for its making, I do 
know, would have to have been Jadis’s own blood.” 

At this Edmund let out a sound of pure disgust and horror. Given the chance I was sure he 
would have run to rinse out his mouth. 

“I’m afraid it’s true, my son. By eating and drinking at her table you have ingested her 
blood, and hence her great power over you. This is the Deepest Magic of them all, though 
I don’t know if she recognized it as such. Because of this hold she was able to cast what is 
called a deathless spell upon you, something that strikes from beyond the doors of death.” 

It was Sir Giles Fox who broke the silence that followed. He let out a sigh, his whiskers and 
tail drooping. He seemed to know what this meant, or at least he recognized better than we 
did the gravity of the situation. Tumnus lowered his head to his hands, clearly distressed. 

I listened with growing fear, my thoughts racing. “How?” I demanded. “How did she stab 
Edmund a year after her death? Why?” 

Aslan faced me. “Why? For revenge against me and all of you and Narnia for thwarting her 
plans. As to how...a deathless spell is made to kill a person a set time after the one who has 
cast it has died. Usually powerful magicians use such enchantment against their enemies or 
upon their own servants. The manner of death is the magician’s own choosing. In order for 
the magic to work the final casting of the spell must be accompanied by a blood sacrifice. 
In this case, your brother was the victim twice over. Should he survive the first attack, surely 
the second would kill him, coming so unexpectedly.” 

“And the wand?” asked Oreius. 

“The wand was the channel for this magic and the means of sacrifice. Clearly she did not 
want for anyone to mistake who had done this to Edmund, hence the identical wound to 
the Battle of Beruna.” 

Edmund sank back in his chair. “Every bloody night?” he mumbled, using language he 
wouldn’t have dared had Susan been in range of him. “I know she wanted to kill me, but 
really!” 
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Aslan’s eyes filled with sympathy, familiar with the sensation of being mortally stabbed. 
“That is where this case is unique. I believe the recurrence comes back to the wand. It is a 
malignant thing, made by evil for evil purpose, but in the few times a deathless spell has 
been successfully cast, the source of the pain has never also been the source of the spell. 
This Deepest Magic cannot help but work, but every night since the first attack you have 
been restored by your sister’s cordial.” 

Edmund’s eyes grew wide as he realized what this meant. “You mean this will go on until 
the enchantment gets it right and I finally die of it?” 

Slowly, the Lion nodded. Susan sprang to her feet. “Aslan,” she cried, “there has to be a 
way to break the spell!” 

The Lion exuded calm. “Be easy, dear children. There is a means to save your brother.” 

I rose and eased Susan back to take my seat so she’d be closer to her sister. Edmund 
looked sick. Lucy was on the verge of tears. I didn’t sit down again, but stood behind 
Lucy’s chair and held her hand. 

“Though this be the Deepest Magic,” Aslan continued, “written by my Father in the chaos 
before the first dawn, the means of countering it is at once simple and complex. Once in 
Narnia stood a Tree of Protection, planted in the first few days of Narnia’s creation. It was 
grown from an apple plucked from a tree that grows far to the west of here in a garden few 
may enter. You know your history?” his asked us with a purr and a gleam in his eyes. We 
all nodded, for it was Cheroom himself that had told us the story of the Tree and we would 
have gotten an earful had we indicated otherwise. Besides, it was a fascinating story and one 
of Lucy’s favorites. “Then you know the Tree in the Garden in the West is what granted 
Jadis immortality and power here in Narnia, though she took the fruit unbidden. To break 
this enchantment and free Edmund, the Tree of Protection must be restored and you, 
child,” and he looked pointedly at my brother, “must eat one of the apples it bears. The 
scent of the Tree was hateful to Jadis, and I can think of no better way of driving the 
remnants of her power out of you.” 

We were silent for a time, weighing everything Aslan had said. Overall his words made 
sense to me and I understood now what he had meant by leaving Narnia. I glanced over at 
Edmund and immediately sensed his distress at the whole situation. I loosed my hand from 
Lucy’s and leaned towards him. 

“Ed,” I whispered, “it’s going to be all right.” 

“I’m so sorry,” he answered miserably. I knew he was on the verge of tears, something 
abhorrent to him, especially in front of anyone but his family. He was the most stoic and 
private of us, something we had all always respected and accepted in him. That was fine 
since I more than made up for him when it came to emotional displays, and frankly I often 
envied him his self-control. 

Aslan stepped over to us. He was so large that to look Edmund in the eye he almost had to 
recline. “Be at peace, dear child. Know that you are well loved and do not despair.” 

If ever you come to despair on your journey remember this moment, remember me, and 
that I love you. 

I would have liked to escort him out of the room, but it would do the servants no good to 
see him so upset. Instead I knelt before Edmund and he put his arms around me in a 
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fierce embrace, his hands clutching the fabric of my tunic in a white-knuckled grip. I held 
him, calmed him, and gave him a chance to restore all his defenses, knowing he’d rather 
vent this way than cry. 

“I’m sorry,” he whispered again, right in my ear. 

“Don’t be,” I whispered back in kind. “There’s naught to be sorry for, Edmund.” 

So soft were his next words I wasn’t certain he actually spoke. “I love you, Peter.” 

I kissed his cheek. “And I love you.” 

Finally he drew back, still troubled but dry-eyed. I smiled and released him, then sat down 
on the arm of his chair. Lucy took my hand again and I laid my free hand on Edmund’s 
shoulder. The others were waiting in respectful silence for their kings and I was suddenly 
grateful to this handful of advisors. They knew and loved us best, and after hearing 
Edmund’s tale, they understood. Aslan rose and nuzzled Edmund with his nose, purring 
loudly. Edmund actually smiled and almost giggled and I realized the Lion’s whiskers must 
have tickled. It worked to lighten the somber mood in the room and Aslan returned to his 
original spot. 

The wisest of a wise people, Cheroom the Centaur asked, “But how are we to obtain such 
an apple, great Aslan?” 

I was surprised at the steady assurance in my voice as I said, “I’m going to go get one.” 
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Chapter Seven: Promises 
There was quiet for a moment, and then Edmund’s voice rose in disbelief. “WHAT?” 

“I am going to go to the Garden and bring back an apple,” I replied, resolving myself to the 
quest at that moment. 

Edmund sat with his mouth hanging open in astonishment. Susan and Lucy wore identical 
expressions. Indeed, everyone in the room except Aslan seemed amazed by this 
announcement. 

“Surely not alone, Aslan,” croaked Sallowpad. 

Oreius’ surprise turned instantly to alarm. “You can’t go alone, King Peter!” 

“He will not,” the Lion answered calmly before I could speak or Oreius could get louder. 
“He shall have a companion of his choosing.” 

“Just one?” gasped Susan. 

“Two have a much better chance of success than a troop,” said Aslan, casting Oreius a 
knowing look. I could tell the general was disappointed. He would have liked nothing 
better than to dispatch half the army to accompany me. 

“Who?” asked Lucy, nervous. 

“That will be for Peter to decide, dearest.” 
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“Aslan, we know nothing of the Western Wilds,” Sir Giles pointed out, and he of all 
people would know. 

I remembered the description of long, dangerous, and hard. Giles had a good point. I 
looked to Aslan for reassurance and he fixed me with a steady gaze. 

“You must follow the Great River to its source deep in the mountains in the west,” said he. 
“Stay by the river. There will always be a path. Beyond the Western March there are no 
Talking Animals, but there are Magical Creatures of many types not found in Narnia. You 
must be cautious at every turn.” 

His dark eyes still wide with shock and apprehension, Edmund shook his head. “You 
can’t. Peter, you can’t.” 

I turned to him. “And you can’t go on like this. None of us can. It’s the only way.” 

“Take Oreius, then!” 

“I won’t leave our army without its general.” 

“I - “ 

He broke off, breathing heavily, a look of fear and pain in his eyes. He tried to speak, 
stopped, and shaking his head, he bolted out of the room. 

“Ed!” 

I cast them all an apologetic look. Aslan nodded and inclined his head towards the door, 
telling me to go after my brother. Darting into the hall, I followed it to the end. I found him 
easily enough sitting on the railing of a small balcony overlooking the south lawn, his feet 
dangling over the edge and a drop of about sixty or eighty feet before him. While it turned 
out that the only one among us that had any apprehension of heights was Susan, when we 
sat on any high railing the poor Fauns working in the palace tended to panic and so we 
avoided getting them worked up over (to us) nothing. Today, however, Edmund would 
have none of it, I knew, because everything about his stance spoke of dejection. 

“Ed?” 

Like the balcony above, this small area exploded with flowers and vines. He sat next to a 
planter shaped like a seashell overflowing with sweet herbs and heather and he idly plucked 
at the fading morning glories all twisted through the railing. I cautiously stepped over, then 
sat beside him, swinging my legs over the railing and settling in close beside him. He didn’t 
look at me, just gazed out at the low, rolling hills illuminated by the mid-morning sun. 

“Is Aslan mad I left?” 

“Not at all.” 

He nodded, then sighed. “I’m a little overwhelmed. Sorry.” 

That was an understatement. “I know, but don’t be. It was an abrupt decision. I should 
have told you and the girls alone, but it would have come out regardless.” 

“No. I overreacted. I’m being selfish, Peter. I don’t want you to go.” 

“If it will save you and end this curse, I want to do it.” 

He whipped bits of morning glory off the balcony. “It’s not fair,” he gulped. “It’s not fair.” 
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“No,” I agreed, “it’s not. But what Jadis did to you isn’t fair either.” 

He snorted. “I deserved what she did to me. I lied to you about going to Narnia. I was 
mean to Lucy. I hated you.” 

“You were angry and frightened.” I shook my head. “Nobody deserves what you endured. 
I wish you could see that and forgive yourself. I never stopped loving you. I didn’t always 
like you, but I’ve always loved you.” I sighed, wishing I could better express what I was 
feeling. “I think I’ve had it easier than you have. Growing up, I mean.” 

“It’s not your fault people compare us all the time.” 

“Nor yours.” 

He sniffed. We sat in silence for a few moments. 

“I think I’ve got the easier role this time,” I finally said, resting my elbows on my legs and 
holding my chin in my hands. 

He leaned against the planter. “What do you mean?” 

“I’d rather be doing, not waiting.” 

“It’s going to be dangerous, isn’t it?” 

“Probably. We don’t know much about the Western Wild.” 

“It’s to the west and it’s wild,” he muttered, neatly summing up the whole of our knowledge 
on the subject. “I’ve put you in danger again.” 

“No, Ed, Jadis is putting me in danger.” 

“She’s in me! Right here!” He put his hand over the healed wound. “She’s part of me!” 

I took his hand in both of mine. “And I choose to do this so that we can destroy her once 
and for all. She may be part of you now, but she won’t be forever. I won’t let her. I need 
you with me on this, Ed. I need to know you won’t give up while I’m gone. Promise me 
you won’t lose faith in me.” 

“What?” he exclaimed as if I’d just cursed at him in foul language, offended at the 
suggestion. His belief in my ability to be a good king was absolute and he’d told me this 
countless times in countless ways. With one word he had just reconfirmed that faith. 

I gripped his hand tighter. “I need you to promise me you’ll carry on. Don’t stop living just 
because you’ve been cursed by a dead witch,” I quoted, producing a wry smirk from him. 
“Promise that no matter how long it takes me to get there and back again you’ll be here 
waiting for me. You mustn’t despair. Aslan told me that if I ever despair to think of him 
and remember he loves me. Promise you’ll do the same. You’ll have Aslan with you, and 
the girls. Let them help. You’re not alone anymore.” 

He looked at me. I could tell he was thinking hard upon what I had just said. The gleam in 
his eyes was pure Edmund Randall Pevensie as he replied, “I promise I’ll wait for you to 
get back. And if I despair, I’ll think of you and remember you love me.” 

That wasn’t quite what I’d had in mind, but it would suffice. I pressed for more. “And 
Edmund?” 

He looked at me expectantly. I still hadn’t released his hand. 
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“When this is over and I’m safely home and you’re free of Jadis, promise me you’ll forgive 
yourself. If you insist on believing you deserve to be punished let this time be it and then 
let it be done. Please.” 

I think the fact that I was begging had greater impact than the actual words I said, but he 
listened and after a few moments his hand tightened around mine and he nodded. When 
he spoke, it was as one king to another. 

“I promise I’ll try my very best.” 

“Thank you,” I breathed, relieved. 

“Peter?” 

“Hmm?” 

“Do you know who you’re going to take with you?” 

“Not really. I haven’t given it much thought yet.” I gave him a keen look. “Who do you 
suggest?” 

“Phillip,” he replied. “He’s strong and steady and very wise.” 

I considered. I had debated asking Flisk, the Unicorn I rode in battle, but Phillip made 
much more sense in many ways. “Will you come with me to ask him?” 

“Of course. Let’s get back to Aslan first, though. He’s probably sitting on Oreius to keep 
him from searching the whole Cair for us.” 
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Chapter Eight: Phillip 
I set Oreius to figuring out my equipment and the surest route to Caldron Pool, the point 
where the Great River enters Narnia. I had him do it because I knew he would not be 
content with anyone less preparing my gear. If I had asked Silvo the good general would 
have been breathing down the nervous Faun’s neck. My valet had enough to deal with right 
now, he didn’t need a growling, critical Centaur cluttering up my rooms. Oreius 
summoned Celer and they happily started planning as if for a new campaign. 

I had asked to meet with Aslan in the library after I spoke to Phillip. Susan had set the 
librarians to researching the Western Wild and I was hoping the Lion could give me more 
details and clearer instructions. He agreed readily, nodding his approval of Phillip, saying, 
“It is best to bring a companion that loves your brother dearly. He’ll be as anxious for 
success as you.” 

That said, Edmund and I made our way down to the stables. Phillip was out to pasture, so 
we walked along the paths to the green fields beyond the stables until we spotted him 
rolling around on some dust and grit, scratching his back. We both grinned and Edmund 
called out, 

“Oi! Phillip!” 

The Horse righted himself and looked around until he spotted us. Shaking off dust, he met 
us midway across the field. 
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“King Edmund. King Peter. Well met.” He bowed to us, then butted Edmund with his 
nose. “How are you?” 

“Sore, tired, and glad to see you,” Edmund replied. “I should have come earlier. Thank 
you for the other night, you’re quite the hero to the ladies-in-waiting.” 

Phillip looked smug. “They sent me carrots and apples. It was very kind of them.” 

I should mention here that Phillip was something of a rogue amongst the Talking Horses 
of Narnia. They were highly intelligent, cultured animals and usually had sophisticated taste 
and a love of finery. Except in times of war or extreme urgency (or revelry) it was 
considered the height of gauche for any Horse to allow himself to be ridden, much less 
guided by reins. It was the stuff of scandal and whispers behind stable doors. Phillip, 
however, cared not a whit for custom and equine social stance as he had carried Edmund 
at Beruna and ever since. He saw it as a badge of honor to carry a king on his back and he 
insisted that Edmund ride him regardless of the situation. There were plenty of dumb 
horses to ride, but Phillip scoffed at the notion of his king riding anyone less. He had taken 
it upon himself to improve Edmund’s riding ability and the results were so impressive that I 
had considered asking him for lessons myself, for who better to teach a rider than the one 
ridden? Apparently of late there had been mutterings among the Talking Horses that 
perhaps this rogue was on to something when they saw how close he was to not only to 
Edmund, but to all of us. Some Horses had even talked of asking us to ride them on 
occasion, quite the reverse of normal equine etiquette. Phillip scoffed at their wavering and 
just went about his business. 

“Careful,” warned Edmund. “None of them are married.” 

Phillip nickered and nudged him playfully and Edmund laughed. He scratched under the 
Horse’s chin in a way only a friend could, for we have learned not to treat our subjects like 
animals, but Animals. I was glad to see the ease with which they treated each other. Flisk, 
my own war mount, was far more formal and finicky, though affectionate with me in his 
own way. I supposed comparing Unicorns and Horses was like apples and oranges. 

“Peter and I need to talk to you, Phillip,” he said, “and he has a question for you.” 

He looked at me curiously, then suggested, “Let’s retire to the shade. We can talk there.” 

Seated under the towering live oaks and silver maples with Phillip lying beside us, we told 
him everything we knew. He listened intently, his ears sharply forward as he took in every 
word, casting my brother several anxious looks as I explained about the Deepest Magic and 
the implications of Edmund being healed every night. Finally the Horse shook his head 
and muttered, 

“Such wickedness.” 

I smiled as Edmund patted Phillip’s neck. “Aslan said I should only take one person with 
me. He says two have a much better chance than a troop. Would you go with me into the 
west, Phillip?” 

He blinked, surprised, then fell silent so long I grew uncomfortable, fearing I had put him 
under pressure to accompany me. Quickly I added, “If you don’t care to, I understand 
completely. It’s going to be hard and dangerous.” 
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Cocking his head, Phillip gave me a keen look. “No so, High King. I was just trying to think 
of whom I trust to carry Edmund while we’re gone.” He looked at my brother. “I’ll send 
you word.” 

§‡§ 

“We run the kingdom but not our own lives,” grumbled Edmund as we headed back 
towards Cair Paravel. 

I waved dismissively. “We make the big decisions. Let our friends and servants make the 
little ones.” 

“You watch. He’s going to pick the oldest, slowest, dumbest horse in the kingdom.” 

“Maybe he’ll pick Jett,” I replied, referring to the coal black mare I rode most of the time. 
She was fast but sure of foot and with a very even temper. 

“A donkey,” continued Edmund, ignoring my optimistic suggestion, “or a pony at best. 
And Aslan help me if he gets word that I’ve ridden anyone else.” 

I laughed as we reached the stables. I saw several smaller Cats sunning themselves on the 
low wall running along the path all of them curled up or stretched out in luxurious comfort. 
After a hundred years of winter, few Narnians could get enough of the warm summer sun. 
I spotted one I knew well. 

“Marin!” 

The silver tabby raised her head and smiled, pleased with the attention before her peers. 
Rising, she made a great show of stretching before jumping down from her perch and 
looked up at me. “King Peter. King Edmund. Good morn.” 

“Good morning, Marin. I know you’re not on duty, but can you take a message for me?” 

“With pleasure,” she lisped. 

“Please tell Oreius that Phillip will be accompanying me. He’ll understand. If not Oreius, 
Celer will do as well.” 

“Right away, sire.” 

Tail high, she trotted off. 

“Now what?” wondered Edmund, eyeing the donkeys in the paddock skeptically. 

“The library. Aslan is waiting. You’ll look after Silvo for me?” I asked as we headed back 
towards the palace. 

“Yes, I - “ He broke off, realizing what I was asking and what he was promising. Wide-eyed 
and alarmed, he darted in front of me, walking backwards. “No! Peter, no! You can’t leave 
them both taking care of me! It’s two against one! They’re worse than the girls! Not even I 
can make enough mess to keep them busy! No! I won’t have it! I’m your brother! Please!” 
he begged as I kept walking, trying not to laugh. 

“I’m moving into Phillip’s stable!” he shouted after me, and I finally laughed as he’d 
intended all along. 

§‡§ 

“...Aslan, he is fourteen.” 
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Though quiet, Oreius’s voice carried as we approached the library. I glanced at Edmund 
and he frowned. We had been raised not to eavesdrop, but it was impossible to avoid 
hearing with the acoustics in the large room. 

“And he is most capable, General.” 

Oreius, bless him, was one of the few people I knew who would argue with anyone 
whenever the safety of his monarchs was in question, including his monarchs themselves 
and now even Aslan. “I never said he wasn’t. But to send him alone...why?” 

Edmund stopped and put a hand on my chest to halt my progress. I gave him an annoyed 
look, for it was clearly a private conversation. 

“A large band would attract unwanted attention. Alone, he will be able to travel quickly and 
avoid many forces that would hinder his progress. Besides, Oreius, where he is going, he 
alone may enter.” 

I smacked Edmund’s hand down. “Not very noble!” I whispered tightly. 

“But informative,” he replied without remorse. 

I shook my head and conjured up the dirtiest look I could manage. He was far from 
impressed. I made to push past him just as Susan and Lucy came up the stairs behind us, 
talking. I heard them say something about dresses and the morning and my mind 
immediately wandered away. Edmund recovered instantly and said, “There you are! Phillip 
agreed to carry Peter.” 

“Wonderful,” exclaimed Susan. “Minovin said she’s located some maps, too. They’re not 
very detailed, but they’re the best we can do for now.” 

I followed them into the library, not sure if I admired or condemned Edmund’s cheek. A 
little of both, I supposed, hence my confusion. Oreius and Aslan stood at the table by the 
cold fire place. The table was piled high with old tomes and scrolls and large parchment 
maps. Minovin, the elderly Centaur that served as court recorder, came walking down an 
aisle with yet another scroll she had found. I stared at the intimidating heap of knowledge. 
The books were stacked higher than Lucy was tall and I lost sight of her as she circled the 
table to stand next to Aslan. 

Oreius smiled at my expression. “Fear not, King Peter. Most of them simply repeat the 
same things.” 

“Ah,” I managed. “So...what have you found?” 

Minovin stepped carefully over the librarian, an aged Hedgehog named Irel who was 
curled up and fast asleep in a basket half-filled with scrolls. Pushing the basket and the 
librarian out of her way with one hoof, she spread the scroll out on the table. 

“This was copied in the year 238 at the order of Queen Lily, wife of King Frank IV, when 
Narnia was trying to preserve the memories of the Flying Horses. It is a description by 
Fledge of the journey from Narnia to the Garden in the West. Unfortunately, it’s the best 
we have.” She handed it to me and with Susan and Edmund leaning over my shoulders I 
read the distressingly short account. High mountains, blue waters, snow, grass, deep valleys, 
waterfalls, toffee trees. Toffee trees? 

Edmund frowned, then looked at the Centaurs and Lion. “Is it known how far he flew?” 
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Oreius, who had clearly immersed himself in lore of the Western Wild, said, “Accounts 
say that Fledge later estimated he flew a little under five hundred miles, sire.” 

I blinked. “Five hundred?” My mind was awhirl. That didn’t seem so awful. Narnia itself 
was about two hundred miles from Cair Paravel to Caldron Pool, and narrower from the 
north to south. I could journey that far easily. 

My expression must have betrayed my thoughts, because Oreius gently corrected, “As the 
crow flies, my king.” 

I opened my mouth, stunned, then shut it tightly. Finally I managed a small, “Oh.” 

The looks my siblings gave me were pure sympathy, for clearly they had entertained the 
same optimistic thought. Aslan purred to reassure me as he pointed to one of the maps 
with his paw. Not far beyond Narnia’s border, though, the lines on it got vaguer until 
nothing but blank parchment remained. It was a depressing sight. 

“Follow the Great River. When you find its source, you’ll find the Garden. There will 
always be a path. Several rivers contribute to the Great River, but this is the only one that 
flows directly from the west. Do not lose sight of the river, for the mountains are steep and 
treacherous.” 

“Are they inhabited?” I asked. 

“Not by Men and not by Talking Animals. There are other beings, though, divine waters 
and magical creatures of many sorts not found in Narnia. Some are intelligent, all are 
territorial. You must remember at all times these are not your subjects and will have little 
regard for the title of High King. Should someone invoke my name to you, though, they 
will be known to me. He who invokes me falsely will always be punished, while the true will 
be exalted. Remember this, for it will serve you.” 

I nodded, a little overwhelmed. 

“Did Phillip agree?” pressed Oreius. 

“Yes,” Edmund replied for me. 

“With your permission, majesties, I’ll finish preparations. King Peter, do you wish to 
depart at dawn?” 

Dawn? 

The reality of the situation hit me and for a moment I couldn’t find my voice. Recognizing 
what was happening, the others nonetheless remained silent. Finally I said, “Yes, please, 
Oreius,” in a voice that wasn’t as firm as I would have liked. 

He bowed and departed, Minovin following him and allowing us time with Aslan. I 
swallowed and looked at them hesitantly. I was rattled but I tried my best to recover 
quickly. My brother and sisters were looking at me strangely and I understood how they 
felt. 

“I...I’d best go talk to Silvo,” I said awkwardly. 

Susan stepped over to Lucy and whispered something in her ear. I watched as my youngest 
sister went from anxious to excited in a span of seconds. Her long face became animated 
and she nodded at Susan enthusiastically. Suddenly she burst out with a loud “Oh!” that 
roused Irel. She was positively glowing with excitement as she stood on her toes and 
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whispered something back to Susan. Both girls nodded to each other, smiling as they 
conspired. Lucy suddenly tugged on Susan’s sleeve. “I know just the thing! Mr. Tumnus! 
Mr. Tumnus!” 

She ran off, still shouting for the Faun. Susan smiled upon us. “Excuse me,” she said, 
“there’s something I have to do.” Gracefully she walked out, leaving both me and Edmund 
confused and staring after her. He looked to me for clarification and I could only shrug. 
Aslan chuckled and then carefully helped Irel out of the basket. He watched the old 
librarian waddle away, then regarded us seriously. 

“You, good kings, must be brave and true throughout this ordeal, not only to each other, 
but to yourselves as well. You’re both facing trials that will test your wills and your hearts. 
Peter, I know you’re equal to this quest. And Edmund, I know you can endure. You must 
each have faith that the other will stay constant.” 

“We will,” I swore. 

“Yes,” Edmund agreed, “we will.” 

“Of that I have no doubt,” said Aslan, his eyes bright. 
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Chapter Nine: Gifting 
I had little appetite as we sat down to eat that evening. Aslan joined us as we supped on the 
balcony shared by Lucy’s and Susan’s rooms. It was a simple meal by our regular 
standards, delicious I was sure but everything tasted like sawdust in my mouth. Edmund 
was somber as he picked at his food. He wasn’t eating well, even with Aslan here. 

During the course of the meal one of Susan’s Hummingbird messengers arrived. It was a 
very pretty picture to see her holding the bird close to her ear, for their voices are as tiny as 
they are, and she couldn’t help but smile the whole time the little creature rested on her 
palm. Message delivered, it zoomed away over the balcony and Susan said to Edmund, 
“Phillip says you can ride Jett or Marsk.” 

“Marsk?” he howled, then sulked for a while. I was the only one who knew why and I 
grinned, especially since now Susan would figure it out. My sister was as clever as she was 
lovely. 

We spoke at length with Aslan, establishing a protocol for my absence. I was grateful Aslan 
would stay with them, but I also realized that we needed to expand the protocol for the 
future when he was not here and any one of us was away. They all agreed with my plan to 
turn the army over to Oreius until I returned. Edmund could not ride to war for fear of 
capture or further injury and Susan had not the inclination to devise strategies, though she 
was a formidable fighter in her own right. 

That last night in Cair Paravel was spent not in my room, but Lucy’s. We never made it 
past her room after supper. She was completely worn out but refusing to go to sleep, trying 
to spend as much time as she could with me before I went into the west as we waited for 
midnight to strike Edmund down once again. I remembered him saying to Phillip that he 
was sore and I realized that though healed the area of his wound was tender. The pain 
would do nothing but build as time went on until it became a constant in his life. I was 
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suddenly glad I was leaving at dawn despite the short notice. The sooner I left, the sooner I 
would return. And I would return. 

We crowded close to him as tomorrow drew nearer. He was fighting to control his 
trembling. I couldn’t help but think that Jadis would have been very pleased with herself for 
the results of her curse and how we ourselves were forced to perpetuate it. True he had not 
died, nor would we allow him to, but every night was torture for us all and it would go on 
until the Tree of Protection was restored. 

He sat between me and Aslan, one hand held in mine, the other gripping as much of the 
top of the Lion’s paw as he could. When he gasped, I gasped, so pained was the sound. 
Lucy sprang to with her cordial and even as I eased him back against Aslan’s flank the 
wound was healing. He would bear the scar all his life, I knew. I could only hope he would 
see them as I did, as a sign of his strength and valor and not a symbol of any punishment 
he thought he deserved. 

Someone, one of the ladies, I think, handed me a bowl of warm water and a cloth and I 
gently washed the blood from Edmund’s body and Aslan’s golden pelt. Edmund leaned 
heavily against me, his brown eyes filled with so many types of pain that I had trouble 
looking away. I settled down next to him, right against Aslan’s warm side. The girls 
crowded in until we were all a tangled heap on the rug in Lucy’s room. I didn’t expect to 
get any sleep that night, but Aslan had other plans. The last thing I remembered was a low 
purr emanating from his throat before Silvo woke me with a gentle touch. Aslan was again 
gone and we were all jumbled together on Lucy’s wide bed. In extracting myself I roused 
my siblings. Susan immediately hurried to her rooms and Edmund asked for breakfast to 
be served in the small sitting room down the hall before growling at nothing and shuffling 
off to dress. He was so pleasant in the morning. I watched my brother and sisters prepare 
for the day anxiously and a little sadly. Edmund caught my eye and the expression I wore 
and gave me a look of understanding. He didn’t say anything, but he knew how I felt and I 
was sure he felt the same. I wondered what had become of Aslan, half expecting him to 
join us at breakfast. 

Her toilet complete, Susan return dressed and groomed and wrapped her sleepy little sister 
in a robe and put slippers on her feet before shooing her down to the sitting room. A lady-
in-waiting and Martil had tea prepared and breakfast was not far behind. I had trouble 
eating, but under the stern looks of the Gentle and the Just I choked down a decent meal. 

Susan pushed a small bundle wrapped in fabric towards me. “This is for you. I hope it will 
help.” 

I hadn’t even seen it yet and I was absurdly pleased. Setting aside my cup of chocolate, I 
carefully undid the ribbon. Inside was a small satchel such as the archers wore over their 
shoulders to carry arrowheads and string and other small supplies. It was made of brown 
felt that the Sheep here at the Cair produced, soft and strong and waterproof, with a simple 
leaf design embroidered on the front. I recognized it instantly because I had seen it in 
Susan’s hands for months. I knew she had been laboriously working on this for ages - she 
wasn’t a fast sewer by any means - and she must have strained her fingers to get it done. 

“Su, this is marvelous!” I exclaimed, completely impressed. I undid the leather thong 
holding it closed to look inside. It was lined with soft fabric. “I’ll carry the apple home in 
it.” 
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She glowed, pleased with my delight. Then Lucy’s lady-in-waiting, a dogwood Dryad 
named Avraiva, handed her a small bundle. She passed it over to me and smiled shyly. 

“My gift.” 

It was a dozen handkerchiefs made of fine linen fabric. Each was edged with lace and I 
realized that in her haste she must have cut up one of her dresses to make them. That 
made them all the more precious. 

“Thank you, Lucy. I think I’m going to need these.” 

“Mr. Tumnus helped,” she volunteered. 

“Thank him for me, will you?” I asked as I stored them in the satchel. Then I stood and 
gave them each a kiss and a tight hug. 

I rose from the table soon after and went to get dressed. Edmund entered our room as I 
was pulling in the plain, heavy clothing Silvo laid out for me. He watched me for a long 
moment as I pulled a leather jerkin over my tunic, saying nothing though I knew he wanted 
to. I tightened my belt and put Susan’s satchel over my shoulder and donned the swordbelt 
he handed me. Finally he stepped over, holding out a flat, wooden box almost uncertainly. 

“Peter...take this. It was your Christmas present, but...you might need it.” 

Curious and pleased, I took the 
box, casting him a smile before I 
cracked it open. Inside was a knife 
as long as the dagger I wore on my 
belt, completely unadorned but 
carefully, beautifully made. It was 
in a stitched leather sheath and 
the handle was wrapped in black 
leather. I set the box aside and 
drew the knife. It was double-
bladed and had a silvery sheen to 
it. 

“Edmund...this is beautiful.” I 
tore my eyes away from it, 
realizing. “You made this.” 

Late this past spring Edmund had visited a settlement of Black Dwarfs who worked a 
smithy not far from where the Blue River joins the Great River. Black Dwarfs are grumpy, 
argumentative, sour, and suspicious by nature. They had rebuffed Susan’s attempts to 
strike up a steady line of communication and my letters received terse replies at best. They 
really were among the finest smiths and armorors in the land and we very much needed 
their cooperation, so when a courier returned with a reply that was nothing short of a dare, 
we decided to take them up on it. I didn’t go to the Blue River. Oh, no. The glove was 
picked up by the person best suited to this challenge. At his own request and command, I 
simply unleashed our noble and beloved Sir Edmund on the unsuspecting Dwarfs. 

He was supposed to have been there for a week. One week stretched to two, then three. 
Finally a message arrived from Brickit, Chief Smithy, asking if they could please keep him. 
The fact that they used the word ‘please’ was proof of his smashing success. They adored 
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Edmund, probably because he could match (and most likely beat) their sarcastic wit and he 
wasn’t afraid to work and get dirty and lose his temper when pushed too far. Also, he was 
relatively short and had dark hair and with his oft times acerbic attitude he charmed them 
until they adopted him as one of their own. He had returned filthy, hating beer and 
smoked meat, reeking of sulphur, desperate for a bath, and with so many amusing stories 
about living with Dwarfs that he had even Cheroom laughing. He had put his time to good 
use and not just diplomatically: he had applied himself to their trade and earned their 
respect by working alongside them, starting with the dirtiest jobs they had, running coal and 
cleaning the great furnaces that heated the metal until he had secured their good will and 
trust. Relations with them since then had been excellent and they constantly asked if they 
could have ‘their’ king back for a spell. Susan and Lucy made it a point to send them half a 
dozen barrels of the best beer in the Cair’s cellar and two dozen tanned hides of various 
sorts for use in their craft. Three weeks were not nearly long enough to learn even the 
basics of their trade, but the Dwarfs had talked and guided him through a number of 
projects including bracelets for Susan and Lucy and signet rings for me and himself. 

And he had made me a knife. 

I stared at it, awestruck that my brother had made me something so elegant. It was 
balanced and solid and just the right size for my hand. I was speechless for a minute and I 
sat down on the bed. 

“For me? Ed, this...it’s amazing! You made this.” 

“I had a lot of help.” 

“I...how can I ever thank you for this?” 

He rolled his eyes and gave me that special look that told me I was being an idiot, folding 
his arms as he said, “After you return from riding out blindly into the wilderness to save my 
life, I’m sure I’ll find some means for you to thank me, Peter.” 

I laughed and he joined me, shaking his head in wonder at my occasional foray into 
denseness. Standing up, I wrapped my arms around him in a tight embrace. Tears stood in 
my eyes as he hugged me back. I missed him already. 

“I love you, Edmund,” I said. I kissed the top of his head. “I’ll hurry back. I swear.” 

“Thank you,” he whispered, holding on as if he never wanted to let go. I knew I didn’t. 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Ten: Fire and Song 
It was dark and quiet in the Cair as we made our way down the stairs. I was anxious to see 
Aslan before I had to set out but none of the pages seemed to be around. Strangely, the 
palace seemed deserted. Even at night there was activity in a place so huge - guards, maids, 
nocturnal Animals, cooks, and High Kings that hadn’t learned not to worry too much 
roamed the corridors. By the time we reached the main entrance hall, I was genuinely 
concerned. Where were the guards? The Bats that served as night couriers? The Owls that 
always assembled in the library to debate philosophy with the Opossums and Raccoons 
until dawn? 
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Oreius waited by the main doors with Celer and several Satyrs. Both were traveling with me 
today but I was surprised to see them wearing full battle armor. They all bowed when they 
saw us and I hurried forward. 

“Oreius, have you seen Aslan?” I asked. I could only hope I didn’t sound as worried as I 
felt. 

He actually smiled, a rare enough event that I noted it, and he plucked the pack and the 
cape I had slung over my shoulder out of my hands. “He awaits you outside, High King.” 

“Thank you,” I said, thoroughly confused. I glanced back at my siblings to see if they were 
as confounded as I and I realized only then they were dressed as they had been for our 
coronation, all the way down to capes and crowns. I stared for a moment, then Oreius 
gestured and the Satyrs threw open the main doors of the palace. At the sound of a mighty 
roar I whipped around to see Aslan waiting on the landing outside. Beyond him, thousands 
of torches were held aloft by Narnians of every description - Dryads, Dwarfs, Naiads, 
Fauns, Animals, Satyrs, Nymphs, Giants, Magical Creatures - each carrying a speck of light 
that illuminated the pre-dawn darkness with a golden glow. Narnia’s army, in full battle gear 
and with every banner held aloft, lined the whole long road leading to Cair Paravel, splitting 
the flickering sea of light. I gasped. It was one of the most beautiful sights I had ever seen 
and I was struck absolutely speechless. 

I was aware of Susan taking my hand and Lucy and Edmund stood close and admired the 
view with me. I let out a breathless laugh and finally managed to say, “You knew about 
this!” 

“And you didn’t,” grinned Lucy. The other two were smiling in satisfaction. 

I laughed, fighting tears, suddenly very glad Lucy had given me so many handkerchiefs. 
They all hugged me at once and I returned the embrace before facing Aslan. I could tell he 
was very pleased at having surprised me so completely and he stood back to let me have 
this moment. I stepped past him to the very edge of the landing and let myself be amazed. 
They had done this for me. All of them, from Aslan all the way down to the troop of Mice 
lined up in front holding small tapers. I tried to speak, but there were no words for such a 
display. Nothing I could ever say could match or do justice to the feeling of love I 
experienced that morning. Since words utterly failed me, I thanked them in the only way I 
could think to express my gratitude to each and every one of them. 

I bowed deeply and humbly to my subjects as I bowed to no one but Aslan himself, 
dropping down to one knee and bending my head low. 

For a few heartbeats the crowd seemed to hold its breath in surprise, and then a 
tremendous cheer like a tidal wave erupted from every throat. On and on it went until I felt 
myself blushing. 

I rose, still awestruck, then walked over to Aslan. Drawing Rhindon, I held the sword 
before me as I knelt again. 

“Aslan, I ask your blessing for this quest.” 

He laid his big, heavy paw on my shoulder, leaning close enough that I could smell the 
sweet scent of his mane and breath. I bent my head as he said, “My blessings, and the 
blessings of all of Narnia upon you, Sir Peter, High King over all Kings of Narnia. As I love 
you, I will be with you every step. May your journey be swift and safe, and may you return 



« 39 » 

triumphant over the evil that lingers like a shadow on our land. Be true and brave and 
above all, never forget to wipe your sword.” Then he kissed me on the cheek. 

I smiled then laughed instead of crying, and my family laughed with me. As I hugged Aslan 
as hard as I could one last time the Narnians broke off cheering and burst into a hymn of 
praise and thanksgiving. It wasn’t quite a song as it really didn’t have words, just long, 
haunting chords of sound. The mermaids had sung something similar when we had been 
coronated and I later learned that it was a sacred hymn, a faint echo of the song that Aslan 
had sung a thousand years ago to bring Narnia and its inhabitants to life. The Trees and the 
Waters had remembered it and passed it on through generations. It was strange and 
beautiful, the sort of song that echoed in your dreams and on the very edge of your 
memory. 

Phillip was at the bottom of the steps and my brother and sisters walked me to him. I 
hugged and kissed the girls one last time and then faced Edmund. At first he couldn’t 
speak, then he finally whispered, “Be safe.” 

I opened my arms and he ducked his head against my chest as he wrapped his arms 
around me. I held him tightly, my throat constricting as I fought back tears. He was so 
small. So very thin and small, it seemed, even though he was gaining on me in height. I 
fancied I could feel his ribs. 

“You have to eat more,” I rasped. 

“Yes, Princess Eo,” he droned in exactly the same tone he’d used on Lune’s mother-in-law, 
his voice muffled against my chest. I dropped a final kiss to the top of his head and let him 
go. He smirked, pleased, as always, by my easy affection. 

Mounting up, I leaned over and clasped his hand. “I’ll be back soon. I promise.” I looked 
over at the girls, including them as I said, “I love you all very, very much. Stay out of 
trouble while I’m away.” 

Edmund snorted, looking up from his final good-bye to Phillip as he asked, “And what are 
we supposed to do until you get back?” 

As if it was the most obvious thing in the world, I smiled and replied, “Plan a navy.” 

I cast one final look at Aslan, so golden and proud, then wheeled Phillip about. Oreius and 
Celer came down the steps and joined me. Every fourth or fifth soldier stepped out as we 
passed and fell in behind us as we set out on a path through a sea of fire and a song of 
creation and a mighty Lion’s deafening roar of farewell. 
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Chapter Eleven: The Western March 
We traveled for six days at an easy pace, mostly for Phillip’s sake so he didn’t tire too 
quickly. Parties had gone on ahead and set up camps in stages along the route and our 
supplies were already waiting at Caldron Pool, the last camp before the Western March. 
Oreius stayed right beside me the entire time, detailing the supplies he’d assembled and 
issuing a seemingly endless list of instructions and suggestions for survival. I knew he hated 
to send me off alone, but if Aslan said this was the best and safest way for me to travel, he 
would accept it and do everything in his power to ensure that safety. One instruction stood 
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out vividly because he repeated it most often: If it’s edible, my king, eat it. I was at best a 
fair hunter, but I expected that hunger was an excellent teacher. He had shown me and 
Phillip many edible plants along the way and I suspected Phillip was given the additional 
job of making sure I ate. Oreius knew what kind of appetite I normally possessed and I 
think he feared I might starve to death if not fed constantly. 

“Phillip, I order you now to tell King Peter when the least thing is wrong or hurting,” 
Oreius said as we crossed the Dancing Lawn on the third morning. “You both need to be 
healthy and fit to make it back. If you are tired, say so. If you prefer the king to walk, say 
so. There are extra shoes and nails in your supplies. You can talk him through shoeing?” 

And on and on and on until my brain was full of advice. It was almost worse than learning 
statecraft from an Elephant, which is what I would have been doing otherwise. 

Each night, despite the comfort of my tent, I had a great deal of trouble sleeping. My sleep 
schedule had shifted slightly since the anniversary and now I was used to going to bed past 
midnight. I would linger awake, wondering if it was midnight and if Edmund was bleeding 
or healed or wanting me there with him. Truly I wanted to be with him through this. I tried 
not to miss them and Aslan, but it was useless. I had never been away from my siblings for 
long and Aslan...being around Aslan was to be absolutely content and secure. He was as 
much my definition of home as my brother and sisters. 

Phillip did have a confession to make as we rode along. When I asked him about Jett and 
Marsk he admitted that he didn’t mind Edmund riding any dumb horse he chose. Jett and 
Marsk were, in his opinion, the best of the horses available for Edmund’s size even if 
Marsk was more steady and plodding than powerful and fast like Jett. He took issue with 
any Talking Horse trying to carry Edmund in his absence and he added that many of his 
peers were frankly jealous of the attention he received even though they weren’t willing to 
sacrifice their equine dignity for it. I assured him Edmund had no intention of riding any 
other Talking Horse, which made him happy and guilty enough to add that he had asked 
the Dogs at the Cair to follow Marsk and Jett - but not Edmund - everywhere they went 
with a rider. I had a ridiculous image in my mind of Edmund going for a ride and a pack of 
jabbering, gossiping, barking, joshing, rumor-mongering Hounds of every description 
streaming behind him like a comet’s tail, all the while assuring my brother it wasn’t him 
they were tailing. 

On the sixth evening we reached the small camp at Caldron Pool. Up the steep, rocky hill 
that channeled the Great Waterfall was the Western Wild. This was the last night I would 
spend in Narnia, among people who knew and loved me. A year ago it had seemed so 
strange to stay in Narnia, and now it seemed impossible to leave. I wondered if the air and 
water would taste the same once I stepped past the border. It seemed as if it should, but I 
couldn’t see how it could. Though all this world had been created by Aslan, Narnia was the 
seat of his power and love and grace. 

And he had made me Narnia’s High King. Even after a year it still amazed me. It seemed 
closer to a lifetime ago, so wonderful and full was every day here in Narnia. 

Once again I laid awake far into the night, thinking of Edmund awaiting midnight and a 
fresh stab through his belly, Lucy and Susan and Aslan sitting with him. If it was horrible 
for us to anticipate each night, how terrifying was it for him? Knowing each night you will 
receive a mortal wound, unable to venture far, unable to sleep or rest or relax. My heart 
was racing just thinking about it. How long could he live under such horrible conditions? 
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How long before the anxiety wore down his health and mind? How long before he finally 
stopped thinking he deserved to be punished for his betrayal? How long before he gave in 
to the pain? He had promised to wait, but how long could anyone endure that agony? 

I sighed and turned over on the field cot, staring at the pile of supplies stacked in the 
corner of my tent. Normally I found the cots as comfortable as my bed, but tonight nothing 
seemed right. Finally I gave up and got dressed, stepping out into the moonlight. 

“Majesty?” 

I should have known Oreius would be awake. It was a beautiful night and Centaurs have a 
passion for stargazing. The stars and planets were low and bright despite the full moon. “I 
can’t sleep, Oreius,” I said. “Is it midnight?” 

His voice betrayed his concern. “Almost, King Peter.” He moved slowly as he came and 
stood so close beside me his foreleg brushed my leg, and he laid a hand upon my shoulder. 
“Your sisters and Aslan are with him.” 

I drew a deep breath, feeling hopelessly outmatched by the whole situation. “How can 
anyone be so cruel?” 

“She enchanted him from the first, Sire, and laid down the foundation for this last act of 
vengeance. As you said, she is evil and we are not and her conduct is beyond our ken.” 

We stood together watching the sky as the minutes passed. Among the constellations I 
picked out the Panther and Culros, who according to legend was the unwilling consort of 
the Night and he had set her outline with the most brilliant stars as a token of his love. 
Oreius’s hand tightened and I knew it was midnight. I was silent, closing my eyes, imagining 
Edmund’s gasp. He hadn’t screamed, not that first time at Beruna and not since. A quiet 
sound, the air driven from his lungs, shock and pain in his dark eyes and then...he fell. 

I ran both hands through my hair, turning away from the image so abruptly that I bumped 
into Oreius’s chest. I leaned against him. I needed someone stronger than me right now 
and I felt him hold me close to him. He understood. Thank Aslan for this Centaur, for he 
understood as one soldier understands another. It would be a long time, months, even, 
before I would have the chance to lean upon someone stronger than me and I felt no 
shame in depending on him at the moment. I brought my fist weakly down onto his 
breastplate, stricken at the injustice of Jadis’s petty revenge. He held me gently until I drew 
away. His hand lingered on my shoulder and I covered it with my own to reassure him that 
I was well. 

“My king, I beg you - let me accompany you on this quest,” he said, not for the first time. 

I shook my head, touched and reassured. He was frustrated about being unable to do 
more. “No, Oreius,” I said. “Narnia has two kings but she has only one general. I’m leaving 
the safety and protection of the country to you. I spoke to my brother and sisters that last 
night at the Cair and they all agreed. Edmund and Lucy can’t ride into battle now. If the 
need arises, Susan will accompany you in the field. She’ll follow your orders and whatever 
plans you devise. I know you’ll do whatever you think best to keep Narnia and her rulers 
safe. You have my complete trust and confidence, Oreius, and I give you absolute 
command of the army.” 
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He stared at me with a hint of sadness in his eyes. He knew he couldn’t go, but I knew he 
wanted nothing more than to protect me at every turn and I appreciated his devotion more 
than I could express. 

“A small band of soldiers will be stationed here at all times until your return, King Peter,” 
he promised, gazing at me intently. “You wish to leave now.” 

I sighed and nodded. “If Phillip is agreeable. I won’t sleep tonight.” 

“I will see.” 

Half an hour later I was dressed in the padded leather jerkin and heavy boots he had 
insisted Silvo pack for me and Phillip was loaded with our supplies. I was carrying my 
heavy pack as I emerged from my tent. I saw the Centaur and Horse talking quietly 
together. Probably some last-minute advice, though I doubted I could jam one more bit of 
information into my head right now, at least not without pushing out something I already 
knew to make room. 

“Remember Aslan’s words and go with his blessing and mine, Peter,” said Oreius, forgoing 
my title for the first time since I had met him. It was pleasant to hear. “Always be careful 
and remember your training.” 

“I will,” I promised, hefting my pack from the ground beside Phillip. “Protect Narnia and 
all my family, General.” 

“I will, my king.” 

I touched the Horse’s shoulder. “Let’s go, Phillip.” 

And so we stole away into the night, guided by the river in the light of a full moon. 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Twelve: Into the West 
There is a trail, steep but obvious and wide, that cuts into and around the cliffs that mark 
Narnia’s Western March. Oreius lead us there and with a final, rough hug for me and a 
slap on Phillip’s flank, he sent us on our way. At the crest of the hill I paused, panting a bit 
and gazing at the land beyond. For now it looked just like Narnia, but I suspected that 
would soon change. I glanced back at the camp, a small speck of light further down the 
Great River. I fancied I could see Oreius far below and I knew he’d be watching until I was 
well out of sight. I waved a final time, took a deep breath, and strode into the Western 
Wild. 

Perhaps it was my imagination, but the air didn’t seem as nice and even by the light of the 
moon the colors seemed less vibrant. I knew I was biased, but I have ruled and lived in and 
loved Narnia for over a year now and I knew I would never find another place as beautiful. 
I looked at the trees and knew they were just trees. No loving, tending Dryads gave them 
life and spirit. No Naiads played in the river. The moon shone brightly but no Fauns and 
Satyrs danced by the light for no other reason than it was a full moon. This land was alive, 
but it was not filled with Aslan’s grace. 

Since it was night I walked and we picked a careful path. I suppose part of me didn’t want 
to endure the change from Narnia by the light of day. I was very glad for Phillip’s presence. 
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I wasn’t afraid of being out like this in the darkness, but I wasn’t used to it and having a 
companion made it easier. We didn’t talk for now, both of alert for possible animals or 
other threats as we walked. 

We paused for a rest at dawn and I ate a little of the food Oreius had put in my pack. Field 
rations in Narnia were actually quite good and there were blueberry bushes about that were 
loaded with fruit. Phillip set to the grass beside me and we watched the sun rise over 
Narnia. I thought about the Cair stirring to life, Animals and Magical Creatures setting 
about their tasks. In an hour or so Edmund would be in full armor, standing before Kanell 
as the relentless Centaur captain drilled him in swordsmanship. I knew he would miss me 
trying not to laugh at all his wise-cracking comments. He would join the girls for breakfast 
afterwards. Lucy would just be waking up and Susan would be prepared for the day 
already. Breakfast, then classes of all kinds in the morning, each monarch with their 
individual teachers except for the times that Cheroom, Edmund’s tutor, would assemble 
them for some special instruction. We were learning history, astronomy, etiquette, dance, 
singing, statecraft, rhetoric, diplomacy, riding, shooting, and beyond that, Edmund and I 
were being taught how to track, military strategy and drills, weapons, and Oreius had been 
about to introduce us to jousting. After noon they would attend to royal duties and later 
play on the beach or go riding before relaxing through the evening. 

Except the horrible anticipation of waiting for midnight, it was a wonderful life for us all. 

I was a little lonely as I sat on the ground, thinking of them. Still, I was aware of a certain 
relief that I was able to do this and restore balance to Narnia. Aslan was right. The country 
needed Edmund whole and healthy, and so did we all, especially me. 

I glanced over to see Phillip watching me intently. I smiled, realizing I had been thinking 
very hard and had been frowning. I picked him a handful of berries and he munched them 
thoughtfully. 

“Not as good as apples,” was his assessment, and I had to agree. 

We pressed on for the rest of the day. By evening the lack of sleep was catching up with 
me and I was glad to make camp. I awoke the next morning so stiff and sore I didn’t think 
I’d ever be able to move again, and the reality of being on a quest hit home. 

We quickly settled into a routine. Every morning before dawn I broke camp after finishing 
off whatever had served as my dinner. I learned quickly how to pack efficiently and to 
balance the load as much as possible for Phillip. I was glad Oreius had packed for me 
because he included a lot of small things it would not have occurred to me to bring until I 
needed them, like flint and steel and a small cooking pan and salt. I would ride for several 
hours, pausing only if I recognized edible plants and berries and gathering what I could as 
we went. Any time I spotted game I tried a shot, careful of where I loosed an arrow since I 
had to retrieve them all. I hit game - squirrels and rabbits and birds - as often as I missed, 
but hunger gradually improved my skill and eventually I ate meat almost every other night. 
Phillip made it a point to eat every chance he got during these pauses. His only complaint 
was that the grass didn’t taste nearly as good as the stuff in Narnia, but I had the same 
complaint about everything from the meat to the water to the air beyond Narnia’s borders. 

I walked most of the afternoon to spare Phillip, wearing Rhindon on my back to make 
walking easier and to lessen the strain on my lower back, always carrying the bow in case of 
game. We followed the trail along the river. At first it cut through a rocky gorge. There was 
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evidence of many rockslides - scars on the rocks and large piles of rubble - but we 
encountered no troubles. A few days later our route wound interminably through the green 
valleys, wandering through the foothills, inching westwards all the while. We usually didn’t 
stop until sunset or just after, depending on if I had shot something for my dinner or not. 
I’d start a fire, rub Phillip down, and then cook dinner if necessary. Normally I’d go for a 
swim or soak my feet in the river to clean up. It was still warm enough that I could swim, 
though we both knew autumn was not far away. If I had any energy in reserve I practiced 
with my sword, loath to think of what Oreius would say if my skills faded. I tried to sleep 
soon after, hoping I was so worn out I’d sleep through the night if the weather and my 
running thoughts permitted. 

That would constitute a perfect day on this quest. They were actually few and far between. 

The trail was at best faint, not to be seen at the worst. We kept the river and the Spear 
Head to our right, forever traveling upstream. Sometimes the river was calm, sometimes 
the banks squeezed it into cataracts. For now the ground was fairly level and lush, but after 
four days we could see spot the peaks of mountains looming on the horizon that grew 
larger and more intimidating with every step. 

The weather at first was pleasant, but after a week or so (I had difficulty keeping track of 
the days) the clouds seemed to just settle above us and never went away. After the first day 
of naught but rain, I got wet and stayed damp for days on end. I could appreciate the 
lengths Susan always went to keep her bowstring dry and I swore never to make that 
particular mistake again, because as soon as I couldn’t shoot, game seemed to abound in 
this lonely land. 

I couldn’t tell you how many miles we covered each day. Phillip was a much better judge of 
such things. Sometimes we made excellent time, other times, like when we came to 
waterfalls or lost sight of the trail and just had to follow the river itself, we slowed to a crawl. 
The elevation gradually increased and I noticed the vegetation was changing and becoming 
less familiar. It was still relatively warm, but the signs of approaching autumn were showing 
themselves, especially at the higher elevations. I did not relish the notion of winter out 
here, but we moved as quickly as the terrain and caution would allow. 

And finally, I was having a terrible time sleeping. I simply could not fall asleep for worry 
about Edmund. Logic told me he was far better off than I, what with Aslan beside him and 
a roof and a bed and much nicer food, but the way he had said Jadis was in him, part of 
him, came back to haunt me as I tried to sleep. 

He had better hold on. 

And I knew I had better hurry or our dead enemy might overwhelm him and triumph after 
all. 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Thirteen: Slinn 
Phillip noticed the smell before I did - a stench of decay and filth and misery. We were 
approaching a valley between several low mounts - too large to be called hills, but nowhere 
near the gleaming, towering peaks that filled the western horizon. We were about ten days 
out of Narnia, still a little damp from recent rains. The land was fairly level and the Great 
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River flowed slow and sluggish and muddy with churned up silt. This was the first time I 
had seen the clean water of the river to be fouled and I didn’t like the implications of what 
might lie ahead. I gazed at our route, noticing many of the trees ahead were wilted or half-
naked, their leaves brownish and limp. 

“Phillip?” I asked uncertainly. 

“Yes,” was all he said, and I knew he didn’t like this any more than I did. 

I would have dearly loved to have found an alternate means of getting through here, but the 
river was our only path and who knew if the surrounding woods weren’t worse? As we got 
closer the scene grew worse. Everything was dull and gray and miserable and barely alive. 
Phillip hesitated at the edge of the valley, tossing his head at the stench. With so few leaves 
we could see far enough, but the river took a sharp curve and I couldn’t tell how long we 
had to go before we saw green again. 

“On my back,” ordered Phillip, and I didn’t argue. I shifted Rhindon to my hip and 
mounted up, making sure there were plenty of arrows on the quiver hanging from his 
saddle. 

“I’ll trot,” he told me. 

“Good idea,” I agreed. “Let’s go.” 

It only got worse as we went. What could have cursed Nature so? I looked at the sickly 
trees and struggling undergrowth. There were no flowers or moss or lichens just the 
toughest of plants and weeds. No birds, no animals, no insects...just blight and that awful 
smell. Everything was crumbling and rotting away. It was quiet, too, because the river was 
so lazy and wide. I would have liked more noise to cover the sound of our passing. Phillip 
kept up a steady trot for some time until the path grew too rocky and he had to pick his 
way more carefully. His hoofs kicked up small puffs of gray dust until we were both coated 
with the stuff. It had the consistency of ash and stank as badly as the air and the river. The 
stones were all gray granite, but as we moved deeper into the valley I noticed the riverbanks 
became all sloping rock and here and there were long, discolored streaks. I had seen and 
smelled enough blood in the past year to recognize it when I saw it, dried or not. I felt a 
twinge of fear in my belly. This was not going to be pleasant. The blood wasn’t fresh, but 
there was enough there and long enough that the rains hadn’t washed the banks clean. 

Despite the rocky path, Phillip picked up his pace without being asked. I estimated we 
were about halfway to the curve in the river. There was no way we could stop in such a 
place regardless of how long it went on. 

Something in the corner of my vision seemed to move. I noticed it only because there was 
no other motion besides myself and Phillip. I glanced over, but it was gone. Not about to 
dismiss it - Oreius had taught me to trust my senses in such things - I let Phillip hurry us 
along as I scanned the surrounding woods, if woods they could be called. This place was 
more akin to a cemetery. 

I spotted them on the far bank first. They were the strangest things I had ever seen and that 
included the revolting array of creatures that had fought for Jadis at Beruna. Hairy 
dragons? A cross between gray foxes and eels? They had long, sinuous bodies completely 
covered with gray down or fur. Their faces looked a bit like a fox with a ruff of fur out the 
sides, though the mouth was broad and flat like a snake beneath their pointy snouts. They 
had bulging, oversized yellow eyes and no ears that I could see. I couldn’t even tell if they 
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had feet and legs, but if they did they were short. Their gray fur perfectly matched the 
granite and the brush, and I realized with a sinking feeling we could have already passed 
many of them without seeing them, and the valley as a whole stank so badly not even 
Phillip would have noticed them. There were three or four of them, the smallest about my 
size, the largest three times that. They lifted their heads like snakes, wavering as they 
sharply watched us pass. 

“Phillip?” 

“I see them.” 

“Do you know...?” 

“No. But they are across the river.” 

His optimism wasn’t catchy. “I’m just worried about what might be on this side.” 

That picked up the pace even more. 

The things across the river began to make a keening sound. It was eerie to say the least, but 
I knew what they were doing. My endless classes in tactics and the art of war stood me in 
good stead and I silently bless Oreius and his sometimes harsh teaching methods. 

“Don’t look,” I ordered. “They’re trying to panic us. There must be some close by to 
ambush us. Slow down, Phillip.” 

He didn’t obey immediately and I yanked the reins back because he was starting to rush 
headlong. That abrupt motion saved our lives because he stumbled almost to a stop just as 
one of the large creatures dove down from the slope on the left, directly on the spot where 
we would have been. It smacked face-first into the ground and let out an angry hiss that 
sounded like: “Slinn!”  

“GO!” I screamed to Phillip and I actually whipped his flanks with the ends of the reins as 
hard as I could. He surged forward, leaping over the hairy gray body before the thing could 
recover. Furious, wailing keens and growls erupted from the hill on the left and across the 
river as more of these Slinn-hissing monsters realized we had made it past their ambush. I 
had no idea if they were intelligent or simply possessed a pack mentality when hunting, but 
they understood well enough that we were going to be harder to catch than anticipated. 

There was a splash of water like a large rock falling into a pool and I realized the Slinn 
across the river were swimming over. 

“Phillip, we’re going to have to fight them,” I panted. 

He let out a terrible neigh and I knew he was terrified. I couldn’t blame him in the least. 
He had not fought in the Battle of Beruna, nor had he been engaged against the remnants 
of Jadis’s army when Edmund and I had been trapped at the Stone Table early this past 
spring. I was looking for a likely spot to defend and only then did I realize we had rounded 
the bend in the river. More of this hideous valley, even deader and more blighted than 
what was behind us, spread before us. Still, the area was a bit higher and relatively free of 
rocks. The trees were far enough away that the Slinn couldn’t use them for cover. 

“Phillip! Here! Stop!” 

“No!” he screamed. 
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His options were taken away, however, when the three Slinn that had been across the river 
drew their long bodies up onto the bank in front of us, blocking the path and making a 
menacing clicking sound. The looked more like snakes with their fur plastered against their 
bodies. Snakes with fox faces. Phillip screamed a Horse’s scream, that hideous sound, as 
he slid to a halt. He circled nervously as I yanked the bow out of its case and notched an 
arrow. I shot the nearest, biggest Slinn, landing the arrow deeply into its side. Clearly they 
had thin hides and soft flesh because I was not nearly as strong a shot as Susan. It was 
effective - the Slinn screamed even louder than Phillip, shocking the Horse into silence. 
My next arrow missed because of Phillip’s nervous pacing, then I dug my heels into his 
sides painfully to brace myself and let loose another shaft. I was aiming at the throat of the 
next Slinn, but it shifted at the last moment, curious and confused about its writhing fellow, 
and the arrow planted itself almost to the feathers deep into its huge eye. It screamed and 
raised itself up high, smashing down across the third and smallest one. I would be revolted 
later at the spurt of blood and gore. I barely had time to stow the bow and draw Rhindon as 
the Slinn chasing us from behind caught up. I yanked Phillip around to face them and 
kicked him into a charge right at them. They were surprised to see their would-be dinner 
on the attack, and all but the largest of them scattered. Three more Slinn faced us now, 
slinking around and trying to get close enough for a bite. 

One learned a serious lesson as Rhindon, swung upwards in a wide arc, gave it a long, 
shallow cut all the way up its neck and jamming for a moment under its jawbone. I rose in 
the saddle to stab upwards and the creature went berserk. As I concentrated upwards, 
Phillip stamped and trampled a smaller one at his feet. It screamed and gnawed at his leg, 
but the good Horse landed heavily on it with both front hooves and the creature stopped 
moving. I was still standing in the saddle and I reversed my grip on Rhindon, swinging the 
blade behind me as I had once seen Oreius do and straight into the side of another Slinn’s 
neck. It wasn’t nearly as large as the first one and I sliced its head almost off. Hot, stinking, 
black blood splashed me, burning and salty. 

I looked around wildly, but the Slinn were more cautious now, and many were sniffing at 
the corpses of their own fallen. 

“Get past the dead ones,” I ordered Phillip, gathering the reins in my left hand. I swung at 
the third Slinn, but it darted out of range, then circled round and swallowed whole the 
body of the one Phillip had crushed. 

That was enough for me and more than enough for the Horse under me. Phillip took off at 
a dead run, trampling two more little Slinn that couldn’t get out of his way quickly enough. 
More screams of “Slinn!” erupted from underfoot and the rocks were slippery from gore, 
but Phillip kept his footing as he charged towards the bodies of the first three killed. I kept 
swinging Rhindon, doing what damage I could, right up to the moment when he gathered 
himself to jump. I moved with him as I had been taught, leaning far forward and keeping 
my sword up and away from him. I felt Phillip’s front hooves clip the pile of dead Slinn, 
but he had so much momentum it didn’t matter. He crushed another Slinn as he landed, 
so numerous were they, but we were no longer on the menu, it seemed. 

They were swarming over the dead and wounded, screaming and hissing and fighting as 
they tore at the corpses and the living. I risked one glance behind, then concentrated only 
on escaping from this hell. 

§‡§ 
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We were attacked twice more. The next time, an hour past the first ambush, was by a trio 
of small and inexperienced Slinn. I shot one with an arrow and mortally wounded another 
with a thrust of my sword before the third smacked into me with its head and unHorsed 
me. Phillip came to the rescue, holding the Slinn at bay until I recovered enough to grab 
my sword and run the awful thing through. The last time the Slinn was alone, old, and slow 
and despite its size I killed it easily enough once I realized it was blind in one eye. That last 
one stank tremendously and I realized the Slinn themselves were the source of the stench 
and pestilence in this valley. Any of the creatures that had been pursuing us were 
immediately distracted by the dead. Phillip never slowed to less than a trot despite his 
fatigue and it wasn’t until evening, as the moon rose full and yellow and bright that we saw 
leaves on the trees again and caught a whiff of fresh, clean air. 

We still didn’t stop. Phillip said nothing, but I knew he couldn’t get far enough away from 
that nightmare of a valley. Finally I halted him several miles past the valley and slid off his 
back. I had no idea how much distance we had covered today, but it was tremendous and 
we would pay for it tomorrow. At least we were safe and alive. We were both filthy, but that 
would have to wait for the morning light. I had no doubt about one thing: we could not 
pass this way when we returned. Neither of us would ever be up to facing those hideous 
monsters again. We would have to find an alternate route. I put my arms around Phillip’s 
sweaty neck and held him tightly. Head drooping, he sighed in relief and exhaustion. 

“I’m sorry, Your Majesty,” he whispered. 

I drew back. I was trembling as reaction set in upon me and my voice rose in a squeak. 
“Whatever for, Phillip?” 

“I panicked. I would have run right into them. You saved me.” 

“And you saved me.” 

“I’m sorry,” he repeated. “I’m sorry for being afraid. I’m not equal to your bravery.” 

“Phillip!” I exclaimed, aghast that he would think so. “Phillip, you’ve never been in such a 
situation before. I have. There’s no shame in being afraid. Besides, I’ve been training non-
stop for the past year to deal with such things, not you. But you got us free and you killed I 
don’t know how many of them. Actually, I should apologize to you.” 

“Me?” 

“I whipped you.” 

He blinked, his ears coming sharply forward. “You did?” 

“Yes! Fine king I make, whipping my brother’s dear friend and our loyal subject!” 

He nudged me with his nose. “It’s nothing, King Peter.” 

“And so is the fact that you were afraid.” I rubbed his soft muzzle and brushed his forelock 
out of his eyes. “You think I wasn’t?” 

“You didn’t show fear.” 

“Oreius won’t let me show it, but trust me, it’s there.” I turned and we slowly walked. I 
wanted to cool him off slowly and if we stopped now he could become ill. I checked the 
river and it seemed clear enough, so we each took a small drink. I talked as we walked, for 
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it was important to me to relieve his guilt and lift his spirits. “You know Ed and I share the 
same room?” 

“He’s said as much.” 

“We have a whole vast palace to live in and we still share the same bedroom. Did he ever 
tell you why?” 

“No.” 

“I’m not surprised. It’s because I’m afraid, Phillip. Ed and I have shared a room all our 
lives. When we first moved into the Cair I couldn’t sleep. I would wander the halls at night 
and annoy the servants and Bats because I couldn’t sleep alone in my room. Finally 
Edmund got fed up with it all and one night he ordered Martil to move his things into my 
room. I slept better that night than I had since we came to Narnia. We all have our fears 
and ignoring them doesn’t make them any less real. All I needed was to hear Edmund 
breathe and to know he hadn’t died at Beruna.” 

“And now this,” he said quietly. “Have you slept since?” 

“Only since Aslan arrived.” 

§‡§ 

We walked until I could go no further and Phillip was safely cooled down. The camp I 
made was a hasty one. Phillip tore up a few mouthfuls of grass but I had no appetite. I was 
too tired to do more than give the Horse a quick rub-down, then curl up under the 
blankets. For the first time since the anniversary, I fell asleep before midnight. 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Fourteen: The Princess of War Drobe 
Riding atop Phillip’s back as we followed the river was not so very stimulating for the most 
part and despite the urgency of our quest, we both understood that we had a long way to go 
and no notion of how long it was going to take to get there. Boredom was inevitable. 
Beautiful as the setting was, there are only so many magnificent mountains and shimmering 
waterfalls and pleasant glens and stately trees one can see before they all start looking 
similar. From the first, to pass the time, quite often we’d talk of Narnia’s history, tell stories, 
play word games, or simply sing. Singing gave me new appreciation for an old Narnian 
saying I’d heard out of both Tumnus and Sir Giles: Never burden a Horse with a song. 

Translated for the unknowing, it’s simply a warning that Horses, for all their strength and 
grace and intelligence, cannot sing. Their throats are simply not designed to hit or hold 
notes. After a few days I suspected Phillip couldn’t carry a tune if it was placed in a 
saddlebag, but he tried. Despite his complete lack of ability, he did teach me several songs 
I sang in the equine fashion ever after, making them rather mono-tone and dependant 
upon the rhythm of a Horse’s gait, though I did tend to hit more notes than he did. They 
were more like chants and I grew very fond of several of them, especially one about a 
legendary Horse named Heyden, who outran a hurricane in order to warn the inhabitants 
of Cair Paravel. Among our many studies to be kings, Edmund and I were learning to sing 
(which he hated and I enjoyed) and so I was better equipped to carry a marching tune than 
Phillip was as we made our way. All I had to do was call out the beginning of the song, 
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“Heeeeyden! Heyden ho and / Foal of the mighty stallion Shaze / Race from the river / To 
the ocean’s waves,” and Phillip perked up his ears and picked up his pace. We soon settled 
upon a dozen or so favorites and Phillip would match his gait to mark the time whenever I 
sang, joining me whenever the song was within his range. 

One favorite of his, though, was not Narnian at all, but something Susan and I had learned 
in school back in Finchley. We had been at a celebration - I’m not sure what we were 
celebrating, but it really didn’t matter in Narnia. It may even have been the time some 
residents in the palace were celebrating having nothing to celebrate. Honestly. Irregardless 
of the party’s motivation, Tumnus begged us for a song from Spare Oom. The only thing I 
had been able to think of was something made popular by the war at home, Don’t Sit 
Under the Apple Tree, when thankfully Susan remembered the simple old tune. We 
didn’t even know the name of it, but it was something the Narnians could understand and 
we could remember in total. The song appealed instantly to the Narnians and they were 
thrilled when we all sang: 

There once was a king who lived o’re the sea, 
Bow down, derry dum dee, 
There once was a king who lived o’re the sea, 
And bow down derry dum dee! 
There once was a king who lived o’re the sea, 
and he had daughters one, two, three! 
I will be true, true to my love, 
O if my love will be true to me! 

One day they walked down by the water’s brim, 
Bow down, derry dum dee, 
One day they walked down by the water’s brim, 
And bow down, derry dum dee! 
One day they walked down by the water’s brim, 
The eldest pushed the youngest in! (Here the Narnians laughed so hard we almost couldn’t 
continue). 
I will be true, true to my love, 
O if my love will be true to me! 

O sister, O sister, pray lend me your hand, 
Bow down, derry dum dee, 
O sister, O sister, pray lend me your hand, 
And bow down, derry dum dee! 
O sister, O sister, pray lend me your hand, 
And I will give you both house and land! 
I will be true, true to my love, 
O if my love will be true to me! 

I’ll neither lend you my hand nor glove, 
Bow down, derry dum dee, 
I’ll neither lend you my hand nor glove, 
And bow down, derry dum dee! 
I’ll neither lend you my hand nor glove, 
Unless you promise me your true love! 
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I will be true, true to my love, 
O if my love will be true to me! 

So into the river the maiden swam, 
Bow down, derry dum dee, 
So into the river the maiden swam, 
And bow down, derry dum dee! 
So into the river the maiden swam, 
Until she came to the miller’s dam, 
I will be true, true to my love, 
O if my love will be true to me! 

It was silly, it was nonsense, and it was instantly circulated throughout the kingdom. It 
appealed to our subjects on so many levels - love, loyalty, humor, and royalty all rolled into 
one sprightly tune that was easily remembered. In later years I heard many verses added on 
to it until it reached epic proportions and dances were made specifically for the tune. 
Eventually it ended up being known as The Princess of War Drobe and, after much trial, 
tribulation, and heartache, it always ended happily no matter which version of it was sung. 

But that was in the future and all the times I sang it for Phillip on our journey west it always 
ended with the princess still in the river. Most Narnian songs are based on fact and our 
subjects simply assumed this was an actual story from Spare Oom. Having abandoned all 
attempts to explain our background once again, we all just agreed that it was and Lucy 
named the poor, waterlogged princess Annette. In a moment of perversity, Edmund had 
volunteered all sorts of outrageous details gleaned from fairy tales and Arthurian legends 
until the Narnians were fairly convinced Spare Oom was even more magical and enchanted 
than their own land. 

Phillip requested it almost daily and I gladly sang for him. It helped to lift our spirits and 
reminded us of home. There was a second song I sang for him, one he loved dearly since I 
gradually converted it to the equine style of singing so he could join in. I remember 
learning it on my grandfather’s knee, a wistful song of hope and longing for better times. It 
had been written during the conflict that served as prelude to the war ravaging my home a 
world away. It fit as a marching tune for this quest, since my only dream was to get home 
with the apple and save my brother. I knew I was fighting the good fight, as my father and 
grandfather had before me. 

There’s a long, long trail a winding into the lands of my dreams,  

Where the nightingale is calling and the white moon beams.  

It’s a long, long night of waiting until my dreams all come true  

‘Til the day that I go wandering down that long, long trail with you!  

I understood better than I ever had before why they had both left their families and gone 
off to war, and I knew I would do the same. I had done the same. 

And I would do it again. 
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Chapter Fifteen: Further Up and Further In 
The sun shone down gloriously bright and warm the first day of the month of Twirleaf or 
September, depending on which species of Narnian you asked. I preferred Twirleaf simply 
because it described what was happening when the autumn breeze kicked up. Most of the 
names of the months in Narnia made good sense that way. The valleys had grown deeper 
as we moved further inland and the mountains had grown higher and mightier. They cast 
vast shadows that chilled me, and not just because they blocked the sun. I could see snow 
and ice above the tree line, and the further up the river we went, the lower the tree line got. 
I was grateful for the warm clothes Silvo had packed. I would need them all before long. 

Though we walked far every day, our actual progress was slow, or so it seemed to me. The 
river wound and twisted through the mountain valleys and waterfalls were becoming more 
common. Those were annoying since they took so long to traverse and after all that labor 
of struggling uphill we had to show for our efforts was a pretty view. And it was pretty, that I 
could not argue despite the urgency of our quest. 

We had seen many strange sights and animals that did not live in Narnia: moose and 
turkeys (after many attempts I shot one of those and it fed me for days), small red deer, 
musk ox, beautiful, shaggy white goats that watched us from high on the mountains. I saw a 
pack of silvery wolves and many types of birds that neither Phillip nor I could put a name 
to. I almost stepped on a porcupine, and though Phillip assured me we had them in Narnia 
I could not recall having met any. Migrating ducks filled the river on occasion and when 
they did, I ate well. I spotted what I thought could only be a wooly mammoth, for nothing 
else I knew fit the description of what I saw, but it was very far away and I never saw one 
again and Phillip was too busy eating to notice. The trees, too, were different this high up 
from the oaks and maples and firs of Narnia. Up here grew pines and huge cedar trees that 
filled the breeze with their scent. There was an occasion when we came to what looked like 
a smooth plain, and it was only upon approaching that we saw the valley before us was deep 
and wide, but the towering conifers were so tall they rivaled the mountains. Once we 
passed what could only be described as a ruined temple carved into the living rock of the 
mountains. It was huge - far too huge for mere humans - and Phillip said the crafting of the 
broken pillars looked Giantish, though I had no idea of what constituted style for Giants. 
Why it was built and by whom I never learned. Another time we watched a lightning storm 
the likes of which I had never seen sweep down along the course of the river. We sheltered 
in a cave uphill as torrential rain fell just yards away. Phillip, who disliked thunder, stood 
far back in the cave while I watched a tree get struck by lightning and burst into flames, only 
to be quenched moments later by the rain. Across the valley I could see mud slides rushing 
down like avalanches, wiping out trees and rocks and leaving only a wide, barren swath of 
earth like scars on the mountainside. It took moments like that for me to realize the 
wisdom of Aslan in sending me with just one companion. More people would have 
compounded the danger and slowed us intolerably, as well as being a tremendous strain on 
the land. 

At night the stars seemed closer than even in Narnia. They hung low and bright over the 
mountains and I would pick out the ones I had been taught as I gauged the stages of the 
moon to mark the passing of days. It was almost a full month since we had set out. I wish I 
knew how to estimate how far we had come and how far we had to go and thought perhaps 
I could learn to use a sextant once we started a navy. I missed everything in the world that I 
knew except Phillip and Rhindon. Sometimes I drew out one of the handkerchiefs Lucy 
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made just to catch the faint scent of lemon and lavender sachet that lingered from her 
dress, or the essence of rose that had rubbed from Susan’s fingers onto the felt as she 
embroidered it. I showed Phillip all the gifts my siblings had made me and he was duly 
impressed by them all, especially the knife from Edmund. I couldn’t help but smile every 
time I noticed each present and they comforted me even more than I wanted to admit. 

I was noticing changes about myself, too. I was stronger than I had ever been, my 
endurance gradually building. It was a different kind of strength than what I had acquired 
since coming to Narnia. I had walked so far for so long I sometimes felt I could go on 
forever if I had to in order to find the Garden. The most annoying change was my hair. If I 
had thought about it, I would have had it all cut off before I set out. My hair has always 
grown very quickly and I had been due for a meeting with Silvo’s shears even before the 
anniversary celebration. Now my thick bangs hung down in my eyes and I was constantly 
pushing them away. The only advantage I saw was that my neck was a little warmer. 
Beyond that, it was nothing but aggravation. I was starting to have trouble with my lower 
back, too, from all this riding and walking carrying a sword. Rhindon wasn’t all that weighty 
but it was enough to throw my stride off slightly. I thought I had been used to it and I had 
been - for the amount of time I wore it at Cair Paravel. Finally, I had lost weight where I’d 
really had none to spare. I noticed it the first time I tightened Rhindon’s belt and it easily 
went beyond the usual notch. My waist was reduced by a good two inches, and even I knew 
that was a cause for concern. Had Oreius been here he probably would have panicked, 
waiting for me to waste away before his eyes. I said nothing to Phillip, but I did try to take 
more game after that. 

I was learning a great deal, too, sometimes by trial and error and sometimes the lesson was 
forced upon me. For example I learned to wait a good fifteen or twenty minutes after 
shooting game before I went to pick it up to allow the animal to die. The first time I 
approached a rabbit that I had just shot I was in for a shock because it wasn’t dead yet. For 
some reason I had expected it to die immediately, and I was disturbed in the extreme when 
it moved and wailed and I had difficulty eating it that night. I also learned how to re-shoe a 
Horse when Phillip became mired in mud as thick as cement and one of his shoes pulled 
partially off. It took me the better part of a day even with his steady instructions. I was 
nervous lest I injure him or damage his hoof, but he was patient and in the end he had a 
new shoe. I also learned to sew, racking my memory of watching Susan and Lucy and their 
ladies gathered round the fireplace on winter nights plying their needles for reference. It 
was relaxing to watch, though the first time I tried it I wished I had paid closer attention. 
Still, I managed to repair a tear in one of my shirts and at a much faster pace than Susan 
could have managed. 

The morning when we were exactly a month away from Narnia we came upon an 
unexpected sight: a lake. The trees parted gradually and we saw flashes of blue long before 
we stood on the shore. It was the first lake we had encountered, though Fledge’s account 
did mention seeing several of them on his flight. It was very wide, mostly round, and as 
smooth and reflective as a mirror. The day we came upon it was crisp and clear and the 
mountains ringing it were perfectly reflected, and save for a few outcroppings of rock the 
trees grew right down to the water’s edge. I saw an eagle wheeling over the far shore, his 
loud cry echoing faintly. All was still and calm and serene, like something out of a painting 
so beautiful you wished you could be part of it. 
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Phillip stamped his hoof as I slid off his back. “Could this be the source of the river?” he 
wondered. 

I shook my head. “Fledge said the Garden was at the peak of a tall green hill in the middle 
of a valley, with a wall all about it and a golden gate. He mentioned lakes, but the valley 
with the garden was surrounded by glaciers.” 

“A thousand years past,” mumbled the Horse. 

I laughed and patted his side. “Let’s keep going. The river has to flow in somewhere.” 

We slowly circled the body of water. No breeze rippled its perfect surface, no fish or turtle 
stirred the waters. Rushes and reeds grew along the edge, huge old trees reached right up to 
the shore. It was so still I was almost unnerved, remembering the time the rebel Trees had 
tried to capture me and Edmund at the Stone Table so the remnants of Jadis’s army could 
kill us. It was as if nothing dared disturb the silence, myself included. I couldn’t even bring 
myself to sing. 

The longer we walked, the larger the lake seemed. I was growing quite weary and thirsty 
out of time, and finally I stopped. My mind seemed clouded and I could scarce keep 
awake. 

“Majesty?” 

“Phillip, I must rest.” 

He looked at me a little anxiously when I began to make camp. He clearly thought it was 
too soon but I felt as if we had been walking for days without a moment’s sleep and my 
throat was as dry as the Great Desert. After I set up camp I removed Rhindon and set it by 
my things. Walking over to the lake, I dropped down on a rock jutting into the water. I 
stared, but I could not see beneath the surface. My own thin, tanned face with shaggy hair 
stared back at me. It was very strange and I reached a hand out to touch the surface. It 
seemed the least disturbance would send ripples across the whole surface, but the liquid 
barely noticed my invasive touch. A single ripple circled out and quickly vanished. 

I reached down into the lake. It was cool and clean, but its nature never changed. My 
fingertip vanished as if into gravy. I leaned over to get a drink, my lips just touching the 
water, when suddenly I was being kissed from beneath the surface. My eyes shot open in 
surprise and I caught a flash of green eyes and yellow skin and flowing locks like seaweed. 

“Peter!” screamed Phillip. 

Then a pair of slim arms wrapped around my neck and yanked me into the lake. 
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Chapter Sixteen: The Lake King’s Daughter 
I sat on the stone chair between the Lake King and his beautiful daughter and watched 
silvery fish of all sizes swim this way and that to form shimmering patterns and shapes. The 
light was faint and I found seeing difficult, unlike my lady who clapped with delight at the 
show. Not far behind us musicians played their percussion instruments in a traditional tune 
as the fish danced. I listened, trying to pick out the rhythm and melody, but in truth all I 
heard were rocks of different pitches striking together. Why couldn’t I hear the music? 
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I felt Lasa’s eyes upon me and I faced her. Her smile faded as she saw that I was brooding 
yet again and she reached out and laid her small hand on my arm. 

“Is something troubling you, my lord?” she pressed. 

I gazed at her green eyes and the halo of green hair that floated around her pretty face. She 
had nothing but sympathy for me and my moodiness. 

Yes, I wanted to say, everything troubles me. If I am your betrothed why don’t I know you? 
How did we meet? Why don’t I look at you and feel love? My skin is pale and yours is 
yellow and you say we’re of the same people. How can that be? Why can’t I see clearly, 
and why isn’t there ever enough light for me? You move so freely through the water, but it 
feels like all the weight in the world pressing down upon me and I struggle to move. The 
food is not to my taste, the music does not please my ears, I am a stranger among what you 
say are my people. Why don’t I remember anything? Why is nothing familiar? What is my 
name? 

“I see sadness in your heart,” Lasa cooed. She took my warm hand in her cold one. “I fear 
this enchantment weighs heavily upon you, my love.” She brushed my hair behind my ear 
with her webbed hand, caressing my neck in the same gesture. “We will be wed soon, just 
as you wished before you ventured forth to battle the Kraken. Nothing but joy awaits us 
here in my father’s realm. Let go this sadness, my lord.” 

I looked back at the dancing fish. “How did we meet, Lasa?” 

She cast me an indulgent smile and giggled sweetly. We had carried out this conversation 
before. I knew we must have. When? Where? “We were raised together here in my 
father’s court, of course. You are the only son of the Master of Currents and his consort, 
my father’s cousin. We’ve been friends all our lives.” 

How long had my life been? How long had this day been? 

“It was only a few seasons hence that we realized friendship had turned to a deep, 
boundless love.” 

I sat back, trying to ignore the music. Why did I know this was wrong? Love? Marriage? 
Wasn’t I too young for such things? But why would Lasa, Daughter of the Lake King, tell 
me an untruth? I tried to think, think back to a time before I woke up in this murky realm. 
There was nothing there, as if a wall had been built to keep my memories at bay. 

Or confined. 

“What is my name?” I asked, keeping my voice calm and mannerly. I knew to do that 
much, at least. 

Her green eyes dropped and she sighed. “My love, until this enchantment is lifted, we Lake 
People cannot say your name aloud lest the Kraken hear and know you survived. They 
would do you and us greater harm.” 

“Spell it for me.” 

“Spell?” she echoed, puzzled. “An incantation?” 

I stared at her, wondering. If I could spell, if I could understand letters, why couldn’t she? 
Why was the notion of a written language alien to her yet natural to me? 
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“Tell me again why I can’t remember the past,” I said, forcing a smile as I changed the 
subject. 

She looked at her mighty father, who patiently gestured for her to give me answer. 

“Krakens, washed down from the lakes above by the winter rains, threatened my father’s 
kingdom with magic and famine. Just days before we were to be wed, you lead our army 
out against the beasts. You fought a valiant battle and slew many of them, but the greatest of 
them cast a powerful enchantment upon you, making you forget everything you knew and 
loved, and poisoning your body and spirit.” 

But I wasn’t Valiant. 

The performance ended. Lasa clapped for the fish and their trainers. I frowned into the 
darkness. The entertainment seemed to have lasted forever to me. What was this place? I 
spread my fingers across my knee. No webbing, and no indication that they ever had been 
webbed. Was I enchanted? And If I was, by whom? 

She stood up and playfully pulled me to my feet by both hands. When I stood up I was no 
longer in the amphitheater. I was in a garden on the roof of the underwater palace with no 
memory of how I had reached it. I stared hard at her and blurted out, “Are you sure you 
want to marry me, lady?” 

Her expression and voice were sincere. “I love you, my lord, even if you can’t remember 
me. I can remember enough for us both. We are in love. And you did seek my hand most 
ardently. I knew from the start you would not need to seek long. I am yours, and I have 
always been yours. For truly, who would want an unwilling consort?” 

“The Night did,” I said with a finality that startled even myself. In my heart stirred a vague, 
uncertain awareness. Light seemed to penetrate the lake deeply as Lasa gazed at me with a 
little frown on her face. For a long moment she said nothing. Where had the darkness 
gone? Whence this light? The water wasn’t as deep as at the amphitheater, but it seemed 
night had given way to day in an instant. I felt anger growing in me. Something was wrong 
beyond her words. My concept of time was distorted. I wanted my memories and my 
senses back. I did not believe her anymore, and that pained me. 

“Who are you?” I demanded. “What is my name?” 

She gasped, looking at her father who stood nearby. I knew I was being unkind but I no 
longer cared. I knew things she did not, things that had no place in the Lake Kingdom. I 
had no place here. 

Looking crushed by my turn to coldness, Lasa controlled her trembling lip and tried to 
gather herself. Calmed by her father’s touch, she forced herself to give me a sad smile. 

“Gentle lord, your words do me pain.” 

“I am not Gentle,” I replied. 

“You are distraught. Perhaps I push you too quickly towards marriage. Do not despair, my 
lord, for I have waited an eternity for your love, and I can wait another.” 

Despair. 

Despair! 

What did I know of despair? 
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...If ever you come to despair on your journey, remember this moment, remember me, 
and that I love you... 

I turned away from her. Who had said those words to me? They rang clear and true in my 
mind. Why did I know them when I knew nothing else? What moment was I supposed to 
remember? Who was I supposed to remember? 

...And if I despair, I’ll think of you and remember you love me... 

Who did I love? Not Lasa. I could never love her. She had… 

Despair. 

...pulled me down here... 

The loss of all hope was my saving grace. 

…remember me…remember you love me… 

Who are you? 

…and that I love you… 

Aslan, do you love me? 

My own voice echoed in my mind. 

Aslan. 

“Aslan!” I cried, remembering all. In one terrible and triumphant instant, the spell slipped 
away. I had been yanked under the lake by Lasa, overpowered, almost drowned, and 
finally enchanted so that I could live here with her, the last of the Lake People. She had 
stolen my memory and she had stolen me away from my life and quest and family for her 
own selfish ends. She was alone here in the lake and she wanted to keep me as her consort 
by means both magical and dark. Everything I had experienced and seen here was an 
illusion. 

At the sound of the Lion’s name Lasa and her father seemed to change. She was no longer 
the beautiful princess she had seemed. There was a harshness about her now, something 
haggard and unclean. I glared at them both, and under my hard look her father seemed to 
fade into the stirring currents until he was nothing more than a rotting tree trunk. All 
around me the trappings of the Lake Kingdom faded to murky shadows until we stood 
alone on a rock slimy with algae at the bottom of the lake. 

“Return me to the shore, Lasa. In the name of Aslan, Son of the Emperor-Over-Sea, I 
command you free me now.” I gazed at her sternly. 

She flinched, then rallied herself and laughed. “This realm is mine, my lord.” 

“All of Creation is Aslan’s and his Father’s. And my name is Peter,” I snapped. “You have 
no right to bring me here or to hold me.” 

“I have every right, for I do love you,” she said, and in the saying she only seemed uglier to 
my eyes, and far, far older than I had imagined. Her golden yellow skin looked more like 
old ivory, uneven and stained. Her face became fish-like, pug-nosed and with tendrils like a 
catfish and I hoped to heaven I never remembered if I had ever kissed her. “Stay with me. 
I will give you a kingdom to rival your emperor’s.” 
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I stared, scandalized as she ignorantly invoked the Emperor himself. “You couldn’t 
possibly. This is not love.” I thought of Aslan and his boundless love, my family and our 
devotion to each other, Edmund and his possessive protectiveness. “Love is given, not 
taken. Don’t make oaths by names you don’t revere. Let me go, Lasa. By Aslan and the 
Emperor, let me go.” 

Her eyes, no longer so green but muddy and dull, narrowed sharply. She knew then and 
there I was not going to be held by any means. I didn’t know if she recognized Aslan’s 
name, but it clearly had an effect on her, and not a pleasant one. She grew uglier still, older 
and more twisted as the last of her enchantment eroded away leaving an ancient crone 
made bitter and angry by her loneliness and isolation. 

“Begone, Peter,” she hissed. 

And suddenly I was drowning at the bottom of the lake. 
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Chapter Seventeen: Guilt 
Lasa hissed savagely, shoving me away from her before darting into the murky waters. 
Instantly I kicked off the green-coated rock beneath my feet, struggling for the surface. I 
could see light above, far above it seemed, broken and shimmering by the shifting, sullied 
water. The pressure was tremendous, especially against my ears and lungs. I kicked my legs 
as hard and fast as I could, clawing and fighting my way upwards with my arms. The surface 
never seemed to get any closer and it felt as if my lungs would burst. Cold seeped into my 
limbs, leeching the heat from my body and taking strength with it. I was losing this fight. 

…remember you love me… 

Edmund. He was waiting, probably not too patiently. He would keep his word, I knew. 

And so would I. 

It became a genuine battle, me against the cold water. Fury gave me the strength I needed 
to keep moving upwards and I refused to lose or give in. The light above was weak, but 
growing brighter. Weeds floated across my vision. I reached them. Passed them. I could 
see clouds. I could see the sun low in the pale sky above. For all my struggles the surface 
seemed no closer. My lungs could not bear the strain any longer and I gagged, swallowing 
water. I knew it had only been minutes but it felt like an eternity in this cold prison. I kept 
my sights upwards, fighting on. 

...think of me... 

Aslan, help me. 

A sudden current helped to propel me upwards. I should have broken the surface, but the 
water atop the lake was an unnatural texture. It was thick, like jelly, and I remembered 
touching it and not seeing my finger beneath the surface the day Lasa had snatched me 
away. Desperately, I pushed against it, my clawing hands ripping aside the strange layer of 
water. It oozed between my fingers as I thrust upwards, every muscle aching and desperate 
for oxygen as I panicked and struggled. 
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I burst through the top of the lake with a gasp loud and long. Panting and heaving, I gulped 
at the cold air, remembering how to breathe and getting my bearings. I was about a 
hundred feet from the nearest shore and I swam over, struggling to keep my head above 
the horrid surface. The water remained deep all the way to the very shore and I was utterly 
worn out with the effort of swimming through the enchanted barrier. It seemed to seal itself 
behind me as I crawled onto the land. I dragged myself out of that hateful lake and fell to 
the ground, panting and gagging and spitting up foul water. I was coated with the thick water 
and I scraped it away from my face. It seemed to melt away, leaving me drenched and 
shivering in the cold air. Finally I rolled over and looked about. 

The surface of the lake was a mirror once again, not a single autumn leaf marred its 
perfection. Shuddering, I couldn’t look at it any more and I turned my back on it. I had 
absolutely no idea of where I was. I crawled further away from the lake. The motion 
triggered the first wave of nausea and I vomited water and such foulness as I cannot 
describe. By the Lion, what had I consumed in Lasa’s so-called court? I had no notion of 
what Lake People ate and after being sick to my stomach on and off for the better part of 
an hour, I had no desire to learn. All I knew was that humans couldn’t survive very well on 
it. At least not this one. 

With a groan and a hasty prayer of thanks to Aslan for helping me get out of the lake, I 
struggled to get up and move before exposure set in upon me. I needed dry clothes and 
food and a fire. I needed to find my camp and Phillip. 

I hadn’t made much progress - all of it noisy and clumsy as I stumbled from bush to tree to 
brush - when I heard the most wonderful sound: a shrill neigh. I looked around, but the 
sun had set while I was being sick and twilight cast odd shadows. “Phillip?” I called in a 
croaking voice, turning around with renewed hope. “Phillip?” 

There was water in my ears distorting my hearing, but I could make out a faint sound. It 
seemed near and far, carried by the water and confused by my ears and disorientation. 
Hoof beats, then an excited shout of, “Peter!” and Phillip was there beside me, nuzzling my 
chest to reassure himself I was real. 

Hearing my own name was like music, and I staggered forward and fell heavily against his 
neck. He was warm and dry and I hugged him with what little strength I had left. 

“Are you harmed?” he pressed, smelling me for injuries. 

“I feel sick,” I said in all honesty. “And I’m very cold and hungry.” 

“On my back, my king. I’ll step carefully.” 

The handful of mane I gripped was tangled and knotted, but I thought nothing more of it 
as I swung onto his back. I leaned far over, exhausted and miserable as he moved. I 
dreamed of a fire and food as he made his way ‘round the lake. We traveled a little over a 
mile and I recognized the place with a shudder. 

As I slid off his back I noticed the camp somehow seemed...wrong. Everything was in a 
haphazard pile under an overhang of rock a few yards up the slope from where I had set 
our equipment. I glanced at Phillip, but I could barely see him and so I walked up the 
slope and rummaged for dry clothes. I was shivering uncontrollably. Everything seemed a 
trifle damp, but anything was better than my dripping jerkin and tunic and leggings. I had to 
peel my unfortunate boots off my feet and I was surprised to see my feet and ankles were 
chaffed and raw from the leather. I set them aside to dry and dug out some socks. I must 
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say that if Narnians know how to make nice clothes comfortable, they excel at socks. They 
were thick, warm, and soft and as I pulled them on my aching feet I felt at least a few of my 
problems lessen. 

My hands were shaking as I pulled on an extra shirt, then I dug out my gloves and the fur-
lined cloak Oreius had demanded I bring. I would have to thank the general, that cloak 
saved my life that night. Finally somewhat warm, I located some field rations and sat down 
on a log to eat. The food tasted off, but I ate anyway. 

“Phillip,” I asked through mouthfuls, “what happened to the camp? Why is everything 
moved?” 

“It rained, sire. I moved what I could to protect it.” 

“Rained?” 

“Twice.” 

I coughed raggedly. Finally I asked, “When did it rain?” 

“The second time was six days hence.” 

“What?” I asked, a strange dread seizing me. I dropped the food from my hand, suddenly 
cold all over again as my heart raced. 

“King Peter,” said the Horse in a gentle, firm voice, “you have been in the lake for twenty-
four days.” 

If I hadn’t been seated I would have fallen. As it was I could only stare at Phillip’s outline, 
horrified. “What?” I repeated. Even to my own ears my voice sounded flat and dead. 

“It has been more than three weeks since you were snatched away.” 

Twenty-four days. Twenty-four nights. Twenty-four times Edmund was stabbed in the belly. 
All that time wasted, all that distance not traveled. Twenty-four days closer to winter. My 
family was waiting, expecting me to be gaining on the Garden every day and I had 
languished almost a month at the bottom of a cursed lake. Twenty-four days Phillip had 
been here on his own. My chest felt tight and I was having trouble breathing. I felt my face 
grow suddenly flushed and sweaty. 

Alarmed, Phillip asked, “Majesty?” 

My stomach heaved and I twisted away, vomiting again. I spit and coughed, tears in my 
eyes from the pain in my throat and head and belly. 

“No,” I finally groaned, shaking my head. “Oh, no, Phillip, that can’t be! No! It can’t have 
been more than a day! Two at the most!” 

With a gentle touch he nuzzled the exposed back of my neck as I hung my head. “Peter, it 
is so. Look at the moon.” 

I reluctantly obeyed. We had left Narnia on the full moon and had arrived at this awful 
place exactly a month later. Looking at the night sky, I saw the moon waxing more than 
halfway to full. I felt sick and heartsore and utterly devastated at the nights of pain Lasa had 
inflicted on my brother. By Aslan, I should have known. I should have seen what was 
happening when I had grown so tired and thirsty that first day of Twirleaf. I should have 
figured it out sooner and forced her to let me go. I should have- 
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“Do not blame yourself, High King,” Phillip interrupted my self-incrimination. I must have 
spoken aloud, or he knew me well enough by now to know what I would be thinking. “You 
were placed under a powerful enchantment. None could have fought it.” 

...She cast a spell upon him few would have been capable of resisting, and when he ate and 
drank what she offered he was hers as surely as the Spear Head points to the north... 

Aslan’s words about Edmund and the White Witch echoed in my mind. I’ve never had 
such exact recall and I wondered if the Lion wasn’t answering my prayer. Perhaps he had 
known to answer it in Cair Paravel that morning before I departed. I wondered how much 
Aslan had said to me had depended on what could happen. I would have to rethink every 
conversation I’d had with the Lion since he’d arrived at the palace. 

“Put aside this blame. You hold your brother faultless in his betrayal. Think you he would 
assign you any blame for this delay?” 

He was right. Wise and steady, Phillip was right and I knew it. I felt no better for this 
knowledge, though, and I took long, even breaths to calm my rebellious stomach. Edmund 
wouldn’t blame me. Not at all. He would have known he didn’t have to bother since I’d 
blame myself enough for all of us. Poor Edmund, if this was the slightest hint of what he 
felt. The guilt was crippling. 

I forced my head up and looked at the Horse. This was not the moment to give in to my 
own guilt and frustration, because no matter how I vented, I would still be exactly here 
when I was done. I had escaped Lasa by Aslan’s grace and I could not squander the 
opportunity presented to me. I was a king and a knight and even with only one subject 
before me I had to do my best to conduct myself as befitting my rank. Even if I were alone, 
it would change nothing and I still had to act accordingly. Swallowing, I rallied myself and 
stood up to pat Phillip’s neck. It was very dark, but as the moon rose higher there was 
enough light to see. I began to gather my things, slipping on a pair of soft shoes that laced 
up the front like Roman sandals before strapping on Rhindon. I hesitated a moment when 
I was able to tighten the sword belt two notches past where it normally hung. This was not 
good, but I got back to work. There was nothing I could do about it now and I had other 
priorities. 

“I’ll groom you tomorrow, Phillip,” I promised, throwing the saddle blanket across his 
back. I followed it with his saddle and I realized I wasn’t the only one who had lost some 
weight. My voice was tight as I continued, battling for control of the emotion gripping me. 
“Are you up to moving now? We have to get away from here. I can’t stay here. Don’t let 
me get off your back. If I do, bite me.” 

He looked surprised but said not a word and I knew he would obey so direct an order. 
When everything was bundled hastily onto his back and in my pack I mounted up. 

“I know the way,” said the Horse, setting out. “I have circled the lake a dozen times.” 

“I’m so sorry, Phillip,” I couldn’t help but say. My voice betrayed the misery I felt. 

“If we had been attacked and you were wounded, would you feel such guilt?” he replied. 

I had to concede the point. “Not as much.” 

“You were attacked, High King, and you have been wounded. Now that you are returned, 
we must continue. Abandon your guilt here, where it belongs.” 
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I sniffed, trying my very best to keep the tears from flowing. For once I was almost 
successful. 

“We will rest upriver,” he said. “It is another two hours to the mouth of the river. 
Tomorrow you must hunt and as soon as you take game, you must eat. You weigh nothing, 
King Peter.” 

I had hoped he wouldn’t notice, but I suppose carrying someone for hundreds of miles 
makes a Horse very aware of their weight. “The food wasn’t very nice at the bottom of the 
lake.” 

“Tell me,” he said, and I haltingly began to relay the strangeness that had befallen me: Lasa 
dragging me below, the enchantment, the strange passage of time, my struggle to remember 
who and what I was, her terrible lies and selfish deceit. I shuddered at the memory of the 
surface of the water, that gluey, viscous layer that I was forced to tear through and had 
almost drowned me. I knew that the sensation of the barrier would haunt for weeks to 
come, that and the thought of what might have happened. Oreius had always said my 
greatest fault was thinking too hard on what I couldn’t change. It felt good to talk because it 
helped me understand better what had happened, though most of it was very sketchy. 
Phillip was duly impressed at Aslan’s instructions on despair and Edmund’s promise about 
the same. 

“Praise be to the Lion and your brother,” said he, and I silently agreed. 

We camped a few miles upriver, just as Phillip dictated. He lay down on a patch of soft 
moss and I curled up beside him for warmth, drawing my cloak and blankets tightly around 
me. I tried not to blame myself, but as midnight edged nearer I felt tears slide down my 
cheeks as I thought of Edmund sitting on his bed without a tunic on, waiting for Jadis to 
take her revenge yet again, Aslan and my sisters sitting helplessly by. 

I closed my eyes, giving in to my despair for a moment, letting it wash over and through me 
in order to be done. I looked up at the stars, at Culros and her many-pointed crown. I 
owed her thanks for helping to save me. Gradually, like the ebbing tide in the Eastern Sea, 
I felt my misery ease a bit, replaced by the knowledge that no matter what, I was loved and 
beloved by the people that mattered the most to me. 

And so I slept. 
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Chapter Eighteen: Eating Crow 
Crouched behind a low bush, I carefully bent the bow, pulling the string to my ear as I 
gazed down the shaft of the arrow. Beyond the iron arrowhead I focused on a large, fat 
rabbit nibbling on some fading clover. Completely unaware of me, it contentedly moved 
from flower to flower. I drew in my breath and held it, about to loose the arrow- 

“Ak! Ca! Ca! Caa!” 

The rabbit darted away and took shelter in the brush. I looked up into the tree above me 
to see a huge, self-satisfied crow laughing at my expense. I glared at the obnoxious bird as it 
bobbed its dark head and cawed some more. This spot was ruined, so I picked myself and 
moved elsewhere across the field. We were three days away from the realm of the Lake 
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King’s Daughter and Phillip had refused to budge another step until I returned to our 
camp with what he considered adequate food to stuff me full. Though I begrudged the time 
lost from our quest, I knew he was absolutely right. I was dangerously underweight and 
fighting a cough I feared might become pneumonia from being so long in the lake. I would 
do Edmund no good passing out for want of rest and food, especially in an area so rich 
with game. In turn, I ordered Phillip to eat grass until I got back, for he had ignored his 
own needs in those days I had gone missing and he needed to gain weight as well. 

Not much later I was again concealed, this time behind the roots of a fallen tree, watching 
some gray squirrels chasing each other around the base of the trees. They weren’t my 
favorite eating, but I wasn’t about to be choosy and they made a good enough stew. I pulled 
an arrow out of the quiver on my back and notched it. 

“Caw! Ca! Ca! Akakak!” 

I was getting mad now. The crow had followed me and loomed overhead again, shifting 
from side to side as the squirrels scattered. I slammed the arrow back into the quiver and 
stood up, glaring hard at the bird. 

“Caw! Caa! Caa!” he mocked and leered, well pleased with himself for spoiling my hunt. 

I was hungry and tired and now I was being harassed. 

“Caa! Ca! Akk!” 

I felt my jaw tighten and I narrowed my eyes. A motion at the edge of my vision caught my 
attention and I saw a woodcock in the field. The crow lowered his head defiantly as I 
reached for another arrow. It was a battle of wills. I notched the arrow and pulled the string 
almost to my ear once again. 

“Caw! Akkk!” 

§‡§ 

As it turned out, dressed, roasted, and seasoned with salt and a handful of wild garlic, crow 
was rather good eating. While a little stringy and tough, I wasn’t so very picky at that point 
and the rule in Narnia was you ate what you shot while hunting regardless. I felt a certain 
vindication as I chewed, thinking the crow himself might be pleased that he made for a 
tough meal. I could think of a thousand sarcastic comments Edmund and even Susan 
would be coming up with to fit this occasion and I couldn’t help but chuckle as I ate. 

Phillip looked at me curiously. “King Peter?” 

I had to put the bird down as I started to laugh aloud. It took me a good ten minutes to 
explain what ‘eating crow’ meant and how it applied to my dinner. Phillip finally caught on 
and exclaimed, 

“Ah! I see! Like when Edmund said he put his hoof in his mouth!” 

That set me off even harder and I all but rolled on the ground. Finally I managed to calm 
down enough to say, “Exactly! Say something stupid or thoughtless, and eat crow when you 
have to take it back or apologize. Only in my case, it’s really the crow that gets eaten.” 

Phillip laughed at that, understanding my meaning. I finished almost all the crow, then set 
to work on the woodcock. The rabbits I would save for tomorrow. Once I had eliminated 
my feathered nemesis, hunting had been a simple task. I had found some thistles growing 
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in the field and I had peeled and roasted the stems and boiled the roots, finishing this feast 
with some half-dried, red-orange rose hips from a twisted little rose bush Phillip had 
spotted. I was craving buttered bread and sharp cheese, and I would have given almost 
anything for bacon and eggs right now. Most everything I dug up, while nutritious, tasted 
like dirt no matter how well I cleaned and cooked it. The only saving grace about this 
situation was that I knew it wouldn’t last forever and once back in Narnia I promised 
myself I would eat bread and butter at every single meal for a month at least. 

The next morning I nibbled on the last bit of crow as an experiment. It wasn’t as good as 
last night’s meal, and that just set me off laughing again. 

“What they say is right, Phillip,” I finally managed to explain. “Crow is best eaten warm.” 

He shook his head. Clearly he thought the bird had gone to my head, but it felt so good to 
laugh after struggling to deal with the aftermath of the Lake King’s Daughter. I couldn’t wait 
to tell Ed and the girls this story, just because I wanted to hear every snide, sarcastic, and 
biting comment they could come up with about their older brother the High King eating 
crow. 
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Chapter Nineteen: Still Waters Run Deep 
“What is that, Majesty? Is it a cairn?” 

I craned my neck up at the monstrously huge slab of stone resting atop four smaller stones, 
trying to remember the name for the structure. It was an elegant and primitive construction, 
so remarkably balanced it needed no ornamentation to make it a thing of beauty. I was 
reminded of Stonehenge, though this seemed far simpler. 

“No, not a cairn. I can’t remember the name for it, Phillip, though we have something like 
this back in Spare Oom. They’re very ancient in my world and usually they were tombs 
and covered by mounds of earth.” 

Phillip could have easily stepped under the capstone with me on his back and I would not 
have needed to duck. It was very impressive, enough to make us pause to admire it. 

“I wonder who built it,” I said. 

“Giants, perhaps,” said the Horse. “It is very interesting, do you not think so?” 

“Very. Maybe we’ll see more.” 

But we didn’t. The Great River lead us through the valley of stone in a winding path. We 
had come upon the stone tomb in a small gorge that was strangely barren of life. The rock 
here was yellowish and dull and jagged, spreading out far from the riverbanks until it 
reached a line of scrub pine of some sort and some cedars that looked disappointed with 
their lot in life. It was cold and windy here and we didn’t stop for long, not even when I 
shot a hare. The chill weather blowing off the mountains stirred us both to press on. We 
had lost almost a month’s travel and we had to make up as much as we were able. 

Immediately past the gorge the vegetation was more plentiful and the water opened up to a 
wide pond, the first of many such small ponds we would pass by over the next few days. By 
now Phillip had a theory about me and open bodies of water and in his opinion they 
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couldn’t be trusted by me. I wasn’t to blame, the lakes were. Whenever we came upon a 
lake or pond or pool or overgrown puddle I was made to mount up and he sped past them 
no matter the situation so as to spare the denizens of the lake whatever magnetic draw 
scrawny, blond, Narnian kings might emit. He had informed me that in Narnia lakes were 
a rarity and after much deliberation and more wracking of my tired brain, I was forced to 
agree, not being able to name a single one off the top of my head. Most water in Narnia 
was moving, and Phillip said Divine Waters that stood still were not to be trusted since it 
was water’s nature to always flow somewhere else. I relayed to him the old saying of still 
waters running deep and he just took it as more proof for his theory that any water that 
would remain in place had problems beyond our ability to address. I didn’t argue. He had 
lived here all his life and I didn’t know enough about the subject to debate. In all honesty, I 
wasn’t too keen on venturing any closer to the lakes myself. I was still haunted by the 
uncertain memories of my time beneath the lake with Lasa and the feel of the barrier over 
the water. I never did figure out if she had set it there to enchant unfortunates like me or if 
it was set in place by an outsider to confine her. 

But today, here on the shore of this pond, we paused to rest a few moments. I was hoping 
to spot a last few cattails to eat with the birds I had shot, but the reeds were too dry and the 
roots were beyond hope. I was going to once again just eat whatever greens I found. I was 
genuinely tired of plantain even though its taste was inoffensive. I pulled out a few rose hips 
from the saddlebag and gnawed on them with a grimace. Eating flowers was worse than 
eating weeds. Beside me, Phillip industriously grazed on the long, tough grasses. 

I piled up a few rocks, trying to recreate the tomb we had seen in miniature when the word 
struck me. “Dolmen!” I exclaimed, producing a puzzled look from the Horse. “The rocks 
we saw in the gorge. That’s a dolmen.” 

“Ah,” he said, thoroughly unimpressed. I smirked at him and cast the stones of my own 
tiny dolmen into the pond one at a time. The ripples faded quickly and I looked down, 
dusting off my hands and pulling my gloves on again as I stood to stretch. I hesitated. My 
senses told me something was different, though I didn’t register a threat. Then I looked up. 

A large, black sea serpent was looking right back at me. It had risen silently out of the water 
and it stared at me with as much astonishment (and far more confidence) as I stared up at 
it. Later on, when I got over the initial moment of fear, I realized it was quite a pretty 
creature, rather like a seafaring Chinese dragon with flippers instead of claws and bright, 
intelligent, green eyes. Its mouth was slowly chewing a great hank of plant life torn up from 
the bottom of the pond. 

I had no voice, so startled was I by the sudden and noiseless appearance of this creature. 
Phillip munched away at the grass, his tail towards the water, blissfully unaware that we had 
a visitor. Luckily the sea serpent seemed completely uninterested in doing us any harm as it 
waited and watched and ate. 

Not knowing what else to do and rather floored by its size and grace, I bowed. 

The sea dragon stopped chewing and seemed greatly surprised, then it bowed back, 
inclining its large head and closing its eyes as it bent. I reached for Phillip, trying to get his 
attention, and finally I looked away for a moment. 

When I looked back, it was gone. 
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“Phillip!” I squeaked. He looked up immediately and I waved towards the pond. “You 
missed it! There was a - a - I don’t know! Some kind of sea serpent! It was all black and 
looked like a dragon gone swimming.” 

He stared at the smooth water suspiciously. I was too excited to stop ranting. 

“It was eating plants and it seemed to want something so I bowed and it bowed back and 
when I looked away it was gone! What do you think?” 

“I think we should leave. On my back, King Peter.” 

I made a face. “It was eating plants, not limbs,” I muttered as I obeyed. Some things 
weren’t worth arguing over, king or no. Phillip immediately set out at a brisk trot. I couldn’t 
resist a look back at the pool. To my delight I saw no less than three of the creatures 
silently watching us leave. I smiled and bowed again as best I could on a moving Horse. All 
three of the dark creatures ducked their heads, graceful as swans. 

I said nothing to Phillip, not wanting to cause him any more worry, but I smiled for the rest 
of the day. 
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Chapter Twenty: Vow 
“Can you make just a little further, Phillip?” I asked, hurrying back to him along the trail. 
“There’s a small dale up ahead that’s very green and out of this wind. We can rest easier 
there.” 

He didn’t lift his head, sure indicator that he was in pain. “I can make it, Majesty.” 

I nodded and pulled the saddlebags off his back, throwing them over my own shoulder to 
spare him the weight. He limped on, favoring his right foreleg. I hoped it was nothing more 
than a pulled muscle but I couldn’t be sure. We had been picking our way through a rocky 
gorge no more or less remarkable than all the others we’d picked our way through on this 
quest when Phillip’s hoof slipped on the rain-slicked stone. He hadn’t fallen, but I had 
been thrown. I did my best not to let him see that I was a mass of bruises and scrapes and 
that I had rapped my head sharply on the ground. Phillip had righted himself, but now he 
was limping. 

The drizzle of rain stopped as we entered the sheltering trees. This patch of green wasn’t 
very large, but clearly it was well situated because it was guarded from the cold and wind. A 
small stream, a tributary to the Great River, ran through the vale, collecting in a deep pool 
before rushing out to join the mother river. Trees and grass and plants such as we had not 
seen for weeks grew in the little valley, a little slice of a more temperate zone here in the 
mountains. It seemed an oasis in the desert. 

I had already scouted out a warm and level spot for our camp and I lead Phillip there. 
Beneath the evergreens thick enough to divert the rain I pulled off the saddle and bridle 
and looked to his leg. His cannon and ankle were swollen and he assured me he would be 
fine in a few days if I could keep the spot cool and clean. I followed his instructions for 
making a poultice and I bound the soft, cool mass to his leg with one of Lucy’s 
handkerchiefs. I brought him water in the cooking pot, making six or seven trips back and 
forth to the stream until his thirst was satisfied. He was content to graze on the plants within 
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reach while I explored a bit further afield, hoping for a bit of variety in the edible plants. I 
was very happy to find some arrowheads growing by the pool and it was worth being cold 
and wet to root up some of the starchy tubers however tough they may be. I also found 
some nettle and sorrel, neither of which I actually liked but I would eat anyway. 

It was on my way back to the camp with my treasures that I found the strange little bush 
growing in a clearing. It wasn’t very large, no bigger than an apple tree, with dark brown 
bark and rounded leaves that were thin and papery and the palest green. Hanging on it 
were small brown fruit that reminded me of dates in their appearance, though I had 
thought dates only grew on palm trees. Perplexed, I smelled one. 

It smelled like toffee candy. 

I stared, remembering Fledge’s account of his flight to the Garden with Lord Digory and 
Lady Polly. He had mentioned a toffee tree in the valley where they had spent the night, 
grown on the first day Narnia was brought into creation from a piece of candy Polly had 
brought in her pocket. Glancing around, I saw more of the little bushes, some larger, some 
smaller, all with those papery leaves and heavy with fruit scattered about the clearing and 
up the slope. 

Giving in to temptation, I plucked one, then nibbled on it. It was chewy and moist and 
tasted very much like toffee. I waited, but there seemed to be no immediate ill effects and I 
ate the rest of the fruit in my hand. I savored the flavor and sweetness and my senses 
seemed to rejoice at so much wonderful sensation at once. It seemed an eternity since I 
had tasted anything so delicious. I picked several more, noting the spot for a return trip, 
then gathered up the greens and arrowheads and returned to Phillip. 

We lingered in this little valley two more days as Phillip’s leg healed and I ate everything 
edible I could find, including such large amounts of the toffee fruits I gave myself an upset 
stomach. I slept remarkably soundly and it wasn’t until the second morning, as I ground 
the leaves I’d gathered for a fresh dressing on Phillip’s leg, that I realized that I was 
recovering from a minor concussion. I didn’t mention anything to the Horse, he was 
fretting enough over time lost as he recovered. I reminded him that I held the record for 
days squandered and promised once he was recovered we could make up more miles. 

The concussion, I believed, was the reason behind the extraordinary dream I had the last 
night in the dale. 

I rarely remembered my dreams. They simply held very little interest for me. Edmund had 
been subject to vivid nightmares even before the war and I learned from his example not to 
be too curious about what went on in my mind at night. This dream was different from any 
I could recall simply because it seemed so very real. Every detail was perfect and it seemed 
more a vision than a dream, even though I was very deeply asleep. 

Aslan walked slowly down the halls of Cair Paravel, his huge paws making no sound on the 
thick carpets. Beside him, pale and thin, strode Edmund. He had one hand buried deeply 
in the Lion’s mane. I knew it was night and Edmund was pacing in his anxiety, waiting for 
midnight to strike him down. Aslan watched him and I somehow understood that Aslan 
wasn’t walking with Edmund just to comfort his fears. 

He was trying to keep my brother alive. 

In my dream I stepped closer to Edmund. He couldn’t see or sense me, so consumed by 
pain was he. His eyes frightened me. Normally bright with unspoken sarcasm and insights, 
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his dark eyes were dull and he looked like a worn down, defeated little boy, not a king or 
knight. I felt my heart break at the sight, and I reached out for him even though I couldn’t 
touch him. 

Aslan’s eyes seemed to linger on me as they passed by. I looked back at him desperately as 
Edmund paused, his free hand covering the area of the wound as he winced, a twinge of 
agony almost dropping him. He leaned heavily against Aslan. The Lion purred soothingly. 

“Aslan,” asked Edmund quietly, “will Peter make it?” 

I was crushed to hear doubt in his voice and I felt anew the crush of guilt over time lost 
with the Lake King’s Daughter. I tried to speak, but in this dream I was mute. 

“I would not have sent him unless I had every faith that he would be successful.” 

Edmund sniffed and wiped at his eyes with the back of his hand. “I know. It...just...hurts,” 
he admitted breathlessly. “I wish it would end.” 

I gasped, horrified at the thought that Edmund might be tempted to give up. He was one of 
the steadiest, strongest people I knew and I needed him in my life desperately. He must 
not give in. Not my stubborn, keen, unbearable little brother. I had never known him to 
surrender anything to anyone.  

Until Jadis. 

I wanted to shout out to him, let him know I could see and hear him, beg him to hold on 
until I returned. I looked to Aslan, but at the moment the Lion’s attention was on 
Edmund. 

“Do not despair, Edmund,” whispered Aslan. “Know that he loves you and will not rest 
until you are freed.” 

“I miss him,” admitted Edmund in a small voice. He looked like neither warrior or king, 
but the sweet little brother that had so often crawled into my bed when he was frightened 
or cold. 

“And he misses you and thinks of you always. For his sake, you must endure and believe. 
Come. It is almost midnight. Your sisters are waiting.” 

Edmund sighed and turned away, Aslan moving with him. 

I woke with a gasp. Darkness, the sound of the river, the wind in the trees, Phillip’s slow 
breaths beside me. It was midnight, and I knew at this exact moment Edmund felt the stab 
of jagged crystal as the air was driven from his lungs and once again he fell, mortally 
wounded and praying for an end. 

The pain would end, but on Aslan’s terms, not Jadis’s. 

So I vowed anew. 
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Chapter Twenty-One: Rhye 
For the first time in a long time the terrain changed from high mountains, deep valleys and 
rolling river to a wide, flat plain. It stretched for miles and miles, a sea of greenish-yellow 
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grass dotted with small braces of trees with the Great River winding through in a wide and 
smooth and lazy serpentine trail. To the north rose a steep cliff hundreds of feet high. It 
formed a barrier for the plain, holding the mountains beyond at bay. I stared at it with 
weary resignation, wondering exactly how wide this world was and how long it would be 
before Phillip and I simply rode off the edge of it. 

Phillip paused for a moment, then let out a Horse’s huffy sigh. We neither of us were 
moved by the change in the beauty of the land, though we could make good time across 
such a prairie, perhaps even make up for time lost due to princesses in lakes and pulled 
muscles. Lately my feet and back were aching so badly I was having trouble walking my 
normal half a day. I tried switching from boots to the soft shoes for walking, but it made no 
difference. More than two months of heavy traveling in the cold and wet of autumn were 
taking their toll and I was reaching a state of total exhaustion no matter how hard I tried to 
deny and hide it. Phillip, older (in equine terms, anyway, he was actually nine years old), 
wiser, designed for walking and able to survive on grass was in far better shape. The 
enforced days of rest a week ago had helped a great deal, and while I can’t say I gained any 
weight, at least I hadn’t lost any more. I had gotten into the habit of wearing all the clothes I 
had brought in order to stay if not warm, at least not freezing. I couldn’t remember the last 
time I had been genuinely warm. Not since leaving Narnia, really. 

I nudged Phillip on and he set off at a steady, easy pace. He was trying to teach me another 
song and for some reason my tongue kept tripping over the chorus because it sounded like 
a series of neighs and whinnies. I suspected I’d never get it right, but it was something to do 
and my efforts made us both laugh. 

Noon was approaching and we paused for a drink at the river. As Phillip wandered deeper 
into the cold water to sooth his leg, which I suspected wasn’t quite as healed as he claimed, 
I took the time to wash my face, grimacing at the hair in my eyes. It felt as if my head was 
covered with thatch. I was tempted to take Edmund’s knife and hack the lot of it off, but 
then I would well and truly look ridiculous. I studied my hands, chapped and red, and I 
noticed how thin they appeared. Catching sight of my reflection in a still patch of water, I 
thought how poorly long hair suited me, especially with so thin and sallow a face. I hadn’t 
had a bath in ages, but I suspected that if I stripped down to my skin I’d be able to count 
my ribs. Wonderful. I was turning into a short, blond Marsh-Wiggle. 

An echoing sound caught my attention and I looked up and around. There were no 
raptors or birds to be seen, though the noise seemed to come from on high. I scanned the 
cloudy sky, trying to locate the source of the noise when I heard it again. It came from the 
north, from the cliffs. 

Phillip, now doubly paranoid when I was within a bowshot of water, moving or otherwise, 
stepped over and I mounted up. We continued westwards and I watched the towering 
cliffs. They were pale stone, pitted and gouged with what looked like natural caves and 
deep caverns. They were a striking contrast against the smooth, grassy plain, so barren and 
jagged and colorless. 

The noise came again, louder this time. I looked up. To my utter surprise and awe I saw 
twenty or more horses high above us on the cliffs. I was wondering how on earth they got 
up so high and why, when one horse, a dapple gray, reared and leaped from the 
mountainside, plunging downwards towards the rocks below. I gasped, horrified, 
instinctively dragging on poor Phillip’s reins, when suddenly the dapple unfurled huge 
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silver wings on its back and skimmed over the river, riding the wind drafts as I has seen 
Birds and Gryphons do countless times. Another horse followed, then another and 
another until the air was filled with them and their shrill neighs. I sat atop Phillip in 
speechless amazement, dazzled at the sheer beauty of these creatures as they circled above 
us. 

“By the Lion,” breathed Phillip. 

They were a sight no Narnian had witnessed in over seven hundred years. 

“Phillip,” I whispered, “they’re...” 

“Legends come alive,” he finished far more poetically than I could have managed just then. 

I had only ever seen images of Winged Horses in illuminated books and tapestries and a 
few of the older stained glass windows in Cair Paravel. No representation I had ever seen 
did them justice. They swooped overhead, their faint shadows falling across us and the 
grassy plain. Within moments they had spotted us from above. They called to each other 
and circled overhead. I finally stopped Phillip and dismounted to wait for them. 

“Fetch Lord Pennon!” I heard one of them shout, and a few of the Winged Horses 
wheeled away towards the cliffs. Some of the bolder ones landed nearby, running to a stop 
before swinging around to face us. They were beautiful creatures and there was a gleam of 
intelligence and anger in their eyes. They promptly surrounded us, stopping any additional 
progress across the valley until Pennon arrived. 

“What is it?” I heard one of them ask. Phillip rolled his eyes and I hid a smile. 

“It’s a horse,” a mare replied, her voice high-pitched with excitement. 

“No, the other thing!” 

“Perhaps that’s a Human!” another mare exclaimed. “Cloudburst says they used to ride 
horses! I saw it on the horse’s back. Did you see it? I saw it!” 

“Revolting,” muttered the first speaker. 

“Shh,” I whispered to Phillip when he bristled. We could not afford to alienate them. 

The boldest of the stallions took a few steps towards us, his wings held high and wide to 
make himself appear larger. He eyed me menacingly, clearly bent on intimidation, but 
having battled Minotars and Orknies and Ogres and Werewolves, a large, pretty, chestnut 
Pegasus did not inspire the fear he intended. 

‘What are you?” he demanded. 

“A Son of Adam,” I replied evenly, clearly startling him. I’m not sure what he expected, 
but he plainly anticipated my speech to be as barbaric as he thought I had acted. 

“You enslave this horse!” he insisted, recovering his ire. 

“No. This steed is my friend, subject, and beloved cousin, “ I replied, using the 
endearment we always used for the Talking Animals and Magical Creatures. “He willingly 
carries me.” 

Many were offended at the notion that Phillip bore me on his back, though his saddle, 
bridle, and horseshoes greatly intrigued them, especially the younger ones, and I could 
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hear their interested whispers. The chestnut stallion looked at Phillip then stretched his 
neck far out, sniffing at my companion. 

“Do you mind?” snapped Phillip, stamping his hoof. “Where are your manners?” 

It was almost comical to see the stallion back pedal in shock at hearing the Horse speak. 
All around us the Winged Horses let out scandalized exclamations. 

“He speaks!” squealed one of the mares. “It’s riding a Talking Horse! How dare you!” she 
hissed at me, baring her teeth. All the assembled Winged Horses, joined now by their 
indignant fellows, turned angry glares on me, rolling their eyes and showing their teeth as 
well. 

Phillip intervened and managed to shame them all. He stamped his hoof. 

“You will not speak to my king in such manner!” the good Horse snapped, more furious 
than I had ever seen him. “And you will not judge my choice to carry him thus! You are 
ignorant – do not flaunt it!” 

The Winged Horses were taken aback even more. One mare, her coat a beautiful yellow 
dun and her wings, mane and tail silver-gray, let out a long whinny I recognized as a laugh. 
She had tossed her mane at the others and approached us fearlessly. She had not spoken 
yet, and her voice was the typically shrill tone of a mare. 

“I am Rhye of Pennon. What is your name and what do you wear on your hooves?” 

Phillip was startled by her directness, but after I smiled – for Rhye was a lovely thing by 
equine or, indeed, any standards – Phillip said, “My name is Phillip Bwinny-hra and I’m 
wearing horseshoes.” 

This was the first time I had heard Phillip’s full name. Talking Horses, I’d learned over the 
course of the last year, tend to name themselves. They’re given a first name by their parents 
and as they age they keep tacking on more names they acquire or choose. The longest 
name I’ve ever heard took almost a full minute to recite and I was amazed to hear the 
Horse recite it three times flawlessly. Phillip, by comparison to most, had a remarkably 
short and conservative name for a Horse his age. 

He engaged Rhye in conversation then, lifting a hoof so she could study the iron shoe and 
its function. They talked about everything but me and what we were doing in the valley. 
Rhye was the only offspring of Pennon, it turned out, and her sire was Lord of the Herd. 
She seemed to enjoy having an audience that didn’t already know everything about her and 
she spoke long and rapidly. I kept still and quiet, letting Phillip talk and Rhye flirt. It was 
very sweet to see, but as minutes stretched into an hour and still no sign of the Lord of the 
Winged Horses, I decided Phillip could do with a rub-down. 

“Well,” I said to Phillip when Rhye finally stopped quizzing him, “we won’t be able to go 
much further today anyway.” 

Working quickly and automatically, I unloaded the dwindling supplies from his back and 
lifted off the bridle and saddle. I dug through the saddlebag and pulled out a comb and 
brushes and began to groom him as I did almost every evening. The Winged Horses 
watched with intense interest as I brushed and rubbed Phillip down, taking my time and 
losing myself in the mindless task as I returned his dusty coat to its usual glossy sheen. I 
inspected his hooves and shoes carefully and then tackled his mane and tail with the comb. 
I’ll admit I took more time than was necessary simply because our audience was so 
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intrigued. While beautiful, the Winged Horses were wild and unkempt and perhaps by 
seeing the result of a thorough grooming they might not think that having a rider was such a 
horrible thing after all. Throughout the process Rhye munched grass nearby, casually 
inching closer to see every detail. 

“Would you like your tail queued?” I asked even though I had never seen Phillip wearing 
anything beyond the plainest trappings available. 

Phillip, knowing full well what I was up to, played along. “Please, your majesty.” 

I combed his tail a bit more, then braided it in a tight queue, doubling the end over and 
braiding it back in upon itself. It wouldn’t hold for long, but that wasn’t the point. By now 
Rhye was overcome with curiosity, standing a mere two yards away. 

“What is he doing?” she asked Phillip in her high-pitched voice when she could stand it no 
longer. 

I hid a smile as Phillip snapped, “Why don’t you be polite and ask him yourself?” 

Her ears stood up sharply and she was taken aback, but only in that she realized she had 
been behaving rudely all along. With a little cough she stepped closer to me, head lowered 
to look me in the eye. 

“Excuse me, Human-“ 

“King Peter,” corrected Phillip in a hiss. 

She blinked, clearly recognizing the title. “Excuse me, King Peter,” she echoed, “but what 
are you doing to Phillip? And what did you do to his tail?” 

“I’m grooming him,” I replied. I picked up the curry comb. “I bushed him with these. 
They remove loose hair and dirt. This,” I lifted another comb, “takes the tangles out of his 
mane and tail. I queued it so it wouldn’t get tangled again. Would you like me to brush 
you?” 

It was exactly what she wanted, but before her peers she didn’t want to seem too eager. 
“Hmm. Yes, a little. Could you do somewhere I can see?” 

“Hold still,” I said, and began to brush her shoulder. She was quite dirty and I couldn’t 
imagine the state of her tail, but I pressed on, knowing I needed allies here. Her shoulder 
gradually became her flanks and back and she lifted her silver wings to make sure I didn’t 
miss an inch of her hide. Beneath the dirt and loose hair and occasional bug she was a 
beautiful dun color. Throughout the process she made comments of pleasure and 
peppered me and Phillip with questions and observations so rapidly we didn’t always have 
time to answer before she was on to the next one. It took a long time, but time I had right 
then. I rubbed her down with a cloth and then smoothed the dust from the long feathers 
on her wings. She shone in the afternoon sun. 

“Shall I check your hooves?” I asked, digging out the small hook I had used on Phillip’s 
hooves. 

She hesitated, and Phillip snorted. “Of course you should, King Peter. Rhye knows you will 
not hurt her.” 

She couldn’t back down now and gingerly allowed me to inspect her front hooves. She had 
a stone lodged in one, which I carefully worked free. She was far more hesitant about 
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allowing me to lift her back legs, but one contemptuous look from the Talking Horse and 
she huffed and let me proceed. She could have done with shoes, for her hooves were 
chipped, but there were no cracks and she seemed healthy enough. 

“What of my tail? Can you queue mine?” she asked, all pretense of aloofness evaporated 
when she saw how lustrous her coat could be. 

“It’s very tangled,” I warned. “It might hurt when I pull.” 

“I don’t mind,” she said, vanity overcoming solidarity with her herd. “I promise I won’t 
kick you or even move, King Peter.” 

“Good,” I muttered, not at all reassured. I glanced at Phillip and he gave me a pleased look 
right back. 

Her tail was a mess of knots and matted hair and I was forced to cut out huge tangles. Her 
tail alone took almost an hour to sort out and braid. Her mane wasn’t quite so bad, but 
Rhye was so excited and eager to see what she looked like it was hard to get her to keep 
still. She talked all the while, asking questions about the ocean and sugar and horseshoes 
and Narnia and what the Horses there were like. 

When I was finally finished I stepped back, shaking out my sore arms. She was 
breathtakingly beautiful, all gray and fawn, Pegasus rendered in burnished silver and gold. 
In her delight she tried so hard to see all of her back and wings she turned a full circle, then 
gave a whinnying laugh and launched into the wind, tossing her head for the sheer joy and 
newness of having been groomed. She seemed to dance through the cold mountain air, 
brilliant against the sky. 

“She’s very happy,” Phillip observed needlessly, stepping up beside me. 

I laughed and hooked my arm under his head, pulling his cheek against mine. “So am I,” I 
admitted. It was true. For the first time in almost three months, my heart was light again. 

It didn’t last very long. 

When she returned half an hour later, Rhye had brought dozens more of her kind. Among 
them was Lord Pennon, and he was not in any way impressed by Narnia’s High King. 
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Chapter Twenty-Two: Flight 
“...and then we entered your valley, and you scared the daylights out of me when all your 
people jumped off the cliff.” 

“We frightened you?” Rhye exclaimed happily. 

“Completely,” I replied, speaking for myself and Phillip and laying it on a bit thick since it 
seemed to amuse her so. “I couldn’t imagine what was so horrible that would make a whole 
herd of horses run off a cliff. But it was very surprising and beautiful when you all flew.” 

I could tell she was pleased at being called beautiful and I wondered if no one had ever 
called her that before. I added more wood to the fire, for the night was cold. Rhye watched 
everything with interest, gathering her energy before she started a new barrage of questions. 

“What does a lion look like?” 
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I lifted Rhindon and showed her the hilt. “Like this. This is a lion’s head. A male lion, I 
should say. The females don’t have a mane like this. They all have long, smooth bodies 
shaped more like you than me. Their tales are long and bare except for a tuft at the end. 
Their legs are shorter and thicker and they don’t have hooves. They have paws.” 

“Paws?” She found the word funny. “What’s a paws?” 

I spread out my fingers. “Paw. Like this, only broader. They can be soft as your nose when 
the lion wants, or they have claws sharper than this sword.” 

She sniffed at the ornate sword. “Are they all silver?” 

“No. Mostly they’re brown and gold. Aslan is all golden, with yellow eyes.” 

“I like the way you say Aslan,” the mare abruptly said, staring into the embers of the fire. 
“It’s different from how our storytellers say it or I say it. From you, it makes me want to run 
and fly fast and far on a cold wind. Say it again.” 

“Aslan!” I cried. 

“Again!” 

“Aslan.” This time in a whisper. 

She whinnied and shivered in delight and I laughed along with her. Phillip chuckled. She 
was charming beyond telling. 

“Why do you say it so much better, Peter High King?” asked Rhye. 

I leaned back against Phillip’s warm side, considering. “Maybe it’s because Aslan knows 
me so well.” She shimmied her wings again on purpose at the mention of his name, just to 
make me smile. “He chose me and he blessed me and it’s such an incredible and ... well, 
transforming thing for anyone to experience that I suppose you carry it with you.” 

“I would like to meet him some day.” 

“I think he would like that very much, Rhye.” 

She cocked her head, gazing at me with an assessing gleam in her brown eyes. Finally she 
said, “I think you’d have to groom me again before I met him, though.” 

“I will,” I promised. 

§‡§ 

When I awoke the next morning the sun was up, the dew was dry, and Rhye and Phillip 
were industriously eating the grass all around me. I sat up with a groan, my body stiff, 
looking at them as I tried to remember how to be alert and aware. They gazed at me with 
interest, their mouths full of grass and green foam. 

“You should have woken me up,” I muttered and yawned hard enough to split my face. 

“Why?” asked the mare. “Phillip says you haven’t been sleeping. So sleep.” 

“We have to get to the Garden.” 

“We will. It’s not far, King Peter. Just over those mountains.” 

So casually she said that. Everything was relative, I told myself as I smiled and made myself 
stand. I was very tired. I had set a pace I would not be able to keep up with for much 
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longer and fatigue was creeping up upon me. When it pounced, I would go down, I knew. 
Breakfast was cold hare and some oxalis and plantain greens growing within reach. My own 
comb was not to be found at the moment and I so I used Phillip’s curry comb to straighten 
the mop atop my head. To my private horror I had enough hair hanging down my neck to 
tie back. Edmund would savage me for this. Finally I stood up and shook out the blankets, 
rolling them up and breaking down camp. I stacked everything by the saddle and turned to 
Phillip. 

“You’ll be all right here?” 

“I’ll wait exactly here,” he promised. 

I patted his shoulder and turned to Rhye, who seemed extremely excited for some reason. 
I smoothed her mane and said, “I have to get on your back. It might feel strange to be 
carrying me. Can you hold still a moment?” 

She struck a statuesque pose, freezing in place. It was tight, but I seized a handful of mane 
and swung up onto her back with my legs snugly in front of her wings. She blinked and 
shifted a bit, then walked around to get herself used to carrying a person, stretching out her 
wings and flapping them experimentally.. 

“It’s not so strange,” she decided after a minute. 

Philip, who stood a bit higher than Rhye, leveled a hearty glare at her. “Do. Not. Drop. 
Him.” 

“Hm.” She snorted and tossed her head. “Don’t wander off, Phillip,” she countered 
brightly, “you might get lost. Peter High King, are you ready?” 

I smiled despite myself. “Ready, lady.” 

The title seemed to please her and she turned, facing the plain. “Hold on!” she called, and 
started running. 

I let out a loud whoop of anticipation and delight as she kicked off the ground and 
launched herself into the air. It would have been frightening if it wasn’t so thrilling. The 
earth dropped away like a stone. Phillip galloped across the field after us, growing smaller 
and smaller as we ascended. He was the size of a dog, then a toy, then Rhye wheeled away 
as she caught the cold wind beneath her wings and I lost sight of the good Horse. 

Huge, silver-gray wings stretched out wide on either side of me as she raced towards the 
west. I laughed and shouted at the sensation of being so high and moving so fast on the 
warm back of a living, breathing legend. I was the first person in over seven hundred years 
to see a Winged Horse and not since the dawn of Narnia had anyone ridden one. The sun 
beat down on us, its heat snatched away by the bitterly icy winds off the mountains. I didn’t 
care. For this feeling, this freedom, I would have endured far worse. The miles melted 
under her wings as she angled ever upwards towards the tallest of the mountains, following 
the Great River. The ground rushed by, the mountains passing more slowly. She seemed to 
know the way and we saw none of her people, though at one point I spotted an eagle far 
below us. For an hour or more she flew, her mighty wings pumping, keeping us apace with 
the winds. No plants were visible now, just barren rock and ice and snow. Even with her 
claim that her people were not as mighty as they were in days of old I could easily see how 
Fledge flew this distance in a mere two days. 
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“Through that pass, beyond that mountain lies the Garden,” she called loudly. “The 
glaciers ring it completely. You would not have been able to cross.” 

I gazed down. She was absolutely right. We were approaching a vast, thick sheet of ancient 
ice that draped and dragged on the mountain like a heavy cloak. She swooped low to show 
me and I let out another excited yell as my stomach seemed to drop at the sudden motion. 
I could feel the chill of the ice, a different kind of cold from the wind. She could sense my 
joy and she tossed her head, letting out a shrill neigh that echoed off the mountains. I held 
on tightly as Rhye put on a burst of speed for the soul purpose of hearing me shout with 
pleasure. We both laughed, and as she found a steady rhythm with her wings I recalled one 
of Phillip’s chants to fit the long beats. It was very simple, the Horse equivalent of a nursery 
rhyme, and I called out loudly enough for her to hear: 

“Hey whinny high stride 
Hey whinny low, 
Hey whinny bide 
In the green field below.” 

“What is that?” Rhye shouted above the wind. She sounded as excited by the chant as I 
was by the flight. “What are you saying? How do you say it like that? What does it mean?” 

“It’s a song!” I called back. “Phillip taught me. It’s to teach foals how to tell the seasons. 
Listen! 

Hey whinny north gust 
Hey whinny low, 
Hey whinny bring us 
Ice and snow. 

Hey whinny high stride 
Hey whinny low, 
Hey whinny bide 
In the green field below. 

Hey whinny stars shine 
Hey whinny low, 
Hey whinny for the south 
Sun bends low. 

And hey whinny calling 
Hey whinny low, 
Hey whinny falling 
Leaves do blow. 

Hey whinny Horse runs 
Hey whinny low, 
Hey whinny seasons 
’Round do go!” 

She listened breathlessly, and when I was done she seemed to shiver with emotion. I don’t 
know if she even had a name for what she felt, but I realized she had never heard anything 
like it before in her life. 
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“Song! Song! It’s a song! I want that!” she cried. “I want that for my own! That’s better than 
all the stories Cloudburst has ever told! Say it again!” 

I obliged. By the fourth time she had figured out how to keep the beat with her wings and 
she had the words down. It was wonderful to be witness to her joy in the simple gift of 
music and it made me forget how frightfully cold I had become and how breathless the thin 
air made me. We sang it together twice. 

“Teach me more!” begged the mare. 

By the time we reached the last pass, she knew the words and pace of my converted version 
of “Long, Long Trail.” I noticed she could hit more notes than Phillip, but she couldn’t 
hold them any better. Whether that was because she was a Winged Horse or female I 
couldn’t say, but once I explained what a nightingale was she was very satisfied with my 
song. It took a dozen tries for her to get it right and then we sang it together until she was 
satisfied. She learned it just in time, because even as she was getting the rhythm of the chant 
correct in her head we burst through the last mountain pass. 

A ring of towering mountains surrounded the valley, glaciers nestled between them and 
filling the gaps. In the center of the valley all was green and lush, a vast plain of emerald 
grass. In the center of the plain rose a sharp, steep hill, crowned by a circular wall on top 
and encircled by a blue moat of water below. The warmth of the valley was amazing, given 
its altitude and the glaciers surrounding it. The glaciers, I realized, were the source of the 
Great River, constantly melted by the beautifully warm Garden in their midst. Rivers of ice 
converted to rivers of water that brought life to Narnia hundreds of miles away. 

I took a breath, startled by the change in temperature. The air smelled sweeter than 
summer. I stared, unable to speak, overwhelmed by the moment and the rush of warm air. 

I had made it to the Garden. The quest was halfway done. 
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Chapter Twenty-Three: Frank 
Rhye flew faster, excited at my awed gasp. She banked her huge wings and circled the hill. 
It was beautiful and reminded me wholly of Narnia at high summer. 

“Can you fly over it?” I asked, catching flashes of color and water beyond the wall. 

She laughed. “It would take a lifetime, King Peter! Best to fly around in a few moments 
time!” 

I didn’t understand yet, but I didn’t argue. Some things you simply had to accept in this 
world. After a quick circuit around the hill Rhye came to a delicate, trotting landing in the 
deep grass almost at the top. I slid off her back, staggering slightly. I was certainly not used 
to flying, though I had enjoyed it thoroughly. I started to walk up the steep slope, then I 
realized I did so alone. I turned back to the Winged Horse as she fussed over her feathers. 

“Rhye? Are you coming?” 

She seemed surprised and stopped preening. “It is not for me, King Peter,” said Rhye. 
“You are the one blessed by Aslan, not I.” 

“Yes,” I agreed, “he sent you to me.” 
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“Get thee on.” She playfully nudged me forward with her nose. I gave her a final pat and 
labored up the hill the last few yards, my lungs aching for oxygen and legs burning with the 
effort. When I reached the green wall of the garden I suddenly understood Rhye’s 
reluctance to join me. It struck me that this Garden was not just for anyone to enter, lovely 
as it was. One needed an invitation. 

I looked behind me. The Garden was so high it seemed as if the whole world stretched out 
before me. Steep snowy mountains and low green valleys with the silvery ribbon of the river 
winding its lazy way through the passes. The whole world might be mine, so high and alone 
I stood, but I didn’t want anything beyond my own home and to free Edmund. I searched 
the horizon for any sign of Narnia or the Eastern Sea. The sun was too brilliant for my eyes 
and we were too far away, and so I turned back. Beyond the gates I could see a garden 
more glorious than could be imagined or described. There was a gold plaque of sorts on 
the gates that contained the lock. On it, written in flowing silver letters, I read: 

Come in by the gold gates or not at all, 
Take of my fruit for others or forbear, 
For those who steal or those who climb my wall 
Shall find their heart’s desire and find despair. 

The final word made me think of Aslan, and so it was with a smile on my lips and gladness 
in my heart that I reached for the gates. I knew, thanks to the Lion, that for the rest of my 
life I would always feel at peace in place of despair, because I would always remember Him 
and Edmund and how much they loved me. 

The gates opened before I could touch them and I stepped into the Garden. 

The first thing I noticed besides the silence was the air. It was the same as the air in Narnia, 
sweet and invigorating and clear, with the scent of balsam and lavender. I breathed deeply 
for a few moments, my eyes closed as I let the air fill and fulfill me. I was still exhausted, 
but I could feel the air working upon me and with a final inhalation I opened my eyes and 
was able to stand straighter, my back less painful. I looked about the garden. It was very 
beautiful, with a white marble fountain splashing quietly and trimmed hedges and vibrant 
flowerbeds of all colors laid out on lawns and paths. It was like looking at an array of 
fabulous jewels. The sun was warm in here, like the morning of a hot day in summer, and I 
reveled in the reprieve from the constant cold of autumn in the world beyond. 

In the center of the paths and beds stood a tree unlike any I had ever seen before. It was an 
apple tree, not so very tall but the thick trunk was straight and unbranched like an oak or 
maple, with smooth gray bark and the leaves were a beautiful silver-green and cadet blue. 
Round, silver apples peeked out between the leaves and they seemed to cast a light all their 
own. I spotted a gorgeously colored bird, bigger than an Eagle, perched in the Tree. 
Through heavy-lidded eyes it watched me closely, blazing bright against a shining 
background. It was a truly beautiful sight and I knew I had reached my destination. 

To my complete surprise, a man stood beneath the Tree. 

He was plainly dressed in clothes and boots not unlike my own in style. He wore no cap 
and his gray hair was thin. A little stout, he looked kindly and jolly and wise all at once with 
a handsome, weathered face. He was strolling slowly through the Garden, admiring the 
Tree as if he could never grow tired of its loveliness. I stared at him. He was Human. 
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He caught sight of me at the same time and stopped in equal astonishment. Eyes as blue as 
the sky blinked once, twice, and then he broke into a broad smile. The silence was 
shattered with his first word. 

“Hullo,” he said, and I was taken aback to recognize a broad country accent. “What have 
we here, lad? Be welcome! In Aslan’s name, be welcome!” 

I let my breath out in a gasp, so relieved to hear that name that I wanted to cry and laugh 
and sing and break down all at once. The man stepped forward and put his hands on my 
shoulders, looking at me intently. He seemed to be searching my face for something. I 
wanted to speak, but I was too overwhelmed and weary to trust my voice. After a moment 
the man smiled gently, seeming to have found what he was looking for in my expression 
and recognized my dilemma. He drew me towards the base of the Tree where stood a 
small bench. He made me sit down and left me for a moment, returning with a goblet of 
wine that he pressed on me. I drank, and then the tears did come as I recognized the taste 
of sweet spring wine such as the Fauns had brought to the anniversary celebration. I 
choked down a mouthful. 

“There’s a lad,” said the man, sitting beside me patiently. “Rest a bit.” 

“Thank you, sir,” I finally whispered several minutes later. 

He touched my shoulder. “Feeling better?” 

“Much better,” I said, though I knew between the tears, my untrimmed hair and filthy 
clothes, I must have looked a sight. The only thing about me that was clean was Rhindon. 
Small wonder Pennon thought so little of me. If asked at that moment, the very last word I 
would have chosen to describe myself would have been ‘Magnificent.’ The man was kind 
enough to overlook my shortcomings and indeed, I was very conscious of his noble 
manners and bearing. And, oh, he had spoken Aslan’s name with such joy that his voice 
was like music. “Thank you. Are you the gardener, sir?” 

He chuckled. “I can only wish I were, though I was a farmer and a good ‘un. Wouldn’t it 
be grand to have a hand in something as splendid as all this? But,” and he shrugged, “I just 
get to enjoy it now, watching and waiting for the time to come.” He cocked his head, 
looking at me. “You’ve an air of nobility about ye. What say you?” 

I drew a deep breath and answered plainly, “I am a king of Narnia.” 

The blue eyes grew wide with what I could only say was awe, and for a moment his mouth 
hung open. 

“’A king’?” he finally echoed, recovering. “Don’t you mean ‘the king of Narnia’?” 

“No, sir,” I replied. “There are four of us. Aslan crowned me, my brother, and my two 
sisters as sovereigns and we sit on the Four Thrones of Cair Paravel. I’m Peter Pevensie, 
the High King.” 

He shook his head in amazement. “Oh, that I have seen this day! Jadis?” 

I blinked, shocked that he should know of the White Witch. “She was overthrown and 
Aslan destroyed her.” 

“So the prophesy has been fulfilled.” He sighed in relief, sagging back against the Tree’s 
silvery trunk. He laid a hand on the bark as if to reassure himself. “Oh, Aslan, thank you!” 
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“You know of the White Witch?” I asked, just as surprised as he was. 

“Not by that name, Peter, but I was there the day she arrived in Narnia. I’m Frank, the first 
king of Narnia.” He smiled at my stunned expression, then drew me into a rough embrace, 
clapping me on the back. It felt wonderful to be thus held again even if the person holding 
me was supposed to have been dead almost a thousand years. The heavy slap on my back 
was proof enough that Frank was quite hale. “Praise Aslan! Narnia is free and I can see her 
High King is as fine and upright a young man as I could wish.” He drew back, holding me 
at arm’s length. He looked old and young at once, as full of joy and life as the Garden we 
sat in. 

“How can you be here?” I asked. 

“Actually, I was about to ask you that, for it’s not your time to stay here yet, Peter. I can see 
you’ve traveled far and through many hardships and your path ahead is as difficult as the 
path behind. What is it that brings you through these gates? For entry into the place is not 
something to be taken lightly.” 

I drank another mouthful of wine. The cup never seemed to empty. “A little over a year 
ago Narnia’s army fought and defeated the forces of the White Witch at Beruna. My 
younger brother, Edmund, stopped her from killing me by breaking her wand. It was her 
greatest weapon. She stabbed him through the middle with the remains, but my youngest 
sister has a cordial that heals all wounds and he was restored. A year to the day of the 
battle, and every night thereafter, the same stab wound appears and he has to be healed 
again. Aslan came and said Edmund was under an enchantment that could only be broken 
if the Tree of Protection was restored in Narnia.” 

“The Tree is gone?” Frank’s expression had turned from sympathetic to horrified. “It was 
the only thing keeping Jadis out! The scent was hateful to her!” 

“According to the histories I’ve learned, the Human bloodline thinned to nothing in 
Narnia until there was no one eligible to rule. When the last queen died, so did the Tree. 
Narnia was laid bare to her enemies and eventually the White Witch stepped in and 
caused a winter that lasted a century. Until we arrived.” 

He smiled faintly. “Where are you from?” he asked, and I knew he meant where in 
England. 

“Finchley.” 

His eyes sparkled with merry delight. “And now you’ve been sent to fetch another apple.” 

“Yes, sir. Aslan said a new Tree would nullify the enchantment and free Edmund and 
protect Narnia again.” 

“It will. I would like to hear the whole of this tale, but I sense you need and wish to go. 
We’ll meet again some day, Peter, and then I would like to hear your history in full. But 
you’ve been too long on this plane.” He slapped my knee and stood up, drawing me with 
him. “Pluck your apple. Never mind the Phoenix, I’ve never seen him budge and I’m not 
exactly sure what he does all day.” 

I smiled faintly at his words, but still I nodded politely to the huge bird before I reached up 
and pulled one of the silvery apples from the Tree. The scent of it was sweet and put me in 
mind of something wonderful from my childhood that I couldn’t quite place. My mother’s 
perfume, perhaps? Fruit and flowers and summer and sweet wine on a hot night. 
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Frank looked at me seriously, putting a hand on my shoulder. “Hurry this back to Aslan by 
whatever means brought you here. Don’t let anything tempt you to taste it, for the fruit of 
this Tree, taken without permission, is what made Jadis immortal and unable to bear the 
sight and breath of Aslan. The magic is too powerful for us mortals, and though it cannot 
help but work, for us it would mean corruption. I would hate for that to happen, High King 
Peter, for I do wish to hear your story.” 

I smiled up at him. I had no desire to eat the fruit. It was not mine. I only wanted to get 
home to Edmund and free him, finally, from Jadis’s clutches. Besides, I had had quite 
enough of magic that couldn’t help but work. “Nothing could tempt me away from Aslan, 
King Frank.” 

“I know,” he said, then he kissed me on the head. “I see that in you. Go now, son, and 
save your brother. Aslan bless you on your journey.” 

I bowed deeply to him. “Thank you, Sir. I look forward to our reunion.” 

Then I walked out of the Garden, back to the cool mortal world where Rhye in all her 
golden beauty waited for me. 
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Chapter Twenty-Four: Orient 
The gates closed silently behind me as I stepped back to the crest of the hill. Somehow the 
world, for all its beauty, seemed dull by comparison to the Garden behind me. My 
companion was busily eating the lush grass. 

“Rhye!” 

She looked up, then waded through the grass towards me. She nuzzled my face and hair 
playfully. “You smell like the air of summer.” 

I smiled, stroking her velvety nose with my free hand. “It was the Garden. It was almost 
like being back in Narnia.” 

“But you were.” Rhye shook her head, tossing that silver mane. “This is part of the Narnia, 
you know. This Garden, this Tree, are all part of Narnia and therefore part of Aslan and 
part of you. It’s a deeper Narnia, larger and fuller and richer.” 

“I don’t understand,” I said. “How can there be more than...what is?” 

“Can you hold a thought in your hand, good king? Or even slow one down? And yet they 
be. Is there not a universe within each of us?” 

I looked at her, trying to follow her effortless, innocent philosophy. I knew what she said 
was right, though I wasn’t sure why. It was something I simply had to learn to accept. It 
wasn’t hard, not after my youngest sister had found a whole world inside a wardrobe. A 
universe within myself seemed not so strange at all. 

“Yes,” I finally said. “There is. And that would mean I’m in you and you’re in me.” 

Her eyes gleamed with delight. “And we are all in Aslan, and he is in each of us. Fortunate 
are we to know this and believe through all our doubt.” 
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I laughed. It seemed the thing to do when everything in the world is suddenly clarified and 
faith is finally defined. She seemed pleased with my reaction and snuffled at my face. I 
smiled at her horsey affection. 

“Rhye?” 

“Yes, King Peter?” 

“I am...glad to have met you, dear heart,” I said, unconsciously using Aslan’s pet name for 
Lucy. “If you ever come to Narnia all of Cair Paravel will welcome you and you’ll be shod 
with silver and gold shoes and every honor we can grant you will be showered upon you. I 
have no words or means to thank you right now, but I am in your debt for the service you 
have done me and if there is anything you ever need or wish, you only need ask and I will 
grant you anything that lies within my power.” 

“There is joy in service to one such as you, good my king,” she replied. “There is no debt 
to settle between us. You have taught me song, and I am a better Horse for having met you 
and Phillip. Though...I would not say no the shoes of silver and gold.” 

I threw my arms around her neck, laughing aloud as she nickered at herself. I kissed her 
cheek. Stowing the apple in the small satchel Susan had made me, I pulled on my gloves 
and I swung up onto her back, bracing myself before her wings. 

She looked back at me. “Would you like to fly fast?” 

What had the trip here been if not fast? We had covered a hundred miles or more in less 
than three hours by my rough estimate. Phillip would have screamed NO, but Phillip 
wasn’t here. “You can fly faster than that?” I exclaimed, for our flight here had seemed very 
swift indeed, given the distance we covered. 

There was a wicked gleam in her eyes and she knew exactly what I wanted. 

“Hold on tightly, King Peter,” she ordered. “I’ll show you what speed is.” 

§‡§ 

I saw the grove of trees where Phillip waited and let out a gasp of pure relief that the flight 
was over. I have ridden a Unicorn, one of the fastest creatures in Narnia, but not even Flisk 
could match Rhye for the sheer, blinding speed she demonstrated for me that day. My eyes 
were tearing, my ears were frozen, my nose was running and my hair felt permanently 
swept back off my face. My thighs and arms ached from gripping her to keep my seat. It 
had been a thrilling, exhilarating, and frightening flight and I was glad to have gotten it out 
of my system because I never wanted to experience it again. Not at those speeds. We had 
made it back in half the time it took us to get there and that was moving against the wind. 

She came to a landing a few hundred yards from the brace of trees. I didn’t dismount, I 
simply fell off her back and landed in a frozen heap at her feet. I sat there, amazed at the 
difference in temperature as she ticked my neck with her nose. Flying so high gave me an 
appreciation for the relative warmth of being on the ground. It was several minutes before I 
could move. I checked the apple, wrapping it in two of the handkerchiefs, then stood. I was 
surprised that Phillip wasn’t out here to greet us. 

“Too fast?” wondered Rhye as we walked. I was a little unsteady. 

I laughed, my alarm fading even as I defrosted. I knew that in time I’d remember only the 
thrill of the flight, not the terror. “Not at all.” 
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We were almost upon the grove of trees where Phillip waited when Rhye stopped dead in 
her tracks. 

Pennon stood before us, seething with anger. Beyond him I could see Phillip standing 
defiantly, his head high as he glared at the Lord of the Winged Horses. 

Rhye snorted and stamped her hoof at her sire. “Despite you, he has succeeded, Father,” 
she snapped. “Young he may be, but it is by prescription, by prophecy, by conquest and by 
Aslan’s blessing that he is High King over all Kings of Narnia, and through him we are all 
blessed by the Lion. He is my king, and I will sing his praise.” 

I wasn’t sure how she knew my whole title or how I had gained it. Perhaps Phillip had told 
her. Still, it would not due to be rude to the leader of these wonderful beasts. I stepped up 
to Pennon and bowed. He cast me a vicious glare and huffed at me, barely containing 
himself. I kept a hand on Rhindon’s hilt. 

“You dared to enter the Garden?” hissed the black stallion. “You stole the fruit of the 
Tree? Little good it will do you, fool!” 

“No,” I replied, “I obeyed Aslan’s instructions and the Garden opened itself to me. I took 
an apple with permission.” 

“He speaks the truth, Father,” Rhye chimed in, sounding rather exasperated with his 
aggressiveness. “I saw the gates open to him.” 

Clearly nothing was going to satisfy the Lord of the Herd except my absence from his land. 
I grew a little annoyed at that point, tired of his attitude and wasting precious time justifying 
myself to one who by all rights was my subject. I met his eye, keeping my expression steady 
and set. 

“The blessings of Aslan upon you, and I thank you, good Pennon, for granting us safe 
leave.” I spoke without a hint of sarcasm in my voice, because despite himself, he truly had 
been blessed with the most remarkable offspring. “I compliment you on your daughter. 
The wisdom you have imparted to her has taught me a great deal, and I could not have 
easily succeeded without her aid. If ever you or your people journey to Cair Paravel, you 
will be welcomed and honored.” 

I walked past him and began to saddle Phillip, taking care to stow the apple where it would 
not be damaged. “Are you hurt?” I asked softly as I slipped the bridle onto his head. For 
all my lofty words I found nothing about Pennon to trust. I glanced behind me to see Rhye 
with her head close to her sire’s, whispering rapidly at him. 

“No. He came alone and demanded answers.” 

“Did you give them?” 

“I saw no reason not to. He didn’t care much for the truth.” 

I smiled and patted his neck, saddling him up before gathering and securing the last bundle 
of supplies. Rhye stood some distance apart from Pennon, looking cross. The Lord of the 
Herd cast me a dark look. Clearly he did not approve of his daughter being friends with a 
Human, be he a king or no, and any Talking Horse that would allow himself to be ridden. 
Rhye had given him as much of a dressing down as a child can give a parent when they are 
in the wrong. 
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“Get thee from my land, High King of Narnia,” hissed Pennon, “and take your Horse with 
you.” 

Phillip snorted. “I am not his. He is mine.” 

“Peace, Phillip,” I soothed. “I’m not sure why you should so despise me, Lord Pennon. 
Humans might have wronged your people in the past, but you’re wrong to judge my whole 
race by the misconduct of a few. The offense was not against you but against your 
forefathers. What happened is history long past and neither I nor any of the late kings and 
queens of Narnia had anything to do with it. Let go your grudge. Open your heart, Pennon, 
and listen to Aslan’s wisdom and love. If ever you choose to journey east, you will be most 
welcome in your old home.” 

I meant every word. I bowed again and left him to brood, fairly certain he heard nothing 
good in any of what I had to say. I had met narrow-minded people like him before and I 
knew there was little to be done for it. I walked Phillip well past him before mounting up. It 
felt good to be in a saddle again and have the ground just a few feet away. Rhye followed 
closely and nuzzled Phillip goodbye, then bowed to me. 

“Goodbye, Phillip. Goodbye, Peter High King,” said the mare. “I hope we meet again.” 

“If you fly east, following the river and the rising sun, you’ll always find a path,” I said. 
Leaning over in the saddle, I kissed her forehead. “Thank you, Rhye. My blessing upon 
you, and may Aslan bless you as well.” I gathered up the reins. “Phillip, let’s go home.” 

We oriented ourselves and started towards home. Phillip cantered across the grassy plain 
as Rhye leaped into the sky, wheeling above us joyfully. She swooped down low enough to 
stir up the dust and grass right in our path. With a final whinny she arched away, back to 
her home, and Phillip echoed her call, breaking into a full gallop as I let loose with an 
exultant battle-cry: 

“NARNIA!” 
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Chapter Twenty-Five: Release the Kraken 
Whoever thought quests were the things of romance had obviously never been on one 
before. 

It had been raining for five days without stop. I was soaked to the skin and shivering so 
badly I could barely speak. I had not had hot food in a week, and what food I had eaten 
was raw. I stank of myself and wet horse and leather and lanolin. Mud abounded in this 
land and the river turned into a churning, dangerous guide that swept over its own banks 
and flooded every hole and dent and furrow in the ground. We picked our way most 
carefully through sullied waters and over slick rock and prayed for a shelter out of the wind 
each night. I had fallen more times than I cared to admit and I was filthy from head to toe. 
I couldn’t even dry off my sword and knife, and my bowstring was going to be hopeless for 
days after this, and the rain had even reached the spare strings tucked deeply in the 
saddlebags. 

I bet it never rained on Sir Lancelot. 
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At least the terrain was somewhat familiar. We were two full weeks into our return trip. We 
had spent a night back in the sheltered little vale with the toffee trees and now we were 
approaching the first of about a dozen small lakes where I had greeted the sea serpent. It 
seemed ages ago since we had been sitting by the fire with Rhye, a lifetime since Cair 
Paravel. I was trying vey hard not to let Phillip see how anxious I was becoming over the 
issue of food and time. We didn’t have enough of either, but in conditions such as these 
there was no rushing. One misplaced foot and either one of us could fall, possibly be swept 
into the river and drowned or injured too badly to continue. A broken bone so far away 
from Narnia would be death. 

The series of pretty little ponds had swollen over their banks to form big, sloppy, muddy 
swamps the color of weak tea where bare trees stood in deep waters and our path was 
swallowed whole by the deluge. I was limping alongside Phillip, blisters on my feet almost 
crippling me they were so very painful. We had to dry off and soon. I knew I wouldn’t be 
able to take much more of this. My head ached intolerably, my throat was sore, and if it got 
much colder I was going to drop from exposure. 

“Majesty, ride,” said Phillip. Clearly he had had enough of watching me slump along 
through the mud. “You cannot walk.” 

I thought about being stubborn but saw no point to it. “Phillip?” 

“Yes, King Peter?” 

“I am never going to do this again.” 

“Do what, sire?” 

“Go on a quest. At least not right before winter. Or in any place that gets this much rain.” 

He chuckled. “What if Aslan asked?” 

“I’ll strap Rhindon on Edmund.” 

“And if he is away?” 

“Susan.” 

Then I just gave in and climbed back into the saddle. Phillip resumed his careful walk, 
clearly amused at the oath he knew I’d break in an instant. We both kept an eye on the 
water for the same reason: the sea serpents. I was hoping to see one while Phillip was 
waiting for them to attack and eat me and possibly him as well. I couldn’t convince him the 
large, graceful creature had not been threatening. 

It took a long time to traverse the first pond, so unsure was the route, and we were both 
tired by the time dusk began to fall. We found shelter beneath an overhang of rock 
sheltered by trees recently downed by the rains, the earth washed away from their shallow 
roots. It may not have been the safest place, but there was nowhere else and it was out of 
the rain and most of the wind. I had nothing but plants, old thistle and nettle, and a few 
arrowhead tubers and toffee fruits for my dinner, and eaten raw they are no feast and 
rather hard on the stomach. Why are the most bitter greens also the toughest and most 
enduring? Even plantains would have been welcome at this point. 

I set the bow and extra strings out in the hopes the string would dry enough to be useable 
tomorrow. Despite my great care almost half the arrows were gone, though most of the 
missing ones had been shot at the Slinn. I considered them well spent in that case. At least 
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we were more than halfway through with this journey, though unless we found a way 
around the Slinn valley I could expect to use up the rest of them. 

After rubbing Phillip down as best I could in the limited space I made myself a bed of 
evergreen fronds cut from the downed trees and curled up under the blanket. Cold and 
wet though I may have been, I was more tired and I slept soundly the night through, waking 
feeling stiff and sore and with a stomach angry at me for the nettle greens of the night 
before. At least my clothes had gone from soaking to merely damp. The rain had stopped 
overnight, and though the sky still threatened as soon as Phillip was saddled and camp 
broken down we set out. 

The ponds had not receded at all. If anything they were even more spread out, runoff 
churning the dank waters and debris moving slowly across the surface. Still, we made good 
progress that day and the weather held off. I remembered the shape of the rock formations 
along the trail and knew we were halfway past the series of ponds when a terrible, wailing 
cry echoed across the water. 

I sucked in my breath, startled. Phillip’s ears perked up. 

“It sounds like grief,” he said. 

“Or frustration,” I added. 

He picked up the pace a bit, curious and cautious. We heard the sound several more 
times, growing louder as we approached the far end of the flooded pond. Here the water 
had risen to swallow trees and bushes far past the edge of the banks, creating a massive 
swamp with a wall of debris - vegetation, for the most part - built up where the land rose 
and caught the flotsam. It was all very miserable and two-toned: gray sky reflecting off 
brown water, gray trees, brown leaves. 

Then I saw something moving against the slow current. 

“Kraken!” hissed Phillip, turning away. He recognized the creature I had called a sea 
serpent. 

I used the reins and turned him back, something I rarely did. He didn’t make it easy, 
either. “I thought Krakens lived in the ocean.” 

“They do. This must be some freshwater cousin. They’re dangerous creatures, majesty.” 

“How so?” 

“Legend says they can destroy ships and swallow men whole.” 

“I doubt very much they’ve ever seen a ship up here,” I replied. “What is it doing?” 

As we watched the long-necked dragon was searching the shallows for something, coming 
as far as the flood would allow. Another long, lonely wail escaped it as it peered among the 
water bound trees and brush, and I realized one of the Kraken must have been trapped in 
the swampy shallows. I searched as well and saw faint movement in a pile of debris washed 
far away from where the banks of the pond would have been. Several more Kraken joined 
the first, all of them anxious and keening. 

“Phillip, they need help.” 

“King Peter, you can do nothing.” 
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He was probably right and I might have listened to him if, at that moment, that pathetic, 
anguished cry not had not reached my ears. 

“I can try!” I dismounted and rummaged in the saddlebag for the small hatchet I used for 
cutting firewood. 

Phillip rounded on me, yanking the saddlebag from my hands as he moved. “You cannot 
do this! Those creatures could kill you! You could drown!” 

“So could that Kraken!” 

“These are not your subjects!” His voice rose in anger. 

“Since when does that matter?” I snapped right back. I planted my fists on my hips. “I can 
act and so I should. It’s something my father taught me, Phillip. Rhye isn’t my subject 
either but I would help her just as quickly!” 

That took some of the wind out of his argument. “What of your quest?” 

“You’re right.” I pulled off the small satchel holding the apple, wrapped the strap around it, 
and thrust it into the saddlebag, pulling out the hatchet as I did so. I was more cross than 
not. “If I get killed, get this to Edmund.” 

“No! Peter!” 

I gazed at the good Horse, understanding his point of view and wishing he could see mine. 
Knowing these creatures were helpless before a problem I might easily solve was 
motivation enough, and if I did nothing now I would never forgive myself. Edmund would 
understand. Yes, he’d roll his eyes and say I had an overdeveloped sense of nobility and 
that knighthood had addled my head, but in the end he himself would do no less only with 
much dragging of feet and sarcastic commentary. In fact, I knew he’d do it better than I 
because he tended to apply logical solutions with greater skill than I could. 

Still, Phillip and I had never disagreed so completely before and I didn’t enjoy it. I gazed at 
him sternly and demanded, “Phillip, what did you promise Oreius?” 

He let out a loud groan of frustration and stamped his hoof with a muddy splash. “To keep 
you from doing anything as foolish as this!” 

“It’s not foolish. It’s the right thing.” 

He sighed, unable to keep from agreeing with me. Despite his protectiveness, his was a 
very noble character and he didn’t like to argue with me any more than I did with him. I 
did not like to think that he would question my decisions. My expression must have said as 
much because he backed down. 

“Wait here,” I ordered, tucking the hatchet into my belt at the small of my back. I removed 
my wet cape and tied it to the saddle. 

“I’ll come.” 

“No. Only come if I call, and then be very cautious.” 

“Promise me you’ll do the same.” 

“I will.” 

I turned back to the muddy pond. A handful of the Krakens had noticed us bickering and 
had gathered along what I assumed was the actual dropoff for the pond, watching with 
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detached interest. The frigid water I walked through came up to my calves and I 
remembered the ponds were all surrounded by low, level ground. I angled towards the 
object moving in the debris and my audience moved along the edge of the pond with me. 
The water was murky and full of leaves and bits of roots and it smelled badly from all the 
mud stirred up from the bottom of the river and lakebeds. 

The wailing grew louder and more desperate as I got closer to the figure trapped in the 
debris and clearly the Krakens thought I might intend some harm. It was then that I 
realized there were several dark forms in the brush. Three, in fact. 

They were baby Krakens. 

About the size of a Rotweiller I was well acquainted with in Cair Paravel, their smooth 
hides were pearly gray with a scattering of black spots. Other than their color they seemed 
perfect copies of the adults. The distraught Kraken must be the mother of the three. The 
flooding waters had plainly washed them up here. 

I moved slower, trying to make less noise. Two of the babies raised their heads and stared 
at me with wide, frightened eyes. They were bloodied and terrified and exhausted. I could 
sympathize. The third one didn’t move. It was dead, impaled on a broken branch. I 
understood the mother’s desperation even better. Twisted branches and roots made their 
cage, pinning them in the water with their heads and backs just above the surface. If the 
water rose any more they would drown. 

I looked back at the adults where they were trapped in deeper water. The mother was 
trying desperately to reach her babies, exhausting herself as she struggled in the thick mud. 
Trying to convey my intent, I did the only thing I knew they would recognize out of me. 

I bowed. 

That confused them, even the mother. They looked back and forth amongst themselves 
and finally, hesitantly, one bowed back. Perhaps he was among the first I had seen, but 
certainly they were taken aback. 

Pulling out the hatchet, I approached the babies, studying the mess of branches holding 
them. One would be fairly easy to release, the other less so, so I started on the easier of the 
two. It panicked and thrashed and its brother or sister let out a god-awful howl of dismay, 
but a few blows with the blade and the branches pinning it were released. The little Kraken 
let out a scream and lunged out of its prison, bowling me over and smacking me roundly 
with its flippers and tail as it struggled through the shallows towards it mother using me as a 
springboard. I stood up, drenched and muddy and spitting at the mouthful of water I’d 
accidentally swallowed. It took a few moments to find the hatchet and as it waited for 
deliverance the other baby began to panic. It thrashed and flailed and began to bleed again. 

“Stop! Stop!” I begged. “I won’t hurt you! Stop, you silly thing!” 

I had to act fast. I yanked away as much of the debris as I could and set to work with the 
hatchet, lightening the weight pinning the little one in the water. It screamed in pain and 
fear and I winced at the sound. I cleared a path, but the baby didn’t struggle free as the 
other one had and I realized something else must be pinning it. Getting to my hands and 
knees in the water, I reached in and felt down the baby’s back, pinning it as best I could 
and praying it wouldn’t bite. 
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One of its flippers was impaled on a branch sticking up from below. No wonder it 
panicked so. I felt the branch. It was smooth, tapering to a point, and about six inches of it 
protruded through the base of the flipper. I knew this had to be abrupt and cruel, but there 
was no other way. I worked my hand under the Kraken’s flipper and yanked up before it 
had any idea of what I was going to do. 

It howled and thrashed and burst free. For the second time that day I got bowled over and 
trampled by a huge baby. I lifted my head out of the water and watched the little ones as 
they lunged and stumbled and splashed towards their mother, making a racket every inch 
of the way. The first one got stuck behind a clump of bushes and began to cry again. With 
a sigh and a grumble I gave chase, bodily pushing the little thing around the plants. It was 
satisfying to see it reach its mother, though, and she bent her head down protectively as the 
other Krakens greeted it happily. The second baby was having more trouble moving with 
an injured flipper, so I slogged back through the water to it and urged it along, moving what 
I could out of its path until the water got deep enough that it could actually swim. Its 
powerful tail lashed my shin as it passed and I staggered and almost fell back into the 
swamp. The mother crooned gently and both babies stayed right against her side. I 
doubted they’d ever get out of her sight again. She slowly swam away, calling to them all the 
while. 

I sighed, exhausted, freezing, stinking worse than before, and bleeding in half a dozen 
spots. My face and body were sore from the unintentional beating I’d just received, I could 
taste blood, and sure enough, it started raining again. Still, I was relieved to see the babies 
reunited with their mother. I thought of my own parents, thought of the reunion with them 
I’d envisioned countless times, and suddenly the bravery of both my father and my mother 
astounded me - one for going away, the other for sending us away. 

The remaining Kraken turned, studying me intently, not exactly sure of what to make of 
me. One of them bowed, then another, and then I had almost a dozen of the water dragons 
bowing deeply to me in thanks. 
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Chapter Twenty-Six: Reflection 
 “That was foolish,” Phillip insisted an hour later. 

“Yes,” I agreed, “it was. But I had to try.” 

He had expected an argument and not getting one gave him pause. We were sheltered in a 
cave above the waterline. To my everlasting relief, there was dry wood scattered about the 
cave floor and I hauled more branches in to dry as I made a fire. It was still fairly early in 
the day to stop, but I was weary and sore and Phillip was angry and we both needed a 
break, as much from each other as the weather. Half a mile behind us, I had killed a deer. 
We had come across the poor beast suffering from two broken legs, clearly a result of the 
floods, and I dispatched it with two arrows. I needed meat badly, just as I needed to be dry 
and warm and to sleep. 

I stood up, checking to be sure I had my knife so I could return and butcher the deer. “I’ll 
be back in a little while,” I said, and he understood I wanted to be alone for the moment. 
Horses were always nervous around blood and large, dead animals anyway. 
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“King Peter?” called the Horse as I donned my cape and stepped out into the rain. I 
paused, waiting for him to speak. “You did the right thing. You were right not to listen to 
me.” 

I looked back at him. He was rather dejected and I managed a faint smile. “You were right 
as well, and I will never fault your devotion, Phillip.” 

I limped through the thick woods, able to follow our trail fairly easily, thinking as I went. 
Had I been arrogant, insisting on helping? I was fortunate to have saved the two baby 
Krakens, but the results could have been very, very different. As it was I had a whole host 
of new bruises and I had a cut inside my mouth that would keep me from smiling for the 
next week and my jaw - actually, my entire head - ached terribly. Had I imperiled this 
quest? I could have been badly injured or killed and Phillip would have been left alone in 
the wilderness 

On the other hand, if I had ridden away and left the mother Kraken mourning after her 
children, I never, never would have forgiven myself and I would have been haunted all my 
days by the memory of what might have been. There was no easy answer. I was not so in 
love with my authority and titles that I expected my subjects to agree with every decision I 
made and quite often their arguments were based on wisdom and knowledge greater than 
mine. I liked to think that I had sense enough to listen. I welcomed contrary opinions 
when things were open to debate. In the case of the Krakens, however, there had been no 
debate and Phillip had refused to accept that. 

Today was not the first time he had argued my decisions. A day away from the Winged 
Horses he had asked why I didn’t fly to Narnia with Rhye and deliver the apple. I had 
scoffed. As if I would leave him alone for days on end within striking distance of Pennon, 
whom I trusted not at all. Rhye had done all I could ask. I would not ask more of her. She 
was in trouble enough with her father already. I wouldn’t compound her problems for my 
own ends, especially since she hadn’t offered. Who was I to ask her to leave her home? I 
could invite her to Narnia, I would not order her there. Besides, Frank had told me to 
return by the way I came and dead or alive, real or not, High King or otherwise, I would no 
more ignore advice from Narnia’s first king than I would ignore Aslan. Phillip had been 
most unhappy with my decision and stayed quiet all that day. Foolishly, I had not called 
him on it. I should have addressed the issue then. 

Perhaps he thought too much, or too little, of the authority of kings. 

I rarely put my foot down, but when I did I had good reason and my brother and sisters 
recognized this and generally responded. Usually only Edmund went down with a fight and 
backed off only so long as I listened to and considered his point of view. He didn’t require 
that I followed his words, just listen to another viewpoint. They didn’t obey because I was 
High King. The four thrones were identical in all ways, none higher or grander than 
another, and I had the title and role of High King by virtue of being born first. They 
listened when I spoke because they knew our parents depended on me to take care of 
them and look after them and I had done my best by them all my life. 

Anyone that thought to address me above my siblings found themselves swiftly corrected. 

I spotted the carcass of the deer a little ahead. It was still warm when I reached it, but quite 
dead. I touched its head, quietly thanking it, glad it was out of pain. Then I stripped off the 
cape and gloves and began the messy job of butchering it, my cold fingers stiff and clumsy 
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until I held them against the deer’s side. Every movement revealed more tender spots on 
my body. There was very little of me that didn’t hurt. I would have liked to rest a few days, 
but my pain, at least, would fade in a few days whereas Edmund’s was renewed nightly. 

Perhaps Phillip had presumed upon our friendship or perhaps he put his promise to 
Oreius over any authority I might have. Yes, I was a child, but I wouldn’t be one forever. 
Yes, I was inexperienced, but I was learning. Yes, I feared making decisions that might 
bring about suffering or even death to those that served me, but I did the best I could and 
stood by my decisions once made. And yes, it was by Aslan’s grace that I was a king, and as 
such I had done everything in my power to be worthy of the title and his faith. 

But I didn’t want Phillip - or anyone - to obey me simply because I was a king. 

In my eyes, that wasn’t reason enough. That was why I applied myself so hard to my 
studies, why I worried so far into the night, why I pushed myself so relentlessly. I wanted to 
be worthy even if Edmund insisted I was overqualified for the role I filled. I could never 
see myself the way he and the girls see me. If I ever did I was sure I’d dismiss it as a fit of 
vanity, anyway. 

I understood Phillip’s worry was as much for me as for Edmund, but short of Lasa 
enchanting me I had never lost sight of what this quest was about and I did not need a 
reminder. Edmund was constantly in my thoughts. I wondered what he was doing and if he 
was in class at any given time or riding with a pack of Dogs streaming behind him or sitting 
quietly with the girls and Aslan. I had not mentioned the dream to Phillip even though it 
haunted my thoughts. It seemed too intimate and private a moment between the Lion and 
my brother for me to repeat to anyone, even Phillip, though I remembered it so vividly I 
could recite every word and describe every gesture. I took it as a warning from Aslan not to 
tarry, so I scarcely needed a reminder as why I was here. 

I peeled back the deer’s hide. I wasn’t very good at butchering large game like this, but out 
here it didn’t really matter. The keen blade Edmund had made me kept its edge very well 
and I got grim satisfaction as I vented my anger and resentment in physical activity. 

Phillip was motivated out of love, I knew, as I was. My words to him held true, I could not 
fault his devotion. We both wanted and needed this quest to succeed. For that to happen, 
though, we needed to talk. He had disobeyed me when we fought the Slinn and now he 
had argued against me helping the Kraken. The path ahead was only going to get more 
difficult as winter approached. I had to make him understand that there was a time for 
debate and a time to act, and when to do one or the other. 

Taking as much venison as I could carry, I wrapped the meat in a piece of oilcloth I usually 
used to cover my blankets. There was plenty of small pools about and I washed up 
carefully. I sat on a fallen tree for a few minutes and rested, concentrating on just breathing 
and listening to the patter of the rain on the leaves as I gathered the strength and courage 
and energy to keep going. I drew in my breath for a sigh and it escaped me in a sob. I 
wasn’t ever sure why, but for a few moments I just sat...and wept. Whether for the drowned 
Kraken or my falling out with Phillip or missing my family so desperately or just for myself, 
so wet and miserable, I could never say. It wasn’t long before I had cried myself out, and I 
felt better for it. Finally I gained my sore feet and carried the heavy bundle and the arrows 
back to the cave, pausing to gather some slim branches in order to roast the meat. 
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“Ho, Phillip!” I called before I reached the cave, letting him know I was there. He looked 
relieved to see me and I immediately set about cooking the venison, knowing he disliked 
the smell of raw meat. It wasn’t long before I was eating some smaller scraps of venison off 
a stick as the larger pieces slowly cooked, forcing myself to take small bites and to chew 
slowly because of the cut in my mouth. It was a relief to eat and I hadn’t realized until now 
how hungry I had been all day. That, I was certain, was part of the problem. 

Adding more wood to the fire, I sat back, staring at the flames and enjoying the relative 
warmth. Finally I rose and stepped over to the Horse, eager to get this over with as quickly 
as possible. I suspect he felt the same way. 

“Phillip?” 

“Yes, Majesty?” 

I took a deep breath. “I understand and appreciate the worry you have for me and 
Edmund, but there are times for arguing and times for obeying. I have obeyed you when 
the situation demands it. Kindly do the same for me. I trust you. Please trust me and my 
decisions.” 

“I do, King Peter,” he said softly. “I argue because I love you.” 

I smiled, feeling tears in my eyes. I did not want to start crying again, so I leaned my cheek 
against his, wrapping my arms around his neck in a fierce hug. “I know, cousin. And I 
know I have your loyalty. I just hope to gain your respect as well.” 

“You have that and more, Peter,” he said back. “That and far, far more, High King.” 

I drew back, gazing into his eyes. “I promise I’ll try to make keeping your promise to 
Oreius easier.” 

The Horse snorted, relieved, then sighed. “I won’t hold you to that.” 
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Chapter Twenty-Seven: Tempus Fugitive 
“What was the word for the tomb in this valley, Majesty?” 

“Dolmen.” 

“Even the word sounds ancient.” 

I chuckled, casting him a smile. The tension that had been plaguing us since we left the 
Winged Horses was gone, and in its absence I saw how heavy a burden it had been. We 
had talked far into the night after I rescued the Krakens and had come to a better 
understanding of each other’s point of view towards issues like helping the innocent and 
reckless endangerment of one’s own self. I understood Phillip’s protective attitude and he 
accepted that I needed to act when it was within my power to do so. 

I was feeling better, too, after the sudden addition of protein into my diet again. I had more 
energy, I wasn’t quite as cold, and I was less snappish. Being dry helped as well, and we 
had been treated to a series of clear, crisp days that allowed me to dry out our possessions 
and have fires every night. My particular concerns were Rhindon, the bowstrings, and my 
boots, which seemed tight and told me either all this water had shrunk them or I had grown 
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or both. Even the constant winds died down occasionally, and between bouts the sun was 
almost warm. It was as pleasant as could be expected, given the situation. 

We entered the lifeless valley that housed the dolmen early in the morning. We had 
deliberately timed it so we could be out of the gorge by evening, for it had been about a 
day’s walk through the first time and we both wanted to make camp in the trees and grass 
on the far side. In its own way it was a pretty place, reminding me of pictures I had seen of 
the huge, water-carved canyons in the mid-western parts of the United States. Still, I 
preferred the lush green and rolling hills of Narnia. 

We sang as we went, something we had not done in a long while, our voices echoing off the 
steep stone walls. I had told Phillip about Rhye’s fascination with song and he brooded a 
bit over that, finally commenting that it was sad that her people had lost something so 
natural and so vital to everything that was Narnia. I had to agree, and to lift his spirits I sang 
every one of his favorite songs as sweetly as I could manage. 

The dolmen was little more than halfway through the gorge and by mutual agreement we 
intended to rest a short while there. I was looking forward to seeing it again simply because 
it was a memorable landmark and visible proof that we were making progress home. I was 
still singing when we rounded a bend in the river, fully expecting to see the stone structure 
set up above the river bank. 

Instead what I saw was a sleeping Giant. 

I choked on the next note of the song. I stopped so abruptly Phillip’s nose smacked into 
my shoulder and sent me staggering forward a few stumbling steps. Together we stood and 
stared. 

Now I’ve had many dealings and very respectable relationships with Giants, more with the 
good version than the bad. Luckily, since the defeat of Jadis, bad Giants tended to steer 
clear of Narnia and keep to their city north of Ettinsmoor. Though simple and often slow 
in their thoughts, good Giants are the truest of friends and invaluable for battle and heavy 
labor and lifting up my littlest sister to put the finishing touches on the Christmas 
decorations in Cair Paravel’s great hall. Though basically human in form, they tend to be a 
little heavier, as if they were more crudely made than humans. The ones I had met ranged 
in height between eighteen and twenty-eight feet tall, the women tending to be a bit smaller 
and cleverer than the men. They’re loud, bawdy, good-hearted beings who think anything 
smaller than them is cute and needs looking after, even Oreius. 

This Giant was at least three times the size of the biggest Giant I had ever seen. 

He slept on his side against the wall of the gorge with his head resting atop the dolmen, his 
great, slow breaths stirring the dust and making ripples on the river’s surface. He didn’t 
look like other Giants I had seen. Indeed, he looked more like an overgrown Human than 
a Giant. The top of his head was bald, but he had a long, flowing gray beard, bushy 
eyebrows, and in sleep his face looked kindly and wise and noble. He wore a long brown 
tunic belted about the waist, blue leggings, and boots so big I couldn’t imagine how many 
hides had gone into them. 

For a minute or more, the Horse and I were speechless. 

“What should we do?” Phillip finally whispered. “Go back?” 
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I swallowed, unable to look away, awed by the sheer size of this man. And I had thought 
the Krakens were huge? 

I nodded, unable to come up with a better (or safer) solution. “Step lightly,” I finally 
managed. My voice rose in a squeak. 

Phillip let out a little moan and we began to slowly turn around. A Horse trying to tiptoe is 
not a pretty sight, especially when he’s shod in iron and trying to make his way soundlessly 
across smooth rock. Suddenly it seemed as if everything we carried squeaked and banged 
and clanked and our passing was nothing short of an almighty din echoing across the gorge. 
Phillip kept his head down, looking as hangdog as ever I’d seen him and I knew my own 
expression couldn’t have been very dissimilar. We’d barely moved twenty feet when my 
foot slipped on some gravel. I fell, catching myself with both hands, biting back a yelp of 
pain and surprise. Rhindon’s sheath smacked onto the rock with a loud clang! We both 
froze in place when the Giant snorted and stirred slightly. 

Gingerly, I regained my feet, staring at the Giant. We started moving again cautiously, 
seemingly even noisier than before and wincing at every step when with a mighty yawn and 
much mumbling and moaning, the Giant woke up. 

“Such a racket,” he muttered in a deep, clear voice. He stretched luxuriously. 

We froze in our tracks and I slowly, reluctantly turned around. The giant was propped up 
on his elbow, his hair mussed by sleep, his eyes half-opened and tired, his attention focused 
on us. 

“Was that you?” he asked, frowning. “How could something so small make so much 
noise?” 

“I - I - I apologize for disturbing you,” I stammered. “We...we were trying to be quiet.” 

He shrugged, slowly sitting up. His feet were larger than Phillip where they rested on the 
ground not far from where we stood. If he wanted to stomp us, we would be flat without a 
fight. Looking at me with interest, he asked, 

“Am I so very large or are you so very small?” 

Amazingly, I was able to form an answer. “I think it’s a little of both, sir.” 

“What are you, then?” he asked. 

“A - A Son of Adam. And this is-is a Horse.” 

“Ah! Horses! I remember meeting some very clever ones.” 

And before I could protest he picked up Phillip on his forearm just as easily as I would 
have picked up a cat. I clapped both hands to my head. Poor Phillip! He didn’t dare move, 
just lay there with his legs dangling down and panic in his eyes as the Giant looked at him 
this way and that. 

“Yes,’ said the Giant. “Very wise beasts, Horses. And I assume you’re a son of King Frank 
and Queen Helen?” 

“Actually, sir, King Frank and Queen Helen reigned in Narnia almost a thousand years ago 
and could you please put Phillip down?” 
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“What? Oh, of course.” He set Phillip carefully onto the ground again. The good Horse 
staggered and hurried to my side, standing close by as if he wanted to hide from sight. I 
wished I could do the same. “So, Son of Adam, Frank and Helen reign no more. Such a 
shame. They were marvelous rulers and Helen made the most delicious strawberry jam.” 

“You knew them, sir?” I asked, startled. I had to crane my neck to address him even 
seated. 

“Of course! I was much smaller then. Barely to treetop levels, actually. You know of 
Narnia?” 

“I’m her High King, Peter Pevensie.” 

“Really?” His bushy eyebrows rose. “You must give my regards to Aslan.” 

I blinked, then stuttered, “O-of course. Whom shall I say sends his regards?” 

The Giant drew a deep breath. “He named me Tempus.” 

“Time? He named you for time?” I wondered, then realized I was being rude by 
questioning something so personal as a name. He took no offense, though. 

“Indeed. I was an unhappy king in a very ancient, troubled kingdom. I held such hopes, 
but the land and people were corrupt and beyond my ability to redeem and they plotted 
endlessly against my rule. One day, in the midst of my despair, I went for a walk and 
wandered into a cave by the shore. The cave was a doorway to Narnia, newly brought into 
being by Aslan. He welcomed me, castaway that I was, and named me Tempus. In him, in 
this land, I had found all I sought. He bade me grow in wisdom and faith and love in him, 
but beyond that I simply never stopped growing at all. I think Aslan might have something 
to do with that, for every time I’ve seen him he seems larger, too.” 

I smiled. Phillip shuffled closer. “I know what you mean, sir.” 

Tempus rested his hands on his knees and sat back with a sigh. “But now I’ve grown weary. 
I have traveled the world over. I have touched the dome of the sky, I have spoken to the 
Stars, I have plumbed the depths of the ocean and I have tasted the sweet waters in the 
river leading to Aslan’s Country. I have had my fingers burned by Salamanders and Birds 
of Morning stole the hairs from my head for their nests. All I seek now is someplace quiet 
to sleep until He calls for me at the end.” 

“And we woke you up. We’re very sorry, King Tempus.” 

He chuckled at the title I gave him. “King no more, Peter Pevensie, merely student of the 
divine and the happier for it. You may call me Time. How many people in this world can 
claim they’ve been named by two kings?” He smiled through his beard at me. “And no 
need to apologize, I was really only napping for a few weeks or so. I need a dark and quiet 
bed. Perhaps I shall seek my berth within the mountains to the north. There are caverns 
beneath the Mirror Mountains not even the Ogres have explored. I need to sleep and 
dream and perhaps even forget a few of the things I have learned these many years.” 

I had no idea where the Mirror Mountains were but he seemed to, and this plan appeared 
to satisfy him quite well. He looked at me closely, leaning far over to see me clearly. His 
eyes were green and bright and kind. While Phillip hadn’t lost his fear, I felt no threat from 
him, especially since he spoke Aslan’s name with love and reverence. 

“And what brings you so far from your kingdom, High King?” 
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“I’m on a quest to save my brother. Aslan sent me to fetch an apple from the Garden in 
the West to restore the Tree of Protection in Narnia.” 

“Ah, yes. Jadis again, I assume. Unpleasant woman. She tried to turn me into stone once. 
Bothersome, that.” 

“She’s no more. Aslan destroyed her.” 

“Then Narnia and all the world is better for it. Come! I must head east a little before 
turning north. Your company would be welcome.” He rose, towering above us and casting 
a mighty shadow. 

“Of course, sir, but, I-oh!” 

He scooped poor Phillip up again, just as he had before, and picked me up in his other 
hand, holding me gently. I balanced on his huge fingers. Each was longer than I was tall 
and rough as untanned leather. I looked at Phillip. The unfortunate Horse was perfectly 
miserable and terrified, looking, for all the world, like a stuffed toy draped over Tempus’ 
hand. 

“Well then,” he said, turning and following the Great River. “I believe you were singing 
before?” 

§‡§ 

What took us a day to traverse took the Giant Tempus an hour, and he walked for three 
hours before gently setting us down in a small field not far from the river. I was hoarse 
from singing every song I knew. Tempus seemed to enjoy the company and entertainment 
equally, and he thanked me for all the songs even as I thanked him for taking us so far. 

“If you ever come to Narnia, sir, you would be most welcome,” I promised, ignoring a 
snort from Phillip. 

He smiled softly. “When the Lion calls, I will come. Until then, wish me sleep, King 
Peter.” 

I grinned back at him. “May your rest be long, quiet, dark, and peaceful, and may every 
dream be sweet, sir.” 

We bowed to each other and I watched him stride off to the north, humming one of the 
songs I had sung. Phillip said nothing, just found a spot and laid down even before I could 
get his saddle off. 

“Are you sick, Phillip?” I asked anxiously, kneeling beside him. 

“I have...never ridden before,” said the Horse in a shaky voice. He seemed to be rocking 
slightly, trying to stabilize himself. “I don’t like it. I had no control. And my stomach hurts. 
His gait was uneven.” 

“Ah. I see.” I had a seasick Horse on my hands. This could get ugly. I made it a point not 
to mention that I had enjoyed the ride immensely. “Well roll over a bit and I’ll get this 
saddle off you and I’ll fetch you some water. You need to rest yourself.” 

He obeyed and didn’t move for the remainder of the day. I had a successful hunt and built 
a large fire early on so we could both enjoy the warmth. 
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When we woke up the next morning, the first frost had turned the land to white fields of 
fine ice. Winter had come to the Western Wild. 
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Chapter Twenty-Eight: Down in the Valley 
“Peter! Peter, where are you?” 

I looked up the sheer wall of rock looming overhead. The angle outwards was slight, but 
enough to keep me from being able to see the Horse. A small stream of dust and gravel 
told me exactly where he was above me, though. “Phillip, I’m right here. I’m not hurt.” 

“Thank the Lion! Are you sure?” 

“I’m fine,” I assured him. Bruises, scrapes, and a few cuts no longer constituted as being 
hurt in my book. 

“Can you climb back up?” 

“No. The cliff angles out all along here. That’s why you can’t see me. I don’t see another 
spot to climb up. I can only go down.” 

I shuffled to the edge of my perch and looked down. It was far to the valley floor below, 
with steep rocky walls with patches of vegetation clinging to life here and there until 
meeting evergreens along the banks of the river. I knew the river and Phillip’s path would 
meet at the end of the vale. Though I didn’t recall this exact location, one valley being very 
similar to the next, there had been a number of times when the trail had deviated from 
along the Great River and rose high into the hills. This was one of those occasions. Foolish 
me, I had been looking at Phillip, not where I was going. Unfortunately the ground had 
seen fit to give way under my feet as I passed, dumping me onto this shelf of rock about 
forty feet below the rim of the valley after a nice, grit-filled slide down the face of the cliff 
and a quick drop onto this ledge. I was lucky to be alive and lucky I wasn’t decorating the 
bottom of the valley this very moment. 

“I’ll reach you!” cried Phillip. 

“You’ll do nothing of the sort!” I ordered sharply. “Follow the trail to the end of the valley. 
I’ll climb down and follow the river and meet you at the far end. Wait for me there!” 

“But I have the food!” 

“Save me some! And watch out for bears!” I was teasing. We had seen no signs whatsoever 
of bears this whole journey, but it would keep him alert. “I’m climbing down now, Phillip! 
I’ll see you in a day or two. Be careful! And wait at the end of the valley!” 

“Aslan go with you!” he called. 

“And with you! Go on!” 

I knew if I lingered he’d work himself into a frenzy of worry. After double-checking to be 
sure the apple was secure and undamaged in the satchel over my shoulder, I strapped 
Rhindon on my back and used the belt to secure my cape so the winds wouldn’t pull me 
off balance as I climbed. The day was clear and sunny and the frost was long gone from the 
cliff face. It wasn’t exactly warm out, but it wasn’t freezing cold, either, and I was rather 
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used to the constant chill. The stone under my hands was brown and weathered with many 
cracks and jagged breaks that allowed for many hand- and footholds. Climbing down was 
no great problem, though I did get stuck twice and had to climb up a bit to find another 
route. The hours Edmund and I had spent climbing over every rock and up every cliff 
within five miles of Cair Paravel (accomplished without Silvo and Martil being any the 
wiser) stood me in good stead now. The slope increased as I got lower until I went from an 
almost vertical climb to simply picking my way down the mountain. I had checked the 
entire way down, but I didn’t see an obvious way back up to where I’d been. It didn’t really 
matter. Once I reached the river it would be a simple matter of following it out of this 
valley and meeting up with Phillip at the next. 

I finally reached the floor of the valley. Looking up the steep cliffs I realized I’d come 
further than I had initially judged. My arms and hands were sore from all the climbing, and 
I shook them out after returning Rhindon to my hip. Then I plunged into the thick 
evergreen forest to find the Great River. 

What I had anticipated being a simple matter really wasn’t. I should have known better. 
The forest was so thick that forcing my way through was almost impossible and all sunlight 
was blocked out. I climbed and ducked and wove and inched every step of the way. Even 
this late in the season I got covered with resin in a matter of minutes. Moss and lichen 
abounded on every surface, thick and green, the other plants the evergreens would abide 
growing around them. Oreius had said lichens were edible, but I wasn’t quite hungry 
enough to sample any. Not yet. I certainly wasn’t in any danger of running out of them, at 
least. I was glad I had eaten a huge breakfast because without the bow and arrows hunting 
would be impossible, even if there was any game in this place. I hadn’t seen signs of any life 
besides me and the trees, not even birds. 

When I reached the river it was a small cataract, icy cold and loud. I got a drink, then 
turned and walked along its banks, climbing over steep rocks and fallen trees and picking a 
careful path. Small wonder the trail bypassed this valley. It was almost impossible to 
traverse the riverbanks and I slipped more than once and almost spilled myself into the 
water. Only someone mad or on a quest (or both) would take this route. The only virtue it 
had was that it was shorter than the trail Phillip and I had been following, just a thousand 
times more difficult. The floor of the valley and the banks of the Great River were a huge, 
jumbled mess of stone that seemed to have been thrown up in hap-hazard fashion to make 
traveling difficult in the extreme. I would be fortunate to reach Phillip by tomorrow. 

As I worked my way downriver I took the opportunity to wonder about home. It wasn’t so 
very far past dawn and even now Edmund was probably sitting at the breakfast table with 
Susan and Lucy. I didn’t dare think about breakfast, but I did wonder how their classes 
were progressing. I didn’t know what day of the week it was, but if it was a Firstday 
Edmund would be Oreius’ and Celer’s student all morning learning how to plan and 
conduct battles. On Seconday he would be at the mercy of the dance and music instructors 
along with the girls, then it was off to rhetoric. Third-, Fourth-, and Fifthday he was with 
Cheroom. Often I attended history with him, sneaking out of the library to join them since 
Cheroom was a far more interesting (and awake) teacher than Lewiston. Sixthday it was 
back to Oreius and Seventhday we rested. It was strange having tutors come to us, but at 
least there was almost no homework and no tests. 

I stood atop a tall rock, looking downriver and trying to assess my path. It would be slow 
going. The pines were so thick they seemed to be edging each other out as they competed 
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for light along the riverbanks. I had never seen forest so dense, not even at Aslan’s How 
when the rebel trees tried to capture me and Edmund so Jadis’ soldiers could kill us. 

And then things started getting strange. 

As I studied my surroundings a misty, wispy bank of fog began to form despite the draft of 
air over the river. I glanced skywards. Behind me the sun was still shining. Before me, 
impossibly, was fog. It curled through the trees, adding an air of eeriness I could just have 
well have done without. 

Having no choice, I continued along my difficult path. Odd sounds began to reach my ears, 
sounds of things moving in the forest or splashing in the water behind me. At one point I 
thought I heard music, a few notes blown on a flute. Though it was a little disturbing, I 
ignored it all as best I could and concentrated on getting downriver. It took a lot more than 
noise to frighten me. I’ve had a screaming Centaur general swinging a claymore at my head 
full force to teach me the true meaning of fear. After an experience like that, noise in the 
forest was almost laughable. 

I began to wonder if the ground hadn’t given way under my feet by design. Given the 
configuration of the cliffs, I should not have hit that ledge. And how strange was it that 
there was no way to climb up, only ways down? 

I could see why the trail skirted this valley, and it wasn’t just because there wasn’t a clear 
path along the river. 

The valley was inhabited by creatures so odd they made Talking Animals and Walking 
Trees seem commonplace. 

It all started with a funeral. 
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Chapter Twenty-Nine: Circle, Steel, and Mist 
I had just climbed a ridiculously high, steep rock along the river and I collapsed to the 
mossy ground to rest a few moments. It was drawing close to noon by my estimate, though 
the bank of fog effectively cut off the sun and plunged the valley into a pale twilight. The 
going was very hard and seemed to be all uphill even as the river dropped further away. It 
was as if the valley itself was making it difficult for me. Climbing steps cut for Giants could 
not be harder. 

I looked towards the woods and to my delight I spotted some wintergreen. Sitting up, I 
gathered up a few of the leaves and chewed them, the sharp, minty flavor a welcome treat. I 
was about to stand up and move along when I saw movement in the dead, brown ferns and 
grass right on the edge of the forest. I thought it might be a vole or perhaps a hedgehog, 
and since I had no desire to frighten the poor beast I stayed still. 

So when a pair of fairies no taller than my hand was long emerged from the brush, I was 
speechless. 

They looked mostly human in form with brownish skin and clothes that resembled leaves. 
Their hair was dark where it peeked beneath their hats made of acorn caps, and their sharp 
features were accented by pointed ears. They carried staffs with long gray banners attached. 
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Both little men stopped and stared at me with mutual astonishment. I must have seemed to 
them what Tempus had seemed to me just two days ago, and I dropped to one knee to 
seem less monstrous. 

“Good morn to you,” I finally said, nodding in greeting. 

After an exchange of looks, they nodded back, touching their fingertips together as they did 
so. One of them piped up in a squeaky voice, “Alas, sir knight, it is not, for today we bury a 
great lady.” 

“I’m grieved to hear that, good sirs, and I’m sure you do her honor,” I said. More fairies 
came up behind them and I realized there was a whole funeral procession about to pass. 
After Narnian tradition I drew my sword and held it downwards before me out of respect 
for the dead. I confused them, but they didn’t take me as a threat and they continued on 
their chosen path. Behind them came similarly dressed fairies, male and female both, 
some carrying banners and others dried flowers. Some of them even had delicate wings like 
those of a dragon fly. The first two waved the rest on and the procession carried on past 
me, not without a great deal of staring and whispering. I thought they were quite pretty 
beings, though Narnia had nothing so small or exotic, at least not that I was aware of. Their 
clothing became more ornate and rich as more of them passed, and I realized that this was 
a fairy court. Several rode mice that were saddled and bridled just like horses. All seemed 
very dejected and the finer the clothes, the less attention they seemed to pay me, though I 
was impossible to miss. 

The line stopped again. The route of their procession was blocked by a puddle of deep 
mud gathered between two long stones. They could not get through without climbing, 
which would destroy the dignity of the entire party. The first two I had seen looked back 
nervously at the long line and I saw their plight. Setting Rhindon down, I stood up and 
unstrapped my sword belt, sliding the sheath off the long belt. Three strides over the moss 
and I laid the sheath down in the mud before them. It was more than long enough to give 
them a high, clear, and dry path. The little crowd of fairies touched their fingertips together 
to me and hurried on so the line wouldn’t stop. I retrieved Rhindon and resumed kneeling. 
The passing courtiers were lavishly decked in brilliant clothes and jewels, many of them 
mounted on mice. They simply accepted my presence and that of the sheath in the mud. 

Finally a bier carried by four princely fairies passed by. Upon the bier was the body of their 
lady. She was an old dame with a stern and majestic face. She wore a grey kirtle and she lay 
upon a brilliant red maple leaf. Behind her were several fairies robed in gray and riding 
mice, all of them with their heads bent low. Several musicians accompanied this group, 
playing a long, low dirge on their flutes. If the mourners weren’t already miserable I 
thought that melody would most definitely dampen their spirits as sure as rain on a holiday. 

Behind the mourning party came the most gorgeously dressed fairies of all and one of 
them broke out of the ranks, gesturing for the rest to continue. He directed his mouse to a 
small mound of moss not far from where I knelt and watched the procession pass. When 
the last guard in leaf-garb strode by he turned his mouse towards me as neatly as I would 
have turned Jett. He was a handsome fellow and he looked at me squarely and without 
fear. On his head was a crown no bigger than a ring, he was richly dressed in velvety cloth 
and jewels, and there were wide, gossamer wings on his back. He pressed his fingertips 
together to me. 
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“You have done us good and honorable duty this day, Sir Knight, and for your service you 
have my gratitude and that of my people,” he said in a voice that was surprisingly deep for 
his diminutive size. 

“I am grateful to have helped in your time of grief,” I replied, glad for my rhetoric lessons 
that allowed me to imitate his courtly speech, speaking volumes but saying very little. “If 
there is any other service in my power to render you, my lord, you have but to ask.” 

He inclined his head in thanks. “We will do very well henceforth, Sir Knight, and the 
service rendered shall be mine. This valley is dangerous for strangers, and so I bid you 
tarry not. Take nothing that is offered you freely. Let nothing draw you away from your 
path. When you sleep tonight draw a circle ‘round you with your Blue steel and no matter 
what happens, do not set foot past that line until you see the dawn. No harm will come to 
you at night in a ring of steel.” 

I puzzled this for a moment, then realized he was talking about the knife Edmund had 
made. It was forged from Blue River steel, the finest in Narnia, and I wondered how he 
knew about it. Perhaps his kind could sense it. Not that it mattered, really. I bowed my 
head and said, “Thank you, my lord. Your advice is most welcome, and I shall follow it to 
the letter.” 

He nodded back as he spurred the mouse around. “Fare thee well, Sir Knight.” 

“Farewell, my lord.” 

He rode across Rhindon’s sheath and caught up with the rest of the funeral procession. In 
moments they were swallowed by the forest and mist. I knocked the mud off the sheath, 
strapped my belt on again, and continued on my way. 

§‡§ 

My next encounter with a denizen of this valley was not nearly so somber. 

Not an hour past the fairy funeral I heard another rustle in the brush. I paused, but no 
fairies appeared and I pressed on. Every few minutes another rustle shook the bushes or 
leaves. Something was following me and clearly it wanted my attention. I ignored it. 
Presently the rustles were accompanied by chirps and trills and hums. It was a sweet sound, 
but I wasn’t curious enough to stop and find out what it was. I only cared if it wanted to 
attack me, and so far it gave no indication of any violent inclination. If it did I would be 
glad to introduce it to Rhindon. Whatever it was wouldn’t take that for an answer and it was 
getting frustrated at being snubbed. 

Finally, it popped its head out of the bushes. 

“Hello,” I said, startled, my hand on Rhindon’s hilt. 

It was a blue fox. 

Not a gray-blue, mind, but genuinely blue. If Sir Giles had been dipped in indigo dye, he’d 
look like this creature. It was quite cute, of which it seemed well aware, with 
disproportionately short legs and navy blue points instead of black. It looked up at me 
bright and friendly and made a trilling sound and a bark. I smiled at it, nodded, and kept 
walking. 

The fox let out a whine and followed. Darting into my path, it looked up at me with wide, 
soulful, blue eyes. I stepped over it and kept going. It got in the way again, darting back and 
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forth to the edge of the woods and back. Clearly it wanted me to follow it, which was the 
very last thing in this world I was going to do. I wanted out of this place and I wasn’t about 
to trust any unnaturally colored fox that tried to lead me astray. The fairies, at least, had not 
asked for anything and had gone about their business. I was a bit more inclined to trust the 
fairy king’s advice and keep to my aim of getting out of here rather than frolicking about 
with woodland animals no matter how adorable they may be. The fox yipped and indicated 
with its head that it wanted me to go into the forest. It really was a pretty little thing, but 
then, Jadis had been beautiful. 

“No, thank you,” I said to it. I moved around it and started climbing up the rocks in my 
path. The blue fox let out a wail as if I’d stomped on its tail. “What?” I asked, looking 
down. To my annoyance, the little bundle of fur started following me. “I’m not going into 
the forest,” I told it. “You can give it up.” 

If I had kicked it, the fox could not have looked more crushed. Crying aloud, it threw itself 
on the ground and rolled and thrashed about in an absolute tantrum the likes of which I 
hadn’t been witness to since Edmund was two. With a sigh I turned back. The moment it 
realized it had my attention the fox sprang to all four feet and was cute again. It looked 
back and forth between me and the forest hopefully. 

“No,” I repeated. “Go find someone else to waylay. I have a Horse to meet.” 

I resumed walking. Behind me a long, lonely whine turned into a savage growl. Not ten 
steps later something struck me behind the knees and fell flat on my face amidst the rocks 
and lichens. I felt a weight on my legs and I twisted over. 

So much for cute. The fox growled and foamed savagely, trying to drag me into the forest 
by my leg. I lashed out with my other foot, kicking it in the head. By its reaction it wasn’t 
used to its victims defending themselves so readily because for a moment it looked 
positively offended. 

So I kicked it again. 

Struggling free of its jaws, I surged to my feet and drew Rhindon. The fox was angry now. I 
wasn’t playing by the rules, it seemed. It leaped at me and I sidestepped, bringing my sword 
down in a sweeping arc. To my complete surprise, I sliced it in two without the least 
problem. No blood stained my sword, no bone or hide or muscle stopped my swing. 
Whether it was the nature of the fox or some magical reaction to the steel of Rhindon’s 
blade, I could not say. 

And now there were two of them, each half the size of the first. They scrambled to their 
feet and looked at each other in astonishment. Then they seemed to rally themselves and 
re-established me as their intended victim. Both growled savagely at me, their hackles 
rising. One leaped right at me, but I kicked it, sending it sailing, and the other tried to bite 
my leg. I shook it loose and sliced it in half. 

And now there were three. 

The second one - or two, I should say - were beginning to figure out that attacking someone 
armed with a sword wasn’t the wisest course of action for creatures of their nature. The 
half-beast came rushing back and I didn’t hesitate. Two hard swipes with Rhindon and I 
had six graduated, confused foxes, each quite literally a fraction of the original’s size. They 
looked back and forth among themselves, trying to figure out what had happened and how 
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I had gotten so big all of a sudden. I stamped my foot and they darted about in a panic, 
yipping and howling and crying as they collided and scrambled for cover. 

I shook my head, sheathing Rhindon. I had to get away from this place before things got 
any more bizarre. 

§‡§ 

Dusk fell far sooner than I would have liked, forcing me to stop. I found a level patch of 
ground sheltered on two sides by stone and decided this would be my bed for the night. 
The ground was thick with moss and very springy, so I needn’t cut any branches to make a 
bed, much to my relief. I would have liked to make a fire but the flint and steel were in the 
saddlebags. I pulled out the knife Edmund had made me and studied it for a little while, 
thinking of my only brother and the love that had gone into its making. It really was an 
elegant piece, so simple and balanced. I pictured him laboring over it in the broiling hot 
smithy, perfectionist that he is, following every word of instruction the Black Dwarfs gave 
him. I knew that all parties involved in its making had to be pleased with the blade or else I 
never would have gotten it. 

If the fairy king was right, this gift would protect me the night through. I stood up and 
chose a starting place, digging the blade into the soft soil. The effort took longer than I 
thought it would, but in the end I had cut a wide circle into the ground. For good measure 
I dragged the blade round the furrow again, whispering, “Aslan, protect me through the 
night. Be at my back and watch over my sleep. I have a Horse to meet, a brother to save, 
and a kingdom to protect. Be with me, Great Lion.” 

Then I wrapped my cloak tightly around myself and curled up in the center, waiting for 
sleep. 

It was a long wait. 

I was very hungry and thirsty and I should have gotten a drink before I settled down for the 
night, but I wasn’t willing to step out of the circle. Just as I was drifting off to a deep sleep 
when there was an explosion of laughter and girlish voices. I jerked awake as half a dozen 
young women in white dresses came skipping over the slope towards me. In the thick fog 
they seemed to radiate silvery light and they were lovely to see. The chill air didn’t seem to 
bother them as they danced lightly along, their blond hair flowing behind them. They 
giggled and frolicked and all at once they made a great show of noticing me huddled on the 
ground. As if they fooled anyone other than a fool, for what were the odds of them finding 
this little hollow in the whole valley if not by design? I supposed I had an advantage over 
the average traveler, being well acquainted with fairy tales and other such lore. My 
experience in Narnia had taught me not to be deceived simply because something or 
someone was fair and sweet. Honesty, goodness, and truth were the things we valued in 
Narnia regardless of appearances. I was thoroughly on my guard. 

“Oh! ‘Tis a handsome knight!” exclaimed one, and I knew not to trust them because I was 
a filthy mess and the furthest thing from handsome. They all clamored to be heard, crying, 
“Come join our feast! Come dance and sing! We have wine and food and song! Oh, do say 
you’ll join us, sir knight!” 

I noticed that for all their enthusiasm and good cheer they didn’t step any closer than the 
edge of the circle I had dug. I stiffly uncurled myself and stood, bowing to them and 
choosing my words with care. 
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“Dear and fair ladies of the vale, I thank you for your kind invitation, but sadly, I must 
decline. This bed is not so easily made, and once I leave I doubt I can return.” 

They giggled and flirted harder. Were all girls except my sisters so flightly? I had met a 
small handful of noble girls that acted this way. It was so false it was annoying, and I knew 
the girls hadn’t seen me as much as they had each seen themselves as my wife. I resolved 
then and there to let my siblings pick out whom I married. Anyone that could survive 
Edmund would be worth consideration. 

“Just over yon hill is a fire and feast and sweet wine, good knight,” said the first speaker. 
“You will be warm and fed and we will make you a bed as soft as eider down.” 

I smiled, wishing they would go away and take their talk of food with them. My stomach 
was growling. “Again, dearest lady, I thank you. Your offer temps me, but I fear I cannot 
step foot past this ring until the dawn.” 

Another of the girls laughed. “’Tis but a line in the dirt! What can it do?” 

“I’m not sure,” I replied. “Why don’t you step over it and see?” 

She didn’t laugh this time. Her expression hardened and she looked less pretty. I glanced 
down as she shifted her stance and I saw that beneath the hem of her dress her feet were 
black and gnarled. She hissed and drew away into the thickening fog. 

“We have venison and callie birds, warm bread and honey cakes, rich red wine flowing like 
water and every fruit of every season waiting for your pleasure,” teased another girl. “Come 
with me and eat your fill and we’ll dance for you!” 

How many times could I say no? I bowed my head to her, trying to be polite. “My thanks 
and my gentle refusal. I mean no insult to your hospitality, lady, but I must refuse. I am 
bound to this ring.” 

A frown. They clearly grew angry. They were like the blue fox - they were not used to being 
stymied. 

“You’ll forgive me, dear ladies,” I said, wrapping my cloak around me and sitting on the 
moss. 

Blood-curdling screams erupted and in an instant the sweet maidens turned into hideous, 
ancient hags dressed in rags with wild, streaming hair and long, twisted limbs. I leaped to 
my feet, drawing my sword in terror, but they didn’t attack. They couldn’t cross the line I 
had dug with the steel knife. They leaped and screamed and hopped all around me, but 
they never drew closer. I let my breath out in a gasp. Time passed as the hags hurled insults 
and taunts at me, calling me all kinds of horrid things and challenging me to fight them. 
One got too close let out a howl of pain, her gnarled foot smoking as she staggered away, 
cursing steel at the top of her voice. 

Unable to relax yet, I felt my initial alarm fading. I turned Rhindon downwards, holding the 
blade in both hands as I rested my forehead on the lion’s head on the end of the hilt. 
“Thank you for my gift, Edmund,” I whispered, my heart racing and my hands trembling 
as screams echoed off the cliffs and waters. “Thank you, Aslan, for sending me the fairy 
king. And...thank you for the sense to listen to good advice when it’s given. Be with me still 
tonight.” 
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I kissed the image of the lion’s head, then I glanced at the growling hags. They were 
frustrated beyond words. I seemed to have that effect on people today. 

“Good night, ladies,” I said, and settled down again for the night. 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Thirty: Knave 
In my restless dream, if dream it was and not a vision, it was dawn at Cair Paravel. 

I stood in the courtyard between the barracks and the armory. These grounds were familiar 
- this was where Edmund and I trained to be warriors six days out of the week, summer or 
winter, rain or shine. Every morning before dawn we donned our armor and gathered our 
weapons and waited for Oreius and Celer. Here we weren’t kings, but soldiers.  

I heard metallic footsteps and the sound of hooves. I turned to the archway behind me as 
Edmund stepped into the yard. I felt a thrill at seeing him, dream or no. Beneath his mail 
cowl and helmet his face was pale and thin, but his dark eyes had the same cool, sharp look 
I knew and loved in my clever little brother. I recognized his mood instantly: fierce 
determination. This was not an Edmund to be trifled with, and when he got in this mind 
set not even I cared to cross him. He could only be pushed into a mood like this, and this 
early in the morning I knew he was pushing himself. 

Celer stood beside him and the Faun captain seemed to pick up on his state.  

“We’ll warm up until General Oreius arrives,” decided Celer, his breath visible in the cold 
morning air. “Start with blocking.” 

Edmund nodded, drawing Shafelm. I felt a twinge of envy and guilt as he knocked his visor 
down into place. I missed these lessons, but I had sorely ignored practice. Edmund was 
going to be a force to be reckoned with when I got back to the Cair - his form was 
exceptional and his control seemed vastly improved. They exchanged blows, blocking and 
striking in turn, slowly circling.  

“Shields down?” asked Celer. It struck me as odd that he should ask. Usually whomever 
was in charge simply ordered us to do this or that and we obeyed. It was also odd that it 
was just the two of them. Usually there were other officers and guards and servants about. It 
was almost as if they were trying to hide something, meeting here in secret. 

Edmund nodded and set his shield aside. I wished he would speak. Now came the real 
show of Edmund’s skill with a sword, for he fought better without a shield in duels. I 
watched him with delight as the warm-up gradually became a lesson and they began to fight 
in earnest. The Narnian style of swordsmanship is graceful and beautiful, utilizing 
momentum and spins and speed to best advantage. It was particularly suited to Humans, 
given our size and quickness and build. Edmund was holding his own against the Faun, 
using his sword to block and parry and strike in motions as fluid as water. In battle 
Edmund would also be kicking and stomping and hitting on top of using his sword. That 
wasn’t permissible in a match such as this since we had the advantage over Fauns and 
Satyrs in that we could easily kick in any direction and they could only kick backwards.  

I sensed motion out of the corner of my vision and turned to see Oreius standing in the 
archway, arms crossed against his chest. The expression on his face was unreadable. Was it 
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alarm? Concern? Or was he proud? Perhaps all three. He seemed tense, as if he was about 
to speak, and then his stance stiffened. I heard the dull clang of a poorly blocked strike, as 
if by a sword held too loosely. I whirled just as Edmund dropped Shafelm. Both of his 
hands were pressed to his chest, holding the wound as he had done the night of the 
anniversary celebration. He fell to his knees, unable to speak through for the sheer agony 
so much physical activity had caused.  

I wanted to scream. I tried to scream, but this was a dream and I was mute. I couldn’t even 
run to him as Oreius and Celer did. I could only watch as my brother pitched forward, 
gasping for air as Celer gently held him and pulled off his helmet. He clapped a hand over 
his own mouth to keep from crying out his pain, and for several endless and cruel minutes 
Edmund simply knelt in the courtyard and fought for control and for every breath. He was 
so terribly pale I expected him to faint at any moment. Centaur and Faun exchanged a 
desperate look over his bent head.  

“Sire,” Oreius said softly, “you must rest. Your body is not equal to the demands you place 
upon it. When your brother returns and this curse is broken, then we’ll make up for lost 
time. Until then, King Edmund, you must not drive yourself so hard.” 

Edmund looked up at him. There were no tears in his eyes, just the echoing pangs of pain. 
For a moment I thought he might refuse, but then he slowly, reluctantly nodded in 
resignation. I sighed in relief, even though for Edmund I knew it was as close to admitting 
defeat as he’d ever come.  

“Come,” said the Centaur, helping him to gain his feet. He did not release my brother 
from his gentle grasp, but supported him as they slowly walked. “Back to the Cair.” Celer 
fetched the fallen sword and shields. Edmund slid Shafelm into its sheath with hands that 
visibly quaked and reached for his shield, but Celer stepped out of range. 

“You can have it back when we reach the stables,” said the Faun. Edmund huffed, then 
tried to stand straighter and winced. They slowly walked past me, never seeing me. The 
whole time Edmund had not uttered a single word. I reached out, tried to touch them, and 
- 

I woke up to something tugging at my clothes. With little shout I lifted my head from the 
moss. It was morning and I was staring at a pair of small and ugly feet. 

I sat up, suppressing a groan as I tried to separate myself from the vision of Cair Paravel 
and be alert to the situation at hand. I blinked stupidly, my hand automatically closing over 
Rhindon’s hilt, for I had slept fitfully with it drawn and under my hand all night. Focusing 
on my unwelcome companion, I saw a creature that looked like a mix of Dwarf, hedgehog, 
and pinecone. About two feet tall, it had a roughly Dwarfish build with a long, sharp nose 
and beady eyes like a hedgehog, but with huge, pointed ears set far back on its head. On its 
back was a cape of sorts with tapered points sticking out its whole length. Everything about 
it was brown, and I realized that was exactly what it was. 

“Who are you?” the Brownie demanded in a shrill voice, frightened and alarmed that I 
had woken. 

“Nobody,” I replied. “Who are you?” 

“I’m the toll keeper. You owe me a toll for passing through this valley.” 

“Why should I pay you?” 
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“Because you want to pass through,” he reasoned, for the voice was most definitely male. “I 
want a pretty thing!” 

“I have nothing to give you,” I said. 

“Liar!” spat the Brownie. “Liar! Knave and a liar! You have a pretty thing! I saw! I want! I 
took!” 

Sneering and proud of himself, he drew his hand from behind his back. 

He had the apple. 

I felt myself go cold. The apple lay in his gnarly hand silver and perfect and fragrant. The 
little creature leered at me, pleased with himself and stupid enough to be boastful. 

“Knight is a liar! Liar and knave! And for that lie, you owe me more!” 

I dropped my left hand to the ground as it ranted, out of its line of vision. Carefully I 
worked my fingers past the rug of moss. The Brownie was too busy antagonizing me to 
notice as I released Rhindon. 

“Pretty, pretty, pretty,” he laughed wickedly, tossing it from hand to hand. “I could throw it 
into the forest, or...” He caught it up and smelled it, inhaling deeply. “Mmm.” 

“Don’t eat it,” I warned. 

The Brownie smirked at me sadistically. He was enjoying tormenting me, the little beast, 
and he held it near his open mouth, displaying a row of crooked brown teeth. “Why not? 
Will it kill me?” 

“No,” said I in savage tones. I felt the soil beneath my hand, closing my fingers into a fist as 
I gained my feet. “You’ll just wish it had.” 

That was not the answer he expected and he hesitated. I took advantage and whipped the 
handful of dirt and gravel I had picked up right into his face as hard as I could. The 
Brownie let out a scream of pain and indignation as I lunged, drawing my knife. I had the 
steel blade at his throat and my hand seized his bony wrist, squeezing with crushing force to 
make him drop the apple. He squealed in pain and tried to squirm away, but I held him 
without mercy, twisting his arm. He tried to turn into the pain but Edmund’s gift held him 
at bay. 

“How dare you try to steal something I’ve fought and suffered for,” I hissed, furious 
enough to ignore his pain. “My brother’s salvation depends upon that apple and you would 
just eat it to be spiteful? How dare you mock me!” I moved the knife and yanked him to 
the ground. He hit the dirt face-first. Still gripping his arm, I stepped on his back, pinning 
him firmly as I had been taught by the general of my army. It wasn’t easy since he was so 
small, but with my foot on his back he wasn’t going anywhere. I couldn’t remember a time 
when I had been more furious than now. It was as if something within me had snapped. “I 
tell you this, you miserable piece of filth, I have killed creatures far worse and far more evil 
than you without a second thought. Why should I let a thief live?” 

“Sorry! I’m sorry!” screamed the Brownie, kicking his feet. 

“You certainly are,” I agreed, tightening my grip. 

“You can pass! You can pass!” 
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I didn’t move, tempted to finish him off just to be sure he wouldn’t follow and harass me. 
For a long moment I considered. Too long, perhaps, because I thought I heard on the 
breeze a faint growl. I knew the tone instantly, be it real or imagined. 

Aslan. 

I let go. Later on I might be ashamed for prolonging his pain for my own satisfaction, but 
right now I was too angry to care. The Brownie cradled his arm, sobbing, and I was sorely 
tempted to kick him. 

“Do as I say or I’ll do far worse than kill you,” I promised, scooping up the silver apple, 
“I’ll hurt you. Now get up.” 

His swagger gone, the Brownie stood. I drew the knife again and yanked him forward until 
we were almost nose-to-nose. 

“Do you know what this is?” I demanded, holding the knife about an inch from his face. 
He flinched at the sight of the silvery blade. 

“’Tis Blue steel,” he whispered, terrified. 

“It was forged by a king,” I hissed. “You like pretty things? Lead me out of this valley down 
river. Try and deceive me and trust me, I’ll give this to you.” My meaning was 
unmistakable. He thought I had gone mad and perhaps I had, a little. He had pushed me 
beyond the point of caring and it felt good to vent the fury that possessed me. I tightened 
my hold on him and the Brownie nodded anxiously. I roughly let him go, pushing him 
away. 

Sniffing, defeated, the creature crawled miserably along, terrified to have his back to me. 
He sickened me and perhaps I sickened myself a bit by stooping to threaten so low a being, 
but fresh in my mind was the image of Edmund gasping in agony and defeat. The Brownie 
had stolen from me and saw fit to mock me and I had had enough. I was sure I’d have 
regrets for my conduct later, but so long as I got out of this valley I could live with regrets. 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Thirty-One: Nobody’s Reflection 
I should have known better. After being so alert and vigilant for so long, minding my 
manners and what I had learned and the advice I had been given, in the end my own anger 
landed me in trouble. 

I trailed a few steps behind the Brownie, still burning mad at the little creature. That he had 
called me names and mocked me; that he had rifled my person and stolen the apple did 
not bother me so much as the sneering and malicious pleasure he gleaned when he 
threatened to eat the apple. I had no doubt that he would have done so just to torment me 
and deny me something that I wanted. I had done nothing to this creature to deserve such 
treatment. He was simply a bully, like the boys at Edmund’s old school had been, and now 
that I had bested him at his own game he had reverted to a sniveling coward. 

Even that didn’t bother me so much as the selfishness that could have - and almost did- 
cost me this quest and my brother’s life. Perhaps it was just the Brownie’s nature to be so 
obnoxious, but even if he hadn’t known what he was doing I wasn’t about to forgive him for 
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threatening Edmund. Not after the dream I’d had this morning. I was tired, hungry, and I 
wanted to get home. I was sick of being cold and worried and aching in every joint and the 
Brownie was a victim of his own poor timing because my temper had boiled over and he 
was in its wake. I rarely got so angry and I never stayed that way for long, but having him in 
front of me all day just fanned the fire. Oreius would have frowned, telling me to forget this 
anger and concentrate on the task at hand. Unfortunately the good general was hundreds of 
miles away looking after my brother. Still, I should have known better, and even as I 
seethed some of that anger was directed internally for not just letting go. 

This I will say, the Brownie did lead me quickly down river. The desire to be rid of each 
other was mutual. His presence seemed to keep the other denizens of the valley at bay - 
perhaps they took turns accosting travelers. No fairies, no off-color animals, no dancing 
maidens in disguise, there weren’t even any calls or music from the woods that I heard, but 
all my attention was on my unwilling guide and odds are I simply missed the sounds. 

Something was bothering me though, and when I ordered the Brownie to stop for a few 
minutes’ rest I demanded, “How did you know this knife is Blue steel?” 

“They told me so,” whispered he. “And I felt it burn.” 

“Who told you?” 

He stared at me with those beady eyes, calculating. I glared right back with far more 
spectacular results. 

“Answer me.” 

“Unseelie,” he said so softly I could barely hear him. “Unseelie want the kingly steel so the 
Lord will rule.” 

I frowned, trying to piece this information together with what little I had already seen in this 
unnatural place. Clearly I had landed in the midst of some local conflict. Wonderful. 
“Why do they want the steel?” 

“Power over the Host of the Earth.” 

Whatever that was, thought I. I remembered the Hag burning her foot on the circle I had 
dug last night and I wondered what would have become of the blue fox if I hadn’t used 
Rhindon but the knife on it. Beyond being a gift from Father Christmas, I had no idea of 
Rhindon’s origins. It was a gorgeously made sword and the best in the land, but something 
told me the metal from the Blue River Dwarfs was even better. Perhaps the love and effort 
Edmund had put into it made a difference. 

“Get up,” I ordered, stepping back. “Keep moving.” 

So it seemed I wasn’t here by accident after all. I was inclined to think the meeting with the 
fairies had been chance, but the fox and the Hags...they had known where to find me. And 
the Brownie... 

“Faster,” I ordered, giving him a nudge to pick up the pace. He glanced back at me, caught 
the glare in my eyes, and obeyed. 

§‡§ 

We actually made good progress, if it can be called that when you don’t know where you’re 
going or how far it is to your destination. The Brownie knew routes I would not have been 
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able to find and the path was easier than climbing over endless steep rocks. The fog 
persisted and seemed to grow thicker as the day wore on. 

“How much farther to the end of the valley?” I asked. I was so hungry I had actually tried a 
bit of lichen. Oreius and I were going to have a discussion of what constituted edible when 
I got back to Narnia because it was the worst-tasting stuff I have ever encountered in my 
life. 

“Not so very far, Nobody,” grumbled the Brownie. “Half to noon tomorrow.” 

I wasn’t very keen on spending another night in this accursed place and even less keen 
about the company I was compelled to keep. How could I restrain him? Should I simply 
release him and press on alone, or see about trapping him in another circle with me 
tonight? That solution appealed not at all, though I now carried the satchel with the apple 
under my tunic. 

“Keep going.” 

He snorted. I should have listened to him instead of clinging to my anger. I should have 
paid more attention. I might have seen it coming, then, and done something instead of 
blundering headlong into the middle of a private war. 

Might have, but somehow, I doubt it. 

Dusk was approaching. I made it a point to get a drink before looking for a spot to spend 
the night. The terrain was rocky, though the trees thinned a bit, enough that there were a 
few clearings here and there. I was still debating as to what to do with the Brownie - 
keeping him with me seemed the only solution, unsavory as it sounded - when he suddenly 
turned to me with the oddest look upon his face. A nasty, mocking gleam filled his eyes as 
he looked at me, then across the river. 

I followed his gaze. 

And found I was looking at myself. 

I blinked in surprise. It was like looking in a mirror. My boots, my clothes, my hair, my 
face - looking back at me across the Great River. My first thought was that if that was me I 
looked awful. My second thought was that whomever or whatever it was, it was evil. 

The Brownie cackled in delight, taking advantage of my shock to run away into the brush. 
My double began to walk towards me, leaping from rock to rock with impossible strength. I 
scrambled back towards the nearest clearing on the edge of the woods. I could hear things 
amongst the trees, roused by the dying day. There was no time to dig. I snatched the knife 
from my belt and started to scratch a wide circle in the middle of the clearing. I glanced at 
the river. The copy of me climbed onto this bank, striding towards me. I moved faster, 
panting, just scraping the surface of the ground with the blade. I kicked fallen branches out 
of the way, my back to my unwelcome twin for a few moments. I could hear him in the 
undergrowth, hear indistinct voices as I rushed. I missed a few inches and I hastened to 
retrace the missed spot. He was moving around the ring towards me, almost upon me, and 
with a last desperate lunge I completed the circle and stood back, fighting to get my breath 
under control. 

The copy of me stood not three feet away. I stared at the thin face and wild hair, filthy 
clothes and worn boots. Could this be me? This starved-looking, pale little creature that 
didn’t blink? No. No matter how closely it might resemble me, I could never have such 
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cold, vicious eyes, and while I radiated fatigue, this copy was naught but wickedness. I 
looked upon this ... this thing and it frightened me more than anything I had encountered 
since leaving Narnia. 

...you are far greater than your fears... 

Aslan. The very thought of the Lion was reassuring to me and I prayed he was right, 
because the echo of his voice in my mind kept me from panicking. I thought of his smile, 
his kiss, and I closed my left hand over the Lion’s head on Rhindon’s pommel. Filthy and 
ragged though I may be, I was still a king. Reassured by the memory of Aslan’s words, I 
stood up straighter and faced my doppelganger squarely. 

“You are a stranger in this vale,” said my own voice. The accent was far off, which actually 
came as a relief. “What is your name?” 

“Ask the Brownie,” I snapped. He had lead me here and I had foolishly followed, right 
into the clutches of this creature, whatever it was. My ire shifted from the deceitful little 
sprite to myself. 

A faint smile. It was eerie to see my expressions on another face. “He said you were 
Nobody.” 

“And Nobody I’ll remain. Who are you?” 

“Nobody’s reflection. You wish to leave this place.” 

“I intend to.” 

“Give me the kingly steel you bear and your life and freedom is guaranteed.” 

I sheathed the knife. “My life is already my own, and you aren’t holding me, I’m holding 
you back.” I wondered if I looked that formidable when I was angry, for the imitation cast 
me a vicious glare. I threw back my cape. “And what kingly steel are you talking about? I 
bear the sword of a king and a knife forged by a king. They’re both noble weapons.” 

“But only one is pure,” he replied, staring at Edmund’s gift t me, “and so far more deadly 
to our enemies.” 

I motioned towards the ring I had cut into the earth. “And to you as well.” 

“Be warned. The Seelie king gives nothing away, not even his words.” 

He meant the fairy king, I was sure. “I earned his words and his warning with services 
rendered. All you’ve done is try to trick and deceive and steal from me. Who brought me 
into this valley? Who sent animals and Hags and that Brownie to try to get me into the 
woods? I take it you did that, or someone you’re in league with. That was poorly done.” 

His sarcastic sneer told me I was right. “You have been a challenge, I grant you,” said my 
reflection. He slowly circled round me. I resisted the temptation to turn and watch him as 
he moved. “But what loyalty do you owe the Host of the Earth?” 

“The Seelie King?” I asked, and he nodded. “I owe him more loyalty than I owe you. He 
rendered me fair service and took nothing I didn’t offer first.” 

“Our peoples are at war. With the death of their queen I am on the verge of triumph. Your 
presence in this valley has tipped the scales in my favor.” 

“Provided you have the Blue steel,” I corrected. “Why do you look like me?” 
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“Perhaps you look like me.” 

“If so, you need a barber.” 

He chuckled. So strange to hear my own laugh this way! He came back into my line of 
view, his tone condescending. “I took this form because it was something you could 
understand. What I am beyond this guise is not comprehensible to your kind.” 

How very white of him. I knew he wouldn’t so inconvenience himself unless there was no 
other way to get what he wanted. 

The forest behind him was stirring with life, distorted and strange beings. Some flew and 
others walked or crawled. I saw beautiful women with goat’s feet, winged frogs and scaly 
birds, things like animated trees and ghostly, glowing forms that flitted just on the edge of 
my vision. I saw the little blue foxes and Dwarf-like things and hideous, oversized insects 
that moved like Men. Most of the things were fairly Human in appearance, but there was a 
foulness about them, something stretched and tainted and unnatural that made them 
difficult to look upon without disgust. I was used to oddness at every turn in Narnia, but 
none of these creatures had the inherent goodness of the inhabitants of my kingdom. Even 
the caustic Black Dwarfs were more good than not. This, the Unseelie Court, was 
frightening and unclean as they swarmed behind the leader that had stolen my form. 

And it appeared I was their guest. 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Thirty-Two: Hosts of the Earth and Air 
“So,” said my reflection, enjoying my disgust at the sight of his court, “will you save your 
own life and give me what I wish?” 

“No.” 

That was all. I left him to frown and glower and deal with his volatile subjects as I 
considered my position. I had little cause for optimism. I had no idea of where I was, how 
far it was to escape this valley, and my hosts were decidedly hostile. They wanted the knife 
I carried to use against their enemies and would stop at nothing to get it from me. Beyond 
that, I was borderline terrified. These unsavory creatures would do me in without a 
moment’s thought if they were able and the only thing keeping them at bay was a line 
scratched in the dirt. They were all around me, a huge crushing mass, so I had no choice 
but to face my fears. 

...without fear, there would be no bravery, and you are far greater than your fears... 

I was glad Aslan had said those words and no one else, otherwise I probably wouldn’t have 
believed them. As it was, the Unseelie began howling and screaming at my refusal and if 
they had been threatening before, now they were positively berserk, making it even harder 
to believe I was greater than the stark dread gripping me. I stared back at their leader. It 
was like staring into a mirror that reflected only evil. 

“What are you?” I asked. 

“I am the Lord of Mists and Host of the Air. I am the Unseelie King.” His eyes narrowed. 
“And what are you?” 
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“A Son of Adam.” 

He smirked. “Nothing more?” 

“I am a knight and the High King of Narnia,” I answered with pride in the title I had 
earned and the country that I loved. 

“And hence you bear two kingly steels.” 

“And you wish to relieve me of one for your own ends. What would you do with such a 
blade, Unseelie King?” 

“I would kill the new Seelie king as I killed their queen. I would command this valley by 
day and night.” 

That explained the funeral. “And you expect me to help you by handing over the Blue 
steel since your henchmen are too inept to steal it for you?” 

“Our wars are not your concern.” 

“I believe you’ve made it my concern by kidnapping me to this place.” 

He clearly didn’t care. “You can’t stay in your circle forever.” 

A good point, but one I wasn’t willing to concede at the moment. He hadn’t encountered 
my streak of stubborn yet. Well, Edmund called it stubborn. I called it determination. 

I think Edmund was closer to the truth. 

The thought of my brother brought to mind the dream or vision I’d had of him. Edmund 
and Celer fighting... 

For a moment I was back there in the training grounds, watching my brother spin around, 
bringing Shafelm down in a graceful arc, changing direction and thrusting the blade forward 
towards the Faun’s throat. Celer smiled as he blocked and leaned back, it was an excellent 
move and in a real duel it would have deadly effects... 

Peter...take this... 

You’re both facing trials that will test your wills and your hearts. 

...you might need it... 

...choose according to your heart and instinct. 

He fought better without a shield in duels... 

An epiphany of sorts struck me. Praise be to Aslan, I understood the vision. There was 
only one way out of this. At least, only one way I could see that might work. 

I focused my attention on the Lord of Mists. “You’re right,” I said, surprised at the 
calmness of my own voice. “I can’t.” 

“Then give me what I want before I lose all patience, High King of Narnia.” 

“I’ll give you nothing,” I snapped. For all he was identical to me, he certainly wasn’t 
anything like me. “If you want this knife you’ll have to win it from me. I challenge you to 
single combat, Unseelie King. If I win you’ll immediately escort me out of this valley 
unmolested by anything in here. If you win, I’ll give you the Blue steel and I’ll go my way.” 
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He roared a laugh and I knew I was in well over my head. The Unseelie crowed with 
delight. 

“Done!” cried the king. 

I held up my hand. “There must be rules agreed upon.” 

“Name them! I agree to all!” 

I spoke slowly and with care, trying to think above the din of the circus surrounding me. 
“We use the weapons we’re bearing now and no others means of attack or defense. Since 
I’m alone, there will be no seconds. This is a private duel, no one and nothing may 
interfere on behalf of either of us. If they do, the match is forfeit. We duel here, in this 
clearing, and everyone but the two of us must keep well away.” 

“Done!” 

“Not quite. Your form is...borrowed.” I wanted to say stolen, but kings didn’t accuse kings 
of such things even if they were evil. “You’ll keep this same form for the duration of our 
duel without change.” 

He glowered, unhappy with that rule but bound to agree, then demanded, “And what will 
determine the end? First hit? First blood?” 

Did he even have blood? “Death or a plea for mercy,” I replied recklessly. 

“Done,” he agreed with a nasty sneer that didn’t suit my face at all. He wouldn’t know 
mercy if it bit him. 

I had no faith he’d keep his end of the bargain. “We’ll need light.” 

“Back!” he shouted to the courtiers, raising his hand sharply, and the awful beings 
reluctantly withdrew, casting us both crafty looks. He gestured again and a ring of red-
orange fire sprang up around the clearing, holding the creatures and the mist at bay. I 
nodded my satisfaction with the arrangement and took a few moments to study the terrain. 
It was a fairly level area with a few rocks and fallen branches. Pine needles lay thick upon 
the ground, making it spongy. I felt rather sick as I unclasped my cloak and removed my 
gloves, but Rhindon’s shining length was reassuring as I drew my sword. There, in the 
midst of these hellish creatures, I dropped down to one knee with Rhindon before me. 

“Aslan,” I whispered, “as you love me, be with me tonight. Guard me against this 
wickedness that I may return to you and Narnia. Give me speed and strength and courage, 
Great Lion, and hold me in your loving grasp.” I kissed the Lion’s head as I had done the 
night before, my eyes tightly closed as I winged the prayer to Aslan. This was either the 
stupidest or the bravest thing I had ever done... 

Stupidest, I heard Edmund’s sarcastic and affectionate tone in my thoughts. 

...but I supposed stupidity and bravery went hand-in-hand. I was living proof of that, thank 
you, Edmund. 

I stood up and faced the Lord of Mists. “I have your binding word that you’ll abide by the 
rules agreed upon?” 

“Yes. Have I yours?” 

“Yes.” 
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He spread his hands. He hadn’t even done me the courtesy of drawing his sword yet. I 
prayed I never looked so arrogant. “Then have at it, High King of Narnia.” 

I saluted with my sword, as was customary, and stepped out of the circle. 

As I expected, he attacked me instantly and ruthlessly without the least regard for manners. 

And I had finally found an outlet for my anger. 

I kept both hands on Rhindon’s pommel for now, though I was quite capable of wielding it 
one-handed. I blocked a swing at my middle, startled at the strength of the blow. For all he 
had my size and build, my copy was incredibly strong. I never stopped moving, whirling 
around to angle the blade towards his neck. He barely blocked it, and that only served to 
aggravate him. 

He wielded a sword similar to Rhindon, but longer and black. It was difficult to see in the 
fire light, but my eyes got used to watching for his motions to allow me to counter his 
moves. We circled each other slowly. I cannot begin to say how strange it was to cross 
blades with myself. All around us the Unseelie Court roared and cheered and raged, 
dancing beyond the fire, urging the king on and howling for my blood. I did my best to 
ignore them, concentrating on attacking and defending. I spent a few moments getting used 
to his movements. While very strong and fast, clearly his natural form was larger than mine 
because I could tell some of his attacks were mistimed or he misjudged the distance of a 
strike. That may have been on purpose, trying to lure me in. He was adapting quickly and I 
needed to find a way to win. 

I jumped over the black sword as he swiped at my feet, and as I did so I realized he was 
imitating my style. He laughed at me, mocking my efforts. 

My training under Oreius and Celer and a dozen other captains and heroes of the army 
stood me in good stead that night. I was used to battling opponents of different sizes and 
with very different styles of fighting and I was used to several attackers at once. Until now I 
never realized how much I had learned. I surprised both myself and my royal adversary. 
He made the same mistake others had made before him - he judged me by my age, not my 
ability. It gave an advantage that I pressed as long as I could, because I was also tired and 
frightened and fighting something about whose nature and powers I had no knowledge. 

I lunged and turned, twisting my sword arm as I whirled, sliding the point of the blade over 
his and towards his throat. What would it be like to slay a twin? I suspected this wouldn’t 
be the first time he had slain an opponent wearing their guise. Was that how he killed the 
Seelie queen? 

He gave way to my assault, getting over his surprise before attacking in turn. His 
movements were swift and sure and I frustrated him with my unexpected show of skill. It 
couldn’t last forever, though, and whatever ability I had was going to inevitably be 
overwhelmed by his brute strength. Tired as I was, that happened far sooner than I liked to 
admit. At least I remembered to breathe while I fought; usually that was my undoing. My 
double showed no sign of tiring or slowing. He came at me without pause or rest, trying to 
force me on the defensive. I stubbornly - or determinedly - resisted. 

I raised Rhindon over my head at an angle, stopping his overhead stroke. The black sword 
slid down and I swung at his neck all in the same motion. He blocked, glaring and gnashing 
his teeth as his court howled and screamed in twisted delight at the sport. I was far more 
persistent than anyone expected, and frustration on the Unseelie King’s face looked pretty 
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much like frustration on mine. I knew I was getting at him. I flicked Rhindon’s tip to the 
side, nicking his sleeve. He staggered and gripped the spot and I realized two things: even 
his clothes were part of his being and he could be hurt after all. 

I was ready for the first underhanded move. In truth, I had expected it sooner. 

His eyes narrowed, he gesture at me much the same as he had driven his court back and lit 
the ring of fire around us. I darted out of his line of fire and the magic he generated struck 
the tree ten feet behind where I had stood. The trunk exploded into splinters and I ducked 
behind the relative cover of more trees. I was panting heavily, my limbs aching with effort, 
and I was trembling as much with fatigue as with fear. 

“You agreed to use the weapons we’re bearing!” I shouted. 

He laughed. “I bear magic all the time, High King!” 

I rolled out of the way as another blast came at me. I felt splinters of wood drive through 
my leather jerkin, but I had so many layers of clothes on the sharp bits of wood didn’t 
penetrate very deeply. The trees crashed down, shattered. 

Then he attacked me with his sword so hard and fast I could barely block. He had been 
playing with me before, learning my moves, teasing me by imitating me. He used his full 
strength now, smashing down on Rhindon as I held it to block. The blows were staggering 
and I tumbled to the ground, but I heard an odd ring from his blade. He heard it too and 
hesitated. That was all the opening I needed. I scrambled to my feet and immediately 
attacked. 

Anger had been my mistake. Too much force had been his. Too much force, 
underestimating his enemy, and faith in a sword unworthy of a king. I swung Rhindon with 
all my strength and he blocked instinctively. 

The black sword shattered against kingly steel. It seemed even his blade was not immune to 
what held sway over the denizens of this land. Like the blasted trees before it, black metal 
broke into shards that flew in every direction. I staggered back, feeling splinters pierce my 
arms and thighs. Gasping and panting, I looked at him. 

The Lord of Mists still had my face, but he no longer looked like me. He was furious 
beyond measure, his features twisted into a conniving, resolute sneer. He was peppered 
with black shrapnel from his own sword and he grimaced in pain. Where there should 
have been blood staining his clothes from the many cuts, a greenish mist seeped out. With 
a wild cry he thrust his hand at me. I couldn’t dodge and some unseen force snatched 
Rhindon from my tight hold and sent my sword flying across the clearing. It landed close to 
the fire. The Unseelie cheered as their king leaped across the clearing in one bound and 
seized me by the shoulders, bodily slamming me against a tree. He gripped my upper arms 
and beat me back against the trunk. I smacked my head, trying to fight him off, but he was 
so grossly powerful. 

“None challenge me in my own lair, little fool!” he hissed. “Not you, not the Seelie! You 
have destroyed the symbol of my greatness! For that, I’ll kill you with your own sword!” 

He lifted me clear off the ground. I fought to reach the knife on my belt but he was pinning 
me too tightly. His eyes seemed to turn to grayish mist in his uncontrolled fury as I 
struggled and let out a shout of pain. 
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“I’ll sweep down and destroy your kingdom! And I’ll have two kingly steels to rule this 
land!” 

...be brave and true throughout this ordeal, not only to each other, but to yourselves... 

It wouldn’t be cheating or a lie, not within the agreed-upon parameters. Not if I looked at 
the rules the way Edmund would have seen them. The way the Host of the Air saw them. 
As Oreius would have seen them... 

There is not a part of you that isn’t a weapon but don’t ever forget your greatest weapon is 
your mind.  

The Unseelie King smashed me down to the ground, still holding on with crushing 
strength. My legs almost collapsed beneath me, but I lifted my head, tossing my long hair 
out of my eyes with the motion as I looked at him fiercely. 

“But I have something you’ll never have,” I hissed. 

“A conscience?” mocked the Lord of Mists. 

“No! A sneaky little brother!” I cried, bringing my foot smashing down on top of his with 
all my strength in one of Edmund’s favorite moves. 

His eyes bulged and he howled in pain as I followed up with a heavy kick hard against his 
knee that would have crippled most opponents, but only drove him back a little. I smashed 
his arms aside and twisted free to gain the distance I needed. I snatched the dagger out of 
its sheath and loosened my worn sword belt. Laying hold of Rhindon’s sheath, I yanked 
the belt off and whipped him across the face with the heavy steel buckle. The Unseelie fell 
back, clutching his misty eyes, staggering from the kick to the knee, for in this form he was 
vulnerable to physical pain. He screamed and raged at me, swinging wildly and sending 
blasts of magical power every which way. Unchecked by trees or fire, they decimated the 
Unseelie Court. Now the screams were of fury and pain and grief as his attacks landed on 
his own people. I darted back and away, gasping for air. My breathing betrayed me and I 
couldn’t lose him, but I lead him on a crazy chase around the clearing, around the trees 
felled and standing, until I was closer to Rhindon. I threw the belt and sheath into the 
thickest patch of bushes. He turned towards the sound and I dove for my sword. The 
familiar weight in my hand was as welcome as an old friend. Too late he realized his 
mistake and whirled just as I leaped forward and ran him through with Rhindon. 

Nothing happened. 

I stood there with my weapon buried in his ribs and he just laughed. Laughed, and slowly 
began to dissolve into fog. 

For a moment I was horrified, staring at him in shock. He swung, back fisting me so hard I 
staggered back and collapsed, my head ringing. 

The laugh turned to an insane cackle and his face - my face - began to stretch and distort as 
the Unseelie King broke his solemn vow and started to revert back to his true form. He 
yanked Rhindon out of his chest with an eerie laugh and a swirl of mist instead of blood. 

I did the only thing I could think of doing: I gave him the kingly Blue steel he wanted so 
badly. We lunged at each other, only I ducked low, recklessly knocking his sword arm 
upwards as best I could. I felt a burning in my shoulder as my own sword sliced into me. I 
drove my keen blade all the way to the hilt just above his belt, thrusting the knife home with 
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all the strength I had left before he abandoned my shape entirely. Pure Blue steel. Deadly 
to his enemies, but equally fatal to him as well. Was it the pure metal or the love that had 
gone into its making that brought about his end? 

An almighty, shattering shriek echoed off the mountains and climbed up to heaven. The 
sound was so loud it seemed to pass right through me, a shocking, jarring strike that 
pummeled me harder than any blow he had landed. I stumbled back, looking up as he 
turned to a sickly, gray-green cloud of mist. The hazy form reached tendrils out at me, their 
touch freezing and painful and tight, but I had nonetheless dealt the evil king a deadly 
blow. Even as the mist tried to do me harm, it began to fade. Screams rose from the mass 
and in a last desperate act of revenge it swept down upon me, enveloping me, my own 
distorted face lunging at me and howling in my voice. I tried to move, tried to evade, but I 
was too tired and clumsy and the Unseelie King was too horrifying. His real form was so 
cold it sucked the warmth out of me. I couldn’t breath. The air was fouled as though with 
smoke. I reached out, fighting against it, but there was nothing to grasp as the tendrils 
wrapped around my throat, choking tight. I dropped to my knees, my vision blackening as 
the Host of the Air robbed me of the thing I needed most: my breath. The ring of fire 
vanished. I saw was the Unseelie Court racing towards me, ready to tear me limb from limb 
when the sweet sound of horns snatched their attention away. Something came streaming 
through the forest from all sides, attacking them. Screams of fury turned to shouts of fear 
and panic and the Unseelie Court wheeled to face their ambushers. 

I saw songbirds and bats and mice and foxes carrying riders. Size made no difference in 
this fight since the weapon of choice was magic. 

It was the Host of the Earth, the Seelie Court, come to avenge their fallen queen. 

I hit the ground, freezing cold and with consciousness choked out of me. My last thought 
was I hoped they remembered to avenge this fallen king as well. 
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Chapter Thirty-Three: Winter Soldiers 
“Sir Knight?” 

The voice was small and deep and familiar and with the utmost effort I opened my eyes. 
My vision was blurred and my head ached beyond telling. I couldn’t see anything save for a 
brown blur. I blinked rapidly, trying to clear my vision. 

“Sir Knight? Waken, good sir, if you are able. Pray let us know you are well.” 

I coughed and drew a deep breath. The air was cold and smelled of pine and water and it 
burned my lungs. Slowly I lifted my head. I had been face down in the dirt. No wonder I 
saw nothing but brown. I looked for the source of the voice and spotted the Seelie King 
standing beside my head. Behind him stood a beautiful red fox - a normal red fox, like Sir 
Giles - and several of his attendants with their bird and mouse and squirrel steeds. The 
attendants all pressed their fingertips together to me. I blinked back. The king looked 
deeply concerned as I got my arms beneath me. I rolled to my side slightly and wiped the 
pine needles and dirt from my face and hair. I checked to feel that the apple was still 
tucked away beneath my jerkin, then brought my eyes into focus on the fairy king. 
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“Majesty,” I mumbled, too sore to articulate. 

“Have you more injuries than your shoulder and hands?” he asked anxiously, stepping 
closer. His concern was genuine. “We have treated that wound and our healers await your 
word to do anything else necessary.” 

I considered. My hands? What had happened to my hands? I flexed my fingers 
experimentally. All things considered, they seemed fine, just very red and stiff. “I don’t 
know, my lord,” I managed. “I don’t think so. Nothing too bad, anyway.” 

I looked around. It was daytime. The sun shone clear and bright through the trees, a 
perfect day in late autumn with no sign of mist blocking out the world. The light was too 
bright for my aching eyes and with a groan I lowered my head to my arm again. My 
stomach was too empty to rebel, but it certainly wanted to. As for my body, every inch of 
me hurt, especially my hands and arms and throat where the Unseelie King had attacked 
and choked me. 

“What happened?” I asked. 

“A great evil has been driven from our land. You slew the Host of the Air with your kingly 
steels. My people attacked just as your noble duel ended. We have triumphed over 
darkness.” 

I looked at him shrewdly, my tired mind putting the pieces together. “You knew I’d kill 
him?” 

The king bowed, fingertips together. “I hoped, good sir, and I beg your indulgence for my 
conduct and not acting sooner on your behalf. There was no way my army could defeat 
both the Lord of Mists and his Host, not with our beloved queen so newly taken from us. 
Any injury or hurt done you is my fault, but I beg you understand. Using you was not my 
intent, but I could not squander the opportunity your presence here in the valley gave me.” 

I really didn’t know what to say or think and for a few moments I just lay still. My cape had 
been dragged over me and it was warm and soft upon my shoulders. My mind turned 
things over slowly. It wasn’t the Seelie King’s fault I was here and he had alerted me about 
the Unseelie. I supposed he was desperate, something I could well understand. 

“I knew when I saw you the Lord of Mists would try everything in his power to obtain the 
Blue steel, and so I gave you what warning I could. I knew by your manners and bearing 
you would not easily yield to his ilk. Confrontation was inevitable, and my Host laid in wait 
for our chance.” 

I nodded, managing a faint smile. 

“Our eternal gratitude is yours. Any service we can render, you have but to ask.” 

“I...I...” I was passing out. I caught myself with my elbows to keep from pitching forward. “I 
have not eaten since the morning I met you...my lord,” I managed breathlessly. 

I didn’t see him gesture, but several of the attendants ran off. The Seelie King approached 
me, laying his tiny hand on my arm. 

“Rest, Sir Knight. Food will be brought.” 

“Thank you,” I whispered, dropping my head. 

§‡§ 
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They brought me food and weak wine. I wasn’t exactly sure what it all was - roasted rabbit, 
something akin to potatoes, and stewed dried fruits - but it was enough for a light meal that 
restored and refreshed my poor, aching body. Whatever they had used to treat the cut on 
my shoulder kept it from being too painful and one of the healers checked it before I 
moved about. I learned from her that the cold of the Unseelie King had frozen my hands 
and burned a red weal around my throat and apparently I had quite the colorful collection 
of bruises. When I could stand again I saw that they had dragged my weapons and my 
sword belt close beside me. I strapped the belt back on and returned the knife to its sheath, 
but at the feel of Rhindon’s blade in my hand I was overwhelmed and I dropped to one 
knee, bowing my head in thanksgiving. 

“Aslan,” I started, but so many thoughts and prayers and reactions whirled through my 
head I could say nothing. I knew he would understand, and so I let my thoughts rush pell-
mell through my head. I would sort them out later. I drew a deep breath and let it escape 
in a shuddering sigh, then kissed the lion’s head as was habit now before standing and 
sheathing the blade. 

The Seelie King was watching and listening with interest. “You spoke of Aslan, and you 
bear a lion on your kingly steel. You are of Narnia, Land of Endless Winter?” 

I smiled, the food making me feel better than I had in ages. “Majesty, I am Peter Pevensie, 
High King of Narnia. My brother and sisters and I reign, not winter. “ 

His surprise pleased me for some reason. I suppose it was because his delight was so 
genuine. He pressed his fingertips together and bowed deeply. “Well met, High King. I am 
King Tition, sixth of that name.” 

I bowed back, thinking there was no way I could look anything like a king. 

“You have gone a-questing,” Tition surmised. 

“Yes. I’m returning to Narnia now in order to save my brother.” 

“Then I shall not hinder you. If you will allow me, I would be honored to escort you to the 
border of my realm so that we may talk as we go. Supplies will be laid in for you, such as 
we can provide.” 

“That would be most welcome and kind, King Tition.” 

§‡§ 

We talked all the way, mostly about what had brought the Seelie/Unseelie War into being 
and Tition’s plans for peace. He rode his fox and I walked alongside. Lords and attendants 
and guards on birds and small animals accompanied us, clearing a path. About an hour 
into the walk we came upon a second meal set up for me - trout roasted over a fire. It was 
most welcome and the best fish I had ever eaten. Tition and his troop ate as well, another 
trout being more than enough to feed them all and the fox. 

After three more hours of walking and climbing I saw Phillip waiting on the trail. At his 
hooves were several bundles of supplies and he had his head bent low as he talked to some 
of the fairies gathered on a rock. I broke into a trot to meet him, throwing my arms around 
his neck in a rough hug. He whinnied softly and leaned his head heavily against me, a 
horse’s hug. I laughed to see him for I had missed him terribly these past few days. His 
constant presence had been a source of more comfort than I realized. Later on he told me 



« 121 » 

that his own journey had been uneventful, just uncomfortable since he couldn’t get his tack 
off and he needed a good roll to scratch his back. 

The Seelie had filled him in on my exploits apparently, and he seemed more interested in 
how I was than what had happened. I introduced him to Tition and the fairy king greeted 
him warmly. The bundles contained supplied enough for a few days - dried meats and fish 
and fruits, plus hard bread which I gladly loaded into the saddlebags. 

“When summer returns to the land, we must exchange embassages,” insisted the Seelie 
King. “We will build bonds of friendship between our peoples.” 

“Nothing would please me more, King Tition,” I replied. “You and your people will always 
be welcome in Narnia, and come the summer look for an embassy from Cair Paravel.” 

He bowed and I pressed my fingertips together as I returned the salute. 

§‡§ 

With not a moment to lose, Phillip and I pressed on, trying desperately to stay ahead of the 
weather and reach the lower, more temperate regions before winter was hard upon us. I 
rode most of the time now simply because it was faster and my back and legs wouldn’t 
tolerate much walking over the frozen earth. Even with the supplies provided by the Seelie 
Court, food was a distinct problem. Phillip devoured everything in sight whenever we 
stopped and I tried a shot at any animal I saw regardless of whether or not I considered it 
game. Crow wasn’t so bad, but I didn’t like fox or martin. Still, I ate everything I shot. I 
couldn’t afford not to. 

At night we huddled close and almost warm under the blankets. Sometimes, when we were 
forced to camp in the open, I built two fires for the extra heat and we would lay looking at 
the stars. Culros dipped low on the horizon now while the Dragon and Helen’s Crown, 
herald of winter, blazed close and bright above us. I told him everything that had happened 
in the valley, both good and bad, and he was smug with pride that Edmund’s gift should 
serve me so well even if it had been the fulcrum for so much conflict. Discussion of the 
fairies lead to stories of other fantastic creatures in this world. We talked about the fire-
people that were the Stars, wondering what they looked like and if they ate anything and if 
they could see us as well as we could see them. It was quite silly stuff, but it amused us and 
kept our minds off of the cold, at least a little. 

When we came to the lake where Lasa had enchanted me we paused and planned. Phillip 
was very nervous and I felt positively ill with dread. His fear of me being within a mile of an 
open body of water was catching. At least this lake meant we were a month away from 
Narnia and since the land was familiar we hoped to make better time than when we headed 
west. 

Standing on the edge of the beautiful lake, I looked to the Horse. “If I try to get off you, 
bite me, kick me, drag me back by brute strength, Phillip, but don’t let me near that water.” 

He stared at me, then said, “Use the reins and tie your hands to me. When we passed here 
before you were collapsing with fatigue. This way, if you fall asleep, I can keep going.” 

He was the wisest of Horses, for exactly that happened. Midway around the lake I was 
seized by a terrible thirst and fatigue, just as I had the first time. He ignored my undignified 
begging and whining to stop and moved at too fast a pace for me to safely dismount until I 
dropped into a sleep so deep I slept straight on until the following afternoon. I woke up 
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sprawled across Phillip’s neck with a mouthful of soggy mane and my rump far back in the 
saddle. He had walked all night and all day long, anxious to get me away from still water. I 
was groggy and useless the whole rest of the day, but another night’s sleep restored me and 
I was able to thank him for saving me from a nasty fate, for I doubt Lasa would have ever 
released me if she had gotten her claws into me again. 

From here the land dropped noticeably, the mountains not quite as high as the ones by the 
Kraken pools or the Winged Horses. We struggled down steep slopes, waterfalls plunging 
hundreds of feet down just yards away. It had been hard climbing up this way and it was 
harder getting down, especially with the constant spray chilling us both and coating the land 
with ice. We passed the Giantish temple, passed the valley marked by mud slides, passed 
countless valleys and hills. It was only slightly more temperate than what we had left, for we 
had not managed to keep ahead of the winter. Still, we found patches of hardy green plants 
here and there, which Phillip gladly ate, and I even found some last few nettles struggling 
against the cold. Much as I disliked the stuff, it was a bit of a change from a steady diet of 
lean meat, though it tasted only slightly better than lichen. 

Then, to my dismay, the rains returned. Cold, freezing, biting rain that beat down so hard 
upon us it was painful. The Great River became swollen and violent, making going harder 
than ever. For a week and more we endured heavy storms on and off, the weather racing 
eastwards towards Narnia. Rain and sleet and yet more rain. It made me nervous. We were 
getting closer to the valley of the Slinn and we needed to find a route around that accursed 
place. I voiced my concerns to Phillip. 

“We will have to circle those mountains, Majesty,” he said simply. 

“Easier said than done, good my Horse,” I replied with a smile. 

As it turned out, the option of going around was taken from us. 

We were fast approaching the Slinn’s home and we paused to rest in the same campsite we 
had used on the journey west. It was not far off the river. This spot placed us about ten or 
twelve days out of Narnia and we needed to address our situation. 

I sat on a log and stretched out my legs despite the teeming rain. My boots were almost 
worn through and I had definitely grown a bit despite the dangerous amount of weight I 
had lost. By now I barely even qualified to be called ‘skin and bones.’ I was just bones. I 
ran my fingers through my hair and tied it back again - yes, I had finally succumbed to 
aggravation. I had just enough hair for a short pony tail and I could not wait to get home 
and rid myself of it. 

Our situation was dire. Despite all my care, there was no food left. My last meal had been 
consumed this morning. I had found some dried mountain ash berries that I ate greedily as 
Phillip munched brown grass at my feet. I was down to the last dozen arrows which I badly 
needed for game, even though we hadn’t seen any animals or birds for several days. With a 
bow string falling prey to humidity, I could hunt neither game nor Slinn, so we had no 
choice but to go around the valley. How long that would take I couldn’t guess, and so we 
rested and decided on what to do. 

“Can we climb the mountain and follow the ridge down to the next valley and pick up the 
trail, or would it be best to go around the mountain entirely?” I wondered aloud. I paused, 
listening. I thought I heard distant thunder. 
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Phillip pondered, chewing. “Over the ridge would be more dangerous and possibly harder, 
but faster.” 

“In truth, Phillip, right now I think speed is everything. Not just for Edmund’s sake, but for 
ours. We’re both exhausted and underweight and this land doesn’t seem to hold hospitality 
in the same high esteem as Narnia. There’s almost nothing to eat our here and I’m afraid 
I’m going to have to cook lichen for dinner.” 

He shuddered, having tasted the stuff. 

“We’ll try the ridge,” I decided. “If the Slinn spill over the ridge we’ll skirt their territory as 
best we can.” 

“As sound a plan as any, King Peter.” As he spoke rumble echoed off the mountains, 
closer this time. 

I found myself frowning. That didn’t sound quite like thunder. Standing up, I tried to see 
through the trees. Phillip likewise looked up river, his ears far forward. 

“What is that?” he asked. 

I shook my head. I could feel 
the rumble now in the earth 
and air. It wasn’t an 
earthquake. 

“RUN!” I cried, swinging 
myself up into the saddle. I 
had time for neither reins nor 
stirrups, I just clung to him for 
dear life as he ran for higher 
ground. 

We were too late. A violent, 
gray-brown wall of water swept 
down through the floor of the 
valley with a terrible roar, 
consuming everything in its 

path. Born of weeks of rain, the flash flood carried earth and trees and debris in its maw. 
We tried to escape, racing for the hills, but the ground was uncertain and there was no 
clear path. I screamed Aslan’s name as I felt Phillip stagger. Tons of water raced by us, 
dragging at his legs. He fell, a Horse’s awful, harrowing scream escaping him. I was 
snatched away by the tumult of icy water and deafening sound as the Great River swallowed 
us both, dragging us along in its unchecked fury. 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Thirty-Four: Nightmare 
That night, washed up on the riverbank, I dreamt. 

As with most of my dreams, even when I’m in them, I was observing from the outside, like 
standing on the stage in the midst of a play as the actors move and speak. The setting was 
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again Cair Paravel. It was night and there was a storm raging outside, a violent and wild 
tempest moving westward to the sea, the same storm that had caused the Great River to 
become my enemy. I was watching Lucy as she ran through the corridors of the palace 
searching for something. She was growing increasingly frightened as she hurried from room 
to room. There were others searching, too, but the dream focused on my youngest sister.  

“Edmund!” she called, bursting into another chamber. “Edmund! Where are you?” 

I followed, wishing I could speak to her, but this was a dream. Her fear seemed genuine, 
though. 

“Edmund! Please! It’s almost midnight!” 

Then I realized why she was afraid. 

Dread gripped me and my heart was racing. Was he deliberately not answering? No, he 
promised me he would wait. He would carry on. He would not lose faith in me. He would 
not purposely do this to me or his sisters, tempted though he might be by constant pain. 
Where was Aslan?  

Lucy looked past me, unheeding. I turned as Martil’s voice echoed down the hall. 

“My queen!” 

She seized the Faun’s arms. “Martil! Martil, where is my brother?” 

“He went to the stables over an hour ago to help Mrs. Tibs move her kittens to inside the 
palace.” 

Lucy paled. “Celer said the footbridge was washed away. Find Oreius and tell him where 
Edmund went.” 

“My lady, where are you going?” 

“I have to get to him! Get Oreius! Quickly!” 

Lucy ran down and down and down, deep into the castle, all the way to the ground level. 
She ran through the kitchens to the wooden doors on the western side of the Cair. I knew 
she was going to try to reach the stables. She knew that was where Edmund lay. I heard 
Susan screaming her name, trying to get her to stop, but Lucy threw open the door and 
raced into the raging storm beyond. I went too, unaffected by the dark or lashing rain. She 
was soaked through instantly, holding up her arm to guard her face. The path had turned 
to a muddy stream. Even in the darkness, I could tell as much. What was she thinking?  

She was thinking of Edmund and of midnight. 

I couldn’t be mad at her even in my dreams. Instead, I was frightened beyond words. The 
storm wasn’t the worst I had ever seen, but it was bad enough and she stumbled against the 
wind, her dress whipping around her legs. I wanted desperately to help. 

Suddenly she screamed as the soil beneath her feet gave way and she slid towards the 
stream that was swollen with rain and had turned into a raging river. She was going to 
drown, going to be washed away. She would die. Edmund would die. I felt panic seize me 
and I lunged. 

“NO!” 
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I woke up, struggling upright on the riverbank. I opened my eyes and for one glorious 
instant I was looking straight into Aslan’s golden eyes. 

Hurry, his voice echoed in my mind, then with a roar he lunged after Lucy... 

I gasped, trembling and afraid. I was up to my knees in rushing water, my body thrown in a 
tangled heap on a pile of broken branches and plants and dead animals and refuse caught 
in a small inlet along the river. I stumbled unsteadily to my feet and dragged myself up onto 
the riverbank. I looked around desperately, but I was still in the Western Wild, not at Cair 
Paravel. 

“Lucy?” I called uselessly, staring into the darkness. I shoved my long, wet hair out of my 
eyes, dazed and confused. Edmund. Had they reached him in time? 

I never wanted to dream again. Waking up had brought no relief from the nightmare. 

I took a few deep breaths, recovering and in a moment’s panic double-checking to make 
sure the apple really was still in the satchel. I felt the lump beneath my clothes and let out a 
shuddering sigh. I was cut and bleeding and felt as if I had been beaten by a Giant. My 
head was burning and I probed the area. I had a long cut on the back of my head to my 
neck and my ribs were so sore I knew they were heavily bruised and probably cracked. 
Somehow I was still dressed, though my clothes were torn and shredded in a dozen spots 
and my heavy cloak was gone. I stood as straight as I could manage, fell over in the mud 
when I got dizzy and my left knee gave out, then climbed back to my feet and surveyed my 
surroundings. Clouds whipped past the moon, making the light sketchy, but it seemed the 
rain was over for now. How far had the flood carried us? 

“Phillip?” I croaked. I coughed and spit up foul water, but I felt better for it. “Phillip?” 

I stared at the wide, angry river. It seemed somehow wrong. It should have been moving 
the other direction. It took a few seconds for my dazed mind to catch up and I saw I was 
on the north side, the opposite bank than what we had traveled all this time. After a 
moment of astonishment I shook myself. It wouldn’t be so difficult to cross once the flood 
died down a bit. I sighed and started to follow the river downstream, alert for Phillip at 
every step. 

It was then that I realized I had much bigger problems than being on the wrong side of the 
river. 

There was a smell of putrid filth and decay. I looked at the withered, wilted trees far up 
from the banks with horror. 

I was in the valley of the Slinn. 

Now I understood what Aslan had meant. He hadn’t told me to hurry as much for 
Edmund’s sake as for my own. 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Thirty-Five: Deliverance 
I didn’t dare stop. If I stopped, I would succumb to the cold and I’d never be able to start 
up again. 
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My first order of business had been to free Rhindon from its sheath. It seemed as if this 
should be a simple task, but the metal sheath was indented and jammed full of mud and 
filth and I couldn’t get it out. Finally, after minutes of fruitless struggling, I took off the belt, 
braced the sheath between my knees, and yanked for all I was worth. With a horrible 
squeal of metal from the sword and a loud grunt of effort from me, the blade came free. I 
tumbled to my rump in the mud and tried to see the sword in the moonlight. I was sure it 
had to be scratched, but I had armorers back at the palace that could deal with that. I 
anxiously inspected it to be sure the blade wasn’t bent and regained my feet. I checked for 
the apple again. The satchel was still secure under my clothes, held fast by my sword belt. I 
pulled it out and unwrapped the small fruit. It was beautiful, perfect, unblemished and 
unwithered and glowed faintly silver. I wished I could prove half as resilient. I shook the 
dirt from the linen handkerchief wrapped around it and tucked it away again. I checked my 
knife, thanked Aslan that I had somehow survived intact and prayed Phillip had done the 
same, and set off eastwards as quickly as I could manage. 

I stared at the empty ground along the river. Everything had been swept away, scoured 
down to the rock. Not a tree, not a stick, not a hint of life along the banks. The flood, for 
all its violence, had wiped the valley clean. The surface of the moon could not be more 
desolate. I hoped the flood had taken all the Slinn with it. The stench was less, replaced by 
the stink of mud and death, so it was simply replacing one reek with another. 

The clouds cleared rapidly, whiskey away by the biting wind and showing the brilliant white 
stars beyond. My hair dried rapidly, my clothes, caked with mud and whatever other filth 
was swirling in the water, less so. I kept moving at a fast walk, jogging when the terrain 
allowed. I couldn’t manage more and wanted to keep some energy in reserve in case I 
needed to bolt or fight. I scanned the ground before me without pause, alert for Slinn 
behind every rock. To my right the Great River raged and splashed as the effects of the 
flash flood died down. Nothing looked familiar and I was very exposed as I moved 
alongside the river. Occasionally I paused to check behind me, but there was nothing. 

I prayed as I walked, a desperate mantra racing in a jumble through my mind. I doubt even 
Aslan could make sense of more than the fear coursing through me. At least it gave me the 
strength to move on, that and his command to hurry. 

Aslan, protect me from the Slinn. Be at my back. Guide me and warn me, mighty Lion. 
Keep me from the Slinn and the Slinn well away from me. Help me, Aslan, help me 
through this valley. Protect Phillip. Let me find him whole and well. Deliver us from this 
place. Aslan, what happened to Lucy? Save her. Please, save her from the storm. Save us 
all from the storm. You said it would be difficult and dangerous but I had no idea. Not that 
it matters. I still would be here. Phillip, where are you? Aslan, is Edmund alive? Is Lucy? I 
can’t live without them. I love them and I love you and please get me out of this place! Did 
you reach her, so she could reach him? Watch over my brother. He’s more fragile than 
he’ll ever admit. Aslan, protect my family. Please, please, keep them safe, I need them, I 
need you, oh, Aslan help me, what was that? 

I skidded to a halt in the mud. A hissing noise met my ears. I looked around, terrified, but 
saw nothing, and so I carefully picked my way forward, Rhindon at the ready and my heart 
racing. Gradually the noise grew louder and I saw movement up ahead in the moonlight. 

It was the Slinn. 
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There were several dozens of the creatures assembled and it was a minute or more before I 
realized not all of them were alive. There was a slight bend in the river and heaps of refuse 
had built up. Twisted amidst the wreckage and stretched out on the rocks were the huge, 
pale carcasses of several dead Slinn. Smaller versions of the fox-headed eels were ripping at 
the bodies, fighting for better access as they cannibalized their dead...and the nearly dead. 

I stared in horror, feeling sick and cold and not just from the weather. Fighting my 
revulsion and trying not to hear or see more than I needed to survive this terrible place, I 
pushed on desperately, darting from cover to cover as best I could. The feeding frenzy was 
going on far up enough on the bank that I had room to pass if I could make it undetected. 
They were so engrossed I probably could have strolled right by, but I wasn’t inclined to test 
that theory. The mud beneath my feet was slick and clinging, and my sore and abused body 
couldn’t respond as I would have liked. I fell more than once, jarring my knee and 
discovering a thousand other ways to hurt above and beyond what I felt already. I barely 
noticed. 

Suddenly the mud before moved and a Slinn about the same size as I reared up. It hissed 
savagely at me, its breath foul and its sinewy body shivering with ferocity. I let out a shout, 
laying into the hideous thing with Rhindon before it could strike. It dropped, wounded, 
thrashing in the mud, and our cries drew the attention of the others. I didn’t pause. I didn’t 
dare. I struggled through the thick mud, fighting to reach higher ground. 

Aslan, keep me alert. Help me out of this awful place. As you love me, great Lion, be at my 
back- 

I whirled, swinging Rhindon in a wide arc. 

Another Slinn dropped with a splat! into the mud, dead. I looked around, but the only live 
Slinn in sight were busy with their obscene feast. Slowly I lowered my sword. 

“Thank you, mighty Aslan,” I whispered. 

§‡§ 

I saw no more live Slinn until the crack of dawn, though I stumbled across many more 
dead than I cared to count. I could only guess that part of the reason this place was so 
desolate and blighted was because they were grossly overpopulated. No more, it seemed, 
and most of the ones I saw that had survived were on the small side. I suppose that’s why I 
survived as well, at least in part. I attributed the rest to Aslan’s protection and his warning to 
high-tail it out of there while the Slinn were too busy cannibalizing their own kin to take 
much note of me. 

I was so cold I couldn’t believe such a thing as warmth existed anywhere in the world and 
I’m certain if I hadn’t been moving my clothes would have frozen. I did find a spot to cross 
the river - a narrow ford where several downed trees formed a rude bridge. I wouldn’t 
advise crossing slick tree trunks with a naked sword in hand, but once drawn there was no 
way I was going to be able to return Rhindon to its sheath without some repairs. The trail 
we had followed was wiped out, but that didn’t matter. 

I only realized exactly how far I had been swept down river when the land began to rise 
again. I was almost at the far end of the valley. I was so surprised that I stopped for a 
moment, looking back the way I’d come. The yellow sunrise gave the valley a sickly haze. 

Then I heard a shrill scream that thrilled and frightened me in equal measure. 
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Phillip. 

I ran as fast as I could, forgetting my knee and my ribs and everything else as a rush of 
anxiety gave me speed. The scream came again, closer, and I skidded to a halt and dashed 
up the slope to the newly carved tree line. The dead forest looked like the bones of some 
great dinosaur and I wasn’t hampered by undergrowth as I plunged into the woods. 

“Phillip!” I called as loudly as I could. My voice cracked with the effort. Where was he? 

Another long, angry whinny echoed off the hills. I needed to go further down river. I 
forced my way through the brittle woods, ignoring the new scratches I acquired. As the light 
increased I could see through the trees and there was movement in a clearing ahead. With 
a shout of fury I threw myself shoulder-first through the branches barring my path. I landed 
heavily on stone and gray mud that looked as if it had been made from ash. 

Phillip. The Horse’s long reins were tangled in the branches of a fallen tree and he fought 
against the restrains to defend himself against four Slinn that were trying to draw close 
enough to strike. There were two small Slinn trampled to death at his hooves and one of 
the remaining four was bleeding from its eye. They slithered this way and that around him, 
avoiding his sharp hooves and getting into each other’s way. They didn’t notice me. 

Yet. 

A kind of fury took possession of me. I was exhausted, sore, and I wanted not just to go 
home, but to be home. No fuzzy, fox-headed snake was going to stop me or my friend. I 
had felt this sensation before at Beruna and against the rebel trees - a controlled burn. It 
wasn’t anger, but pure power. My body moved on its own accord, with a grace and 
precision I could match only rarely outside of pitched battle, and it felt as if I was detached 
from my own form and watching myself move. Oreius said this was a state of pure instinct, 
the mindless mind of a warrior, and it was for this that Edmund and I trained so constantly. 
It came easier to Edmund than to me, which was why he excelled at duels. Our teachers 
were astonished that we could reach it at all, given our ages. 

But oh, when I reached this state! Not even Edmund wanted to come near me after he saw 
me disarm Celer and back Oreius into a corner. 

The nearest Slinn I sliced from head almost to tail, killing it instantly. Rhindon’s keen edge 
cut through hide and flesh and brittle bones. I didn’t stop, but brought the sword straight 
down onto the next monster’s neck. The awful creature screamed and turned on me even 
as it collapsed into a bloody, dying heap. The remaining two split apart to my left and right, 
hissing at me. One was fairly large - about twice my size, the other slightly smaller. 

“Slinn!” 

I stood between then, Rhindon at the ready. I could just see each beast at the corner of my 
vision. Phillip was behind me, his breath coming in loud gasps. I waited, knowing they 
would move first. 

“Ssssss!” 

Left went high, right went low. 

I jumped backwards. 

Both Slinn checked themselves, hissing savagely at each other before turning on me. They 
switched roles this time and right went high. I lunged to the right, sweeping the tip of my 
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sword upwards until it was just under the Slinn’s rounded jaw, then I thrust it far forward, 
driving the sword through its throat. 

In those precious seconds, the other creature got too close to my good cousin, Phillip. The 
tone of his horsy scream was no longer afraid as he smashed and slashed the Slinn with his 
hooves. Rearing up, Phillip brought his full weight down on the thing’s head. It raged and 
hissed and pulled away. Blood splashed in the gray mud as I reversed my grip on Rhindon 
and plunged the sword into the thing’s side. It thrashed a moment then dropped like a 
stone. 

“Peter!” 

I yanked my sword free and rushed to loosen the reins from the tree branches. 

“You’re hurt!” 

“So are you,” he replied breathlessly. 

I shook my head. “We have to get out of here. We’re almost at the end of the valley. The 
ground was rising when I crossed the river.” 

“The apple?” 

“We should be so indestructible. Can you move?” 

“Yes.” 

I took a moment to unstrap his saddle and straighten it and the blanket beneath. I gathered 
up the reins and mounted up, still carrying Rhindon and not about to put the sword away 
until I had a good ten miles between me and this hellish valley. 

We didn’t speak. I listened and watched as Phillip picked his path, cold seeping back into 
my body. My confused prayer to Aslan ran through my aching head. 

See us clear of this place, Aslan. Please, see us clear. Thank you for Phillip. Thank you for 
our lives. We won’t waste them or this opportunity. Keep them safe, Aslan. Is the storm 
past? Oh, my head! I’m bleeding? Oh, Aslan help us both. 

And on and on, my thoughts and reactions and feelings spilling over into an endless litany. 

I almost cheered when I saw leaves blow across the trail. Phillip had been climbing the 
gentle slope for some time now and through the blighted trees we could see color beyond. 
I had never thought of brown leaves as glorious, but the valley of the Slinn gave me a whole 
new appreciation for color. 

At the edge of the valley I dismounted and slumped along to spare Phillip, who walked 
with increasing difficulty. We finally talked. I learned that he had struggled above the wall 
of water after I was swept away, then followed the swell as quickly as he could, keeping just 
above the high water mark. The Slinn had been caught in the flood, their dens awash, and 
they had been too occupied devouring the drowned to pay much heed to Phillip until the 
reins had caught and pinned him. I supposed he was too tempting a target for the beasts to 
pass by. 

“I was on the other bank,” I said. “I got smashed into a pile of branches.” 

“I should have seen you!” 

“I was out cold, Phillip.” 
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We reached the crest of a hill far down river from the Slinn. To our left the Great River 
wove past the hill, still rapid, but turning back to its lazy self as it exhausted its supply of 
rain and runoff. The sun was up, the wane sunlight bringing little actual warmth. I was 
grateful for it nonetheless. I was even more grateful to find a downed tree housing a 
squirrel’s cache of nuts - black walnuts and walnuts and even some hazelnuts in great 
quantities among the acorns. Phillip ate browned grass as I cracked a few handfuls of the 
nuts with a rock, the black walnuts staining my gloves yellow. 

After we ate it was time to take stock of ourselves and our situation. I pulled the saddle and 
bridle off the Horse to inventory our supplies. My cloak was gone, but my heavy wool 
blanket had been tied to the saddle and that would do as well to keep me warm for now. 
Most everything that hadn’t been tied down - the bow and arrows, the cooking pot, the 
hammer for the horse shoes, the shoes and nails, Phillip’s combs, among other things - was 
gone. I was particularly discouraged to see the iron was missing, though I found the flint 
wedged in a fold of the leather pouch. When we made camp tonight I’d try the stone 
against every scrap of metal we carried - from Rhindon to Phillip’s horseshoes - to try to 
produce a spark. I dumped every single one of the edible nuts into the saddlebag, the bulge 
they caused comforting to my spirits and stomach, and as I did so I discovered we still had 
the hatchet. I laid our blankets out to dry and peeled off my boots the leather jerkin, laying 
them on some flat rocks in the sun. They needed to be dry before night or I’d have 
hypothermia by dawn tomorrow. Shivering, I tried to keep busy and moving. 

Phillip was in approximately the same shape as I. Bruised, battered, swollen, boasting 
dozens of cuts and splinters - every square inch of him ached for one reason or another. 
His tail in particular was painful, and I think he might have broken or dislocated some of 
the bones in it. He had a nasty scrape on his flank which I cleaned as best I could, and 
there was a long cut across his nose that looked painful. He had lost a shoe and I used a 
stick to clean the packed mud and grit out his hooves. 

“King Peter?” 

“Yes?” I looked up from his hoof. 

For all his fatigue there was a smile in his brown eyes as he said, “I remember this place.” 

I couldn’t imagine how, since everywhere looked pretty much the same to me. “Do you?” 

“We were but nine days out of Narnia when we camped here.” 

I gasped, my mouth falling open and I dropped his hoof. “You’re certain?” 

“Yes.” 

I stared at the mid-morning sun. We had the whole day before us. I looked back at him 
and in that moment we had the identical idea. 

“Let’s go.” 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Thirty-Six: Five Days 
“Phillip, how far from Narnia would you say we are now?” 
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The Horse paused, looking around. “I think we passed this place a week after setting out, 
King Peter. No. Five days.” 

“Five days,” I echoed softly, forcing my exhausted mind to focus. I looked up at the 
gathering clouds. The wind carried a scent of rain and I knew it would be upon us by 
evening. My voice was raspy from a sore throat as I said, “Five more nights for Edmund. 
Phillip, I don’t want to stop and make camp again. We’ll rest at night, but during the day 
we cannot delay. Five days, Phillip, and we’re home.” 

He thought for a few moments. “Take off the saddle, my king. We’ll leave all the gear we 
don’t need. Keep the blankets.” 

It didn’t take long for me to sort through what was left of our equipment and supplies and 
Phillip tore at the faded grass as I worked. I kept the smallest of the saddlebags, the 
hatchet, Phillip’s saddle blanket, the flint, and the last few handfuls of nuts. I was already 
wearing all the clothes I had brought - that I had tightened my sword belt two notches past 
its normal spot again despite all the clothes was sad testimony to my state of health. The 
pile of abandoned equipment seemed pathetically small. 

“Look, majesty,” said Phillip, indicating something on the ground by his hoof. I looked at 
the small, faded green plant and smiled. 

“Wild fresney,” I said, absurdly pleased at the sight of the familiar herb. 

“Eat it, King Peter,” he ordered. “You have not eaten today. You cannot go on like this for 
five days more. Eat it all.” 

In truth I wasn’t hungry, but I knew full well he was right and I carefully dug it free with the 
knife Edmund had made me. The whole plant is edible and it boasts a long tap root that 
tastes somewhat like parsnip, only better. Phillip found two more and made sure I dug 
them all up. 

“I’ll wash them in the river and eat on the way,” I promised, tucking them into the 
saddlebag. Raw vegetables did not appeal right now, but I would eat every bit of every root. 
I spread the blanket across his back, threw the saddlebag over his flanks and climbed on, 
taking up the reins. 

“Much lighter,” commented the Horse. “Come. We’ll stop at the river, then press on.” 

§‡§ 

My feet slid a bit before gaining purchase in the mud as I tried to press myself further back 
into the meager shelter of the overhang of rock and earth. Another storm raged overhead, 
turning the river into a mighty torrent and forcing us to hide in the only cover we could find 
before the lightning started. Phillip shifted nervously. I think he was more anxious for me 
than the storm even though I know he disliked thunder. He said something to me, but I 
shook my head, unable to hear him above the roar of wind and water. I clutched my right 
arm close to me, panting as I tried not to pass out from pain. It was broken, I knew, and 
there was nothing to do for it now except suffer. 

“Sit,” Phillip finally made himself heard. He nudged me with his nose and I turned too 
quickly, triggering such nausea that I doubled over and was sick. My stomach was empty 
and I spit up naught but bile before collapsing to my knees in the mud. Phillip stood close 
enough to brace me against the back of the shelter. I leaned my head against his leg and 
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gasped for air, trying to pray and failing utterly as fresh pain pressed down upon me and 
high wind and rain lashed us both. 

Three days after deciding not to stop we had gotten caught in a rock slide. If we both 
hadn’t been so very weary we might have avoided it, but somehow I doubt it, for the slide 
had been wide and sudden. We were passing through the jagged, rocky canyon we had 
seen thirty miles west of Caldron Pool when a small river of broken stone and dirt and 
vegetation had swept down upon us. Phillip had bolted and I had fallen off just in time to 
catch a large rock against my arm and side. My ribs were already heavily bruised and the 
added blow was absolute agony, but I knew instantly that the bones in my forearm had 
snapped. It took me most of the afternoon to rig a means to splint it using some maple 
saplings laboriously cut down and strips of the blanket, tied taut with two spare bowstrings I 
found in the saddlebag. Phillip had suffered a few minor cuts to his legs and right flank, not 
enough to stop him. Having nothing else, I used the last of Lucy’s handkerchiefs to bind 
the worst cut on his fetlock. Just as I finished tending him the storm kicked up and we had 
hastened to find shelter. 

Thirty miles. Thirty miles until Narnia and home. It didn’t matter where I was in Narnia: 
Glasswater or the Dancing Lawn or the cellar Cair Paravel, every inch of it was home to 
me. We could do that in a day, two at the most. If we were lucky, we could get back to 
Caldron Pool before I was laid low by fever, because I knew it was inevitable with such a 
bad break. If we weren’t lucky...well, Phillip could go on ahead and get help. 

The apple was a small bulge in the satchel on my hip. My thoughts touched on it briefly, 
more because it was uncomfortable than I had any interest in what it could do for me. I 
had come too far, too long to be swayed by temptation. In truth I couldn’t even concentrate 
on it very long, I just knew it was not for me. Besides, though it granted immortality, who 
was to say it also granted good health and freedom from pain? 

I looked out at the storm, too cold and wet and sick to try to move. Lightning illuminated 
the landscape in weird contrasts of dazzling light and shadow. Was it midnight? Were 
Susan and Lucy sitting up with Edmund, waiting for that awful gasp and the gush of blood? 
Were they wondering where I was now, praying for me to return? I could use those prayers 
right now. I couldn’t think of anything else that would keep me moving. I hoped Aslan was 
with them still, watching over Edmund. 

Despair settled upon me and I smiled, leaning against the Horse’s muddy leg in the heart 
of a storm. 

§‡§ 

The next thing I clearly remembered was waking up on Phillip’s back, riding slumped with 
my right arm cradled on my lap and the reins loose in my left hand. He was walking slowly 
to balance me. Each step jarred my arm slightly. 

“Phillip?” I rasped, trying to straighten. 

“Twenty miles to go, King Peter. How are you? Did you sleep?” 

“I suppose. I think I have a fever.” My clothes were damp and the wind was bitterly cold, 
but I didn’t care. Twenty miles. Less than a day’s ride. The only thing I had to do was not 
die and all would be well in just a few days. I wanted to cheer, but even breathing deeply 
enough to talk triggered dry heaves in my stomach and I barely managed to slide off 
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Phillip’s back before I fell to my knees and vomited. The spell seemed to last forever and I 
wasn’t sure I’d be able to get on his back again. 

“Peter,” whispered Phillip, nuzzling my neck, sharing my misery. 

I sat back on my heels. “I can’t get up.” 

“Lay hold of my bridle. I’ll help you.” 

I gripped his bridle in my left hand and he managed to haul me upright. I wavered, my 
vision darkening a moment. I only managed to get back on him by standing on a fallen tree 
trunk. 

“Hold on. I’ll walk carefully.” 

I could only stare at his mane and ears, seeing nothing around us, too sick and weary and 
close to starvation to do much else. My arm was burning hot and pure agony. I was 
sweating despite the cold and more than once I almost fell off, lulled into a stupor by pain 
and fatigue. 

“Peter! King Peter!” 

I roused with a start. It was late afternoon. We were out of the gorge and following the 
Great River over the rocky terrain dotted with low blueberry bushes and scrub pine. I 
glanced around, lacking the strength to be alarmed. If we were being attacked I was going 
down. I couldn’t even draw my sword, having forgotten until that moment to shift it to my 
right hip. 

“Majesty, look up! Look to the east!” 

I obeyed, squinting at the darkening horizon. I saw a fluid, graceful form dark against the 
sky, weaving through the pinkish clouds with amazing agility. On the breeze I heard a shrill 
screech like an Eagle’s cry. 

“Cyn,” I breathed, recognizing the Gryphon scout even at this distance. He had a distinct 
way of folding his wings to dive, unmistakable to miss. Hope surged in my breast and I 
didn’t even try to stop my tears. “Phillip, it’s Cyn.” 

I was completely startled when Phillip let out a loud whinny, then another, and I seized his 
mane for balance. I saw Cyn hesitate in mid-air, then come wheeling back west. He 
swooped low over the trees and water, keen eyes searching for the source of the sound. 
Phillip neighed again and the Gryphon twisted on the wind, screeching out his excitement 
and joy as he spotted us. In less than five minutes he was overhead, one of the best sights I 
have ever seen. With another exalting call the half-lion, half-eagle creature came to a 
landing just a few yards away, jogging to a stop. 

“King Peter!” he cried. “Phillip! King Peter, thank Aslan!” He bowed low to me, then his 
eyes grew wide as he took in my condition. If I looked half as awful as I felt then I was a 
truly frightening sight. 

“Well met, Cyn,” I said hoarsely, my throat and ears aching. “How is my brother?” 

“He awaits you in Cair Paravel, sire,” he replied, not really answering my question. I hoped 
it was simply a case of Cyn just not knowing. “King Peter, are you injured?” 

“Yes,” I said softly, “and I am ill. General Oreius said he would post soldiers by Caldron 
Pool.” 
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“Oreius is there now, Majesty, at King Edmund’s command, and he has sent scouts out 
continually in anticipation of your return.” 

I nodded, trying to think of what to say next. I could barely think, let alone form a plan of 
action. 

Phillip spoke up, bless him. “Send for him, Cyn. The king can ride no further. Have 
Oreius bring food and medicines to treat his majesty. His foreleg is broken and he has a 
fever. We will wait in this exact spot. Hurry.” 

“Can you build a fire?” asked Cyn, casting a nervous look at the swiftly darkening sky. 

“I’ll try,” I replied, feeling faint. I slid off of Phillip’s back, staggering as my legs almost gave 
out. I clung to the Horse with my left arm, fighting to stay conscious. 

Cyn looked anxiously at Phillip, panic in his yellow eyes. 

“Hurry,” Phillip ordered. 

I didn’t even notice that Cyn had left until Phillip nudged me. Between us we gathered 
some fallen branches and old wood and after many attempts, I managed to produce a 
spark against the blade of the hatchet. The fire was small, but it was warm. I wrapped the 
blanket around me and moved close to Phillip where he settled by the little blaze. I was 
very cold and I finally laid me down, unable to go on. 

§‡§ 

“Shh. Shh, my king. All is well.” 

I woke with a gasp and a violent start, struggling against the hands holding me. I heard 
voices. Who were they? Where was I? My arm ached. My throat was afire. Fever dreams 
scattered as wildly as my thoughts. 

“Rest easy, King Peter,” said a deep voice. I looked over and saw Oreius by the light of a 
large fire. He rested on the ground beside me, one hand on my chest. Closing my eyes in 
relief, I dropped my head down and landed on a pillow. I was clean and warm and dry and 
wrapped in soft blankets. This was the finest bed I had ever slept in. 

“The apple -“ I breathed, remembering and trying to sit up. 

“Your things are safely here,” he promised, still pinning me with one hand. “Nothing has 
been touched or moved.” 

I dropped down again with a sigh, seeing the satchel with its bulge of cloth-wrapped apple. 

“Before you sleep you must eat something,” the Centaur said gently but insistently, the 
familiar voice of my sword master as he taught me and Edmund to be warriors. 

I shook my head, and he returned the gesture. 

“I know you don’t feel hungry, my king, but you are starving and weak. Eat a little now and 
more at dawn. We will be in Narnia on the morrow.” 

Someone, a Holly Dryad I think, brought him a bowl of food, then helped to prop me up 
with blankets and saddlebags so that I could eat. Oreius set the bowl in my lap and handed 
me a spoon and watched sharply until I started eating. It was venison stew and delicious 
beyond words. I ate slowly and awkwardly with my left hand. My right arm had been 
splinted anew and was far less painful than before, though I was reluctant to talk because 



« 135 » 

my throat and ears hurt so very badly. Still, there were a few things I needed to know and I 
rasped, 

“How are the girls?” 

The good general was used to me referring to my sisters the queens so casually and he 
smiled faintly. “A little older than you left them but otherwise unchanged save for worry 
over you and your brother.” 

“And Edmund? How is he?” 

His face, usually so hard and controlled, softened visibly. “He is as weary as you, King 
Peter.” 

I closed my eyes, unable to eat any more. Poor Edmund. Oh, my poor little brother. 

“Phillip?” 

“Full of oats and dreaming. Now sleep,” whispered Oreius, easing me back down and 
handing the half-empty bowl of stew to the Dryad. He drew the blankets closer around me, 
smoothing the hair out of my eyes with a gentle hand. “Sleep, Majesty. You’ll be home 
tomorrow and all will be well.” 

I could do naught but obey. 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Thirty-Seven: Home is the Hunter 
“King Peter? Arise, good king, your country awaits!” 

Appealing as it sounded, I still wasn’t equal to the task and I cracked my eyes open to see a 
pretty willow Dryad smiling at me cheerfully. She carried a bowl of water and I realized I 
was terribly thirsty. I glanced around the camp as I sat up and took the bowl. There 
seemed to be considerably more people here than had been last night. They must have 
traveled through the darkness to reach me. I drank the water and I realized it was from 
Narnia, for even after a night in a waterskin it still tasted better than anything I had drunk in 
months. I downed every drop and immediately regretted it as nausea slammed hard upon 
me like a blow. I handed back the bowl and twisted away, trying hard not to be sick. I 
wasn’t successful and the pain of my cracked ribs almost sent me out cold. 

I felt a small hand on my back as I knelt there quietly spitting up what I had drunk. A 
Dwarf, probably one of the army’s healers, stood beside me. He rubbed soothing circles on 
my back, speaking comforting words and supporting me. Finally the spasm eased. I smiled 
faintly at the guilt-ridden Willow, saying hoarsely, “It’s all right. No harm done.” 

She didn’t seem convinced, but bowed and hurried off. With a damp cloth the Dwarf 
wiped my face and neck, then pressed a cup of herbal tea on me. It tasted awful, but 
immediately it calmed my stomach and I gladly finished the warm drink. “Please,” I said to 
the Dwarf, a bright-eyed, bright-haired Red Dwarf, “tell her it’s all right. I shouldn’t have 
drunk so much.” 

He smiled reassuringly. “I will, sire. She’s young and those Willows have thin bark.” 
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He helped me to dress in another layer of clothes borrowed from someone in the army. 
The red tunic and leggings were too large, but clean and warm. I struggled upright with the 
Dwarf’s help and all activity in the camp stopped. Turning to face me, every Narnian 
bowed deeply. I stared, startled. Not that their conduct was anything out of the ordinary, 
but it seemed an eternity since I had felt the love they bore for me and my siblings. 

“Thank you,” I said, though my voice was little better than a whisper. “I thank you all for 
coming so far to help me. I -“ 

I wavered, my legs buckling, but before I could hit the ground (dragging the good Dwarf 
with me) Oreius scooped me up in his arms as if I weighed nothing. Perhaps at this point I 
didn’t. 

“Rest easy. I will carry you for now, my king,” he promised, motioning to one of the 
attendants. Moments later I was wrapped in a warm cloak and cradled in the Centaur’s 
arms. I slept then, able to fight the fever and darkness no longer. 

§‡§ 

I awoke in Narnia. 

Just over the border, right at the base of Caldron Pool, I roused long enough to register 
that I was home and in the tiny encampment that Oreius had established for when I 
returned. For the first time in months I had a roof over my head even if it was just made of 
fabric. They tried to get me to eat again, but I could manage only a little bit. I could tell 
Oreius was distressed and I was sorry for it, but the thought of food only made me feel 
sicker. The fever still gripped me and I dozed, wandering in and out of awareness. My arm 
started to ache again and my throat and ears felt afire. 

“Aslan is at the Lantern Waste,” I heard a voice say through the hazy veil of stupor. It 
sounded like Celer. “He said he would wait there.” 

Aslan? I felt my heart thrill and the sound of the name filled me with hope, if only for a few 
moments. Some little time later I roused, dragging myself upright. By the time the alarmed 
Dwarf healer noticed, I had swung my legs over the edge of the cot and sat up, holding the 
bandages on my smarting ribs with my left hand. 

“Majesty, you mustn’t move yet,” he insisted. “You’re feverish and weak.” 

And what was Edmund? The dreams were haunting me. I motioned for the Dwarf to 
desist. “Get my boots and my sword.” Rhindon, its sheath repaired, hung on the tent pole 
just out of reach. 

“Sire!” he protested. 

“Now,” I ordered. “I’m going to the Lantern Waste.” 

Moments later Oreius stepped into the tent, filling it with his presence as I struggled to 
stand. He took one look at me and simply asked, “King Peter?” 

“I’m going to Aslan.” 

He knew me, he knew my tone of voice, and he knew when not to argue. His eyes grew 
wide and he ignored the gesturing Dwarf. “I’ll prepare Phillip and an escort.” 

As he hurried off I looked back at the frustrated healer. “My boots, good Dwarf, and my 
sword.” 
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§‡§ 

Normally the ride between Caldron Pool and the Lantern Waste was a matter of two or 
three hours at a leisurely pace. That day, riding Phillip in a fevered stupor, it took me twice 
that. 

Oreius walked right beside me. More than once his strong hand and arm were the only 
things that kept me from toppling over. On the other side strode Celer, the Faun captain 
that had helped lead the army at Beruna. They talked quietly to Phillip, but I paid them no 
heed. They chose the path since I was completely incapable of doing anything for myself. It 
took everything I had left to simply stay seated on Phillip. The good Horse walked slowly, 
picking the smoothest, most level course he could. Twice we reached steep inclines that I’d 
normally dismount and climb down myself. Both times Oreius simply plucked me off of 
Phillip’s back and carried me down, gently setting me back where he’d found me at the 
bottom. I was so grateful he understood that I needed to do this regardless of the cost. 

Autumn was well upon Narnia and winter was nipping at our heels. The Trees were long 
past their height of color, the glorious autumn foliage in which they took such pride as each 
Dryad tried to outdo their neighbor. I didn’t care. I was still struck by the immense beauty 
of my country. The wind was cool and carried the scent of old leaves and balsam pine and 
even though it made me shiver uncontrollably and hurt my ears, I breathed deeply, 
savoring the scent of the season. For a little while we followed the river, then angled inland. 
I noticed immediately the lack of noise, so used was I to the sound of rushing water. The 
river had been my companion as surely as Phillip for months and I looked back one last 
time to bid it goodbye for a time. 

How I made it to the Lantern Waste I cannot say, so dazed was I with fever and pain and 
hunger. I didn’t find out until much later how long it took for the band of soldiers to escort 
me there and I knew I would never have made it without them. It seemed at once mere 
minutes and an eternity, like when Rhye said we could fly around the Garden in moments 
or take a lifetime to fly over it. Our route brought us back to the Great River, but in this 
part of Narnia it was gentle and calm and quiet with lush banks and tall trees, a delight to 
the senses. An encampment was set up: pavilions and banners and soldiers and Animals 
milling about. I heard trumpets and dimly realized they were for me, announcing the 
arrival of the High King. Narnians of all kinds rushed over to see us, joy turning to shock at 
my and Phillip’s appearance and back to joy. They lined the route right up to a large tent 
just as they had lined the road from Cair Paravel when I left this past summer. Even as 
Phillip plodded forward, Aslan stepped out of the tent. Brighter than the sun, he so shone 
golden and warm and magnificent against the red cloth of the pavilion that I squinted. He 
waited for me, his eyes alight with pride. 

Carefully, with Oreius’s hands hovering close to me, I dismounted. Despite the Centaur’s 
caution I slipped out of his grasp and collapsed almost to the ground, jarring my broken 
arm. The pain cleared my head for a moment and I looked not to Oreius, but Phillip for 
help. The Horse leaned his head down close to me and I seized his bridle. With effort he 
and Oreius hauled me upright. I leaned against the Horse’s neck for a few moments, then 
pressed a kiss to his cheek in thanks since I could barely talk. He walked a few paces with 
me until I let go and he let me take the last few steps on my own. 

I didn’t remember falling, just sudden, jarring agony in my shins and knees and ribs as I 
crashed down. That was all. I had nothing left to give. I felt tears in my eyes and my aching 
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throat was painfully tight. Sweat poured down my back, my face, and I was so terribly cold 
that I wasn’t certain I could ever be warm again. I looked up in absolute misery, but Aslan 
had come to me. He looked first to Phillip and kissed the Horse on the forehead. Then he 
bent his head close to me, tears in his eyes as he rubbed his velvety muzzle against my face. 
He spoke in a whisper so deep and resonant it shook the very earth. 

“Well done.” 

I leaned heavily against him, unable to lift my arms to hug him as he helped me to sit up. “I 
brought you the apple,” I croaked. With my left hand I dug into the small satchel slung 
over my shoulder and carefully pulled out the silvery apple I had traveled to the ends of the 
world to find. Glowing and perfect still, it was beautiful in a way wholly different from 
Narnia and Aslan. I held it out to him in my grubby hands, trembling with the effort. 

He still spoke softly, but I knew everyone there could hear him. “High King Peter, beloved 
Son of Adam, you have suffered and fought and sacrificed all for this moment. None but 
you shall plant this tree.” 

I looked up at him, too weak and miserable to say more than, “Aslan, I can’t stand.” 

“Then plant it where you lay.” 

I stared at the ground, set the apple down, then fumbled for the knife Edmund had given 
me. I tried, but I could not dig. The ground was too hard and I was too weak. I dropped 
the knife, unable to halt the tears that had threaten to fall since I had set eyes on Aslan. I 
never found a word to describe what I felt at that moment. Pathetic. Frustrated. Destroyed. 
Triumphant. Magnificent. I was so exhausted and sick I couldn’t remember how to feel 
happy or relieved any more. 

A moment later a huge golden paw scooped out a hole in one swipe. I let out my breath, 
almost laughing at the simplicity of Aslan’s solution. I held up the apple and Aslan 
breathed on it and me, stirring up my long hair. Then I set the apple in the hole and he 
buried it. I stared at the little pile of dirt with blurred vision, amazed that this was the end, 
when a large drop fell upon it, turning the soil dark, then another and another. I raised my 
head. 

Aslan was looking upon me and weeping. There was joy and understanding and love in his 
expression and I knew it was because not only had we again triumphed over Jadis, but that 
I had succeeded and Edmund was free. I swallowed, realizing I was crying as well. 

“It was well planted. Now you must rest and heal, my child.” 

I did so, laying my head against his, forgetting my subjects gathered round, forgetting my 
aches, forgetting everything but the love and joy in his face as he looked upon me and 
called me his. 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Thirty-Eight: Edmund 
Edmund perched on the edge of his bed, elbows on his knees as he sat between his two 
sisters. His head was bent and he stared at the floor, waiting for midnight, for Jadis to strike 
him down from beyond the grave again. His tunic lay folded on a chair, leaving him half 
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naked and exposed. He was as thin as he was frail. On the table beside the bed was a bowl 
of steaming water and a pile of towels in anticipation of double wounds. The horror of 
anticipation, of preparing to be stabbed, of being helpless before such evil, struck me again, 
as did the fortitude of my three siblings as they sat alone. 

I wanted to weep in my dream. He was still alive. Lucy was still alive. If my nightmare 
about the storm had been as real as it seemed, then Aslan had reached them in time. The 
trio remained silent, both sisters holding their brother’s hands. Time passed and Edmund 
tensed, waiting. 

And waiting. 

And... 

He looked up, a frown creasing his face.  

“Isn’t it midnight?” he asked in a whisper. 

The girls were equally confused. I watched them exchange odd looks, then Edmund stood. 
“Silvo! What time is it?” 

The Faun hurried in. “’Tis . . . a full five minutes past midnight, King Edmund.” 

“You’re certain?” 

“Yes, Majesty.” 

Edmund stared at him. For a moment he stood there with an expression of absolute 
wonder on his face. He turned to Susan and Lucy. I could see him trembling as he touched 
the scar on his chest. The girls reached across to each other, holding hands, their faces 
alight with the same awe. 

“He’s back,” breathed Edmund. “Susan! Lucy! Peter’s back! He’s back! He’s brought the 
apple! He’s home!” 

Lucy squealed and leaped into his arms. Susan gave a shout and embraced them both. 
Edmund, fighting a smile and looking as triumphant as he had at Beruna, as the day I 
knighted him, let out a shout. 

“Martil! Martil!” 

“Sire?” the Faun valets were close to a state of mild panic, their typical reaction to anything 
outside of their normal routine. 

“Pack me some clothes. Get word to the stables,” he ordered, eyes blazing, “and have my 
horses saddled and ready. I’m setting out immediately. Alert the Royal Guard and have 
Bats sent to bring word to Aslan!”  

The valets were positively scandalized. “King Edmund, it’s midnight!” Silvo finally wailed. 

“I know,” he finally smiled, that smart, knowing smirk I loved so well, “and I’m going to 
join my brother.” 

§‡§ 

I don’t know how long I slept, but I was told it was several days. I remembered Aslan sitting 
with me and Oreius, as well as a flustered Dwarf healer getting me to drink some truly 
awful-tasting concoctions. My sense of time was gone, swallowed up in a haze of pain and 
fever. 
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I awoke in my hammock in my pavilion with a very large, fuzzy, black Bat hanging upside 
down over my head, peering at me and rustling his wings impatiently. I stared up at him 
speechlessly, wondering what on earth he was doing in my tent and how I had ended up 
here myself. 

“King Peter?” 

His voice seemed to penetrate my ears, proof positive that he was no fever dream. Bats 
have voices that are best described as intensely high-pitched and it made my head ache. I 
liked them more when they just carried their messages. 

“Yes?” I mumbled. 

“I bring word from your brother.” 

Few other things could have excited me enough to try to sit up. I say try. I got nowhere with 
my efforts. My voice was hoarse and my throat was sore as I asked, “What word, good 
Bat?” 

“King Edmund sends his greetings and his love and a single command.” 

I waited, but the courier said nothing and I finally wondered, “That being?” 

“Eat.” 

I blinked. How very Edmund of Edmund. 

“Your royal brother has vowed to eat and drink only as much as you. He said that unless 
you want him to starve right along with you, you will eat. He will be here on the morrow.” 

That was all. The Bat bowed from where he hung off one of the tent ropes (curling 
upwards, which for him was bending over) and launched himself through a narrow slit 
where the entrance flaps were parted. I was glad he hadn’t offered me any bugs, which 
many of the Bats at Cair Paravel were prone to do as a sign of hospitality, for Bats are 
remarkably polite Animals. And no, I won’t say if I ever refused that hospitality or not. 

I leaned back into the pillows. Eat. Typical Edmund. I could read so much into what 
hadn’t been said. He was better, much better. 

And I knew I was much, much worse if couriers had already reached Cair Paravel and 
back. I sighed. It really wasn’t fair of me not to try, not after coming so far. I had made 
Edmund promise not to give up. Fine example I’d set if I couldn’t do the same. 

He’d be here tomorrow. I was so very glad as I drifted off to sleep again. 

§‡§ 

I don’t know how much time passed before I awoke again, but it was to the sound of Dogs 
barking and talking and calling out greetings. Lots of Dogs, and of many sizes, too, judging 
by the range of their voices. I listened in confusion, wondering what all the noise was about, 
when a familiar, dear, and welcome voice rang out. 

“Will you be quiet?” shouted Edmund at the yapping canines. Immediately there was 
silence save for a whimper or two. 

“Majesty,” said and aghast voice, “you’ll waken your brother!” 

“He’s awake!” insisted Edmund, and I could practically feel the electricity in the air as he 
must have been glaring at the Dogs. “Not even Peter could sleep through that racket you’ve 
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been making since we left Beruna and I command you stop following me every time I go 
for a ride!” 

I dropped my pounding head back into the pillows with a quiet laugh that hurt my ribs. 
The Dogs! The Dogs Phillip had set to follow Marsk and Jett. It seems as if their ranks had 
swelled and Edmund was at the end of his tolerance. I was so happy to hear him that I 
didn’t care how cross he was. 

“Ho! Felern!” he now hollered for the Dwarf healer. “How fares my brother?” I couldn’t 
hear the answer, but I knew Edmund deliberately made sure I heard him. “What? I think 
not! Fetch twice however much food you want in him right now and I will take care of it.” 

A moment later he threw open the tent flaps and strode into the pavilion we always shared 
with a blast of cold air. He was shadowed by the wane winter sunlight pouring in behind 
him, but I though he was quite the most wonderful thing I had seen since Aslan, scowl and 
all. He stopped dead in his tracks when he saw me. 

He was a little taller and far thinner than when I’d last seen him. His face was pale from 
stress and there were dark shadows under his eyes. Still, there was that usual smoldering 
fire within him and I knew his anxiety over the curse had shifted fully to frantic worry over 
his idiotic older brother that couldn’t bring himself to eat. 

For a long moment he just stared at me, taking in my deplorable condition and the health I 
had so blithely destroyed for his sake. I couldn’t bear it any longer and I smiled, and that 
one gesture completely undid Edmund. He rushed to my side and snatched me up in a 
powerful hug, wary of my broken arm. I leaned heavily against him, the cold wintry air still 
clinging to his cloak and cooling my fever. A small sound escaped him, a gasping wail of 
love and happiness and grief. I tried to return the hold with indifferent success, and the 
effort exhausted me. I felt trembling, but I wasn’t sure which of us it was. Both, perhaps. 

“Peter,” he whispered, his voice thick with emotion. “Oh, Peter.” 

That was all, but it was all that I needed. His presence was enough to restore me. Now I 
knew the quest had been successful because he came here without Lucy. All he did was 
hold me, his head bent close to mine, foregoing anything as unnecessary as words. We 
stayed like that a long time, until the tent flaps parted again and Felern entered with a tray 
of steaming food. Edmund reluctantly drew away, holding me at arms’ length to get a good 
look at me. He frowned and I thought it was because of the amount of weight I had lost, 
but then his expression turned to one of disgust and I realized he had noticed my hair was 
tied back. 

“You need a haircut. Leave the long hair to Susan.” 

I smiled. “It’s the very first thing I plan on doing once we get home,” I promised. 

“Good.” He turned to the harassed Dwarf healer and pulled a small table over to my 
bedside. “Set it here, please. Thank you.” He gave me a steely look as Felern left us. 
“Breakfast, Peter.” 

“What time is it?” 

“It doesn’t matter. You haven’t eaten yet today, so it’s breakfast. Are you going to eat it or 
am I going to feed it to you?” 

“I’m not hungry, Ed,” I said with a sigh. He rolled his eyes. 
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“You? Peter Michael George Pevensie, not hungry? I’d sooner believe you don’t feel like 
breathing, brother. Your problem is it’s been so long since you had a decent meal your 
body’s forgotten how to ask for one. I meant what I said by courier. I haven’t eaten today 
either and I’m hungry. I suggest you start now, because if you think I’m being a pest, wait 
until Susan gets here! If she ever finished packing,” he added under his breath. 

He had an excellent point. I sighed again and he handed me a bowl of thick soup. I ate 
slowly with my left hand and he matched me mouthful for mouthful. There was bread with 
it such as I had longed for, and he forced a thick slice on me. It was delicious, soft and 
fragrant and buttery. I was surprised when I finished all the soup, but he smiled at me, 
pleased, and took the bowl away. 

“Do you want to sleep?” he asked. 

I nodded wearily and he helped me to get comfortable. “I have to go see Aslan,” he told 
me as he smoothed the covers. “I came right to you. Then I have to check on Phillip. 
Oreius said he was a wise choice.” 

“He was,” I whispered. “Very wise. He saved my life.” 

Edmund smiled a rare, unguarded smile of absolute satisfaction. “I’ll be back later,” he 
promised as I drifted off. 

§‡§ 

I awoke to darkness and a cool hand on my cheek. Everything was burning and sweaty and 
I turned into the cool hand desperately. 

“It’s all right, Peter,” said Edmund. “Your fever just came back.” 

With a vengeance, I heard his tone convey. 

“Sit up. I need you to drink this tea.” 

I did my best to obey and managed to sit up partially. He held a cup of tea to my lips and 
the first mouthful made me gag it tasted so foul. 

“I know,” he soothed as I pulled a variety of faces. “It’s awful stuff. That’s how you can tell 
it will work. Drink it, Peter. I won’t go away until you finish it.” 

Such a pest. To shut him up I drank the whole mess, choking it down. By the time I laid 
back down I was chilled and shivering. He wiped the sweat off my face with a damp cloth, 
then carefully elevated my broken arm again by placing it on a pillow. 

“Send for Bathelstane,” I heard him order. When I opened my eyes minutes later, he held 
is arm up as if for a hawk, only now a Bat hung down under his forearm as he gave it a 
message. “Tell my sisters the queens to move as quickly as possible. Peter needs Lucy’s 
cordial. Hurry!” 

The Bat bowed and flew off. Edmund turned and was surprised to see me awake. 

“That bad am I?” I rasped. 

“As a matter of fact, yes,” he answered. “Only you would get dehydrated with a whole river 
full of water right next to you.” He smiled and sat next to me. “The tree has an apple on 
it.” 
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Tree? It had grown already? It had flowered already? I don’t know what I expected to 
happen when I planted the apple, but I certainly didn’t expect such swift results. But then, 
Aslan had breathed upon it. Perhaps that stirred the life within the apple. After all, he had 
brought stone back to life the same way. 

“Good,” I rasped. 

He was serious now. “I want you to eat it.” 

“What? No!” 

He held up his hand. “It can restore you. Aslan said the apples have healing powers. I can 
wait.” 

“So can I,” I replied as sternly as I could manage. “Ed, that’s for you and no one else. Who 
knows when it will bloom again? The cordial can restore me, but nothing but the apple can 
remove Jadis’ blood from your system. You eat it.” 

We stared at each other, both of us stubborn beyond measure, but I had the advantage of 
having been responsible for him far longer than he had felt any responsibility towards me. I 
won our silent battle. Edmund glowered, but moved from the folding stool to my 
hammock. 

“You’re an idiot,” he whispered, and kissed my temple. 

“Lucky for you,” I replied, then curled up around him and went back to sleep. 

§‡§ 

I awoke feeling a thousand times better. The pain was gone from my arm, every ache had 
been banished, and I was so hungry I was positively ravenous. I had no notion of the hour, 
the past few days having been little better than a blur. I sat up. The splint had been 
removed and I flexed my arm experimentally. I had been completely healed. Every bruise 
and cut and crack and scrape had been erased. My head wasn’t pounding, my back and 
legs no longer cramped and ached. That could only mean the girls had arrived last night 
and Lucy had administered her marvelous cordial. I grinned into the darkness, anxious to 
see them. Edmund was in his own bed, soundly sleeping, and I rose and tucked the 
blankets around him again. I dressed in several layers of clothes and Edmund’s cape since 
I couldn’t locate another one and stepped outside. 

It was just before dawn, frost glistening off every surface. Now that I was safe and secure I 
could appreciate its beauty, not look at the ice with apprehension. Back in Narnia, Nature 
was no longer my enemy. 

I turned as footsteps approached. Oreius came around the corner of the pavilion and 
stopped, staring at me with open satisfaction and pride. I smiled and hurried over to greet 
him. 

“Majesty,” he said, bowing in the Centaur fashion. He barely straightened before I threw 
my arms around his middle in a firm hug that surprised and pleased him even as he 
grunted at the impact. He returned the hug, then held me at arms’ length, his eyes aglow 
with relief and delight as he studied me keenly. “You look better. Far, far better!” 

I snorted and laughed. “I don’t look dead and delirious, you mean!” I displayed my newly 
healed arm. “The girls are here?” 
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“Your sisters the queens arrived late last night.” 

I nodded, still gazing up at him. “Oreius?” 

“Yes, King Peter?” 

Covering his big hand with my own, I said, “Thank you. Thank you for everything. You 
saved me and you kept Narnia safe. I cannot thank you enough.” 

“To see you safely home and to see your brother restored is thanks enough, good king. 
From what Phillip says your training stood you in good stead.” 

“You would have been proud most of the time.” 

“Most?” he teased seriously, frowning, and I laughed. 

“PETER!” 

Lucy. Her ecstatic shout probably roused the whole camp. I whirled as she ran across from 
her tent and she threw herself at me with so much force I would have tumbled over but for 
Oreius catching us. I laughed and cried and crushed her to me. A moment later Susan, still 
in her sleeping gown and slippers with a cloak hastily thrown over her shoulders piled on 
with an ecstatic shout, hugging me tightly. I never wanted to let them go. Both girls were 
talking and tears streaked their faces and I thought they were the loveliest things I had ever 
seen. 

I heard a growl behind me. Turning, I saw Edmund standing under the canopy of our tent, 
wrapped in a blanket and looking cross and mussed. He was quite possibly the furthest 
thing from smiles and sunshine in the mornings. He didn’t just wake up badly, he woke up 
positively murderous most of the time. And I shared a room with him on purpose. What 
did that say about me? 

“The sun’s not even up!” he complained. “Why are you? Why am I?” he added, more to 
himself than to us. 

Susan’s eyes grew wide and Lucy’s mouth dropped open in a perfect ‘O.’ Clearly it had 
been a long while since Edmund’s true morning colors had come shining through 

The rest of us exchanged wide grins and without a word we all rushed over and tackled 
him. 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Thirty-Nine: Heyden 
Susan had very thoughtfully brought me clothes of all types out of my closet and under 
Edmund’s watchful glare I piled on more of them. Even I was alarmed to see how 
frightfully thin I was, and though in most cases the length of the sleeves and leggings were 
too short, everything still fit over this scrawny frame of mine. After weeks of wearing filthy, 
damp, mud- and blood-encrusted clothes, soft cloth against my skin was like unto paradise. 
I couldn’t find my boots so I wore a pair of the lace-up shoes we used in summer. (Later 
that night Edmund casually tossed my poor, worn-out boots into the camp’s bonfire and I 
derived great pleasure out of watching them burn.) 
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After a breakfast where I ate everything in range, we joined Aslan by the apple tree. Less 
than a week old, it was already taller than I was. It had the same straight trunk I had seen 
on the tree in the Garden and silvery, pale leaves despite the fact that it was almost winter. 
Aslan had already appointed several dozen Dryads to nurture and protect it even as it 
would protect Narnia. It was such a pretty thing that I was suddenly struck by King Frank’s 
desire to be a gardener in order to have a hand in something so beautiful. I had done this. I 
had brought this wonderful thing to Narnia, and it was all for... 

“King Edmund the Just,” said Aslan as everyone in the camp looked on. “It is for you to 
take the final steps of this journey. Pluck the apple from the tree and rid yourself of Jadis’ 
corruption.” 

Edmund bowed deeply to Aslan, then pursed his lips and stepped over to the tree. For a 
moment he studied the little plant, the blue and green leaves, the silver bark, the one small 
apple it had produced. Like its mother fruit, the apple shone with silvery light even when 
he picked it. He was self-conscious enough to cast me and the girls a quirky little smile, 
then bit into the apple. 

When he swallowed the first mouthful, he gasped. We all started forward, but he shook his 
head and took another bite. Before my very eyes my brother was transformed. Only 
someone that knew him as well I could have seen it. With each bite the anger and hurt and 
guilt that had consumed him for so long seemed to lessen and fade until the young man 
that had struggled so hard with what was right and wrong and his own self-loathing was 
replaced by my generous, witty, and loving little brother. This was the Edmund from 
before Narnia, before the war and Father leaving, before being sent to that awful school 
that poisoned his spirit so. 

This Edmund could forgive himself. 

He stood beside the tree and didn’t move, feeling the magic work on him. His eyes closed 
and I knew that for a long moment he was overwhelmed by the uncontrollable rush of 
emotion and relief as the darkness within him was banished. Finally he opened his eyes 
and...he smiled. And I saw in those dark eyes the little boy I knew and loved so well and 
the great man and king he would someday become. I was undone, and true to form I felt 
tears in my eyes. This was the moment I had lived for since the Anniversary of Beruna. 

At a nod from Aslan, he handed the core to one of the eager Dryads. I knew they would 
plant it and nurture it as avidly as the Tree of Protection. Edmund watched the reverence 
the Birch showed as she carried it, and the other Dryads were positively aglow with 
excitement. They crowded around to see it as she broke it in half, exposing two brown 
seeds. It was as if they were looking at a new baby, which for them I suppose they were. My 
brother smiled faintly, then looked to us, his dark eyes speaking of awe and love and relief. 

With excited cries Susan and Lucy rushed forward to hug him but I stood my ground, just 
watching. Edmund endured their caresses for a few moments, then extracted himself. He 
cast Aslan a warm smile and stepped over to me, looking up at me with a faint smirk on his 
lips. 

“Oh, go ahead and cry, Peter,” he said. “Get it out of your system!” 

But I laughed instead. 

§‡§ 
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There was quite a bit of shuffling around as we prepared to head home later that same day. 
Edmund politely refused Phillip’s offer to carry him, insisting that the good Horse needed 
a rest from carrying anything heavier than a blanket. That Phillip didn’t argue very hard was 
evidence of his lingering fatigue, though he had been restored to health by a drop of the 
cordial and could move his tail again. I would have mounted my black mare, Jett, but 
Edmund swung into her saddle before I could and gave me a stern look. 

“Oreius! Oreius! General, please make sure my brother does not ride any horse except 
Marsk no matter what he says, commands, or whines.” 

The Centaur cast me a dark look at the mere mention that I’d entertain the thought, and 
nodded to Edmund. I glared at both conspirators in aggravation. I did not like to be baby 
sat, but it seemed as if everyone here was against me, even my sisters. Instead of coming to 
my defense, they just nodded in agreement and echoed Oreius’ glare. In truth, Jett was 
probably more than I could handle right now and Marsk, older and slower, barely needed 
guidance. I climbed defiantly into his saddle and waited for the others. Finally Aslan took a 
spot beside me and we started. I immediately called, 

“Oi! Phillip!” 

The Horse looked at me expectantly. I grinned, then chanted, 

“Heeeey-den! Heyden ho and!”  

“Oh, no!” Edmund rolled his eyes, clearly familiar with equine song. 

“Foal of the mighty stallion Shaze!” I sang with Phillip. 

“Oh!” exclaimed Lucy. “Oh, I can play that! Wait for me! Wait for me! Don’t go yet!” she 
cried as if we would ever ride off and leave her. She slid off her palfrey and hurried over to 
Celer, who grinned as he handed her something from a pouch at his waist. Clambering 
back onto the horse, she held up her prize: a pan pipe. “Now sing!” she commanded, 
smiling broadly before putting the pipe to her lips expectantly. 

I laughed, grinning at Edmund as I began anew. 

“Heeeey-den! Heyden ho and / Foal of the mighty stallion Shaze!” 

My brother groaned. “Phillip!” he whined, convinced the Horse had corrupted me. 

“Race from the river to the ocean’s waves!” 

Phillip joined in, then Oreius’s deep voice picked up the song along with all the soldiers 
that knew the words 

“Storm in the valley, winds off to sea!” 

Susan didn’t know the words, but she caught the beat and began to sing a harmony along 
with us. Aslan purred with pleasure as Lucy managed to play the handful of notes, not 
necessarily on the beat, and then even he joined in. 

“Strike of lightning at the meadow’s lea and 

Heyden ho! Heyden ho and!” 

I stopped in surprise. We had been joined by a clear voice that sounded as sweet as 
Susan’s. I looked at Edmund in astonishment, for it was he. He smirked and shrugged. 

“Just because I don’t like to sing doesn’t mean I can’t. It’s like dancing.” 
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I laughed and picked up the song again. And so we headed home, escorted by Aslan and 
the army and our loving subjects. 

§‡§ 

It took four days to make it back to the palace. Each night at dinner we sat around a huge 
fire singing more songs and telling tales (and, that first night, watching my missing boots 
burn). Backed up by Phillip, I related some of our adventures. The Slinn disgusted them, 
Rhye thrilled them, the Krakens astonished them, and Aslan smiled when I conveyed 
Tempus’ greetings. Aslan knew of the Seelie and approved an alliance with the tiny fairies. 
There was so much to tell I barely brushed the surface of all we had seen and done and I 
made it a point to thank my siblings again for their invaluable gifts. I couldn’t stay awake 
long, though I was just as interested to find out what had gone on at Cair Paravel during my 
absence. They regaled me with stories of the Galman nautical tutor (a very capable noble 
dame) and their classes in navigation and tentative plans for a deep-water port not far from 
Cair Paravel. It seemed our navy was to be a reality with the help of the Galmans, who were 
eager both for trade and for Narnia’s protection from marauders from the south. I probed 
carefully, and found all the dreams I’d had of them in the Western Wild had been 
absolutely accurate. I looked to Aslan for clarification, but he merely smiled. As he 
escorted me and Edmund to our tent one night, I turned to the Lion. 

“Will you stay at Cair Paravel, Aslan?” I pressed. 

He looked at me with love and understanding. “For a little while longer, Peter. I have 
tarried long in Narnia.” 

“I was hoping you’d stay.” 

“I have always been, and always will be with you,” he reminded. 

“I know. I was just being selfish.” 

Edmund snorted and judging by Aslan’s expression he agreed with my brother’s sentiment. 

“You? Selfish?” exclaimed Edmund. “When? I want to see it.” 

Aslan chuckled and said, “I will see you safely back to where you started this quest. Fear 
not, High King. You’ll see me soon.” 

§‡§ 

We arrived at the Cair just after night fall. A few miles from the palace we decided to press 
on rather than make another camp because the temperature had plummeted and we all 
dearly wanted to sleep indoors. To my embarrassment, I fell asleep in the saddle and woke 
up only as Oreius was carrying me into the bedroom Edmund and I shared. The Centaur 
chuckled as he set me on my feet to be greeted by the ecstatic valets. I let Silvo fuss to his 
heart’s content and took the longest, hottest bath of my life. Afterwards, as we waited for a 
meal to be sent up, I asked the Faun to cut my hair. Susan let out a little whine - I was 
surprised that she should like long hair on a man, especially me - and she kept some of the 
shorn locks. It was a relief to be rid of so much hair but suddenly it was also very drafty on 
my neck. I hadn’t noticed that until my hair was gone. It was worth having a cold neck, I 
decided. 

Aslan joined us for our supper and I began telling the story of our adventure in better 
order than while we had been encamped. I didn’t get very far - not even to Lasa, whose 
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memory still roused all my guilty instincts - but I did skip ahead and tell them about 
shooting and eating the crow. My dear siblings did not disappoint me with their delighted 
and sarcastic comments and puns and I could see Edmund’s mind would be working this 
for days, perhaps even weeks. I looked forward to every biting comment. It wasn’t long 
before I was drooping with exhaustion and Aslan laughingly sent me to bed. My bed. In my 
room. Being tucked in by Susan was the most wonderful sensation in the world. It was so 
strange to be out of the wind, away from the constant sound of the river, that the unfamiliar 
quiet kept me awake. 

Edmund followed me not much later. I stirred when he entered. The moon cast the room 
into faint shadow. 

“Ed?” 

He leaned against my bed, a small smile playing on his lips as he looked at me. “Sorry to 
wake you.” 

“No,” I mumbled, then asked hopefully, “Are you cold?” 

I caught a flash of white teeth as his smile turned into a grin. “I could be if you’d like.” 

“I’d like,” I yawned. 

“Shove over, Peter, I’m freezing.” 

I made room for him and he climbed into the bed with me. He actually was rather cold. 
He settled in close, glad of the invitation. I knew if I hadn’t asked he would have found his 
way over here anyway, or I would have gone to his bed. 

“Peter?” he whispered. 

“Hmm?” 

“Thank you.” 

I smiled and drew him closer for a hug, kissing his dark hair. “I’d do it again.” 

“Yes, I was afraid you’d say something like that.” 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Forty: Tuesday’s Child 
I awoke the next morning to a tiny, chirruping sound right in my ear. I opened my eyes and 
saw a Hummingbird hovering over my head. I smiled at it and whispered, “Good morn,” 
in true Narnian fashion. Moving carefully so as not to disturb my sleeping brother, I sat up, 
holding out my hand. The little Bird landed and I brought it close to my ear. 

“Aslan asks you to join him in the seaside pavilion.” 

“Thank you,” I whispered and it flew off. I rose and tucked Edmund in, then quickly 
dressed in the darkened room. My clothes were all too loose on me now, but I piled on 
several layers and wrapped a heavy cloak over my shoulders before slipping out the door. 
The lamps were still lit in the corridor as dawn was an hour or more away. The guards on 
duty turned to face me, but I gestured for silence and softly instructed, 
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“I’ll bring one of the guards at the gate with me. If the king or queens wake up, tell them I 
won’t be long.” 

The most direct route to the pavilion was out the main doors and so I hurried through the 
Cair to the great hall where the pillars rose like trees in a forest and acres of stained glass 
told Narnia’s history. The guards, a Satyr and a Ram, both with the most magnificent, 
curling horns, bowed when they saw me and opened the door. A blast of freezing cold air 
off the ocean made the lamps flicker and carried the smell of salt and winter. I was 
immediately shadowed by a huge Tiger I recognized from Sharet’s troop of big Cats. 

“Good morn, Ricanus,” I whispered, my teeth already chattering from the biting cold. 

“It is, Majesty,” he said with a bow, then said nothing and made no sound as he padded 
along beside me. 

There was a faint golden glow like candlelight about the pavilion as we approached. 
Ricanus fell back and left me to walk the last hundred feet alone. Aslan waited for me, 
seated before the open wall that looked out over the Eastern Sea. There was still no hint of 
dawn in the sky and the whole structure was coated with a thick layer of ice. The Lion 
greeted me warmly and I returned his embrace. Then I pulled back, gazing up at him. He 
seemed large enough to fill the pavilion. 

“You’re leaving, aren’t you?” I whispered, suddenly stricken. 

His eyes were gentle and he knew I was disappointed. “I have a task to complete now that 
your brother is safe.” 

But I’ve hardly seen you! my thoughts wailed, then I realized what he meant. “The wand.” 

“The wand,” he echoed. “I must remove it to a place where it will be well guarded. There 
is an island far, far across the Eastern Sea where the Birds of the Dawn gather every 
morning to greet the day. There it will be well out of mischief’s way and ages will pass 
before anyone visits the island again.” 

“Good,” I said. 

“Do not tell anyone where the wand has been removed to. If they ask, just tell them it is 
safe.” 

“I will.,” I promised, suddenly relieved that we were here alone. Aslan usually slipped away 
without fanfare, and I was glad for the chance to see him and say goodbye. If I knew 
Narnia and Narnians, today there would be celebrating and festivities for our return and I 
would have to tell the story of the quest time and time again. It was very nice to have the 
Lion to myself for a few moments and I stepped closer to his side. I think he felt the same 
about me, and we stood in grateful, comfortable silence for a little while, watching the 
ocean. 

“And here is Mallo.” 

A wave of water spread all the way up to the pavilion and splashed against the rocks just 
past the steps. Mallo appeared from the crested wave, and to my surprise she came all the 
way to the icy steps. The Mermaid bowed deeply, first to Aslan, then to me, unaffected by 
the freezing cold. 

“Mighty Aslan. High King.” 
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I bowed to the leader of the Merfolk. “Greetings, Mallo. It’s good to see you again, lady.” 

“And you, King Peter. News of your success gives up joy.” From the water at her long tail 
she lifted a long, flat box made of coral, which she laid at Aslan’s paws. “The White 
Witch’s wand.” 

“Thank you, Mallo, for guarding this. It was very well done of you and your people,” said 
the Lion. He leaned over and kissed her. She bowed deeply again, and the next wave swept 
up and she was gone. 

Aslan sighed. I knew the moment of parting had come. I wanted to prolong it. “Aslan?” 

“Yes, my child?” 

I hesitated, knowing I wouldn’t be able to convey adequately what I was feeling. 
“I...how...how...can I thank you?” For Edmund? For Narnia? For the life I now lived? For 
the love with which you’ve blessed me? My voice came out as a whisper barely audible over 
the turf. My eyes were brimming with tears but I made no attempt to stop them. 

“Oh, Peter,” Aslan said so gently his words were a caress. He put a paw on my shoulder. 
“Do you love me?” 

I sniffed and nodded. My voice cracked as I whispered, “Completely.” 

“What greater thanks, what nobler gift could I ask, High King, than to have the absolute 
love of one such as you?” he asked, then gathered me close and kissed me on the 
forehead. He was warm and his mane smelled sweet and his paw was warm upon my back. 
Strength seemed to fill me as I wrapped my arms around him as far as I could. “You are 
more worthy than you will ever know, Peter Pevensie. Learn and grow, dearest child and 
highest king, and keep in your heart all the things you love best. It is no mistake that you 
are called the Magnificent and your grace is Narnia’s greatest blessing.” 

His words were familiar and I recalled the day I had resolved to set forth on the quest. I 
smiled, blinking at my tears, his confidence and love warming me even as I drew away. 
Together we turned and looked to the east and I stepped over to lean against one of the 
pillars. The sky over the ocean was lightening with the pale colors of a winter dawn. Aravir 
stood brilliant above the horizon, still blazing bright even as the stars faded around her. 
The ocean spray was icy cold against my face and I breathed deeply, closing my eyes for a 
moment and filling my lungs with Narnia’s fragrant air. I thought about rousing Edmund 
and heading down to the training grounds. It would feel good to have armor on again, to 
get back to training, back to my life... 

When I looked behind me, both the mighty golden Lion and the wand were gone. 

I smiled, but did not despair. Aslan would return and I was home. 

¥¤¥ 

 

Epilogue: In the Company of Horses 
Looking back, the thing I remember most vividly was how happy we all were. 

It was the second anniversary of the Battle of Beruna and once again all of Narnia was 
celebrating. After the spring we had, we deserved to indulge. The embassies from the 
islands were more numerous than last year and the Calormen ambassador was even more 
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magnificent in his dress and gifts. The Seelie ambassador, Tition’s uncle, had been here 
early in the summer and promised to attend next year’s festivities with more of the Seelie 
Court. Once again King Lune was absent, but this time it was because his wife was well 
along with child and he did not want to leave her. Instead of his mother-in-law, Princess 
Eo, whom I was sure could not have been pried away from Anvard for anything, he sent his 
younger brother, Prince Lunell, who was even merrier and fonder of hunting than Lune. 
He was good, jovial company and particularly attached to the Big Cats, Sharet and Bal 
being almost constant companions. It was a sure guarantee that when they were together 
they were talking about stalking game. 

The music and feasting and dancing had been moved indoors to the entrance hall of Cair 
Paravel when the weather turned foul and it began teeming rain. It made little difference. 
The hall had already been decorated and there was plenty of room and light and the Fauns 
and Satyrs and Nymphs seemed to enjoy the challenge of dancing on stairs. The singers 
and musicians, including the Dwarfs and their mighty war drums, had set up in the center 
of the hall and the dances formed a wide oval around them. The drums were so deep the 
beats seemed to penetrate the very being of the revelers, making everyone want to get up 
and join in the dance. 

I glanced up at a balcony above where Lucy was leaning far over the railing to hold a 
conversation with a gracious Giraffe lady named Avalynn, who was our etiquette instructor. 
The Giraffe stood on the main floor as they talked, her long neck and legs ringed by many 
chokers and necklaces and, I think, some of Lucy’s belts borrowed for the occasion. They 
were a very pretty sight, each so graceful and sweet in her own way. Lucy wore a beautifully 
woven band of sweet herbs and wild flowers in her hair, for the Fauns and Satyrs had 
crowned us again. Susan had herbs and flowers as well, whereas Edmund and I wore great 
crowns of green wheat and grass. They were sweetly fragrant and made us both sneeze. 

I had spent an hour with Edmund’s friends the Black Dwarfs of the Blue River Smithy, 
telling them in great detail how the knife they had helped Edmund make me had ended a 
war. They were smug and pleased, as much with their favorite king as with themselves and 
their craft, and they asked me endless questions about the knife and how it behaved (as 
they termed it) and how I found its balance and grip and what other uses I had found for it 
on the quest. They would have gone on all night if Edmund hadn’t arrived to save me, 
promising them they could harangue me more tomorrow. 

“They can’t get over their own work,” he explained, dragging me away. 

I sat with Edmund on the main stairs. Four chairs had been set up for us, covered with 
cushions and furs to make soft seats, but we ended up on the foot rests leaning back against 
the chairs with our legs stretched out to the step below. Edmund’s legs were almost as long 
as mine now, and he had the annoying habit of dressing out of my closet since the Nymph 
tailors couldn’t keep up with his growth spurts. I was fairly certain I recognized my boots 
on his feet. We both held mazers, though I made it a point to water the wine down so that 
the dancers, not the room, was what spun. Our friends and advisors and teachers and 
guests were all present and milling about. It was all so informal and familiar that I think the 
Calormene ambassador was a little scandalized until Lunell got some Archenland wine into 
him. Dog Sir Giles Fox was there with his new wife, Vixen Lady Marion Fox (as foxly titles 
went), the Beavers, Tumnus, an entire balcony filled with raucous Gryphons lead by Cyn, 
Cheroom, and even Neth, only son of the River God Callum, had shown up with about 
fifty of his beautiful sisters. 
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Once again the Talking Mice performed for us, this time lining up on one of the wide 
marble railings. Mice are valiant and brave Animals, but they are not designed to dance and 
sing. I don’t know how I survived this year, because despite all the work they had put into 
their little show, a chorus line of Mice was one of the single funniest things I had ever 
witnessed and I blamed the tears on the crown of grass and wheat. I think Edmund just 
kept his eyes closed through the whole thing. I would have to remember that for the future, 
though we were both suddenly subject to coughing fits as the performance came to its shrill 
climax. 

“How many Horses are here?” I exclaimed a little while later, for there seemed to be an 
unusual number of them crowding the hall. They were gorgeously decked in wreaths and 
ribbons and all the finery and frippery their of which breed seemed so very fond. 

Edmund shrugged. “More than last year?” he suggested innocently. 

I rolled my eyes. “Brilliant observation, Ed.” 

He snorted. “To a brilliant question.” 

“Aren’t those my boots?” 

He was saved from answering. Suddenly the drummers burst into a long, loud roll 
announcing the start of a new dance. Ed and I scrambled to our feet as everyone cleared 
the floor, swarming up the steps and onto the railings and perches as a troop of Centaurs, 
both male and female, galloped into the hall. They faced each other in two long rows as the 
drums sent out a fast, pounding rhythm, unaccompanied by any other instruments, the 
Centaurs began to dance. 

I had never seen or imagined the like. They were graceful creatures and they moved their 
hooves in steps so complex as to be amazing, their timing so exact that at times it sounded 
like only one Centaur, not twenty. They clapped a counter-rhythm with their hands, 
somehow keeping the beat going. It was very much like Morris Dancing, only instead of 
bells and sticks they had their hooves to punctuate the rhythm. At times the drums stopped 
so we could hear the steps and by the looks of the Narnians all around us this was truly a 
rare treat to see. I had never seen its like and I was lost just watching them. The Fauns and 
Nymphs and Satyrs, dancers and revelers all, were watching and smiling and gasping in awe 
as the tempo picked up and the dance became wilder. The Centaurs circled about and 
swung their partners, rearing and stamping all in perfect time. It was the most remarkable 
performance I had ever seen, and that included last winter’s Great Snow Dance. 

The drums roared in a mighty crescendo and the dance ended in a frenzy of precision. 
Everything stopped at once, Centaurs and drums, lined up exactly as they had started, and 
for a moment there was absolute silence in the great hall. Then we erupted in cheers, 
screaming and clapping and shouting out our appreciation. The drums and music started 
up again and the Centaurs began another dance, simpler and merrier and the Narnians 
streamed down the steps to join in. I spotted Susan opposite a female Centaur, trying to 
learn the steps. The Centaur was smiling and slowing down so Susan could follow. I 
nudged Edmund, pointing her out and he grinned as he watched. 

“Oh, Su!” he admonished in disgust when she stepped the wrong way. “That’s not how it’s 
done! Here!” 

He thrust his mazer into my hands and rushed down the stairs. Dodging through the 
dancers, he slid to a halt behind Susan, grabbing her around the waist to stop his 
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momentum and, holding her at arm’s length, he began to dance right along with them, 
acting as the back feet. Susan was still taller than he and he leaned this way and that to see 
around her, catching his crown of wheat whenever he leaned too far. I laughed so hard I 
fell back into my seat, and I could see the delight on the faces of Susan and the Centaur as 
the whole hall exploded with mirth. 

“Peter! Peter, come dance with us!” begged Lucy, running up the steps. She seized both of 
my hands and I let her pull me onto the floor close by where Susan and Edmund picked 
their way through the dance. Her waiting partner, of all people, was Oreius. 

“I’m dancing with the general,” she belatedly explained, reaching up to take his hands and 
casting me her most charming smile. 

I burst out laughing, grabbing her waist. “I suppose I am, too!” 

For the first time since I had met him I heard Oreius laugh long and loud as he began to 
dance with my sister. He kept the steps simple and she followed him with bouncing 
enthusiasm while I hung on and provided the back-up feet for her. It was great fun and 
very, very amusing, especially when we got hang of what we were doing and could actually 
keep in step. Oreius could dance quite well, and he was heartily entertained at having both 
queen and king as his partners. When the dance ended I stood with my siblings by the 
musicians in the middle of the floor, still laughing at Oreius’ expression. 

A Bat, tiny and brown, came flapping up to Edmund and landed on his arm. They were his 
particular messengers, just as Susan used Hummingbirds and I used the small Cats. It 
crawled up to his shoulder and they had a whispered conference, then Edmund lifted the 
Bat off his shirt and held it high over his head so it could launch. 

“Peter, we have a surprise for you!” said Edmund, giving our sisters a significant look. 
Instantly Susan broke into a brilliant smile and Lucy squealed with anticipation, jumping up 
and down in place a few times before she called, “Mr. Tumnus! Mr. Tumnus! It’s time for 
Peter’s surprise!” 

I was amused by their reactions already. At Tumnus’ order the main doors were flung 
open to the weather. A swirl of cool air swept the hall, then in stepped a vision of 
burnished silver and gold. I felt my heart race at the sight and fresh tears burned my eyes. 

Rhye had come to Narnia. 

“Peter High King!” she shrilly called across the hall, tossing her head in greeting, but I was 
already rushing across the floor to greet her. She seemed inordinately pleased as I threw 
my arms around her neck. She rested her head on my shoulder affectionately, then nudged 
me and nibbled at my clothes and crown. “King Peter! Where is your mane? I scarce know 
you!” 

I laughed, hugging her harder. She was used to me with long hair, but I was also the only 
blond in all of Narnia at the moment and there was no mistaking me. 

“Rhye! Rhye! You came! I can’t believe you came! You look lovely! When did you get 
here?” I exclaimed. She had been groomed and brushed and braided and decked with 
flowers and ribbons. She was beautiful beyond words. Small wonder the hall was packed 
with Horses! 

“I’ve been here two weeks! I’ve learned new songs! And I heard music!” 
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My family joined us and she greeted them with familiarity. Susan touched Rhye’s soft nose 
and said, “Rhye arrived two weeks ago while you were down at Glasswater and we have 
done everything to keep her out of sight until now to surprise you.” 

“It worked! I had no idea! Su, have you gone for a ride?” 

“No!” Susan exclaimed. She did not like heights at all, but I could tell by their grins that 
Edmund and Lucy and ridden far and fast. “It’s amazing!” Edmund burst out. 

Remembering my promise, I looked at Rhye’s hooves and everyone, including Rhye, 
followed my gaze. She had not been shod, though her hooves had been filed and polished. 
My siblings all smiled knowingly. 

“We thought we’d let you give the order,” said Edmund. I was fairly certain Rhye had 
spoken of little else. 

“Tomorrow, Rhye, just as I said, you’ll have shoes of silver and gold.” 

“Could I have bells, too?” she asked, wide-eyed and irresistible. “I heard some on those 
fluffy little woolies and they sound like music.” 

She meant the Sheep, many of whom wore bells. Susan answered. “You’ll have as many as 
you like.” 

I laughed and kissed the Winged Horse on her nose. Susan didn’t know what she was 
getting herself into. Phillip came up just then, presuming on his close acquaintance to greet 
Rhye. I could see the other stallions in the hall were thoroughly jealous, as were all the 
mares but for different reasons. Rhye, completely unconscious of her breathtaking beauty 
and unaware she was the center of so much attention, immediately began barraging Phillip 
about our quest and if he had ever tried sugar and the customs of Narnian Horses and 
what was good to eat at the banquet and if he knew the same songs she did. I had a 
thousand questions for her, but they could wait. I let Phillip take her attention away, 
promising myself a long visit tomorrow, perhaps even another ride if she was willing. She 
moved through the crowd graceful as a swan, meeting excited courtiers and Horses and 
nibbling on the decorations. 

“I can’t believe she came!” I exclaimed, delighted. 

“I can’t believe we managed to keep it from you,” said Edmund smugly. 

“She’s as wonderful as you said, Peter,” Lucy added. “And she loves music! I taught her 
some new songs!” 

“Lucy!” Edmund frowned. He wagged a finger at her. “Never burden a Horse with a song!” 

“Unless she asks!” countered our youngest queen, and we all laughed. Then I grabbed 
Susan’s hand and lead her onto the dance floor as the music started anew. Lucy dragged 
Edmund along before he could escape her clutches. We all ended up dancing with Naiads 
and getting soaked in the process since they’re always dripping wet. 

As midnight grew closer Edmund visibly - and understandably - grew tense. I stood beside 
him on the stairs as this year Susan was making the midnight toast, and we held our mazers 
at the ready, both of us thirsty from dancing. There was no shouting out to a rowdy crowd 
as I had done on the beach last year. Everyone in the hall fell silent for their gentle queen 
as Susan lifted her own mazer. 
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“Narnia, tonight we celebrate victory and freedom and the lives of our two kings,” Susan 
called out, flashing us a smile. “Drink a toast with me now! Narnia, Aslan, and our 
Magnificent and Just kings who banished the White Witch from our land forever!” 

The great hall erupted into cheers as we lifted our wine in salute. Beside me, Edmund 
snorted faintly. 

“I didn’t do anything,” he grumbled. 

“I beg to differ,” I replied and drained the wooden bowl. 

He snorted again and finished his wine just as Cheroom, stationed over by the water clock 
set up just for this purpose, let out a shout. “Midnight! To freedom!” 

More celebrating, more cheering, people toasted and danced everywhere around us, but I 
just stood there, my eyes locked with Edmund’s as we waited. 

And waited. 

And waited. 

Nothing happened. 

Praise be to Aslan, nothing happened. 

Then I realized it was absolutely silent. I glanced about the hall. Every eye was on my 
brother and me. I looked back at him and he smiled, then threw his arms around me and 
kissed me on the cheek. I crushed him to me, tears in my eyes. 

Music and cheers erupted anew and the anniversary celebration began in earnest. Edmund 
finally drew away, holding me a moment, his smile never fading. Lucy and Susan rushed up 
the steps to claim their hugs and kisses and Edmund surprised me by kissing each of them 
first, something I had never seen him do before. I cannot remember feeling such love and 
joy in all my life. 

Nothing had happened. 

Nothing, except we had truly defeated Jadis. 

 

¥¤¥ 
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They Also Serve 

by elecktrum 
 
 

Chapter One: Who Stand and Wait 
From atop Phillip’s back Peter smiled down upon us, his face shining in the light of a 
thousand torches. Even in the plainest of clothes he was magnificent and every inch the 
High King of Narnia. I felt a rush of pride and love that this was my brother. I could tell he 
was eager to be off, eager to start this quest to save me, already aching to be home. 

I knew exactly how he felt, because I felt the same way. 

“I love you all very, very much,” he said softly. “Stay out of trouble while I’m away.” 

I snorted at this typically Peterly advice, unable to let him leave without some display of 
temper, demanding, “And what are we supposed to do until you get back?” Staying out of 
trouble had been physically impossible for me since the day I had turned four and he knew 
it. 

“Plan a navy,” Peter answered as if it was the most obvious thing in the world. 

I opened my mouth to reply but I couldn’t come up with anything witty to say in return. 
Planning out a branch of the military was not what I had expected to be doing while waiting 
for him to return, but it was a good idea. He cast me a smile, pleased with himself for 
rendering me speechless, and I couldn’t help but smile back. Navy? He’d come home to a 
bloody armada if I had my way. I felt Susan and Lucy standing close beside me and we 
watched as Peter turned Phillip and rode down the long avenue of torches and soldiers and 
loving subjects singing a hymn of creation. Oreius and Celer swept by us as they followed 
him and Aslan let out a mighty roar that had so much force behind it the sound seemed to 
penetrate and pass through my body. I watched until Peter’s blond head was out of sight, 
tempted to run up to the highest tower in Cair Paravel to catch a last glimpse of him as he 
rode westward into Aslan only knew what kind of mess. 

But I didn’t. I felt Lucy’s small hand curl into mine and I held on tightly, her presence 
grounding me. Susan laid her hand on my shoulder. We stood watching until the hymn 
was done, the last eerie notes echoing off the palace walls. Dawn was creeping over the 
horizon on this, the start of the first day without my brother. He hadn’t been gone twenty 
minutes and I already missed him terribly. It wasn’t so much that he wasn’t here now, but 
that he wouldn’t be here for weeks and maybe even months. I wasn’t alone, not like he 
soon would be with only a Horse for company. I had the girls with me and Aslan and the 
whole of Narnia, but…I would be alone in our room at night. And only I would be 
reporting to Oreius and Celer every morning before sunrise. And I’d be alone with 
Cheroom during history lessons. 

I would be sitting next to an empty throne, separated from my sisters by an expanse only 
Peter could fill. 

Suddenly the silver crown on my head seemed to weigh a ton. 
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And Phillip, my closest friend in Narnia, was equally out of my grasp. Who could I really 
talk to now that my best friend and my brother had gone riding off? There was Aslan, of 
course. He understood always and everything, but ... it just wasn’t the same. Not for me, 
anyway. I sighed, wishing I could stop the thoughts swirling through my head. What if one 
or both of them got hurt? What if it was too far? Or winter came? What if...what if I didn’t 
make it? I was genuinely afraid of being left alone with my own thoughts. 

They had better hurry back. 

As if she could read my thoughts, Susan’s hand tightened slightly on my shoulder in a 
reassuring gesture. The crowd was dispersing, voices rising in excited whispers as they 
spoke of the quest and histories and legends. Lucy looked as glum as I felt and I pulled her 
in close against me. I really wasn’t one for displays of affection – that was Peter’s role – but 
I could tell she needed to be held and so I kept my arm around her shoulders. We were 
standing in our little knot when one of the army’s captains, a huge black Centaur named 
Kanell, came down the steps behind us. 

“Majesties,” he said in his deep, booming voice, bowing. 

Lucy sniffed and stood up straight as we greeted him. Susan smiled her sweet, gentle, and 
reassuring smile. I wished it had the same effect on me it had on our subjects, because that 
smile seemed to make their troubles melt away. 

“General Oreius and Captain Celer have requested that I take over your training until their 
return, King Edmund,” Kanell said. I knew what this meant. Kanell was superb at fighting 
with two swords, something Oreius rarely let us try before we had mastered the use of just 
one. Perhaps this was a gift from the good general, knowing that I would be lonely without 
Peter and knowing I had been aching to use dual swords. Despite my anxiety at Peter’s 
departure I couldn’t help but be pleased. I smiled up at the captain, knowing I had at least 
a week of his instruction to look forward to. 

“If you’ll allow me to change, I’ll meet you at the training grounds, Captain Kanell,” I said. 

“Half an hour, Sir Edmund,” he ordered with a nod. He bowed to my sisters and I inclined 
my head to him, student now and not a king until I was released from my lesson. 

“You’d better run,” said Susan as the Centaur left. 

“Take this, will you?” I handed her my crown, suddenly glad that Oreius hadn’t given me a 
chance to stop and brood. “I’ll see you at dinner.” 

“Don’t get hurt!” Susan called after me as I ran for the barracks. 

I shook my head. As if Kanell could do any worse than what had been done to me already. 

§‡§ 

There were advantages and disadvantages in being the only student on the training ground. 
The advantages were I received the undivided attention of Kanell and a solid hour of 
instruction and training. The disadvantages were I received the undivided attention of 
Kanell and a solid hour of instruction and training. By the time I left the courtyard I could 
barely move, especially my left arm. Kanell was a good teacher, but I came to see he was 
used to training hardened warriors, not scrawny eleven-year olds. Without Peter to take up 
some of his time I think I overdid it for my first day. Still, I was learning to use two swords! 
Maybe I could finally beat Peter when he returned. 
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Sweaty and worn, I dragged myself back to Peter’s bedroom. Our bedroom. My bedroom 
now. I had moved into here a year ago under the excuse that he couldn’t sleep without me 
close by. While that was very true - he had managed to work himself into a frenzy of 
anxiety our first month here in Cair Paravel - what was equally true was that I needed him 
just as close to sleep well, I just hid it better. I don’t know how the girls managed to adjust 
to their own bedrooms so easily. Perhaps Lucy snored and Susan was glad to be free of the 
noise. 

I dropped down on Peter’s bed to peel off my boots. Martil came in and helped me 
undress, because even though my mail and armor were down in the armory, I couldn’t get 
out of the heavy, quilted clothes underneath without assistance. Peter and I had always 
helped each other. Even though they’re fussy and natty, valets are wonderful inventions. If 
nothing else Martil spared me the task of picking out appropriate clothes every day, and 
right now he undid the straps down my back holding the shirt closed. Normally I’d go take 
a bath in my own rooms. I’m not sure why I came here. I stood to unbuckle Shafelm’s belt 
and I laid the sword on the bed. Out of the heavy clothes, I realized how hot I had been 
when the cooler air touched my skin. I immediately sat down again, exhausted and relieved 
to be free of the weight. 

I had no memory of falling asleep. I just woke up to the sight of Lucy sitting on the bed 
beside me reading a book. I was half-dressed and covered with a light blanket and I blinked 
stupidly at her. 

“What time is it?” I groaned. She looked up from the book and I saw of flash of worry in 
her eyes that was quickly hidden behind her smile. 

“Almost time for tea. You slept through dinner. How do you feel?” 

I couldn’t move I was so stiff. Every muscle I owned ached terribly. “Not too bad,” I said 
vaguely. “Why didn’t someone wake me up?” 

“Because you’re so tired,” Lucy explained patiently. “Silvo told Cheroom. He said to let 
you sleep yourself out and we didn’t really have anything pressing where royal duties were 
concerned. There were just some bears with a dispute over fishing rights in the Muskenon 
River. It was very petty and Susan made them feel so guilty they all apologized and 
promised to share.” 

“Blast,” I muttered, sitting up. I slowly flexed my arm. It was remarkably sore. “I don’t 
need to be baby sat.” 

“No,” she agreed, setting the book aside, “but you do need more rest than you’ve been 
getting. A day without lessons won’t hurt, Edmund.” 

Try telling my shoulders that, I thought, rubbing at the stiffness in my neck. 

“You’re dealing with a lot,” she went on. 

“You’re dealing with it too, Lucy.” 

“Maybe, but I’m not the one Jadis cursed. Now wake up. Tea is in an hour and you can’t 
miss it. Sir Giles is going to introduce us to the vixen he’s courting. You have just enough 
time to get ready.” 
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An hour was just enough time? Who did she think I was, Susan? I could be ready in five 
minutes. Ten if Martil caught me before I reached the door and tried to do something with 
my hair. 

“All right,” I said, “I’m up, Lu. Now shove off so I can get dressed.” 

She laughed at the words which did not match my tone at all and I smiled faintly at her. 
She was the next best thing to Peter and she knew me well enough to know I was teasing 
her. 

“And fix your hair!” she called from the doorway loudly enough for Martil to hear. That 
did it. Not one but two over-eager valets came to assist me and I feared that now I really 
would need that hour. I sighed, knowing I would be doing a lot of that in the future. 

Peter had his role in this quest just as I had mine. His part was to act, mine was to endure. I 
understood now, truly understood, what he had meant when he said he had the easier role. 

And, oh, how I missed him. 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Two: Gone to the Dogs 
I never really fell into any sort of comfortable routine after Peter left. Days passed and 
things never settled down as far as I was concerned. How could they? Even though life 
continued as normal for most of the inhabitants of Cair Paravel, I couldn’t get used to my 
brother’s absence, especially those first few moments of waking up every morning. I trained 
as always, I went to lessons and tutors, I sat on my throne and helped rule Narnia, and 
nothing ever seemed quite ... right. I went through the motions, but nothing seemed real to 
me save the sense of duty that kept me moving and functioning as student and monarch. At 
least, everything seemed less real without Peter. 

Was I really so dependant upon my brother for my own security? The thought was 
disturbing to say the least. I don’t remember being so needy in the past, but then I hadn’t 
been much of a brother myself. I couldn’t imagine what the future would bring if I didn’t 
get over this clingy stage I seemed to be wallowing in. I honestly didn’t think under normal 
circumstances my anxiety would have lingered so strongly. Even as far as Narnia was 
concerned, these circumstances weren’t normal. I was functioning under a deathless spell 
that tried to kill me off on a nightly basis, Peter and Phillip had departed into the Western 
Wild to find the means of breaking the curse, and Aslan was here to help us and to keep 
me from losing my mind. Everyone had something to worry about including Peter, 
wherever he was. 

Every night we lingered in one of our rooms, usually mine, waiting for midnight. It was 
extremely unnerving to know that each night I was going to be stabbed, horrible to pull off 
my tunic and sit and wait for the moment. I dreaded it as I have never dreaded anything 
before. In truth I would have much sooner ridden naked into battle. The feeling of being 
stabbed was the worst, my body being violated and invaded by ice-cold crystal, but even 
worse was the sensation of the wand being yanked out of me. That was when the real pain 
started. It was too centered, too painful for me to scream or cry. Jadis had been wantonly 
brutal, punching through mail and muscle and bone. Try as I might I could not erase her 
triumphant sneer from my mind. I know she would have been delighted to know how her 
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curse was perpetuated and how desperately I wanted it to end. Strangely, knowing that her 
blood in me was what caused this gave me a feeling of being infected or tainted. I was 
constantly aware of her presence, just as I was constantly reminded of Peter’s absence. 
Even Aslan’s company, welcome and wonderful though it may be, just drove the message 
home that much harder. 

I had no option but to carry on and I was grateful for my lack of choice. Peter had set the 
example for us all right after the anniversary celebration. We had gathered in our private 
sitting room and he had insisted that we needed to carry on as if nothing in the world had 
happened. He had made certain we understood the importance of appearances not only to 
Narnia, but to the rest of the world. It wasn’t easy, but I think I had the advantage over all 
my siblings in controlling my expressions and reactions to things. Dealing with the bullies at 
my last school had taught me a great deal. I had never thought I’d be grateful to those 
barbarians, but their teasing and abuses had been an education and proving ground above 
and beyond the academics of school life and I had learned to hide my true feelings behind 
a calm facade. I hid behind that now, relaxing my guard only when I was alone with my 
sisters and Aslan, but never quite able to relax it completely as I did with Peter. 

I wasn’t alone in missing him. Silvo, his Faun valet, was constantly looking for something to 
clean and fussed over Peter’s clothes endlessly. Occasionally I would sneak in and move 
things around on him and mix up the shoes and hide the belts or Peter’s crown, just to 
keep him busy. Peter’s war mount, the Unicorn Flisk, wandered through every building 
and hall of Cair Paravel, pestering everyone but Aslan for word on my brother. More than 
once I opened my bedroom door to the huge white Unicorn standing just outside and 
expecting me to have the answers he wanted to hear. It’s no joke facing a Unicorn before 
breakfast, believe me. That Flisk was so concerned surprised me because as a general rule 
Unicorns are very stand-offish and, Lion forgive me, snobbish. I suppose in his own way 
Flisk was worried and expressing it the only way he knew how. I promised to let him know 
the moment we heard anything to get him to leave the stable attendants and gardeners 
alone. 

And then there were the small Cats that served at Peter’s pages. There were several dozen 
about the palace and they tended to hold themselves in reserve for his service before 
anyone else’s. Without him there to keep them busy they shifted their attentions to me and 
Lucy and we were hard pressed to find enough people to send messages to in order to 
keep the Cats occupied and we kept up a steady stream of useless notes back and forth. It 
was particularly difficult for me because since the time I had gone to visit the Blue River 
Smithy, I had used the Bats almost exclusively to carry my messages and for all their 
manners, the Bats were as territorial with me as the palace cooks were with their pans. 
Luckily for all parties concerned my Dwarf friends were in almost constant contact and we 
started negotiating another visit for me in the spring. I kept the plans moving ahead despite 
the uncertainty of when Peter would return. I needed something to look forward to (though 
looking forward to weeks of hot, smelly, dirty work, tasteless food, and obnoxious Dwarfs 
was sad testimony to my present state) and I needed to keep the Bats and Cats from 
crossing messages and claws. 

As it turned out, keeping everyone else busy and happy was very good medicine. The days 
passed quickly and I was surprised when over a week had gone by and I had somehow 
survived Kanell. It was about this time that I discovered the little gift Phillip had left behind 
for me in the form of a pack of Dogs. 
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An opportunity to go riding hadn’t presented itself in a while, the weather being as 
uncooperative as our schedules, so on the first clear day where we had free time Susan, 
Lucy and I eagerly headed down to the stables. I took Jett, Peter’s black mare, and the girls 
rode their palfreys. At first I kept pace with the much smaller horses. The weather was 
clear and warm, though there was a hint of autumn in the air and the Dryads were already 
plotting out their fall foliage. As usual whenever we went riding (or anywhere else, in fact) 
we were followed by attendants and guards and curious Animals. I didn’t particularly notice 
the Dogs, but when I got tired of the pace the slower horses set, I let Jett have her head and 
she took off at a run. Susan shouted after me to be careful and I just waved to acknowledge 
that I’d heard (not that I would obey). I knew I’d be followed, most likely by Deer or 
Centaurs or big Cats. They were always careful to keep their distance and afford us 
monarchs some privacy, something we rarely enjoyed. I wanted to be free of Bats and Cats 
and Unicorns, if only for a few minutes. That day, however, I was pursued by half a dozen 
baying, barking, shouting Dogs who made no attempt to be subtle as they crashed through 
the woods after me. 

I pulled Jett to a halt and looked around. I spotted a large buck, Valons by name, in the 
trees a few yards away. We looked at each other in confusion as the Dogs caught up. 

“Is something wrong, cousins?” I asked, wondering if something had happened behind us 
with the main party. 

The Dogs sat or lay down, panting and looking pleased with themselves. 

“No, your majesty,” they called. 

“Why are you following me, then?” 

“It’s not you we’re following, King Edmund.” 

I frowned and glanced at Valons again. He shook his head and I shrugged, turning the 
mare about and letting her take off again. 

The Dogs set off in hot pursuit. I tried to ignore them, but it was impossible with the racket 
they produced for no apparent reason. We came to a stream and I let Jett take a drink. 
The Dogs caught up again. 

“Why are you following me?” I asked sharply. 

“We’re not following you, good king,” said one greyhound. 

“Then why are you here?” I demanded. A few stragglers caught up to us. “Answer me, 
Yoli!” 

“We’re not following you, sire.” 

“Then who?” I thought for a moment. “Jett? You’re following Jett?” 

They nodded, heads bobbing all around me. “Did my - “ 

I stopped. Peter would never do this to me, especially since he’d already left me to the 
mercies of an additional valet. I was grossly outnumbered in my own chambers back at the 
Cair and now... 

“Phillip,” I growled. I took a deep breath. “Did Phillip put you up to this?” 

More idiotic nods. I sat atop Jett in open-mouthed fury at my absent, so-called friend. 
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“Marsk?” I shouted. 

They nodded, clearly pleased to see I was catching on. 

“What about all the other horses?” I asked, but I already knew the answer because they all 
bobbed their heads again. 

“Well,” said one saluki bitch, a lovely young thing called Merit, “Phillip didn’t include your 
sisters’ palfreys.” 

“WHAT? As if I would ever ride one of those!” I snapped. Palfreys weren’t horses, they 
were glorified ponies. I was not going to ask about the donkeys, either, because kind as 
they were, I’d sooner walk. “I command you stop following the horses when I ride.” 

Yoli whined. “But King Edmund, we swore to Phillip on our fathers’ tails that we keep our 
promise to him and we hold no oath more sacred!” 

I looked over at Valons standing midstream. I was sure my expression spoke volumes. He 
rolled his eyes, having little patience for Dogs and their notion of honor. He snorted and 
stamped his hoof, jerking his head slightly. I understood instantly. 

“Ha, Jett!” I shouted, spurring her on. The black mare bolted. Unless the Dogs had relays 
set up, we could outrun them. We lead them on a merry chase, circling wide until we could 
come back upon my sisters and their party from behind. Jett was happy to be running fast 
and far and Valons, I was sure, could run all day. The complaining Dogs fell behind until 
the only noise was the sound of a running horse and a bounding Deer and for a little while 
I had the freedom I had sought. 

When we reached the girls and their party (a few Dogs lighter) I was surprised to see Aslan 
walking with them. The Talking Animals were even more numerous than before, all of 
them excited to see the Lion and my sisters. As Valons and I trotted up I felt a pang of guilt 
for what I had done, especially when Aslan turned those golden eyes on me. My calm 
facade was fairly useless against that look and I fought the urge to squirm. 

“Edmund,” he said, and I knew I was be summoned. Aslan didn’t even need to resort to 
using my middle name like Mum did. I dismounted and handed the reins off to a Dryad 
before facing my doom. I bowed, wishing I didn’t look quite so windblown. Aslan growled 
slightly. “They merely keep a promise made to one who cares for you deeply.” 

“I know, Aslan. I just...” I shut my mouth with a snap. There were no excuses. I couldn’t 
stop a sigh from escaping. “I understand. I won’t do it again.” 

He nudged me with his nose. “It won’t be for very long, I promise.” 

I looked up at him hopefully. If he said it, it was so, and I smiled. The smile became 
forced when I heard a host of barking Dogs catching up with us. Aslan seemed about to 
laugh as I turned to face my canine subjects, all of them happily telling me everything they 
had smelled and seen and imagined and a thousand other things I already knew about the 
ride. 

Peter couldn’t get back fast enough for me, and when I saw Phillip I was going to throttle 
him the moment I figured out how. 

¥¤¥ 
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Chapter Three: Kellsalter 
Almost a month to the day that Peter departed, I made good on his command to plan a 
navy. With no admirals handy, I turned to the next best thing available: General Oreius. 

After my usual Sixthday morning session, which ended up being one hundred and one 
offensive uses for a shield, I met the general in the chamber that served as a classroom for 
me and Peter. Despite my best efforts to escape Martil and Silvo as quickly as possible, 
Oreius was already there and waiting patiently. I cast him an apologetic look, but he was 
familiar with Fauns and their ways and he knew I was at the mercy of not one, but two 
valets. 

Folding my arms across my chest, I looked up at the huge Centaur and got straight to 
business. “General, the day he left, Peter ordered me to plan a navy.” 

“A wise decision, King Edmund,” he replied with the faintest of smiles. “Where do you 
intend to start?” 

“I thought I’d start with you.” 

He smiled and huffed a small laugh. “Well, sire, first and foremost, if we are to have a 
navy, the ships will need a harbor. We could begin by finding a suitable location.” 

It was a pleasant morning for me despite the constant ache in my chest and back. We went 
straight to the map room and spread out maps and charts and consulted old ledgers as we 
tried to find a suitable deep water harbor. I learned a lot about Narnian geography and 
about Oreius that day, for his knowledge was profound and he had traversed all of Narnia 
despite the Hundred-Year Winter. Like me, he was eager to see more of the country 
without a thick layer of snow and ice covering it. I think he enjoyed the day as much as I 
did. I’d like to think it was because of the company he spent it in, but if that was so he also 
enjoyed seeing me with a purpose. 

“...so here at Kellsalter, Binya Creek, and Parn to the north...and to the south we have 
Junto Bay and Mull.” 

“We could ride north tomorrow,” I suggested hopefully, visions of smart troops galloping 
forth to explore the coast dancing in my head. 

He nodded, pleased with the plan as a whole, but I knew he’d approve of anything that 
expanded Narnia’s defenses. “I will contact Mallo. The Merfolk will have invaluable 
advice.” 

“You’re right. Good idea.” 

“Will your sisters the queens accompany us?” 

I hesitated. He arched an eyebrow at me, amused. 

“I guess we really won’t be able to stop them,” I finally reasoned glumly. I would have 
preferred to go with a band of soldiers, but really, the girls had a lot of say in such a project. 
“Don’t underestimate them, General! They can turn anything into a picnic!” 

So what had started out as an important military scouting expedition turned into a parade. 
When I told them about my intention of riding north on the morrow my sisters embraced 
the idea with an enthusiasm that was positively frightening and Susan immediately sent 
word to the kitchen and ordered up enough food for a small army. Lucy went about the 
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palace inviting just about everyone she ran into including Aslan, Mr. Tumnus, the Beavers, 
and heaven knows how many ladies-in-waiting of the Nymph and Animal variety. Susan 
asked the court historian to come along, as well as Minovin the records keeper, our map 
maker, and several Dwarf engineers and architects and builders. To counter all these 
invitations, I ordered up soldiers, archers, half a dozen big Cats and two Gryphon scouts. 
And all this didn’t include the Merfolk or the inevitable Dogs. 

The next morning the front entrance of the palace was a veritable circus complete with 
lions, horses, dogs, Dwarfs, and pretty women in bright costumes. I sat atop Jett at the edge 
of the pandemonium, Aslan on my right and Oreius on my left, staring at the 
disorganization. 

“Told you,” I said to the Centaur, my disgust evident. He smiled and came dangerously 
close to laughing. Aslan did chuckle and set off at a slow, steady walk. Oreius and I caught 
up with him and let everyone else fall in behind us. It was actually very nice going and I 
could only hope Peter had similar weather for his quest. I squinted up at the sun and 
wondered if he was looking at it at the same moment and what he and Phillip were talking 
about. It was exactly a month since they had left and still the pain of their leaving was as 
acute as the pain of my wound. 

The morning was a little cool, but as the sun rose higher and burned off the dew and mist it 
became very warm. The court ladies were singing and several had brought lutes. Celer 
walked beside Lucy on her palfrey, instructing her on the pan pipe ( to the annoyance of 
Tumnus, who couldn’t play nearly as well as the captain and begrudged almost anyone so 
much of my sister’s attention). I could hear Susan talking to Minovin and another female 
Centaur, Xati, who was with the archers and I quickly tuned them out since the topic was 
caring for hair and tails. The Dwarf builders were already bickering over the virtues of 
various types of wood to use as pilings and several of the Dryad ladies weighed in, being 
experts on the subject. Mrs. Beaver was making a fuss at my horse’s canine escort. Mr. 
Beaver had already escaped her and was discussing dams with one of the engineers. I 
smiled to myself, pleased despite my complaints. I almost said that I wished Peter was with 
us, but as long as this spell held sway over the whole of my existence I knew he would not 
want to be here. Not until he...no, we had seen this through to the end. 

Aslan lead us through the forests along the coast further than I had ever been before. Most 
of the times I had come this way it had been with Peter and we had stuck to the beach to go 
climbing the rocks, for a few miles away from Cair Paravel the land rises in some very 
impressive cliffs which he and I scaled at every opportunity. We were quite familiar with 
the shore and I knew the remains of Jadis’ wand were hidden in one of the many caves 
nearby, but the woods were a novelty. 

“Majesty,” said Oreius, pointing through a break in the trees. 

I looked to the Eastern Sea and saw Mallo and her people waving from the ocean. “Say 
here!” I ordered the pack of Dogs and they reluctantly obeyed. Oreius and I left the trail 
and trotted down to the beach to meet them. 

“Good morn, Lady Mallo,” I said, nudging Jett into the water up to her knees. 

Sitting in the turf, she greeted us with a smile and a bow. We quickly explained what we 
were planning and she nodded thoughtfully. 
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“Parn will not suffice, there are too many reefs and the cliffs are not stable due to the 
springs behind them,” she said in her shrill voice, effectively shortening our ride by three 
miles. “But we’ll scout out Kellsalter and Binya Creek today and I’ll send some of my 
people to Junto and Mull.” 

“We’ll meet you at Kellsalter in an hour,” promised Oreius, rather optimistically I thought. 
It turned out I was right. We had turned our backs for too long and a tea party broke out in 
our absence. I groaned. When the time to go scout out the southern locations came I 
swore I was going to tell the girls about it a week after we got back. 

“Are you in a hurry, Ed?” Susan asked casually, pouring Oreius some tea. He didn’t dare 
refuse the tiny cup. 

“Would it make a difference if I were?” I muttered, finally dismounting. 

“It’s not a race.” My elder sister laughed at my impatience and offered me some tarts, 
which I waved away. Since the anniversary my appetite had been greatly diminished. Eating 
was...not comfortable and lately I tended to eat only when I was famished. 

Eventually we managed 
to continue simply 
because I mounted up 
and left when I couldn’t 
take it any more. 
Kellsalter was a very 
pretty, rounded bay five 
miles north of Cair 
Paravel. I would have 
liked a port here simply 
for the setting and easy 
access to the cliffs. The 
Dwarf engineers and 
builders swarmed 
around and about, for 
they are happiest when 
they’re making 
something, even plans, 
and Minovin followed 

behind them sketching features of the terrain for them. I listened attentively as Celer and 
Oreius discussed possible defensive positions and fortifications. A group of Otters that 
called this place home cheerfully greeted our party. Lucy ran off playing with the younger 
Otters while the adults swam out to help Mallo and her people explore the channel. I 
noticed Aslan simply sat back and watched us all do our jobs and talked with the Gulls and 
Terns on the shore while passing Osprey called out greetings. Everyone was very busy for 
several hours and even though we had several more sights to explore and consider, I had a 
very good feeling about Kellsalter. 

Binya Creek was not nearly as appealing when we finally reached it around noon. The tide 
was far out and the exposed mud stank like rotten eggs. Mallo reported the currents were 
stronger here and the tides more severe with the presence of an estuary. Building would be 
more difficult and it was four miles further away from Cair Paravel than Kellsalter. In short, 
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I didn’t like the place and I was glad when Susan and Lucy agreed with me. We allowed 
the Dwarfs to conduct their survey and I stayed with them on the smelly, muddy banks, but 
at the end of an hour their conclusions matched mine and Binya was abandoned as a site 
for a port. 

“I sent the ladies ahead to set up our luncheon back at Kellsalter,” Susan informed us after 
we trudged up the hill to join her and the Gryphons. “Lucy and Aslan went with them. Are 
you going to eat something today, Edmund?” 

Blast. She’d noticed. “I’ll eat lunch,” I promised quietly, trying not to sound sullen and 
hoping Oreius didn’t hear. If he found out I wasn’t really eating much anymore I’d have 
the whole army on my back. 

At Kellsalter the Otters joined us for luncheon and the party lingered under the elm and 
maple trees. The variety of food the kitchens at Cair Paravel produces was astonishing and 
given the nature of our company I wasn’t surprised to see everything from roasted meats to 
compost to oats to whole, raw rabbits for the Gryphons. The Dryad ladies-in-waiting had 
bowls of loam and it was very odd to see such pretty women eating spoonfuls of dirt. One 
of the more daring young Otters tried the compost (mostly because the apricot Dryad that 
offered it to him was exceptionally pretty, I think) and ran away to wash his mouth out in 
the ocean. I ate very slowly, aware that both Susan and Aslan were watching me and 
everything that passed my lips, so I made it a point to clean my plate even though every 
swallow hurt my chest. I even tried one of the millet cakes the Centaurs were so fond of. It 
was remarkably bland and I must have chewed that one small piece for half an hour. 

The Dwarfs asked leave to take more surveys and we gladly allowed them to carry on. 
Despite the delays and carnival air about the expedition, it was a very satisfying day. I was 
warm and as relaxed as I could be right now. I leaned back against the wide elm tree 
behind me and never noticed when I nodded off. 

As I slept, a dream came to me. 

I wish it hadn’t. 

I’ve always been the unfortunate one of the family to have the most vivid and horrifying 
nightmares and the wars in England and Narnia had just given my mind that much more 
ammunition with which to plague my sleep. I was actually used to Peter shaking me awake 
or pinning me down to keep me from thrashing and rousing everyone in the house. I can’t 
begin to imagine how much sleep I’d lost him over the years and he was much better at 
calming my fears than even Mum or Dad. That was a large part of the reason we often 
shared the same bed, because when he was close I never had nightmares. 

He certainly wasn’t close today. 

I dreamt of water, icy and thick. I was being pulled down, down into darkness, deeper than 
light could reach. Coldness penetrated my limbs, sucking the warmth out of me. I fought 
and struggled against the pull but this was not my element and I was helpless before it. The 
weight of the water pressed the air from my lungs and I panicked. I couldn’t see, couldn’t 
breath, couldn’t escape that iron grasp... 

I gasped, water filling my mouth, my lungs. Ice-cold lips covered my scream... 

“NO!” 
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I struggled awake, panting desperately, my heart racing. I was under the elm tree still. It was 
day and I was warm and dry. Aslan and Lucy were right beside me and I felt my sister’s 
small hands steadying me. She looked frightened, well aware I suffered from nightmares. 

“Edmund! It’s alright! It was just a dream! You’re awake! You’re awake.” 

Staring at her, I hoped she never felt what I felt just then. I would have done anything to 
spare both my sisters this awful, uncontrollable terror. The echoes of the nightmare 
lingered in my immediate consciousness and waking up did nothing to ease its power over 
me. There was something more to this fear, though, something deeper I had felt in the 
past. I looked at the Lion. 

“You had a nightmare,” he stated gently, his voice full of sympathy. 

I shook my head, unable to so easily dismiss what I had experienced as mere imaginings. 
“I’m not sure,” I whispered, suddenly aware that most of the party had been witness to my 
rude awakening. Susan was hurrying up from the beach, Dogs and Otters loping alongside 
her, and her face was full of concern. 

“Not sure?” wondered Lucy. 

I didn’t answer her, just stared straight at Aslan, desperate for the calm reassurance in his 
golden eyes. I didn’t want to reply because I didn’t want to frighten her, didn’t want to say it 
out loud, but I had the most horrible and devastating feeling that something terrible had 
just happened to Peter. 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Four: Day of the Dead 1: Sword and Shield 
Early the next morning I stood before Oreius and Celer and Kanell in no sort of mood 
whatsoever for training. I think they knew it because mercy for their only student was in 
short supply and Oreius drove me as never before. I was distracted by the nightmare I’d 
had the day before at Kellsalter and I was sick with worry over Peter. There had been times 
in the past when I had known he was sick or hurt before being told and that same anxious 
feeling twisted in my gut right now. Had he drowned? Had he been captured by some 
strange water creatures? Was he even alive? And what of Phillip? 

“Shield up!” bellowed Celer, striking me a glancing blow to the helmet. The Faun’s brown 
eyes were fierce and angry. 

I obeyed without a word, hefting the shield higher as I attacked with Shafelm. My moves 
were so exact Oreius frowned at my atypical behavior. I was incapable of concentrating 
even though we were battling with sharp steel, my actions were automatic and by rote. Of 
the two of us, Peter was straightforward and a very skilled fighter. I was the underhanded 
maverick. 

“Hold!” 

We stopped and stepped apart. Oreius trotted up and glared hard at me. Out here he 
didn’t care if I was a king. “Sir Edmund,” he snapped, “you are not focused. Clear your 
mind. This is no place for your troubles.” 
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“Yes, General,” I replied automatically, fighting the twinge of aggravation in my breast. My 
brother could be dead for all we knew and he was more worried about my bloody shield. 

“Again!” 

I kept my shield up as Celer came at me again, but my ire only grew. I could feel my 
indignation at their indifferent conduct smoldering. I understood what they were doing and 
why – they were trying to force me to harden my heart and function beyond my concerns. 
But hadn’t I been doing that since the anniversary? What else did they want from me? 

I shoved the Faun back, following the push with Shafelm’s point. Celer blocked, and 
something about his expression roused the warrior in me. He was displeased by my 
distraction. I felt an odd calm settle upon me as I became completely detached from my 
own self. If he wanted my attention, he was going to get it. This was a dangerous state, one I 
had experienced before, and I welcomed it because right now it suited my desire to hit 
something. 

Something in my expression made Celer hesitate and I think he guessed what had 
happened between one heartbeat and the next. He had pulled the lion’s tail, as it were. 

Oreius shifted, sensing the change. 

I attacked. 

I did not like using a shield in single combat. In a melee it was a different matter, but one-
on-one I preferred two hands on my sword or a sword in each hand. I’m not sure why, but 
I found them cumbersome and more work than they were worth. Still, if it was in my hands 
it was a weapon and I showed Oreius exactly how well this lesson had been driven home by 
swinging the pointed bottom of the shield at the Faun’s head right behind my sword. 
Startled, Celer stepped back as I’d planned and I loosened my hold on the shield as I 
followed the swing through, sliding my arm free of the double straps. I caught the shield’s 
rounded edge and, reversing my momentum, swung it back at him and smashed aside his 
own shield and sword. Startled by the unorthodox move, Celer danced back and quickly 
recovered as my shield clattered to the ground. He gave me a startled look. He knew, just 
as I knew, I could have killed him ten times over. 

I moved my left hand over to join my right on Shafelm’s grip, never looking away from the 
Faun as I dropped into a fighting stance. They wanted me to concentrate? Well, there was 
nothing in the world but me, this sword, and my opponent right now. 

I lunged, driving the point of my blade at Celer’s head. He blocked to the side and I 
twirled around in a tight pivot, bringing the sword arcing down at him with far more force 
than he expected. I knocked his shield aside and darted in past his defenses, twisting my 
body and blade into him in an overhand motion before slapping my palm flat on his chest 
to let him know he was dead. Before he could protest I yanked his sword out of his hand 
and whirled to face the two Centaurs. 

“One sword,” Oreius ordered Kanell. The captain nodded and drew one huge sword as he 
charged me. 

I was too lost in this fighting mind set to have the sense to be frightened. Kanell was about 
ten times my size and knew exactly what he had taught me. I was not Peter, who had once 
disarmed Celer before ‘killing’ him and then backed Oreius into a corner and made the 
general sweat. Dueling Celer I had a chance due to our relative size and build. Kanell just 



« 169 » 

deliberately wore me out, burning off the anger that had gripped me. He used only his one 
sword against my two and kindly did not attack with more than I was capable of defending 
against. 

I blocked and parried and tried to attack. I could see a gleam of pleasure in Kanell’s dark 
eyes and I knew it was because Oreius was witness to the training he had given me and 
because for a while I managed to hold my own. Fatigue was starting to catch up with me 
and I was breathing hard and sweating in the cool morning air. I crossed the blades over 
my head, blocking his sword, then thrust them away to swing Shafelm around towards his 
mid-section. With remarkable speed, he blocked. I was concentrating on three swords so 
hard I missed his other hand and laid his open palm on my chest, right over the wound, 
stopping me cold. I was dead. 

I stared at the huge, dark hand in surprise. This certainly wasn’t the first time I had been 
declared dead here in this courtyard, but he had effectively snapped me out of this 
displaced state of rage. 

Kanell smiled down at me. “Well fought, your majesty,” was his quiet assessment before 
drawing back away. 

I stood there in the middle of the courtyard gasping for air, drained and exhausted and 
wondering what I had done. Things seemed to come back into focus as my heart gradually 
slowed down and I could breath easily again. I slid Shafelm back into its sheath and 
handed Celer his own sword back, both of us a little sheepish. Then I picked up my shield 
and slid it over my arm again before I faced Oreius. 

There was no telling by his expression what he thought about this outburst of mine, but I 
felt a twinge of shame that I had allowed my anger to rule me. Still, Oreius had indulged 
my little fit and let me wear myself to nothing. He must have recognized the demons inside 
me. I felt much better for it even if there was a line of throbbing pain going straight through 
my chest. 

Oreius gestured and a Dwarf archer brought me a goblet of water. I drank it gratefully and 
handed the empty cup back with my thanks. Then I stood before the general waiting to be 
dismissed. The Centaur gave me a measured look, then slowly turned. 

“Walk with me, Sir Edmund.” 

I had little choice but to fall in beside him and we passed the barracks and armory and into 
the fields beyond. Here was where the army drilled and Susan worked on her archery. 
Sometimes Oreius would bring me and Peter out here to train. There was a wide stream 
winding through the field and last winter, when the water had frozen over, he set us out on 
the ice in full armor to work on our balance. Peter and I still laughed about it. 

We paused on a wooden footbridge over the stream, my armored boots as noisy as Oreius’ 
horseshoes. I pulled off my helmet and pushed the mail cowl back, letting the cool 
morning breeze dry my damp hair as I studied our wavering reflections in the slow-moving 
water below. 

“What happened?” asked Oreius. 

I shook my head. “I’m not sure. Something...set me off.” 

“Do you understand why I made you fight?” 
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“Yes. My enemy doesn’t care if I’m in the mood to pulverize him or not.” 

He smiled. “Precisely, so long as you do pulverize him.” 

“Well, if he catches me in a mood like today, he’s pulp.” 

I didn’t have to see his face to know he smiled faintly. I felt a large hand on my shoulder. 

“You are sorely distracted, my king.” 

“I...” I had to talk. I needed to tell someone and my trust in the general was an absolute. I 
took a deep breath. “I...yes. The nightmare I had yesterday at Kellsalter...I’m not sure it 
was actually a dream.” 

Concern filled his eyes. “How so? What was the dream?” 

“I was drowning. I could feel it. And then...I wasn’t any more but I was still under water. I 
think...Oreius, I think something awful happened to Peter yesterday.” There. I had said it 
aloud. It didn’t sound quite so strange after all. Since entering Narnia, strange had been 
defined anew every day. 

“You think your brother drowned?” he asked in a steady voice, voicing the worry I could 
not. I could tell his self control was being strained to the limit. 

“I...I don’t know. But I’ve felt in the past when something bad has happened to him and 
yesterday felt like that.” 

“Have you told this to Aslan?” 

“No.” 

“Perhaps you should. It may be Aslan can set your mind at ease.” 

“I’ll speak to him today. Immediately.” The hand tightened on my shoulder and I leaned 
against the Centaur for a few moments of support. I considered the Centaur a friend, and I 
couldn’t help but wonder if he minded my being so presumptuous. “Oreius, may I ask you 
something?” 

“Ask, my king, and if I am able I will answer.” 

“You don’t have to if you don’t want to. I was just wondering...do you...like me?” 

His surprise was almost comical, but he recovered swiftly and replied, “Yes, King Edmund, 
I like you very well indeed. You are generous and kind and clever and you are learning 
wisdom. I not only like you, but I love and respect you.” 

It was my turn to be surprised. Love and respect? Me? 

“Why?” I whispered before I could stop myself. Peter I could see, because he was Peter. 
But me? 

There was no hesitation in his reply. “The night I rescued you from the White Witch’s 
camp, even before we had reached safety, you fell asleep in my arms. I was prepared to 
despise you. I could not understand how one such as the High King could be related to a 
traitor. And then I saw the abuses you endured and I came to understand the nature of 
your enchantment. But when you fell asleep in my arms, trusting a hostile stranger to keep 
you safe, I was undone and I was yours as surely as I was your brother’s.” 
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His words astonished me and I know my expression must have said as much. He smiled, 
and I believed he understood why I was asking, why I needed to hear this. 

“Think upon this, King Edmund: there were many traitors to Narnia during the tyranny of 
the White Witch. Every Talking Animal that sided with her, every Dwarf and Satyr and 
even the Fell Creatures were traitors to Narnia and to Aslan. You and you alone have 
publicly acknowledged your failing and have tried to atone for your sins. Those are not the 
acts of a coward, nor yet the acts of one that does not care deeply for his land. And that is 
why I like you, for no matter how distasteful it may prove, you are a man of truth.” 

I gazed up at him, grateful for his words, and said simply, “Thank you.” 
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Chapter Five: Day of the Dead 2: The Quick and the Dead 
We finally caught up with Aslan in Cair Paravel. One of the Bat couriers, sleepy from 
being up so late, landed on my arm and whispered that the Lion was in the throne room. 
Oreius’ hooves and my armor and shield and boots clanked a merry tattoo as we strode 
through the marble halls. Though Oreius and I had been up for hours the castle was just 
rousing. I was subject to an odd look here and there, for Peter and I almost never wore 
armor outside the training grounds and I’m sure the newly-awakened servants took me for 
a Dwarf guard. 

“Stay with me, General,” I quietly requested when Oreius would have waited outside the 
throne room, for I needed as many steady friends as possible right now. He nodded and 
followed without a word. Aslan was out on the balcony to greet the rising sun, his long 
shadow stretching across the inlaid floor. We were so noisy there was no way he could have 
missed our arrival and I waited for him to acknowledge my presence. He didn’t turn 
around immediately, but he tested the salty breeze and drew a deep breath. I realized what 
he was about to do an instant too late to act and when he let out a mighty roar, I staggered 
back a step at the sheer volume. Oreius steadied me and I smirked, realizing that Aslan 
had loosed his roar for the sheer pleasure of it. That I could understand and appreciate. It 
seemed to make him more . . . well, certainly not human, but I could relate better after 
having seen him indulging himself. 

There was delight in his golden eyes as he turned to me and Oreius with a smile. We both 
bowed to him and he came forward to nudge me with his nose. 

“Good morn, Aslan,” I said, wishing I could match his pacific calm. 

“And to you, Edmund, Oreius.” He looked at me evenly, waiting. I was sure he already 
knew why I was here, but he let me set the pace of this meeting. 

I found myself studying the intricate pattern in the floor for a moment as I collected myself. 
“Aslan. Yesterday at Kellsalter I woke up from a nightmare.” 

“Was it a nightmare?” wondered the Lion, concerned. “You said you weren’t sure.” 

“Well, I don’t know. I was hoping you could help me. You see, I dreamed of drowning. 
Something pulled me into the water. I was fighting but the water was so cold and I was so 
deep it hurt.” 
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His expression was gentle and sympathetic. We were both familiar with the sensation of 
dying. 

“Did you drown?” he finally asked. 

I started. “No. No, I didn’t. At least, I don’t think so. If it was me. You see, just as I felt the 
water going into my lungs, something . . . kissed me.” I frowned, realizing exactly that had 
happened. Kissed? I unconsciously put a hand to my mouth, remembering the feel of ice-
cold lips and slime. “Ugh!” I exclaimed, then realized where I was. I put my hand down 
hastily and composed myself. I wasn’t sure how kings dealt with unwelcome advances, but 
it certainly couldn’t be by yelling ‘ugh!’ in the midst of company. “And then I . . . wasn’t 
drowning and I woke up.” 

“What makes you think this was no dream?” 

I swallowed. Here was the heart of the issue. “Because I have the feeling something horrid 
has happened to Peter.” 

There was a flash of worry in those golden eyes, then Aslan’s ears perked up and he 
cocked his head. “You’ve felt this before.” It wasn’t a question. 

I nodded. “When he was eight, he fell from a tree and broke his wrist. I knew something 
had happened to him and I cried and cried to my mum that he was hurt until his friend 
came and fetched her an hour later. And I’ve always known when he’s getting sick before 
he does. It just . . . I don’t know.” I shook my head, wishing I could better express the 
nagging sensation that accompanied the times my brother landed himself in trouble. I 
should have paid more attention at the time. “I just know something has happened to him 
and it’s bad.” 

Oreius shifted. I gazed at Aslan unflinchingly. 

“Aslan, I need to know if something has happened to Peter.” 

For a moment the Lion looked a thousand miles away and for all I knew, he was. When he 
spoke his voice held the utmost understanding. “Edmund, beloved child, I can only tell 
you your own tale.” 

I stepped closer and insisted, “What happens to Peter is my tale right now, Aslan!” 

He drew a deep breath and slowly exhaled. Finally he said in whispered tones, “Something 
has happened.” 

“Is he dead?” I demanded. 

“No.” 

Relief hit me as hard as a blow and I wavered where I stood. Alive. He was still alive. Not 
drowned. There was a chance. He would succeed. I would live to see him again . . . I 
would live . . . I felt an equally powerful wave of shame that my initial relief would be for 
my own survival. Peter was sacrificing all for me and I was horrified with my own 
selfishness. It was several deep breaths before I could put aside my self-blame as pointless. 
My reaction did not cheapen my concern for him. I hadn’t even realized how frightened I 
had been until that fear was alleviated. 

Again, Oreius’ heavy hand fell upon my shoulder and he gripped me tightly, practically 
keeping me from falling over. “Peace, sire. Your brother lives.” 
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I pressed for more information. “Is he safe?” 

“In a sense,” said Aslan, inclining his head. 

“Is he being held?” 

“In another sense. But he lives.” 

I nodded faintly. “Aslan?” I asked breathlessly. I was trembling and my knees no longer 
felt strong enough to support me. 

“My child?” 

My throat was tight but somehow my voice was steady. “If Peter should . . . if he . . . “ I 
swallowed heavily, fighting down an image of my brother alone, dead and drowned out in 
the Western Wild. “Is lost, will you tell me?” 

The Lion lifted his huge paw to my shoulder. “I swear to you, King Edmund, that I will tell 
you. But you in turn must promise me something.” 

“Anything,” I said. 

“Do not forget what you promised Peter before he left.” 

I had promised Peter not to lose faith or to give up. I had also said I would think of him if I 
ever despaired. And I had promised to try to forgive myself. I nodded to Aslan even 
though he knew, as I did, that if Peter failed there was little hope I would live. I honestly 
didn’t know if I would want to. Meeting his eye, I replied faintly, “I remember.” 

Suddenly I was exhausted. Events and exertions caught up with me in a rush and I wanted 
nothing more than to sit on the floor and hang my head and let the sun warm me. It was so 
very tempting, but I thought upon all the times I knew Peter had been this weary yet still 
managed to carry himself as befitting a king. I could do no less. I had to clean up and go 
eat breakfast with my sisters before reporting back to Oreius for instruction and then help 
my sisters run this country. It was daunting, overwhelming, even, especially since on top of 
all that I had to struggle with what Jadis had done to me and every move ached and . . . 

“Sit,” Oreius abruptly ordered in a tone of voice I knew not to argue with. His hand 
pressed me down and I ended up hanging my head in the sun anyway, though in my initial 
vision of the event I hadn’t been so thoroughly forlorn and light-headed. The Centaur 
stripped away my shield and helmet and gloves set them aside as Aslan pressed his face 
close to me. I leaned heavily into the Lion, clinging to the soft, coarse mane beneath my 
fingers. I felt pale and weak and chilled to the bone. My chest was tight and my breathing 
felt labored. 

“I’m sorry,” I murmured, not exactly sure why I was apologizing. If I hadn’t been so weary 
I might have cried, even if I wasn’t very good at it. I couldn’t understand why I was reacting 
so strongly to the news that Peter was alive. 

“Don’t be, Edmund,” said Aslan softly. “You have had a sore trial this past month. King 
though you are, you must not forget you are also a child and,” he said in a slightly sterner 
tone before I could protest, “you are not your brother.” 

With a sigh I admitted, “I wish I was more like him.” 
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“Just as he wishes he was more like you, sire,” Oreius answered. He had fetched some 
wine and held the goblet before me. “You do very well as yourself. Now drink, Sir 
Edmund and when you are done, I order you to go lay down and sleep.” 

“But-“ 

He raised a finger to shush me. “You have not been dismissed. You are still my student. 
Now drink.” 

The wine was red and sweet and reminded me of the anniversary celebration. I rarely 
drank unwatered wine and it hit my system almost immediately. Still, I drank it all. It was a 
heady few mouthfuls. I didn’t like this feeling at all, this absolute fatigue and emotional 
drain, but they were both right and I desperately needed to sleep. 

“Come,” said Aslan, rising. I stood on shaky feet, one hand tangled in his mane. Oreius 
stood to the other side, holding my arm in case I collapsed. My knees were tempted to give 
way but I refused to succumb to dizziness. They guided me out of the throne room and to 
Peter’s chambers where Silvo and Martil took charge of me. The Fauns helped to pull off 
the heavy armor and after a word from Aslan they settled me comfortably in Peter’s bed. I 
was asleep before the covers were tucked in around me and I knew Aslan stayed with me 
because I didn’t dream. 
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Chapter Six: The Boy King 
Oreius’ confidence in me got its first test not a week later with the arrival of an ambassador 
from Somm, a small island in the Eastern Sea that was a dukedom attached to Archenland 
much like Galma was to Narnia. It was Firstday, so after a morning battling generals and 
captains on the training ground I had spent the better part of the day learning about 
flanking maneuvers. There was a great deal about the lessons that appealed to me, mostly 
the fact that I understood and could apply what I had learned. I was beginning to see what 
Oreius had meant when he said diplomacy was a civilized form of warfare, and I 
completely revised my opinion of Susan’s fighting ability. 

The ambassador was representing a guild of Somm merchants who wanted to establish 
trade rights with Narnia. They dealt in fabrics and spices and other exotics from Calormen 
and they were eager for the wood and metal and produce Narnia had in such abundance. 
Mr. Tumnus, acting as chamberlain, gave us a brief summary of their proposal and a quick 
history of the ambassador’s credentials before we met him in the throne room. I was 
careful to watch the Faun’s expression as he spoke because Peter had once said a great deal 
could be learned about a person by Tumnus’ reaction to them. If I read him aright, the 
good Faun was not overly impressed with Somm’s ambassador. 

It turned out Mr. Tumnus and I were on the same page, for I disliked the man from the 
start. I thought Lord Melier was rather young for his station (though I was hardly one to 
talk) and there was an arrogance about him he did not merit. Oreius was allowed to be 
arrogant if he chose, for he had earned the right. This smarmy merchant in gaudy clothes 
had no such claims to greatness. I knew from his first words that he saw us as mere 
children and clearly thought he could lead us about. He had unwittingly fallen into the trap 
we set by merely being ourselves: he underestimated us. 
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Melier and his party bowed low and his eyes swept across us all, lingering on Susan in a way 
I didn’t appreciate and sweeping over Lucy and dismissing her completely. He stared at 
Peter’s empty throne and looked at me only when he felt the weight of my stare upon him. 
He met my eye and smiled in what he clearly thought was a charming manner. I suppose 
no one had ever told him he was a cretin, but given the chance and so many words, I’d 
happily enlighten him. 

“Aslan’s blessing upon your majesties,” he said, clearly unaware that said Lion was 
presently meeting with the head of Parliament in the library. Aslan had confidence that we 
could run Narnia and so let us continue without interfering unless asked. 

“And upon you and your embassage,” Susan replied. “Welcome to Narnia, Lord Melier. 
We look forward to our dealings with you and trust that we may come to an accord over 
trade.” 

“That is my wish as well, gentle queen. Will your brother not be joining us?” 

“My brother is right here, sir,” Susan replied, cocking an eyebrow at him. By the cant of 
her head I could see she was as annoyed as I. Lucy, I was sure, was give him her closest 
equivalent of a pouting glare. 

Again that oily smile, as if he were indulging children. “My apologies,” he said smoothly. “I 
was merely curious as to the High King’s contributions to our negotiations.” 

That was the last straw. Peter wouldn’t tolerate this conduct and neither would I. A deep 
and useful anger welled up in my chest. 

“Who are you, sir?” I asked sharply before Susan could reply. 

Confused, Melier gave the answer he thought I wanted to hear. “King Edmund, I am Lord 
Melier of Somm, representing the Merchant’s Guild of Keln.” He gave another little bow. I 
knew he must have thought I was something of an idiot. It was time to relieve him of those 
notions and remind him of his place. 

“I know what you are,” I said, “I asked who you are. For who are you that the king and 
queens of Narnia do not suffice to negotiate a trade agreement to your satisfaction? Who 
are you to question our authority in our own dominion? Think you that we somehow lack 
the ability to run and defend our country in the absence of our royal brother?” I stared at 
him, waiting for an answer, amazed at myself for not tripping over my own tongue. Beyond 
him his fellow representatives looked shocked and ashamed and ready to lynch Melier for 
putting his foot in it so deeply. I held his eye steadily, forcing myself not to glare. Peter 
would have been more subtle, I was sure, but at least I got it over with quicker. 

Melier swallowed and bowed again. “No offense was intended, King Edmund.” 

But offense was taken and everyone knew it even if we were too polite to say as much. My 
reply was a slow and non-committal, “Indeed.” I decided to end this interview to allow his 
party time to draw and quarter him in private. “You have traveled far and are weary,” I 
informed him, and he was wise enough not to dispute the fact. “You’ll be given quarters 
and we can meet tomorrow at this time. Until then, Lord Melier.” 

They were escorted out of our presence by some highly amused Satyrs. That first meeting 
set the pace for the rest of our royal duties. No one cared to cross us after seeing Melier’s 
hasty retreat and everything was completed with such dispatch that we found ourselves with 
an hour of freedom before tea. 
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“Let’s go for a walk,” invited Susan. Her tone informed Lucy and me we had no choice in 
the matter. When we were outside in the gardens she smiled upon me and laughed. “Well 
done, Ed. He needed that and so did I.” 

I snorted. “A boot to his seat is what that prat needs. ‘The High King’s contributions.’ 
Huh. Why doesn’t anybody warn these blooming idiots that we’re not nearly as dense as 
they are?” 

“That’s half the fun, Ed,” Susan chuckled. “I think by tomorrow he’ll be singing a new 
song.” 

Tomorrow. She spoke the word so casually, but for me it meant losing yet another round 
to Jadis. 

She was quite right, as it turned out. The next day Melier was a changed man with a whole 
new appreciation for Narnia’s monarchs. I gave it a little thought and decided that Peter 
would have acted as if the initial meeting had never occurred, and so that’s exactly how I 
conducted myself. Melier, whose party took a more active role at the following meeting, did 
not squander this second chance and over the course of several days a very satisfactory 
trade agreement was hammered out. 

I supposed I owed Melier some sort of thanks for giving me a chance to sharpen my claws 
and showing me that I really could command the same respect Peter did. I had a great deal 
to mull over and sitting in my room, waiting for midnight, I began to think, seriously think, 
about what kingship truly meant. It was probably overdue, but up until now the necessity 
hadn’t been staring me in the face. 

High King Peter and Peter Pevensie were two different people with a great deal in 
common. Peter my brother was understanding and affectionate and smart and the best 
person I knew. High King Peter was all those things and more, far more, for there was a 
certainty about him I had never detected in anyone else. He didn’t simple have the title of 
High King; he was the High King as surely as if he had come into his own. As he moved 
through Cair Paravel he had an assurance and dignity that was as natural to him as 
breathing. I had watched some of the Swans move across the pools in the palace gardens 
with the same commanding confidence that my brother possessed as he took his throne. 
The crown was his as surely as the water belonged to the Swans. There was no question 
about it. The rest of us were acquiring our skills, but as far as I could tell, now that I no 
longer saw him with resentful eyes, Peter had come into the world this way. In England, I 
mean, before we stumbled through the wardrobe. He had always been a leader and 
protector and he placed the whole world before himself. Yet somehow, at the same time, I 
also saw my brother. He wasn’t flawless. He was mischievous and occasionally a complete 
idiot, sometimes overbearing, and prone to bossiness until confronted, but his flaws (unlike 
mine) were more endearing than exasperating. 

With this sterling example in mind (though I sorely wished it was before me right then) I 
began to understand why Peter worried and pushed himself so hard. This was no light 
undertaking Aslan had gifted us with and I realized why my older siblings were so often 
serious and thoughtful. As I contemplated the roles of kings and queens I realized that for 
all the fine trappings and ceremonies, we were the ultimate servants to our country. 
Narnians might serve us, but we served Narnia. Peter had understood that from the start. 
Susan was learning it. And now I finally realized what I needed to do. 
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I needed to be a king. Not just act like one, but to be one. And it wasn’t just for me or 
Narnia, but for Peter. He needed me, and he had been telling me that since the Battle of 
Beruna, but up until now I hadn’t realized he needed me to be able to think and act and 
reign independent of him and the girls. 

I remembered how pleased he had been when I returned from the Blue River Smithy with 
the good will and friendship of the Black Dwarfs. It had not been a simple task, but 
knowing that we needed their skill and support, I would have done anything necessary to 
gain it. I had earned more than their regard - I had their respect. I hadn’t quite realized it at 
the time, but all my efforts and sweat and barbed words had been a negotiation process that 
had resulted in benefits for all parties concerned. I had done that. And now, with Melier, I 
had managed something similar. Using words and actions, I had changed things for the 
better. Not only for me and my family, but I had changed things for Narnia. 

My brother had always said I was the clever one. I never should have doubted his word. 
Apparently I was just slow to catch on. What had probably taken Peter five minutes to 
figure out had taken me a year. 

I say, Ed, well done, Peter’s faintly sarcastic and amused voice echoed in my head, and I 
scowled exactly as I would have had he been here. It felt good. 

Peter was the leader, but he depended on us - me in particular - to be his eyes and ears. 
Perhaps, too, I could learn to be the voice of compromise. Peter called me his balance. 
Perhaps that was my calling, to find common ground and build bridges. I knew evil and 
injustice and what it felt like to be helpless. I also knew the relief of seeing justice served. 

The thought struck me so profoundly I sank down onto Peter’s bed, my mind awhirl. 

King Edmund the Just. 

I was King Edmund the Just, and I finally understood what that meant. 

If Peter was Narnia’s Sword, I would be her Shield. 

I didn’t hear the knock, but I looked up as Silvo threw open the doors for Aslan to enter. I 
raised my head from my hands, staring at the huge Lion, so preoccupied by this epiphany 
that I was unafraid of midnight for the first time since the anniversary. 

“Aslan,” I exclaimed, barely recognizing my own voice, “I need to become a judge.” 

If he was surprised, he was also very pleased. He smiled and nodded his head thoughtfully, 
his deep voice filling me with confidence as he said, “Yes, you do.” 
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Chapter Seven: Royal Mail 
To His Royal Majesty King Edmund the Just, from Brickit, Chief Smith of the Blue River 
Smithy, greetings! 

Sire, we are in the hopes this letter finds you well despite your troubles and it is our great 
desire that you will grace us with your presence as soon as you are able. Your witty 
companionship was a welcome diversion after years of the morose demeanors and long 
faces of my kinsmen, and your skills as a smithy are only just blooming and need proper 
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tending and care to come to full flower. We are at your convenience for the time of your 
return. 

Respectfully, 

Chief Smith Brickit 

§‡§ 

Chief Smithy Brickit – 

Run out of beer, did you? 

Blooming? Flower? Witty companionship? Respectfully? Are you unwell, good my Dwarf? 
If I remember aright, on that sad day I met you, you said I wasn’t even big enough to be 
called a tadpole. You wasted two weeks calling me ‘Spawn’ until you finally figured out I 
wasn’t responding and learned how to pronounce my name. Pray contact me immediately 
if you need the assistance of the court healers. I fear for your health and sanity. 

Let me know when the time is least convenient and I’ll be sure to darken your doorstep 
most gracefully then. Until our happy reunion, I remain 

Your favorite King, 

Edmund 

§‡§ 

King Edmund, 

Fie! If my good manners are to be mocked by an upstart brat, so be it, the favor will be 
returned! No time is convenient and the sorry sight of you will only cause me to lock the 
door. And our supply of beer is as well stocked as ever, thanks to my brother! 

Chief Smithy Brickit 

§‡§ 

Chief Smithy Brickit, 

You’ve installed a door in an open air smithy? I must come see this engineering marvel 
with mine own eyes. Sadly, you will be denied my effervescent demeanor and short face 
until such time as my elder brother (Peter, remember? The High King? The one you 
called ‘Nancy’ until my elbow taught you how to distinguish Sons of Adam from Daughters 
of Eve?) returns from adventuring into the Western Wild in order to break the 
enchantment presently making my life interesting. Until such time, pray accept these casks 
of beer so that you will recognize what the refreshment is supposed to taste like, unlike the 
poison that you’ve mistaken as beer. In sympathy I remain 

Your favorite King, 

Edmund 

P.S. Would that be the same brother that thought he could smoke sausages over a coal 
fire? If so, that explains a great deal about the ‘beer.’ 

§‡§ 

Edmund, 



« 179 » 

Favorite? You are no more my favorite anything than you are welcome west of Cair 
Paravel. I was under the impression that kings were supposed to be courtly in their 
manners and speech. Clearly I was wrong, but there is a first time for everything and Aslan 
teaches us we must be patient with poor, dumb beasts and boys. 

We drank the so-called beer you sent. It explains a great deal about your taste in food and 
clothes and aspirations to manners, all of which are lacking. The stuff the Queens sent us 
for suffering your miserable presence was better. 

Chief Smithy Brickit 

§‡§ 

My dearest Brickit – 

Aslan, his blessings upon you who need them the most, teaches us a great deal. I was 
always touched by the patience your brother displayed towards you throughout my stay and 
tried to emulate his conduct where you were concerned. When next I come to prune and 
fertilize my smithing skills, I shall endeavor to introduce you to another refreshment 
enjoyed by civilized beings from Calormen to Harfang, known commonly as wine, since 
you seem incapable of recognizing the same beer you drank before. Until that enlightening 
day, I remain 

Your most favorite and beloved King, 

Edmund 

§‡§ 

Spawn, 

The WINE will be most welcome. 

Chief Smithy Brickit 

§‡§ 

My dear and faithful Brickit -  

Alas, good my Dwarf, the wine cannot bring itself to you regardless of how hard you may 
wish it could be so. Neither yet may the gifts my dear sisters the Queens were intending to 
bestow upon your most unworthy smithy. They will be disappointed but resolved to your 
rejection of their favors. As I unpack their generous gifts, I remain 

Your esteemed sovereign and King, 

Edmund 

§‡§ 

King Edmund, 

Not so hasty, now! I know what store females place upon packing! You’ve great potential 
for this noble craft and I would hate to see it wasted or, worse, corrupted by the likes of 
those that should stick to wood and stone and leave metals to the experts. I want your word 
you’ll not fall under the sway of any of those ruddy eastern ‘smiths’ that spread over Narnia 
like poison ivy. 

Brickit 
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§‡§ 

My dear and faithful Chief Smithy -  

I’m grateful to see your tendency towards self-service is as healthy as ever and your low 
opinion of everyone but yourself hasn’t altered. It’s rather refreshing in some strange way 
which I can’t be bothered to explain.  

I hereby swear to you to turn a deaf ear to any smith who would speak craft to me so long 
as you promise not to speak ill of Poison Ivy. Like you, they can’t help what they were born 
and unlike you, some of them are quite nice once you get to know them.  

Your most beloved and generous King, 

Edmund 

§‡§ 

Spawn, 

Are all Sons of Adam as arrogant and obnoxious as you? 

Your favorite and most talented Smith, 

Brickit 

§‡§ 

My dearest Son of the Earth - 

No, not all Sons of Adam are arrogant and obnoxious, only the ones foolish enough to 
befriend Dwarfs. 

Your beloved King, 

Edmund 

§‡§ 

King Edmund, 

Ha! I thought as much. I haven’t seen that brother of yours trying to befriend any Dwarfs. 

The finest smith in Narnia, 

Bricket 

§‡§ 

Dearest Brickit -  

Peter is no fool. 

Your beloved King, 

Edmund 

§‡§ 

Edmund, 

I’m glad to see you’re not following your brother’s example in this, at least. 

Will you just come in the spring?  
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Brickit 

P.S. And bring the wine! 

§‡§ 

I smirked at the post script as I folded the parchment up again. Brickit was grouchy and 
suspicious, but I knew he was also very proud of his relationship with me and for all his 
sour words he was a true friend. He was also remarkably patient for a Black Dwarf and 
likable in his own abrasive way. I liked that he was so self-assured that he neither fawned 
nor scraped and could insult me in a letter and expect the same back. I looked up at the 
little brown Bat hanging from a tapestry on the wall, drying the raindrops from her wings 
and resting from her long flight. 

“So what did he say when he opened my last letter?” 

She let out a small, shrill laugh that produced a howl and a few exclamations of pain from 
Animals passing in the hall. “The usual, King Edmund. He cursed and shouted and waved 
his arms and spent about an hour trying to think of a suitable answer.” 

I chuckled. “Why don’t you go rest, Queel? I can answer this tomorrow.” 

“Majesty.” She bowed and fluttered off. Still smiling, I opened a drawer in my desk and 
dropped the letter in, the latest in a long and entertaining correspondence. Then I stared at 
the blank parchment before me and almost without thinking I lifted the Gryphon-feather 
quill and began to write: 

Dear Peter, 

It seems foolish to write you a letter I’ll never send and you’ll never see, but Cheroom says 
at times there’s great wisdom in foolishness. I suppose that makes me the wisest person 
alive. 

I miss you, Peter. I miss you terribly. More than even that. More than I’ve told Lucy or 
Aslan. I’m trying not to feel lost without you but I don’t think I’m doing a very job of it. I 
keep waking up and expect you to be in the room. Last week I sat down to lunch and 
waited for you until I remembered you were gone. You left six weeks ago and I can’t shake 
the feeling that something bad has happened to you. Aslan says you’re alive, but held after 
a fashion. Exactly what that means I can’t figure out, but he promises that you’re alive and I 
really can’t ask for much more, except your freedom and safe return and to be looking 
back on this time from about ten years down the road. Not too much to ask for.  

I can’t begin to tell you how I feel about all this. I suppose because I’m not sure how I feel 
myself. I’m amazed you’re doing all this for me. You wondered how to thank me for the 
knife? How on earth do I ever thank you for saving my life? You just rode off so 
confidently. I know you can do this, I just wonder if I can. 

It hurts. Every breath hurts. It’s like a nasty stitch that goes straight through me. I tried to 
keep our old schedule, but I couldn’t and now Oreius won’t even start training until eight 
o’clock, and I usually meet with Cheroom after dinner to make up time in lessons. I’m 
always tired all the time anyway and I’ve started to get headaches. I suppose it’s the pain 
talking. Still, I keeping up with the training for now and I hope you are, too. You’re going 
to need it since Kanell started me with two swords. I think I’m hiding it pretty well from the 
girls and most of the palace. Martil and Silvo help cover for me, too, Aslan bless them. 



« 182 » 

Where are you, Peter? Have you gotten very far? I wish I had sent some Bats with you so 
they could report back. Is Phillip well? Be careful, he can be very protective. Did you know 
that he set the Dogs on all the horses in the stables? As I said before you left, we can’t even 
run our own lives.  

I would give anything to be with you right now and I would give even more to have you 
safely home. There are a thousand things I thought to tell you after you left, so I’ll write 
you now and I promise I’ll find a way to tell you when you return. I love you. I look up to 
you. I wish I was half as good a person as you are. I’m sorry I was such a prat for all those 
years. I was jealous and angry and just being a beast as I tried to knock you off the pedestal 
I set you on. I wasn’t fair to you or Lucy or Susan. I expected the world from all the people 
around me but I didn’t feel obligated to return the gesture. You never gave up on me and 
for that I’m grateful. I need you. I want you to be part of my life forever. I know you will 
be, just because you’re you.  

I told Aslan I need to become a judge. I want to be a judge, but I also need to be one. You 
really don’t know what justice is until you’ve experienced injustice. I’ve known both, and I 
want to see everyone treated fairly. Even myself. 

I miss you. Keep safe, keep in one piece, and hurry back. 

Love, 

Edmund 

I closed and sealed the letter without reading it over again. I sat for a few moments and 
watched the raindrops on the windows of my bedroom, following the drops as they were 
dyed every color against the stained glass. I felt better for having written out my jumbled 
thoughts and feelings. 

Finally I stood and tossed the letter into the fire. I watched as the parchment burned and 
curled, revealing my words for a few moments before blazing up bright and hot and falling 
down as ash. 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Eight: Mrs. Tibs 
“Yoli, good cousin, you must lose some weight.” 

The harrier let out a little moaning whine as I paused to heft him higher in my grasp. 

“I’m sorry, King Edmund.” 

I sighed and shook my head, unable to stay cross when he was so clearly miserable and 
ashamed. My arms were filled to capacity by a wet, smelly Dog as I trudged through the 
forest back towards Cair Paravel. It was just a little too biting cold for my exertions to warm 
me and my boots were soaked through and chafing my feet. I could only pray I’d see the 
paddocks soon or at least hear Kep returning with help. Given the fact that Kep was a 
Dachshund with legs as long as my finger and was easily distracted by so much as a gnat, 
and the fact that I had ridden at least three miles from the castle, I didn’t hold out hope for 
either scenario coming true anytime soon. 
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With a few blessed hours to myself for once, I had just gone for an afternoon walk around 
the paddocks and spotted Marsk walking towards me. He liked company, this horse, and 
was very friendly and gentle. He followed me all the way to the edge of the forest and I 
released him through the far gate. With nothing pressing to attend to, I climbed onto his 
back and took him for a quick ride. It was a good ten minutes before the Dogs noticed one 
of their charges had escaped and Yoli had immediately set out to find Marsk. Kep...well, 
wasn’t hot on his heels, but he followed as best he could. Yoli snagged his leg in a tree root 
and went down with a bad sprain and a deep cut on the pad of his paw. I heard the 
dramatic whelping and whining behind me and reluctantly turned Marsk around and went 
to the rescue. 

Kep caught up to Yoli just as I arrived. Riding bareback, there was no way I could get Yoli 
onto Marsk’s back to carry him home. He could couldn’t walk and I couldn’t leave him 
because it was beginning to rain again. So here I was trudging through the woods with a fat 
hound held in my arms like a baby. His front paws hung over my shoulders and with my 
arms I supported his rump and middle as I picked my path. Marsk I had sent back to the 
paddock with one sharp swat to startle him into motion and Kep had been sent to fetch 
help. I suspected the only thing of importance in his mind was that it was close to dinner 
time. I had serious misgivings about sending Kep for anything, let alone assistance. He 
suffered from some type of Napoleonic complex where he tended to blow things out of 
proportion to make up for his lack of stature, but I had little choice and he was better than 
nothing, or so it seemed at the moment. If I got lucky he might just remember what I told 
him and not embellish and distort it until his version had nothing to do with reality. 

“Tail,” I snapped as Yoli’s whip of a tail began to wag and beat my knees. He immediately 
stilled it. 

“Why did you follow?” I demanded shortly. “Am I so incapable of taking care of myself?” 

“We promised Phillip, King Edmund,” he said miserably, well aware I was cross. 

“And who is Phillip?” I muttered. 

“Your friend,” said the Dog simply, effectively shutting me up. I paused and looked at him 
with a tired sigh. Then I hitched him up again and asked, 

“Does it hurt very much?” 

He was wise enough to take my question as the peace offering it was and said, “It hurts very 
badly indeed, my king.” 

“Where shall I take you? The only healers I know are in the palace.” 

“Then you should come to the stables,” he said. “I think the best healer lives there.” 

“And who is that?” 

“Anthea Tibs.” 

“The stables it is,” I said, rather glad I didn’t have to carry him all the way to Cair Paravel 
now. Dusk was rapidly approaching and it was starting to rain in earnest. Luckily the woods 
were thinning and I could see flashes of the still-green fields beyond. A few more minutes 
of hauling around wet, smelly hound and Cair Paravel came into view. The windows were 
aglow with light and it looked all very cozy and dry from more than a mile away. It was a 
beautiful and graceful building, crowning Mont Paravel as delicately as Susan’s tiara rested 
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upon her head. I paused for a moment and sighed, gathering strength. My arms and chest 
were aching and it was hard to breathe, but the stables were in sight and I didn’t have all 
that far to go, praise be to Aslan. 

“I’m sorry again, King Edmund,” muttered Yoli, resting his head down on my shoulder 
and almost making me lose my balance. 

“You were just keeping your word,” I said to reassure him. “Next time, though, perhaps a 
little less enthusiasm.” 

I was almost staggering as I reached the stables. There were several stables and barns 
removed from most of the other our buildings of the Cair and Yoli directed me to the 
nearest thatch-roof structure. A little run down by comparison to the rest of the stables, this 
building was only used when everything else was filled to capacity and it was much smaller 
than the rest of the stables. I had never been in it before, that I knew. I tapped on the door 
with my foot and a moment later a small orange paw pushed the door open and I was 
facing a long-haired, ginger tabby with tinted, gold-framed glasses perched on her nose. 

“Good eve, cousin,” I said. “We’re looking for Anthea Tibs, the healer.” 

The Cat bowed. “You have found her, Sire, and - Yoli! What have you gotten into now that 
our king must cart you about like a sack? A lumpy sack at that!” Her tail bristled at the 
hapless Dog and I almost laughed and Yoli let out a little whine of shame. 

“Pray bring this silly creature in, King Edmund.” She stepped away and I noticed she 
walked with a pronounced limp. I followed her to one of the open stalls and laid the 
harrier down on the hay. As I did so some very small, excited voices rose up from the next 
stall and I turned to see three kittens, tiny and fluffy with wide blue and green eyes, tumble 
around the barrier and stop in surprise at the sight of me. 

Cute and adorable and sweet are words I actively avoid in conversation and everyday life, 
but there were no other way to describe the three puff balls that faced me, lined up in a row 
with short tails held high. One was black and white, one was white, and the last was a silver 
tabby. They could only have been a few weeks old and together they would barely make a 
handful. I knew I smiling like an idiot as I crouched down before them. 

“How do you do, cousins?” I asked softly, glad neither Susan nor Lucy was here to see me 
fawn over this trio. “My name is Edmund. What’s yours?” 

They stared at me speechlessly, mouths agape. Mrs. Tibs chuckled. “Thank you, King 
Edmund, this is the first time today they’ve been silent. This is Nain, Abigale, and Bellas. 
Their father is in the army and presently helping patrol the Southern March.” Her lisp, a 
common trait among all the small Cats, was not as pronounced as most. 

“Well met, cousins,” I said. I looked at their mother. “Can I help you with Yoli?” 

“Your assistance would be most welcome, Sire.” She turned to the Dog. “What did you 
do?” 

“I caught my paw in a root and sprained it,” Yoli muttered, he nose buried in the hay. 

“And cut it, too, I see.” Mrs. Tibs shook her head, pushing her glasses back on her shallow 
nose as she leaned over to examine his injury. “My king, could you fetch some water? 
There is a well behind the stables.” 
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“I know it,” I said and took a bucket I spotted. Minutes later I returned dripping wet from 
the rain and lugging a bucket of water. I helped the lady Cat clean and dress Yoli’s sprained 
foot. I liked Mrs. Tibs. She knew her craft very well and she wasn’t above teasing Yoli and 
giving him an occasional swat in the head (much as I wanted to) when he tried to struggle. 
Under her direction I helped to wash his paw spread salve Yoli’s cut pad and held him still 
as she wrapped his leg from the knee down. The kittens overcame their fears and ventured 
closer to watch, the white one going so far as to climb up my tunic for a better look. I could 
feel tiny, sharp claws moving up my side and I looked down to see a white face looking up 
at me. I carefully detached her and held her in my hand. 

“And what’s your name?” 

“Abby,” she piped, then started purring and rubbing her face on my thumb. Nain and 
Bellas swarmed up onto my lap, hauling themselves up by their claws. Nain immediately 
went to sleep. Bellas tried to imitate her sister but got her nails stuck in my belt. I carefully 
freed her and set both kittens on my knees. Within minutes all three were curled up on top 
of each other on top of me, fast asleep. Thus pinned, I sat in the hay beside Yoli as Mrs. 
Tibs cleaned up. The stable reminded me in many ways of the Beaver’s lodge, close and 
crowded and cozy. The floor was hard-packed earth and from racks hung at a Cat’s height 
were dried herbs and medicinal supplies, giving the place a pleasant smell. Small lanterns 
cast a golden glow on low, cluttered desk set up in the corner and I saw an open ledger and 
an ink-stained quill lying beside it. There was a scattering of toys about on the floor, balls 
and mice and feathered things for the kittens. I smiled at the sheer hominess of the place 
and decided I needed to introduce Lucy to the Tibs family. 

“I’m sorry, King Edmund,” whispered Mrs. Tibs, walking over to me and noticing her 
children. 

“It’s alright,” I assured her. Yoli was equally asleep, his paws and nose twitching in a dream, 
and I kept my voice low. “Have you lived here very long?” 

She smiled. “All my life, Majesty.” Sitting down beside me, she wrapped her long tail 
around her feet. “My family has always lived in Cair Paravel. I prefer it out here, though. I 
like the quiet and the view.” 

“It is a pretty palace, isn’t it?” I asked. 

“Better now for the presence of your family. If I may ask, King Edmund, has there been 
word of your brother at all?” 

“No. In a way I wish I had sent some Bats with him, but I think it might be better not 
knowing what’s happening otherwise Oreius would take the whole army and invade the 
Western Wild every time he ran into a hitch.” 

“You miss him.” 

“Terribly.” I sighed, then smiled at her. “Thank you for taking care of Yoli.” 

She shook her head. “He is a silly one, but great hearted and loyal.” She stood up and 
winced as her hip made a small noise. Alarmed, I reached for her, but she shook her head. 
“No, good my king, it’s an old wound that doesn’t care for the rain.” 

“What happened?” 

“Maugrim,” she answered, giving me a knowing look. 
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I fought the urge to shudder. “Say no more, good lady. At least his demise makes a worthy 
title for Peter.” 

With a smirk and glittering eyes, she nodded. “Indeed. Proof that there is good in 
everyone.” 

We both laughed and I shifted the three kittens from my lap to a spot under Yoli’s chin. 
He roused a bit and I held up a warning hand. “You’re baby sitting, Yoli. Go back to sleep 
and don’t wake them up.” I rose and brushed hay off my clothes. “Thank you again, Mrs. 
Tibs. I’d best get back before my sisters miss me. Will you send me word on Yoli?” 

“Of course, Majesty, and thank you for your help,” she said with a bow. 

I trudged back up to the palace, receiving odd looks here and there from the guards as I 
passed. I supposed it was because I was covered with horse and Dog and Cat hair and bits 
of straw and I smelled to high heaven, but as the main doors of Cair Paravel were opened 
for me to enter I was greeted by the sight of assembled soldiers. I hurried over to Celer. 

“What’s wrong?” I demanded. 

He took a step back, surprised at the sight of me. “Majesty! You’re back!” 

“Clearly. What’s this about?” 

Then I heard high-pitched barking and I knew exactly what had happened: Kep. He had 
just made it back. I gave the Dachshund a hearty glare as he came bounding into the hall. 
Hands on my hips, I addressed the Faun beside me as I stared at the little Dog and his 
wagging tail. 

“Let me guess...I was assaulted out in the forest by Giants at least. Yoli went down in my 
defense, Marsk bolted, and Kep fought them all off and was nearly killed a dozen times.” 

“Basically,” said the Faun captain, adding his glare to mine. 

“Kep!” I snapped. “I ordered you to deliver my message and nothing more!” 

“But, Majesty,” he protested, tail whipping to and fro, “my version was so much more 
exciting!” 

I shook my head, wishing I had the energy to strangle him. “Celer?” 

“Yes, King Edmund?” 

“Get this Dog out of my sight.” 

“With pleasure.” 

Confident that Kep would get the talking-to of a lifetime, I went straight to my room and 
threw myself on the mercy of Martil and Silvo. They exclaimed over the state (and stink) of 
my person, but I could tell they were secretly pleased to be faced by a challenge. 

“Do either of you know Anthea Tibs?” I asked soon after, up to my waist in hot water as I 
soaked in the bath tub. They had filled the water with herbs as they attempted to counter 
the combined smells of horse and Dog. I felt as if I was being made into soup. 

Silvo smiled. “Mrs. Tibs is one of Narnia’s foremost healers, King Edmund.” 

“I met her tonight. She was very nice.” 
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“Your majesty knows her sister: Marin, King Peter’s page,” said Martil, checking for the 
strongest soap he could lay hands on. 

“Ah. One of her kittens looked like Marin, now that you mention it. I’d like to send her a 
gift for tending Yoli’s foot. What would you suggest?” 

“I’ll speak to Marin,” promised Martil. “She’ll know best. And now if you’d lean forward, 
King Edmund.” 

I obeyed and let out a yelp as he dumped an ewer of warm water over my head before 
tackling my hair with soap and herbs. 

§‡§ 

Three days later Lucy accompanied me to the stables and I introduced her to the Tibs 
family. Of course she immediately adored the kittens as much as they adored her and she 
sat in the hay and played with them, laughing at their antics. She gave them the presents I 
had brought, small mice and birds made of fabric that some of Susan’s ladies-in-waiting 
whipped up for me. To Mrs. Tibs I presented three blank, leather bound books and small 
quills and ink, for Marin assured me her sister’s foremost pleasure was writing. 

Mrs. Tibs opened one of the books, her orange paws delicately turning the pages. “All this 
for Yoli, Sire?” she teased. 

“Not just for Yoli,” I replied. “If there’s ever anything I can do for you, please just ask.” 

She smiled up at me, her green eyes sparkling with pleasure behind her tinted glasses. 
“Thank you, King Edmund.” 

“The pleasure is mine, Mrs. Tibs.” 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Nine: Keep the Home Fires Burning 
My life became a study in extremes: extreme anxiety, extreme amusement, and extreme 
pain. Every pleasant event and day was punctuated by agony every night and it was wearing 
me down like the winter ocean eroded the beaches. 

It was Seconday in the fourth week of the month of Twirleaf and that meant dance, music, 
etiquette, and rhetoric lessons. At least we got them all over with in one shot. I marked the 
day by managing to make it through all my lessons without nodding off on any of the 
teachers, as had become a bad habit of late. By now our music teacher had given up on me 
ever learning to play a musical instrument (for which I was infinitely grateful) and 
concentrated on teaching me to sing. Without Peter there to distract me I really had 
nothing better to do than apply myself, and so it was that I was actually learning something. 
According to the Nymph in charge of voice lessons I had a very good voice and a better ear 
than Susan and Lucy even if they had a far greater interest in music than I did. 

Avalynn, our Giraffe etiquette instructor, was particularly pleased with me when I 
remembered that one always addressed Okapi males with the title “dane” in front of their 
names and females with “dant” before theirs. I had no idea why, but that didn’t matter. She 
didn’t detail how to tell male Okapi from female, nor had I met one in Narnia to date, but 
if the need ever arose I was ready to address them in the most civilized manner possible. I 
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also asked her about canine oaths and the gracious lady assured me that swearing by a 
family member’s tail was, for Dogs, even more binding than swearing by their noses. I was 
hard-pressed not to groan out loud. I knew if I tried it I’d be corrected instantly. 

I liked Avalynn for her manners and patience and flawless bearing and because she was the 
only Giraffe I knew that wore earrings. She worked more with Lucy and Susan than with 
Peter and me, but I know she was in constant contact with our rhetoric teacher, a stout old 
Faun named Mathe. He was a master at using a dozen words when one would do and I was 
fascinated how he could turn clever words into tools and weapons as keen as Shafelm. 
Even Cheroom acknowledged Mathe as his superior in debate, and he taught Peter and me 
how to use language in ways we never imagined. 

That afternoon I was debating (and losing) with the elderly Faun in his cramped office 
when a Hummingbird zoomed into the room and around my head, chirping softly. It was 
only then that I realized I was late for the luncheon Susan had planned to celebrate the 
betrothal of Sir Giles and his beloved Marion. The Beavers and Tumnus were here for the 
event and dozens of other friends. Odds were I was the only one that was late. 

“I beg your pardon for distracting your majesty from his royal duties,” said Mathe, knowing 
full well I was more upset about having to leave the debate unfinished than about missing 
yet another party. 

I smirked. “I owe you thanks. And I want a re-match. I refuse to accept your argument that 
dragons live in volcanoes. Salamanders, I grant you, that’s only natural, but not dragons. 
Not even fire drakes.” 

“I look forward to it, King Edmund,” he said with a bow and a smile. 

I slipped into the party and immediately set about mingling and avoiding Susan’s watchful 
eye. Not for the first time, I was grateful to Mathe for teaching me how to converse about 
nothing and to make small talk with almost anyone. The ability came easier to my siblings 
than to me and Lucy hardly needed lessons on how to talk to anything and everything. I 
swear she could make friends with the salt cellar if she tried. I moved about the room as if 
I’d been there from the start, making sure to keep Susan across from me at all times. I 
honestly did not want to get an earful from her right now and so I greeted Giles and 
Marion enthusiastically. 

I knew they had met in Aslan’s camp after the Battle of Beruna and I knew Marion was 
from the Southern Marches, but beyond that I knew almost nothing about the vixen, 
having met her only once before. She was a very pretty thing, smaller than Giles with much 
more pronounced black points than he possessed. She had brought about two dozen 
brothers and sisters, her parents, innumerable cousins, and a huge bull Elk that was the 
Narnian equivalent of her godfather. Giles was accompanied by his mother, sixteen 
brothers, eight sisters, and even more cousins. The room was teeming with Foxes, even a 
couple of Blue and Arctic cousins, and I made no attempt to keep them all straight because 
they all looked alike. 

One thing I will say about Foxes - they are clever conversationalists. I avoided wine because 
I knew I needed to be on my toes around them. I gradually got the impression that the 
bachelor Foxes thought of Giles as something as a traitor to their sex even as they tripped 
over themselves to greet the lovely Marion. One look at Marion’s pretty sisters and cousins 
and I knew they’d get over their conflict by dessert. I eventually ended up sitting with 
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Marion’s father and the Blue cousins and the topic was military history and whether or not 
various breeds of Animals should be allowed their own regiments. Most of us were against 
the notion. Roth, Marion’s father, brought up the successful record of an ancient regiment 
known as the Cock Fighters, comprised entirely of Roosters. This was the first I’d heard of 
them and I was very, very hard pressed not to laugh aloud at the notion of armor-plated 
chickens doing battle. I had an absurd and inappropriate image of small birds pecking at a 
Giant’s ankles. Of course at that moment I spotted Mr. Beaver across the room and I just 
had to remember how completely silly he had looked in chain mail at Beruna and I 
snorted into my goblet of water before I could stop myself. 

“Excuse me, cousins,” I begged with whatever dignity I had remaining and escaped the 
reception as quickly as manners would allow. I shut myself up in the nearest empty room 
and laughed myself breathless, clutching my aching chest as I slid down the door to sit on 
the floor and regain my self control. I was rather taken aback at my own giddiness. I rarely 
broke down so completely and usually it was over something Peter had done or said. 
Exhausted, I sat there with my legs outstretched, feeling slightly ridiculous and very glad no 
one had witnessed my little fit. It would be too hard to explain since I really didn’t 
understand it myself. 

Peter. I leaned my head back, knocking my crown askew as I remembered him laughing as 
he threw Lucy into the waves the day of the anniversary. Then the image in my mind’s eye 
shifted and I remembered him sitting beside me on the balcony, our feet dangling over 
almost an eighty foot drop as he tried to comfort me. I could feel his embrace when I gave 
him the knife I’d made, the smooth leather of his jerkin against my chin as he hugged me 
so tightly and kissed me right on top of my head. 

I love you, Edmund. I’ll hurry back. I swear.. 

I would never admit it out loud, but I loved it when he kissed me that way. I always had a 
sense of his absolute love when he did that. It brought me back to that horrible and 
glorious day this past spring when he had made me a knight and kissed me thus. 

And then I realized why I had been laughing, why I had been able to laugh like that. 

The feeling of dread was gone. Vanished. 

Peter was free. Whatever sense of fear I’d been carrying all these weeks was no longer 
there. I had actually grown used to the constant sense of anxiety but now that it was 
removed, it was like having a weight taken off my shoulders. I sat up, snatching my crown 
off my head before it fell off, and spent a few moments enjoying the overwhelming sense of 
relief. It was as if I could suddenly breathe again. I had an incredible urge to hug someone, 
but who could I tell? 

Aslan. He and Oreius were the only ones who knew what I had sensed. I felt a burning 
delight in my chest that had nothing whatsoever to do with the pain of Jadis’ curse. I 
scrambled to my feet and yanked open the door, more excited than I had been in ages. My 
thoughts were a wild jumble of emotion and thanks to the very Lion I was going to see. 

I knew he was coming to the luncheon and I rushed back into the reception hall. The 
room was quite crowded from the knees down and smelt musky from so many Foxes at 
once. Lunch was being laid out and I thought I might actually manage to eat something 
now. Susan looked surprised at my second entrance, then arched an eyebrow at me and 
smoothed her hair, making it a point to tap her crown. 
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“Oh!” I clapped my crown back on my head and she smiled, knowing something was up. I 
was rarely this excited even at the best of times. She’d have the whole story about Peter out 
of me before midnight, of that I was certain. Well, I didn’t mind telling her now that it was 
a moot point. 

Aslan was around the corner of the room, deep in conversation with more Foxes. He 
looked up as I rounded the corner and in his eyes and expression there was joy equal to 
what I felt. I stared at him, a slow smile spreading across my face. He knew. He knew 
exactly what I was going to say and so I didn’t have to say anything at all. 

§‡§ 

Late that night I lay trembling on Susan’s bed, my head on her lap as she gently smoothed 
my sweaty hair. Lucy sat on the floor before me and Aslan, golden and glowing, was beside 
her. I couldn’t stop the small groan of pain that escaped me and I closed my eyes so I 
didn’t have to see the sympathy I knew was there. My body was a battleground for two 
powerful types of magic and I was paying a heavy price for survival. Tonight was worse than 
usual for some reason. I think the pain had finally caught up to me because it was nausea 
that downed me so completely. The cordial had worked - like the Deepest Magic, it 
couldn’t help but work - but I don’t think even the cordial was made to heal the same 
magical wound, over and over again and gradually it was losing the ability to eliminate the 
pain. 

Susan leaned over me and I felt her arms gather me closer. Understanding and tenderness 
were all I craved and needed right now and fortunately those assembled here had them in 
abundance. She took my hand in hers and whispered gently to me. I couldn’t hear what 
she said but the sound of her voice was soothing. I pressed my face into her soft robe. The 
fabric smelled of roses, stirring memories of high summer and how happy we had been 
before all this had happened. My head ached anew as tears threatened to fall. I would not 
cry. I would not give Jadis that little bit. Not now, not ever. 

Aslan came forward. I could smell his sweet breath and I opened my eyes, unable to hide 
my misery. 

“Sleep, Edmund, my son,” he whispered. In his eyes I saw my own pain reflected. “Sleep, 
brave king, and dream only of the joy you knew today.” 

His command was my blessing and I gratefully submitted to his words. 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Ten: Swatting Flies 
There were times when I would have liked very much to burst out of this royal role and tell 
someone what I thought of them in terms not even the greatest dolt in the world could 
misunderstand. It wasn’t very noble of me, but at times I just didn’t care. 

I stood in the hall outside the throne room listening to yet another ambassador who 
somehow thought his liege lord – this time an Archenlander duke who scraped out a living 
from an estate bordering the Great Desert - was somehow worthy of asking for Susan’s 
hand in marriage. From the sound of it, it seemed she should be thrilled at the prospect of 
dirt, dust, and camels. I was annoyed because he had waylaid me en route to my dance 
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lesson when official meetings weren’t to take place until one o’clock. At the same time I 
was grateful it was me, not either of my sisters, that he encountered. 

Perhaps I was maturing, or perhaps maturity was being thrust upon me, but lately I had 
become very aware of an odious new phenomenon: suitors. I likened them all to swarming 
flies. There had been a few coming to Cair Paravel, usually in someone else’s name, most 
of them concentrating their efforts on Peter and Susan as if they would wed someone that 
couldn’t be bothered to ask them personally. After his first shock last year, Peter had 
learned to smoothly rebuff efforts at forming alliances through marriage. Initially I had 
been offended at the notion of my sisters being promised to anyone. (That the same thing 
might happen to me had not occurred yet, I’ll admit). Susan and Lucy both seemed far too 
young until I remembered royalty was often betrothed at ridiculously young ages and, well, 
we were royalty now. With Peter’s absence I was more keenly aware of the regular flow of 
proposals. I’m not sure what point I actually began to see my sisters as sexual beings (well, 
Susan, anyway) that would grow up and marry and have children, but I found myself 
territorial and defensive of them both. I certainly didn’t want them leaving Narnia and I 
knew Peter felt the same way. 

And I certainly didn’t want them treated like trinkets at a fair. Not by any male alive. 

Peter had a distinct expression and certain sigh he used whenever situations like this arose. 
The expression was narrow-eyed and disgusted, the sigh was to summon his patience. I 
unconsciously imitated him at that moment. I hadn’t realized that being a king would be 
similar to being a school master responsible for swatting people down and putting them in 
their place. I had to think that we monarchs had much better things to do with our time 
than reprimanding petty ambassadors and noblemen. There had to be a way to break them 
of this annoying habit of constantly asking us to marry them, their children, or their 
masters. 

“I’ll remind you, sir, that my sister is thirteen years old,” I hinted sternly. He seemed to 
think I actually had the authority to marry Susan off. 

“And so soon a woman,” he countered smoothly. 

That was certainly not the kind of observation to win my regard. I was already resolved to 
complain to King Lune about this embassy. We had better things to do with our time than 
entertain people like this. 

“And what is that to you?” I demanded coldly. I glared at him and snapped, “That is my 
royal sister of whom you speak and not some daughter of a petty noble desperate for 
connections in court. Quite the reverse in fact, given what I’ve learned of your master since 
your arrival. My siblings and I are not bargaining points for a treaty or commodities to be 
bartered, we are our own persons. Queen Susan rules Narnia in her own name and in her 
own right. She will choose her consort in due time, not have him chosen for her.” 

I will admit to a certain pleasure at lashing out at this man. It seemed the most effective way 
of dealing with him, annoying nuisance that he was, and somehow my words flowed as 
smoothly as water when I was riled. He’d been here two days, bowing, scraping, eating a 
lot, and watching the palace women – my sisters included – with assessing, hungry eyes, all 
the while unaware he was being monitored at every turn. His welcome was already worn 
out. He didn’t even have the virtue of being clever or witty and his gifts had been 
commonplace. I decided it was time to exercise my authority as King of Narnia. 
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I glanced at the shadows to check the approximate time. “What luck, Ambassador! It’s two 
hours before noon! You have until then to pack your things.” 

“Majesty?” he gaped, taken aback. 

I smiled my most charming smile. Clearly he had envisioned a long and fattening visit, 
which he hardly needed. “At that time, sir, a military escort will arrive at your rooms to 
usher you and your party back to the Archenland border. Please don’t return until you 
learn manners and the proper respect towards all women, from queens to maids to crones, 
be they plant or animal.” 

“B-But, King Edmund!” 

“Your conduct towards the ladies of Narnia has been infamous and shameful and 
unbecoming a gentleman. Such things are not tolerated here. Women stand on equal 
footing with men in Narnia and you would do well to remember that.” 

He was beyond astonished. I nodded to the guards outside the throne room in case he 
tried anything foolish and summoned a waiting page. A Magpie flew up, landing on my 
raised fist and bowing deeply. 

“Jeric, please advise Captain Cloudcaster that the Archenland embassy of ten men and 
servants is leaving at noon and they require an armed escort of fourteen soldiers and one 
officer to see them safely over the border of their own country. They can meet him at his 
chambers.” Jeric flew off and I motioned to one of the Satyrs at the door. “Please see the 
ambassador safely to his rooms and send word for his party to be found and likewise 
escorted to their chambers to help pack. Good day.” 

I walked away from the flabbergasted Archenlander, sensing the man’s indignation and my 
subjects’ amusement, and joined my sisters in the throne room. We had moved our dance 
lesson to here while the banquet room we normally used was still being cleaned of Fox 
hair. A Faun musician was setting up in the corner and our dance teacher was measuring 
the floor with her long strides. 

“Ed?” wondered Susan, stepping close. That I was up to something was evident. 

“Just cleaning up the Cair a bit, Su,” I assured her. Before she could respond the teacher 
clapped her hands for us to start the lesson. I smirked as I bowed over Susan’s hand as we 
started the first dance, feeling rather smug. 

§‡§ 

“You what?” 

“Threw him out of Narnia,” I repeated. “It’s my country, too!” 

“We never even saw him!” protested Susan, though I knew she wasn’t angry. 

Lucy giggled, then tried to keep a straight face with little success. We were seated at our 
evening meal, just the three of us, in our private chambers. Though he was always welcome 
and his presence was a joy, Aslan occasionally gave us time entirely to ourselves. I don’t 
know how he knew, but he always seemed to sense when we needed to talk unencumbered 
by the presence of our elders. This was such a night. I was picking at my food. I noticed 
that we were being served far more of my favorite dishes than usual and I knew my sisters 
were trying to get me to eat more. I tried, but my stomach was staging a rebellion. 
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“Susan, he was rude and a letch. He treated you like something that he could buy for his 
petty duke that couldn’t even show up himself and address you. I won’t stand for that. 
You’re my sisters and you’re both heads of state, not bargaining chips.” 

I expected Susan to say something more, but instead she only leaned back in her chair, 
staring at me for a moment before pouring me more wine. Finally she smiled and said 
simply, “Thank you, Edmund.” 

“The pleasure was mine, believe me.” I nibbled on some bread. “Especially since 
Cloudcaster picked fourteen male soldiers under Xati to escort them out.” 

They laughed at the notion of the tough, fiery Centaur officer ordering her men and the 
ambassador about. Oh, that poor Archenlander was in for the lesson of a lifetime! I’ll 
admit it was an image I cherished. 

“I have been thinking about something, though,” I continued. 

“What?” wondered Lucy. 

“Well...I expect some day we’ll all get married. At least you two,” I added hastily, hoping to 
forestall any ideas they might get. Susan smirked knowingly. Lucy giggled again as she 
dumped another slice of roast on my plate when I was looking at our sister, proving my 
theory that they were conspiring against my lack of appetite. “Anyway...Narnia doesn’t want 
any more queens than you two and she certainly doesn’t need any more kings. I think we 
should make a law that whomever one of us marries will have the title of king consort or 
queen consort or royal consort or some such. Maybe prince or princess, but not king or 
queen. That way, at least, all these declarations of love that come pouring in will be thinned 
out a bit when they figure out they won’t be crowned heads. And hopefully the girls will get 
less obnoxious about marrying Peter, once they find out they’ll never be the High King’s 
queen.” 

They were silent for a moment, staring at me, and I thought perhaps they might hate the 
suggestion. Then Susan lowered her silverware with a faint metallic ring. “Edmund Randall 
Pevensie, you are brilliant,” she said with a grin. 

“You hide it well,” added Lucy just so I could glower at her, which I did to make us both 
happy. 

“It’s a very good idea and you’re right, it will thin out the ranks of marriage proposals.” 

I attacked the slice of meat, knowing I had to eat more and figuring Peter was probably 
longing for anything half so delicious. “I’ll work on it with Cheroom tomorrow. It can be 
my first law.” 

Susan raised her wine in a toast. “To our consorts.” 

“Whoever they are,” added Lucy. 

I tapped my goblet against theirs, glad they embraced my idea, and finished, “Aslan’s 
blessing upon them, and us, and our High King.” 

Wherever he may be, I thought, and downed the wine. 

§‡§ 

I should not have eaten so much. 



« 194 » 

It was closing on midnight and I was walking the corridors of Cair Paravel with Aslan, my 
stomach aching and nausea making me feel as if I might be sick at any moment. I had 
drunk some foul tea the healer gave me to little avail and so now I roamed the halls and 
wished I could curl up into a ball and have this all just go away. I sank my hand into the 
Lion’s mane, thinking of how we in Narnia swore by this mane or those claws or that 
mighty roar with such reverence and yet here he was walking alongside me. Though true he 
was not a tame Lion, Aslan was at the moment the most tender and gentle of beasts. He 
was silent and supporting and exactly what I needed at that moment. I wondered if he 
could love me as much as I loved him. 

I paused, my stomach threatening to heave. I flinched, my free hand automatically going to 
the wound and my other hand closing on a hank of mane. Aslan stopped as well, waiting 
until I drew a shuddering breath as the spasm eased. I leaned against him and he braced 
himself for my slight weight, a deep purr rising in his throat. 

“Aslan,” I asked quietly, hating myself for doubting. Every night around this time anxiety 
and anticipation stripped away my courage. I so overwhelmed with misery that I couldn’t 
keep my misgivings at bay as I waited once again to be made the human sacrifice on Jadis’ 
altar. “Will Peter make it?” 

He seemed to look beyond me for a moment, then he said, “I would not have sent him 
unless I had every faith that he would be successful.” 

I sniffed, blaming the tears that threatened to escape in the nausea gripping me. “I know. 
It...just...hurts. I wish it would end.” 

“Do not despair, Edmund,” whispered Aslan, his eyes full of understanding. “Know that he 
loves you and will not rest until you are freed.” 

“I miss him,” I admitted, the thought of my brother giving me comfort in the face of 
despair. 

“And he misses you and thinks of you always. For his sake, you must endure and believe. 
Come. It is almost midnight. Your sisters are waiting.” 

I sighed and continued down the hall. A few steps later I paused and looked behind me. I 
thought I had sensed... 

I shook my head. It must have been my imagination. 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Eleven: Dream Dasher 
Cheroom was delighted with my desire to write a law and he threw me into the process 
wholeheartedly. I soon learned that what I really wanted was a decree, since laws affect all 
of Narnia and what I wanted to do impacted only on the royal family. He said if I moved 
quickly I could present the decree when I opened Parliament this year. 

Opening Parliament was a ridiculously simple ceremony. I basically had to show up and 
nod my head, but it made the members very happy and their discussions were very 
informative when they stayed on topic. Parliament actually had the feel of belonging to a 
club of scholars. Though not an official body, they were highly respected and their opinion 
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carried some weight. Comprised entirely of Owls of every type and size, they rarely 
accomplished anything in just one meeting, preferring to drag things out so as to enjoy 
debating a subject as long as possible. They were not the best people to turn to for snap 
decisions, but at least they gave our court an annual excuse to trot out all their finery. 

This gave me little over a week to research and write what eventually became known as the 
Codex Consors. I think Peter’s name for the decree was more fitting: the Dream Dasher. 
In later years, when suitors and proposals flowed into Narnia for all of our hands in 
marriage, we’d send the party a chamberlain armed with an official copy of the Codex 
Consors. Half the time the next thing we’d hear was a wail of disappointment or screams of 
disbelief and fury. More than once a princess just packed up and departed without ever 
having seen us. It certainly helped weed out the men and women whose only interest was a 
title and a crown, and those that did stay were generally considerably better company than 
those that left. 

Aslan joined us as we researched previous laws and decrees and customs and his 
suggestions were extremely helpful since no one knew Narnia’s laws better than he. I was 
glad of the distraction away from everything else pressing upon me, for this project 
required all of my energy and attention. Oreius had freed me from training on Sixthday 
now, insisting I needed more rest after he flattened me with one blow the day before. He 
had been upset and felt guilty, I could tell, but it had been towards the end of my lesson 
and I had simply been tired out. 

Minovin, the court recorder, and Irel, our chief librarian, were in their tome-loving glory as 
Cheroom sent them hither and yon throughout the library collecting relevant books and 
scrolls. My problem wasn’t the research, but keeping my mind focused. I was getting side-
tracked constantly, for the laws and the court system were fascinating to me. I was learning 
a great deal, which I suppose was the point, and I was constantly marking books for future 
reference. The books were lovely things, all of them hand written and bound in leather and 
cloth, many of them illuminated. They had a sharp scent of parchment and age, like 
incense, and I could understand the old Hedgehog’s passion for each and every volume. 

Lucy came by one morning with some of her ladies. She was attended by Dryads and 
Nymphs and a delicate little Doe that harbored an immense crush on Oreius that everyone 
in the palace except the general knew about. My sister delighted to see Aslan and was 
thrilled at the beautiful books. Minovin showed her the far reaches of the library where 
they were stored and where, I was sure, Lucy had never ventured. I could hear her excited 
voice echoing off the walls and I smiled. Her enthusiasm for everything under the sun was 
nothing short of amazing. 

“Edmund, what if Peter doesn’t agree with your decree?” she asked a few minutes later, 
leaning against my chair where I sat close to the fire. 

“Trust me, he’ll agree. Remember that little redheaded duchess from Terebinthia that was 
practically measuring Susan’s throne for a new cushion? He’ll be on his knees thanking me 
for this. Besides, he’s outvoted.” 

She giggled and before I could escape she leaned over the arm of the chair and kissed my 
cheek. “See you at supper! Don’t push yourself too hard.” 

“Yes, Mum,” I muttered, smirking. 
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By the third day of work I had a rough outline of what I wanted the decree to say. I had no 
idea the process was so complex. In the books I’d read growing up royal decrees and 
proclamations were things that got issued effortlessly. Fiction, it seemed, had grossly 
understated the facts. After establishing there was nothing similar or contradictory in the 
records in Cair Paravel I had to weigh and consider every single word. Cheroom called 
Mathe in to help since Narnia did not have anything like a dictionary and the old rhetoric 
teacher knew every nuance to every word ever spoken. The Centaur insisted the document 
had to be perfect if I was going to attach my name to it and I had to agree, though I was 
sure I could also anticipate being roundly hated by disappointed potential mates of both 
sexes. 

Something to look forward to, I supposed. 

§‡§ 

Lucy frowned at the parchment in her hand, her lips moving as she silently read. Susan 
leaned over her shoulder, sipping her tea as she considered our future in my written words. 
I waited silently, watching for their reactions. 

“So...what does it mean?” my little sister finally asked. 

“It means if you married, oh, say, Neth, the River God’s son, he wouldn’t be King Neth but 
the Royal Consort to Queen Lucy and we’d probably make him a duke and give him all 
sorts of titles. But,” Susan explained, “if you marry the Tisroc he’ll stay the Tisroc but he’ll 
never rule Narnia as a king.” 

“Wouldn’t he rule as a Tisroc?” 

“Only in Calormen,” I replied. 

Susan looked up. “You spelt ‘whereas’ incorrectly, Ed.” 

I rolled my eyes, secretly pleased that was the worst criticism I’d receives so far. 

“What if one of us should...die?” asked Susan. 

I frowned. I hadn’t thought about death, which was surprising in a way since at the moment 
I was the most likely candidate for it among us. 

“Next draft,” I promised. 

§‡§ 

I looked up at a flash of gray and a Hummingbird shot across my vision and circled round 
to land on my shoulder. She startled me completely and at first I didn’t hear her message. 

“Come again, cousin?” 

The bird’s tiny voice was barely audible. “King Edmund, Queen Susan asks what if your 
majesties have gone to war against enemies of Narnia? Would the spouses then assume the 
duties of king and queen?” 

A very good question. I thought for a moment then said, “Tell her no, only if they were 
appointed as regent.” 

The Hummingbird was gone as swiftly as she had arrived. I never even noticed. I was too 
busy amending the decree. 

§‡§ 
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“What about if we have children?” 

I shuddered. Figuring out who would rule after us was going to be a nightmare, one I wasn’t 
prepared to deal with quite yet. Say in perhaps twenty years, maybe. “Let’s just stick with 
this for now, Lucy.” 

She frowned at the parchment. “You only say Aslan’s name twice.” 

I picked up my quill to correct the oversight. “How many times would you like to see him 
mentioned in the dispatches?” 

“Four. Once for each of us.” She smiled at me and I shook my head and smiled back. She 
was immensely pleased with herself. 

“Four times it is then, Lu.” 

§‡§ 

While I was concentrating on my first decree I certainly wasn’t ignoring my other duties. I 
still trained in the mornings, went to classes, and performed my royal duties. We held 
receptions and received all types of ambassadors and squeezed in time for ourselves and 
sleep and fun. Once a week my sisters and I met with the Dwarfs planning the port at 
Kellsalter to review their plans. Their progress was astounding and I expected by spring 
they would begin building. 

The first day of the annual harvest was marked by great festivities. In accordance with 
custom everyone, and I do mean everyone, in Cair Paravel went out to the orchards to help 
pick apples and pears and quince and all kinds of fruits and winter gourds and even nuts. 
Lucy borrowed one of my tunics and leggings so she could climb the trees with more ease. 
That set off a trend. Susan asked to borrow some of Peter’s things and when some of the 
more daring ladies-in-waiting expressed an interest I ordered Silvo to open our closets to 
them. Peter certainly wasn’t using any of his clothes now and the ladies thought it was all 
great fun to be dressed like kings. From sun up to sun down we labored in the fields 
alongside the Dryads and Animals and every soldier that didn’t have guard duty at the 
moment, maids and servants and local residents and volunteers from afar that wanted to 
help and celebrate the harvest. Everyone worked according to their abilities, from the 
Sparrows to the Giants to Aslan, and we spent the day singing and laughing and gathering 
enough food to see us through the winter. The fruits would be dried and preserved in 
various ways and the first baskets of apples were whisked away to the palace kitchens to be 
made into pies and tarts and other sweets in time for supper. It was all great fun and very 
tiring. I was sorry Peter missed it and seeing his wardrobe gracing the ladies of the court. 

§‡§ 

Parliament was a day away when I finished the decree to the satisfaction of all parties 
involved. I was in the library with Aslan, Cheroom, and Mathe when I was finally able to 
read: 

“Whereas the Four Kings and Queens of Narnia: High King Peter the Magnificent, Queen 
Susan the Gentle, King Edmund the Just, and Queen Lucy the Valiant, by grace of Aslan, 
son of the Emperor-Beyond-the-Sea, were crowned joint Sovereigns of that land and its 
holdings in the year 1000, 

And whereas Jadis, self-proclaimed Queen of Narnia and tyrant, was overthrown in 
accordance with the Prophesy that foretold the coming of said Kings and Queens, 
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And whereas the presence of the Four chosen Kings and Queens, enthroned in Cair 
Paravel, stand as a bastion against Evil’s rebirth or resurrection in the land of Narnia,  

Be it known that Four was the number of Sovereigns chosen by Aslan, beloved Creator 
and Protector of the land of Narnia, to rule in his blessed name and grace. The number of 
Sovereigns shall neither be increased nor yet decreased (except upon death) either by 
marriage, birth, or subsequent decree, proclamation, law, or order, except upon express 
command of Aslan himself.  

Therefore, upon marriage to one of the Four Kings and Queens, their spouse shall be 
known by the title of Royal Consort to said Sovereign. The Royal Consorts shall not at any 
time be considered Sovereigns of the land of Narnia, nor shall they be afforded the title of 
king or queen, nor shall they be eligible to assume the throne in the absence of their 
spouse. If they be of royal blood by birth, they shall retain their rightful titles, but shall not 
gain authority over the land of Narnia, and they will not be crowned Sovereigns to rule in 
their own name.  

By the blessing of Aslan, and with the consent of his fellow Sovereigns present, this Decree 
is hereby put forth by King Edmund the Just in the year 1001 and shall remain in effect 
until such time as the last of the Four Kings and Queens passes from the Land of Narnia.”  

For something so short it had been a remarkable amount of work, but I was very satisfied 
with the document and it gave me a great feeling of accomplishment. Aslan smiled at me, 
clearly pleased by my efforts, and his approval warmed me in ways the fire couldn’t. 

“So what do you think?” I asked my audience. I had rewritten it so many times I had it 
memorized. 

“I think it is both wise and far sighted,” Mathe replied. “I also think the need for 
handkerchiefs amongst our guests will triple once it becomes known.” 

We all laughed because everyone knew full well why I had written the decree in the first 
place. 

“Now what?” I asked the Centaur, looking up at him expectantly. 

“You and your sisters must affix your seals to it and have it officially recorded by Minovin. 
It’s not necessary for Parliament to approve it, but traditionally they are given an 
opportunity to discuss new laws and decrees.” 

I nodded. “I’ll show my sisters tonight and present it tomorrow night when I open 
Parliament. Thank you all very, very much for your help.” 

Cheroom, well aware of my desire to become a judge and determined to see me one 
before I turned twenty, smiled and bowed. “The pleasure, King Edmund, was all ours.” 

§‡§ 

Martil adjusted the heavy gold clasp holding my cape in place in a frenzy of fussing before 
nervously circling around me for a final look. Apparently no errant bits of dust had 
appeared since the last time he’d checked about a minute ago and he finally stepped away. 

“How do you feel, King Edmund?” 

I looked down at Sir Giles standing next to me as we waited in the corridor. In all my royal 
finery and new clothes I looked like an oversized Christmas ornament. The cape felt 
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weighty enough to pull me over backwards and I had enough embroidery on my person to 
make a tapestry. “Like the Queen of May. How do you feel?” 

“Both honored and excited, Your Majesty.” 

“Thank you again for presenting my decree tonight.” 

He smiled, immensely pleased I had asked him. “I hope I do your words justice.” 

“I know you will, Sir Fox,” I said as Tumnus darted around the corner. 

“It’s time, King Edmund.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Tumnus.” 

I nodded to the Satyrs at the doors and they pulled them open. The great hall was glittering 
and golden, lit by candles and lamps and by Aslan himself where he stood on the far end 
next to the chair I was to occupy throughout the ceremony opening Narnia’s Parliament. I 
was aware of bright jewels and brilliant gowns, tawny feathers and Animals and Magical 
Creatures of all sorts as Cair Paravel’s court turned out in all their finery. Susan and Lucy 
sat with their ladies and Vixen Marion, smiling upon me. And Owls, hundreds of Owls, 
bright-eyed and knowing. 

So much wisdom, in so many forms, and for that instant all of it focused on me. 

“Ready, Giles?” I whispered. 

“As I’ll ever be, Majesty.” 

I raised my head, the weight of my crown as heavy as the weight of their stares. I kept my 
eyes on Aslan. With each step towards him the burden seemed to grow less and less. 
When I bowed to the mighty Lion, seeing those huge paws that had held me so tenderly 
these past nights, I was reminded of something Phillip had said to me last year: 

You are greater than you know, Edmund. Aslan’s faith is not misplaced, nor is mine. 

I looked up at Aslan. Both Lion and Horse had faith in me, my brother and sisters as well. 
For the first time in a very long time, so did I. 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Twelve: Lion Chapel 
Ten weeks had slowly passed since Peter departed into the Western Wild. It felt like 
much, much longer to me, especially now that I didn’t have anything as interesting as a 
royal decree to distract me. Being torn apart nightly by magical means was taking its toll. I 
had lost weight and I was always cold. For some reason my body decided now was a good 
time for a growth spurt and my legs ached with pain as I gradually grew taller. In simpler 
terms, I was perfectly miserable. 

Aslan was with me almost constantly from the moment the sun set. At first I didn’t notice, 
but he was spending more time with me at night because I started having trouble sleeping 
when nightmares began to plague me. Perhaps it was her blood in me, growing restless and 
working its evil, but I was having the most vivid and graphic dreams of the White Witch. 
Memories of events I had worked hard to forget wormed their way to the forefront of my 
mind as soon as I drifted asleep and I was made to relive my time with her over and over 
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again. Some nights I saw more - unspeakable things Jadis had done deep in the past, flashes 
of barren mountains and bones and a cold red sun. That last terrified me more than 
anything else my nightmares showed me. I would wake up looking desperately for Peter 
and then fear would be replaced with the crushing disappointment of loneliness. 

Getting up wasn’t much better. I was so miserable I couldn’t even be beastly in the 
mornings like usual. I just dragged myself upright and got down to the training grounds. 
There were fewer officers and teachers now - Oreius dismissed them until Peter returned 
simply because he didn’t want word to get out that I was less than capable of leading the 
army. I threw myself into swordsmanship whole-heartedly and I was willing to exhaust 
myself for the rest of the day by keeping pace with my teachers. Training was the greatest 
outlet for my fears and frustrations and Oreius and Celer knew it. 

One frustration amongst the many was my sword. Shafelm, Blade of the Western Wood - 
if not Rhindon’s brother than its first cousin - had been presented to me by the Centaurs 
under my command before the Battle of Beruna. Though I thought the world of this blade, 
I was growing and it was not. Oreius, however, refused to allow me another. 

“What?” I demanded, standing in the middle of the courtyard like some petulant toddler 
about to throw a tantrum. “Why not?” 

He folded his arms and looked down at me with that fathomless calm and patience that 
sometimes made me want to scream. “Sir Edmund, Shafelm will do very well for you right 
now. You are exhausted. A larger sword will weigh more than your arm can bear.” 

“It will make me stronger!” I argued. 

“Majesty,” he countered, “a heavier sword will only exhaust you further in your present 
condition.” 

Meaning I was even more deteriorated than I believed. Despite myself, I glowered. Oreius 
returned the look. I lost. 

Celer was smiling as he brought me a goblet. “Pick your battles, Sir Edmund. Here,” and 
he waved a hand at the courtyard, “every battle is fought up hill.” 

“So I’m learning,” I grumbled, taking the goblet. I drank a large mouthful and almost 
choked, expecting water and not mulled wine. I swallowed and coughed, glaring at Celer as 
I wiped my mouth. He had the good grace to look guilty, realizing he’d handed me the 
wrong cup. 

To top off my aggravation, Cheroom decided to cut out my evening classes. Usually they 
were only an hour or so long but they made up for time lost to sleep and training to be a 
soldier. He said he didn’t want to overburden me. I argued long and loud, but arguing with 
a Centaur is like arguing with a rock. I usually ended up in the library instead, reading the 
books I had marked for further research and talking to Irel and Aslan. 

I know my teachers meant well and they were probably right, but I didn’t want to be 
coddled. I had always been the kind of person that had to learn lessons for myself. I’d 
rather have the heavier sword and exhaust myself and I’d rather continue classes far into 
the night until I couldn’t remember anything I’d learned. Routine was all I had now. 
Routine, nightmares, and a lot of pain. 

Seventhday dawned cold and too wet to go riding. Besides, I’d just get harassed by the 
Dogs if I tried it. After breakfast with Aslan and my sisters I returned to my room and 
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added another layer of clothes to what I already wore. I took the clothes from Peter’s closet 
partially because they fit better as an outer layer and partially because I just wanted 
something of him with me. While I was in his closet I also hid half the shoes all about the 
room and took his crown. Making sure the rooms were empty, I snuck into my own 
chambers and hung the gold crown in the far reaches of my own closet. That would keep 
Silvo busy for a day or so. He’d been looking glum lately and it would give him a chance to 
lecture me later. 

I planned to spend the day exploring. Cair Paravel was huge and had hundreds of rooms 
and even after a year I wasn’t certain I’d seen them all. When Peter and I did this we 
picked a direction and decided up or down and just went that way. After a few minutes 
deciding, I headed east and down. 

“Edmund!” 

Lucy. She’d spotted me. As I turned I to her realized that I really did want company. I 
waited as she rushed down the stairs and I smiled despite myself because she really was 
turning into a very pretty thing. People always say Susan was the beauty of the family, but 
Lucy struck me as being beautiful in a completely different and more enduring way. 

“Where are you going?” she asked, a little out of breath. 

“Exploring the palace.” 

“Can I come?” 

“Course. It might be cold, though.” 

She looked down at her velvet dress with a little frown. Then she brightened. “I’ll ask to 
borrow the cook’s cloak. Come on!” 

Seizing my hand, she dragged me into the kitchens. We greeted everyone and Lucy asked 
to borrow a cloak. One of the Dwarf chefs volunteered his own cape and moments later 
she was enveloped in wool and fur. Thus prepared, we set out. 

Since the eastern side of the Cair faces the both the rising sun and Aslan’s Country there 
was in incredible number of stained glass windows facing that direction. We found many 
pretty rooms that stood empty or were used for storage. One room was completely lined by 
full suits of armor for all kinds of Animals and Creatures, set up on wooden stands. I 
looked, but I didn’t see anything that might fit a Rooster. Lucy found a helmet for a Giant. 
It was so huge she could sit curled up inside it, and her giggles echoed. When she came out 
I fitted her with a helmet for a Dwarf and she giggled even more. 

“How can you hear out of these?” she wondered. 

“You get used to it. Here.” I put the visor down and she grouped about blindly. 

“I can hardly see!” 

“You get used to that, too. Besides, Peter and I use different style helmets from this.” 

We left the old armory and headed further down. The next room that held our attention 
was filled with tapestries of all sizes. They were very dusty and we both got dirty and 
sneezed uncontrollably as we unrolled some. They were brilliantly colored and beautifully 
done, showing scenes of Narnia’s history. Lucy was particularly ecstatic over one she found 
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of Aslan done in glittering gold thread. At my suggestion we laid that one in the hall and I 
told her we could have the weavers clean and restore it for her room. 

I was starting to get hungry and I was about to suggest we turn back when Lucy pushed 
open another door and let out a little gasp. Though she didn’t sound frightened I hurried 
over and looked past her into the room and I could understand her reaction. I eased the 
door wider and gave her a little push into the chamber so we could both see it better. 

It was a long, rectangular room, not very wide but well-proportioned and with a high, 
vaulted roof with lines that interwove to make geometric designs like flowers. Several gilded 
rosettes adorned the points of the vaults with hooks for hanging lamps. My eyes moved 
downwards to carvings along the edge of the ceiling like lace made out of stone. Opposite 
us, at the far end of the room, a few steps rose up to a dais and on the wall behind it was a 
tall, arched window. Though the day was overcast I could tell that when the sun shone the 
room would be filled with golden light. Even to my untrained eyes I could tell the glass in 
the window was older than most other stuff here in the Cair. It had a distinct yellowish cast 
to it. 

I felt Lucy’s hand curl around mine and I drew her in closer to my side as we gazed about 
us. A candelabrum, taller than either of us, stood off to the side. My time with the Blue 
River Dwarfs had given me a great appreciation for metalwork and I could tell it was 
masterfully made, elegant and intricate and in need of a good cleaning. 

“It’s beautiful,” whispered Lucy. 

I nodded, unable to form an answer, imagining the room as . . . what? It was serene in 
here, a place for comfortable silence and thought. A refuge from the world of kings and 
courts and suitors. 

“Edmund!” Lucy exclaimed, her eyes aglow. “We could make this a chapel!” 

That was the word I wanted. I continued to gaze about me as she went on. 

“We could clean it and - and the tapestries! We could hang them or have some made! 
That’s it!” 

I pointed. “There are hooks for lamps.” 

Eyes wide with delight, she nodded, still gripping my hand as she turned around. “We can 
clean it and have seats and carpets and candles and oh! Look how pretty the door is!” 

I looked. It was heavy, carved oak with beautiful iron hinges reaching across its width. 

“And it can be just for us,” finished Lucy. “We can come here to be alone and pray. It 
even looks towards Aslan’s Country!” 

I blinked. It hadn’t occurred to me that any of us might want a place to go to pray. I 
normally prayed wherever and whenever the desire or need arose. She gazed up at me with 
all the patience of an indulgent sister. 

“Every king, queen, or noble knight needs a place to go and pray,” she said firmly. “Didn’t 
you pray before you were knighted?” 

I snorted, recalling rogue Animals and Hags and Boggles and a whole pantheon of Fell 
Beasts, all of whom tried their best to kill me and Peter that day. “Who had time? We 
were fighting to stay alive, Lu. But you’re right.” I looked up at the vaulted ceiling, 
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imagining glowing lamps and the warmth of summer spilling into the chamber. “This 
would make a very good chapel.” 

Her smile was nothing short of dazzling. “Let’s go tell Susan!” 

§‡§ 

Susan delicately lifted her skirt to step into Lucy’s chapel and let out a little exclamation of, 
“Oh!” Dropping her skirt, she looked around in wide-eyed delight. I turned to Aslan, 
wondering how he could possibly fit through the door, but he just shook his mane and slid 
through the portal effortlessly. He smiled at my confusion and joined the girls in the center 
of the room. 

“What do you think?” 

“It’s so beautiful!” breathed Susan, transfixed by the intricate carvings. 

“Wouldn’t it make a wonderful chapel?” pressed Lucy. 

Susan nodded, her eyes filled with delight at the notion. I wandered too close to her and 
she seized my hand. “Oh, Ed, what do you say?” 

I followed her gaze to the ceiling. “I wish Lucy had thought about this months ago.” 

“I know what you mean!” She smiled and squeezed my hand. “Well, Lucy?” 

“Tapestries,” answered Lucy, indicating a blank stretch of wall. I could tell she was thrilled 
that we approved her idea. I knew the feeling. “And here and here and here. Maybe by the 
door, too. And the carpet the Tisroc sent us for the anniversary right here.” She paced the 
floor around Aslan. 

I pulled free of Susan and went to examine the candelabrum. “Another one of these would 
be nice. Two would balance out the arch.” 

Susan leaned close and blew at the dusty metal. There was a gleam of gold underneath. 
“Can another be made?” 

“It’s Dwarfish,” I said, unconcerned. “If we can’t find another in the Cair I’ll challenge 
Brickit to make one just like it. When he’s done you won’t be able to tell which one is the 
original, Su.” 

Lucy stood before the Lion, smiling. “What do you think, Aslan?” 

He purred. “I think it’s a very good idea, Dear Heart, and all the better because it can be a 
refuge and sanctuary for each of you when you desire peace.” 

If that was the case, I wondered if any of them would mind if I just moved in. 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Thirteen: Tears Like Rain 
I didn’t have as much time as I would have liked to help Lucy set up the chapel. From the 
start Peter and I had attended more classes than our sisters and up until now that never 
bothered me. Still, I spent what time there I could, helping to clean out the spiders and 
dust and searching high and low for just the right furnishings. The one candelabrum I 
helped pack up and ship to the Blue River Smithy. It went accompanied by several barrels 
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of wine, a bar of gold for gilding, and a very scathing letter. I made certain to stress to 
Bricket that I knew several competent smiths in the area if the challenge of reproducing a 
candlestick was too great for him, a sure-fire way to get a second candelabrum in record 
time. 

The subject of tapestries for the chapel became a trying one almost instantly. Susan 
suggested we might have new tapestries made depicting our arrival and overthrow of the 
White Witch and called on the Cair’s legion of weavers. They readily, happily agreed to 
make new hangings, estimating the whole project would take a little over two years if they 
all applied themselves. It sounded very nice, but the truth was before they could begin to 
weave they needed a painting to work off and that meant sketches and posing and standing 
still for hours on end. Choosing a scene, Lucy decided my defining moment was when I 
broke Jadis’ wand. I suppose it was, but I really didn’t feel like being reminded of the event 
while the sun was shining. My nightly re-enactment was quite sufficient to keep the episode 
in mind. 

That made no difference to the artists that followed my every move from the moment I 
opened my bedroom door to the moment I went to sleep. For days two Nymphs and a 
Faun trailed behind me making sketches. Every time I looked up, there they were, pencils 
scratching. They were particularly excited when I was on the training ground and one day I 
went into the armory and found my armor was gone. After a few minutes of panic I 
discovered my artistic shadows had ‘borrowed’ it so the weavers could match the colors. 
Later that same day I found myself stuffed back into said armor, holding Shafelm in a 
sufficiently dramatic and heroic pose. My sisters were there to watch and it wasn’t Susan 
stern look, but the possibility of extinguishing the delight in Lucy’s eyes that kept me from 
losing my cool. An angry Susan I could deal with, but a sad Lucy was something I never 
wanted to cause again. For her, I endured and held the blade high over an imagined wand 
in a reconstruction where the only similarity to the actual event was the presence of me and 
my sword. 

“If you keep making that face, Edmund, that’s what they’re going to paint,” Susan 
admonished as one of the artists re-arranged my feet. Again. 

I had seen some of the tapestries produced here at the Cair and they were astonishingly 
detailed. Indeed, many of them looked like paintings, so she did have a point. 

“It’ll be accurate, at least!” I muttered. I didn’t want to admit that I felt ridiculous standing 
like this. 

At the end of a few days, though, the artists had their sketches and it was Susan’s turn to be 
harassed. She eventually ended up holding her bow drawn for so long that she pulled a 
muscle in her shoulder. Having had more than my fair share of pulled muscles, I refrained 
from gloating and even managed to drum up some sympathy for her. 

§‡§ 

I was feeling supremely unwell the day Susan strained her shoulder. I wasn’t sure what it 
was that bothered me. A little bit of everything, I suppose, but mostly a sense of absolute 
and overwhelming fatigue. Nonetheless, I sat upon my throne as Mr. Tumnus called out 
the day’s business. It was all minor, internal stuff, and to my relief we dealt with everything 
quickly. We were about to withdraw when a last-minute addition to the agenda was added. 
Moments later, a shimmering black Cormorant was announced. He waddled in on his 
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short legs with his wings spread for balance. With a little trill he bowed to us each, bobbing 
his head as he turned his body. I was pleased to note he bowed to Peter’s empty throne 
with as much respect as he bowed to the occupied ones. 

“Greetings, good cousin,” said Lucy. I didn’t need to look to know she was smiling at the 
Bird. Her voice betrayed her. “Welcome to Cair Paravel. What is your name and your 
business?” 

“Astrad is my name, good my queen. I am in the employ of wise Duke Banet of Galma. 
He bids me send warmest greetings to Your Majesties and hopes that you are blooming. 
He has dispatched the ship Gloriosa for Narnia with the promised tutors in nautical craft. 
The captain of the Gloriosa, Lord Ilano, expects to make landfall here at Cair Paravel 
tomorrow. After delivering the tutors, he begs leave to re-supply his ship for the homeward 
journey, which he must make immediately, weather permitting.” 

Lucy smiled. “The Gloriosa and her crew will be welcome. We’ll feast the crew tomorrow 
and we’ll be sure the captain has all the supplies he needs for his return.” 

With a low bow the Cormorant thanked her. He bobbed his head politely to us each again 
before departing. Susan and Lucy were smiling in anticipation. If I remembered correctly, 
Susan had found Ilano handsome when he had brought the Galman ambassadors here for 
the anniversary celebration. I must have looked as awful as I felt because when Susan 
looked over at me, her smile faded and she very quickly ended the session. I stood up and 
felt myself go pale. 

“Ed?” whispered Susan, worried. 

“Walk with me,” I said with a wane smile, and she knew I needed help badly. 

Lucy sent a Cat ahead and Silvo and Martil met us on the long stairs leading up to our 
private quarters. The two Fauns quickly stationed themselves on either side of me and 
helped me up the stairs. The next thing I knew for certain was I was on Peter’s bed and 
Lucy was looking very frightened. For her sake I smiled slightly. 

“Don’t worry, Lu,” I murmured. “M’just tired s’all.” 

Well, that and faint and hungry and feeling as if I didn’t have the strength to move ever 
again. Susan helped Martil pull a blanket over me and even that seemed enough to pin me 
in place. My sisters each kissed my cheek and I heard Susan tell the valets to stay with me. 
Then I slipped into darkness. 

§‡§ 

I dreamt I was walking through a winter forest. There was hardly a leaf on a tree. Swamp 
maples and tulip trees, elders and beeches, sweet pepper and witch hazel, all stripped bare 
like skeletons. Dusk was nearing and it was pouring rain. It had been raining for days, for 
the thick layer of loam beneath the fallen leaves was spongy and wet. I could smell rotting 
leaves and the stink of churned mud. Except for the rain, there was no sound. 

No, wait. I heard a faint sound like a gasp, a gulping, pained sound. In my dream I turned 
toward the noise. As I did I saw indistinct tracks in the mud and leaves. I followed them, 
for they lead in the direction of the gasp. I was watching the ground when I noticed a 
bloodshot pool of water and I saw the crudely butchered carcass of a deer. And there, a 
few yards away -  
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Peter. 

He sat on a fallen tree, his back to me and bent low, his hands hanging limply between his 
knees. He was filthy and ragged and unkempt and absolutely Magnificent.  

Then I realized he was crying.  

Not hard, not as though some terrible calamity had befallen him. His face was too calm for 
that. He was crying for release. I had seen him do this before, when he was emotionally 
overwhelmed or after long periods of pressure. Things built up and when he couldn’t bear 
it any longer, he would take himself off in a corner and quietly vent. 

Oh, Peter. How many times had you wept since you left? I looked up at the gray sky and 
the dripping trees and it seemed as if the whole world was crying with him. Perhaps it was. 

In that moment I would have given anything, even my life, to be able to reach out to him. 
To comfort him. So instead I knelt down in the rain that never touched me and the leaves 
that didn’t rustle at my passing and watched as his tears were exhausted and he was left 
drained and content. 

I smiled sadly as he drew a deep breath and slowly released it. There was a serenity about 
him now and not for the first time I envied him his ability to express his emotions with 
such dignity. He sniffed and wiped his face with a red, chapped hand, then slowly rose. He 
twinged in pain as he straightened, then bent and picked up his bow and a parcel wrapped 
in oilcloth which I suspected was his dinner. Never one to carry an extra ounce of fat on his 
body, he was thin as a lathe. But when he stood tall it was as if his crown was on his head 
and he was stepping into the throne room, every inch a King of Narnia.  

I watched him limp off into the fading twilight, loneliness and longing and pride vying for 
supremacy in my heart. 

This was my brother and my High King. 

Pride won. 

§‡§ 

I was snatched out of sleep by the ghost of a crystal wand ripping straight through my body. 

For the first time I was taken completely unaware and I screamed in agony. There were 
voices around me, gentle hands upon me. I could sense the anxiety and alarm at the animal 
shriek that escaped my throat. 

“Lucy! Quickly!” 

Sweetness on my tongue. Trauma to my body was halted. Reversed. Healed. 

I couldn’t make the same claim for my mind and spirit. Someone was holding me closely. 
Lucy. I had frightened her badly. She certainly wasn’t alone in that 
respect. Gasping, trembling, I lay in her arms, helpless to stop the 
tears. Too much. The pain and shock were too much for me and I 
rested my head against my little sister and, like Peter had in my 
dream, I just let myself cry until there was nothing left of my tears. 

“Come, Sire,” Martil said softly. I let myself be moved. The Fauns 
hastily pulled off my soiled clothes and wiped the blood from my 
body. Then they guided me over to my own clean bed. I was 
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barely conscious of Aslan and Susan as I lay down again. The bed dipped as Susan climbed 
in and a minute later Lucy joined us. I was asleep almost instantly, glad that they were 
close. I could not go on like this. 

§‡§ 

I awoke early in the morn to the weight of Lucy on my arm and Susan’s hair in my mouth. 
I spit out the hair and looked around. My sisters were on either side of me, soundly asleep, 
all of us sharing the same down pillow. I sensed movement, then a faint glow like 
moonlight as Aslan approached the bed. He looked at me with worried eyes. 

“Aslan,” I whispered so as not to wake the girls, “what’s happening to me? It’s getting 
worse.” 

“As you grow weaker, the enchantment grows stronger,” he whispered back. “The White 
Witch’s blood in you is fighting to fulfill the deathless spell.” 

“Will the cordial stop working?” 

“No, my child. Both forms of magic cannot help but work. The cordial, though, was not 
made to combat Deepest Magic. Not on such a scale as this, and hence your pain.” 

I stared at him. Somehow I had guessed all this, but it was awful to hear out loud. “Aslan, I 
don’t know how much longer I can bear this.” 

“For the sake of your brother and sisters, for Narnia, for me, you must endure, my child.” 

“I’m trying,” I said, my voice cracking with the emotion I was fighting to suppress. 

He laid his paw across Lucy to touch my face. “I know. I am here for you, Edmund.” 

I nodded tearfully. 

“Go back to sleep,” he ordered gently. “Rest. Save yourself for the coming trials. Your 
brother is on his way home. He will not fail you.” 

Of that I had no doubt and his words gave me more comfort than I could express. 
“Aslan?” 

He turned back to me expectantly. 

“Please don’t let me sleep through midnight again. I’d rather face it with my eyes open.” 

He nodded his great head. “I give you my word.” 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Fourteen: Naval Maneuvers 
All preparations for receiving the Gloriosa went on without me and they arrived while I was 
still asleep. The court physician ordered me to stay abed all day. Oreius seconded the 
motion and the committee comprised of my sisters, my valets, Celer, Cheroom, and Aslan 
voted unanimously in his favor. I had frightened them badly, at least as badly as I had 
frightened myself. I spent the day reading about law and sending the Cats to Cheroom 
whenever I had a question. I also sent a Bat to Flisk to let the Unicorn know that Aslan 
said Peter was returning just as I had promised I would. I stressed to the Bat to take his 
time finding him and that we knew absolutely nothing more, so it wasn’t worth Flisk’s while 
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to return to the Cair. The last thing I needed right now was an uptight Unicorn quizzing me 
for information I didn’t have. 

By the afternoon I’d had quite enough with the sick bed and got up. I felt far better and 
decided to at least show up at the feast. Eating something was another issue entirely. I 
dressed myself warmly and snuck out before Martil could sound the alarm. 

The Cair seemed a bit busier than normal, but that was typical when we had guests. I asked 
a passing maid about the Galmans and learned that there were eighteen crew, four officers, 
and three passengers invited to the feast. The Galmans are a jolly people, much like the 
Archenlanders. They have three great loves: the sea, music, and stories and they’re 
happiest when they can get all three at once. It was strange to have more humans about the 
palace, but welcome. The Galmans are our subjects and proudly so, living in harmony with 
Narnia’s citizens. Because their island was so tiny and remote there were far fewer Talking 
Animals, all of them small, and no Magical Creatures such as Centaurs, who require a great 
deal of room to live and work. 

I was leaning on the railing along upper tier of the reception hall watching the preparations 
going on below when suddenly a rough hand landed on my shoulder and whirled me 
around. I found myself face-to-face with a boy about Peter’s age. He had light brown hair, 
hazel eyes, a dark tan, and his expression was one of absolute shock. 

“Your pardon, friend!” he exclaimed, letting go as if touching me had burned his hand. “I 
thought you were the ship’s boy, wandered off! From the stern you look much alike.” 

I wasn’t sure what to make of that. “Is that a compliment or an insult?” 

He smiled, showing crooked teeth. “A compliment, for he is a good sailor for his age. I am 
Ilando, of the Gloriosa.” 

“Well met. Your father is captain?” The Galmans, Avalynn had explained long ago, named 
their sons with variations of their father’s name, similar to the way Archenlanders named 
their children from one base name. 

The smile grew wider and he said with pride, “He is indeed. Do you live here at Cair 
Paravel?” 

I realized he had no idea of who I was and that his openness and humor stemmed from 
that ignorance. I had missed free conversation with anyone my age and I wanted it to last, 
for he seemed a decent chap and it was refreshing not to be treated with tongue-tied 
reverence or empty flattery. 

“Yes, I do,” I replied. 

“Are you a servant here?” 

I nodded. “Of a sort, yes.” 

He gazed around at the rich decorations. “What’s it like? Do you ever get lost?” 

I smiled. “It’s very grand and very cozy at once. And yes, I have gotten lost. Several times.” 

“I suppose even being a navigator on a ship wouldn’t help in here.” 

“You just have to follow your nose to the kitchens.” 
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Ilando chuckled and leaned over the rail as I had done, watching the servants setting the 
table. “The queens have invited us to a feast!” He was clearly thrilled. “Have you ever 
spoken to them?” 

“The queens? Yes, I have. They’re kindness itself.” 

“I would dearly love to meet them. My father actually had an audience with them and the 
kings when he brought the ambassadors here a few months past. I’ve heard both queens 
are very beautiful and that Queen Lucy is like a joyful song.” 

Coming from a Galman, that was a high compliment indeed, and I was glad to hear that on 
Galma Lucy wasn’t dismissed in favor of Susan. “She is,” I agreed. 

“What are the kings like?” 

I thought for a moment. “King Peter is very brave and very smart. King Edmund is canny 
and a bit harder to pin down.” 

His voice dropped and he turned to me. “I heard he was a traitor to Narnia.” 

Surprisingly, that didn’t bother me nearly as much as I thought it would. “He was,” I 
admitted. 

His confusion was evident. “Then how can he be a king?” 

“You said it yourself, Ilando, he was a traitor.” 

“Why would he do that?” 

“He must have had his reasons.” 

“Well, nothing could ever make me betray Galma,” he boasted. 

“Don’t be so sure,” I replied quietly. “You don’t know for certain what choice you’ll make 
until you’re faced by that choice and every reaction your decision can cause.” 

He cast me a curious look. Clearly I’d given him food for thought, but to spare him I 
changed the topic. 

“When do you sail?” 

“On the morrow. A storm is blowing in from the west and my father hopes to outrace it.” 

“Can you really outrun the wind?” 

He smiled proudly. “The Gloriosa is the fastest ship in our fleet. Some day, I want to be 
her captain.” He brightened and laid his hand on my arm. “You should come to Galma, 
friend! Ship away with us and become a sailor!” 

I laughed. “Thank you for the offer, but I’m afraid I can’t leave Narnia just yet. I would like 
to see Galma, though.” 

“Then I will show you all the island,” he promised grandly. “And this I promise you, 
friend, our beer and our girls are far superior to what you find on Terebinthia.” 

We both laughed, then looked down into the hall as things were finalized for the feast. 

“I’d best go,” I said. 

“And I as well. Will you be serving at the feast?” 
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“I’ll be there.” 

He clapped me on the shoulder. “I like white milon wine,” he teased, for milon is one of 
the strongest vintages in Narnia and I doubted he’d ever drank more than a mouthful at a 
time. I nodded my head to him and hurried away. I felt better for the acquaintance and the 
chance to talk, even though it made me miss Peter all the more. 

§‡§ 

The crew of the Gloriosa was comprised of Men and Talking Animals and all were very 
animated and excited at the prospect of a feast. The party was small enough that we all sat 
at one table with a number of our courtiers mixed in to keep the conversation flowing. It 
wasn’t an overly formal affair. Lucy, the founder of the feast, sat at the head of the table 
with Captain Ilano on her right and Astrad on her left. Susan sat at the foot with the first 
mate at her right and an awestruck sailor on her left. 

I was enjoying another bout of feeling horrid a few minutes before the meal started and I 
almost begged off. Lucy compromised by simply reserving a seat for me in the center of the 
table. When I finally mastered the nausea gripping me I slipped into the room without 
fanfare. Catching the eye of the wine steward, I gave him a whispered order before 
approaching the table. 

Immediately all the Narnains stood and bowed and a moment later the surprised Galmans 
- most of whom had never seen me before - also rose and bowed. “My apologies for not 
joining you sooner,” I said, quickly taking my seat so they could resume theirs. “Please, 
continue.” 

On my left was a Water Rat that was astonished and rather tickled to find himself seated 
next to his king. On my right was an elderly dame with silver hair and blue eyes. I greeted 
them both before scanning the table. Just as I found Ilando, seated down by Lucy, I saw the 
wine steward fill his glass. He was blushing furiously and gave me the most apologetic look, 
but I only smiled in return to let him know there were no hard feelings for anything he had 
said or done and saluted him with my wine. With a relieved, hesitant smile he lifted his 
wine to me and we both drank. He almost choked on the powerful milon wine, but he 
laughed when he realized I had called his bluff. 

I was surprised to learn that the old lady beside me, Dame Utha, was the learned tutor that 
the Galman ambassadors had promised, but it turned out she had a genius for mathematics 
and navigation and had served aboard many vessels in her time. She struck me as a little 
flinty, but when we began to discuss astronomy she became quite passionate and I had the 
distinct impression I had just found Cheroom’s soulmate. She had brought with her a map 
maker and quite a lot of necessary equipment which she described at length. I found 
myself looking forward to her classes even if the math might be a little beyond me at the 
moment. I hoped she was prepared to have her name massacred by everyone in the 
kingdom, too. In Narnia, a ‘th’ sound is only pronounced at the beginning or the end of a 
word, never in the middle. Her name would thus be rendered ‘Oot-ha’ by our 
pronunciation, not ‘Ooth-a’ as they said on Galma. 

The Rat was of old Galman stock and served as the boatswain on the Gloriosa. He had 
many, many tall tales, and some not so tall, about life on a ship that he told in very clipped 
words, always snapping his teeth and with much dramatic flourishing of paws and tail. Like 
Ilando, he eagerly invited me to go to sea, talking of pirates and treasure and kraken and 
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monstrous strange fish from the ocean’s depths. He was good company and could not get 
enough of the soft bread served to him with quince jam on the side. 

I survived about an hour and ate half a bowl of soup before I felt myself fading. I caught 
Susan’s eye and with a shake of my head let her know I was through. She looked worried, 
but I smiled faintly. I could make it back to my room by myself. When I rose from my 
chair everyone but Lucy and Susan stood and bowed. 

“I ask your pardon again for leaving you so soon,” I said. “Pray enjoy yourselves. I bid fair 
sailing to the Gloriosa and her able crew. May Aslan bless your journey home.” 

They drank my health, for which I was grateful, and I left the feast. Moments later one of 
the palace servants, a lovely Dogwood Dryad, caught up with me in the hall. 

“Your Majesty, one the Gloriosas asked leave to address you. It’s a boy close to your years. 
He said his name is Ilando.” 

“I met him earlier. I’ll gladly speak to him, Bithney.” 

I waited in the entrance hall and moments later Bithney escorted the Galman to me. 
Ilando bowed awkwardly, then stammered, 

“K-King Edmund, I would like to a-apologize.” 

“What for?” 

“I - I was rude and I laid hands on you and...” 

And he had called me a traitor. I was shocked to realize he thought he might face some 
punishment for it. However distasteful it may be, though, it was the truth. 

“Ilando,” I said, “If you had known who I was would you have spoken so freely?” 

“No!” he exclaimed, horrified. “Of course not!” 

I gave him a wry smile. “Which is why I didn’t say anything. Most new people I meet, my 
friend, say what they think I want to hear. You said what was in your heart, and I thank you 
for that rare gift.” 

He blushed. “I’m...sorry I thought you were a servant.” 

I forced a smile even though my stomach twinged painfully. “We’re both servants, Ilando. 
You serve the Gloriosa, I serve Narnia.” 

He thought on that a few moments, then smiled back. “You’re right, King Edmund.” 

“Told you I was canny.” 

We parted soon after on very good terms with mutual promises to show off our homelands 
at the first opportunity. He returned to the feast and I slowly made my way up the steps, 
the guards and servants keeping especially watchful eyes on me as I passed. On the top 
landing I looked up to see Aslan waiting for me in the hall. He had declined going to the 
feast, perhaps for the express reason of meeting me right now. 

“That was well said, Edmund,” he complimented, and I knew he meant my conversation 
with Ilando. “There is much to be gained by cultivating such bonds of friendship.” 

“I seem to be getting better at it,” I replied. “And it’s nice to have friends like Brickit and 
Phillip who say what they think and mean exactly what they say.” 
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He smiled. “It is indeed. Such ones speak out of love and affection.” 

I leaned on him, so golden and warm, and rested my head against his, so glad he was here, 
so lonely for my brother. 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Fifteen: Defeat 
The next morning I dragged myself out of bed. Since this was one of the few days of the 
week I was allowed to practice swordplay I was eager to get down to the training grounds. I 
was frustrated at this weakness that ruled me, the constant fatigue and muddled thoughts, 
the coldness that settled upon me and could not be shaken. Martil helped me into the 
thick, quilted clothes worn under the armor and I hastily laced up my heavy boots before 
slipping out into the dark hall. 

“Edmund, did you eat?” 

I only just managed to keep from jumping in alarm. I turned around. Lucy stood a few 
paces behind me with a candle in her hand and an expectant look on her face. 

“I’m not hungry, Lu,” I said truthfully. 

Her eyes narrowed, but really, she wasn’t very threatening even when she tried.” I didn’t 
ask that. You haven’t eaten, have you?” 

I couldn’t lie, so instead I sighed. 

“You ate half a bowl of soup last night, Edmund!” She clearly didn’t care that she raised 
her voice. “You can’t go train without having some breakfast.” 

“I’ll eat when I get back. Peter and I always have breakfast after. We can’t train if we’re 
stuffed.” 

“But you both always ate scones or muffins and tea before you leave for the training 
grounds. Silvo told me so.” 

Blast. If Silvo spilled to Lucy, he spilled to Oreius. I had to consume something now or 
Oreius would make me eat some of those tasteless millet cakes the Centaurs liked so 
much. They were so dense eating one could take days. 

Lucy came closer, looking up at me with doleful eyes. “Edmund, I know you’re not 
hungry, but maybe that’s part of the spell. It’s supposed to kill you. Maybe it’s looking for 
other ways.” 

“And if I starve I’ll be just as dead,” I concluded. There was a certain logic to her 
reasoning. I sighed again. “You win. I’ll eat a little now and when I get back I’ll try to eat 
some more.” 

“Good! I had Avraiva serve some ginger scones. Come and sit for a minute.” 

The scones were warm and delicious and the company was determined not to lose me. I 
managed to eat most of one and I drank some hot chocolate to keep Lucy happy before I 
had to hurry down to join Celer. The guards were used to me and Peter passing them every 
morning, usually at a run, sometimes still eating whatever snack our valets set out for us 
before we reported to Oreius. I didn’t run because I had to husband my strength and 
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because my stomach was making me regret that scone. I bid the guards good morning as I 
passed, though, and thanked them for opening the doors as I stepped outside. The dawn 
was coming later every morning and the weather was very crisp and cold out as I hastened 
to the armory. I knew a storm was coming - I could feel it on the breeze. This month 
wasn’t called Stormfall for nothing. 

Halfway to my destination my stomach decided it had quite enough of breakfast and I 
stepped off the gravel path to be sick. I stood there gasping and miserable, my chest and 
stomach burning with pain. I wished many and varied a pox upon Jadis and her bloody 
curses. I was fed up with this. This feeling, these limitations, this whole situation. I wanted 
my brother back, I wanted my life back, and I wanted her out of me. 

The Faun captain was waiting and he helped me into my armor. He immediately 
recognized that I was worked up about something and wisely didn’t ask. These days I 
didn’t need any excuses to be worked up. I didn’t tell him that I had just been sick. I didn’t 
dare. I needed a good workout right now no matter what it cost me. 

I stared up at the wall where Peter’s shield hung, the red lion on a silver background. It 
looked incomplete without Rhindon beside it. another curse upon Jadis for forcing him to 
leave. I tore my eyes away and scooped up my own shield, slinging it onto my arm 
automatically as I walked out. Celer followed me in silence. I didn’t have just one word for 
how I felt. I was glad to be there, I felt sick to my stomach, I missed my brother, and I 
passionately hated the White Witch for causing all this. It was a strange feeling deep in the 
core of my being and I knew I needed this workout. I pulled up my mail cowl and clapped 
my helmet over my head. Every move had become automatic to me and I paused a 
moment, wondering at it and the fact that I was a king. 

I was a king. It was my blessing and my burden, just the same as Peter’s quest. I was 
fortunate beyond words he had willingly gone to fetch the apple and it was my place to 
endure the agony of waiting and worrying for his return. Trying my best to push all thought 
and emotion aside for later, I stepped into the courtyard we used for training, Celer a few 
paces behind me. He loosened his own shield from across his back. 

“We’ll warm up until General Oreius arrives,” he decided, his breath visible in the cold 
morning air. “Start with blocking.” 

I nodded, freeing Shafelm from its sheath and knocking my visor down into place. We 
worked back and forth, starting slowly with attacks and blocks. We slowly circled each 
other, trying different forms and angles as we traded blows. Celer was watching me close as 
a Hawk, alert to any fatigue or pain on my part. 

If only he knew. 

Every jarring blow reverberated in my chest and my back felt afire. Breathing deeply was 
like fighting a tight band about my chest. My head, my stomach - everything hurt and I 
didn’t care because I was sick and tired of giving in to my body’s demands. I hid it well, 
because after a few minutes Celer asked, 

“Shields down?” 

I nodded again, pleased. This meant the warm-up was over and it was time to duel. 
Normally he never would have asked, just told me, but ever since Oreius had cut back my 
training I was the one who set the pace, not the general or captain. I set my shield aside and 
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faced the good Faun with both hands on my sword as I took a fighting stance, already lost 
in the motions. 

This is what I had been waiting for. I was pleased to see Celer take a moment to brace 
himself before giving me a small nod and I attacked without hesitation, swinging right at his 
head. He blocked easily enough but I didn’t give him a chance to attack and pressed him 
back. He smiled, knowing this was what I lived for and excelled at above all other types of 
swordsmanship. 

I whirled around, stepping into his attack to make up distance for my size. Blade point 
down, I blocked his sword in a backhanded, overhead arc that shouldn’t have worked but 
stopped him completely. 

“Ha!” Celer exclaimed, pleased. I was more innovative than Peter, though his technique 
was better than mine. We each had our strengths and our teachers were masters at bringing 
those strengths to the fore. As for our weaknesses...well, as far as I could tell Oreius had 
long-term plans for ruthlessly quashing each and every failing Peter and I displayed. 

Celer swung and I dropped my weight straight down, ducking so low his blade passed right 
over my head and left his side open. I lunged and he twisted back just in time to keep from 
being ‘killed’ by my open palm. With a shake of his head he danced away, well aware that 
he had only just survived. 

I was breathing heavily and sweating from more than exertion. I still didn’t care. With a 
shout I attacked again, fast and furious, our swords ringing out across the courtyard. I 
stayed low and settled and at an angle to him, presenting a smaller and far more annoying 
target. Even my sword strokes came from the ground up. I couldn’t do this for long 
because it was very tiring, but I enjoyed mixing things up and keeping my opponent 
confused. The only ones this didn’t work against well were Peter and Oreius and I had yet 
to figure out why. That morning, though, Celer was mine. 

I sliced Shafelm upwards, then reversed my arm and thrust the pommel into Celer’s side 
before sweeping the blade in a wide arc so the tip came up and over his guard towards his 
neck. Celer grunted at the impact against his armor, but I knew I couldn’t hurt him with 
that move and he blocked high, knocking Shafelm upwards. 

Something about the move - the strength or the momentum or the angle - sent an 
incredible flare of pain straight through my chest that hurt as much as midnight. I gasped, 
feeling a rush of heat radiate from my chest. My vision blackened a moment and I 
automatically brought my arms in close and held Shafelm before me as Celer, unaware of 
my distress, spun completely around and brought his blade straight across mine. 

An ugly, hollow, metallic sound rang out as I lost hold of my weapon. Shafelm clattered to 
the stone pavement and I followed, dropping to my knees, my hands clutching my chest. I 
fought for breath, fought nausea and faintness. I heard hoof beats and suddenly Oreius 
sank down beside me, no mean feat for a Centaur. I had no idea that he was here. Celer 
was on the other side, pulling off my helmet and pushing back my cowl. I couldn’t speak. 
The only sound I could possibly have made at that moment was a scream and I clapped 
my hand over my mouth to stop myself from doing just that. Strong hands steadied and 
supported me as I tried not to heave or pass out. A minute or more passed before I trusted 
myself not to shriek out my pain. 
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“Sire,” Oreius said softly, “you must rest. Your body is not equal to the demands you place 
upon it. When your brother returns and this curse is broken, then we’ll make up for lost 
time. Until then, King Edmund, you must not drive yourself so hard.” 

I looked up at the general and he gazed right back at me. He knew. He understood. If I 
gave in now...I had lost. The truth be told, though, I had. 

...no matter how distasteful it may prove, you are a man of truth. 

But Oreius, who knew it tasted quite this bad? 

I felt my resistance draining away as my breathing grew easier. I supposed admitting defeat 
was just another truth. Still, nodding my head to Oreius was one of the most difficult things 
I had ever done. 

“Come,” said the Centaur. He hauled himself upright, then helped me to my feet and kept 
his big hand on my shoulder to support me. “Back to the Cair,” he ordered, gesturing for 
the captain to gather our equipment. 

I returned Shafelm to its sheath. I was shaking like a leaf and almost dropped the sword a 
second time. Celer moved away when I reached for my shield. 

“You can have it back when we reach the stables,” he said. We both knew we wouldn’t 
pass anyone before then. 

I made a face and huffed, then winced at the cramp in my back as I stood up straight. 
Slowly we walked back to the archway. As we reached it I had the oddest feeling of being 
watched. It wasn’t malevolent or threatening, just...there. I turned abruptly, hoping to catch 
whomever it was. 

The courtyard was empty. I stared at the familiar area, wondering. 

“Majesty?” asked Oreius. 

“I thought I...” I frowned. The sensation had been fleeting and now it had vanished on the 
damp breeze. The first few drops of rain started falling. I sighed, feeling sad and empty. 
“Never mind. It’s nothing.” 

And so defeated, I let them help me back to Cair Paravel. 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Sixteen: The Persistence of Memory 
The room was so cold not even the warmth of my body could melt the ice I sat upon. All 
was misty shadows and strange light, rather the way you can see well when it snows at night. 
My wrists and ankles were bound so tightly with metal and chain that I could neither stand 
nor feel my fingers. I had no way of knowing how long I’d been in this ice cell, but it was 
long enough to regret my every action for the last year and more. 

Perhaps I slept. The next thing I knew the Black Dwarf, Ginarrbrik, stood beside me with 
his whip in hand. I could smell the dirty fur he wore and the sweat on his body. He smiled 
wickedly down at me an instant before he lashed out with the coiled whip, smashing me 
flat. Pain and cold vied for supremacy over my whole body. He kicked and beat me, 
laughing, hating… 
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And then SHE was there, beautiful and terrible, wise in evil, with twisted majesty. Jadis 
sneered at me, glad that I was suffering, savoring my fear. She loomed over me, lightly 
tracing a wheal from the whip’s handle on my cheek with an icy fingertip. It wasn’t enough 
for her. She drew a sharp nail like a claw across the spot, scraping deeply and drawing 
blood. I flinched and she slapped me to the floor, her hand bloodied. She laughed, 
showing me her red fingers. Delicate as a cat, she put a finger to her tongue, licked the 
blood off- 

I struggled against the covers, gasping and panting as I fought my way out of the nightmare. 
I sat up, looking around wildly. Peter’s room. Vaulted ceilings and rich wood and stained 
glass. No ice, no chains, no eerie light shining through the walls. I brought a hand to my 
cheek, but there was nothing there. I dropped back into the pillows. This dream would not 
stop haunting me. I’d woken up every night the past week from nightmares about Jadis and 
they were growing in intensity and cruelty. I was sweaty and sore and it wasn’t the cold that 
made me shiver. I probed the spot on my chest with shaking hands. It couldn’t have been 
more than two hours since Lucy had healed me. 

Aslan was absent. That was unusual. He had been here when I fell asleep. Perhaps he had 
expected me to sleep the night through or had been called away. 

Throwing back the blankets, I walked out onto the balcony that linked Peter’s room with 
my own. It was cold and crisp outside and the wind off the Eastern Sea smelt of salt and 
coming rain. I thought of Peter, wondering if he was safe and warm, hoping - but doubting - 
he was both. 

All my fault. Guilt wrapped around me like a cloak. This was all my - 

I shook my head sharply, physically stepping away from where I had stood, trying to 
dislodge that sleepy train of thought. I had not done this. Jadis had. I had promised Peter 
I’d try to forgive myself. I wasn’t having much success, especially late nights like this when 
sleep eluded me once again, but least I wanted to forgive myself now. 

I had little hope of sleeping tonight. Not after such a disturbing dream. Most likely I’d nod 
off on Oreius later today, Aslan bless him for his patience and understanding. Collapsing 
on Celer last week had been the final straw for the good general, though, and he refused to 
allow me to drill and train as usual, cutting out my training completely and eliminating the 
Sixthday class in military science. He was more concerned about my health than my 
education right now. I suppose most everyone was. 

I sighed, my loneliness growing more acute. I was always lonely nowadays even with Lucy 
and Susan to keep me company. I had thought Dad leaving, and then being sent to the 
country by Mum was bad enough, but the absence of my only brother, the foremost 
constant in my life, was far worse. 

You must each have faith that the other will stay constant. 

Oh, Aslan, I was trying, but it was so very hard. Up until last week I had kept the pain 
mostly hidden. It was impossible now. Every movement, every breath hurt as badly as 
midnight. 

It was cold outside in this wind and I’d been too cold of late. I returned to the bedroom 
and donned one of Peter’s heavy robes. It was too big, but I didn’t care because it smelled 
faintly of him and it was very warm. I pulled slippers over my socks and headed for the 
library. If the Owls and the Raccoons weren’t about, I’d go annoy the Bats. Anything to 
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dispel the memory of Jadis. Though I heard voices in the library, I suddenly found I didn’t 
want their company. I turned my feet instead towards the east, down a few flights of stairs 
until I came to the room Lucy now called Lion Chapel. 

There was a single light burning in the golden lamp overhead when I opened the door. 
The arched window was barely visible against a black sky. The room was snug and still, the 
carpet from the Tisroc was soft and inviting beneath my feet. Since there were no seats in 
here yet, I sat down on it and wrapped the robe tighter around me. Even just being here 
was calming to me. Aslan had blessed this sanctuary and Lucy loved it and I needed it 
more than they could ever know. 

I was tracing the designs in the carpet with my eyes when I heard a soft sound in the hall. A 
moment later the door opened and Aslan slid silently into the chapel. He padded in on 
velvet paws and sat close beside me, his long, tufted tail wrapping around me. I inched 
closer to his warmth. 

“You couldn’t sleep either?” 

“I knew that you couldn’t,” he replied fondly. 

“I had a nightmare,” I explained, hardly able to raise my voice above a whisper out of 
reverence for this space. “The same one.” 

His voice was so wonderfully calm. “Do you want to talk about it?” 

“Not really,” said I, “but I probably should. I might sleep if I do and...then I won’t fall 
asleep on Oreius later.” 

He chuckled softly. “The general won’t mind.” 

“But I should try.” 

He nodded and slowly reclined, arching his body around me protectively, inviting me to 
curl in next to him as I shared what was haunting my sleep. 

“I dreamed I was in the dungeon of the White Witch’s castle,” I began, and told him 
everything in the dream. I had trouble talking and I struggled to hold back the tears that 
wanted to fall. As I spoke I remembered more details from previous nights and I added 
them as I went. It seemed somehow wrong to speak of something so grotesque in a place 
like this. Then Aslan leaned in close so that he could see my face. 

“Did this happen?” 

Very reluctantly, I nodded. Aslan’s eyes were gentle and full of empathy and I had trouble 
looking at him. I think he knew that this wasn’t the worst that had occurred to me when I 
was her prisoner. I knew Peter suspected more abuses than I had told, than I ever wanted 
to tell. 

“Edmund...what is past has passed. You needn’t dwell upon it.” 

“I deserved it,” I whispered. 

“Do you honestly believe that?” 

I wasn’t as certain as I had been in the past. “Yes.” 

“But that was the past and you were enchanted. Lay it to rest.” 
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“I can’t,” I whispered. “Not yet. Not while I know she’s still in me. Aslan, I want to let it all 
go but I don’t know how.” 

“Then Peter will show you upon his return.” 

“I hope so. If I can’t be fair to myself, how can I be fair to anyone else?” 

“Have faith that he will help you find a way, for until you learn to let go you’ll never be 
whole.” 

“Are they very far away?” 

“Every day Peter and Phillip draw nearer to Narnia. You are foremost in your brother’s 
thoughts.” With a little sigh he settled more comfortably into the carpet. His golden eyes 
seemed to probe deeply into me, perhaps all the way down to my careworn soul. “Tell me 
something, Edmund: when did you become a king?” 

I smiled, confused. “When you crowned me.” 

Aslan shook his head. “By crowning you I merely provided the trappings for what was 
already in place. When did you become a king? What moment did you realize you valued 
Narnia above yourself?” 

I thought hard. “When...when she would have hurt Mr. Tumnus in the dungeon. I thought 
I could distract her attention away from him. It didn’t work. I just made things worse. And 
then with Sir Giles...” 

“But you tried. So it was in Jadis’s palace and presence that you became King Edmund. 
That is fitting, is it not?” 

I mulled this over in my mind. It struck me as ironic that Jadis should have a hand in 
creating this person King Edmund since I helped destroy her and her power and her army. 
Jadis had given me my hatred of injustice and my desire to be a judge. She had shown me 
the true meaning of cruelty and the true value of love. And she had taught me that sacrifice 
was the highest calling of them all. Aslan watched me closely. 

“Very fitting,” I finally agreed, appreciating the point he was making. 

“Then think upon that should this nightmare dare return. You don’t belong to the White 
Witch. You belong to yourself and to your family and to Narnia.” 

“And you?” I pressed hopefully. 

“You are mine as much as I am yours, my beloved child.” 

“Good,” I said a little fiercer than I meant to, but the emotion was genuine. His words 
made sense in a way I couldn’t explain, only understand, and I knew I was very much his. 
“Aslan?” 

“Yes?” 

I looked around at the lovely chapel. When Lucy was done it would somehow be even 
more beautiful than it was now. “If I pray to you from here, will you hear?” 

“I always listen to your prayers, my child, no matter where you are, and I always answer 
even though you may not like or understand my reply.” 

“That’s all right,” I said with a shrug. “So long as I know you’re listening. Can you hear 
what I’m thinking?” 
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“Only when you want me to.” 

“Oh. Well.” I wondered if I had thought anything rude or embarrassing that he’d picked 
up on. I could only hope that wasn’t the case. “Well, I’m glad. I’m good with words but 
only when I’m talking about things or situations. Not...how I feel.” 

He smiled and touched his tongue to my forehead. His voice was soft as he said, “You do 
very well, Edmund Pevensie. You do very well indeed.” 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Seventeen: Storm 
“Marin,” I said, turning to the silver tabby as she ran up the main stairs, “what are you 
doing here? I thought you were going to help your sister move her kittens indoors.” 

The Cat shook her head, jumping up lightly onto the railing beside me. She was soaked to 
the skin and there was panic in her voice as she spoke. “There was no time, King Edmund! 
The storm moved in too quickly and she couldn’t get them out of the stable. With this rain 
it will flood and she can’t climb!” 

I stared at Marin, horrified. The stable Mrs. Tibs had been staying in was the farthest from 
the Cair and set lowest on the hill. The ground floor could flood easily and Mrs. Tibs and 
the kittens would drown if her shoulder wouldn’t allow her to climb to the loft. I looked 
back through the windows. I could see nothing. Rain beat upon the stained glass and it was 
pitch black outside as a mighty autumn storm swept across Narnia with all the force of a 
hurricane. 

When did you become a king? 

My subjects were in grave danger, helpless before this tempest. I felt a chill as I envisioned 
Mrs. Tibs trying to protect her children. She wouldn’t have a hope. 

“Marin,” I said, resolved, “I’m going down to the stable and I’ll help your sister at least 
move the kittens to the loft. I want you to find Oreius or Celer and tell them where I’ve 
gone. If you see one of the valets or my sisters or Aslan, tell them as well. Tell everybody 
you see. If I can get them back here safely, I will. If not, I’ll get them into the loft. Make 
sure Oreius knows where I went and why. Understood?” 

“Let me accompany you, Sire!” 

“No.” 

“But you can’t go alone!” 

“Then send help! Do as I’ve said!” 

She nodded, already running. “Immediately, Sire!” 

I hurried down the stairs, rushing through the halls to reach the kitchens. The rear door to 
the kitchen was the closest to the stables, though they were still a good ways off. If I moved 
quickly enough I could get them all back to the Cair well before midnight. 

“King Edmund!” exclaimed one of the cooks, a stout old Dwarf named Duffkin. He was 
well named because he did rather look like a pudding. 
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“I’m going to the stables,” I told him before he could ask. “Mrs. Tibs and her kittens are 
out there in the last stable and if it floods they’ll drown. I’ll be back.” 

“Take this, Majesty,” he said, reaching down a tightly woven basket with a hinged lid. “And 
hurry. She’s not the worst storm I’ve seen, but she’s bad enough!” 

I tucked the basket under my arm. “Thank you. If anyone asks, tell them where I went.” 

I yanked open the door. A tremendous blast of ice-cold wind and rain drove me back and 
I almost fell over. 

“It’s too dangerous, lad!” shouted Duffkin. 

“I won’t let them drown!” 

I dashed out into the storm. Instantly I was soaked to the skin and the wind buffeted me 
and almost tore the basket out of my grasp. I coughed as cold water splashed in my face 
and I struggled to see. There was barely any light to see by, but as I pressed forward along 
the path my vision adjusted to the darkness and I could make out the shapes of trees and 
buildings. I ran down the slope to the ornate wooden footbridge spanning the stream. The 
stream, usually so friendly and gentle, had grown to a violent and uncontrolled torrent. The 
arched bridge swayed as I rushed across it and I was struck by the sheer, desperate stupidity 
of my actions. A tremendous burst of lighting illuminated the field for a few heartbeats and 
the rumbling thunder that followed was deafening. The trees bent low under the force of 
the gale, stripped bare of their leaves. I could see the first of the stables and headed slightly 
to the north towards the farthest one. The lashing rain pummeled me so hard it was 
painful, but I was closer to the stables than I was to palace by now and I pressed onwards. 

I dashed rain out of my eyes, a rare prayer welling in my heart. Aslan, let me save them. 
Let me reach them. They’ll drown. They’re babies. Lion help me! I have to do something! 
I will not stand by and do nothing, Aslan! 

I don’t know if he heard since it was less a plea for assistance than justification to myself, 
but the mere thought of the great golden Lion was enough to give me the will to press on. I 
was shivering cold and there was a stinging in my chest. The mud grew deep and I slipped 
and fell into a puddle with a bark of pain. The storm became wilder and I heard a 
tremendous sound of wood splitting and splintering. Rolling over and pushing myself up 
onto my hands, I barely saw the footbridge shift on its footings. With a cracking rumble it 
collapsed beneath the fury of wind and water, effectively cutting me off from the Cair for 
now. 

Cutting me off from Lucy...and the cordial. 

I huffed, trying to clear my nose of mud. It was conceivable that I could circle around the 
palace to the next bridge about a mile to the southwest and reach the main gates, but in my 
mind it was inconceivable that I would abandon any of my subjects. Peter never would. 
Nothing mattered but reaching Mrs. Tibs and her kittens now. I could only hope Marin 
delivered my message, because it was my only hope. But even if help couldn’t come, I 
could still act. 

I scrambled to my feet and fought to stay upright against the wind. Another flash of lighting 
and crack of thunder showed me I was only a few hundred yards from the stable. I ran as 
best I could, slipping and sliding every step. The ground was soaked and water pooled 
ankle-deep around the low-lying building. I splashed through the muddy water and threw 
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myself under the thatched eaves, panting. I shoved the door open and gained the relative 
shelter of the old stable. A steady rivulet of water ran through, muddying the earth floor 
and carrying the straw against the downhill wall where the water gathered before slowly 
draining out. There was half a foot of murky water accumulated throughout the ground 
floor, more than enough to drown a kitten or even a Cat. 

“Mrs. Tibs!” I shouted. “Mrs. Tibs, it’s Edmund! Where are you? Mrs. Tibs!” 

I strained my ears and in a few moments I was rewarded by a frightened mewing sound. 
“Abigale? Bellas?” I called, wading towards the faint noise. Another bolt of lightning 
illuminated the scene and I understood now why Mrs. Tibs hadn’t answered. 

She was trapped in the mud at the base of the ladder leading to the loft. Abigale was on her 
back, trying to reach the lowest rung of the ladder, her tiny paws flailing. Nain and Bellas 
were already clinging to the rung and struggling to keep their balance. I let out a shout and 
rushed over. I still had the basket and I hastily snatched the crying kittens up and dumped 
them into it before slinging it as far back on my arm as I could. Then I slid my other arm 
under the mother Cat’s belly, holding her head out of the water as I worked her mired legs 
and tail free. 

There was nowhere to go but up the ladder. It shifted in the deep mud as stepped onto the 
first rung. If help was coming it was coming here and I didn’t want to risk the kittens in the 
rain. I held the motionless, muddy Cat close to my side and climbed up into the loft. It was 
shadowed and musty but mostly dry and I kicked the scattered straw into a pile before 
setting the basket down and opening the lid. The terrified babies spilled out and clambered 
for their mother, but I said, 

“Just a moment. You’re all safe. Hang back and let me clean your mother up.” 

I peeled off my sodden tunic and wrung it out, then used it to clean the mud off Mrs. Tibs 
as best I could. Curiosity overcame fear and three waterlogged little kittens crowded around 
me as I worked, watching intently. Another crack of thunder sent them squealing and 
jumping onto me from all sides. I grimaced as tiny claws dug through my leggings and shirt 
as the kittens took shelter on me. Their mother hadn’t moved from exhaustion, but the 
cleaning helped to warm and dry her and after a few minutes she was able to lift her head. 

“King Edmund?” she whispered, squinting at me. Her glasses were gone. 

“I’m right here,” I said, my teeth chattering with the cold. “Your kittens are safe, ma’am, 
and I hereby command you to move into the palace.” 

“I shall, sire,” she said wearily and I knew she was smiling. 

“Come on, now.” I motioned to the trio of kittens, inviting them to tackle the larger cat, 
which they did with excitement and relief, all of them talking at once. After reassuring 
herself that they were well she immediately set about grooming them and stepped on them 
when they tried to wriggle out of it. I was reminded of when I was little and I used to try to 
escape Susan when she came at me with a hairbrush. I smirked at the memory. 

Then I gasped aloud, my hands grasping my mid-section, my body on fire with pain. 

Midnight. 

I collapsed backwards, striking my head on the wooden floor so hard I was almost knocked 
unconscious. I had never told Peter, but he must have guessed that the crystal had severed 
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my spine. From the waist down I could feel nothing. I could smell blood and mud and 
rain, hear the storm and frightened babies and my own horrible, rasping breaths. For an 
eternity I lay there in a state of cold, detached pain and I knew I was dying, just as I had 
been dying at Beruna. It was even more awful than I remembered, this sense of heaviness 
and the feel of cooling blood. Every breath was a battle and my chest was heavy as I forced 
myself to go on living. 

Why? I wondered of myself. If I so felt I deserved it, why was I fighting? 

Because you’re a stubborn little beast, my own voice answered in my mind, and you 
promised your brother. 

And then I realized something amidst all this horror and agony: not even I deserved this. 

...promise me you’ll forgive yourself... 

Oh, Peter. Dammit. I had promised him I would try and I could not break a promise 
made to the High King any more than I could break a promise to my brother. Until now I 
hadn’t thought it was possible that I might ever see this situation from his point of view, but 
he was right. No one deserved this. I wasn’t sure how to forgive myself, but I knew now that 
I could. I had to. I needed to. 

Because not even a reformed traitor deserved to have the like of Jadis triumph over him. 

And I wasn’t a traitor. Not any more. I was a king. 

...let it be done... 

It was. 

I thought of my brother as I lay dying in a pool of my own blood and despair held no 
dominion over me. 

I opened my eyes a slit to the strangest light. A golden glow like candlelight seemed to fill 
the stable. I heard Mrs. Tibs’ voice rise up in desperate alarm: “Here! Here! He’s up here! 
Hurry!” A smell sweeter than perfume filled the air I dragged into my lungs, and then all 
was quiet and still. 
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Chapter Eighteen: The Deplorable Word 
I tried. Truly, I tried. 

Oreius issued an order that I was not allowed onto the training grounds at all and all my 
armor and weapons were removed from the armory and stashed away where I couldn’t 
find them. He needn’t have bothered going to such lengths because there was no way I 
could have even stood in full armor, let along swing a sword. 

His great uncle, Cheroom, did not teach me so much any more as simply spend time with 
me, either in my rooms or the library. Mathe occasionally dropped in for an hour or two of 
easy debating or discussion of history and it was always fun to watch Minovin outfox him at 
his own game, since she was at least as clever as he and better at puns. Sometimes Dame 
Utha joined us in the library. I was happy to see them get along so well and she had 
resigned herself to the Narnian pronunciation of her name. She was very pleased with the 
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prospective officers she was interviewing (for she refused to teach anyone that didn’t meet 
her standards) and was enjoying life here at the Cair. The flinty edge to her that I had 
noticed at first seemed smoothed by Narnian hospitality and humor. I was sorry to miss 
her instruction for now, for after a lesson or two I had already fallen behind, but when 
Peter returned she promised she would make navigators out of us both. Both Utha and the 
map maker (a Lemur of uncommon ability) had offered suggestions to improve the 
planned port. She had tried talking to me about a navy, but to my embarrassment I nodded 
off on the dear woman and she put off the discussion until I could keep awake long enough 
to carry my end of it. 

I listened more than I spoke, bundled up as if for a blizzard in my chair by the fire and 
constantly thirsty and listless from the loss of so much blood. My rescue of Mrs. Tibs had 
all but cost me my life. Aslan had reprimanded me gently for not asking for help in the 
venture, Susan had berated me roundly for going myself and frightening her so completely, 
and Lucy had hugged me and thanked me for saving the family of Cats. She said that Mrs. 
Tibs had moved to one of the out buildings by the herb garden, a far dryer and healthier 
place by all standards. I sat meekly and let everyone have their say, knowing I had scared 
them all silly and not wanting to stir the pot lest Oreius try to voice his opinion as well. 

Oh, how I was trying. 

Every waking moment was agony, but sleeping was worse because with sleep came 
nightmares, and everything that made me weaker made the deathless spell that much 
stronger. 

It was killing me. Gradually, yes, but I could see death was inevitable unless Peter got back 
very soon. I wasn’t eating or sleeping as I should. I was so worn down that I really wasn’t as 
bothered by the prospect of dying as I thought I would (or should) be. My only fear was 
breaking my promise to my brother. 

And so I hung on as best I could. For Peter’s sake I would defy Jadis to the last. 

Aslan was by my side constantly. I could only imagine what would have happened to me if 
he had gone into the west with Peter. I would be dead and the quest would be futile. It was 
that simple. 

§‡§ 

A cold red sun, bloated and in the millennia-old throes of death, a pinkish light on a 
dreamscape I had seen before. An ancient city, once glorious, now too old and worn to be 
called anything but a ruin. I stood at the top of a long flight of steps with a monstrous and 
ponderous palace rising high into the gray sky behind me. It was so massive I could see the 
city below, the choked and diminished riverbed, the crazy network of streets and canals 
and bridges spread out before me in dull stone. 

A mighty din filled the air, a roar of battle. Everywhere people were fighting, riotous and 
frenzied. Could they even tell who was on what side? Chariots drawn by strange beasts 
trampled anyone in their path as the fighting spilled onto the steps leading to the palace. 
Blood ran freely down the streets and the almighty stench was overwhelming. 

A presence beside me seized my attention: Jadis, pale and terrible, dressed in magnificent 
robes and a crown. In her hand she carried a scepter of gold. Her arrogant self-assurance 
was evident as she stood watching her army get slaughtered.  
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Then a woman broke through the ranks fighting on the steps. She was stunningly beautiful 
and with a thrill I realized she was Jadis’ twin. But where Jadis was cruel, this woman was 
wise and good. Her fair hair was tied back in a great mass and in her hand she carried a 
bloodied sword. She had lead this fight. It was a civil war. In that moment it seemed she 
and her army had triumphed. 

“Bellatrix,” whispered Jadis with as much contempt as pity. 

“Victory!” Bellatrix shouted at Jadis, defiant and furious, pointing her sword at her sister. 

I knew that smile curling Jadis’ lips. I had seen it. Felt it. If I could have, I would have 
warned her sister. But this was a dream and long, long in the past. 

“Yes,” Jadis agreed, her voice deceptively calm. “Victory, but not yours.” 

For an instant, realization and shock replaced triumph on her sister’s face. 

Jadis drew a deep breath, closing her eyes an instant as she prepared herself for...what? 
When I looked back it wasn’t Queen Jadis standing there, but the White Witch in her 
snowy furs and ice crown staring down at me. Her expression filled me with terror because 
it held the same mocking affection she had shown me when her abuses had been the most 
atrocious. 

She was in me. She was a part of me. Her blood was fighting to take her final revenge. It 
had taken over my dreams and brought me to this awful place. 

She looked away, releasing me from her thrall for a moment. 

And then she uttered a single word. 

A visible, silent shockwave spread out across the city like a ripple on a pool, blasting 
everything its path. Bodies exploded in showers of gore before the force of the word 
disintegrated them to nothing. People didn’t even have a chance to scream before they 
were dead. Everything was dead. Destroyed. Gone. Her sister, her people. Birds, plants, 
animals, all the fishes in the sea. Only the cold sun remained. All in an instant. With one 
word. I knew that Jadis was the only living thing left in the world. 

What had she done? What she had done... It couldn’t even be said that she had won the 
war. She simply...hadn’t lost. 

Horrified, I stared at the spot where Bellatrix had stood. Not even dust remained. I only 
looked up when Jadis swept into my line of sight, towering over me. I was quaking, too 
shocked and panicked to move even if I could as she ran her cold hand through my hair.  

This was a dream. This was a dream. This was -  

She closed her fist and yanked my head back so I had no choice but to look at her. I had 
no control here. Still, that sneering smile as she bent closer, her hard eyes glittering with 
delight, her red lips like blood on snow. 

She kissed me. The faintest touch of her icy lips pressed to mine in a caress at once 
delicate and perverse, for she corrupted something as precious as a gesture of love. The 
contact intensified. Stifling, painful, cruel, it was everything a kiss should never be. Frigid 
and biting and unnatural. I could not escape her hold. She drank in my terror, fed off of it, 
just as she had fed off of my innocence when I was her captive.  

It hurt. It hurt. It hurt almost as much as... 
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She drew away and touched my lips with a slender, dead-white finger. “Victory,” she said 
softly, “but not yours.” 

Then she leaned close to my ear. 

And uttered a single word. 

§‡§ 

“ASLAAAAAN!” 

Screaming, screaming. Pain unimagined. There was nothing for it, no means of expressing 
the agony that seized me in its grasp and would not release me. The horrible sound was 
coming from my own throat and I could not stop. Hot blood on my tongue, running down 
my neck and front. I writhed and fought, trying to find a way to escape this world of pain, 
screaming for the only hope of relief I knew. 

“LUCY!” roared Aslan. 

Tramping feet of guards. My sisters screaming. The panicked voices of the Fauns. Rushing 
about. Gentle hands restraining me. Calloused hands steadying my head. 

Sweet wine mingled with the metallic taste of blood in my mouth. 

I looked at the Lion with unfocused eyes, then fainted. 

§‡§ 

Softness. That and warmth were all I was aware of for the longest time. I could feel the bed 
and pillows beneath me, the blankets atop me. Every limb seemed to weigh a ton. I had no 
desire to move and so I lay on the verge of sleep, listening to the faint voices around me. 

“My queen?” 

“He hasn’t moved, Martil,” Susan said in hushed tones. 

That’s because he can’t, sister, I thought. 

“Did Aslan say...?” 

“He doesn’t know. Edmund just woke up screaming Aslan’s name. You saw him.” 

“At least the cordial healed his ear drums, Highness, and stopped his nose from bleeding.” 

“What could do this?” 

“The power of the White Witch, good my queen, was further reaching and more 
diabolical than I think you were witness to when you arrived in Narnia. That she can strike 
at your brother even beyond death, even in his dreams, surprises me not at all.” 

That motivated my sleepy thoughts to start exploring my memories for what had occurred. 
I had no trouble recalling my dream. In my mind’s eye I could see it with frightening detail. 
The war. Twin sisters. Death. I could feel her frigid kiss. Her breath in my ear as she spoke 
that word with loving vindictiveness... 

The word. Even its echo in my mind was painful and I let out a little cry, trying to twist 
away from my own being. Outstanding. First Jadis had invaded my body, then my dreams, 
and now my very thoughts were corrupted and being used against me. 
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“Edmund!” Susan exclaimed quietly, her voice at once frightened and full of hope. 
“Edmund! Wake up! Martil, fetch Aslan and Queen Lucy!” 

I cracked an eye. The room was horribly bright and I couldn’t help but wince. Immediately 
I heard the bed curtains being drawn to block out the worst of the light and I was able to 
pry open my eyes. 

Susan, pale and tired, bent over me. I noticed her hair was unkempt and she had ignored 
her toilette, but her eyes were bright as she sat on the bed and gently took my hand. 

“Edmund, we’ve been so worried,” she whispered, smoothing my hair back with her free 
hand. 

It was a comfort to know I wasn’t alone in that, at least. I blinked, feeling stupid and heavy. 
“What happened?” I asked, shocked at the weakness in my own voice. 

Before she could make reply the doors opened and Lucy and Aslan hurried into the room. 
Lucy was in her robe and slippers. How long had this vigil lasted? With a little squeak, 
Lucy threw herself right at me. She would have tackled me but for Susan restraining her. 

“Careful!” warned Susan. 

“Oh, Edmund, you frightened us!” cried my little sister, crushing the fingers of my right 
hand in her enthusiasm. I wriggled my hand free and held hers. 

“What happened?” I wondered again. 

“You woke up screaming!” she exclaimed. I flinched at the volume and immediately Lucy 
piped down as Susan shushed her gently. 

“Shh, Lucy. Not so loud. She’s right, though,” Susan explained. “Two days ago, very early 
in the morning, you just woke up screaming Aslan’s name and thrashing. It was as if you 
were fighting something awful. Your nose was bleeding and you had burst your eardrums. 
We finally held you and you collapsed as soon as Lucy gave you more cordial.” 

Two days ago? Two days? I was glad I’d missed it. I hadn’t been fighting, though, I had 
been trying to escape. 

“What happened?” asked Susan. 

I sighed, trying to find the words. “I dreamed.” 

Aslan drew nearer. “Of Jadis?” 

I nodded and swallowed. My throat was terribly dry. Silvo, bless him, seemed to realize this 
and bustled off to fetch me a drink. Moments later Susan helped me to sit up and I drank a 
cup of warm tea. It tasted atrocious but I didn’t care and I swallowed it all before dropping 
back into the pillows. A wet rag would have been less limp than I was right then. 

“I saw a different world,” I said. “Very old. The sun was red and burning out.” 

“Charn,” Aslan provided. “It was Jadis’ home.” 

Charn. An ugly name for an ugly world. “There was a war. A civil war. All in the streets. 
Jadis’ twin sister was winning, but just at the end Jadis...she...” 

The fear, the panic, the horror came back in a rush and I gasped for air. 

“Shh,” soothed Susan. 
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All I needed now was to hyperventilate. I looked to Aslan and in his gaze I saw nothing but 
calmness and understanding. Thus assured, I felt my breath come easier. 

“She said a word,” I managed, then let out a cry as I unconsciously recalled the word and 
pain worse than the most terrible headache exploded in my mind again. “She...killed...her 
whole world,” I gulped, determined to have done with the tale. “Everyone! And then...she 
said it...to me - aaaagh!” 

I tried to cover my ears, but the sound of her voice was in my mind, not on my lips, and 
the gesture was futile. There was no blocking out her evil now. I tasted blood and felt 
pressure on my face and I knew I had a nose bleed. Aslan moved forward and I felt my 
hair stir as he breathed on me. It was a comforting and sweet sensation. 

“Peace,” whispered Aslan, locking eyes with me. I wished he could take the word away, 
banish it from my mind forever. I didn’t want to know it. I didn’t want it to be part of me. 
Jadis was bad enough but now she had burdened me with her ultimate power and evil. 
Was she mocking me, tempting me, appealing to the conniving and calculating little bastard 
that I had been when I first came here and fell under her sway? Even dead she was still 
trying to avenge herself on me, on Narnia, and on Aslan. 

“Peace,” he whispered again, his voice somehow growing even more gentle as the turmoil 
in me grew. 

“Don’t let me talk,” I begged the Lion. “Don’t let me think. Aslan, take it away from me, 
please!” 

There were tears in his eyes. Tears that were absent from my own. I would not cry for her 
sake, but he would cry for mine. I knew that this one of those instances where I would not 
like his answer to my prayer. He moved forward and rested his head on my lap, his great 
tears wetting the blankets. I wrapped my arms as far around his neck as I could and lost 
myself in the soft roughness of his mane. 

“Please,” I pleaded. 

“Peace,” he said for the third time. 

If only I knew the meaning of the word. 
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Chapter Nineteen: Musical Interlude 
“Aslan?” 

“Yes, Edmund?” 

“What happened? What was it I saw in the dream?” 

He drew a deep breath, his expression thoughtful as he formed his answer, for this was the 
first time since waking up yesterday that I had been able to bring myself to talk about what I 
had seen on Charn. I was sure he didn’t want to risk repeating the scene. I know I certainly 
didn’t. 

“What you witnessed in your dream happened long in the past, on a world far removed 
from here.” 
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“She really did that? Killed her whole world? Why?” 

We were relaxing in the sitting room attached to the queens’ suite, where my siblings and I 
normally gathered for breakfast. This was as far as I could walk right now and after 
somehow ending up in here I couldn’t be bothered to leave. The fire was warm and I was 
swathed in blankets and robes, complete with gloves, two layers of clothes (Peter’s) and 
three pairs of socks to combat this constant chill. After so much sleep it seemed strange 
that I could still be exhausted, but I hadn’t felt this knocked up since the day I had been 
knighted. Martil had brought me soup and tea and I was eating very, very slowly in the 
hopes that I wouldn’t be sick. 

“Jadis would far sooner destroy a thing she coveted than to see it loved by another. As you 
well know.” 

I felt a twinge of shame, though I was sure that wasn’t the Lion’s intent. “How did she do 
it?” 

“A powerful and terrible magic called the Deplorable Word. It is the blackest of magic, the 
sort of power that should never be pursued or used. Knowledge of such a thing comes at a 
heavy price.” 

“I can’t argue that,” I agreed. I was actually having trouble carrying on this conversation. In 
my mind I was concentrating very hard upon a piece of music I’d heard the court 
musicians play last week in order to keep from rethinking the Deplorable Word. Sounds, 
not words, were running through my head right then. 

“Eat your soup,” Aslan ordered gently, and I obediently downed another spoonful from 
the bowl before me. It was late morning and after an hour of persuasion on my part, the 
girls had left me to Aslan’s care and were in dance class. I had never thought the day would 
dawn that I’d miss dancing, but here it was. Peter would faint if he knew. 

There was a question I had to ask, though. I pushed aside my fears. “Why didn’t it kill me, 
then?” 

“The first time she said it, you were looking into a window on the past, a witness to an old 
memory on a world not your own. The second time...the Word must be spoken by the 
living, not the dead, for its true power to work. What you felt was a mere echo, whispered 
by a shadow.” 

I ate some more soup, the closest to hungry I had been in weeks. “It was still pretty 
effective.” 

“It was,” he agreed. 

“Did she ever try using it here in Narnia?” 

“She did. Fortunately the nature and the scope of that power did not carry over to any 
world outside of Charn. Indeed, Jadis found that all her powers save her physical strength 
had changed once she left her world.” 

My curiosity got ahead of my sense. “What became of it here?” 

Aslan cocked his head and looked at me, perhaps deciding it was better for me to know. 
“The Deplorable Word turned the living into stone.” 
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The spoon clattered out of my suddenly clumsy grasp and I thought hard on music to keep 
from recalling the word. “Wha-?” I asked stupidly. “But...her wand!” 

Apparently I looked as stupid as I felt, because he smiled faintly. “Was infused with that 
power so that she could focus it on an individual being. She found, too, that the ceremony 
necessary for the Word’s use on Charn was pointless here, making it more responsive to 
her command.” 

I thought of Peter isolated and surrounded at Beruna, the White Witch all clad in mail and 
Aslan’s shorn mane striding towards him, her wand at the ready to steal his life. The 
thought of what my actions that day had prevented made me positively dizzy. 

“I am so glad I broke that wand!” I exclaimed a little fiercer than I intended. 

A deep chuckle answered. “As am I, my child.” 

“Couldn’t anyone have used it, then?” 

“Only someone with a knowledge of the Deplorable Word, and even then only after they 
wrestled the wand from her.” 

I snorted at the notion of anyone getting that close to Jadis. “Good luck.” A horrid thought 
struck me. I had that knowledge now, not that I wanted it. The fact that it existed anywhere, 
especially in my memories, frightened me to an extreme. I looked at Aslan desperately. “It 
is broken? It won’t work no matter what...please?” 

He knew what I was thinking. Besides the music, anyway. 

“The wand’s ability to conduct the Deplorable Word was destroyed when you broke it, 
Edmund. You need not fear.” 

I opened my mouth and he checked me. “One more question, then finish your soup.” 

“If I know this - ow!” I hissed and leaned far over as the sound of the Deplorable Word 
passed unbidden and unwelcome through my thoughts again, sending a stabbing pain 
through my skull. I took a few gulping breaths, but there was no blood this time. I held the 
bridge of my nose until the discomfort faded a little. “Why aren’t I a statue out in the 
garden right now?” 

“You cannot use it upon yourself. And I doubt your sisters would leave you outside.” 

I smirked, for Aslan rarely joked, but I supposed not even he could resist. I should have 
thought of that on my own and not wasted my question. Blast. I dropped my hand in 
annoyance, then snuck in one more. I wouldn’t be Edmund Randall Pevensie if I didn’t at 
least try. “So why does it hurt?” 

He indulged me. “It was not meant for the Son of Man to know. It is too powerful for your 
kind to wield. Jadis was not Human. In addition, part of the price she paid for knowledge 
of the Word was the inability to feel pain the way you and I do.” 

That surprised me not at all. I picked up the spoon. “Small wonder she enjoyed it so 
much.” 

¥¤¥ 
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Chapter Twenty: Blood From a Stone 
I knew this place. I had seen it, fought a mighty battle here. Both I and my order had been 
named after it. 

Sir Edmund of the How, of the Most Noble Order of the Table. 

I stood atop the unbroken Stone Table looking down at the gentle hill called Aslan’s How 
and the wooded glen that surrounded it. 

Only I had never imagined it like this 

Moonlight and torches illuminated the frenzied scene. Hundreds of foul, unclean, and fell 
beasts danced about: Harpies, Giants, Werewolves, Hags, Boggles and Talking Animals, 
Magical Creatures, Trees, hideous things for which I had no name. This was the army of 
the White Witch, hideous ranks of dark and depraved beings that were - quite literally in 
this case - the stuff of nightmares. They danced and milled about, howling and gibbering 
and slobbering in some wild celebration. I looked around, trying to find the focus of their 
obscene ecstasy. 

“Stop!” cried an imperious voice I recognized instantly. I whipped around. Jadis, all clad in 
black, stood atop the Table. She was looking down into the crush of grotesque creatures on 
the steps leading to the platform, a triumphant sneer on her face. “Let him first be shaved!” 

Avoiding her sight, I stumbled to the edge of the Stone Table. 

Aslan. 

Helpless, bound with leather ropes, he lay on the ground as Ginarrbrik cut his golden 
mane away. The Black Dwarf was cackling madly as he sheared away great hanks of long 
hair and threw them this way and that. The crowd laughed with sadistic glee as they teased 
and berated their victim. I collapsed to my knees, trying to scream, but in this dream I was 
mute. 

“Muzzle him!” 

Shorn, diminished, Aslan was no less noble and he offered no resistance as his mouth was 
bound closed. One bite and he could have taken off the offenders’ limbs, but he did 
nothing. That seemed to infuriate his captors all the more and they lashed out, beating and 
kicking and mocking him without mercy. They spit on him, hissing savage curses and jeers. 

His only response was to close his eyes. 

This would have been me. It had almost been me. The knife had been sharpened for my 
throat the night Oreius had rescued me. Death had been only moments away. 

This was all for me. All because of me. 

“Bring him to me.” 

Bound, muzzled, beaten and bleeding, the raving crew of beasts began hauling him towards 
the Table. They pushed and pulled and kicked, straining to get him onto the platform, 
letting his head bang against each step. 

And still, he did nothing. 

With a smear of blood following him the dragged Aslan onto the Stone Table and bound 
him tightly to it. I huddled off to the side of the Table, shivering and sick with anxiety for 
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what I knew would happen. What had to happen. I did not want to be witness to this, but 
Jadis’ blood controlled my dreams now and I had no choice until some mercy roused me 
from sleep. 

Silence fell at a gesture from the White Witch. Then a strange, pulsing beat of staves on 
the ground began, growing in strength and speed. It was primal and dark. Jadis bent close 
to Aslan’s ear, her expression both amused and pitying, her voice almost loving. 

“You know, Aslan, I’m a little disappointed in you. Fool! Did you think that by all this you 
could save the Human traitor? You are giving me your life and saving no one. When 
you’re dead, what will prevent me from killing him as well? Who will take him out of my 
hands then?” 

He looked at her sadly. She cast him a contemptuous little smirk. “So much for love.” 

I felt sick. I wanted to throw myself over Aslan, shield him with my own body and sacrifice 
just as he had shielded me. Jadis rose and shouted out to her crazed followers, “Tonight 
the Deep Magic will be appeased, but tomorrow we will take Narnia forever!” 

The crowd of hideous creatures was tense, eager for blood. I could not convince myself 
this was all just a dream. Aslan’s flanks were heaving as he panted and I fully understood 
the instinctive fear gripping him. Knowing what was coming was the worst torture of all. I 
was an authority on it. 

“And in that knowledge, despair...and DIE!” 

She was speaking to Aslan, but looking at me. 

The knife plunged down. Aslan jerked, eyes wide in shock and pain. I gasped at the same 
instant, knowing what it felt like. 

Despair... 

It couldn’t be said that she had won...she simply hadn’t lost... 

...if I despair, I’ll think of you and remember you love me. 

Peter. 

For one instant, no more than a heartbeat of time, I saw Peter sick and hurt and crouching 
in feeble shelter from a storm, leaning against Phillip’s leg. He was in despair. 

And he smiled. 

How could the loss of all hope unite us like this? Was it simply our common blood? This 
curse? Aslan?  

“The Great Cat is dead!” 

I was snatched back to the Stone Table. Aslan’s blood spilled over the stone, down the 
steps. The Fell Creatures celebrated as Jadis watched her enemy die. Suddenly, strangely, 
in a moment of agony and clarity, I understood Jadis better than anyone ever had, and 
steely determination began to take the place of fear. 

I would not lose. Not my sanity, not my life, not my brother 

Not to Jadis. 

She had helped make this person King Edmund the Just and I would make her regret it. 
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I would not lose. 

“General, prepare your troops for battle!” the White Witch ordered, then added with a 
vicious glimmer in her eyes, “However short it may be.” 

I glanced over at the huge Minotaur as he grunted orders and the raving crowd began to 
surge away from the Table. I lingered by Aslan’s limp body as Jadis swept past. Knowing 
the future did not ease the agony of this moment. I looked up and the White Witch cast 
me a sneering smile, pausing before me. She gestured at the shorn Lion.  

“A king needs servants, Edmund.” 

Yes, he did. And here I stood. I could not think of a higher calling than to serve my 
brother and through him Narnia and Aslan. 

She frowned as she realized her words didn’t have the desired effect on me, for I 
completely misunderstood what she was implying. So she showed me instead.  

I woke up just as she moved to run me through with the Stone Knife. 

§‡§ 

I gasped and struggled to free myself of the dream before she could complete the blow. 
Voices were calling my name, ordering, pleading with me to wake up. I felt a light slap on 
my cheek. I sat up, panting and trying to calm my panicked heartbeat a moment before 
Susan cried, 

“Edmund, it’s midnight!” 

Not again! 

Not quite. I hadn’t slept through it this time. Oh, marvelous. I got to enjoy being stabbed 
twice in a night. 

I barely had time to seize upon Susan’s hand and brace myself for the gory impact, unable 
to address anything but the fall of the curse once again upon me. A scream escaped me at 
the rush of pain and blood. Lucy was already poised and waiting to spare me as much as 
possible. Instead of lying there letting the cordial heal me so that I could be sacrificed 
tomorrow, though, as soon as I could think and feel again, the same resolve I’d felt in the 
dream flowed through me. 

“Get Oreius,” I gasped, fighting the hands trying to hold me down. I was still bleeding as I 
shook them off. Confused looks were exchanged and I lost all patience. Peter was injured 
and fading. We had no time. He had no time. 

And I couldn’t bear this any longer. 

“Get the general NOW!” I commanded, and Silvo darted out of the room at a run, glad, I 
was certain, to escape. 

“Edmund?” asked Aslan, an island of calm amidst the heightened emotions in the room. 

“Peter,” I panted, staring at the Lion, trying not to picture him shorn of his mane. “Peter is 
hurt. He needs help. I’m sending Oreius.” 

My sisters gasped. Aslan nodded and said nothing more and I was grateful for his faith. 
Susan wiggled her fingers and I realized I was still clutching her hand crushing tight. 
“Sorry.” I loosened my hold, but she didn’t let go. On my other side Lucy sat close, staring 
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at me. Concern was written on her face, concern for both her brothers. I took her hand in 
mine in an attempt to reassure her. It was then I realized I had never made it beyond 
Susan’s room and I had bled on her covers. Blast. Minutes later the bedroom was filled by 
the general of Narnia’s army, unceremoniously yanked out of his sleep. 

“King Edmund?” he asked directly. 

“Go to the Western March, General. Send out scouts. Peter is hurt and needs help. Leave 
immediately.” 

Aslan bless this Centaur. He nodded without hesitation or question, his attention on me 
alone. “Celer is on patrol in that area now. Kanell and Cloudcaster will remain here. I’ll 
bring some Bats and Hawks to keep you informed.” 

“Thank you,” I whispered, knowing that everything that could be done, would be. 

He bowed and left. My self-control seemed to desert me the moment his rapid hoof beats 
disappeared and I began to react to everything I had seen in the dream. The horror of it, 
the magnitude of Aslan’s sacrifice, struck me with all the force of a physical blow as I 
looked at the Lion. I was shaking so hard that Susan pulled me into her arms and held me 
tight despite my bloodied tunic. I couldn’t even hold her in return. I hadn’t the strength. 
Lucy hugged us both, laying her head on my shoulder. 

“Did you dream, Edmund?” whispered Lucy. 

I nodded, squeezing my eyes tightly shut against the tears that wanted to spill down. Was I 
really only eleven? I felt closer to ninety. 

“What of?” she wondered innocently. 

“The Stone Table,” I answered with effort. Nothing more needed to be said. I opened my 
eyes to see Aslan gazing upon with sadness and sympathy. A sob wracked my body and I 
groaned, for the spasm was pure agony in my chest. Lucy inched closer, holding me tighter. 

“Shh.” Susan rocked me gently, smoothing my hair, easing my terrors. “Shh, Edmund. 
Everything will be all right.” 

Oh, to be so sure! Aslan stepped over to the bed and laid his head against me, his mane so 
warm and soft. I reached out and touched his smooth muzzle. 

“I’m sorry,” I sniffed, refusing to cry. 

He understood my meaning. Pressing his face closer against me, he said, “I would do the 
same again.” 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Twenty-One: The Last Full Measure 
The next few days were the strangest I had ever known simply because my only goal was to 
survive them. I moved through the hours in a kind of daze. Not until much later did I find 
out that not only was Aslan by my side, one of my sisters was constantly with me even 
though there was little they could do to help and for the most part I was unaware of their 
presence. I could barely eat for the nausea gripping me. When I was awake Susan read to 
me from the books of law or Lucy told me stories. Anything to keep me from thinking the 
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Deplorable Word, though I really was too exhausted to understand a word they said. 
When I slept the nightmare that was the Empress Jadis swept down and dragged me off to 
relive every moment I’d spent with her or scenes from her awful past. 

Every night at midnight, the deathless spell tried once again to fulfill its function and kill 
me. 

And every night Lucy thwarted the White Witch’s plans and prolonged the spell another 
day. 

I needed Peter more desperately than ever. We all did. I suspected he needed us just as 
badly. In my mind I prayed to Aslan to grant Oreius the speed of a Unicorn, even though 
the Lion himself sat beside me all the day. I was too tired to voice my longing properly, and 
so I let my emotions speak for me. I think he understood, and I think my prayer was 
granted. 

§‡§ 

“And how is our little king?” 

I was gagged and bound hand and foot to a bloody tree that had to be the lumpiest hunk of 
wood in all of Narnia. Ginarrbrik must have chosen it for that soul reason. What on earth 
kind of question was that? Lion’s mane, why did I have to sleep? Better yet, why did she 
have to be here every time I closed my eyes? The dreams were so much more real than 
waking, and I was so much more alert here than when I was awake. It was galling. 

She slowly circled the tree, making it a point to constantly touch me, to drag her fingers 
along my arms or caress my throat and face just because she knew I hated it. I would have 
twisted away but there was nowhere to go. Her hands were clammy and unclean and the 
feel put me in mind of walking through cobwebs. 

“So...have you been enjoying my memories? My sister? Aslan? My castle? The dungeon?” 
she added with a small laugh. 

Not hardly, I thought, not only mute but gagged in this rotten dream. 

“So now you alone in all of creation know the Deplorable Word. Does that not thrill you, 
my dear Edmund?” 

Aslan! Why couldn’t she just leave me alone? 

You’re all she has left, my own voice echoed in my thoughts. 

My look must have said all, because she slapped me soundly across the face, then gripped 
me by the hair. It didn’t seem fair that I could feel pain and think clearly and understand in 
a dream but not speak. 

“We’ll look at it as my little gift to you,” she mocked sweetly. “Gifts were given to your 
siblings, I know, and I wouldn’t want you to feel left out of their cozy little circle. You did 
take the power away from me, after all. I’m just making sure you keep it forever.” 

She traced my cheek with an icy finger. “You see, little king, once you know some things 
you can never unknow them. Knowledge of such power lingers on and on and does not 
fade. You may very well live long enough to break my spell, but the Deplorable Word will 
always be with you. Just think, some day you may be tempted to try it out. It works here 
without ceremony or sacrifice. All it needs is desire...or need. Perhaps in battle, to save 
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your precious brother. Perhaps to save your sisters. Perhaps simply to save the day. Just 
one word dwelling in your memory. You’ll always know it, and wonder...dare I use this 
power? Can I use it for good?” 

She released me and I looked away defiantly. As if using the Word wouldn’t flatten me as 
effectively as everyone who heard it. I’d be wiping out my own forces. Did she think I was a 
complete idiot? She laughed, her hand wandering down to my exposed neck. Despite all 
my efforts at self-control I shuddered. There were memories of my time with her that I 
wanted to forget as desperately as I wanted to forget the Deplorable Word, memories of 
her touch, the icy feel of her, her laughter at my helplessness and terror... 

“There are other things you’ll never unknow, darling Edmund, much as you might wish to 
forget. You may banish me from your body, but you cannot banish your thoughts.” She 
laughed at me again. “Always remember me, dear child, and everything you experienced in 
my presence. Narnia may be out of my grip, but come what may you will be mine forever.” 

No. I refused. I had lived through too much to succumb to her taunts. I belonged to myself 
and my family and Narnia. I belonged to Aslan. 

“Why don’t I say the word for you again, just to make certain you know it?” Once again 
she leaned in close to my ear, her breath cold on my neck. “You always were the weakest 
of your family. You know that, don’t you? This will just make you powerful. You wanted 
power, didn’t you?” 

Once upon a time, perhaps. 

Then she whispered the first syllable of the Deplorable Word in my ear.  

Instinctively, unwillingly, my thoughts finished the sound. 

It didn’t kill me, but part of me wished it would. 

§‡§ 

I woke up to the sound of a wounded animal, horrible and pained, only to realize I was the 
one making those tortured moans. 

“Oh, Edmund...” 

I could barely hear. I felt heat on the side of my face and a damp cloth dabbing at my neck. 
Just thinking the Deplorable Word made my ear bleed. My head hurt so much I barely 
noticed. I realized a moment later I was on Susan’s lap and I would get blood on her gown. 
I tried to move but she held me in place with embarrassing ease. 

“Lie still,” she ordered. 

I grumbled something but obeyed. Finally I looked up at her. “I don’t ever want to fall 
asleep again, Su.” 

She smiled faintly, wiping my jaw clean of blood. “I’ll see what I can do.” 

My own, low voice sounded hollow to my aching ears. “I can’t take this much longer.” 

“You won’t have to,” she promised. 

“Did Aslan leave?” 

“The moment Manon arrived.” Her voice was full of hope. Manon, one of the Gryphon 
scouts, had come rushing to Cair Paravel with word that Cyn had located Peter and Phillip, 
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and Oreius was heading into the Western Wild to find them and bring them back to 
Narnia. Susan had wept with joy, Lucy had jumped and shouted, and they both raced to 
Lion Chapel to say a prayer of thanks. I just woke up long enough to grunt before dropping 
back asleep, an unavoidable and unfortunate mistake on my part since it brought me to my 
present condition. 

“Is it still today?” My sense of time was long gone. I had absolutely no idea of what day or 
time it was unless it was the stroke of midnight. I hadn’t stepped past these few rooms for 
what seemed like ages. This had been the worst week of my entire life, one torturous blur 
of pain, nightmares, and blood. 

“It’s always today, Ed. But yes, Aslan left this morning. Come on. It’s almost time for tea 
and we’re taking it early today. Can you eat something?” 

“No,” I said, “but I’ll keep you and Lucy company.” 

She didn’t press me and I was grateful. She just bundled me in blankets and set me near by 
the fire and gave me ginger tea to settle my stomach. I could only submit, lacking the will 
and the energy to growl at her fussing over me. My little sister was so animated and bubbly 
that I couldn’t help but smile as she told me all over again about Manon’s arrival. I wanted 
to hear it. She could have repeated herself a thousand times and the impact of her words 
would be just as welcome with each retelling. 

“...Cyn reported he spotted them last night, about twenty miles outside of the Western 
March. Phillip whinnied over and over again to get his attention and he said Peter was thin 
and pale and hurt, just like you said he was, Edmund...” 

And on and on all through tea. I noticed Lucy was adding more details to the report until it 
had gone from a few, bare-boned, matter-of-fact sentences to a veritable epic poem. Later 
on, sitting in the bedroom I shared with my brother, I tried to sort through the emotions 
gripping me. Perhaps today, tomorrow at the latest, Peter would be back in Narnia. Had he 
brought the apple? He must have. Peter Pevensie would not have returned otherwise. 
More importantly, though, I would have my brother back. My every longing would be 
fulfilled and I would be free. 

Narnia may be out of my grip, but come what may you will be mine forever. 

At least, I prayed I would be free. Even so, Peter was back. I tried to think of what I would 
say to him and I came up with a complete blank, sitting on the edge of the bed and smiling 
in speechless delight. I was still smiling when Lucy opened the door and peeked in. 

“How do you feel?” 

“Horrid. How do you feel, old girl?” 

With a laugh she climbed atop the bed beside me. “Excited. Oreius will protect him, 
Edmund,” she said, guessing at my thoughts. “Nothing more can happen to him. He may 
even be back in Narnia by now!” 

“I know.” I lay down across the bed and pillowed my head on my arm. “Tell it to me again, 
Lu.” 

She smiled with gleeful anticipation. I wanted to hear her version of the news and she 
wanted to tell it. She pulled the covers over me and tucked me in before lying against me, 
small and warm and pretty. 
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“Well, Susan and I were sitting in our history class with Cheroom. We were learning about 
the founding of Anvard when two of the Cat pages and a Hummingbird came rushing into 
the room unannounced...” 
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Chapter Twenty-Two: Home is the Hunter 
I woke up hours later. The room was dark but for one lamp over on Peter’s desk. I was 
still swathed in blankets and dressed in layers of clothes and for the first time in ages I felt 
warm and rested. It was wonderful. I stretched out carefully. Every inch of me still hurt, but 
it wasn’t quite as bad as earlier in the day and breathing wasn’t as difficult as it had been of 
late. Indeed, it was a vast improvement because my head no longer ached so much as to 
make me feel nauseated. I blinked, luxuriating in the relative lack of discomfort. I had not 
felt half this good in weeks. 

Then I realized why: I hadn’t dreamed. For the first time in what felt like a lifetime, I had 
closed my eyes without seeing Jadis in all her twisted beauty coming to torment me and 
haunt me. Actually, I had slept myself out. Thank Aslan. I wondered if by some miracle 
the Deplorable Word was somehow removed as well, but one thought and the old pain 
slammed down like a guillotine and I was forced to abandon that particular hope. I 
groaned as I saw blood from my nose on my gloved hand. Still, the stab of pain faded. I 
decided not to question my relatively good fortune and just lay still for a while, putting 
pressure on the nosebleed and thinking about music. 

When the door opened I looked up. Silvo entered the room. He seemed surprised to see 
me awake and alert and with a pang I realized it had been a very long while since I had 
been either. 

“King Edmund! I was coming to wake you. It’s an hour to midnight.” 

“Thank you, Silvo.” I sat up gingerly and pulled off the bloodied gloves to run a hand 
through my hair. “Has there been any word from Aslan?” 

“Nothing yet, Sire.” The Faun bustled about, lighting more lamps and probably calculating 
how to get me washed up and into clean clothes. He came and stood before me, gazing at 
me with frank and open curiosity and carefully snagging the gloves so he could clean them. 
He handed me a damp cloth to wipe the blood off my face, wise enough not to try it 
himself. “Your Majesty is looking better.” 

“I feel better, Silvo. I’m not entirely well, but at least I slept and actually got some rest for 
once in...Oh, I don’t know how long.” 

“Months, my king,” he provided. 

“Months,” I agreed. I looked at him closely. “You want these clothes, don’t you?” 

“You have been wearing them for days, King Edmund.” 

“I bet Peter’s been wearing his for months.” 

He shuddered. “Then it falls to you to set the example, Sire, and change.” 

I laughed and began to peel off the layers of clothing. He happily fetched me my own 
clothes and helped me make myself more presentable, Martil arriving to give him a hand. I 
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was sitting on the bed when Susan and Lucy entered to wait with me. They both smiled to 
see me up and about and settled on either side of me. I took each of their hands, releasing 
them only when I peeled the tunic off in anticipation of midnight. 

“How long since Peter left?” I asked abruptly. 

“Four months,” Susan replied. 

I sighed. “Feels like a lifetime.” 

“But it’s done,” said Lucy. 

“Let it be done,” I softly quoted Peter, thinking of him seated beside me on the balcony 
railing. My sisters hadn’t been witness to the scene and so didn’t recognize it, rather 
thinking I had uttered a prayer. I suppose in a way I had. 

I tensed, anticipating midnight. The girls were still as we waited. 

And waited. 

And... 

I looked up, knowing I was frowning. “Isn’t it midnight?” 

My sisters and I exchanged confused looks. I ought to be dying again by now, oughtn’t I? I 
stood up, looking for the valets. “Silvo! What time is it?” 

I heard the Faun check the water clock, exiled from the bedroom because the faint noise it 
made annoyed Peter like nothing else, and he hurried into the bedroom. “’Tis...a full five 
minutes past midnight, King Edmund.” 

I stared at him. “You’re certain?” 

Silvo nodded. “Yes, Majesty.” 

I stood in amazement, incapable of speech. I turned to Susan and Lucy, looking down at 
the ugly scar on my chest. I hadn’t been stabbed. I touched the spot, my hand trembling. 
The girls reached across to each other, holding hands. Their faces were shining with the 
same awe I was feeling. This could only mean one thing... 

“He’s back!” I finally managed. “Susan! Lucy! Peter’s back! He’s back! He’s brought the 
apple! He’s home!” 

Lucy let out an ear-piercing squeal and threw herself into my arms. I lifted her clear off the 
ground as Susan gave a yell and hugged us both. We stood celebrating for a long moment, 
joy filling me as never before. Finally, grinning like an idiot all the while, I put Lucy down. I 
knew what I had to do. 

“Martil! Martil!” 

“Sire?” Both valets came at a run, torn between excitement and panic. 

“Pack me some clothes. Get word to the stables,” I ordered. “Have my horse saddled and 
ready. I’m setting out immediately. Alert the Royal Guard and have Bats sent to bring word 
to Aslan.” 

They gaped in scandalized shock. This was the very last thing they had expected to disrupt 
their precious routine and for a moment they didn’t know what to do. I had gone from 
death’s door to shouting orders in a span of hours and they were absolutely flummoxed. 
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“King Edmund,” bleated Silvo, at a complete loss, “It’s midnight!” 

“I know, “ I smirked, enjoying their confounded expressions for the first time in months, 
“and I’m going to join my brother.” 

“You don’t even know for certain where he is!” Susan countered. 

“So?” I replied, wondering what that had to do with it. Really, the details girls worried over. 
“That’s what I have Bats for. Aslan was going to the Lantern Waste. Three days and I’ll be 
there.” 

“Three days?” exclaimed Lucy. “You can’t ride there in three days!” 

I struggled back into my tunic. “A palfrey can’t make it in three days, Lucy. A proper steed 
can. I’m taking Jett.” 

“You can’t go alone!” 

Hadn’t she heard me ask for a guard? I shrugged. “I’m sure I’ll be surrounded by Dogs 
every step of the way.” 

“Edmund, you’re not strong enough!” argued my older sister. 

I stared at her. “Not strong enough? Susan, I just spent four and a half months being 
tortured. If that’s not strong...what is?” 

She seemed to realize what she’d said, and I gave her a look that let her know I understood 
her concerns. Truly I did even though understanding and complying were two unrelated 
things. Odds were my tired, sore body would give out from under me soon, but by this 
point I was used to that. 

“Peter needs me now. I’m leaving the moment I’m ready. Pack your things and follow me 
in the morning if you want. I’ll send word as I hear it.” 

“But -“ 

She hesitated, defeated, knowing I was right. I did feel bad for snapping, but she was 
overcautious at times. I did have something of an olive branch to offer her, though. 

“Silvo!” 

The Faun hurried into the room. Either he was happy at the prospect of getting Peter back 
or glad to be getting rid of me, I couldn’t tell, but he wore an excited expression. 

“Yes, Your Majesty?” 

“Please send word to the kitchen. I’m starving!” 

Susan broke into a grateful smile, letting her breath out in a sob as she hugged me. Lucy 
likewise burst into laughter and threw her arms around my middle. I knew they had been 
waiting ages for such an announcement. 

“Right away, King Edmund!” 

Still in the protection of my sisters’ arms and their love, I closed my eyes with a sigh. 

Let it be done, Peter. 

§‡§ 
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Little over an hour later I stepped outside into the cold, crisp air. I stopped in my tracks as 
I realized autumn was almost gone. For a moment I stood still, taking in the quiet night. It 
had been well over a week since I’d last been outside, I realized, and at least a month since 
I had gone riding. I was in for a sore time of it. 

Escorted by several Satyrs and Fauns, I hurried to the stables where soldiers were milling 
about by torchlight, Kanell chief among them. I scanned the sky, but there wasn’t enough 
moonlight for me to spot any Bats. Since that was the case, I did what everyone in Narnia 
knew to do when they wanted a Bat courier: I clapped my hands once, paused, then twice 
more, then dropped my pack and stood with my arms extended wide. The clapping was to 
catch their attention and I stood this way to maximize their landing area as they need a big 
target outside of their normal perches. I didn’t wait long and in a few moments I felt a faint 
impact and Queel, the little brown Bat that was my usual courier to Brickit, landed on my 
cape and crawled up to my shoulder. 

“King Edmund,” she said. I could tell by her small, piercing voice that she was surprised 
and happy to see me up. 

“Queel, has word been sent to Aslan?” 

“It has, Majesty.” 

“I’ll need a relay between myself and Aslan and my sisters.” 

“Bathelstane has already set one up and our numbers are ready.” 

“Excellent. Please go tell my sisters the queens that they can expect to hear from me when 
I get news or when I stop. And I’d like three couriers to accompany me. They can ride 
under my cape if they like.” 

“Right away, Majesty.” 

She crawled into my open palm and I handed her to Kanell as he approached. He held 
her high in the air to give her enough room for a sweeping launch into the sky. Then he 
looked me up and down. 

“It is good to see you, King Edmund,” he said, meaning it. I smiled. I had missed him as 
well. 

“Thank you, Captain. I’m going to join Aslan and my brother at the Lantern Waste. My 
sisters should be leaving to follow me in the morning. Until we return you and Cloudcaster 
are in charge of the Cair’s defense.” 

“Understood, Sire.” 

“Have you assembled me a party?” 

“Xati will head the troop. I’ve chosen your escort for speed and Jett is saddled. You’ll have 
to live on field rations for a day or two.” 

I shrugged. The field rations in Narnia were delicious. Peter loved them. Besides, what I 
ate was hardly a worry, just so long as I did eat something. “Thank you.” I hesitated, then 
asked uncertainly, “I don’t suppose you know where Shafelm is?” 

He shook his head, amused. “I do not, my king.” 
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“Oh. Well. Please find me a suitable sword and belt.” I stood there waiting, watching the 
soldiers bustle about and trying to control my excitement and the desire to just up and 
leave. I saw a Centaur leading Jett and I hurried over to greet the mare. “I’ll take her, 
Gudrun,” I said, relieving her of the reins. Jett huffed and pushed against me in greeting, 
anxious to be off and nibbling at my clothes and hair affectionately. I rubbed her soft nose, 
eager to give her back to Peter and get Phillip back. 

Then I spotted Yoli and the inevitable troop of Dogs arriving and the noise level shot up to 
an unholy dim. “Yoli!” 

The harrier rushed over to me, tail wagging. “King Edmund! You’re up! You’re better!” 

“Not quite better yet, but well enough, thank you. Yoli, I want your Dogs to be quiet as we 
run. I know you can all run without barking at the same time. Pray exercise that ability, sir, 
my head is aching all ready.” 

“Of course, King Edmund!” 

“And Yoli!” 

“Sire?” 

“If they insist on following Jett, they must keep up. We will not stop or slow.” 

He bowed. “I’ll tell them, Majesty.” 

I had no faith that the promised silence would be honored for long, but it was worth a try. 
Kanell returned a few minutes later with a sword for me. As I buckled it about my waist he 
said, “I’ve spoken to Xati, and now I’ll say the same thing to you: when you grow weary, 
rest. You are rising from a sick bed and you must not push yourself to the point of collapse 
again. You’ll do the High King and Narnia no good if you cannot reach him.” 

“Thank you, Captain,” I replied, knowing he’d probably said a lot more than that to Xati. 
“Send a Bat if you hear anything. And please make sure my sisters bring Marsk along for 
Peter.” 

“I shall, King Edmund. Aslan protect you and your brother.” 

I smiled in thanks then looked to Xati. “Ready, Lieutenant?” 

“We are, Sire!” she called back. “Royal guard! Fall in!” She cast them a stern look, then 
shouted, “Move out!” 

A better order I had never heard. 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Twenty-Three: Hounded and Harried 
I would be less than honest if I said I remembered a great deal about my ride out to the 
Lantern Waste, just key events that punctuated a long, hard journey. Within minutes of 
setting out I was cold and hungry and saddle sore. I didn’t care a whit, so elated was I to be 
outside and alive and on my way to see Peter. The only thing I cared about was making 
good time. Kanell had sent scouts out the moment he’d gotten word and they met us every 
few miles and guided us further along the darkened trail, sure-footed Panthers and Owls 
and Gryphons. 
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An hour before dawn one of the Bat couriers that rode with me, tucked snugly under my 
cape and clinging to my back for warmth, whispered that another Bat was coming. I told 
Xati, who called a halt, and I clapped in rhythm for the courier to find me. A few moments 
later a huge, extremely fuzzy Flying Fox landed on my shoulder and arm. Jett spooked 
slightly, but one of the Centaurs seized her bridle and calmed her. 

“Gil Mivven,” I greeted, transferring the Bat so he could perch under my forearm. “What 
word?” 

“It gives me joy to see you, King Edmund,” he replied. “I bring word from the Lantern 
Waste. Your brother has met Aslan there and he has planted the apple he brought back 
from the Western Wild.” 

That explained why I had slept earlier, but the fact that Peter was back in Narnia was not 
news to me, nor what I most wanted to hear. “And how fares my brother?” 

“Poorly, I am sorry to report. He is exhausted and starved and has a broken arm. His fever 
defies the healers’ craft and he is fading.” 

Damn. I took a deep breath, collecting myself, well aware every ear was listening. “Gil 
Mivven, hurry on to Cair Paravel. Make certain you speak to Kanell and my sisters. Tell 
the queens I said to hurry. I mean that! And tell Lucy that if Susan hasn’t finished packing 
to leave without her.” 

“I shall, Majesty.” 

When he was gone I looked to Xati. The Centaur had a fierce look in her eyes and I knew 
she fully understood my burning desire to reach my brother as quickly as possible. 
Glancing around me, I realized they all did. 

“Let’s go,” I ordered. 

§‡§ 

We lost some of the Dogs as we went and despite my threat I made certain they were left 
with friendly Animals that would look after the silly beasts. Yoli was silent, knowing full well 
that anything he said would only aggravate me more. I had warned them about keeping up 
with the rest of us. 

Finally we halted around Pillar Wood, which is north of Beruna and named after the many 
towering tupelo and tulip trees growing there. I could barely move I was so sore. Jett, for 
her part, was still excited and could have gone on all night. Xati set up camp and gave 
directions for dinner as I tended to the horse. I was almost dropping in my tracks when a 
Satyr took over for me and I gladly, gratefully relinquished the task to him. I sent one of 
the Bats to locate my sisters and let them know where I was and gave the other two an 
apple to eat. 

There was time before dinner and with a nod to Xati I stepped away from the ring of 
soldiers. She knew I wouldn’t go far, but at the moment I wanted very much to be alone 
with my thoughts. 

I came upon a brace of ironwood trees and here I stopped, drawing the sword I wore and 
kneeling on one knee on the damp moss. This weapon was not Shafelm, but it still bore a 
lion etched into the blade. It would do. 
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“Aslan,” I whispered into the falling dusk, leaning heavily on the sword, “thank you for 
staying with me all these months. I’m not sure how Peter or my sisters would have 
managed without you here. Peter...he can be thick sometimes but he needs me as much as 
I need him. I’m glad I finally realized that. I need him very badly right now, Aslan. I’ve 
never been away from him for so long. Thank you for listening and your advice and 
helping me to be a better king...and a better brother. I wish I had the words and the 
strength to say these things to you directly, but I usually don’t think about this kind of thing 
until after the fact. But I think you know, just like Peter knows. I’ll try my best to find a way 
to say it, though.” 

I lowered my head to my hands, resting my forehead against the cross-guard of the sword. I 
was tired and so very, very full emotionally; my thoughts were mere random ideas. I could 
only hope the Lion heard and understood what I was trying (and, I felt, failing) to convey. I 
was at once grateful and excited and anxious and weary, my chest still painful but nothing 
like two days ago. My head ached from exhaustion and hunger, but I was used to those 
sensations and could ignore them for a while. I wanted to sort myself out and focus on the 
issue of reaching Peter. I whispered on to the falling darkness to the Lion that said he 
always listened, and I found comfort and release in confession. 

“Aslan, I did not start well here. Thank you for your love and for giving me the chance to 
redeem myself. Thank you for a brother and sisters that never gave up on me and gave me 
reason to want to redeem myself. My life before being made king doesn’t seem quite 
real...I was someone else, wasn’t I? Someone unkind and bitter. Sometimes I wish I could 
forget what I was, but then I’d never have that guilt to keep me from repeating myself. 

“Please help me to become a judge. I know right from wrong. I’ve lived both, for pity’s 
sake. Please give me the strength to see justice done. Oreius said I was a man of truth. I 
don’t ever want to make him a liar. I will never make him a liar. The truth is hard enough. 
Justice must be much harder. I promise you I will do all I can never to bring shame on the 
title you’ve given me. I will be the shield that protects Narnia and Peter. Please keep him 
safe and let him get better soon. I-“ 

“King Edmund! There you are! We found you! King Edmund! King Edmund! We’re 
back! You missed us! We’re back! Do you see?” 

I started out of my reverie as half a dozen creatures burst through the trees towards me, all 
of them shouting out my name and darting around happily. Instantly I was on my feet, the 
sword at the ready. 

Dogs. All the Dogs we had left behind. They had caught up. Even before they burst onto 
the once-serene grove the forest around me erupted as members of the royal guard - never 
distant but far more subtle and respectful of my privacy – came rushing to my defense. The 
Dogs halted in shock at seeing naked swords and spears leveled at them. I let out a 
miserable sigh, the moment for serenity and prayer shattered and my irritation at the Dogs 
immeasurable. 

“Lower your arms, good my guard,” I muttered before someone got hurt, wiping off the tip 
of the borrowed sword and sheathing it. Without another word I strode back to the camp, 
the guardsmen following and the chastised Dogs bringing up the rear. Once she read my 
expression and body language Xati had a scorching glare for the returned Dogs that had 
disturbed my vigil. I said little at dinner and retired to the tent set aside for me immediately 
after. 
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As I climbed into the bed warmed by cloth-wrapped rocks from the camp’s fire, I winged 
one final prayer to Aslan. 

Great Lion, give me patience... 

§‡§ 

The next day passed much the same, which is to say I was cold, sore, and supremely 
annoyed at the pack of Dogs following us. Despite repeated orders for quiet, they could 
not help their own enthusiasm and barked ceaselessly. I was tempted to have the guard 
arrest the lot of them, but I had promised Aslan I’d make an effort to put up with them 
and arresting them would simply be avoiding the issue. So they would bark, I would glare at 
Yoli, he would silence the lot of them, and half an hour later the cycle repeated itself. 

We stopped to rest around noon and once again I removed myself from the main group, 
not wanting to inflict my anxieties on the soldiers. I knew they had to eat and rest, but I 
certainly wasn’t happy about it. Given a choice, I would have pressed on until I collapsed. 
Luckily, Xati took the choice away. 

I sat on a log and closed my eyes, trying to calm my racing heart and forcing myself to take 
some time and count my blessings. At this point just being awake and alert was a blessing, 
but I think the stern, stubborn, and loving care of our subjects was the foremost blessing 
right now. 

Something approached and I looked up to see Yoli sitting a few feet away, his expression 
serious. I refrained from sighing. 

“What is it, Yoli?” 

“We’ve annoyed you, King Edmund.” 

“Yes, you have,” I agreed, “but you’ll notice we’ve all managed to survive somehow.” 

“I’m sorry you were disturbed last night. They didn’t know you were praying. They were 
just so happy to see the troop again and you were the first one they came upon.” 

“I know,” I said softly, feeling close to guilty. “But Yoli, there are times when I, and my 
brother and sisters, need to be alone.” 

He frowned. “You want to be alone?” he asked in amazement, all manners forgotten at this 
astounding announcement. 

I remembered I was addressing a pack animal. “Yes. We think better sometimes when 
we’re alone. We Humans don’t need constant company.” 

“But that’s so lonely!” 

I could tell the harrier actually felt sorry for me. “Not always. Sometimes I’m my own best 
company. Besides, when I’m praying I’m hardly alone.” 

His brown eyes grew wide. “Did you want to be alone now?” he asked in a small, nervous 
voice, realizing he had invaded my privacy once again with his clumsy devotion. 

“You’re here,” I replied quietly. “You may as well stay.” 

He came and sat close beside me, somehow managing to keep silent. I reached out and 
thumped his side, counting him among my blessings. 

§‡§ 
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“King Edmund! King Edmund! A courier!” 

I jerked awake instantly and scrambled for my boots. Hurrying outside I saw Xati standing 
with a huge Gryphon scout named Glynis. It hadn’t been very long since I’d gone to bed, 
the moon wasn’t much higher, but Glynis looked extremely worried for one of her kind. 
She bowed low to me. 

“King Edmund, General Oreius’ respectful compliments to your majesty. He bade me 
address you as Sir Edmund How and orders you, as a soldier of Narnia, to proceed with all 
haste to the Lantern Waste. Your brother’s condition worsens. He has not taken food for 
days and his fever is mounting. Majesty, he is starving amidst plenty. General Oreius feels 
you may have more success caring for the High King than the healers.” 

Peter, you idiot! How was it I was related to anyone so dense? 

Even before she was done I gestured to Xati to break camp. Her shouts roused the troop 
and they immediately set about leaving. There was no time to waste. In my last vision of 
Peter he had been terribly thin. What was left of him if he was starving? I was afraid and 
furious all at once. 

“Glynis, find my sisters and tell them what you’ve told me, especially that bit about starving. 
Tell them I expect them to move out as soon as you reach them and I’ll press on ahead 
through the night. Hurry!” 

With a great swirl of dust and a rush of wind the Gryphon launched into the night sky, her 
shrill cry echoing off the hills. I didn’t watch her go, but called out, “Bathelstane!” 

Immediately the Chief Bat replied, “Here, Majesty!” 

I turned, following the voice to where the two remaining Bat couriers hung in a tree like 
dark, misshapen fruit. 

“You heard?” I demanded. 

“Every word, my king,” he said, already eager to be off. 

“Good. Fly ahead to my brother. Bid him greetings and give him my love. As he clearly 
needs some motivation to care for himself, tell him from now on I’ll only eat and drink as 
much as he does, so unless he wants me to starve to death right alongside him, EAT! Go! 
Send word back when he eats something.” 

Wide wings spread, Bathelstane bowed to me and dropped like a stone before fluttering up 
into the sky. He was the swiftest of the couriers and would not stop until he arrived. I 
reached up for the other Bat and she crawled onto my arm. Xati lead Jett up to me, 
holding her as I mounted. The whole troop, including all the Dogs, was ready. 

“We’re not stopping,” I told them, and I received determined nods in reply. “Aslan grant 
us speed.” 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Twenty-Four: Peter 
We reached the Lantern Waste that afternoon. 



« 246 » 

I kept the Bats extremely busy dashing back and forth between Oreius and my sisters, who 
were almost a day behind us. No word of Peter having eaten reached my ears and so I went 
without. Xati didn’t even try to tempt me with food. I was extremely tired - my legs ached, I 
was freezing cold, I had a splitting headache, and I was very hungry and thirsty. We left 
several Dogs behind as we pressed on relentlessly, but the remainder were so excited they 
made up for the loss and the noise levels were never noticeably diminished. With Peter 
back in Narnia I tried to persuade them they needn’t follow Jett every step of the way, but 
they insisted they could only be released from their promise by Phillip. Xati, I think, was 
sorely tempted to tie them up and come back for them later (or not) and I could tell many 
of the royal guard had had quite enough of the canines. Unfortunately their pack leader, 
Yoli, was one of the ones left behind when he aggravated the old sprain in his leg, and so 
they became a study in anarchy. 

Oreius and half a dozen Centaur soldiers met us at the edge of the wood covering the 
Lantern Waste and we paused for a few moments to greet them. The general was as 
expressive as a statue, which told me he was very, very nervous. He gave me a long, hard 
look as if to reassure himself that I wasn’t on the verge of collapse again. I was close, but 
there was no way I was stopping now. 

“How is Peter?” I asked wearily, trying to keep my teeth from chattering. I would have 
liked to dismount and stretch my legs but I doubted I’d be able to get back into the saddle 
again if I tried it. 

“The same,” Oreius replied grimly. 

“Has he eaten anything?” 

The Centaur shook his head. “Just water.” 

Without a word Xati handed me a skin of water and I took a long drink, glad for the break. 
Oreius clearly understood what that was about and likewise said nothing. 

“How does he look?” I asked softly, almost afraid to know. 

“As bad as you looked the day you sent me to the Western Marches.” 

Very bad, in other words. “And Phillip?” 

Oreius smiled faintly. “He is resting, Sire. He fared better than the High King throughout. 
He was a very good choice of companion, Sir Edmund.” 

I smiled back, for that was a high compliment indeed from Narnia’s only general and a war 
hero. I nodded in acknowledgment both for myself and Phillip. “Xati, I’m going on with 
Oreius. The rest of you can follow at your own pace.” 

“Of course, King Edmund,” she answered, and I knew not a one of them would leave my 
side. 

In less than an hour I caught sight of familiar territory and flashes of color through the bare 
trees as we came upon Aslan’s encampment in the Lantern Waste. By now the Dogs had 
completely forgotten themselves and were barking and baying and running about madly 
despite all efforts to control them, causing my head to ache terribly. Who needed the 
Deplorable Word when there were Dogs in the world? Horns rang out announcing my 
arrival as we rode into the camp and a great crowd gathered. I recognized Felern, one of 
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the army’s healers, trying to shush the Dogs and in the midst of my fatigue and worry and 
frustration, I lost all patience. 

“Will you be quiet?” I shouted in fury. 

Jett paced nervously and Oreius seized her bridle. All around me the Dogs were silent, ears 
and tails drooping as they realized to a hound that they had broken their word from days 
ago and had been making an unholy din all along. A whimper or two of shame rose up, but 
they didn’t dare make a sound because I’m certain one glance at my face would have told 
them I was in no mood for their shenanigans. 

“Majesty,” whispered Felern anxiously, “you’ll waken your brother!” 

I gave him my most disbelieving look and, like the dogs, he withered before it. We’d 
entered this camp with enough noise to be heard all the way in Tashbaan. “He’s awake!” I 
shouted right back, not caring who felt the bite of my temper right now. I rounded on the 
pack of Dogs. “Not even Peter could sleep through the racket you’ve been making since we 
left Beruna and I command you stop following me every time I go for a ride!” 

I made certain to grip Oreius’ wrist before I tried dismounting. It was a very good thing I 
did so because his support was the only thing that kept me from falling into a heap the 
moment my boots touched the ground. The general steadied me and I took a few seconds 
to get my bearings and shake off the sense of dizziness. 

“Ho! Felern! How fares my brother?” 

Our pavilion was just a few steps away, but I very much wanted Peter to know in no 
uncertain terms that he was going to get better despite himself and that I hadn’t gotten this 
saddle sore for him to sleep through my arrival. 

“He...he is not doing well, King Edmund,” Felern said softly, trying to get me to lower my 
voice. “He’s taken some water and tea but he refuses to eat. He says he cannot.” 

Dammit, Peter! I felt a familiar, slow, angry burn spark deep inside me. How did he always 
manage to set me off like this? Without meaning to, even? I could understand his 
reluctance not to eat. I had been there myself for months, but I had always forced myself to 
consume something. 

“What?” I demanded. “I think not!” I pointed imperiously at the Dwarf. “Fetch twice 
however much food you want in him right now and I will take care of it.” 

Felern darted off. I caught the gleam in Oreius’ eye and I knew the Centaur was extremely 
pleased even if I was being a bit childish. 

“Well said, Sir Edmund How,” he complimented, using the condensed version of my 
chivalric title. “I believe you’ll find your brother awaiting you in your tent.” 

“I’d better,” I grumbled, stalking off towards the red and gold tent. I threw back the 
entrance flaps. 

And stopped dead in my tracks. 

Peter. 

My anger vanished as if it had never existed as I stood there looking at my only brother. He 
was awake, lying in one of the hammocks that served as our beds in the field, and he was 
looking at me. His face was gray and weary and somehow he looked...old. He was so 
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terribly, terribly thin and wasted, as if all the bloom of health that had been his four months 
ago had been leeched out of him. His once-rounded cheeks were sunken and he was a 
mass of bruises, but his eyes...his eyes betrayed his relief and joy at seeing me and when he 
slowly smiled that sweet, loving smile, I was completely undone. 

Suddenly I was there beside him, sweeping him into my arms as I held him to me as tightly 
as I dared. He barely had the strength to hold me back and he was hampered by his 
broken arm, but he leaned against me, resting his head against mine. A choking tightness 
gripped my throat, my chest, and I could not hold back a gasping sob as he ran a 
comforting hand through my hair. I could feel his ribs under my hands, feel us both 
trembling with emotion. He seemed so small. 

“Peter,” I finally managed to gasp through my tears. “Oh, Peter!” 

I could say nothing more. He had almost died. He may well be dying. All for me. Oh, 
Aslan, how could I be worth this sacrifice? 

He seemed about to speak, then just shook his head and held me tighter, his fingers still 
brushing through my hair, giving and taking comfort until I could master my emotions 
again. I knew he envied my control, but I envied his release. I don’t know how much time 
passed, but I could have stayed in that spot holding him forever. 

Felern’s arrival with a tray of steaming food ended that moment and started another. 
Reluctantly I drew away and held Peter at arm’s length to get a decent look at him. 
Scrawny, hollow, bruised, and oh, good lord, his hair. My brother, my grossly conservative, 
natty, perfect, blond brother had hair so long it was tied back. 

“You need a haircut!” I howled. “Leave the long hair to Susan.” 

He smiled at my expression of horror and disgust. “It’s the very first thing I plan on doing 
once we get home.” 

His voice was hoarse and weak and to hide how greatly the sound disturbed me I said, 
“Good!” before pulling a small table over towards the bed for the tray of food. “Set it here, 
please. Thank you,” I said to the Dwarf, dismissing him. I turned to my brother. 
“Breakfast, Peter.” 

He tried to evade. “What time is it?” 

“It doesn’t matter,” I countered. “You haven’t eaten today, so it’s breakfast. Are you going 
to eat or am I going to feed it to you?” 

“I’m not hungry, Ed,” he said a little sadly. 

I was far from impressed. “You? Peter Michael George Pevensie, not hungry?” I 
demanded crossly. “I’d sooner believe you don’t feel like breathing, brother. Your 
problem is it’s been so long since you had a decent meal your body’s forgotten how to ask 
for one. I meant what I said by courier. I haven’t eaten today either and I’m hungry. I 
suggest you start now, because if you think I’m being a pest, wait until Susan gets here! If 
she ever finished packing,” I muttered, much to Peter’s amusement. 

I won the battle, though, and he slowly ate the bowl of soup I placed in his lap. It was 
delicious and filling and I felt better (and less prone to snap) when we were done with the 
meal. I took his bowl with a smile, for he had eaten it all as well as the bread served with it. 
I could tell he was exhausted again. 
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“Do you want to sleep?” I asked softly. 

He nodded and lay back into his nest of pillows, pale against the dark fabric. I propped his 
broken arm up on a pillow of its own and pulled the covers over him so he was warm and 
snug, saying, “I have to go see Aslan. I came right to you. Then I have to check on Phillip. 
Oreius said he was a wise choice.” 

“He was,” Peter whispered. His words slurred slightly, he was so very tired. “Very wise. He 
saved my life.” 

And mine as well, Peter, I thought, smiling at him in quiet delight. “I’ll be back later,” I 
whispered, watching him fall asleep. I stood next to him for a while, listening to his breaths, 
touching his fevered cheek to assure myself this moment was real and not some waking 

dream Jadis had 
planted in my 
mind to torment 
me. She had 
struck me down 
when I had been 
my most content 
and I feared I 
might wake up 
to... 

No. My brother 
was here. Before 
me. I had held 
him. touched him. 
He was mine. 

I closed my eyes 
and took a deep 
breath, slowly 
releasing it, once 

again refusing to give her power over me. This was real. Peter was real and he was home 
and he had brought the apple back with him. 

“Thank you, Aslan, for my brother,” I whispered, reluctant to leave. “I kept my promise, 
Peter,” I said to his sleeping form. “I’m trying to forgive myself. Aslan said you could show 
me how. So you have to get better for both of us...and the girls...and Narnia. I love you 
more than anything in the world. Please get better.” I leaned over and pressed my lips to 
his forehead in a lingering kiss, and for the first time in a very long time, I let myself cry. 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Twenty-Five: Phillip 
Aslan greeted me happily when I entered his tent. The sight of him filled me with such 
relief that I barely finished my bow before I was hugging him. 

“Oh, Aslan,” I whispered, reaction setting in upon me, “he’s so pale.” 



« 250 » 

“But better for having seen you with his own eyes, child,” he replied. 

How did he always know to say exactly the right thing? I blinked back my tears, the tears I 
hadn’t dared let Peter see lest it upset him while he was so deathly sick. I drew back, biting 
my lip as I tried to regain mastery of myself. My worries seemed to spill from my lips. 

“Felern is anxious. The break isn’t healing correctly and he thinks it may be infected.” 

“I know. I know, Edmund. Have faith that your brother has the strength to fight this battle 
as well. Your sisters are a day away. He will endure until then.” 

I nodded, sniffing and resisting the temptation to curl up in a ball and cry. Aslan cocked his 
head, then said, 

“Come this way. There is something I would show you, young king.” 

We stepped out of the warm tent and into the wane winter sunlight, moving through the 
camp. I noticed quite a few of the tents had been moved about as if to accommodate more 
people. Oreius had moved the small camp from Caldron Pool over to here, it seemed, and 
brought all the scouts. There were quite a few Dryads and Nymphs about and they all 
greeted us with enthusiasm and delight. I was a little offended that they should be so happy 
when Peter was so very ill, but I reasoned there was really nothing they could do about it or 
for him and they were naturally bubbly creatures. After a moment I saw the reason for their 
joy and understood why they were so very pleased. 

“There,” said Aslan, sitting down and motioning with his head what he had brought me to 
see. 

Elated Dryads bowed and sang out to me as they made room for me in the circle they had 
formed. In the center of their ring stood a sapling with a straight trunk, silvery bark, and 
rounded, blue and green leaves. 

The Tree of Protection. I stared at it in wonder and amazement. It was almost as tall as me 
already. I stepped towards it slowly, glancing back at the smiling Dryads watching me. 

“Can I . . .?” 

“Yes, King Edmund!” called a beautiful, elderly Birch. “Please, touch it!” 

I was almost afraid to lay a finger on it. The sapling was so very lovely and I had been 
consumed by darkness. It seemed that by touching it I would somehow do it harm. And yet 
it was here not just for Narnia, but for me. I had been the foremost reason Peter had 
brought this back. 

I touched one of the leaves - a blue one, since I could scare believe a tree could have blue 
leaves, even in Narnia - and it was thin and slightly fuzzy. I turned it over. Underneath it 
was silver. To stand under this tree when it was fully grown would be . . . remarkable. The 
bark was thin and smooth for now. It felt like polished wood beneath my hand. 

I stood holding a branch, lost in the feeling of contentment and safety this tiny tree 
somehow conveyed to me. It was like being with Aslan or held by my father or Peter’s 
warm embrace when I climbed into his bed because I was cold. It was a sense of safety, of 
trust and belonging. 

And suddenly I knew what I had been missing for years. Even before we stepped through 
the wardrobe I had been poisoned. Jadis had seen and exploited that weakness most 
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cruelly, and her magic had stunted my ability to truly feel. Standing this close to the tree, 
touching it, seemed to drive that venom out of me for a moment. Thanks to my brother, 
her magic held no sway over me. 

So lost was I in this revelation, this unbelievable freedom to feel, that I didn’t see the 
elderly birch until she was upon me. Smiling, she bent one of the branches down slightly 
for me to see 

“Majesty, look!” 

On the end of the branch were a few small flowers, surprisingly plain for so beautiful a tree 
but remarkable sweet-smelling. 

“It’s blooming,” I breathed, so amazed as to state the obvious. I had thought I would have 
to wait until the next harvest. I was never so happy to be wrong. 

“It will have fruit before the morn,” she promised, gently releasing the branch. 

“Remarkable,” I whispered. 

“Fortunate are we to be called upon by Aslan to nurture and raise this gift,” she replied. 

I smiled up at her. “I know exactly how you feel, Lady.” 

§‡§ 

My next order of business was the Horse I had let borrow my brother. Celer escorted me 
to where a series of tents had been set up for the Centaurs and he opened the window on 
the leeward side so that I could see. I stood on my toes to see a shadowy form lying still 
and content. 

“I’ll fetch him some water,” I said, knowing he always woke up thirsty. 

“Majesty,” said Celer, halting me, “I will fetch some water. Do you go see to your friend.” 

“Thank you, Captain,” I replied, touched by his offer and well aware (as was Celer) that in 
my present state I’d end up wearing most of the water anyway. 

I entered the dusky tent. It smelt of sweet hay and horse. There was a bed of straw piled up 
and Phillip lay upon it, fast asleep. He was in better shape than Peter, that was a certainty, 
though he was thin and battered and there was a half-healed cut across his nose. I just stood 
and looked at him, much as I had with Peter, and I silently thanked Aslan that my friend 
was safely returned. When I stepped closer I saw he had more hurts and scrapes than I 
had first noticed and I wondered what story they told. I felt my shoulders slump in 
sympathy and a tightness gripped my throat. Like Peter, he had given his all for me. How 
did you ever thank a person for such a magnificent sacrifice? 

Celer returned with a bucket of water and with a smile he set it on the ground beside me 
before withdrawing. I cast him a grateful look, then sat in the hay in front of Phillip, 
wrapping my cape around me for warmth. I should have brought him some honey oat 
cakes. They were his favorite indulgence. Well, once we were back at Cair Paravel I’d 
make it my duty to see that he overindulged. 

The bedding was soft and comfortable, the tent was warm, my body was aching and 
exhausted, and I nodded off within minutes. I woke later when I was nudged by a soft, 
whiskery nose. 
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“Phillip?” I asked hoarsely, blinking blearily at him as I sat up. The Horse was awake and 
far more alert than I and he looked extremely pleased to see me. I rubbed my eyes then let 
out a loud sneeze, scattering bits of hay from my hair, and he chuckled. He nudged me 
with his nose again and let out a happy sigh. 

“Edmund,” he said softly, 
laying his head on my 
should and pressing his 
cheek against the side of 
my head, a Horse’s hug. 
He almost knocked me 
over into the hay with his 
affection and I was glad for 
it. I rose to my knees and 
wrapped my arms around 
his neck, reveling in the 
smell and feel of my best 
friend in all of Narnia. I 
pressed him close, 
listening to his long 
breaths and assuring 
myself, as I had with Peter, 
that he really was here and 
alive. I held him for a long 

time, until my arms started to grow tired and I could finally trust myself not to get teary 
eyed. 

“Thank Aslan for you,” he finally said, his voice betraying his anxiety. “I have been so 
worried.” 

I smiled instead of crying. “I just said the same thing about you.” I drew back, looking at 
him closely. “Are you hurt?” 

“Not badly. Really.” He shifted uncomfortably, seemingly embarrassed by something. 

“Phillip?” 

“My tail is broken,” he finally admitted. 

I blinked. “That sounds . . . awkward?” I suggested, feeling rather awkward myself. 

He shook his mane. “You have no idea.” 

“No, I don’t. Lucy can fix that when she gets here. Did Peter behave?” 

For a moment he considered. “Mostly.” 

“I’m surprised that much.” I combed his forelock with my fingers, something I only dared 
do when we were alone since Horses considered it gauche to petted. Luckily Phillip cared 
less for equine etiquette than indulging my very Human impulse to touch a beloved friend. 
“Oh, Phillip, I’ve missed you!” I sniffed. 

“And I you, my king. Are you well? How have you fared? You’re very pale and you look 
thin.” 
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I smiled wanly. “I . . . have not had a very easy time of late.” 

“Tell me.” 

“No.” I swallowed, trying not to let memory spoil the joy of this reunion. “Not now. I did 
what Peter asked and survived. My tale can wait. I’d much rather hear about you and your 
adventures. Was it very horrible?” 

“Sometimes. There were moments of fear and desperation and - ugh!” He shuddered. 
“Mostly it was enjoyable. Mountains and the most fantastic creatures - Giants and Seelie 
and Krakens! We met Winged Horses! Winged Horses, Edmund! They were guarding the 
Garden in the West!” 

“What?” I breathed, gaping at him. There hadn’t been Winged Horses in Narnia for 
hundreds of years. They were practically mythological. “Really?” 

“Your brother rode one! Her name was Rhye and she was . . . she was as adorable as she 
was beautiful. We saw . . . Oh, we saw the most wonderful things!” 

“What was the most wonderful?” I asked eagerly, hunkering down for this tale of marvels. 

He looked at me, his weariness and relief a reflection of my own. 

“You,” he finally said. 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Twenty-Six: Slow Burn 
“King Edmund? Your pardon, Sire,” said a Naiad. She stood dripping in the entrance of 
the tent. “General Oreius asks that you join him immediately. He’s with your brother.” 

I glanced beyond her and realized it was very late in the afternoon and barely light out. 
Phillip and I had been talking all this while. I scrambled to my feet and dusted off bits of 
hay. 

“I’ll let you know how he is,” I promised the Horse. “Get some rest.” 

“And you, my king,” he returned. 

I hurried through the camp to our pavilion and the moment I entered I knew everything 
was wrong. Peter was struggling weakly against Felern in delirious panic and Oreius was 
trying to keep my brother from hurting himself even more. 

“Quickly, Edmund,” ordered Oreius, and I wouldn’t realize until much later that he used 
no title to address me, a true indicator of his distress. “We must calm him down. He 
doesn’t believe you’re alive.” 

Oh, Peter. I pushed past Felern and took my brother’s face in both hands, making him 
look at me. He was sweaty and his eyes were lost and frightened, like a little child, but as he 
focused on me he stilled. His breath was coming in great pants and clearly he was in a 
world of pain and confusion. I had never seen him like this and it scared me as much as 
any nightmare I had envisioned these past months. 

“Shhh,” I whispered to him. “Easy, Peter. It’s Edmund. I’m right here. See? I’m right here. 
I won’t leave you. You’re stuck with me forever, you poor fellow. Shhh. Shhh.” I smoothed 
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his hair away from his face. He stared at me, his breathing gradually slowing. He was limp 
and exhausted, but he had calmed down. With a quiet sob he leaned against me and I held 
him tightly, slowly rocking him, terrified at how thin and frail he felt in my arms. He had no 
strength to fight this infection and I had so little strength of my own to give him. 

“Slide over,” I said, giving him a nudge. Still holding him, I sat on the bed. Felern 
obligingly yanked off my boots and removed my cape, and I climbed in with Peter. He 
rested heavily against me and I welcomed his weight, wishing he was heavier. It struck me 
that sharing a bedroom (and very often a bed) with Peter was what I had missed the most 
all these months. Felern gestured at a cup in his hands and I looked at Peter. 

“Are you thirsty?” I asked, and he nodded. “Lift your head and drink a little.” 

He managed a few sips before he put his head down and we watched as he gradually fell 
asleep. I held him warm and close, heartbreak and fear replacing the joy of reunion. 

“Oreius,” I said quietly, “please ask Aslan to come here. I need to speak to him.” 

§‡§ 

I almost fell asleep waiting for Aslan. I had not had a proper sleep in days and despite my 
enthusiasm about getting here I really hadn’t been in any condition to ride so far. My chest 
still ached, though nowhere near as badly as a week ago, and it occurred to me that I hadn’t 
eaten in ages. When Aslan entered the tent, I just sat up slightly, unwilling to disturb Peter 
now that he was peacefully sleeping. Oreius waited outside, gesturing for Felern to join 
him. He knew that what I had to say was not for anyone’s ears but Aslan’s. 

“Aslan, he’s not good.” 

He looked away from Peter and at me. “I know, dear child. I know.” 

“Is there anything you can do?” 

“Yes,” he said in a voice both deep and steady. “I’m doing it. I’m waiting for your sisters to 
arrive with the cordial.” 

I sighed. That was not the answer I wanted. I gnawed on my chapped lip, thinking hard. “Is 
there anything I can do?” 

“Like me, you can wait.” 

Not so calmly, I thought. Peter muttered in his sleep and I stroked his hair until he settled 
down again. 

“But . . .” A thought struck me. “Would an apple from the Tree of Protection restore 
him?” 

“It would. Not as quickly as the cordial, but just as completely. But Edmund, there is only 
one apple growing and it’s meant for you.” 

I pressed my folded hands to my lips, thinking hard, choosing my words with care, trying to 
convey my absolute certainty. “Aslan, I am a knight of Narnia. The motto of my order is 
Sacrifice. If you and Jadis have taught me anything at all, it’s that virtue. I am Sir Edmund 
How,” I said, using the condensed form of the title Peter had bestowed on me, “and there 
is nothing I would not do or give for my brother the High King.” 
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Aslan stared long and hard, though not so hard that I had to look away. He was searching 
for something in me and evidentially he found it, because finally he nodded. “So be it, Sir 
Edmund.” 

§‡§ 

“You’re an idiot!” I whispered tightly, trying - and failing - to stay mad at Peter for his 
steadfast refusal to eat the apple. Why did he have to be slightly lucid right now? Why 
couldn’t he have just said yes? Of course after he recovered the guilt would do him in, but 
the Tree would bloom again and bear more fruit. I could have waited. This was Peter at his 
stubborn best and I leaned over and kissed him on the temple rather than strangle him. He 
was burning hot beneath my lips and I could not help but think of Jadis and her burning 
cold kiss. I banished the thought. She did not deserve to be mentioned in the same breath 
as my brother, let alone the same thought. 

Peter smiled and settled deeper into the bedding, pulling me closer and wrapping himself 
around me. “Lucky for you.” 

He was asleep almost instantly and I was helpless before him. Not even I could stay mad at 
him when he was like this. After a little while I shifted slightly so I could see him better by 
the faint lamp light. He barely looked like my brother. I tired circling his wrist with my 
fingers and they touched. 

“Oh, Peter,” I whispered, curling his hand in mine and holding it to my chest, a silent 
prayer rising in my thoughts. His broken arm was neatly padded and splinted and his flesh 
was hot and swollen from the infection caused by the break. I had never broken a bone, 
but it just looked painful. 

I stayed there all night, dozing now and then. He vomited once and I could do nothing but 
steady him as he was sick. When a dream gripped him and he struggled against some night 
demon, I held him and soothed his fears. I could only imagine what adventures he and 
Phillip had gone through, what fears and glory and laughter. He rested his fevered head on 
my chest, mumbling in his sleep. 

“Shh, Peter,” I whispered. “You’re all right. You’re home and I’m right here.” 

“Ed?” he gasped, lifting his head. He looked at me without seeing, confused. 

“Right here,” I said reassuringly. He wasn’t really awake, I could tell. “I’m right here. 
You’re back in Narnia.” Felern hurried over with more herbal tea for the fever. “I need 
you to drink this.” 

“No,” he snapped petulantly, sounding like a four-year-old. He put his head back down 
before the harassed Dwarf could say a word. Well. So much for that. I suppressed a laugh 
and took the damp cloth from Felern’s hand to wipe the sweat from Peter’s face, then lifted 
his broken arm so the healer could put another pillow beneath it to keep it elevated. 

“How is he, Felern?” 

The Dwarf’s blue eyes were filled with worry. “No better. He’s dehydrated and this fever is 
rising.” 

“My sisters are on their way. Lucy’s cordial will set him aright.” 

“Pray Aslan they get here soon then, my king.” 
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His tone frightened me. “Please go check and see if there’s been any word on the queens.” 
Susan and Lucy must be exhausted by now, having ridden through the night like I had, but 
from a greater distance away from the Lantern Waste. I should have just brought Lucy with 
me. I should have - 

“Right away, Sire.” 

I jumped, startled, but Peter didn’t stir and I barely noticed Felern’s exit, concentrating 
instead on my brother. His skin was flushed and terribly hot and his long hair was sweaty. I 
wiped his face and neck again, unintentionally rousing him from his stupor. 

“Edmund?” he whispered in a voice that broke my heart. 

“I’m right here, Peter.” 

“I was . . . so worried . . .” 

“I know. I was worried for you. We’ve both had a rough time of it.” 

“The spell?” 

“I haven’t been stabbed since you planted the tree. This is the fourth night since then. Or 
maybe the fifth. I don’t know. I just know I’m so happy to see you back.” 

“You saved me,” he whispered, clearly eager to share this bit of his quest. “And your knife. 
In the valley. Against the Host of the Air. I remembered how you fight. And I fought like 
you . . .” 

I had no idea of what he was going on about, but it sounded as if Peter had finally taken a 
page out of my book. “Low and dirty?” I asked, thrilled. I would have given anything to see 
that. Now why couldn’t I have dreamed of that instead of being shackled in an ice 
dungeon? 

He slowly smiled, his voice raspy and weak as he gently teased me. “I thought you 
preferred ‘underhanded.’” 

“Whatever works,” I replied. I lifted the cup of tea Felern had left. I recognized the smell. 
“You need to drink this.” 

He made a face and I made one right back and reluctantly he drank a mouthful. 
Immediately he acted as if he had just been poisoned, swallowing with effort. 

“What is that?” 

“Disgusting,” I said, an authority since I had drunk gallons of the stuff for the last two 
months. “It’s for nausea.” 

“It worked,” he gasped. 

Oh, no, not again. He clawed his way to the edge of the bed and I could only steady him as 
he vomited bile. I climbed out of the hammock and fetched him some water to rinse his 
mouth out, crouching beside him as he spit the water into the basin on the ground. 

“Your aim is improving.” 

He flopped down onto the pillows with a groan, shivering with sudden cold despite the fact 
that he was burning up. “If only my headache would, too.” 

I leaned over and kissed his cheek, wishing this night would end. 
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§‡§ 

It was well past midnight and I sat up in the hammock with Peter’s head on my lap, Aslan 
lying close beside me. Unconsciously I rocked back and forth to the slow rhythm of the 
Lion’s long breaths, lulling myself into a stupor. I was almost asleep where I sat, worn out 
and not quite recovered from anything that had befallen me of late, be it physical or 
emotional. I knew I had eaten at one point but I couldn’t remember when or what, just 
Oreius putting a bowl of something in my hands and ordering me to eat. Peter breathed in 
shuddering gasps, shivers gripping him on occasion. He was so wane, his lips chapped and 
bluish, looking more sunken than when I arrived. He had not roused since the last time we 
spoke. I stared at him in the faint lamp light and suddenly I couldn’t bear it any longer. 
Nothing was worth watching my brother slip away. Not even if he condemned my decision. 

I may not win, but I would not lose either. Not Peter. Not to Jadis. 

“Aslan?” I croaked, everything I owned aching with pain and emotion. Tears slid down my 
cheeks but I didn’t care. 

He looked up, waiting for me to continue. Just like my brother before me, I was at the end 
of my endurance and Aslan knew it. 

“Please fetch the apple.” 

For a moment I thought he might refuse. Then he rose in all his majesty. He stood gazing 
at me, his eyes full of understanding, and he leaned over and kissed me gently, his huge 
forehead pressed to mine in a moment of communion. 

“As you wish, my son.” 

Thank you . . . 

He left, leaving me with my brother and my anguished thoughts. My fatigue and anxiety 
overwhelmed me and I bent far over, cradling Peter as I broke down into tears. Months 
ago Aslan had gently reminded me that even though I was a king I was still a child and I 
was not Peter. He was right. I wasn’t. This was not a time for nobility, but necessity, and if I 
had borne Jadis this long I could and would go on bearing her presence until the tree had 
fruit again. I had to bear it. Anything was better than life without Peter. Indeed, I didn’t 
think there could be life without him. He had destroyed himself for my sake. I tried to rise 
above the feeling of hopelessness but only succeeded in sinking lower. 

And then . . . horns. Long and sweet, the notes announced word of Narnia’s queens. I 
gasped, raising my head, wondering if I had dreamed the sound. No, it came again. And 
again. I didn’t know how far they were from here, but it wouldn’t be long before Susan and 
Lucy reached us and both of Narnia’s kings would be delivered. Voices, excited and 
anxious, rose up and the Dogs started barking. I just sat there weakly crying, relief replacing 
grief in a glorious and devastating rush, flooding through me and my prayers. 

Thank you . . . 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Twenty-Seven: Patience is Bitter, but Its Fruit is Sweet 
“PETER!” 
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Lucy’s shrill, shrieking voice cut through my sleep with all the keenness of Shafelm. I 
snapped awake with a vicious hiss and almost tumbled out of bed. I had no memory of 
having gone to bed and I most certainly did not want to be woken by a scream, be it of 
pleasure or otherwise. I was alone in the tent and it sounded as if Peter was being accosted 
outside. Why on earth was he up, let alone awake? Not all of us had the luxury of being 
able to sleep for the better part of a week, thank you, brother dear. Lucy had been 
dropping in her tracks last night. How was she awake? 

With a long, loud groan I sat up, listening to the happy reunion going on without regard for 
the godless hour and formerly sleeping kings. Susan had joined the festivities by now. I 
dragged myself upright, wrapping a blanket around my shoulders as I staggered outside into 
the cold morning. Peter, smiling, healed, upright for the first time in days, was being 
supported by Oreius as he hugged our sisters. They were all talking at once and I growled 
something not even I could understand, getting their attention. 

“The sun’s not even up!” I complained loudly. “Why are you? Why am I?” 

Why was I up? I didn’t need to be. Did I? 

Susan paused, her blue eyes wide. Lucy’s jaw dropped. I had no idea what possessed them, 
but they smiled up at Peter and he was grinning like an idiot. 

The next thing I knew my three siblings tackled me from all sides, hugging and kissing me 
and each other until I thought I might burst trying to escape their clutches. 

“Ew! Ow! Stop that! Stop that! Let go! Ew! No, Susan, do not kiss me again! Stop! Ew! 
Peter! Help!” 

They were all laughing and ignoring my orders to stop until I was suddenly yanked against 
Peter. He wrapped his arms around me and just held me, his head bent next to mine. Lucy 
threw her arms around us both, then Susan, and we stood together in a knot with me in the 
center. It reminded me of Beruna and all the evil that had been done and undone that day, 
and I was as grateful then as now to feel so many arms holding me tight. 

§‡§ 

Breakfast was the next order of business because Peter and I were both famished beyond 
telling. The girls hurried back to their tent to get dressed and Peter and I did the same. 
Susan had brought what seemed to be about half of Peter’s wardrobe. As he hunted for 
something that fit I rummaged in the few pieces I had brought along (for she had packed 
nothing of mine in her excitement). I noticed his boots lying on the floor by my hammock. 

I think they had been blue once. Now, four months and a thousand or more miles later, 
the poor, tattered boots were little better than scraps of leather held together by some 
foolishly optimistic stitching. The soles were almost worn through and they stank so badly 
of sweat and mud and age that I wondered how I had missed their noxious presence 
before. They had to be among the nastiest things in all creation. I knew that my brother 
was so used to them he’d wear them without a thought unless stopped. I glanced back at 
Peter as he pulled on what I intended to be the first of many layers, and while he was busy 
fighting his clothes I rolled up the offending footwear before he caught some exotic disease 
from them and stuffed them into a pocket of my pack. 

“Ed, do you see my boots anywhere?” he asked a few minutes later, hunting about. 
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“No,” I said in all honesty, since the pack was stowed under my bed now. “Just wear shoes, 
Peter. I’m starving. Let’s go eat.” 

§‡§ 

“King Edmund the Just,” said Aslan as everyone in the camp looked on. “It is for you to 
take the final steps of this journey. Pluck the apple from the tree and rid yourself of Jadis’ 
corruption.” 

Flanked by my siblings, I could think of nothing to say in reply so I bowed to the Lion 
before stepping over to the tree once again. It had grown considerably overnight and the 
fruit weighed its branch down. Reaching up, I twisted slightly to break it free and stepped 
back a little. 

I looked at the apple in my hand. It was round and had a silvery sheen like the leaves. It 
smelt like . . . summer. It seemed too pretty to eat, too small to combat Jadis’ might, but 
this little fruit could do what Aslan could not. I cast one final look at my brother and 
sisters. They seemed so full of anxiety and anticipation that I smiled, trying to reassure 
them, and bit into the apple. 

I had never tasted anything like this. It tasted like an apple, but . . . more. Much more. The 
flavor was deeper and more complex than any apple. It was like fine wine, changing from 
moment to moment. When I swallowed I gasped because suddenly I was seeing the world 
with new eyes. I saw Narnia, my family, Aslan, but I saw them as far more than what they 
had been before I took that first bite. Narnia was all that was best in creation. My family . . . 
they were the very meaning of love. Peter so brave and selfless and noble. He was the 
embodiment of heroism. Susan so lovely, graceful and caring. Lucy so daring and merry, 
innocence and courage. And Aslan...he shone brighter than the sun, dazzling and clear, 
infinite in his love and power. 

What did this make me? 

Peter started forward at my gasp, but I raised my hand and he halted. I took another bite 
and it was as wonderful as the first. I could feel it working upon me, my body and soul, 
cleansing and purifying me of the darkness that called itself Jadis. It spread through me like 
warmth, starting at my center and radiating outwards, its power making me worthy of the 
Narnia around me. 

The colors were richer, the wisdom was deeper, and it seemed as if all of creation was 
celebrating the simple, glorious act of being. 

And by eating the apple, I was finally part of it. Jadis, alien, corrupt, evil Jadis, had no place 
here. There was no fight, no last outraged attempt to claim me. The poison that was her 
blood was banished and wiped away as easily as sunrise banishes the night. 

I ate slowly, not caring what anyone made of my reaction. My brother had sacrificed all for 
this and I would make it last. Each bite filled me more and more, drawing me closer to life. 
I had never known . . . had never imagined I could feel this way. I loved and was loved. I 
lived, and I was part of this, part of Narnia, part of Aslan in all his brilliance, boundless and 
grand. If I hadn’t felt it for myself, I never would have believed it was possible. A veil had 
been lifted from my eyes and for the first time since arriving in Narnia, for the first time in 
my life, I truly saw. 
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I closed my eyes, clutching the apple core in my hand. The rush wasn’t fading as much as it 
was balancing me, finding a middle ground for me to walk, and restoring this boy Edmund 
Pevensie to what he had somehow lost along his way. 

I knew exactly what I would see when I opened my eyes. 

I would see what had been there all along. 

And oh, the wonder of it all! 

I looked at Peter. He understood. I could see it in his eyes. He knew what I had just 
experienced. 

Then Peter will show you upon his return. 

Oh, Peter. 

I saw Narnia as he saw it, as it really was, rich and vibrant and deep, full of love and hope 
and joy. It was a land blessed with Aslan’s grace and finally I felt truly a part of it. The days 
past seemed so bleak next to what the future promised to hold for me. 

It was thanks to Peter I stood here now. Finally, through all these trials and this suffering, I 
was capable of doing what he had asked. 

And so I let go and forgave myself, letting him know by my smile that his quest was over 
and my promise was kept. I would not forget my past, but I would not let it stop or slow 
me. 

Standing near Aslan, the elderly birch Dryad made an eager gesture and I realized what she 
wanted. I glanced at Aslan and he nodded, and so I handed the apple core to the Dryad. 
She carefully split it in two, exposing a pair of brown seeds within, and I knew those seeds 
would be cared for as tenderly as the Tree of Protection. The other Dryads crowed around 
her to see, all of them very excited and cooing with delight. 

Then my sisters were hugging me and I was glad of it. They had never seemed so pretty. I 
looked past them to Peter and saw he was on the verge of tears. Typical Peter. that was 
fine. I felt exactly the same way. I let go of my sisters and stepped towards him. 

“Oh, go ahead and cry, Peter,” I said. “Get it out of your system!” 

But instead he laughed, and I laughed with him. 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Twenty-Eight: The Truth of What Is 
We broke camp and headed east before noon that day. At my nagging insistence Phillip 
released all the Dogs from their oath and I promptly threatened the lot of them with exile if 
they decided to get any ideas about carrying on the tradition of following the horses 
everywhere. My dear brother and sisters thought this was perhaps the funniest thing they’d 
ever heard. They could laugh. They hadn’t been - quite literally - hounded for months on 
end. 

We hadn’t gone twelve feet when Peter and Phillip started singing some monotone equine 
chant and pretty soon the entire party was singing along with them. Despite the fact that I 
find that kind of song excruciating I joined in just to prove to Peter I really could sing. 
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Oreius and I kept Peter between us as we rode behind Aslan and the girls, occasionally 
switching off with them so everyone had their turn to talk to him. Phillip occasionally 
mixed in with us and he was clearly possessive of both me and Peter now. I had the feeling 
the other Horses would be wild with jealousy. 

Walking next to Aslan, leading Jett as I stretched my sore legs, I found myself feeling 
strangely light and content. I supposed it was rather sad that I had never felt this way 
before, but at least I could appreciate the sensation now. For me, the world was newly 
painted, all my senses seemed heightened as never before. I was free of Jadis’ blood, my 
brother was back and well, the Tree of Protection was thriving. It seemed a perfect end, 
somehow even better than our triumph at Beruna. I looked to the huge golden Lion beside 
me. 

“Aslan? May I ask you something?” 

He smiled as he padded along. “Of course.” 

“Before, as I was eating the apple . . . what did I see?” 

I could tell by his expression that he was pleased with me and all I had done these past 
days and weeks. He gazed upon me and his smile never faded as he replied, 

“You saw the truth of what is.” 

I frowned, turning his words over in my head, concentrating so hard that I never noticed I 
started lagging behind until Susan stopped her palfrey right beside me. Her voice was 
merry as she called, 

“Wake up, Ed! You’ll get stepped on!” 

I blinked, coming out of my reverie. Aslan was well ahead of me and I was just a few paces 
away from some highly amused Centaur lancers bunched up behind me as I daydreamed. 
“Huh? Oh! Thinking,” I said, coming out of my distracted daze, feeling myself blush. 

“It’s not supposed to be so dangerous,” teased Susan as I mounted Jett again. 

“Sorry,” I sheepishly apologized to the grinning Centaurs. I turned Jett and caught up with 
Susan. She smiled as she cast me a look from the corner of her eye. 

“How do you feel?” she asked softly, and I knew she didn’t just mean the deathless spell 
and all it had wrought. 

“Complete,” I replied. “Like I belong.” 

She reached over and laid her hand on my arm. “Edmund, you’ve always belonged!” 

“Maybe. But at least now I feel as if I fit in.” 

With a nod she drew her hand back, understanding what I meant. I smiled to let her know 
all was well and she came back with that lovely, reassuring smile that filled our subjects with 
such content. For the first time I felt the power of that gentle expression and I knew all was 
right in the world. She was silent afterwards, knowing that I had a great deal to think about, 
but she stayed close. A little while later Lucy joined us, still clutching Celer’s pipe. She 
made certain she had our full attention and began to play a simple tune he had taught her. 
We listened with delight as she picked out the notes. She really had improved quite a bit 
since the anniversary. When she was done we all clapped and the Centaurs cheered and 
Oreius called out a marching tune that set us all singing again. 
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That night a large fire was built and after supper we gathered around it. I stood behind 
where Peter sat on a low stool and happily tossed his nasty old boots into the blaze one 
after the other. I had tried to get Lucy to help with the scheme but she wouldn’t touch the 
boots even with gloves on. Leather really won’t ignite, but at least they smoldered and 
blackened nicely. 

“Hey!” Peter exclaimed indignantly. 

I pinned him in place with one hand on his shoulder, feeling smug at having saved his life. 
“Just watch them burn, Peter.” 

Finally he laughed and shook his head and began to tell us about the quest. Phillip, his tail 
healed by a drop of Lucy’s cordial and his spirits high, stood close by and offered a less 
romantic and rather mother-henish account of his efforts to keep Peter from himself. It was 
all very fun even though some of the stories were terrifying, especially their description of 
the Slinn. I was eaten up with curiosity to ask what he had meant by the valley and the Host 
of the Air, but I knew he’d get to it in time. 

§‡§ 

Though it was almost dark and we normally would have halted to make camp, we were a 
mere three hours of steady riding away from Cair Paravel and we decided to press on. 
There was not a one of us that wanted to stop, not even the horses. This was the fourth 
night of our journey back and the weather had taken a downwards plunge. We were all 
freezing cold and weary, but there was not a word of complaint when we realized Peter had 
endured extremes like this for months without so much as a tent between him and the 
elements. 

About two hours from the Cair I realized said brother had fallen unusually quiet and I 
gazed over at him in surprise. It was then that I saw he was falling asleep in the saddle. He 
swayed slightly and I leaned over to steady him, calling, “Oreius!” 

The general trotted up, seemingly impervious to the biting cold. 

“He’s asleep,” I said softly. “Can you carry him?” 

A smile gentled the Centaur’s angular features and he easily plucked Peter from Marsk’s 
back. My brother looked so small cradled in Oreius’ arms, and the Centaur’s expression 
reminded me of the Dryads exclaiming over the apple seeds. It was as if he was looking at a 
baby. Peter never stirred and Susan sent for a blanket to keep him warm. Watching 
Oreius, seeing the tender devotion and love he bore my brother, I resolved in that instant 
to make him a knight. It was the least I could do for the remarkable dash he had made all 
the way to Caldron Pool and beyond. 

The Cair was well lit for our return but I sent Bats ahead to warn them that Peter was 
asleep and I’d like him to stay that way. Silent, grinning soldiers of all kinds lined the road, 
all of them carrying torches and lanterns to light our way to the palace. There was a huge, 
quiet crowd waiting at the main entrance and everyone was delighted at the sight of their 
High King fast asleep in the general’s arms and many a giggle was stifled. Peter remained 
asleep all the way up to our bedroom, rousing only when Oreius set him on his bed. 

“Whu? Oh!” He groaned in embarrassment as he realized what had happened. Oreius 
chuckled and Peter scrambled to his feet. He was immediately waylaid by Silvo and Martil. 
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The valets were in ecstasies over having him back and happily scurried about to ready a 
much-needed bath for him. 

“Thank you, General,” I said, seeing the Centaur to the door. 

He smiled once again, laying his hand on my shoulder. “Thank you for asking me, King 
Edmund. And thank you for trusting me to find him.” 

I looked up into his earnest face and said with absolute honesty, “There’s no one I trust 
more, Oreius.” 

An hour later Peter emerged clean, refreshed, and with short hair once again. Even cut his 
hair was blonder than it usually was in the winter. Susan actually whined at the loss of those 
dreadful, bleached locks and asked Silvo to save her some, which struck me as the height 
of silliness. Peter and Lucy didn’t make it far past supper and Aslan laughed and sent them 
off to bed. Susan went to tuck them in and I sat with Aslan for a few moments. 

“I’ll be departing in the morning,” he told me. 

I nodded, sad to hear that but well aware that I had taken up a great deal of his time and 
attention. “Thank you, Aslan,” I said softly. “Thank you for everything. I wouldn’t have 
made it without you.” 

“You have carried yourself admirably through this ordeal. Remember all you have learned, 
Just King, and rejoice in your freedom.” 

“I will,” I smiled. “Aslan?” 

He looked at me expectantly. 

“Will I ever be able to forget the Deplorable Word?” 

“Sadly, no. Poison may be removed, but knowledge remains. You lack the desire to use it, 
Edmund. Even if you did manage to say it the effect would not be as wide spread as if Jadis 
had said it. Bury it deeply and do not dwell on it.” 

“She said it was a gift,” I snorted. 

He cocked his head. “It may well be someday.” 

“Are you foretelling the future?” I teased. 

He growled in amusement, a low, deep sound that wasn’t quite a purr. “The only certainty 
I can say for your future is that I will love you more each passing day.” 

I smiled, rising up from my seat and hugging him ‘round the neck. “Thank you, Aslan. 
Even though it’s been awful, I’m a better king and brother for it. Thank you . . . and . . . I 
love you. More than I can say.” 

His golden eyes shone with affection. “You have grown in many ways, Edmund. Continue 
on this path and you will achieve your greatest desire.” 

To be a judge. To be the voice of reason and wisdom and justice. To shield Narnia from 
dangers of every kind. 

To be King Edmund the Just. 

“I shall,” I promised. 

He kissed me on the forehead. “I know. And now good night.” 
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I bowed to Aslan a final time and entered the bedroom I shared with Peter. I stood 
watching him sleep, amazed at what he had done for me. Amazed at him. 

“Ed?” 

I smiled a bit at the drowsy voice. “Sorry to wake you.” 

“No,” was his mumbled reply. He shifted, waking up a bit more. “Are you cold?” 

“I could be if you’d like,” I said, unable to keep from grinning. 

He let out a mighty yawn. “I’d like.” 

“Shove over, Peter, I’m freezing,” I ordered, already kicking off my slippers. 

He happily shifted over in the bed and lifted the covers. It was wonderfully warm as I 
crawled in with him and Peter wrapped his arm around me, pulling me close. His slow, 
steady breaths were like music to my ears. 

“Peter?” 

“Hmm?” 

I reached up and took his thin hand in mine, trying to express what I felt. “Thank you.” 

He pressed his lips to my hair, letting me know he understood and that he loved me as 
completely as I loved him. “I’d do it again.” 

I sighed, remembering when Aslan had used almost the exact same words. “Yes, I was 
afraid you’d say something like that.” 

§‡§ 

“Ed? Ed! It’s all right. Wake up. It’s all right. I’m right here. I’m right here.” 

I woke with a gasp, trembling and tearful, clinging desperately to my brother. My dreams 
and thoughts scattered as I roused out of a troubled sleep. Peter lay on his back, holding 
me carefully and speaking in that soothing tone that always set the world aright again. Even 
when I had been at my very worst he never lost patience with me or refused to offer me all 
the comfort he was able. He had been Magnificent even then. 

I raised my head, blinking at him in the moonlight. “Peter?” I whispered, not certain of 
what I wanted or needed beyond his presence. 

“I’m right here,” he promised, pulling me closer and covering me warmly. 

“I know,” I whispered, my voice cracking with emotion. 

His voice was as soft and gentle as the hand that brushed the hair from my eyes. “You had 
an awful time of it, didn’t you?” 

That simple question overcame all my 
weakened defenses. There was no way I 
could begin to answer with mere words. I 
lowered my head and I let my relief and 
worry and loneliness and joy pour out. He 
held me while I cried, never telling me to 
shush or stop, just a whispered, “Oh, Ed,” as 
he let me vent my pent-up feelings. I think he 
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may have cried as well. Probably. This was Peter, after all. It felt so good, so right to have 
him back. How had I survived so long without him? 

“Edmund?” he whispered much, much later, when finally my tears had dried up and my 
breathing was back under control. 

“Hmm?” 

“I’ll make a pact with you right now. I will tell you every single thing that happened on this 
quest if you’ll tell me everything that happened to you while I was gone.” 

“Everything?” I wondered dubiously. 

He nodded. “Good and bad. Every last detail.” 

There seemed so much more of the bad than the good, and the darkness that had 
imprisoned me seemed so much worse than anything he may have encountered. I knew 
what he was doing. He was offering me a chance to talk. It wasn’t confession. It was 
discussion. He would not judge me any more than I would judge him. He just knew I 
needed to say some things aloud and he was giving me an opening. 

“We can do it at night, when we’re alone. No one else will ever know.” 

My head still resting on his chest, I nodded. He hugged me tight and kissed my hair. 

“Good. Now go to sleep. I’m right here and I love you.” 

I slept. 

¥¤¥ 

 

Chapter Twenty-Nine: Kiss and Tell 
I woke up to Peter once again taking his life in his hands by vigorously shaking me awake. I 
lifted my head with a savage hiss, but Peter just smiled at me and ignored the warning 
signals, smacking me in the head with a pillow and saying something about training. 
Training? Was he quite mad? Or was this revenge for all the crow jokes I’d made last 
night? 

“Come on, Ed!” begged Peter, tugging at the blankets. “I’ve been dying to get down there 
again!” 

And what was so wrong with sleep? I snorted, clinging to the covers. “I nearly did die down 
there. Peter, Oreius hid my armor and Shafelm so I couldn’t try anything stupid like this 
until he said so.” 

“What?” Peter smiled with delight at the notion. I supposed he felt he didn’t need 
permission to do stupid things. He jumped on the bed and landed partially on me. 
“Why?” 

“Wait! Wait!” I held up a hand and he stilled. “You just traveled for months on end to 
places unknown for . . . what was the reason you went on that quest?” 

He laughed. It was like music to my ears even though I dropped back down into the covers 
with a dramatic groan. “Come on! Take my old armor! It’ll fit you!” 
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“Fine!” I growled to shut him up, clambering out of bed. I whipped the nearest pillow at 
him before getting dressed in many layers and my heaviest cape. We snuck through the 
corridors as usual, bidding the guards good morn. They grinned to see us back to our 
regular routine. It was freezing cold outside and by the time we reached the armory I was 
shivering and hating every moment of this scheme. Inside surrounded by stone and metal 
wasn’t much warmer and I watched my breath curing white before me with growing 
apprehension. Peter was so thin I doubted he’d be able to stand more than five minutes in 
full armor and I wasn’t in much better condition. Still, it would be fun to watch. 

We were trying to locate Peter’s old suit of mail in the storage chests lining the walls of the 
main room when the door opened and we heard slow hoof beats approaching. That could 
mean only one thing. I looked at Peter with a sigh, knowing we were sunk. He just smiled 
back, not having the sense to feel guilty or realize this was one of those battles that couldn’t 
be won. Not at our present ages, anyway. We might have a slim chance in ten years or so. 

A moment later the general of our army stepped into the room, his torso dressed warmly, a 
long cape covering his flanks. I had the feeling our antics had roused him. He must have 
given orders to be alerted if Peter . . . all right, if we tried anything like this. The fact that he 
anticipated it at all spoke volumes about how well he knew the pair of us. Oreius frowned, 
knowing full well what we were about, but nonetheless asking, “What are you knights doing 
down here at this hour?” 

Seeing as how it was Peter’s idea, I let him field the question. 

“Well, we . . . were going to train,” said Peter, though it sounded to me a lot more like a 
question than a statement of fact. I decided it was worth getting up and risking pneumonia 
to see this moment. 

“Really? I think not,” said the Centaur as he moved into the chamber, filling it with his 
sheer size and presence. Folding his arms, he leaned over and looked me sternly in the eye 
and I knew how a mouse felt before a snake. “You’ll resume training when I say so, Sir 
Edmund of the How, and even so not one moment before you gain fifteen pounds.” 

“What?” I howled, and Peter barked a laugh and clapped a guilty hand over his mouth. 
Oreius swept his gaze over at my brother. 

“Don’t laugh, Sir Peter Wolfsbane. You have to gain twenty.” 

Peter’s jaw dropped in stunned astonishment and it was my turn to laugh. I tried to stifle 
the sound with indifferent success. 

“I suggest you two get to work.” 

“But . . .” 

He walked out without another word, leaving us staring after him. We looked at each other 
and as if on cue we both burst into laughter. 

§‡§ 

We met the girls for breakfast and set about following Oreius’ orders with good appetite. 
The palace chefs happily outdid themselves now that they had two bottomless pits to feed 
again. It would be days before Peter and I were up to doing anything as far as our lessons 
were concerned and the girls happily delayed their own classes to linger over breakfast. 
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Peter broke the news that Aslan had departed and taken the White Witch’s wand far away. 
Lucy pouted a moment or two until Susan reminded her Aslan had stayed with us for more 
than four months and he had duties beyond Narnia. I was sorry he had left but glad that I’d 
spoken to him last night and that Peter had gotten a chance to talk with him alone. Besides, 
we always had Lion Chapel. That was Lucy’s to tell Peter about, but I had a surprise of my 
own for him. 

“Peter! I have something to show you.” I smiled at the puzzled looks cast my way and I 
couldn’t help keep the smugness out of my voice as I said, “I wrote a decree.” 

My sisters beamed and Peter exclaimed, “Did you? Smashing, Ed! Smashing! How?” he 
wondered, thoroughly impressed. 

“It was a lot of work, but I think you’ll agree it was worth it. Martil? Could you please ask 
Minovin for the official copy of the Codex? She should have it handy.” 

While we waited, I explained the research and writing involved. Peter listened with interest, 
sorry that he had missed Parliament. Minutes later Martil returned with the scroll in 
question and I handed it off to Peter, saying, 

“I was faced by some petty noble’s ambassador asking for Susan’s hand. Chap didn’t even 
have the decency to show up himself to ask and . . . well, I got annoyed. This will help 
remedy any repetitions.” I gestured grandly at my work. “The Codex Consors, brother.” 

Peter listened with growing delight, then unrolled the scroll and started reading. I watched 
his expression closely. His eyes grew as huge as his smile and he almost cheered toward the 
end. 

“Brilliant!” he cried, looking up. “Edmund, this is pure genius!” 

“Rumor has it,” I said softly in reply, extremely pleased by his reaction. 

He rose and paced the room, reading it again. A small whoop escaped him and Susan 
started laughing out loud. When he came back to me he set the parchment down, seized 
my face in both hands and kissed me. I let out a yelp that turned into a whine of disgust. 

“Peee-ter!” 

Lucy cheered and clapped her hands as I tried (not very hard) to twist away and escape. He 
swiftly kissed me again and finally released me. I rubbed at my mouth and face with my 
sleeve and cast a wide variety of dirty looks at Peter. Better equipped than I was to get away 
with such conduct, he completely ignored me and the noises I was making as he called out, 

“Martil, please fetch my seal!” 

“Peter, you don’t have to ratify it,” Susan protested as my valet darted out again. “It’s 
already approved and enacted.” 

“I don’t care,” he said happily. He tapped the thick parchment. “I want my seal on this 
decree.” 

Lucy giggled at his insistence and I found myself laughing as well, watching with pleasure as 
Peter melted a mound of red wax onto the bottom of the decree next to three more red 
seals, then happily smashed his large, golden seal onto it. 

“Aslan,” he said, laughing and looking to the east, “thank you for giving me an easily 
aggravated, clever, and wise brother to write such a masterpiece that truly will undo many a 
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dream of grandeur.” He read it again, clearly enjoying every word. “Oh, I wish I’d had a 
copy of this when that Terbinthian duchess-in-waiting came here! That’s it!” He sat up 
straight. “As soon as we know what these visitors and ambassadors are about, we’ll send 
them a copy of this and have some chamberlain read it aloud so there’s no 
misunderstanding.” 

We all roared. Peter dropped back into his seat. “You know you’re going to be hated for 
this, Ed.” 

“May as well be hanged for a wolf as a sheep,” I replied. “I’ve made up my mind, Peter. 
I’m going to become a judge.” 

He sobered instantly, gazing at me with pride and approval. For a long moment he was 
silent, and then with deep emotion he said, “Good!” 

§‡§ 

After breakfast I returned the copy of the Codex Consors - now an even weightier 
document than before with Peter’s seal upon it - to Minovin. Lucy walked with me as far as 
the library then hurried to her music lesson. I watched her skip down the hall, calling out 
gaily to guards and ladies and courtiers alike, and I was struck by the sheer bravery she 
possessed. Even at Beruna she had not flinched at the blood and gore and she had never 
once shied away from helping me all these months. She didn’t see her service to me as duty 
to a king or her brother. It was simply the right thing to do and I realized I had learned a 
great deal from her since the anniversary party. 

I returned the decree to the court recorder and she delighted at seeing Peter’s seal on it. I 
left Minovin to gloat and I made my way back to the royal quarters. I was very surprised to 
hear Susan in our bedroom and I stopped as her voice reached my ears. 

“. . . nightmares grew worse and worse since before Stormfall. Aslan said Jadis’ blood grew 
more powerful as he became weaker.” 

“Weaker?” wondered Peter. 

“Oh, Peter, he hasn’t been eating or sleeping and when he did it was no help. The cordial 
wasn’t made to fight magical wounds. He’s been in agony for months.” 

I bit my lip. I couldn’t walk in there now. I didn’t want to hear this, either. It had been my 
intent to tell Peter myself, but throughout this ordeal I hadn’t been the only one suffering. 
Susan had been an absolute brick, just like Lucy, but she needed to talk and Peter was the 
only one she could turn to in this situation. That I could appreciate. 

“Months?” Peter was horrified, more so than he should have been, or so it seemed. He let 
out a gasping sob and I heard him drop onto the bed. Why was he reacting so strongly? 

“The first day of Twirleaf,” he began haltingly. “I was . . . her name was Lasa. The Lake 
King’s Daughter.” 

“She pulled you into the water,” breathed Susan. “You almost drowned.” 

Surprise cut through his guilt. “What? How did you . . .?” 

“Edmund dreamed it. We were at Kellsalter and he . . . he knew you were in danger.” 

His voice broke. “Susan, I was in that lake for almost a month. A month! I . . . it took me 
that long to remember the quest and Aslan and who I was and . . . and . . .” 



« 269 » 

Oh, Peter. 

“Don’t,” said Susan. “Peter, don’t blame yourself for what was done to you. This . . . Lasa 
captured you. Edmund won’t blame you. Not for a moment. Don’t feel guilty. Please. It’s 
over. He’s free. You’re home. Oh, Peter . . .” 

I closed my eyes against my own tears, pressing my fist to my mouth at the sound of his 
quiet sobs. I knew Susan would comfort him. I could hear her softly crooning to him as I 
silently withdrew. I retreated to my own unused bedroom, sitting on the floor with my back 
to the door, drawing my knees in close. Something Susan had said struck a chord deep 
inside me, and she brought more comfort than she knew. 

. . . don’t blame yourself for what was done to you. 

It was simple wisdom, not a cure by any means but a lesson I could easily live with and 
apply. I folded my arms across my knees and rested my head, letting the tears fall. Jadis 
had said everything that had happened to me, everything she’d done, had been my fault 
from the start. I had believed her lies. 

No more. What she had done - to Narnia, to Aslan, to me - was obscene. 

. . . don’t blame yourself for what was done to you. 

Thank you, sister. 

§‡§ 

We got absolutely nothing accomplished that day. When we attended to our royal duties 
there really wasn’t any business on the schedule. Instead Narnians by the score found any 
excuse to crowd into the throne room while we were in council just to see and greet Peter 
and make certain I was still among the living. I suspected that unless a war broke out we 
could look forward to the same thing every day for the next month or so. 

Afterwards we all followed Lucy down to Lion Chapel. Susan and I hung back and let Lucy 
show him the sanctuary. Peter reacted just as we had, with awe, and Lucy was so delighted 
she jumped and clapped. Peter slowly moved through the unfinished room, his eyes 
blazing with reverence as he spotted the tapestry of Aslan that Lucy and I had found. His 
voice was almost choked as he said, 

“Lucy . . . this is perfect.” 

Peter looked down at his feet, at the beautiful silk rug from the Tisroc, then up at the 
golden, Dwarf-made lamp hanging from the vaulted ceiling. By the expression on his face I 
knew where he would be whenever I couldn’t find him henceforth. The serenity of the 
place suited him. 

Lucy hugged him firmly. “We’re having tapestries made,” she said, “and you’ll have to 
pose for yours. Edmund’s friend at the Blue River Smithy is making us a candelabrum to 
match the one we found in here. It’s going to be so beautiful! And it’s just for us, Peter, us 
and Aslan. No one else is allowed in without permission.” 

“I’m so glad, Lu,” he replied softly, his smile never fading. He bent and kissed the top of 
her head. “I’m so glad.” 

He spoke for us all. 

¥¤¥ 
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Epilogue: In the Company of Horses 
That night, and every night for months on end, Peter and I started talking. 

Seated on my bed, huddled close and wrapped in blankets, I told Peter about that first day 
without him, my fear and loneliness, how Kanell drove me so I would not dwell on his 
departure, how drained the day had left me. He told me of his anxiety over me, how he 
stayed up until midnight almost nightly, how lonely and empty the world seemed past 
Narnia’s borders. 

As time went on, I learned about Lasa and the Kraken and King Frank and I finally heard 
all the thrilling details of his conflict with the Host of the Air. Peter learned about Ilando 
and Mrs. Tibs and Jadis and about the dreams that tried so very hard to kill me and the 
storm that nearly did. We discovered how our dreams had bound us across the distance 
between us and that Aslan had answered our desperate prayers. There were many tears 
shed by both of us. Tears, yes, but not a moment’s shame in them or the comfort we gave 
each other. And at the end we understood exactly how much we meant to each other and 
how much each was willing to sacrifice for the other. 

In a word, everything. 

I didn’t keep my end of our pact. Not entirely. I didn’t tell him all the details. I couldn’t. I 
did tell him about the Deplorable Word. The mere memory of Jadis whispering it to me 
left me nearly unconscious, with burst eardrums and a horrible nosebleed that frightened 
Peter out of his wits. He was afraid to mention Jadis for days afterwards and it fell to me to 
bring the subject up again. I made certain to relay everything Aslan had told me about the 
word, especially the facts that I would never be able to forget it and that no matter what, it 
would wreck havoc if ever said aloud. Henceforth the use of the word ‘deplorable’ was 
heavily frowned upon in our court at Cair Paravel. 

I told him about the dreams but . . . I left some finer details out and he knew it. Not even 
Aslan knew about all the nightmares. There were issues I wasn’t prepared to face yet. I 
knew my brother had his suspicions, and I’m sure his suspicions were absolutely correct. 
As I had said to Brickit, Peter is no fool. I just wasn’t prepared to talk about everything 
Jadis had done to me. Some of the things were simply too twisted to dwell on. I suspected I 
wouldn’t understand it all myself for years to come or perhaps never. He didn’t press me, 
but I knew he would listen when I was ready to talk. 

Still, we talked, gasping and laughing at each other’s adventures, growing closer and getting 
to know each other better than we ever imagined. It helped strengthen us and through us, 
Narnia. I don’t think either of us at first had realized exactly how much we needed to come 
to terms with. Of course we still argued and teased each other, and I never grew tired of 
crow jokes. I don’t think Peter did, either. 

§‡§ 

With less than two weeks to go before the second anniversary of Beruna everything was 
extremely busy at Cair Paravel. Peter had escaped to Clearwater Creek to settle a very 
minor border dispute with Archenland that centered on, of all ridiculously silly things, 
strawberries. The fact that he went at all was evidence to how completely Susan had 
annoyed him with all her nagging worries over the upcoming celebrations. Neither Peter 
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nor I could quite comprehend the fuss generated over a few feasts and parties. The 
complainants in the strawberry issue hardly needed Peter there, but he bolted out of Cair 
Paravel as if the place was on fire. I would have gone with him, very gladly, too, and for 
exactly the same reason, save that I had to spend some time at Kellsalter. The Dwarf 
engineers had learned about my friendship with the Blue River Dwarfs and essentially did 
not want to be shown up by their obnoxious Black cousins. Whenever they needed a 
crowned head, I was their first choice and they made sure to mention every visit to Brickit 
until I forbid them to annoy him that way. I was not at their beck and call and I hardly 
wanted my friend’s nose out of joint, but they begged me most urgently to come and when 
Susan started talking about decorations I was glad to go. 

I took Phillip and Yoli and Valons with me to Kellsalter the day Peter fled south. Kanell 
didn’t even ask for leave to accompany us, he just joined my little party as we set out from 
the stables, ostensibly to act as my bodyguard. I suspected his wife might be in league with 
Susan and he, too, was keen to get away. 

It was a beautiful summer day and we took our time, talking all the while. The sun was hot, 
the breeze off the ocean smelt of salt, and despite the frenzy of planning going on in Cair 
Paravel I was perfectly happy. Indeed, I could have gone on all day. 

Half a mile from the planned port we spotted a Red Dwarf, one of the engineers, waiting 
on the trail with two of the Otters that lived nearby. 

“Your majesty!” 

The Dwarf bowed, sweeping off his hood. The Otters likewise bowed and one of them 
giggled, looking up at me quickly and squirming. I dismounted to greet them. 

“Aslan stand between you and evil,” I said in the traditional Dwarf greeting. “I’m glad to 
see you, cousins. I trust all is well?” 

The Dwarf, Mitterwig, seemed very amused. “Things are more than well, King Edmund, 
but . . . there is something that we feel requires your attention.” 

“Lead on, good Mitterwig,” I replied, not certain of what to make of the situation but 
willing to indulge his humor. We walked along and I waited until we were almost at 
Kellsalter before I asked, “So what is it that requires my presence?” 

“Not so much a what as a who, your majesty,” said the Dwarf and the two Otters, 
youngsters both, hummed in agreement. The smaller of the two giggled every time she 
looked my way and almost tripped over herself when she caught my eye and I smiled at 
her. 

The sound of more voices and construction reached our ears as we came up to the natural 
harbor chosen for Narnia’s first port. I took in the stunning view below - the cliffs, the 
ocean, the deep forest reaching all the way to the edge of the sand - with great pleasure and 
satisfaction. A pier was being constructed and several temporary buildings were already up 
along the water’s edge. Ultimately the whole place would be made of stone and fortified. 

I heard a distant, echoing neigh and Phillip’s ears perked up sharply. I glanced at him, 
wondering if he recognized the voice. 

“And now who requires my presence, sir?” I asked. 

Mitterwig grinned and pointed to the beach below. “Yon filly from afar, good my king.” 
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I gasped, a noise echoed by everyone in my party, and I fell back a step. 

A Winged Horse almost the same color as the pale gold sand raced along in the surf, 
laughing at the Seagulls keeping pace with her. She had huge, silver wings and her shrill 
voice echoed joyfully off the cliffs as she leaped and pranced about as happy and energetic 
as a foal. We stood in speechless awe, and then I breathed, 

“Rhye!” 

It could only be she. 

Phillip had never looked so thrilled. He let out a mighty whinny, then shouted, “Rhye!” 

She stopped short, her legs splayed and her tail high, looking around and finally up. She 
was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen. 

“Phillip!” she squealed in absolute delight, spotting our small party far above on the ledge. I 
didn’t even know Horses could squeal like that. Without hesitation she started running and 
launched herself into the air with a wild cry. We watched in absolute amazement. Wings 
sweeping through the air, she rose up on the wind, charging straight for us. Alarmed shouts 
erupted from every throat as we scattered in all directions. Rhye landed right where we had 
been standing, her mighty wings and sheer momentum sending up a cloud of dust and 
sand. 

“Phillip! Phillip Bwinny-hra! It’s me! It’s me! It’s Rhye!” 

She was so excited that she turned a full circle, almost dancing in her eagerness. Phillip 
laughed and recovered, going up to meet her nose-to-nose. 

“Rhye! Aslan’s blessing upon you! Welcome to Narnia, daughter of Pennon!” 

“You made it back!” she exclaimed. “How is Peter High King? How are you? You have a 
different saddle! I met Dwarfs! And Otters! Oh, what are you?” she asked, spotting the rest 
of us. She gaped at Kanell, so huge and dark. “You’re a Centaur! Oh, Phillip, now I’ve met 
a Centaur as well! What are you? You’re very pretty,” she said to Valons. “Oh! A long-
legged Otter! With spots!” 

Yoli looked stunned, terrified, and scandalized simultaneously. The Otters giggled and 
collapsed into a heap. 

Then Rhye turned to me, and her wonder only seemed to grow and she stared, standing 
still for the first time. “You . . . you’re his Edmund. You’re his brother! He came west for 
you.” She ducked her head to me. “I must thank you, my king. If you had not been cursed, 
I never would have met Peter High King and learned a song or come to Narnia.” 

I almost cried aloud at her notion of logic, seeing as how it had been so hellish upon me 
and Peter alike. Still, there was something so disarming and appealing about her that it was 
impossible not to feel joy at every word she said. “Yes, but . . . how did you know it was I?” 
I asked, daring to reach out and touch her soft nose. 

She laughed and even before I heard her reply I found myself laughing along with her. 
Peter was right, she was absolutely charming and her enthusiasm was infectious. “He said 
you were much alike, save that you were night to his day.” 

A very Peter-ish reply. He had far more poetry in his soul than I did and in truth we barely 
looked alike. He favored our father and I was undoubtedly my mother’s child. I laid my 
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hand on the mare’s smooth neck. “I have to thank you, Lady. If you hadn’t brought Peter 
to the Garden, I wouldn’t be alive right now.” 

Phillip shifted uncomfortably. Rhye’s eyes grew wide. “I was going to say it was nothing, 
King Edmund, but I see that it was far more than that. I am glad to have served you and 
your brother.” 

“Be welcome in Narnia, Lady Rhye,” I said, “for now and always.” 

“Peter said I should come. Where is Cair Paravel? I was following the river but then I 
smelt grass like I’ve never met before and then I saw this ocean and I’ve lost my way, 
though the Dwarfs have been very kind.” 

I smiled. “You’re not far from it.” 

“May I go with you to see Peter?” 

“He’s not at the Cair right now. He’s gone south, but he’ll be back in a few days and . . .” 

I trailed off, an idea forming in my mind. If we could keep her arrival quiet for now, we 
could surprise Peter like nothing else at the anniversary celebration. It had not been an 
easy spring and he needed cheering. Rhye, lovely Rhye, might be just the thing. 

“Rhye,” I finally said, “would you like to be a surprise for Peter?” 

“Surprise?” echoed Rhye, excited anew. “How do I be a surprise?” 

I wanted to say, “Just keep breathing,” but I suspected that would only confuse her. I 
looked at my companions. Each and every one wore a grin that matched my own and I 
knew they were with me. 

“First of all, we can’t let Peter find out that you’re here for a few days yet.” 

“I’ll hide! I’ll be quiet!” 

“And I’ll send some grooms to brush your mane and tail and clean your coat.” 

“Peter promised I could have shoes of silver and gold!” 

“You’ll get them, but I’ll let Peter give them to you. So you’ll help me?” 

She nodded, thrilled. I couldn’t take it any longer and with a happy laugh I threw my arms 
around her neck, hugging her tightly. 

§‡§ 

Peter was satisfyingly breathless as he watched the Winged Horse move through the crush 
of revelers. “I can’t believe she came!” he cried, positively aglow with pleasure. He was so 
excited that he didn’t seem to know what to do with himself and he wasn’t bothered in the 
least that we were all friendly with Rhye by now. 

I snorted. I knew whose company he was going to be keeping on the morrow. I didn’t 
mind. It would be worth dealing with ambassadors and well-wishers all day to let him have 
some fun. He had not looked so happy in quite a long while, but that was a tale for another 
time. “I can’t believe we managed to keep it from you.” 

Lucy swayed to the music, her smile never fading as she reached up and straightened my 
crown of green wheat and grass. “She’s as wonderful as you said, Peter, and she loves 
music! I taught her some new songs!” 
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“Lucy!” I frowned at her. Hadn’t she learned a lesson on the ride back from the Lantern 
Waste last Yule? I could only pray she didn’t like those awful, monotone equine chants, 
too. “Never burden a Horse with a song!” 

“Unless she asks!” countered our youngest queen. 

Amidst our laughter Peter seized Susan’s hand and lead her onto the floor as the music for 
a springbok, a very spirited dance that involves far too much skipping, struck up. One 
voluntary dance a year was enough for me and I had already used it up on Susan and the 
Centaurs, but Lucy has an iron grip when she wants and there was no escape. It wasn’t so 
bad, especially when about twenty of Neth’s Naiad sisters joined. Despite myself I blessed 
our dance teacher because I neither tread on any toes nor lost step once. By the end of the 
dance we were soaked through from the dripping wet daughters of the River God and the 
slick floor made the skipping bits very interesting. 

I couldn’t help but feel antsy as midnight crept upon us and the feel steadily grew to fear 
bordering on panic as the minutes passed. A year ago tonight Jadis had felled me with the 
deathless spell and I couldn’t help but wonder if perhaps she had something else, 
something equally nasty in store for me. Granted her blood had been expelled from my 
body, the memories of the curse were shockingly vivid even a year later. 

Standing next to Peter, I looked down at the happy crowd of our subjects. Rhye was 
surrounded by Horses and even a few Unicorns, for Flisk had arrived and brought his six 
older brothers. I saw Tumnus doting on Lucy, Sir Giles whispering something in Marion’s 
ear that made her giggle, Oreius standing beside his great-uncle Cheroom as we waited for 
him to announce the second anniversary of Beruna. They were happy. Even Peter. I 
looked up at my brother and saw that the last shadow had finally left his face and he was as 
content as our good cousins. I breathed a sigh of relief for him, wishing the next five 
minutes to be over for me. 

A Faun brought us the heavy wooden mazers we had left on the stairs. With a smile he 
poured red wine into the ancient bowls as everyone prepared for Susan’s toast. She lifted 
her own smaller mazer and called out, 

“Narnia, tonight we celebrate victory and freedom and the lives of our two kings. Drink a 
toast with me now! Narnia, Aslan, and our Magnificent and Just kings who banished the 
White Witch from our land forever!” 

Oh, no. I felt the blush creep up my cheeks as the crowd erupted into cheers. I snorted 
faintly and Peter looked down at me. 

“I didn’t do anything,” I muttered. 

He chuckled. “I beg to differ.” 

I rolled my eyes and together we drank long and deep to Narnia and Aslan and each other. 
Just then Cheroom gave a shout from his station by the water clock, his deep voice 
booming across the hall. 

“Midnight! To freedom!” 

The assembly went wild with delight. The drummers beat their instruments and all around 
the great hall Narnia celebrated the end of tyranny by dancing and shouting and toasting. I 
stood on the stairs frozen in place, a deep fear keeping me from moving or even looking 
away from Peter. I waited, waited for the agony to arch through my body as Jadis punched 
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her broken wand through my sternum and out my spine. Waited to lose all sensation but 
the hideous sucking feel of the jagged crystal being yanked out again. Waited to fall, dying. 
I stared up at my brother and I knew, just knew, that he was anxious for the same thing. 

Moments passed. 

Nothing happened. 

No pain, no gasping for air, no searing numbness robbing my legs of their strength. It was 
like the night Peter had planted the Tree of Protection. 

Praise be to Aslan, nothing happened. 

Peter blinked, then glanced at the hall. I suddenly realized it was deathly silent. Following 
his gaze, I realized every eye was focused on us kings. I smiled weakly at the crowd, 
suddenly breathless, and when I looked at Peter again there were tears in his eyes and he 
was smiling so beautifully that I threw my arms around him and kissed his cheek, knocking 
off the woven crown I wore. Catching the band before it fell, he held me so tightly I 
couldn’t breathe and I didn’t care in the least. Our subjects let out a tremendous cheer and 
dancing and music erupted all around us. I pulled back to look at Peter just as Susan and 
Lucy came up the stairs at a run, hand in hand. I met them a few steps down with hugs and 
kisses, holding them close as they both cried right along with me. 

Nothing had happened. 

Nothing, except I had not lost. 

 

¥¤¥ 
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Heydensrun 

by elecktrum 
 

 

“Oreius! Oreius!” 

I snapped out of a deep sleep, rising to my hooves as Silvo, King Peter’s valet, entered my 
chamber at a run. 

“General,” panted the Faun, “King Edmund summons you to his presence immediately. 
He is most distressed.” 

I frowned. A Faun’s idea of distress did not match mine and I could not see the younger of 
my kings ever approaching the near-panic on display before my eyes right now. I lifted my 
tunic from where it hung on the wall and dressed as I hurried through the halls. I soon left 
Silvo and his hysterics behind, glad for the relative silence. When I reached the royal 
quarters, I was mildly surprised to find an assembly not in the kings’ bedroom, but one of 
the queen’s. 

Queen Susan’s bedroom was crowded and active. At any other time I would have hesitated 
to enter her private chambers, but with King Edmund so accursed and fighting for his very 
life I would have charged into Aslan’s Country if the need arose. The Great Lion himself 
sat beside the bed and the two queens flanked their brother while several servants milled 
about in alarm. I bowed before entering, but I focused entirely on the dark-haired boy 
before me. 

Edmund Pevensie, King of Narnia, sat on the edge of his sister’s bed clad in a bloodied 
tunic. Dark eyes set in a deathly pale face stared up at me and I was struck that so frail and 
fragile a body could house a will so indomitable. Clearly he was in immense pain, the 
blood on his clothing and on Queen Susan’s dress was so fresh it was still spreading 
through the fabric. His breath came in slow pants and a sheen of sweat stood out on his 
face, but there was an air of determination about him I had seen before. This was the 
warrior king that had helped lead an army to victory. Though he was alone in this battle he 
fought against Jadis’ curse, he was as steadfast and courageous now as when he stood on the 
battlefield. Boy he may be, he was nonetheless every inch a king and I could not have 
loved him more for it. 

“King Edmund?” 

His voice was hoarse and betrayed his anxiety as he quietly ordered, “Go to the Western 
March, General. Send out scouts. Peter is hurt and needs help.” 

An icy chill crept down my spine at these words. I neither knew nor cared how he knew 
harm had befallen his brother. I could only assume it was the same intuitiveness that had 
told him when Peter had been half-drowned and captured. 

“Leave immediately.” 

I nodded curtly, not about to undermine his authority by looking at Aslan as I knew many 
subordinates would have done. My king had given me a command and I was thrilled and 
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glad that he had thought of me first for this task. I would not fail his trust nor give him a 
reason to lose confidence in me. 

“Celer is on patrol in that area now,” I said. “Kanell and Cloudcaster will remain here. I’ll 
bring some Bats and Hawks to keep you informed.” 

His relief was evident, as was his absolute exhaustion. He was on the verge of collapse, 
having pushed his body and spirit too far for too long. He wanted to go with me. He 
wanted to help his brother. He was heartbroken not to be equal to the task. 

I understood absolutely what he was doing and what it meant to him, to me, to Narnia. 

He was placing his brother’s life in my hands. 

“Thank you,” he whispered. I looked down into the deep eyes of my student and king and 
friend and I bowed. Without another word I left the room and hurried down the steps, 
shouting out, “Fetch me Bathelstane!” 

§‡§ 

As soon as I reached the great hall of the palace I sent couriers to find Celer and to alert 
the band of soldiers stationed at Caldron Pool that I was en route to them. I also sent word 
to Kanell and Cloudcaster that they were left to conduct the defenses of Cair Paravel and 
our sovereigns. I had with me only two companions: a Kestrel and a Bat, couriers both, 
nestled in a carrying case on my back. I traveled light and fast and wasted not a moment of 
time. 

I could think of nothing but reaching Peter. The look in Edmund’s eyes when he gave me 
this task had spoken far more than words ever could. I knew he was utterly dependant 
upon me, perhaps at that moment even more so than upon Aslan himself. It was to that 
Lion that I prayed as I ran, begging for speed and endurance, begging his indulgence. I did 
not care what price was exacted from me for this wild dash across Narnia so long as I 
carried out the orders I had been given. 

I left Cair Paravel by moonlight and did not stop to rest until dawn. I found myself 
strangely energized and paused only long enough to eat and to allow the Kestrel, Kisha, a 
chance to stretch his wings. The Bat, Gil Mivven, was very soundly asleep. I pressed on 
westwards, fording the Great River twice as I approached Beruna and its battlefield. The 
land was dull and colorless compared to a few weeks past, most of the Dryads preparing 
for their winter sleep. Many Animals called out, recognizing me, and those that could keep 
up pressed me for news of the kings. I told them what I could and left them to spread the 
word. 

At noon I was at the easternmost point of the Beruna and I knew something was amiss. I 
should not have been able to make it this far without needing to stop and rest, for I had 
gotten little sleep last night and had eaten only once. Centaurs are known for their 
endurance, but this feat was unprecedented. My heart rejoiced as I realized my prayers had 
been granted, for none but Aslan could have given me the strength to make it so far 
without halting. I did not squander his gift. Instead, to show my gratitude, I picked up my 
pace. 

“Kisha!” 

The Kestrel made a sharp noise, letting me know he was alert and ready. 
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“Fly ahead to Caldron Pool. Tell Cyn to send scouts into the Western Wild along the 
course of the Great River to search for the High King and Phillip.” 

“How far?” he snapped in the clipped articulation all Raptores use. 

I considered. I had no idea where King Peter might be. “Fifty miles,” I decided, “more if 
Cyn decides it’s safe. Tell them to use caution and to be aware that King Peter is wounded 
and in need of assistance.” 

“Done!” Kisha cried and launched into the sky, his harsh call drifting away on the wind. 

I took a deep breath, closing my eyes as I silently thanked Aslan and prayed for the safety 
of both my kings. Then I set out, sleepless and tireless, resolved never to stop until I 
reached my goal. Normally, at a good pace and regular stops for rest, one could reach 
Caldron Pool in four days. It was at the point in Narnia furthest to the northwest from Cair 
Paravel. If I could keep this pace, I knew I could make it there in slightly less than two 
days. 

I followed the Great River now, as King Peter had done for all these months. I thought 
back on the days past and was amazed that he was so close. It seemed an eternity since I 
had said farewell to him on the very edge of the Western Wild. That he returned did not 
surprise me in the least, for I knew Aslan never would have sent him if there was not every 
chance of success. The mere fact that he was back told me he had fulfilled the quest, for 
Peter was not the kind to cut and run regardless. I mentally prepared myself for seeing 
him. Winter struck the mountains before the plains and I knew he most likely would be 
half-starved and filthy and weak. Phillip, more adept at living off the land than a Son of 
Adam, would be in better shape though probably in need of rest and more nutritious food 
than dead grass and lichen. 

Had I told him enough to help him survive off the land? Prepared him well enough? Had 
I forgotten anything as I prepared his supplies? I should have made him take more 
clothing. It was bitterly cold and even though the weather didn’t affect Peter as much as 
Edmund, he had been exposed to the elements without reprieve for four months. He was 
fourteen. What was I thinking? Why hadn’t I pressed harder to accompany him? 

I galloped faster, casting aside my troubles. I should not question the will of Aslan. Peter 
was back, Edmund was somehow still alive, and both kings needed me desperately. I had 
no time for my own doubts. 

The land gradually became more mountainous and I was glad, because I knew beyond 
these mountains lay the Lantern Waste and finally, beyond that, Caldron Pool and the 
Great Falls. 

And Peter. 

Hold on, my king, I prayed. Your brother is watching out for you. 

My thoughts shifted to the younger of my two kings. Even after a year Edmund Pevensie 
was something of a mystery to me, though I loved him as dearly as his brother. In some 
ways he was as predictable as the next day of the week. In other ways he was a complete 
rogue, conflict in motion, deathly serious and bitingly sarcastic all at once. I had not lied 
when I told him I liked him back on that day he lost - or was it gained? - control on the 
training grounds. He was a thinker, but what was more, he made the people around him 
think as well whether they wanted to or not. I admired that. Peter was well on his way to 
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becoming an outstanding warrior. He possessed a calm, calculating mind and could grasp 
large issues instantly. He overcame his fears by action and careful planning and some day 
soon I knew there would be nothing under the sun that could frighten him. He would lead 
his army with brilliance and daring and earn the respect of enemy and ally alike. 

But Edmund . . . Edmund would be feared. He was the kind of warrior that wouldn’t so 
much confront his enemies as be unleashed upon them, an unholy terror pushing the 
boundaries of honor, untempered by mercy until the day was won. Edmund was intense 
and passionate and rasher than Peter, and these traits served him very well indeed. I pitied 
the enemy that ever injured Narnia’s High King, for they would find Justice waiting for 
them. 

Back to back, side to side. Each one was the other’s greatest weapon and defense, both on 
the field and off. And so they balanced each other. 

§‡§ 

Night fell and the clouds rolled back. The moon rose almost full, brighter than I had ever 
seen it at this time of year. I knew who to thank for that and I silently sent a prayer to the 
Great Lion for illuminating my path. 

I did not stop. The night through I kept on and on, covering the distance in a feat of 
endurance that left me amazed and humbled. I forded the Great River a third time, 
keeping to the southern bank now. At that point I loosed the second courier, Gil Mivven, 
ordering him to fly ahead and bring back word from Caldron Pool even though I expected 
to reach there the following night. The huge bat fluttered off into the starry sky. 

Midnight, and I knew King Edmund had been felled once again by the evils of the Witch. 
What type of fortitude allowed a mere child to face such torment every night? How mighty 
his resolution and his devotion to his brother. I knew of the promise between the two 
kings, one to return, the other to survive. Aslan had told me of it the day after Kellsalter, 
when Edmund had collapsed. I knew of few hardened warriors that could have hung on 
with such dignity and bearing and at first I had been astonished by the lack of complaints. 

Astonishment, however, was quickly superseded by pride. I understood better than ever 
the unwavering faith between them. It had kept Edmund alive and, I was sure, Peter as 
well. 

The river widened and the water grew swifter and I knew I had reached the point where 
the Blue River flowed into the Great River. I headed due west now. The Beavers lived not 
far from here, on the very edge of the Lantern Waste, and north of here lived Tumnus. I 
frowned as I remembered clashing with both Mr. Beaver and the Faun over King Edmund. 
Both had hardened themselves against the boy they considered a traitor. Neither had taken 
the route of Sir Giles and actually tried to talk to him about what had happened and thus 
make peace. Fortunately I had an ally in Mrs. Beaver and she had been quick to set her 
husband aright in his attitude towards the younger king. I was fairly certain Beaver felt a 
great deal of guilt over his initial response to Edmund, and not just from his wife. But 
Tumnus . . . the words had been heated, the conflict brief, and the field had been mine 
and mine alone. I knew Queen Lucy loved the Faun dearly and I knew that at heart he was 
a very good person, but he had not been happy to be reminded I knew he had been in the 
pay of the White Witch. We would never be friends, Tumnus and I, but at least now he 
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treated Edmund with all the respect that was due a king. I believed the day would come 
that they would grow closer, if only for Lucy’s sake. 

The approaching dawn lighted the sky to my back. I slowed down for the first time all 
night, steam rising off my flanks in the cold morning air as I paused for a drink at the river’s 
brim. I was not tired, nor was I hungry, and I knew I could reach Caldron Pool before 
sunset. Aslan be praised. I had almost made it. 

The going was harder now, there being no clear path and the most direct route along the 
river choked with trees and brush. By the time the sun reached its zenith I was past the 
Lamp Post, that strange bit of creation. Not far past its location I heard a piercing cry and 
looking up, I saw Kisha circling overhead, screaming out his astonishment. 

“Oreius!” he shrieked. “How is it you’ve made it so far so fast?” 

He landed on a mossy stone not far from me, staring in amazement. 

“By Aslan’s grace, I’ve run every step since Cair Paravel. What word?” 

“Gil Mivven sent me to seek you, he being too weary to return yet. Cyn himself has set out 
into the west to seek the High King. So far our scouts have found nothing, but the weather 
has been foul until today.” 

That confused me, for my journey had been unhindered by wind or weather. Aslan’s 
blessing upon me once again, I supposed. 

“Come,” I said. “Will you fly or ride?” 

“I’ll ride. I’ll be rested should you need me then.” 

I nodded and helped him into the soft case on my back. I resumed my trot, picking a swift 
path through the dense growth and stones. As with the day before, Animals of all kinds 
called out for news. At one point the Great River became the playground for dozens of 
Naiads. They kept apace with me for some distance, calling out to me. I told them all that 
was happening so that they, too, could get word back to Cair Paravel. 

Finally, finally, my ears began to detect the thundering roar of the Great Falls and from 
overhead I was challenged by Manon, Cyn’s lieutenant. I shouted out a greeting to him and 
he wheeled away to alert the camp ahead. At a bend in the river I climbed a small hill to 
view the falls. They thundered down unbroken for hundreds of feet from the cliffs above, a 
beautiful, powerful sight even when the land slept. From here I could not see the camp, but 
several Eagles and Gryphons circled on the updraft of the cascade. I stared at the white veil 
of mist cast up by the raging water. Already the rocks were accumulating a coat of ice. King 
Peter had followed this river all the way to its source. What kind of companion had it 
proven to be for him on this quest? 

Less than an hour later, as the sun dipped low on the Western March, I reached the small 
circle of tents. I barely had time to release Kisha and greet Vimal, the lieutenant in charge 
when the Gryphons and Birds set up a mighty chorus of screeches. 

“Cyn! Cyn! He returns!” cried a Bald Eagle from high above us. “Cyn!” 

We whipped around, every eye scanning the west. Squinting into the reddening sun, I 
barely made out the form of the chief scout coming towards Narnia at breakneck speed. I 
knew he was a swift flyer, but he was moving at a remarkable pace and I felt a thrill seize 
me, daring to hope. 
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“Fetch me food, water, medicines, and blankets,” I ordered a Faun. “Lieutenant Vimal,” I 
said to the Satyr, “leave three people here. The rest of you prepare to head out. Bring 
supplies enough for two days.” 

They rushed about in obedience, tearing themselves away from the sight of the 
approaching Gryphon. Everyone stopped minutes later when Cyn landed in the open 
patch of field next to the camp. He let out a triumphant shriek and cried, 

“I found him! I found High King Peter and Phillip!” 

A cheer rose up. I pushed forward and everyone crowded around anxiously. 

“Report!” 

Cyn panted out his words. “Not fifteen miles west of here on the southern bank. I heard 
Phillip whinny and followed the sound.” 

“King Peter?” 

He shook his head, his eyes full of fear. “He is not well, Oreius. His arm is broken, he was 
barely coherent, and he could ride no further. He himself said he was injured and sick. He 
asked after his brother and I could not bring myself to tell him of the last news that we 
heard here. I asked that they build a fire to light the way back.” 

I turned to Manon. “Get to Cair Paravel. Alert Aslan and the Queens. Tell them I’m 
leading a party into the Western Wild. We’ll be back tomorrow.” 

The Gryphon nodded and launched into the air. I turned to Cyn as one of the soldiers 
handed me the requested pack. 

“Lead on, Captain.” 

§‡§ 

I left the party behind when I found I could keep apace with Cyn and they could not. 
Vimal waved me on ahead and I knew they would follow as quickly as they could. The 
moon peeked over the horizon as I scaled the path up the cliffs. I had never been out of 
Narnia before, not even to Archenland, but I didn’t hesitate as I plunged into the Western 
Wild. 

I was surprised. It looked somewhat like Narnia, but duller and less vital and I knew I had 
missed very little by not leaving my own country. In truth I remembered little of the land 
about me, so intent was I to reach my goal. I galloped on, Cyn above me, as the moon 
came out and turned the landscape into a pattern of dark shadows. 

An hour or more later I caught the faintest whiff of smoke on the breeze. I looked up. 

“Cyn! I smell smoke!” 

“I don’t see the fire,” he called back. 

“Call out!” 

He obeyed, letting out the loud, piercing war-cry of his kind. Then we stilled, listening. 

A faint, echoing sound. 

“Two miles,” he estimated. “Hurry!” 
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I needed no further motivation, but plunged onwards. Beneath my feet the ground was all 
stone and my shoes rang out sharp and loud. It seemed my heart was beating just as loudly 
and for the first time I seemed to be short of breath. The path angled steeply upwards, the 
river dropping away as I climbed. 

Let me find him. Let me find him. Great Aslan, I pray thee let me find my king. 

Cyn called again and this time the return was unmistakably a Horse. A few minutes later 
Phillip neighed once more and with a final burst I lunged up the path and onto a wide, flat 
expanse of stone. A few clumps of stunted pines and low bushes grew amidst the stone. My 
shod hooves skidded to a halt. I could smell charred wood and saw - 

Phillip! The Horse lay a hundred yards hence, close by the largest bunch of trees. He 
looked up as Cyn circled overhead, then back at me. It was very telling that he did not rise. 

“Oreius!” he called, his voice tired beyond words. “Quickly!” 

I rushed to his side and halted as if struck, stunned. 

Peter. 

As I looked down at the small, motionless, wretched form curled on the ground beside 
Phillip it seemed as if all the fatigue that should have been mine throughout this wild dash 
across Narnia caught up with me at once and my legs almost gave out. One shattering, 
devastating thought seized me: 

Oh, Aslan, he’s dead. 

How would I face Edmund? What would I tell his sisters? 

I had failed him. Narnia. Aslan. An unfamiliar tightness gripped my throat. I had not felt so 
hollow, so empty and alone since I had lost my own father to the forces of the White 
Witch fifteen years ago. This boy meant the world to me and not just on account of being 
my High King, but simply because he was Peter. 

Then I saw his side rise and fall slightly as he breathed, and I found I could breathe again 
as well. I lowered myself down beside them before my trembling legs fainted beneath me. 
Even so, my front legs crashed down gracelessly to the stone. I barely felt the impact. I 
touched his neck. His skin was cold and clammy but I found a pulse. I stared at the 
hopelessly small and wasted form. Always fairer than his siblings, Peter’s face and lips were 
bloodless, his blond hair ragged and unkempt. Even in the uneven light of the moon I 
could see heavy bruises and the signs of starvation on his face. My hand looked so dark 
against his pale cheek that I could not tear my eyes away. For all his pathetic, desperate 
condition I thought he was the single most wonderful and magnificent sight I had ever 
beheld - and that from a Narnian that had served Aslan himself. 

“His right foreleg was broken,” rasped Phillip. 

“Three days ago,” I provided. 

The Horse looked astonished. “How did you know?” 

“I didn’t. King Edmund did. Phillip, when is the last time he ate?” I could not keep from 
using a sharper tone than I meant, stripping off the pack. Before the Horse could reply, 
Cyn came to a landing and hurried over. 
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“Get back to Vimal,” I ordered the scout. “Tell him to pick up the pace immediately. 
Guide them here.” 

The Gryphon nodded, already tensed to launch. “I could bring Felern back.” 

“Do so. I don’t care what he says about it.” I turned my attention to the young king lying 
prone before me, shaking out the blankets I carried to cover him against the cold and wind. 
I bundled him warmly and threw my own cape over him and Phillip. By the Lion, there 
seemed to be nothing left of him. Like his brother, Peter had used himself up completely. 
Not being a healer and unwilling to touch his splinted arm, there was little else that I could 
do for him now. I looked further in the pack, realizing the soldier that had assembled it 
had done so for me alone. I should have mentioned food palatable to a Son of Adam, not 
a Centaur, though Peter gave no sign of stirring anytime soon. I gave the oat cakes to 
Phillip and he ate them gratefully. Then I rose and gathered wood to build not one, but 
three fires to light Vimal’s way and to warm my king. A quiet prayer ran through my mind, 
my inadequate words falling short of describing the depth of my gratitude to Aslan for 
allowing me to find him. 

I rested once again close beside the boy, looking from him to Phillip. 

“He has the apple,” said the Horse, his pride evident. 

“I know.” I caught the look in Phillip’s eyes and had to ask, “Would he ever have returned 
otherwise?” 

“No,” he admitted softly. “How fares King Edmund?” 

“Slightly better than this.” I reached down as Peter stirred, and gently I soothed his fears, 
moving a fold of the blanket to shield his head better. His eyes opened briefly and he 
leaned into my hand before he lapsed deeper into the unconsciousness that claimed him. I 
brushed the filthy hair from his face. Even I could hear the relief in my voice as I added, 
“But he will do very well now. They both will.” 

§‡§ 

I looked down at my armor once again, making sure the metal was perfect and there were 
no smudges or marks of fingers on the polished surface. I did a swift mental inventory to 
be sure I had all my weapons and gear as was proper. With nothing left to do by way of 
preparation, I waited, very surprised to find that I was actually - 

“Nervous?” 

I looked down. Sir Giles sat at my hooves. He was a little smug and amused and 
sympathetic to my plight, being the only person in Narnia that could relate to my position 
right now. 

“Not enough that I’d admit it,” I returned. 

He chuckled. “If it’s any consolation, I believe King Edmund is more nervous than you.” 

I smirked at the notion, annoyed that I was so transparent, but I had known Giles a long 
time. 

“From what I understand you were subject to a polite little war between the kings,” 
continued the Fox. I knew he was trying to distract me and I was grateful. “Apparently both 
of them wanted to knight you. I believe King Edmund prevailed with the argument that you 
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were acting on his command when you reached his brother, while King Peter simply lay 
around sleeping for days on end while everyone else was working.” 

That certainly sounded like Edmund. 

“The queens agreed and our younger king won the day. Then of course a whole new war 
erupted over what your chivalric title should be.” 

By Narnian tradition, knights are given a name in addition to their own, something related 
to their service. Hence we had Sir Peter Wolfsbane and Sir Edmund of the How and Sir 
Giles Slyashlar Fox. I was about to reply when Kanell rounded the corner. “General, it’s 
time,” he said with a smile. “Their majesties await your pleasure.” 

Sir Giles inclined his head to me in silent congratulations and trotted off to take his place in 
the throne room. Kanell clasped my arm, pride shining in his dark face. “Bear the title 
well, Oreius.” 

The throne room was festooned with greens and banners for the ongoing Christmas 
celebrations and it smelt of pine and juniper. Rank upon rank of soldiers and nobles filled 
the huge chamber and every eye was upon me as I walked down the aisle between them, 
swords and spears forming a wall on either side. At the end, standing on the edge of the 
room’s dais, King Edmund waited, immaculate in full armor and crown, Shafelm gleaming 
in his hands and a serious expression on his face. Behind him sat his brother and sisters, all 
of them smiling. 

I stood before him. He was so small and like his brother still far too thin, but he had an air 
of serenity and nobility about him now that had been lacking before. It suited him very 
well. He had grown amazingly this past year and it gave me joy to see the change. 

My great-uncle was reading aloud a rather poetic litany of my services to Narnia from the 
time I joined the army to the mad dash across Narnia I had made to reach the High King. I 
didn’t hear a word of it. All of my attention was focused upon the boy king gazing up at me 
with dark eyes. 

“Kneel before me,” Edmund said, just as his brother had said to him one cold spring day 
earlier this year. Centaurs can’t kneel, so I bowed low as arranged. I felt the tap of his 
sword rest briefly upon either shoulder and in a clear voice the young king called out, 
“Rise, Sir Oreius Heydensrun, Knight of the Most Noble Order of the Table.” 

I obeyed, pleased at my new title for it was very fitting in many ways. He had named me for 
the legendary Stallion that had outrun a hurricane to warn Cair Paravel. I bowed to him 
again and he kissed me once, twice atop my head. I noticed he stood on his toes as he did 
so in order to bestow his blessing upon me. He looked past me to the assembly and as I 
turned to face them as a Knight of Narnia, Edmund’s voice rang through the hall. 

“Noble soldiers of Narnia, faithful and beloved subjects, I give you our cousin Sir Oreius 
Heydensrun, Knight of the Order of the Table!” 

The hall erupted into echoing cheers as all Narnia celebrated. I looked down at my fellow 
knight. 

“Thank you, Sir Edmund,” I said softly. 

“No, Sir Oreius,” he replied. “Thank you for my brother’s life.” 

And he smiled. 
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The Good Brother  

by elecktrum 
 

 

“Peter?” 

Cool hands rested alongside my jaw and neck, bracing my head, and I realized I must have 
been tossing in my sleep, something I did only very rarely. I roused as if from a deep 
slumber, though I had been sleeping restlessly at best. There was an awful taste in my 
mouth and I could barely draw a breath through my nose. Edmund called my name again, 
an anxious pitch entering his voice. I forced my eyes open even as I began to cough. The 
sounds, the feel, the heaviness in my chest, were all too familiar and I struggled to sit up in 
order to breathe and cough easier. 

It was pneumonia again. I knew the feeling instantly. I don’t know why I was surprised. 
Some curse upon me made me more susceptible to it than my siblings – not that I’d wish it 
on them – and hardly a year had passed back in Spare Oom where I hadn’t been laid low 
by pneumonia at least once, sometimes twice. It was insidious stuff. My body seemed to 
turn against me as fluid seeped into my lungs and all I could do was cough and cough until 
I was exhausted and sore and listless. Fever sapped my energy and I would be miserable 
and spent until the sickness was gone. I drew a shuddering breath through my mouth and 
the motion triggered another spasm of coughing. Nothing like this had happened last year 
and I had quietly hoped that this was an affliction I had left behind. Narnia’s air was so 
pure, so invigorating, that it just didn’t seem right that anyone could get sick here. 

I realized that Edmund had gone to fetch Silvo only when I heard the click of hooves 
across the floor. A moment later the Faun’s steady, calming voice asked, 

“King Peter, have you a fever?” 

I nodded and coughed. Edmund snorted, saying, “I think it’s got him. His coughing woke 
me. He’s burning up, Silvo.” 

Handkerchiefs were fetched, coverlets smoothed, pillows were fluffed, and I barely heard 
Silvo ask Edmund to stay with me as he fetched Martil and sent for the Cair’s healers. My 
valet was in his element with so much to do and so much care to be given. I groaned 
quietly. Much as I could appreciate the healers’ art, I did not want to be at their mercies 
twice in less than a sennight since I had returned from the Western Wild. I was already 
reduced from the near-starvation and exposure I’d endured and not even Lucy’s cordial 
could change that. Besides, it was not a fortnight to Christmas and Susan had so many 
celebrations planned for my return and Edmund’s restoration and the season. 

Said brother was sitting on the bed beside me and waiting with a patience that had been 
absent in the past. We had stayed up late talking and we both had fallen asleep in my bed 
as we had done almost every night since I had gotten home. There was so much we had to 
tell each other about the past four months, so much comfort to give and receive and so 
many jokes about eating crow to share. I had been unusually tired, but I had attributed that 
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to fatigue left over from four months of travel through the wild, not to being ill. It seemed 
my time in the Wild was catching up to me with a vengeance. 

We were quiet now, and I was as glad of Edmund’s presence as I was of his silence. I did 
not want to talk. I just wanted to rid myself of this feeling of weakness and the taste of fever 
in my mouth. I did not want to be helpless before this sickness. Not after recovering from 
infection and broken bones just days before. I was drifting off again when I heard Martil 
and the healers arrive. Forced to rouse, I was glad to see that Felern wasn’t among them. I 
had given that poor Dwarf enough misery and grief last week. It was only fair that the 
others get a turn, too. I was not the best of patients when I was sick, prone to snapping and 
peevishness and, yes, childish petulance. 

After much poking and prodding and coughing, the healers told me what I already knew: I 
had pneumonia. Teas and poultices and remedies of all sorts were proposed until I grew 
annoyed at the disturbance and the healers and Edmund threw the lot of them out until the 
morning. After much coaxing I agreed to take some tea, and the concoction sent to me was 
pungent enough to clear my sinuses for a few moments so that I could tell the steaming 
drink had a truly disgusting taste. I drank as much of it as I could stomach and with a gasp I 
set the cup aside. 

“Lie down, Peter,” ordered Edmund, drawing the covers up over me again. Suddenly 
chilled without layers of blankets covering me, I dropped back down into the nest of 
pillows and tried to regain the warmth that had been lost. Edmund made to climb onto the 
bed beside me when Silvo stopped him. 

“King Edmund, I must ask you to return to your room.” 

I didn’t need to see him to know he frowned. I could feel the sudden tension in the air. 
“This is my room.” 

“I mean your own chambers,” explained the Faun a little nervously. “Down the hall. Martil 
is setting them up now. We don’t know if your brother might infect you.” 

The frown deepened and his eyes narrowed stubbornly. “I’d already have it then! And I 
don’t. And I won’t. I’m staying.” 

“Please, Sire. Just for a few nights. You are not the quietest of sleepers and you might 
disturb your brother’s rest.” 

“I do not snore,” he swore under his breath, knowing full well what the valet was implying. 

A sound escaped me – a snort of sorts that belied Edmund’s claim. Not that I minded, of 
course, but Edmund did snore when he was deeply asleep. I had my eyes closed, but I was 
certain he glared my way. 

“Tonight,” he agreed, stubborn to the last. “We’ll see about tomorrow.” 

Silvo was wise enough to choose his battles and know when he had won even a small 
victory. I hoped he enjoyed it. I knew my brother well enough to know that it would be 
Silvo’s last win for a long while. 

§‡§ 

In the early morning word spread very quickly. Susan and Lucy came to see me before 
breakfast. I woke up to both of them sitting on the edge of my bed and looking at me with 
wide, anxious eyes. They were still in their dressing gowns and they clucked over me and 
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smoothed my hair. Susan in particular looked edgy, probably because she remembered 
better than Lucy how often I had been sick in the past. I felt a pang of guilt. I had given 
them so much to worry about of late and I would have spared them this if I could. They 
only left when the healers arrived with a goblet of bitter medicine. I think the smell of it 
might have warned them that they didn’t want to be around for their king and brother to 
get dosed. Edmund braved the process, stalwart soul that he was, and grimaced in 
sympathy at the face I made as I struggled to swallow the stuff. 

Edmund had not yet resumed his normal schedule of classes and he shamelessly used me 
as an excuse to avoid our regular dance lesson. He vanished for an hour or so and returned 
with three servants, all of them carrying books from the library. They made some 
impressive stacks on his desk and the table. 

“What have you there?” I asked hoarsely, suppressing a yawn. 

“Some of the law books that I wanted to read since writing the Codex Consors. I brought 
you some history books, too, if you’d like to catch up a bit on your classes.” 

Very soon thereafter I was propped up with pillows and cushions and a lovely illuminated 
book of Narnian history was open on my lap. The image of a hideous dragon attacking the 
Lone Islands was the last thing I remembered for a long while because I must have 
dropped off asleep before I managed to do more than turn the first page. 

Something small, light, and four-footed was walking on my legs when I roused again. I 
opened my eyes to shadows, but after a moment I realized the curtains had been drawn 
around the bed to block the late morning sun. Whatever was walking on me was joined by 
two more like weights. I could feel each step they took through the covers and I could hear 
curious and excited whispers exchanged. One of them was by my feet, so as an experiment 
I moved my foot. Immediately the creature jumped to the attack, landing on my toes as if it 
could do some damage through half a dozen blankets. Another climbed along the length of 
my arm to my shoulder. I could feel faint, fast breaths in my ear and the tickle of fur or 
whiskers. I shifted to catch sight of my visitors and found myself nose-to-nose with a kitten. 

“Are you awake?” asked the black-and-white kitten, sniffing at me excitedly. 

“A little,” I said in a hoarse whisper. Talking hurt, and my lips felt horribly chapped. “Are 
you?” 

He nodded seriously, and then called, “Bellas! Abigail! Look! He’s awake . . . I think!” 

Energetic squeaks rose up and the other two kittens stomped and tumbled across the 
landscape created by me and the blankets to join their brother. They were very cute. One 
was white and the other a silver tabby, all of them with big blue or green eyes. With tails 
held high they lined up along my pillow to stare at me. 

“Good morn,” I smiled. 

“Good morn,” they chorused. 

“I like your pillow,” said the white one, kneading the softness with her little paws. “It smells 
like the ducklings our mama sometimes watches when the Eiders work late in the gardens.” 

“Are you very sick?” the tabby wondered. She leaned far forward until her nose touched 
mine. “A Faun came for Mama this morning and he said King Peter was very sick.” 

“Are you King Peter?” asked the male. 
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“He’s the only one that’s sick, silly!” The white kitten turned to me. “I’m Abigail.” 

“I’m Bellas,” said the tabby. 

“My name is Nain,” added the male shyly. He raised a paw to lick it a few times before he 
cast a hesitant glance at his sister. “Are you King Peter?” 

“Yes,” I replied, smiling and suppressing a cough, “and you’re right, Master Nain, I am 
rather sickly at the moment.” I didn’t know if Cats could get pneumonia and I certainly 
didn’t want to share it with them. I tried to suppress the urge to cough. “Your mother must 
be Anthea Tibs.” 

At the mention of their mother the kittens perked up and they all began purring happily, 
impressed that I knew who their mama was. The sound they produced was very soothing 
and I felt myself began to drift off again. Nain arched his back and rubbed his face on mine 
before curling into a warm and soft ball of fur right under my chin. His sisters seemed to 
find that an excellent idea and likewise chose their spots to join me in a nap. Still enjoying 
the pillow, Abigail snuggled close to my ear and Bellas ended up on the other side of my 
head, nestled right by my neck. We all four were asleep almost instantly, the kittens 
thrumming softly with each breath. 

I awoke to soft voices and a tugging at my nightshirt. I opened my eyes to see Edmund 
carefully working Nain’s claws from my clothes as he lifted the sleepy kitten off of my chest. 

“Shh,” he whispered to the little Cat, smiling as Nain purred loudly in recognition. “Come 
along, sir. Over here.” Nain was set down beside his sisters further down on the bed and 
Edmund looked at me. “Mrs. Tibs is here, Peter. Can you sit up?” 

I nodded, suddenly thirsty and hot. Moving triggered a fit of coughing, so it was some time 
before I noticed the ginger tabby sitting close by on the bed. Her eyes were bright behind 
tinted glasses and her ears were pitched forward, intent on every aspect that this case of 
pneumonia presented. Jumping onto my lap, she listened at my chest before she reached 
up and placed a paw on my forehead. I could not help but smile because she looked so 
very focused and cute at the same time. Behind her, Edmund watched, and the depth of 
his concern was evident only to me. He and I had not been on very good terms the last 
time I had been so sick, and before then he had been too little to remember very well. I 
would recover, I always did, but I was in for a miserable few days. 

“I fear there’s little more I can do than has already been done, my kings,” Mrs. Tibs 
declared. She was very articulate, and it was strange to hear a Cat without their typical lisp. 
“At this stage, steps can only be taken if your condition worsens, King Peter.” 

“I’ve had pneumonia many times, Mrs. Tibs,” I rasped. “I understand and thank you.” 

“Then you know you must sleep and drink a great deal. Avoid wine and beer. Water and 
unfermented cider would be best.” She looked me over again, and then gave Edmund the 
same look, letting out a little trill of annoyance. “You both must eat more, too. King 
Edmund you’ve lost half a stone or more since last I saw you. Gain weight or you may get 
sick as well.” 

“General Oreius has already leveled threats to that end, Mrs. Tibs,” Edmund reassured 
her. 

“Good,” she said approvingly, “then I needn’t level my own.” 
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§‡§ 

I slept very poorly that night. The room was too silent, too empty for me to be content. 
After listening to the Great River almost every night for four months on end and Edmund’s 
breathing for almost a year before that, I was still not used to quiet. Time and again I sat up 
to cough and gasp, and no matter how fluffy the pillows or how warm the blankets, I could 
not find a comfortable position to sleep. Finally I just gave up. I dropped into the bed and 
lay awake, staring off into the darkness, feverish and bored silly. As I lay there alternately 
chilled and sweating, I couldn’t help but wonder if Edmund was sleeping any better than I. 
I could only hope that he was, but somehow I doubted it. 

I was still awake when dawn began to tint the horizon in rosy tones. I sighed, relieved at the 
sight. With day would come my brother, and then, with the blessing, I could get some rest. 

§‡§ 

“Peter!” 

The doors to our room burst open and Edmund came in at a run. I paused, caught in the 
act of blowing my nose in the hopes of being able to breathe properly for the first time in 
two days. I had no chance of actually tasting anything for some time to come. 

“Peter!” he exclaimed again. “Stop that! You want to be congested for this!” 

I stared at him, my thoughts hopelessly muddled. “I can’t breathe, Ed,” I replied. 

“Good. That means you can’t smell or taste.” As he spoke, he came nearer the bed until 
he was close enough to whisper, “Lucy’s on her way. She made you soup.” 

I understood instantly. Lucy was an enthusiastic - but not very talented - cook. 

“Bad?” I asked. 

He made a face. “Awful,” he admitted, the voice of experience. “I sampled it. Just get a few 
mouthfuls down and then say you’re tired. I’ll take care of the rest.” 

He was as good as his word. A few moments later I was greeting Lucy as she triumphantly 
entered with a glass soup tureen in her hands. Beaming at me, she explained the soup 
would help me feel better. I had no idea of what kind of soup it was supposed to be, but 
the stuff in the bowl she gave me had a brownish tint and a pasty texture with a few specks 
of herbs floating on the surface. I was grateful beyond telling that my senses were so dulled. 
Still, it was very thoughtful of her and I appreciated her concern. 

“It’s wonderful,” I rasped, talking about her efforts and not the results. 

Lucy could not have been happier, and for such a smile as she gave me, I would have 
choked down a whole bowl of the nasty stuff. I was spared that fate, however, by Edmund. 

“That’s more than he’s eaten all day,” he whispered to our youngest queen. “Well done, 
Lu. I’m sure he’ll sleep now.” 

“You think so?” she asked softly. 

“I’m sure of it.” 

Taking my cue, I settled down, but my stomach did not. I could only hope Susan didn’t get 
it into her head to be so helpful as well. 

§‡§ 
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The soup did more harm than good in the long run, but we never let Lucy find out as 
much. My stomach was not up to handling anything so dense and it triggered a bout of 
vomiting. I felt far worse that afternoon than I had since this pneumonia had started. Silvo 
and the healers countered the effects of the soup with what seemed like gallons of herbal 
tea. I didn’t care what I consumed - I could taste nothing and I suspected that was a 
blessing of its own. 

My family converged on me that same evening. Edmund and Lucy piled onto the bed and 
Susan sat in a chair close beside me. The girls were full of news and gossip, some of it very 
amusing. It wasn’t until Susan began detailing how she resolved a conflict between some 
Red and Gray Squirrels over who had the rights to collect the almonds dropped by the 
Dryads in the palace’s nut orchard that it occurred to me that she and Lucy had been 
responsible for running Narnia for weeks on end. Edmund had been incapacitated, I had 
been absent, and without fanfare and, more important, without a hitch, the two queens had 
carried on smoothly and quietly. I felt a rush of pride for both of them, and with a smile I 
realized that I was not in the least bit surprised. 

“Well, looking back through the Cair’s records and celebrations at the court, there was 
always a grand ball on Christmas Eve. Given that neither of you have attended dance 
lessons in ages, I don’t think a ball would be quite the thing,” Susan said. She gave Edmund 
a pointed look. “There’s a tradition of knights being named that day, too.” 

“Ah,” Edmund answered, sitting up. He pulled a blanket around his shoulders. “Oreius.” 

“Oreius?” I rasped. 

“I want to make him a knight in my order.” 

Despite myself I frowned. This struck me as a very good idea and I wished I had thought 
of it myself. Edmund caught my expression and his eyes narrowed as he guessed my 
thoughts. 

“Oh, no, Peter,” he said, pointing a finger at me. “He was acting on my order when he 
found you.” 

“But he saved me,” I countered, more for the sake of arguing since I didn’t have a chance 
of winning against him even if I wasn’t sick. 

“You’re welcome.” 

“But -“ 

“Find your own knights, Peter,” Susan admonished. “Leave Edmund his.” 

He agreed instantly. “Aye! Don’t be greedy! So it’s agreed. Susan, Oreius will be knighted 
on Christmas Eve. Rather than a ball we could have a feast.” 

“Wouldn’t we have that anyway?” I wondered, earning myself a pillow thrown at me from 
across the bed. I couldn’t even whip it back, so instead I curled up around it. 

“Yes, Peter,” our Gentle Queen said patiently, her tone letting me know I was being dense. 
I sighed. 

“I’m sorry it won’t be a very good Christmas,” I said, coughing vigorously. “I haven’t even 
had a chance to get any of you gifts.” 
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My siblings stared at me in disbelief. Edmund shook his head and Lucy gaped and finally it 
was Susan who said, 

“Peter! You came back alive! That’s the only thing we’ve been asking for since you left! 
Don’t be silly.” Here she took a pillow from the trove on the bed and hit me on the head, 
trying to knock some sense into me. “This will be the best Christmas imaginable!” 

§‡§ 

Coughing, coughing, an eternity spent coughing. Nothing could help; nothing could stop 
the spasms wracking my body. The night seemed endless and hazy. The room was cold, I 
was hot, and my fever mounted higher and higher. I could not sleep or rest, but a strange, 
foggy sort of delirium settled upon me and worked upon my thoughts. I remembered all 
the fear and failings on my journey into the Western Wild: succumbing to Lasa’s 
enchantment, confronting Pennon, clashing with Phillip, my anger at the Brownie, my fear 
of the Unseelie King. Horrible memories, haunting wonderings of ‘What if . . . ?’ 

I sat up, gasping, the sound and pressure of blood rushing in my ears. I looked around at 
the darkness, knowing I was alone and illogically alarmed by the prospect. Casting aside the 
covers, I felt the chill of the floor through my socks as I crossed the room to the door. The 
hall was dimly lit by torches and lamps. The sound of my opening door attracted the 
attention of the guards stationed nearby, and a Satyr hurried to address me. 

“King Peter?” 

I blinked at him, not certain of what I wanted. “What is the hour?” I finally rasped. 

“Two hours past midnight, Sire.” 

“Oh.” I could not keep the disappointment out of my voice. 

“Do you require anything or anyone?” 

I sighed, and finally shook my head. “No. No, I . . . “ I shook my head helplessly and 
coughed some more. “No, thank you.” 

King or no, the room was too big for one person. Weakened by the brief walk across the 
room, I dropped back into my bed. More restlessness and discomfort followed. Nothing 
felt right, I could not stop coughing, my whole body ached, and the one thing I needed 
most - sleep - escaped me entirely. Finally I fell into a feverish stupor, staring at the rich 
canopy over the bed while my exhausted mind made the patterns swim before my eyes. An 
hour or so passed before I heard the guards in the hall change shifts, their voices soft as 
they greeted one another and gave them word on my progress or lack of it. The silence that 
followed was maddening. 

At first I thought it was my imagination, but a faint click and a waft of cool air roused me 
and I knew that the door had opened. A moment later the bed shifted as Edmund climbed 
onto it. He was dragging his own blankets and his teeth were chattering. Without a word I 
shifted to the side to make room for him and lifted my own covers. Small, thin, shivering, 
Edmund let out a sigh of relief as the fever-hot blankets enveloped him. I covered him 
warmly, the effort draining me, before dropping back on the pillow that was big enough for 
us both to share. 

“Go to sleep, Peter,” was all he whispered. 
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I obeyed almost instantly. When I woke up again, early morning sunlight was creeping 
through the windows. Edmund lay on his back, his mouth open as he faintly snored. I 
smiled and closed my eyes, content, as always, just to listen to him breathe. I woke again an 
hour or two before noon. Edmund was up but not dressed, sitting at his desk and writing 
industriously. I watched him work and let myself be amazed and delighted at the changes 
in him this past year. Kingship agreed with him, I concluded. Our crowns were heavy 
indeed, but helping to rule Narnia had forced Edmund to find untapped strengths within 
and he had risen to his title admirably. I knew, even if he did not, that history would 
remember him not for his failings, but for all the good he would achieve. 

§‡§ 

I lay very still, my arms wrapped around the pillow and my cheek resting on the softness of 
down. A long sigh escaped me, punctuated by a few coughs. I was finally getting better. I 
could feel it. My tired body had finally rallied and in a few days I would be itching to 
resume training and studies and royal duties. I knew how Edmund felt when he said he’d 
actually missed going to dance class. Anything was better than this forced inactivity. 

The bed shifted slightly as Edmund settled down close beside me, and a moment later I 
heard a faint rustling as he opened a book and flipped through the pages. When he finally 
found what he was seeking he snuggled a little closer, resting the book on his lap as he 
began to read aloud. 

“ . . . and Lady Feline, wife of the dragon-slain Lord Ronno of Felimath, dispatched the 
swiftest vessels in the fleet to bring word to Narnia of the terrible plight now afflicting the 
Lone Islands. Many ships sailed west into the moonless night but the dragon was not to be 
undone. The night-stalker flew far and wide around the islands, foul wings sullying the air 
as he pursued and attacked the fleet with flame and talon and tooth.” 

A page rustled. Edmund leaned against me, a comforting weight. I relaxed, letting the 
sound of his voice and the history of the Lone Islands take me away to a time long past. 

“The burning ships could be seen from the watch towers of Velar, glowing bright and 
orange against the horizon. Many brave men lost their lives, but their sacrifice was not in 
vain for one ship, the Hyaline under the command of Lord Ronno’s eldest son Ronine, 
sailed first east and then south and slipped past the dragon. Their desperate journey, 
undertaken in the stormiest season of the year, brought them at last to Narnia and Cair 
Paravel where the court of King Gale was in assembly.” 

I turned my head to see him. He was still so thin, so pale, but I thought he was so very, 
very endearing in his efforts to take care of me and keep me entertained. He glanced 
down, catching my expression, and he smiled back faintly. 

“What?” he asked. 

I coughed a bit, then rasped, “Sorry I’ve been so beastly, Ed. You’ve helped me to feel so 
much better these few days. Thank you.” 

A little self-consciously, Edmund blushed. Finally he said, “Well . . . You’d know about 
beastly. That is a little brother’s role, you know.” 

“Not my little brother. Not anymore.” 

“I try not, but then I have your sterling example before me, Peter. You, my king, are a very 
good brother.” 
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Nestling deeper into the pillows, I smiled back and said, “Almost as good as you.” 
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